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THE LAST DREGS OF POVERTY :
THE MONGREL GUN SLINGERS

Text and Image By Jim Lopez

Dup PUKEy Mole T e FouaHT
e oTHER PREFEREP P DOVBLE y
s, B ok donrEL- Gt
SLINGERS FuckEp g ?;?;—“r
e R WAY INTO & O 3 .
Pty THING THAT CAME THER WAY

—THe LAST DRECE oF THveRTY+

“MongREL Gun SUNTERS”
,,)ﬂ Lepez-

The lagt time Georgia (a Yanky
Doodle donkey-milking skag
dragger) escorted a college girl
(who had been featured in an
episode of Girls Gone Wild and
had trouble pronouncing her
vowels) to an abortion he drove
her to a Methodist Church,
walked her up to the pulpit,
made her say her prayers ard
then pushed her down a flight of
stairs. That was a week ago, and

now he and | were sitting in a
cantina, listening to romantic
songs in Cuernavaca, Mexico.

Rumors were floating around
that the Mongrel Gun Slingers
had crossed the border and were
now themselves in Cuernavaca.
It was said that they had
massacred a patrol of Border
Control Officers and a number of
cartel members in Ciudad Juarez.
The Mongrel Gun Slingers were




the Darkness in the heart of
Light.
justice, ruled by one law: the
that

vengeance loosed the Mongrel

They were the arm of

prayers cried out for
Gun Slingers into this world. |
didndét think
but Georgi a

about the Mongrel Gun Slingers.
He had some deep, disgusting
desire to go out with a bang and
get tag-teamed by them and,
well, Georgia was getting closer

to his dream.

| shook my dick, zipped up my
fly and walked back into the
cantina to order another Havana
tres ajos rum when | saw the
Mongrel Gun Slingers for the first
toi axactiy ho
they were, but | felt an eerie

me . |

crawl down my spine as | stood
next to a large women sitting next
to a large man at the bar. No one
had ever lived to tell what the
Mongrel Gun Slingers looked like
for certain, but a few who lied
dying on gurne ys whispered that
the Mongrel Gun Slingers were
hermaphrodites, that they were
the Fifth and Sixth Horsemen left
out of the Ultimate Apocalypse
and forced to be the hand of

mu c h

al |
the
ages, and no ancient sdbes had

tragedy i n
Apocalypses throughout
dared to write about them in
had
come across a manuscript while

public scrolls; however, |

scriewing ha Jawishm cAmerican

coul dn erinces twhopwag atenkingntige

Kennedy School of Government)
in the basement stacks of Widner
Library.

A copy of a pamphlet tit | e d,
Short and Unauthorized Account
of the Burning of the Alexandrian
by
had been rattled out the shelves
and fell between my pelvic thrust
this
ncesao

Libraryéo a

and Jewish  American
Pri
k nlength and contained a drawing,
which depicted the initials MGS
carved into a fallen pillar next to
rubble of the
Alexandria.
had

Al exander

ass. I

the smoldering
Library of
Supposedly a Sumerian
cursed
general, Ptolemy | Soter, for
killing his family and stealing his
secret cuneiform tablets, so the
Mongrel Gun Slingers crawled
out of a Wormhole and sacked
the Library of Alexandria. When

I mentioned the pamphlet to a

t he

0A

Bonet

t w

t

av

he




Jesuit at Weston Theological
Seminary he dismissed it as a
myth, a hoax, a sort of bogie-man
story told to peasants by the
Church to keep those who were
marked for slavery illiterate and
submissive.  But the Mongrel
Gun Slingers were no myth.
They were real Chupacabras and

| was standing right next to them.

The Mongrel Gun Slingers were
the devilsofthe Sha ki n 6

They were the corporeal image of
The Ouija
Board would not even speak with

Animal Magnetism.

them and when they made their
presence known they were the
only ones left standing. Now
what did that mean for me? Was
this my last drink, my | ast few
minutes of life? Not only did the
Mongrels Kkill, but they engaged
in the oldest and most feared
form of warfare: they fucked their
victims. Was | about to end up a
raped carcass, left mutilated, and
soaked in the love juice of the
Hermaphroditic Fifth and Sixth
Horseman, who were too vicious,
obscure to be

brutal and

mentioned in literature?

| had been unemployed before
being unemployed was popular,

6

Quak

and | had grown quite irritable
with  the
hypocritical

fraudulent  and
unemployment
statistic that were spun by the
United States.
United States

everyone who

does not count
is out of work;
considers those
eligible
There are more

rather, it only

who are for
unemployment.
people out of work than there are
those who are qualified to
re%igtesr for unemployment and |
intended to kill someone worth
killing, but the Mongrels would
beat me to the blade.
Skilling, -CE®Trhhad
defrauded the State of California
and ripped off thousands of

retirement funds from
hardworking Americans, a nd he
had just been released on early
He and his
Carter,

vacationing in Cuernavaca and |

parole from prison.

wife, Rebecca were

was going to kill him.

| paid the barmaid and walked
over to Georgia, placed his drink
down in front of him and sat with

my back towards the Mongrel
Gun Slingers.

0Georgi a, you

biggies sitting

You see the

Jeffrey

0s

see
at

t




OHoney

since they walked in while you sucking on his straw. This

were tugging your pud in the overweight  transvestite  was

alley. o fliting with the Mongrel Gun
Slingers.

oWwel |, I &m not certain, but I

suspect theydre théeAMenfueki Ggnout of

Slinger s. 6 Have you gone mad? Precatory!

_ What the fuck are you talking
oReally, o Georgia 58 dwe navé & it bt of
forwarg, 'seduc.:tlvely whispering here. 6 | took a bi
and sipping hls\ um through a pounding so hard | could have
straw, ol sure hop%eer%icr)npaﬁedonastalkofsugar
OWe better get out Cane heorgia had studied

Patristics and Byzantine History
oNo, honey, weodr e 4 dtdydrian GnRdrshyBin Rome,
anywhere. o6 and he received a perverted
OWedr e sur e as he pdpicatign 3“?”‘ thﬁ Bri?SFF'g Now
anywhere if we stay here any this Transvestite Princess was
onger, 6 | said wit aNnking gbgut gettipg thrgated
hushed tone. and crowned by these two

6myt hical © lunati cs|.
0Baby, dondt WO I I Yhentionee Ieforé,i tAed Mongrel
here to protect youWwund Slingers were no myth.
0 What the fuck ar eThe¥ .\év?rek ?ittri{]% riggtoblej'hind
about you dozy qu emeerdr.Inklng I—LFl\f]aréa;ug].r e
going to kill everyone in the OHoney, didndt you
place. ¢ book of Psalms in Se
oONow, now Ji mmy,owhtaatmdt Yeah, I fuc
exaggerate. I f you kMo WHatY €l gdudamr
anyone so badly that he nor she Precatory Ps athem i s.
pleaded to God in Precatory some jilted fuck cries out, asking
Prayer youdll be Gbdnt€ tofure, GRalnl dhd Rill

, I had my esaide egemg ttihee nMongrels,

2 mi

K i




some vicious bastard who has it be halted bytheboot of t he @4 ma
comi ng. But | d o n Mongrg,iwkioeheeted raehrightt in [
want to get the hell out of here, the Dback of the head.
now. 6 me , but this is Godos
yours, 6 he said with
olsndt that Jeffr e¥eso§nléeldllikleélg]olgofl%rr]ltnqng his
wi fe,. _ Re.b(.ec.ca Cartthero(/vr;?ﬁom%gﬂarnog(i)f%eus.
asked, pointing with his lips. He lifted me off the floor, shoved
| turned around and sure enough my face in his armpit, which
there was Skilling waving the didndt smell as bad a
barmaid over with a CitiBank an Apocalyptic Horslem
Titanium Visa Card. ought to smell, and commanded,
OYou mustnot watch, ¢ r
0l om going to rampdbPdderidicthf Srinfitd But
Titanium card down g8 wad lvfichilg: dhd he
said forgetting the Mongrel Gun gave me a blow by blow account
Slingers, slamming the rest of my like a queer Howard Cosell,
drink. sucking down Cuban rum with
0Go get Oem, honey."’ln | §MPhELbag garnish.
Mongrel just pulled an HK USP
The vein for murder was .40 millimeter out her panties. |
pumping blood so fast through | ov e t hose panties,
my heart that | was experiencing Georgia said complimenting the
True Rage for the first time. | 6f emal ed Mongr el anc
walked up behind  Skilling, continued, oOSkrgl |l ing i
grabbed his Titanium card out of too happy. Ooo. 6
his hand, pulled his head back
and was about to shove my fist I heard a bang and yanked my
down his trachea when | felt a head out of the Mongre
hand twirl me around. It was the My head was bleeding into my
6f emal ed Mongr el &Y€z Puit Incguld ¥t C'eathé The
with twinkling black eyes. She 6femaled6 Mongrel hag
lifted me off my feet and sent me barrel of that HK so far down
skidding across the floor only to Skillingds throat tha
8




his tongue and pieces of bone and lords, had himself been recently
various fragment of organs and killed on December 16, 2009 by
ti ssues out of Sk i Mexican §pkdal Foes), Thebeo
was now lying in a lump of his three men had murdered the
own dismembered body parts, mot her , t he mot her §s
blood and feces. daughter, and the mpt
Reb Skl on the same day (December 21,
© e cca, I . SR o2?)09) tﬁat that poor mother was
screaming across the cantina.
Th - I 5 bbéd h | burying her otherson, who was a
€ omateo ogir e S;?eéia? Forces soldier who had
of her, bashed her head on the , .
) been killed during the Leyva
bar, and shoved his enormous
. show down. WeII now these
cock right through  her di HB
three men were gettrng rape y
even bother to raise her dress or
) the o6femal ed Mongr ¢l ,
pull down her panties before he
looking more and more like a
raped her. Rebecca Pﬁ/l & nd
_ g 4 th burly eX|can smantllng a roof
i)/lantles wrane aroun that with a prtchfork The Mongrel
bongjr © I?S me mafeer hg%oth tools to execute the
0y os ' ps _ wraps a'hand of Justlce ghe Was stufflng
cream cone before a priest shoves
. one gQguyds face so dee
t he boyds face i nto t he cream
_ _ snatch that he started to resemble
behind the confession booth. . . .
the tail of a shrimp in a taco
Rebecca screamed so hard that .
‘h oal g . covered in cream cheese and
;)neho dere;/e ahs r'J\;)ppe Iolzjlt ° guacamole. That was the
erhead. Then the Mongrel blew Federale, who was kicking a little
a load with such veracious force . .
_ bit and was about to expire. The
that it blew off the top of
6f emal ed Mongrel was
Rebeccabds head and plastered t tag
H i f L eyvaos me r
the ceiling. colonoscopy with a cock that
The 6f emal ed Mo n gctually roareg gagd had teeth
simultaneously fucking a around its urethra. That guy was
Federale and two of Arturo just limp and dead, while this
Beltr§n Leyvads me @raggnilikedigkawas tgagng up
of Mexicods most RS éeFtem @nd Plewjing fire
9




through his innar ds.
other guy was having his dick
sucked so hard that his face was
caving in. Then his head just
disappeared into his neck, which
was followed by his shoulders,
chests, stomach, waist, hips, legs
and feet. His whole body was
sucked into his cock. Then the
6f emal ed

and spit it out on the wall.

Meanwhi |l e, t he

(1 describe him
t hough | wasnot
mal e, | mean he

pussy or use it to kill anyone, but
after what | had just seen of the
60f emal ed Mongr el
rumor was truei the Mongrel
Gun

hermaphrodites),

Slingers were
was shooting

people in the face as his cod

Mongr el

L eeyewyand sn the cantina except
Georgia, me and the beautiful
Mexican barmaid, who was so
freighted that she jumped into
my arms. | held her waiting for

the Mongrel Gun Slingers to rape
the two of us or shoot us in the
face. Georgia was calmly sitting
at his table gingerly chewing his
cstrasvasehd sipped his wm.

When the
6 maso d dvas Moping, rtleey walked

Mongrel 0s

asveamalt ed tehwenbar .

s u Mamgrel f reached woaes the

d i cbunte, gralbede a | botttei of
Havana cinco 4&jos rum and

poured two gl asses.

| Mohgret was compasingt Heself

Then

they lit a couple of cigarettes and

in a presentable fashion.

peaceful drank their rum.

dangled in plain view with Georgia pursed his lips in
Rebeccads other eyferb%?tlragt|eudeddit%app0i
the end of it. T {8t Al vy, two Hermg have, fo
Mongrel (who was half-naked) us this evening, 6 G
joined the Omal ebd Iilf\ﬁJinSrnglllpiss%dwfrf]aé Peter

Pan. 0Thi s moment

by the way had a double Havana
rum in one hand and a John
Moses Browning commemorative
.45 millimeter in the other) and
started shooting people in the
face as well. They killed

10

of mercy better wind up with me
in the arms of a coup de main.
Gun
Slingers going to come over here

Are you two Mongrel

and fuck me, or do | need to call a
bellhop to carry my luggage up

nt

ar’



t o my
a touch of demand in his tone

and a whole lot of sass.

I di dnot gui te
metaphor, but | think Georgia
was looking for absolution from
some sins.

The Mongrels just sat ignoring
Georgia, drinking and smoking
like a couple of hard-working,
unappreciated plebeians who
missed happy hour. The Mexican
barmaid and | were holding onto
each other like a couple of
huddling, uncertain characters in

a Hieronymus Bosch painting.

0O Ewwhoo, pppp,

you two the Mongrel Gun
Sl inger s?a& perGsed,r g

kissy-catcalling the Mongrel Gun

Slingers. ol dm r
now. 0
The Mongrel Gun Slingers

continued to dismiss Georgia,
who was growing impatient, so
he shimmied his fat ass out of his
chair, sashayed across the room
and leaned into the bar between
both Hermaphroditic Mongrel
Sl
get

Gun nger s. ol

t o fucked and

11

room?¢ d@itho r g iGaorge s krepeated,

under st

mmwa@abhheraGsenseyes,

e

pouring
another round of rum for himself
and the Mongrels, who seemed

pleased by his gesture.
and t he

The barmaid tugged herself out
of my stiff arms, walked around

the bar, and reached for a rustic
bottle of Tequila that sat on the
top shelf. | followed her and sat
at the end of the bar far from the
She

placed a couple of shot glasses

Mongrels and Georgia.

down between us and poured
two stiff drinks. We leaned into
and over the bar (the barmaid on
t he
side), and stared deeply into each

serverods si de, [

our
intermingling before we sucked

down the cactus juice. Then she

poured us another round.

%B% ty% ug%ntoow hWethI w €
killed yet ?0
Mongrel asked me.

you

The barmaid and | slammed our

shot s, peering into
soul. | was rapidly falling in love
with this beautiful, green -eyed

Mexican barmaid.

| & m
hell

said
go

ready

to now, O

t



0 We
6f emal ebd

asked youw
Mongr el

with a hallow voice that echoed.

The barmaid and | ignored the
Gun
we did so out of fright and
What were the odds
that Chaotic Chance would grace

Mongr el

wonder.

the two of us with romance in
this bloody mess? And what did

the Mongrels mean
0l sndt |l ove ©precio
Mongrel commented to the
6femal ed Mongr el

ol want to get

hel l right

demanded, poking the Mongrels
with  his
ONow,

umbrella  garnish.
c Qg med oo nme
Georgia was losing his queenie
into a

composure, morphing

spoiled girl who was denied her

sweets.

ONo one has wever
about you to consider your
actions worth a
0f emal ed Mongr el
OAnd you |-eyedtldde gr

12

d hgwewut i dban o't

| .
S Inge<‘)rFSuck

f u cllpigkgd up and hangled it foghe
now! deautife Mexican pagmaid. Then

n oct@ckegd cobbled streets making

GRtANE Fht efel- DL parallel

get out

6ammanl uendéc i aMoendy r e |

¢
sai
barmaid. Then the two of them
walked out of the cantina with
Georgia storming after them,
Imoed nsiit?m)/,Fuckd amn
now! I want to

me d

The barmaid and | followed them
A
Wormhole opened up in the sky.
@lye MongreltGandSlingers leaped
in like super heroes. Georgia
dove head fiFstrl And t%emtﬁrele B’
them disappeared.

into the drizzling rain.

| noticed a
soggy, paper rose in the gutter, so

the two of us strolled hand -in-

hand through the muddy,
our way to the Motel Canario.
And as the clouds began to
disperse and the crescent moon
shined bright in the black sky we
could hear, in the faint and

universe, Georgia not whistling
BERNe%pbutN&agging,
Patfed %Andego hel

a to
een
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Text and Photos By Nick Louras

Itds a beauti ful
a long bout of rain and arrived
for bright blue skies and a
pleasant, unobtrusive heat.
Strong winds blow up the coast
and rustle the flora.

The first thing you notice is how
precarious the whole thing is. The
only part of the house visible at
first is the roof, peeking up above
the road-line a few feet away, and
most of that has collapsed.
Anywhere else in the world this
place would have been torn
down and paved over. Even here,
it al most has

empty parking lot of a football
stadium planted on a steep

13

b e e nagainWe with e

d &ilside s Coutsde nthie stewan d
proper. Thereds
The stadium itself is a bleak
thing, gray slab ringing a brown
dirt field.
trash everywhere. The pavement
goes right up to the house, so
close it almost touches the roof.

no

Kym puts her arm around my
wai st and says,
In the distance, sunlight twinkles
on the ocean.

earlier, I &
OMoonghilde y 0 s

it n besidged

Rabelaisian commune, and it

struck me that at any moment

A we ek
Al ei st er

Ther edfp




one of the most venerable holy

Il i ke theyodore

bei ng

sites on the planet could through space.
disappear into the pages of
history. I t el l K lygm dowrh aand I o1
check it out and sgqe
|t wasnodt anyt hi nigside. Il pitch angsel® dver the
considered before, but sometimes railing and make the climb down
you can walk past the same through bramble and weeds. The
picture a hundred times andsstill hillside.  between the new
not get it. ¢anstructiom,and the Abbey is so
thickly  overgfewn that |
This time | got it. narrowly_avoid stepping into a
straight drep more than once.
Wi t Bl n a matter OMT h eraeg &S avre Ong@ asi er vay
madef arrangements in Sicily, out , b W, t | Omy eager , a
booked a sortufoUS Series of down in oneypieceywith only a
connecting’ flights, Land™ set out few threads pluckedy from ‘my
from N ew York to findcthe,Abbey pant-legs by the prickers.
of Thelema, where Croewley
realized’ his} vision, living and Aslog starts barking loudly..As 1
making| magick with a cadre of come around to the‘seaward-wall|
acalytes in the-ealy-1920s. |_see . a_sturdy..muscular thing
chained to the front of ja ‘small
hth.was a pilgrd magheo useae,t odfddsilminigar dpsi
wanted ito make. | knew/the throw from the Abbey. I wait a
Abbey to, be derelict, aceessible, few mements in case some@ne
and to contain tsome of the comes, out Jandgl 0m rieqgl
original walk muraisipainted by char miva g, but no orje
Crowley himself jduring his just the dod: it probably spends a
t enur e a's 0 Ab b o)t .ldiof tinvétbaking. e r
through achange in“ewnership or
t he ownher 0s™ua el ay i Affesanfewpbeats; Iimiove bnh At
building, or bys.the inevitable, the farsend of the h o U

unthinkable conseqtiences of age,
| knew also that this would==not
always be the case.

The exigency that carried us over
braces us yet as we stand on the
hill side. We O v e
from the airport without sleep or
refreshment. Our bodies still feel

14

open windew, the only means of
ingressnot securely boarded up. |
know already, by a familiarity
with the old layout of the Abbey,
that this opens on what Crowley
called, the Chambre des

c Gantkemarsd tha iChgamber of
Nightmares.




As | approach it, | take in the
solid white bulk of the building,

an eighteenth century farmhouse,
and I dm struck
i mpression than
at stadium level. The walls are
probably two feet thick and in
surprisingly good condition. So
inured am | to the idea that the
Abbey is 0in
a sturdy block with all the outer
walls standing is like flndlnq

still occupied by its legendary

r ui-n-s.énergyhvéllt have charigednhere. i t

tenants. My optimism is sutely.

belied by the view from abovesit
probably has more to do-with”

finding the Abbey ' e .néw layer must have settled over
tangible/physical entity right _——_its ¢ psychlc strata in recent
here in front of me than an,ythmg 7 decades, added to..by every

else, For so long it had beefi.an *
|de’a aszfar awa)) as its /literary
counterpagt,” Siil, | the;f,,qyldént

[ i g”ence seems
struW Nty A

%

The open window “was-once-
bricked up and the brlcks
plastered over. Most of this has
been removed by a previcé)ps
visitor. A few bricks remain jon

top. I n t he .pI astp&ee mablys leftmby am avdirsght

carved: \ " gujest , l Om still n
\ XP0r ropr'n will resound with their

THELEMA ABBEY —..~€nergy: fleeting and strained, like

FACI O CHE VUOI é

From a few feet away, the interior
is completely dark. As | stick my
head in, the walls 6 and what is
on them & come into focus.

15

- 7

0Salve 0 I cal l out .
Thereds no answer .
inside mistake my intent, | add,
byo Da dh & fwit shhallole the
t hwh olnee olfédd hread aw. 6
I hoist myself in.

Ther eds a brief f g

After all, this is no longer the
“" Spdce inhabited by Crowley and

_ Lea Hirsig, Ninette Shumway
“an Raoul Loveday, or the
efmally interesting space

“\inhabited by Kenneth Anger. A

pildrim_and_curigsity. seeker. A
thoughtless bu,[lch by the Io
i .o .D;Th|e\,yov.é eft
(o rbelﬁmd namd the1rf nameis d
mottos, ‘email" \addresses and
o wé)bSJ,tes They appear~to have
< __stolen’ chunks out of the walls. As
S l-lower myself to the floor beside
a small bed frame with rusty
rings, onto a floor strewn with
Joeer bottles, and a candle

of
1

a busy rail terminal.

| stand still, eyes adjusting to the
light, already taking in what
remains of the murals, so
colorful, so vivid after all these
years, and a total sense of wonder
falls over me.




On a certain level 8 myth, spirit, altogether. 't 0s
call it what you will & human true, | feel closeto them.

transience and dereliction have ,
done nothing to suppress the real &Y
meaning of thi s pli
presence looms large. In the4¥i0
all attempts to do b s
(anything) else with i
have failed. The mema#
it was always mefnt f.
returns, in its last days. *
house struggles in all
devastated pride to be that onc

Aleister Crowley arrived in
sG.efaluCin Apwi lofe 192D ,swith his

SeSTEN

Ninette Shumway, and his

" the | Ching to

again. And i n a“¥y abbey ofiThelerma,svhat Qrofvieye
never much believed in time as a dubbed the Collegium ad Spiritum
linear thing. Standing here, | Sanctumd the College of the Holy
could forget  about time Spirit. It would be the nurturing
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ground for the New Aeon

announced 16 years earlier in
Cairo, where Crowley received
The Book of the Lawhe central
text of his new religion, Thelema.
Those of his students who braved
the journey to Céfalu would form

the spiritual core of the Aeon,
devoting their lives to Attainment

through the practice of magick,
yoga, erosand philosophy.

Crowley took a room in the
western corner of the Abbey, the
room in which | am now

standing, and painted the walls
from floor to ceiling in fresco,
representing

To represent
of various species, watched by a
spotted dog and bowl of newly -
invented fishes, in an Arabian
Nights city, by

And for Heaven: Aiwass (the
intelligence from whom The Book
of the Lawwas received) sending
forth OHiI s
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OHel ILedggede daeshj dns. O

Ear t hand th&Scarlet Wonaw, ef which

a

Mi ni st eWMysteriés, whdreethe Bhitiadeswas

and OEarth. o6 Here w
unimaginable visions of beauty

and depravity, scenes with names

i ke: OFour Degener
Christian and Jew
0Japanes@oy hsultingl
Visitorso; OFaithf
Gal |l ows 6; -©odsh eof Se A
Tibet, Egyptian Aztecs arriving
from Norwayo; 0Toad
Sam Weller imposing Silence on
Oxonian (or possibly Sir Owen

Seaman) 6; 0ZerpenDr a g (¢
begins to devour the Seven

Hanged Wi ves i n Bl
Cl oset 6; OMonaster )
Caucasuso6; and- OTH

Crowley and his lover (whoever
she was at the time) were
embodiments.

river . o6

The purpose of this riotous,
psychedelic room was an ancient
one. Here would play out
something akin to the Eleusinian

er ¢




lead into darkness, touched by an
entheogenic sacrament, and there
shown visions of life, death and
the spirit world. Crowley would
pass his candidates through

much the same in this chamber,

where they would spend the
night, assailed by the demonic
and grotesque phantoms that
haunted the walls, ideally coming
through with complete mastery
over their minds.

Around the corner, in the center bacchanal s, and a doa
of the house, was a larger room. principle partoéo in ot
This was the temple space where of a naked wodohm. 0O t
the residents of the_~Abbey Bull,t=h a t dubbed Crowljey
perfor med ToheT-eymadVs~-c kedast alMan i n t hie
ritual, the Gnostic Mass, dubious+~hoener, that would cling

to/him,_the' rest, of his life. The
For three years, the Collegium ad scandal back -in %\Britain brought
Spiritum Sanctumwas’ the” home the ~Ahbey, to, ‘the attention of
of Crowley @and “his-: teaching Mu's s\o-l\ i 'nsi 10 syeart bl n olhe
order, the A//A.".; In 1923; one /of government! in ! Rame, and, in
the aspirants, Raoul: 'Loveday, Aprih | ‘of ) 1923, Crowley was
became ill, from \drinking either expelled/ from-ialy.
cat os bl %o o, d i~ ot/ oea |l or , as
Crowley insisted, the local water, To mdb salt in.the wound, the
and died. His wid ow toQk her local officials/whitewashed over
grievance to the“English press; the-"murals "/ the Chambre des
who were Dbrutal, “in.~their Cauchemarsand when the last of
condemnation of Crowley. ‘One thecThelemites finally left a few
particularly offended magaziney yedars later, it. seemed that the
John  Bul] published lurid evidencle of Crowl ey ods

accounts of children witnessing
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Céfalu was lost.




For thirty years the farmhouse
sat, mostly unoccupied.

Then, in 1955, the filmmaker
Kenneth Anger traveled to Céfalu
and rented it. Over the course of
a summer, he meticulously
restored the Abbey. It turned out
that beneath the hardened
whitewash, the frescos in the
Chambre des Cauchemanre in

fine condition, and as the
covering was cleaned away, they
were again revealed. Tragically,
Anger 0s film of
was lost. Doubly so because after
he left, the walls were painted
over again, this time with green
paint, curiously leaving a foot o r
two still visible along the floor on
each wall.

t
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The Four Degenerates are all that pillardé put on eart

remain of t he 0 Head | the \Beallet , Woman,
beneath a line of verse from one themselves now obscured by the
of Crowl eyds poe mssecondl Sdoa bof yantu rin an
demoniac smile to my brain. Soak amalgam of Greek, Latin,
me in Cogniac, Cunt, and Hebrew and Qabalistic

Cocaine.d The wor dsumérdagy; is dnsciébadd Aiwass
0Cocained have beegaveoWill asteae law ttee Bankind

So have two of the Degenerates. through the mind of The Beast 666
A detail of the OHdgaviesn Owrmutrtaen i n
stands out more than any other hand.

thing in the room: the Omemori al
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I close my eyes and pay my mural room and the adjoining
respects in a simple manner then , . _ bedroom, no room has an intact
climb outside again. g “oof. What had once been an attic
f%gzﬁor is visible from a number of

from the roadv/a red6s wal king
toward me. We go back \;rfake the most of the day and
together. PRIMEUM anriger long, e

I t 6s atelthis

we prepare to leave. |

Outside tMheés

RIEG P T It T ‘we hleave e rdothing
nothing much left gfthex terio‘?"?‘g ‘fcg % in “Crov insisted that

W)

e

from Cr g e body of the
splash of the red pamt- G : erse,| ‘every, point is the
once covered ' ¢ leginning of the
central temple. The floar .,'Se was surely the
changed, several {times.! ‘remarkable universe;
sink and a couple| doze /awvithout — contradiction,
til es identify the kitchen, es ine House. And so
already knowing w at
there would be=no
away the functi
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INTERESTING TIMES
SCHOOLDAYS

By Andrew Maben

Idyll of childhood, such as it had

been, was about to come to an
end, though of course | had no
forebodings. One cold, misty,
drizzly, January afternoon my

father loaded my newly packed

trunk and tuckbox into the car

and we set off, driving through

the bleak winter landscape of the
Devon dairy farm country, a

journey that seemed to be going
to the ends of the earth. Up, up
into the gloomy bleached grey-
brown hills of Exmoor we drove.

A strange new mixture of

emotions filled my young heart:

fear and excitement; dread and
longing. | felt a churning

nervousness in my stomach that
was almost a pleasure. | felt a
fierce love for my mother, whose
trembling heart | could sense as
she sat beside me. My father
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drove with silent concentration,

strong and stern, his occasional
gentle smiles made my heart
almost burst with pride, and the

determination to live up to him. |

wanted to be independent, free of
the nest, to live up to the ideas |
had taken from  Kipling,

Masefield, of what it meant to be
a man, an Englishman. It was a
few weeks before my seventh
birthday.

| was almost shaking with the
excitement, fear and anticipation
of the great adventure of
boarding school as we pulled into
the driveway. | had never before
been separated for any length of
time from my family. |
swallowed hard to hold back my
tears. The school, Kestrels, was in
an old manor house, gothic, ivy-




covered, forbidding. Then, as we
parked in the courtyard in front
of the porch and its great double
doors, | had a wonderful

surprise.
There was Peter, from
kindergarten! | had never

expected to see him again after
our goodbyes at the convent the
previous summer. In spite of our
vows of eternal brotherhood |
had all but forgotten him within a
week or two. But now here he
was, and it seemed to me amost
a miracle. The turmoil in my
heart and stomach instantly
subsided in a swell of good
fellowship. | would not be all
alone after all. In my eagerness to

be i n my

hardly noticed saying goodbye to
my parent s, my-
concealedtears.

Peter and | swapped tales of our
adventures since our last parting,
an eternity that in reality was
only a few short months, world
shaking adventures SO
inconsequential that | now
remember them not at all. There
must have been supper, a
welcome speech from  Mr.
Stapleton, the Head. Trunks must
have been carried to dormitories,
tuckboxes to a locker room.
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Between the joy at rediscovering
my friend and the humiliation to
come | remember almost nothing.
Peter and | were assigned to the
same dormitory, called Peregrine
Falcon, our beds adjacent. As we
prepared for bed he explained a
school tradition. At the end of
every term there was a dinner at
which the boys in each dormitory
sang their dorm song. A prize
would go to the best performers.

o0O0ur somaiissy 0, do
know it?06 he asdked.
in fact | had never heard it, music
had no prominent place in my life
at home 0 we decided | must start
to learn the words and tune right
away. But first | set off down the

friend?dsdimlg lit mghlveay tp thellavator y

to pee. | opened the door, turned

mooh the liglit.sTheré onl the floor,
between me and the toilet,
crouched a huge fearsome spider.
It was too much for me in the
nervous condition | was in. |
turned out the light, slammed the
door and fled in terror back to the
dormitory.

Egged on by the other boys. Peter
and | climbed up on our beds and
began to practice.

Daisy, Daisy, give me your answer
do.




I dm half crazy, al landfwasrdragigmg usloat\ofetheo f vy ¢
It wonot be a S trgomi s h marri age
I candodt afford a carriage
But y o uwdetlupoh th® $eat s |t made no sense to me. What had
Of a bicycle built for two. we done wrong? Such a towering
rage was surely not caused by
Jumping up and down, louder our innocent happiness?
and louder, over and over. Until
the other boys suddenly seemed o We wer e just sin
to lose interest in the show, Peter whimpered over and over again,
stopped singing. | finished the terrified, not knowing where we
last few words of the verse, my were being taken or why, what
voice tailing off, and sensing might be in store for us. | was
someone behind me, | turned. At aware only of this rough, red
the door stood Mr. Stapleton, red faced manos mal ev o
faced and steaming with rage. temper.
OWhat &8s al | t hi s Hen @dg§el u8 bodilye up a
roared. narrow flight of stairs that led to
another bathroom. Pushing Peter
ol d6m teaching Mab ejfksideoht hissed & meho wait my
song, sir, o0 stamme kugbn teqahdng.-
| just stood there, uncertain, OMy turn for what?56

scared and embarrassed, on my
bed. | really would have been
happy to be swallowed up by the
earth.

0 We wer e just
managed, in litttle more than a
whisper.
Anot her roar. ol
The next thing | knew he had us
each by the collar of our pyjamas
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Now. | am well aware that what
follows is fairly mild compared to
the suffering of far too many
other children. It was traumatic
S ifof dlll thafl nd® so nhuch for its
physical aspect as for the sudden
exposure to malice, the loss of
trust in the benevolence of adults,
W @he 0 tensk a ¥fe abahdbnfhent.
Whoever claims that words
cannot hurt has absolutely no
idea what they are talking about.

D U .




Physical blows can harm the
body, permanently if sufficiently

violent, but words can damage
the soul just as deeply, just as
permanently. However | hope |

have never pretended that this is
an excuse for any of my
deficiencies of character, for any
of my misdeeds. It may offer
some part of an explanation for
my choices, but | have tried to
accept the responsibility for all

that | have done. Let us not forget
that by now | had already
experienced my own capacity for
malicious cruelty. They used to
say this kind of thing was
character-building. It certainly is

character-forming, character-
distorting, crushing compassion,

generosity, kindness to turn out
generations of heartless military
men, sadistic colonial
administrators, captains of capital
always ready to put profit b efore
people.

| did not have long to wait for the
revelation of what was in store
for me. The unmistakable sound
of bl ows, Peterds
pain, came to me through the
closed door. My fear grew,
anticipating the punishment to
come. Worse, | now felt
responsible, that | had betrayed
my friend, if not for me he would
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not be in there now, suffering. If
only | had never come to this
place, if only | had known the
words of the song, if only. If only
something were different.

The door opened, Peter cane out,
pain and humiliation in his eyes,
but he managed a brief small
smile of encouragement for me as
he passed by. My heart shrank,
surely this was all my fault.
0Come in here,
He grabbed my ear and forced
me to bend over the rim of the
bath. The cold enamel dug into
my stomach, as my feet were
lifted from the floor | felt | would
teeter over the side and into the
tub. He let go and | balanced
awkwardly, face against the
metal, struggling not to show
tears. | hung there for an eternity,
uncompre hending of this
punishment so out of proportion
to what was surely no crime, and
in those moments was born my
contempt for injustice and those
whofcdrry iethdoughe | ps of

The first blow fell. Delivered with

all his drunken strength, the sole
of a leather slipper struck my
buttocks, a sharp stinging,
burning pain. But it was not the

Maben.



pain, but the humiliation, the
injustice, that truly hurt. The
pain, the anguish, the pressure of
all my weight supported by my
stomach, my still unemptied
bladder, were too much, and all
the pent up tension suddenly was
released. To my shame, hot piss
streamed between my legs, my
pyjamas were soaked. Worse yet,
warm soft wet sticky shit spewed
out, flowed over my buttocks,
between my thighs. | would
gladly have crawled down the
drain, wished | could disappear
forever into the sewer pipes, if
only | could escape this shame,
this humiliation. | no longer tried
to hold back my tears, indeed
tears seemed cleansing in
comparison to those other foul
excretions.

The beating stopped as he
realized what was happening,

but | would not counsel any child

that this is an effective counter
measure to avoid a beating. He
reached down and dragged me
upright by my collar.

0Stand you |

up,
| stood, shaking, stinking, as he
bellowed at me, heaping shame
upon humiliation onto my

guaking heart. Somewhere inside
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I wondered if it could have been
the morning of this same day that
my mother held me, told me she
loved me. How could love send
someone to suffer this?

At last he pushed me out of the
door : 0Get out
bed! o6

| crept down the stairs, crawled
under the covers, curled up and
lay in my piss soaked pyjamas,
legs still smeared with cooling,
congealing shit. Aware of the
ot her boysd att
to sob silently, mouthing the
words over and
we were only singing, but we
were only singing, only singing,
we were only
Worm. So | suppose it is not all
that surprising that it was almost
thirty years until | would sing out
loud again.

Who knows what thoughts were
in that littl e
cried himself to sleep that night?
One thing is sure, the shame and
the fear would remain with him.

i t tTheesense of mnjudtice, that he
surely did not deserve this fought
with the suspicion that it w ould
not have happened if it was not
supposed to. Above all there was
a desperate loneliness that has

of

m

ent i
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never entrely left me. | was
completely bereft, there was no
one to offer comfort and love,
perhaps that was what |
deserved. Yet somewhere | clung
to the notion that | did deserve to
find love, that | was not
completely worthless, not a
worm. At that moment perhaps
the idea formed that in order to
be loved, | must strive for
goodness. If only | could discover
what o0goodnessbd

The next morning | awoke to
face, from some, taunts at the
evidence of my shame, my soiled
bed, from others embarrassed
avoidance. And | knew | was
alone. Not knowing what to do, |

tried to hide the stains with

carefully placed creases in the
bottom sheet. | went to the
bathroom, washed, dressed.
When the bell rang | went with

the others to breakfast. No one
spoke to me. After breakfast we
went back to the dormitory to

make up the top covers of our
beds. On the dorm roster | saw a
black mark next to my name:
ouUntidy bedod.

| soon discovered that four black
marks added up to a beating.
And so a wretched spiral of
misery began. Fear, shame, pain,
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repeat. For years. Too frightened
to leave my bed, in case | met the
Head & or the spider 6 | would
wake in the night, struggling
with  my bladder. Sometimes |
would manage to hold it
sometimes not, and of course
everyone knows the relationship
of fear and pissing. So my bed
was untidy as often as not, so the
black marks would mount up.
Then would come the evening

mi gvhen myp mame would be called

after supper, a supper that |
would scarcely have touched,
because of the knot of fear in my
stomach. The lonely, fearful walk
down the cold passageway,
knocking timidly on the great
oaken door.

o0oCome in.©o6

Opening the door, closing it
behind me.

oBend over. Lift your dressing
gown. 6

The four, or six vicious blows
with a hair brush, bristles to skin.
Refusing to cry. Walking back to
the dormitory, feeling the welts
blossoming on my buttocks. The
covert stares of the other boys as |
crept into bed and pulled the




covers over my head. And so
one

As | went on, although the
prevailing mood of the years that
follows was one of low grade
terror overlaid with a generous
helping of shame and self-
disgust, | kept in my heart a
fierce and stubborn certainty that
one day it would be different.
That certainty, based entirely on a
faith that came from who knows
where, a faith that ran counter to
any evidence, allowed me to
preserve the notion that this
whole system was wrong. Deep
within | kept an idea of myself
that | protected, as best | could,
with an attitude of sullen

resistance. While it is true that
Mr. Stapleton used to stalk the
halls in the evenings, looking for
pretexts to mete out arbitrary
beatings, none of the
punishments | was dealt in the
ensuing years had quite the taint
of cruelty or injustice as that first
night so | will make little mention

of them, beyond saying, now,
that for the next nine years | was
beaten on a fairly regular basis,
with hair brush, slipper, strap or

cane.

Once again my reollections are
fragmented, shards thrown up
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with no sense of continuity or
relatedness. Not all are entirely
negative and there was even one
moment of ecstasy. Must | repeat
that looking back from so many
years later, knowing something
of the current state of the world,
the utter horror of the twentieth
century, and all the dismal crimes
of which humanity has been
guilty through all the centuries
that it has blighted this paradisal
planet, knowing this, of course |
know that my pan s
inconsequential next to what so
many millions have suffered, and
are suffering at this very moment.
Listen though, my suffering was
perpetuated, not by any
individual who may have
performed a particular act, but by
those who chose not to see, or
seeing chose not to intervene.To
be a witness of injustice and to
remain silent, whether from fear
or self-interest is to be guilty of
the crime. Perhaps the greatest
i njustice of al
justiceo t he
perpetrators and to pretend that
assuages the guilt of all therest of
us who created the conditions
that allowed the crime to occur.

These ideas were coalescing
somewhere within, barely
understood, totally

incommunicable, but the bedrock

ndi




of my education. Everything that
followed built upon that, gave me
the means to understand and
express those ideas. My crime is
to have not spoken up loudly or
clearly enough.

| developed a bizarre capacity to
fall into hysterical fits of giggling
with very little prompting. One
afternoon, with a group of three
or four o t Whee n
getting a beating, all | have to do
i s have a fit
thing, 6 | boasted.

Naturally they were skeptical.
oONo, real ly, | o1 |

Yes, somehow Peter and | were
still friends of some sort. Several
years later | would subject him to
a wanton, petty and cruel
betrayal, but for now we were at
least allies.
OFit, 6 he taunted,
On cue | began to giggle
uncontrollably. The other boys

had all gathered switches from a
nearby tree. Gleefully they beat

me. Beat my legs, my back my
arms. | just giggled. They beat me

till my bare legs and arms bore a
pattern of red stripes. Still |

giggled.
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0Stop! o commanded
stopped giggling, the boys
stopped beating.

0See, | didndot feel

My resistance to the whole sick
system mostly took the form of
minor acts of disobedience. In
particular | made a point of
always being last to arrive

blody manywhere, usually managing to

arrive late enough to be noticed,

a n d but justdnotimé tb avdideaadther a

black mark for tardiness.

On afternoon, later than usual, |
svhsmmvmyywayua a ciitieet game? 6
The playing fields were a half-
mile or so from the school. | was
running. Somehow & did |
mention that my nervousness
made me rather clumsy? & |
managed to slip my bat between
my legs and trip myself. | went
tumbling. My knee struck a sharp
peblble in,thefroad., Rathar tah 6
impressive little gash, from which
there came a satisfyingly copious
flow of dark red blood, which
soaked into the tops of my white
knee socks.

As | stood bent over my
wounded knee | realized that
there were several benefits to this
mishap. Firstly, | would not have

Pe



to play cricket today, such a
boring, pointless game. With luck
I might even be excused from
sports for a week or more. And |
could pass myself off as brave,
even a martyr of sorts, which
might well afford me a little

respite from the near constant
teasing.

Day in, day out | was teased.
Teased about my ridiculous
rabbit teeth, teased as a bed
wetter. | was, | think, too fierce to
be victim to much physical
bullying. But the psychological
torment was virtually non -stop.

There were two Danish brothers,
Dan and Bo Lundgren, both older
and bigger than me. One day Bo
was leading a group of boys in a
round of taunts. Boys usually
have a fine sense of how far to
push without provoking a
physical response. Bo must have
been enjoying himself a little too
much, enjoying the
encouragement of the crowd that
had gathered round. And |
reached a breaking point. As the
hot tears of torment came to my
eyes | was filled with rage and
hatred. | flung myself at him.

oOYoué foreign
screamed. You may find it hard
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to credit, but even as | screamed
those words, | felt a pang of guilt.
But | tried to get my hands
around his neck. It was not hard
for a boy so much bigger and
stronger to deflect my attack. To
the cheers of the onlookers he
threw me to the ground, knelt on

my chest. | writhed and
struggled, tried to kick.

0Stop, O he hi ssed,
still.é6 | continued

a teacher ariived to break us up.
Black marks for both of us, of
course, but neither Bo nor his
brother Dan ever came near me
again.

On another occasion, much later,
a fat boy with the unfortunate

name of Dobbin, and who was
himself the victim of much

teasing, was tormenting me. He
too did not know when to stop,

and | attacked. He fled. |
pursued. We ran all over the
school until | eventually cornered

him against a table. Dobbin was
older and bigger than me, but a
coward. | managed to get him in
a neck lock, but then | had not the
first idea what to do. He was so
much bigger than me, if | let go
he would surely thrash me. |

d esquéeked lbis neckl

0g



0Stop it
someone in the watching crowd o
there was always a watching
crowd. 0Stop it
him!'Look, heds turni

| looked, his face was turning a
rather frightening shade of puce,
and he was not struggling very
hard. 1 had no wish to Kill
anyone. Still frightened myself, |
let go and fled for my life. He did
not follow. And from then on he
left me alone.

| promised a moment of ecstasy. |
do hope this is not a
disappointment, it may seem
trivial, even trite. Nevertheless it
was ecstasy, an ecstasy deep and
genuine enough to offer a little
sustenance to my starved spirit
for years to come. At one end of
the school was a little grassy
knoll. The story was that until
recently it had been overgrown
with nettles and the bullies
would strip their victims naked
and toss them into the thicket of
nettles. Let me repeat: | know my
sufferings have been relatively
mi | d. That 6s st
OK, OK, back to ecstasy. One
game | liked to play was to run
full pelt down the side of the
knoll, arms stretched out and
back. | was a Spitfire diving from
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ng

Ma b e n, doud-ceverp suh atdmy tail, to

attack the massed Luftwaffe
bombers approaching across the
chanoell rGne mdrning il nwas
bepaating this game. Somehow |
became so swept up in my
running, the green of the grass,
the blue of the sky, the brightness
and warmth of the sun, that for a
moment | lost myself. Somehow |
was no more, just a joy, life, a
world.  Ecstasy.  Unplanned,
unasked for, love, acceptance.
Most of all, belonging. Laugh if
you like, dismiss it as the
delusion of a lonely, wounded
child. It was real enough for me.
Now | knew that | belonged, as
much as anyone, to the world, in
the world. And | knew that the
world belonged as much to me as
to anyone. | do have the right to
be here, even a right to make my
claim for happiness. That small
bright flame has burned in my
heart, sustained me through all
the pain, the loneliness, the
cruelty that | have seen and lived
through. Do you think a mere
illusion could have done that? No
it was pure, heaven-sent ecstasy. |
reaames tthe Wotiom of ghe slopé. .
The moment was over.

My schooling continued, and |
have a memory of an English
lesson that must have been in the




very earliest days. Our teacher,
pretty, young, oh so well-
meaning was giving a spelling
lesson.

oMar mal ade 6,
blackboard.

ol &1 1 t el l you a
you remember how to spell it.

Once upon a time Marie

Antoinette 0 she was the Queen
of France & was sick. Nothing

seemed to help. Until one day

one of her ladiesin-waiting

brought her a bowl! of jam made

from oranges. Placing it beside

the Queends bed

ma mal ade. 06

She wrote on the blackboard

again: 0Ma

0OThat means
French. 6

6 my

She erased the board.

ONow I want
Omar mal aded. 6

We boys all set to carefully
scribbling in our notebooks.

OHas everyone
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s he

mal ade.

you

She walked around the
classroom, looking to see what
we had written.

oVery good. No that
wGmd k. oGoodhe Noéo

She arrived at my desk.
story that wil/l help
oONo, MabedAORiEt6ds M

Brilliant, so why go to the tro uble
of all that French? She said M A

OMOAOGLOAODOE, didnod
she? Why distract us, me
anyway, with the wrong
spelling?

she said, 6Pour
Surprisingly there was one

teacher who inspired my liking
and admiration, sparked a tiny
dlame of intellectual curiosity. His
name was Mr. Hamilton. At the

s ffirst kGeograpthyy Olassi that he

taught, he had two of the boys
distribute atlases to the class. |
was one of the first so | had the
chance to thumb through the
aplagdes bdfooe Mrs Hhamilton began
his lesson. | have a faint
recollection of turning pages
dominated by the pink of the
British Empire. Perhaps it was
simply the absence of that pink

f i ni ghateatdr&ted me to the map of

South America, could it be that |
had already developed an




instinctive  loathing for the
oppression and exploitation that
were the basis of that empire? It
seems a stretch, | was, what,
seven, perhaps by now eight
years old? More likely just the
existence of a whole continent |
knew nothing of beckoned my
curiosity. Whatever the reason, |
was transfixed, | spent the entire
lesson staring at that map. |
vaguely heard the outline
descriptions of Europe, Asia. |
traced the course of the Amazon,
tried to envision the peaks of the
Andes, to pronounce the exotic
names. When the rest of the boys
came at last to the same pag, Mr.
Hamilton finally had my full
attention. And so was born an
obsession. Within a few weeks |
could draw a passable freehand
map of the continent. | sought out
books 0 Tschiffeligds
particular captured my
imagination, inspired me with an
urge to travel, alone, dependent
on the kindness of strangers.

One winter, snow on the ground
outside, shortly before the
Christmas Holidays, Mr.
Hamilton broke away from the
regular syllabus to tell us an epic
tale of adventure from his life in
Canada. Midwinter in Labrador.
A settlement struck by an
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epidemic. As a fearsome blizzard
blows, the brave and dashing
young Hamilton loads a sled

with  vaccine and medical
supplies, harnesses his faithful
dogs. With a | usty
mu s h, my dogs! o he

alone to travel hundreds of miles
of barren white wilderness. A fter
days of hardship and mishaps,
the death of the lead dog, his
most faithful friend for years, at
last he reaches the beleaguered
settlement. Many lives are saved,
he is modest in his heroism, will
not allow the grateful
townspeople to greet him as their
savior. A true life adventure, or a
tall tale fed on imagination and
Jack London? Even had the
guestion occurred to us, we boys
would surely not have cared. We
were rapt, eyes shining with
adRiiratioa. And in the end does
it even matter? He managed in
one short hour to plant in our
hearts the seeds of the ideas of
honor, courage, selfsacrifice,
modesty. It is true that it was
after this that | set out to devour
the works of Jack London.

Though certainly the knowledge
acquired in other classes has
remained with me, those are the
only three lessons | recall with

c
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any clarity from my years at
Kestrels.

And, if it was so unpleasant, you
may be wondering, why did | not
make some effort to escape? Do
you not think that if | could see
any possible opening | would
have taken it? We were obliged to
write weekly letters home on
Sundays, why not just tell my
parents? But our letters were
carefully inspected for grammar
and spelling mistakes. Such at
least was the pretext. But woe
betide any boy foolish enough to
attempt to describe the true
misery of his lot. His letter would
be torn up and he had to rewrite
it in a more acceptable form. To
make the lesson perfectly clear to
all, his name would be called
after supper.

Then why not run away? The
school was isolated on the edge
of Exmoor . 't 0s
could just jump on a bus or a
train, there were none. No,
running away entailed exactly
that. Running. Away. Across
miles of hilly farmland and

woods. It is true that every term
one or two boys would be driven

to make the attempt. None
managed to stay away for more
than a few hours, a day at most.
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The one child who actually
reached his home was returned to
the school by his own parents.
And running away  was

punished. Naturally a beating, by

all accounts even more saage
than usual, would be inflicted on

the first evening. But of course it
did not end there, privileges were

suspended and black marks
awarded at the least excuse. No,
escape was not an option.

Why not simply unburden myself

to my parents, my mother at
least? Well, on the one hand | no
longer placed an unbounded
trust in their care. On the other, |
was still, somewhere buried, the
boy who had been so protective
of his mother that day in the
hospital. When they asked how
was school, | would smile and
say,0 Fi ne. 6

| do not know if it was after two

n ot threa gears, but | think it evgs

three, that it finally dawned on
them that the reason, every time
we approached the school, that |
would have to get out of the car
to vomit at the roadside, to get
back in white and trembling, was
not car sickness but terror.

So at last they moved me to
Ravenswood.




GOD ENTERS THROUGH THE WOUNDS

By Kenneth Rains Shiffrin

As the darkness struggled to keep its place
In the form of a mad mirror,
The light that has been funded by the labor of sweat stained sheets
Against murderous habits of fear and avarice
Guided the blackness to an exit.
Fuck it 0 let it go where it must
Off a cliff 8 into a swallowing black hole,
Ift h aits destiny
|l tds not welcome here any)
This was but a pit stop.

The pit is no longer
A toxic dump,
But a landfill of love
And under that light the wound is exposed

Oozing puss festerWat has beii‘enied.

Let it breath,
Do not cover with a bandaid
Do not block it at all.
|l 6ve heard it said,
God enters through the wounds.

Copyright © 2010 Kenneth Rains Shiffrin
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TRACTOR FOOT

By F. Collyer Reed

Photo © Brian Blur

Paddy woke up with a start.
Hedd been
childhood on the farm, of the
mice roast and the accident. He
remembered that during the
winter months hundreds of mice
would tak e refuge from the cold
by living under the cattle t roughs
and eating dropped feed. When
the cattle were moved, or the area
around the troughs became too
crapped up, the troughs were
hooked up to a tractor and
relocated. The mice, suddenly
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dr e ami nspeltero f

exposed, frantically scurried for
hi s

Paddy coul dnot

first killing, but he did remember

everyweapon theyod
the development of mass mice
murder. At first he and his
brother simply tried to stomp
them into the mud, crunching
their bodies under their rubber
boots and stabbing them with a
sharpened stick. Although
sporting, it was ineffective; the
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majority of rodents scurried
away, and a great number
survived being pressed into the
soft mud. Stabbing them with a
sharpened stick also proved to be
too slow and cumbersome.

The next step in the evolution of
rodent mass murder was a four-
foot board with a hundred
protruding nails clustered at the
end. Although a dramatic lethal
weapon, it proved to be a
hindrance.

After a few swats, the nails were
clogged with dead and dying

rodents that had to be picked off
by hand. By the time they had
cleaned the carnage from the
board, Paddy and his brother
found that the survivors had

dissipated en masse, so chasing
the few strays was a wasted
effort.

Next came the homemade
napalm. A handful of powdered

laundry detergent in a five -gallon
bucket of gasoline thickened it
enough to stick
fur. Paddyds
the troughs forward with the

tractor, unhook the tow chain,
and pull the tractor to safety
before the frantic mice knew
what was happening. Then
Paddy doused them with the
gasoline/soap  mixture  and

tossed a match. The force from
the ignited mixture created such
a powerful wall of heat it would
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have knocked the boys down had
they not braced for it.

Hundreds of burning, squealing
mice ran in frantic desperation to
escape the buning mixture stuck
to their fur until their charred

bodies collapsed into the mud
and cow crap that engulfed their
remains. A sweet smell from the
soap lingered in the smoke that
hovered above the flickering
flames and embers.

The boys whooped and hollered
with joy at their homemade
entertainment. No general
surveying a battlefield covered
with dead enemy soldiers was as
proud as Paddy and his brother
as they surveyed charred rodent
carcasses.

It was during such a mouse roast
that Paddy fucked up. His
brother pulled the trough
forward, unhooked the tractor,
and pulled it to safety as usual.
Paddy tossed the homemade
napalm and a lit match. There
t avas thé esualrwbhobsh mg tilesgas

br ot hexploded mto [fladnes,j batrirk his

haste, Paddy neglected to notice
that the trough was downhill and
the burning mixture was flowing
toward it.

His brother vyelled over the
squealing of hundreds of mice,
OHook the trough
chain so | can pull it away from
the gas! o6

b 4




After connecting the chain to the
trough, Paddy vyelled, 0 Pul
Pull!déd but h e
that the chain was wrapped
around his foot. His brother
threw the tractor into gear and
yanked open the hand throttle.
The tractor lurched forward,
shapping up the slack in the
chain and hauling the trough
safely away.

Wh e n Paddy6s
off the tractor, he saw Paddy
lying on the ground, frantically

beating off the swarm of burning
mi ce crawling
left boot, his foot still in it, lay a
few feet away. A trail of blood

and tendons, mixed with mud
and cow crap, connected his
stump to the piece of bone
protruding from the top of his

boot.

After the accident, Paddy was
taunted at school with the name
0Tractor Foot ofta
prosthetic, he eventually walked
with only a slight irregularity to
his gait.

As Paddy put on his prosthetic
foot and dressed for work as a
railroad yard security agent, he
reflected on his marriage to his
first cousin, Martha, whom he
had married in a bar twenty -three
years earlier. Martha had been
pretty back then, before she had
the two girls. She kept gaining
weight after each baby, and then
she didnot want
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neg.l

over

drank every day at the railroad

yard and continued to drink

vehentget Home; @ was all he hade
getting drunk and climbing out

of bed in the dark to do it all over

again.

It was a hell the two of them
l'ived in, a hell
out how to escape, so he did as he
pleased. He took his pleasures
where and when he could

br ot tbhecause jnuhispife @ was all he

was going to get.

He had an ugly, fat bitch for a
wi feiamd two Blasdat gafighters.
There was the occasional visit
with Melody, his beautiful five -
year-old granddaughter. At least
Melody had a chance; she could
get an education. Her father had
a good job, and he was only in his
twenties. He made more money
than Paddy, and he had fewer
mouths to feed. When Melody
came to visit there was warmth in
thén hotish. d-or ahie dnoment, he
and Martha put aside their
mutual hatred and shared in their
love for their blue -eyed, flaxen-
haired granddaughter.

Wh e n Paddyods ol
Anna Rae, got pregnant at
fourteen with Melody, she got
married and moved out. By that
ti me, Mart haos
life was Melody uyand eating.
Holding M elody took Martha
back to when she and Paddy
were young, when she still had
t odredns.v e Paddg x had H eaid

he

dest
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attention to her then, before she
carried more than two hundred
and fifty pounds on her five -foot-
two frame.

Paddy was supposed to become
an engineer and drive the train.
He and his wife wanted a home
with a lawn, a brick barbecue,
nice carpeting, and a kitchen full
of shinny white appliances.
Martha would have spent her
days cleaning, watching the
soaps on television, taking care of

home to rob. Nothing was
mentioned of the whip marks.
Word of the incident quickly
spread among the railroad bums,
and they stayed away for much
of the following year.

Martha loathed her own image.
She knew that no man except a
drunk like Paddy would want
her, not that even Paddy wanted
her. He simply had no other place

to go. She worried that most of
Paddyds paycheck

the children, and making P a d d y & s wherever it was that he found

dinner. Instead, because of his
drinking, the railroad made him a
yard security agent, a railroad
bull. He chased men with little to
live for away from transportation
and shelter. If he drank, it was
with good reason: He was a loser,
a drunk, and, as far as she was
concerned, a murderer.

Three winters ago, two bums had
been found frozen in the snow.

They were barefoot and naked
from the waist down. Their

bodies bore whip marks. Martha

had felt bad because those men
were human beings who had felt

pain and sorrow, maybe even
love. What was left of their tracks

led back to the train yard.

Aside from the fact that the
railroad owned the town, the
people in it, and the police
department, the police report said
the bums had lost their shoes and
pants gambling and froze to
death before they could find a
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sexual relief. Weighing so much,
she was too fat to kneel
comfortably or spread or raise
her | egs. Shedd

the last few times Paddy had lain
on her, mounting her from

behind, and she was sickened by
t he
ma nfdcock in her mouth.

She had resorted to greasing her
ample breasts with bacon fat.

Sitting in front
hold up her breasts and squeeze
them together to provide an
orifice for Paddy to relive
himself. Whenever she looked
away, Paddy pulled her by the
hair, forcing her to look into his
blood-shot eyes, peering at her
from a bloated red face as he
pumped his unwashed cock into
her. Pressing his sweaty, hairy
body into her breasts, he took
further delight as she agonized
about the discharge mixed with
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bacon fat and pubic hair that
would drip between her breasts.
Greasing Martha, and the shed at

work, was enough to keep The next thing he knew, he was
Paddyods paycheck lyingorotheifloogin the midst of
homeuwunt i | the night ahdddkfelnaschadr . He

his meat to the kid, their second
daughter, Carol, who was sixteen
at the time and fully developed.

That day Paddy had overheard

some of the younger guys in the since heod had t he
yard brag about a wild fuck who Marthads breasts. H
liked to do two or more guys at and left for work.
once. Paddy sat with them,
enjoying their sexual stories with Working as a bull in the railroad
this wild fuck A until he realized yard and keeping transients off
it was his daughter they were the freight cars was as much a
talking about. pleasure as it was work for
Paddy. The vyard was his
He had come home blind drunk kingdom, and all those in it were
that night and bar dgis dgubjectstto ddC with oab he
room. pl eased. Because Pa
run, he had a couple of boys who
0 What ar e t hese s tegutarly dlisshedl the fnemglat cars
about y Ou i n t he ofyaradh3d e mtes . They 0
demanded. doors on one side of the boxcars
and chase the hobos to Paddy,
0l dm a virgin! | & mwha would waitifar la dnansth e
cried. jump from the car and, while
airborne, catch him in the groin,
Paddy got mad as hell because gut, or knees with a baseball bat.
she was lying to his face. He
unbuttoned his fly and pulled out On a good day, Paddy had
his cock. OAr e you sevesal ren lgingg onrlee gpund,
ainot never s een o witheriogf liket $nakesethat kad u
l'ying bitch?6 been run over, unable to crawl
away. Hedd spend hol
At t he sight of hhésrattentidn camong aherd, dike a

meat, Carol became frightened
and visibly flushe d at the same
time. The two of them faced offi

her eyes on his meat and his on
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the outline of her bra-less breasts
under her nightgown.

out how he got there until he
heard Martha yell,
the fucking bastard

Paddy sighed. It had been years

cat toying with dying rodents.
Most of the time a man got off
with a beating in the yard. A man
with a smart mouth, one who
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tried to fight back, could count on
some time in the yard security

agentds office,
shack.
Paddyds shack was

pleasurefi and the administration
of justice for the trespassers. A
fifty -gallon drum was bolted to
the middle of the floor. Four
hooks were screwed into the
floor, two in front and two in
back of the dr um.
Sean and Michael, would drag a
beaten man to the shack, rip his
pants off, spread him over the
drum, and tie his hands and feet
to the hooks, exposing his asshole
and balls. Paddy would lay into
him with a switch, cutting and
welting the transient about the
rectum, back, and legs.

It was a gift, an art, Paddy often
said, how quickly he could instill
such fear in a man until he would
crap and piss on himselfii or
agree to suck him off in order to
stop the beating. The faces of the
men, their screams, their threats
of retribution, were a blur,
nothing more than farts lost in an
outhouse in mid -summer.
Spineless men, too afraid of
Paddy to muster the courage to
stand, crawled off like slugs,
leaving a trail of blood for slime.

Only one man, a young, fair-
skinned transient with a wreath
of roses and r.i.p. mom tattooed
around his right bicep, haunted
him. Sean and Michael had
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stripped and tied him over the
drum, and Paddy whipped him

w h igaody, drnawirgy bPeddfdm dhe

welts as the switch cut across his
bare buttocks. The young man
crieged from eafcho atrokéh of she
switch but he never uttered a
word.

Paddy dropped his pants and
jerked the young transient & s
up by the hair so he could see his
pRstitbgisyadds coci eHe pressed
his cock against t h
and cooed, 0 Come
my dear, tell me you love me.
Tell me how much you want
your loving husband to take you.
Come on, say it! Just three gmple
words: | ... love ... you. Oh, come
on now, you can s a
you?o

head

Turning to Sean and Michael, he

sai d, o | guess my Vv
the silent type, boys, or maybe
shefds just shy. o
OYoudl !l wish you wer
day, 6 the young man

The shack grew quiet. There was
nothing but the sound of heavy
breathing and flies trying to
escape through the  dirty
windowpanes.

Paddy picked up a fly swatter,
and like a general with a riding
crop pondering the strategy of
war and history in the makin g,
paced the shack wearing nothing
but a sweat-soaked T-shirt and




boots. He alternated between With the boys cheering him on,
tapping his prosthesis and Paddy rode and degraded the
smearing flies across the young transient with the wreath
wi ndowpanes. T h e  of rosasrasdithe nifp.dnem tattoo.
words had stunned Paddy. 00h, Mar t ha, t el l me
good for you, my darling. Talk to
The young man had ni@g Mattha!tTellrme lhdow you like
sound during a whippi ng that it, dear, fast like this or nice, deep
would have broken even the strokes? Talk to me, dear. You
toughest of men to some degree. know | want to please
Paddy could let him go, stop it
now, but that would be admitting Tear s streamed from t
fear of a transient trespassing on eyes, but he never spoke.
railroad property. No, he
coul dnodt do that iPaddyf utteredt a low gutiurals
boys. sound, shuddered, then stepped
back, wiping  wheel-bearing
ol &1 1 wi s h ome daya s dgeeasd asd excrement off of
will 1? Listen, my sweet little himself.
thing, 6 Paddy said, o0l wish | was
dead every day. Do you, for even oPack up my bride and
an instant, think | enjoy my of f railroad property,
work?6é He smirked at his boys
and got a knowing look of A week later, the boys were
approval OYoudl | svaitmgat theeshacknwhendPaddy
way, lesson learned, a little worse arrived. The sun was barely up,
for the wear and t éurSeanBand Micha2l Wwaid |
be here tomorrow and the next passing a pint around.
day and the day after that, and all
the days to come until sweet OHow you doing, Padidy
Jesus comes to take me by the asked, handing him the pint.
hand from t his €0 Paddy
squeezed the tr ans Afemtaking sebewat Ibng cslkgs
and dragged the fly swatter and waiting to feel the warmth,
sideways through the crack of his Paddy said, ol feel [
ass. oLook around hpeoe! yows gtuhyiss got f or
any place to spend oneb6s |ife?6
0 We came down earl y
Paddy turned to th¥ei bDoygsl sg8ean, o0We N e ¢
be a good boy and hand me the coughing from the boxes on
wheel-bearing grease. Number Two Track. T h
bunch of fucking crap piles next
to some boxes on Four
42




0 Mu st b eaybe tery fackingm

bums to crap that
Sean added. OSur e
stink! You can smell it all over the

fucking yard. 6

Paddyds face
trembl ed. oWedr e
them bastards who shit in my
yard! And that shit is going to
leave with them the same way it

camei i n t heir
shiteat i ng ti me,
on Track Four. 6

Paddy took his position on one
side of the boxcar, bat in hand.
00Open the door

on the floor with

That usually got the bums to flee
out the opposite door. But this
morning there was no movement
inside the boxcar.

OHey, asshol eesdtod
his boys, ol
there was maybe five or ten in
therel! o

OFuck you,
yell ed back.
fucking piles of crap. You think
they came from fucking heaven
or something?¢d

They moved on to the next car.

0Get y 0 & over deves and
open this fucking
demanded.
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reddened
gAs ithe goor tsliad opéri, a dirl of

P eotbred/
t h o u cpligraphy omas veriien dr.i.p.

Paddy!dHa iMi c Maely ,
O L o olord is with thde.oBlessed art

The boys crawled under the car.
fThere kvasnng sonmndcemanéting
froro snsde, ha degperatey wild -
eyed, fearful transient clutching
his worldly possessions and
facing men with bats.

and

four or five rolled out from inside
the boxcar. She wore a long
sleeved, blue velvet dress

s t o mabuwtbned! up Itot les neck and
b o y simmed. with @lste lace. aAbove

the collar was a four-inch slash.
The dried blood around the
wound was black. She clutched a
doll dressed in an identical blue

a n d dress with bothlarans1 g i n g
your

bats. o

Mel ody ds fl axen
slightly in the summer breeze,
but her blue eyes saw nothing.
The right sleeve had been torn
away and a garland of roses had
been drawn around her arm in
inke | Below it, in

paddy.

Paddy dropped to his knees.
ful

thou amongst women, and
blessed is the fruit of thy womb,
Jesuséo
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THE UTTER SUBJUGATION OF DARREN
SMALLS

By Ty Gorton

Darren Smalls has delivered a
single package of identical size to
the same address each day for the
past three years. The package
was a paper bag brown with no
name, no address. He estimated
its one foot by one foot shape
weighed thirty pounds. It made
no discernable sound when
shaken or turned upside down.
There was no odor beyond that of
the recycled paper used to wrap
the package, the only folds visible
on one side, which were neatly
held with clear tape.

More curious than the package
itself was the home where he
delivered it. The address was 219
Walnut Street, an enormous four
story Victorian immaculately

kept on the outskirts of the city,

tucked nicely into an orchard of

peach trees. Darren had never
seen a vehicle of any kind on the
property, and while the orchard

and minimalist landscaping were

clearly well tended to, he had not
witnessed any evidence of
upkeep. On the day of his first
delivery, he was given a white

envelope along with the package
which contained concise typed
instructions, the kind of type only

produced by an old, manual

typewriter.
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Today, like the previous one-
thousand-and-ninety -four days,
Darren parked his car just off the
main road and walked the rest of
the way to the house. The front

door was unlocked and he
opened it without knocking.
Inside, it was wall to wall

hardwood floors and rows of tall,
naked windows. There was not a
single piece of furniture, no rugs,
no decoration of any kind. The
floor groaned that old house
appreciation with each step he
took toward an elegant spiral
staircase. The second floor was
identical to the first, empty and
remarkably clean. The third floor
held a lone green armchair, a
leather  upholstered  antique
without a visible blemis h. The
chair sat catty-corner with a
single floor lamp nearby. Darren
had considered sitting in this
chair on each visit, but something
held him back, a tickle of
trepidation inspired by the
instructional I
right down to the number of
steps it should take to reach the
final delivery point, steps which
he counted off each visit.

Upon reaching the top step of the
fourth floor, Darren placed the
package at his toes, its edges

ette




perfectly parallel to the grain of
hardwood. Around the landing

of the spiral staircase was built a
floor to ceiling circular enclosure
with a curved green door. The
sensation of being four stories up

Darren pivoted on his heels and
stared at the green door. Every
night for three years, lying alone

in his studio apartment, he
conjured this door before
sleeping. He invented a

inside this wooden cylinder thousand different possibilities,

brought back a childhood and then dreamt them into

memory of playing rocket ship in abstract fantasy. Now,

the woodds wi t h i sonfronted twith fthe i realityd of

Ryan. di scovering the doo
was held in place by a desire to

As he was about to turn and protect the mystery. How could

begin is descent, something new the truth on the other side of this

happened, something not door live up to the concoctions of

outlined in his letter. his mind?

oDarren Smal | s, 6 AThewaice €ran. beyondAtime door

aged manaos gr av etodengain,&\WWh &te you find

pierced the absolute silence of the other side of this door will be

cylinder and g r ab thathda digappoimtreent @red more

heart, filling him with a fear he fantastic than you

never knew existed within
himself. He froze there, left foot
suspended over the first step, and

he waited. oDar
please enter through the green
door and bring the final package
with you. o

Still, he hesitated, finally daring
to pull his left foot back to rest
beside his right.

0 Iknow this deviates from the
instructions in the letter, but | can
assure you that | have full
authority to request such a
deviation as | am the author of
the letter in question. Please
enter through the green door

with the final pac
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Without setting eyes on him, the
man seemed to know his mind,
angl rthis orked| td put him at
ease. Darren bent down, lifted
the box, and moved toward the
door. The round, silver knob was
cold and the mechanism it
worked felt heavy, of a quality he
had never experienced before.
The door swung inward and for a
moment, Darren was blinded by
the unfiltered sunlight of the
room beyond.

As his eyes adjusted, he
understood why the light in this

room was of a greater intensity
than that of the first three floors.
IStmetrleing @ut across the floor in
every direction were rows of

h




dominos, aligned perfectly. Each
domino had the quality of
meticulously  polished silver,
causing their surface to catch the
light and refract it. The effect
was a luminous, pulsing vibrancy
that made Darren feel as though
his feet were no longer connected
to the floor.
oPl ease t ake
step. 6

car e

Darren had all but forgotten

about the voice and the man
attached to it. Squinting against
the brightness, he scanned the
room until his vision focused on a

short, thin figure near the back
corner. The man was gesturing
for him to come closer. Through
the maze of dominos set to fall
one into the other at the slightest
disturbance, there was a narrow
path, just wide enough for a

person to carefully step along.
He took a deep breath and began
the journey with more care than

he had begun anything in his

past. As he approached the man,
he saw that he was older but not
on his last leg by any means. He
guessed sixties. He had long,
scraggly gray hair and wore

round spectacles similar to those
made iconic by John Lennon. A
thick stubble existed on his face,
and there was a general aura
about him that suggested it had
been many days since his last
good scrub.

Once Darren reached the far

a7

corner, he saw that a simple bed
existed there, along with a single
nightstand and another floor
lamp identical to the one on the
floor below. The little man
smiled as he approached and
Darren was certain a more
genuine grin had never been
offered.
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you feel

ly oaam Dr .
Mr . Smal l

Having successfully traversed the
pathway, despite there being
only fi ve feet of distance between

the bed and the first row of silver
dominos, Darren felt secure
enough to make a sweeping
survey of the room. All walls

had been removed, leaving only

the cylindrical structure at its
center from which he emerged.
There was nat a square inch of
floor that did not contain a
domino, except for a patch near

to the bed. Dr. Breton saw his
eyes pause on this barren space,
0As you might have
final box you hold will consume
the last feet, after which | will
have completed my t ask. 6
ol see, 6 this r emi
the package in his arms, which

Dr. Breton motioned for him to

set on the bed.

n

OHow do you feel, M

He repeated the question.

Darren
t his
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he cauld bring himself to offer.

oDoorways?6

ol shoul d hope yoaYefse,elt ommreew awar en
than fine, but let me explain thirty seven others were given
why. o6 the same task as you. Deliver an
unmarked package to the fourth
00K. ¢ Darren pl adlaod whiles reasisting the
empty hands behind his back, temptation to discover its
suddenly self conscious of his contents or deviate from the
every mannerism. instructions in any way. Thirty
seven individuals, young and
O0You have just ¢ o mpld, enalee ahd famale, hof vareus
year task without fla w, without a descent. All of them failed. Most
single deviation from the lasted only a few days, some for
instructions given you. While the months, a few made it past the
task you were charged with may first year, only one other came
seem simple enough, you have no close. o6
idea how many before you were
unable to achieve i0tAnd y O u started
ti me?0
oBefore me?6
0 Y eAdl dominos were removed ,
oYesWhil e youdve deshayedn remade, and
delivering my package for t hree redelivered with each new
years, | have been engaged in this empl oyee. 6
project for seven. Each time a
previous employee deviated from O0Why?06
the instructions, | was forced to
start over. Their imperfection OPerfection Knows
became mine. 6 compromise. It is the only path
to the sublime | have discovered,
Darren looked to his left and perhaps the only one there is. All
right at the endless rows of silver other pursuits are tricks of
plated domi nos, 01 6 m society, inentions of intellect or
understand. ¢ desire. You have done what
others before you could not. So,
oNo, I suppose not Mr.ESmahtisal lhpyw idto Y

makes no difference what the
pursuit is, so long as perfection is

the goal The pursuit of
perfection is the cleansing fire
t hat opens
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Breton asked for a third time.

Unlike the first instance he was
asked this question, Darren felt

d oor way ghe éveight of it, he felt himself

reaching up through a fog to

e S !

DV €




grasp at something tangible and

exhilarating, 0l 6 mnd theo tamourd uobtained is
Confusedébut intri gauss.d.Ad this has been
prearranged. O
0Yes?0
Darren stiffened slightly,
OExcited, maybeébudaMi hémoé not
sure | know why. o
oOYesgerg cent. o
0 Wh at you feel i s an i nner
evolution. New awareness. It is oBut ®Hhatds
not recognizable the first time, |
know this from experience, but it 0OSomewhere i n t he
will become as breathing to you if $1,000, 000. Your s . (
you seek it out with intention.
Which brings us full circle to the Something about this reignited
point. o Darrenods fear, ol
have earned it.o
0The point?6
OEarned? The conce
oYes. Today, aftef g aunilnegaévteh at i s
here, | will place these last dictated by society. And ours is a
dominos. If | fail in that task, if | society of slavery, Mr. Smalls. Do
accidentally trigger their you truly believe you are not
premature collapse, that will be worth such an amount
my failure, not yours. If 1
succeed, | will open that bottle of Darren could find no way to
wi ne, 6 Dr . Br et o answegtle guestionecausing him
toward the nightstand where to break eye contact with the
waited a bottle of Chateau Petrus, short, aged man to whom his fate
OPour mysel f a gl @aadssyudderdynbden dtennally tied
trigger the first dom ino. Again, if to.
every domino does not fall as
intended, that will represent my 0 Teénsum is of little importance.
failure. Regardless of my success The real question s, upon
or failure, you will come back receiving it, what V
tomorrow, this time without a
package. You will pack each 0l 6m sure | have no
domino back into the boxes they
arrived in, which re side in the 0OBut [ do, Mr . Smal
shed out back, and take them to very specific idea. (
the jeweler located at Fifth Street
and Jackson downtown. There 0O0And it involves me71
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you will sell them for their silver,

vi ol

(7))




ol't involves
completed the current task, and

that is you. 6
OAnd what i s this
0The natur e of

be revealed to you. The money is
yours, and you can choose to take
it and vyourself wherever you
choose. What | ask is that you
submit yourself to the philosophy
of perfection. This does not
require your knowledge of the

idea itself, but it does require chuckl e, oWi | | you
your surrender. 6 philosophy of perfection, Mr.
Small s?6
OYouodre askingto me to agree
something without knowing it s o0Yes. O
nature?¢6
And so it was that Darren Smalls
o0Yes. O left the company of those
surviving and opened his eyes to
0OAnd the money?6 the sublime. Somewhere in the
vast chamber on the fourth floor
oUpon t he compl et iodn Daf. Boet onds Vi g
task, there may be nothing of it the perfectly pitch
left and, economically speaking, one silver domino falling into
you would be back where you another rang out. Maybe it was a
started. However, you will have tremor, barely a whisper on the
devoted to something beyond the Richter Scale, or maybe the hand
concept of money, and based on of some mischievous god could
the devotion to perfection you no longer resist.
have aready displayed, there is
no reason to believe that you will Despite the demise of his seven
not move beyond myself in time, year commitment, the good
perhaps emerge into the very Doctor laughed out loud, lost in
nucl eus of perfectitdr istislevlefr.dos enchan

Darren Smalls considered his life.
A birth, his schooling, his
parents, his friends, his home, his
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wh o e v daily risialsombhieh e farooluriteyl

to littte more than idle
distractions. He measured the
man he has become against the
imere hee promised himself to be,
and suddenly the long dormant

t h ewingsdnehs gutfiutterded. h wats

an excitement he had not felt
since a naiwe and wayward
youth, a pure tongue of heat that
promised to forge something new
and beyond naming.

Dr. Breton could not resist a small

rapid fire collapse.
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~;§ I have been pissing and wankiral night long.

inside of me! The feelings in Cunt are extreme and painful. They are harrowing ’
fA1S G2NIdNBH ¢ KSdh Q& K $ NBORIyYa G KIS 3L Ik
PREKI 0 R2S53ayQi (-@RMAfSydK2 [ & adeBi LIANS y Qo
an itch, an irritation that never goes away. There is a longing for, a burning for g
Ay @ argsS FtSakK G2 wO2Y $a is Akg dome lunddy (0
locked in a house, and moves from room to room, disquieted and secretlyy:
W T disturbed. There is restlessness within her, as she shifts in her pace, ruffling hery -
e EJZIKAYYSNAY3I LISGGAO2FGa FTNBY aA Rofthe2 AARSC
g% rain-coated window with her perplexed, glazed dedunlue eyes, looking into an

) o

hair. Ske swings and sways like some loose tired whore and rubs her labia in*
sfast spurts. Cunt has called and there is no stopping her mouth. Cunt is muse. <.~ s
Cunt is not to be ignored. Cunt is nature gone mad, an uprising, a descent into sSs=8
the kingdom of bottomles sexual desire and gratuity. | have entered the gap of
no return; forever more she will be with me, a loudness between my legs. Cun
: mouth answering me back like some wayward child. She will mock me when | = =
i &*ignore her. She will remind me she is therehave entered Cunt and | am flying
into her weave. | am weeping and laughing and have lost all control of Cunt
She leads me into total freefall, into the painful existence of dark waters, in the
straining of this wild nocturnal catatonic energy. Cuns death itself, a
murderer even.

.
s L

X

2l have been cumming like my life depended on it. There seems nothing else i, ,ﬂ
nind to do when death and calamity have been so close by. It is life force ancﬂ-@ i
ex and love combined. No power simply as strong. Nothing wich B = ;
revails. A thing to do until death The flesh that quavers under your own
fands. Fine seéhrough Cunt juice to fall. Numinous trails of excieent-

black wirgs. A lean, long lord who is hidden in the sheath of the imagination. | Y=< -
long for him. He knows the pulse of my body. He knows how to stir me even = f
:&JA when we are apart. He withholds. And thus desire is born for the want of his [ 75
arms around my back. | be¢he him. He carries me away from myself to reside
ity in him. | am lost and dumbfounded. | play and he is always there like af&*
"9 steadfast guard. | give my cum to him at the last minute like an offering to a@' .
deity. He is my god of fuck! | lay awake lasght with the pain of the death of . =
my father and mother, knowing that they now lay together in the earth. | 5"’-,.__ Jorly
% Watched the suffering of losing them, the ebb and flow. The knowledge of ™ ..
g death grew within me and | could feel the countdown of the years, workiogt ‘ ,";4},
-.% how much time | have left to go. | felt the death urge striking more than it has

e

O EEON |

¥ : ever done before, now that they are gone! | lay in the dark, in the cold of night, h‘l\ g
v £ y f,“ .
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after cumming, and stared into the void with only
comfort. Cuntshivered.

| spent the morning in bed playing with my wet flesh. 1 always get insigh_
. 157K arising like an array of fetishes caught in a violet fishnet stocking. | realise’l

3 KFEgS (G2 oNARYy3d GKS AYyaiaRS 27F /[ dzyid (g
limited. No man made me cum much (unless they loved me) through that gre
thing called fucking and Cunt never got met in the explosion with a swollen cogk * ¢
in full swing. | was milking the dildo and playing with my pelvic floors,¥% =
squeezing my leg muscles subtlyéd allowing the movement to circle around, iy
ready to ejaculate out through the shoot hole. And then | was dying to finish
off with a second cum on the chair, | merely just watched a few seconds of p
sex on screen and | came hard and fast. | like thktsb of quik cum. A nice '.05".“'
: cum shot in the face eh? The secret is to focus on one thing and then give'it -
&4 ultimate expression and physical surrender. | got off on sex texts from Sam. I~ s
said | wanted to @ bad and insane things to himK.S NXB LJt A & Rorsé I Q4%
GKS o0S0GddSNQH L (S mgithatean everl by thouhPoBNE £
alreée fFrGSNI 2y WTdz01l Yé RANIe& tAlGt €
A my mouth pinpricked and loaded with his harthung rod. | want to be force
= A fed ared dick that cums fast onto a hungry hqilate of tongue. Cunt has much
sex to enact with one so fine and brute as he. He is filled with a litany of-fir
kisses and seduction. And | want to get down on my knees and suck him off.

And double dog dammitCunt features rabbit is back on board. A rabid Cunt
that wants fucking taken to the cleaners. She could do with being nipped ang(
tucked and violently fucked. A bit of lightweight gymnastic surgery during the®s== 3
IunchtimeA break.A She can be put through hpapes ar1d then magle to do a"v s
gK2tS YS9 WHK2NBQ NRdAdzZUAYSXZ 0l O16FNRaAa® 'L
# rhythm and momentum. Smack her when she cums or slap her fleshy wris}< 3
bones if she trips up and soils herself. Palault her! Get that naked Cunt _ s
worked out like an athlete on a secret solitary army manoeuvre. Nof® =

distractions except for her swollen parameter ankles. There is so much luste -«
inside this squawking Cunt! Just swish out the juice to be heard in loud spurts .
from the very heart of her. Line her up. And cum on down if the price is right. [ /

Sweetvanilla-milk-shakeis-in-the-houseto-lap-up. Here pussy, pussy.

| was a crazed Cunt last night. A dazed Cunt in the underworld thrashing @ = .jé
wet pussy about. | was slaying her Cunt edges witlstenging redhot water '\ ‘_"
bottle. Rubbing her in her weakness with singing rubber edging. Splaying "-‘_._b_,,.«;h;.,
so openly that she will do and think everything remotely possible to get her oft.” ... -
| am far worse than de Sade ever was. He is a tame retard. Restlaing  #&%
fucking limp prick in his simpering sick meanderings of Victoriana. Cunt is o
the o:[her sideof a straiqht quck. CLAmt iS a manic street preacher. @ ga[nbler og\
TtSakKo ! RgSttSNI 2y { I 0l guddngno@hph-¢ 7
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2 h&§ tap. A Ibido that knocks thevstripes off every other cock suéking faggot. The

more my legs open, the more vile my mind delves. | am the scum of sex. Come#%
fuck me you creatures of filth in this vile locked room of cuyearning. Arm B
lock me onto cocks and wanku@t off. | am slain. Cunt yields to nasty dick and v .
#Z5. +8'PK¥echerous demands, hands that wreak of tobacco and look like dirt. | am held
& down like a wild dog and moan in ecstasy whilst | am being abused for so long -
and by so many. | long for the fantasy to be collision with reality so | can get
off on Cunt all day long. There is nothing else! | want this crazy flesh to bg}:
? appeased. | want it to be quietly teased sometimes so | am not always seized%, =
and led onto my knees with my naked ass upturned in the ldte a posh bitch, il
‘e, dogfucked. Come lead me astray so | can be disciplined at the end of my turn

;8 just can not wait to @ to bed tonight and get my hands upon myself. | am the
true pleaser of Cunt. | am always there anointing that place wet. | tap wet on 88
wet. | leak like some virginal amulet possessed. Cunt would make a fine alta :
piece for all to touch and take fromPut your tongue in the outlet. Encircle me %
A in your form. Whip the tongue in a frenzy to mop up the juices | emit. Playk
= &*with it like a trophy. Keep it with you like a lucky stone with a hole in it. Fondle

me always. Put your ash in it! Trick me inhowing Cunt off to your space

saucer eyes. And then spit on the deck of my self. Corrupt me with your§, -
semen. Shine a light in my eyes and tell me to get out of my body so it can be§ i
Wdza SRQ  dzLJ® {GFAY YS G6AO0K &2dzNJ hSaEO)\Q__I-_
trussed up cock to pin me down, | beseech you, do it my lord. s

a

k am feeling powerful and highly sexed. | keep playing in my bed. Constani’?é—'“ —
ighttime fumblings. There are hands everywhere, working it. Cunt is 2
emembering everything. | play her lika record and there are many images ol
nd singingsensationssurfacing. A siren. | am incredulous that there is so
fiuch contained in the sum of my parts. Cunt laughs, is the freest organ. Shef™ ™=
TSSta GKS 2LyySaa 2F (KS Kdigoedithetedzl §R2
{KS Aa adadzi oy i&ng 2F | IANI o { KI R& Zfk
sucker., You challenge me on thgt because of your own starved amateur little 4
Y 2 dzii KK h{ao sUskin@ domgetitiahS | wouldGeaOylou in the Y
# firstminute. No2y S 02 YLI NBa G2 YS 02a L I-Y @#dzOts
% text-vice in me that is charged like nothing | know. | am the scum of sex. Ay _ '_f'

" demon Cunt. An animal slayer. All | think about is cock and Cunt. | bow down's ':»" 1
to them in awe. FUCK ME! Do you even understand this information? Whaig-”-,‘_.__,’_«;&
else fucking matters to you? = >

s ""‘ N R A . £ ’
= o $OCNIAE SN tdzaaeod hLISYy @ARS®. Stop BeleindNA.
¥ ; ,; ' plunder. Shift me into a new zone and fuck and suck the dirt out of me all g

1 4 night. 1 am only for those with minds of filth. Cunt is for the seedy. A trailer




G0N} aK / dzy i o 1k NR Rzys G2Xdd t[ 9! { 9=
tongues. Hard meat going in and out of all holes, all day, invalys. The ‘
pounding and sounding of flesh. Slap! Hung off stretchers of meat.
blood through dry lips. Irregular shapes form under the skin of leviges-bitch
25 15" FKmarkings. Every ourecof me fuckA y 3 0KS fAy3l YD ‘
3 F3FTAYXPGKSNSE Aada YSOSNI Sy2daAK 27F (0 KS¥
WNROTAY3 Y2G0A2yQ GKIG YySOSNI fdzZ f aod o
the invisible cock of eternal time. | wouldle to be locked away in a room of
sexstarved men. A new kind of a trail blazer! | would let go of every thing and"«',f
all down on my knees in a visceral frenzy. After that, how could | ever be the. =~ !
e, same again? How would | ever walk straight? Seakes ne warped, Cunt
oy AP I want to evolve and progress into the beyon

The camera makes you God. Any aperture allows you to see into your ow
= A*belng and out again. Delving into another world, changed. Cunt is the camer:
within. The camereaobscura. The invisible lens. The shutter. The rays bounc
Cunt opening. Cunt eyeCunt scape. Light coming into create patterns. In angh .
out. Cunt thinks she is nothing without a master. She knows that is not thé}

0 NXzi K & / dzy & SEA&AGSR 0ST2NB KS OlY xmuy

p

The hole is forever. In the shadow of thealley of death, Cundolls takes over
dhe Indus! They come to lay down and fuck there. Tools are dropped, hea <
are chopped flngers are collected on garlands and corpses are dragged abc B
SiQa alFrONATAOS (KS Yiry@ (R2 @I(NJB)RI@CDOI f[ fSaJ
II up to the higher demorgod Channel the funneénded-hollow deities and 4

torn body lover. Let us transcend our meagre selves and be born as heaverlys -« “%
celestial bodies! L A

2% the rose will you follow? Cunt is an institution. Deflower her. Cunt ishe
"9 from the unknown. She is of the mothers incarnate. Of the immaculates.
¥ the virgin suicides. The begorrah. The sheelmgigs. A realm of Cunts is a < i
throng to archangels. Fuck the fucking angel Gabriel. Hear that serendipit

music of saints Like corn popping! A creation of encores. Embalm Cunt a a
symbol more potent than any fucking swastika!
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R % splurge to iet out at the call bf day and Cunt crayoning. Sﬁe is pining for the

4802dz0K 2F FTAYIASNRO® {KS aArx3dakKa F2N W5
dawn to dusk, and then through the bite©2 f R Ay G SNR&a y A3
* Bind his hands behind his back, take him to his knees and fagk him with v'
Z5. +5'FK@er bitches Cunt, forcing his head on to it. Then she will fuck herself with a
3 dildo saying she has fucked a bitéhf I Sa Q Lldzaaeé | YR Lldzie

and make him suck on i taste her, she will skulfuck him with it. He will be
her male slut. Then she will sit astride him and ride his cock til he is all chokeg:
T up, holding back the tears and pleading to cum. Gy -

gyt G2 Odzvo L OFyQi 3S fongSvith2hera K

’ to stuff her up with meat. The twat is gripping me in her jaws. She is whipping \
£ #ne with claws. | can not get away now | have knocked on her door and she has«_~ s
let me in. Give me the cock that is nigh on two miles away. | want it now. | _sSss
want to suck on it each day. Let me sit on his hard red prick. Let me be sick Qi

it. Let me do siclacts. Bring in the monster dogs. And some erect clowns whd€?
. can slap my arse repeatedly. | will cum for joy when | see the smirk in theiL
o A*eyes after | have tossed them off and ejaculated in their faces with pies.

i

have been cumming so much each daljwo, three times a day. | squeezeitin &,
when | am free. | long for Cunt. This morning after having some lines of coke, §
lay wanking all through the night. | was getting off on the idea of rubbing many
YSyQa y2aSa 2y Yuekingld réomidl of them with any Wet O $‘
. dpussy. | used lots of namealling to wind myself up. | rubbed and rubbed for B
“Rours. | used the double ended dildo to keep me penetrated. | saw how the"Q-i,, = ‘{‘
ore it was rubbed the more loose and outraged | became. The fantasies ra . 2 :
glongside one another. | was open to any level of defilement. There was more 4
d more of the profane. | lost my egeentric self to others wishes. | was their
)erverse toy, surrendering my flesh. | know that Sam has got to take me over#
He needs ¢ lose me through Cunt. | need Cunt domination. Nsiop i
fingering. Control me to cum. Give it to me baby! Here take me. | am filth.
God, I just cum.....

@ Cunt scares me. She is deeper still. Is it gonna be another night of a dead ridég N
g cunt isscreaming blue murder, fuck her. Oh god FUCK HER. Go stab her. | am _ fi
"waiting for my busy man to be free. Weeks pass, blood arrives. | am alway w ':’"
pining for flesh to pin between my knees. And | smell his thing. | feel the}:-"'-,._u_,,__‘;&,
- secretions come in my orificas | remember sucking it fast. | want that shape. T s
g There is nothing else | want except this, oh and his heart! We played text til , ,’._54}

= & §3am, my legs were wet with cum. | was sexed up all night, wawaept hair,
% 4 and sex on my wanton thighs. Is it cruel to la@art when he is but two and a

- ) . . R - . .
.« half miles away in a three tiered cakbkuilding with our baby boy rats running

e *
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R % on their wheel? His mind is ih the demise of work and his bankreptsoul. He

ratches for ideas whilst all | think of is to linger in his beddabe destroyed by |4
his hands. Oh God. Oh fucking Antichrist. Oh cane Cunt! | have listened to you#
with so much attention and you have the loudest vainest voice you adamant
25 1§ FRaitch-Cunt. Cumming releases me for minutes, only to start up this rude musica

3 box once more. That tune of Cunt never leaves my head. Infernal fucker. 4
Noise. Throw her against a wall. How sexed up is that? Cunt. CUNT. Fu
Cdz01 @ Cdz01 @ L OFyQid ait2L) ¢l y{lAy3 ‘
Thard. | have to elease Cunt to save myself. G -

. | am bored rigid. Give me rigid tails in Cunt. Waiting for entrance into the
W¥:Kingdom of Fuck! The Hall of Filth. The Mirror of Myself. Is there a key for it?
¥have been in it so many times before but forget the securitpde. How on

- # earth did | get there? Memories fade and falter. Open up my carnal rose. Sh \
£.:8mells so damn fine. Three ejaculations yesterday pushed to the limit of feeling «.~ s
without end. Even more taboo acts. The mixing of cHikke fluids with mine s S
FTNRY (GKS ONAYAYI f Q& &Lizy] @ L Y &difiS L
walked fast, up and down the room, in repeat, the one that cracked a whip at%#
7 his back and held a leather bound Bible, tight in his hands, crossed behind h vt 3
o~ A*back! There arepecific interactions with Sam in his bathroom. Held down on

his cock, he opens Cunt right out. He feels it and | lose track of the light and th
ense of time. | am made to cum. My muscles contract and | spasm out. §,
scream and gasp for air and meresisly pull on his black long tresses. His wet §
2 lips purse as they sweep across the back of my neck. And then he begins to lick,_ -
.. my skin everywhere. -

—

e unt does speak. | raped her all last night in the light of the blue moon. An&i{}—‘,’ = ‘i,:
e came to me in a drea. As my head spun from fizzy champagne and grass | o .~
as the baddest girl... so aroused and opened. | was the virgin slut, newlywt
puched with it all worked out in my head. | was deflowered by my old stinking
jicle. He showed me how he wanted to touch nas a child. Stroking along

the line. Back and forth. | was the prettiest thing he said with the longest legs. %

‘=¥ | got so excited that | was meeting him and going to stay and he was really' ;V
4 ;-,J going to give Cunt a good pounding, a good beating! | am windimgself up < / /

= ’ like a Cunt with a Cunt. She is flowing like a river of white cum juice. And there s
ity is so much more fluid to trail out of my whores pudenda, like the red spill of 3

Z®blood. My sex astounds me. | lose my breath at her sheer power. She evefy’ :é

/ increases. There are no bounds with her. | fear she will do herself damage with% '-‘

her fantasies as reality may converge. | want for Cunt to be abused for lon ‘”w[b

., Pperiods of time. For always. A Cunt that is addicted to touch and defilement. T° .. =

g am both god and gddess. | am the man who fucks her with the end of a big | ,’.;4}
& & ¥dildo. | am the stud with her. The pimp. We all ride her out into the sunset. }

¥ ;  \. 7 But she longs for the one with the silver tongue. Cunt is the abyss. Take her{,i_\ p 3‘; '
¢ and take her, for you can never fitler..... b




There is so much power in me.
very centre of my heart.
explosiveness and unlimited creativity are floatlng in me. | feeI on edge
Z5. 15" FRaintense, living life in solar flares. | cum repeatedly. | feel the power of life, o
& love. | want it all. | want the equivalents of this energy in power and fame. _«
Money calls. | will make some. Cunt will make me rich! | have no drugs butfl
am high and &cited about everything. In the midst of the quiet and emptiness
feel that | have it all. And Cunt pulses and radiates her naked face to thg =
boundless world! el

% L QY KdzyaNE TFT2NJ 6KS 02Re® L O2dzZ R
® WG KSNB LYRYR2y Qi St (dong. |séda chasni ¢t &chin
lady parts scattered with tiny pink paper shredded hearts. She is the sepulchre:
<% and crown to all scorned flesh. Cunt releases everything from atrocity. She is_~ s
the victor if you would pst kindly go to her. All evil can be delivered to Cunt _&88"%
crackwhore. Pay your penitence inside her walls. And make your self bigggh

by the meeting of lips. Whisper that you want her to stick it to ya. And go an@? T
pray, getting down on your hands and kes for she is the reason you are born. ~ = ¢
You owe her everything. Your life. The peace you endured. The passion .
Easter. The crucified Christ made in her heavenly tomb. Bow down to Cunt
ever more. Cunt is God, most holy, and you are-thing without her you
whore!

. the starters block, ready for the buyaka of the gunshot! It is the constant?
wound. It is the curse made noble by distant female utterings. It ig thest of Qi =
kings. The feast for angels. The watering hole for devils. Cunt is an incarnate ‘2
@slit. A vexious pit of upturned uprooted flesh made whole in sluslet earth! | -
FY ReAy3I (2 Lzt Yé TFAYIASNI Ay KtﬁNLBQ)/ R
imotion. 1 ask her to dance with me at the edge of the bed. | lean her over thg® > :
dishevelled sheets and grind her face down into it. | smother her in love and = -« “%
rapture. | stake her down with forks and tell her not to move until | have 4
finished with her. labuse her for as long as want. | tend to her like a lily. | i 8
caress her like she is a turtle dove with a broken wing. | ask her to tell me g

#% things that noone else knows. | wander into the kingdom of my body. | see mj

*%8 face in Cunt. | observe the cut ime. | lie with closed eyes, seeing into theg =

nature of the valley of myself!

g ..-fhﬁ
Cunt wants. She is starting to dance in her naughty pale blue under skirt whilst ...
| de-clutter objects from around my feet. The space builds in the room and | am 94%—
spinning aound in my orange wig and high sedbrough shoes, as horny as the , <@
lick slut that | am. All you fuckers need to come and see my cute Cunt wngghn&

S
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w;.% down upoh you. | am Cunt@dess, goddess of fuck. | shéll be singing in the 4

% rain with a garland of rats around my neck and my shaved Cunt for sale at hisg

looking into my soul. And he will hold meght in his arms and tell me he loves :

TENe!

CuntLJt @ Aa&a AYGSNBLSNESR gAGK GKS al
memories of him materialise. It seems like some automated orchestratel
: I movement of quietCuntKodak moments. Ensnared in thehrine is the ]
<& 2 perpetrator with his fingers and his eyes a leaping. And Cunt gets on fire with. =~ !
e, the friction of the rub. And yet the seconds of edse of milkywhite-niceness
WeER2Yy Q0 aSSY 42NIK (GKS f2y3 KIFdZ (KrS
A when there are thoughts of life falling into death. And photographs begin t
- 7 degrade and the image fades out into an ethereal landscape of moving bodie
£:3My mother and father joined up in other ways | do not understand. Maybe « = s
their love was stronger lhan any force and they have transcended time and S

B pretending to live life at full pelt. But dath is only around the next bend. Life R
o~ -&‘is like a bubble. Pop! There she goes again.....

e , my looking and are deified by Cunt when it bleeds and sings, and | wonder how =
A ?.'- these things will feelinserted. The force of sex and my great passion for life is_

: ___sensed in the mucosa that runs from my body. | am always damp. My body
JSgances with the vitality of Cunt. There is an opera singer in Cunt, she wande
1 Back and forth with her fleska-bulgingand warbling like some jayird on some 5=
ent rail. There is an old monk sat chanting in Cunt in a dark empty room_

when they have to sing alone. My pants are always wet! | want Cunt blown uf = -« |
on banners and put in to the front of a church, nay, put on the fucking alter for ;
all to revere. Repent and sin to Cunt!




WHAT GOES ROUND,
COMES BACK SQUARED

By Salena Godden
{Scene one: Dickensian some air, a walk in the
Underworld. Cockney East End moonlight, show her the stars

London. Bonnieds B aowd ®y the}river and then the
ring, get down on one knee and

Oh dearie please, twel cheenbdtsheds all

pretend we di dn d tyou b suee youttell hes you love

comi ng. Dondt apohleorgéiheat 2 owWh at do vy
pityds sake and doshp?t Yopialtywdme shgeénot
god@ sake and dondtsettapdut heakent to
wringing your hands not you get tongue tied you should

knowing what to do with just kissher él i ke thisén
yourself, we know what you can bruté gentl y! Cor b
do with those hands when you ki ss her the way vy
s¢ your mind to i ime!lfyoogive kepané df those

we. Come and press that fine smacker s, her |1 egsé
frame against mine and let& see if and s hirg 6nlya! Hd what a

we candot mak e t hi sshamibegs!nJust give lhertat dofe
moreéfriendly shal ki sweé salyi.keOh t hat ét h
you look your cuffs are darling exactly 1ik
t wistedécome her e, meltand giveryeu thé key to her

you up. heart if you kiss her like that.

What 61 | you do? WHNewtbe dff Quith yaocand be sure
meanwhat wil |l you dgotdgivel heb ta flhsh of those

teach you nothing? After a lovely pearly whites and it & all happy

supper you take her to the dance. ever after and a down-payment

Oh and dondt do t hoatwinkle junhior @ithiryaoysar. |

do with your fork and your front think you and her and that little
teeth itdoll put h elea yoa hdve abbut ranniny a

take her somewhere where the pet shop in The Cornwall sounds

music is soft not that tinker gypsy adorable, how could a girl refuse?

stuf f €t hen you coul dyes Ikriow deartl &dard you the
first time, a pet shop that sells
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little turtles and fluffy kittens

before some other lover boy

andéyes dear just \hiskskherantaat Yy ou

sai d! Sounds i
could a girl refuse?

We had a swell time though
didnot we . I t e

k e bl i sséHow
{Scene Two: Drury Lane}

Hello may | speak with you dear,
| | yopo are sKityne Missi rKity

for nothing, | know what | will Morrison? | hope vyo

mi ss most about y o metalkingto youalttye dotyou?

of yoursédamn shaméo yoo | smst ba lal perfect

that talent walking away, and stranger but | have been hearing

boy did we work on that talent. | awfully good things about you

just hope it& not going to waste, and it seemed only proper | come

but hey waste is just left-overs to you myself. You see | have

and | aint bitter, | liked that bit of heard that you have the voice of

ya but I aint b i tan emgel'TRule i heagenlyi Now,

well ? Hey you know Omde,] i kémta help yo

gambling girl, h ey | was wheré wou dreoonce, wrgng

met, me betting yo todgdt bk and ovkll, ifi somdone

Figgins out in the first round had whispered in my shell like

remember ? You did whaad émn aboutvte pass on to

grand Baby Boy. You keep at it, you, well, what can | say?

youodr e g O rcmmp dnes a Everybody needs a little

dayéyou mark my womgdisd dance, doesndt
need a little something

Now, pass me my fosgsomehemesPoNew youd

got a mink to cat ¢he Briaknhdne MugienHall? Yes?

litle late if you catch my And youdve heard 0

meaning. Hey what @s i ohtR No?% You havg

sorry, sorry for what? Go on and
sweep that pretty young
thingéwhat s her
Yeah t h adaid, Kitty| Kittik e
Morrison, the girl that sings and
sells flowers outside Old Drury
Lane, you told me all that
already, you be sure to treat her
right and make sure you tell her
you love her with all your heart,
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George Bright? My oh my, what
rock have you been hiding your
n duskel undera Well 1 happen to
know that Mister George Bright
is scouting for new singers and
dancers just like you to put on a
new show! | heard about you and
well, 1 have put in a word and
they want to meet you right
away, right away yes, but you




have to keep it under your hat, gonna be a lot of other girls like
you under stand t heyou, dotrobBcompetiton $0 keep
the place swamped with podgy, your mouth shut, your eyes open
buck toothed, two -bit nothings and dondt | emidg. anyqgne
with milk rash from some dairy I d&m sure you wil!/ ma Kk ¢
farm in The Cornwall. They want no time but donot ma k
classy girls, authentic talent, they with the nice girls who act too
donot have no friende andt ask too many
wasteéCornwal | éy ou @uestions. f Girls nike that just
St Il ves? Well h a v e wahtt an gngle sodheyroan veork
long way, you must have a head you out and take your place,
for travel. But yooef od®nyou &kmow it t he
telling them that whatwouga and stealtwhdt you
them you are from the donot even know you h
smokeéyou | ive her thenrnt® wothohg bub tittle tattle
you? We | | otr hee naver theichorus line when it & you
Londoner now gi r | ythatahoud baio thedlimelight. |
you forget it! shoul d know dearieéoh
know | should know. Ask for
Kitty dear, there is no time to George Bright and i f
wast e, hereds t h e thesedaskrfoe 3 fella wdna gbes by
hereds your t i c k etthe ndmesof Sligpy Ramon way
and donot say a wouddédwawmy, to audition,
youdl | have to pac kouaightt and elak aftert you. s
very day, this instant and hot foot thank me? You donot | ki
it too, take the coach from Well you can thank me by getting
Farringdonéwhy t o o that CoadRlo.y a |
Tunbridge Wells of
courseéyoudve nevef Schereen?ThOhe e : Bonni po:¢
youol | s gust dike intthe i tt he next daye}
newspapers lovey and the water
is terribly good for keeping your Why look what the cat dragged
lovely looks and figure! Oh you in! Oh dear or dear, what on
ar e kindéyes, it ieath haskhappenédy Take & sdat,
l' i ke a dream come andelteTHermé s ahl abjou
coach |l eaves at 4 @dne?l Kitg?kMhagt el you mean
gone? Left for where? What she
Oh, now you listen up and listen di dnot even expl ain?
good, take it from me there is Boy you are shaking, talk
62




sl owl y é Sh e drenbrigge n e

Wells? The Royal Tunbridge
Wells? Why | thought she was
sweet on you and the whole pet
shop
yesterday morning you came
here to tell me that the boxing
was all washed up! What flight of
fanciful fiction that is, everybody

knows there are perfectly
accomodating theatres here in
London town, why would she

need to go so very far away?
Besides George Bright is doing

that Revueél ook hetenighiéYeahthebet
paper seeéit 0 p e n &xactly hike that Joheny, all slimy

week! | know your readings not looking with sly eyes and

up to much lovey, but see here it arrogant like he owns the ring.

says George Bright there! Oh Youdve got t o har d
there must be a reasonable afrai déyou know wha
explanation, | mean one minute believe  Johnny stole your
sheds al | candy swevett hdamt és he

runs off out of the blueéSay do

you think she may have run off Wel | | | ook at t he
with another felladalrdinngor rnyott ondw r €
the one to break it to you but | aterémaybe when yo
thatds the only exfpilagmtatBaby | BayéaGo
think of. Who would have and wedl | tal k abol
thought it? You would never businesséOh stop no
guess, t hey al waysl shayweit@ustt et my
quiet ones. Ah these buttery you go nowéchin u
young country girls coming to itékiss kisshéemrké on

London with their milky heads in
the clouds!

Hey ho, we | |
important things to think about
right now,
tonight.
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packageéwhy

youdve

youodve
Thereds

tnvested in you, this one is the
make or break Baby Boy, you win
this fight and you have a chance
at the title, you do know that?
You gotta gccept it, this other
fella must have been a real
grease, one of those types, all
flash and full of promises to get
you the scratch but only give you
the itch if you catch my drift. He
must have filled her head with
what she wanted to hear. | bet he
was like that Johnny Two

Scarséthe grease you

{Scene Four: Brick Lane Music
Hall}
got mor e
Hel | o Geor ge, n
tpektfinet thas Rdyal gunhridge
aWells gvater npust be rir@ating you

ow

wi

en

—

wé |
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wel | éNow | i ave ean ITen Ipercent? Off the cream?

proposition for you that just Make it fifteen George and | still

might be the answer to your wo n &ell your wife about a
prayerséa swe et certainl actress Wweesknow as Fanny
nightingale, goes by the name of Arkwrightédo we hayv
Kitty Morrisonépoo Good hGeorgeg. $he ga she 4

green as the corn fields of od6cl ock from Fa
Cornwal l éWel Il , | yesterdayo sh@ tshould be there
knowét hen before t tith Slipmyhytonproe sind be

yell oweél never s awkind to ey Georgd trea hed like

in all my life! Now listen, Kitty your kid sisteréShe
Morrison, i ke | s afi rde kabke i stheaday adbotd

kid and she could use a break, without the common sense.

poor thing nearly ended up in a

warren full of cat toilet and dog {Scene Five: The Golden Hart

waste all her life with a contender Pub. Next to York Hall

from the Docklands! Oh we Boxing Club}

wonot go i n® averyt now, it

l ong storyeéyouth iGoowWasdwednihhy Joe, I
youtheé usual, oh and hey have one

yourself. While you are at it can
You can trust me nghWput §he dbiint for Ya Gifty to
George? | havenever been wrong win on the Big Baby Boy fight.

on this right? WelvYep IBdtE@r@oy hted Swi nfé

good, really goodeéyRgfshot?HH IR kiow Bhat? |
bit ropey at the egog&HRunchS & @ Jeelifigottie @
ridiculous accent @gdvgh ars Bomifid dff arl @ puf
little nervous but gphye fohey bR Yohdng twod f 1 C

talent George, so | sent her to scars getting knocked out cold in
Slhippy, hedl | t e ane fery fiBtfolind. t he
rout i nes and then shedl |l be ready

in time for the summer season.

| know dear , t hat 6s what
everybody says about me, always

looking out for other peoples &

interestséeCut? Of course a cut él
said she was green what do you

take me for? What five per cent?
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PROUST AND THE RAT

By Nick Tosches

A quiet, desolate-feeling winter
afternoon: Johnny, JeanJacques,
and | are sitting together. The talk
has turned to Proust. This may be
because Johnny and | have
acquired some bottles of the
Calon-Segur wine that Proust is
said to have favored, or because
the

Carnets of

JeanJacques has acquired
newly published
Proust. Or it may be because of
the
acquisitions.

convergence of these
And so it comes to pass,
this

afternoon, that JeanJacques tells

in the wintry quiet of

us of Proust and the rat.

In his noctur nal roamings,
Proust was a furtive frequenter of
the old brothels and hammams.
One evening, he posed a strange
guestion:

o0Do you have

The mistress, or master, of
the establishment was taken
aback and became defensive for a
moment, as if Proust were
guestioning the cleanliness of the

pl ace. But t he
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a

eyes seemed to be one of innocent

hopefulness, and his question

received a natural and
nonchalant answer.

00f course we ha

0Can you please
to me?6

Then, in a chamber

upstairs, it unfolded. There was
the big black rat in a cramped
makeshift cage. There was the
maid of Eros, holding between
thumb and forefinger the pearl
head of a gleaming, needlesharp
hat-pin of perhaps twenty -five
centimeters in length. There was
Proust, with his cock in his hand,
giving precise instructions: the
hat-pin must be directed slowly
but steadily through the snared
rat, so that this piercing would
bring to it a death that likewise
tame $losvly bu? steadily. Proust
tried to synchronize the process,
so that when the point of the hat-
pin exited the underbelly of the
rat, the drops of his semen fell
simultaneously with the drops of

| o bl&od tihah fell Ramothespoird sf

vV e
bri




the hat-pin, and his orgasm and
the death-throe of the rat were as
one. In the secret course of the
years to come, Proust perfected
this act.
Johnny  and I are
transported by this tale. Here, we
feel, is sex supreme. Here, we
feel, is Prousti beyond the stiff
collar and cork-lined room A
revealed to be, yes, spiritually
free. As we sit wordless, savoring
the beauty of it all, JeanJacques
delivers the coup de gréace:
t hink

picture of his mother. A small

ol there
photograph of his mother. Yes. In
a frame. He placed it by the rat,
so that he could look at both the
t he
This is it. Johnny and |

rat and pictur
decide to search out antiqgue hat

pins immediately. | feel that there

can be no greater love.

But what, we ask, is the
source of this tale? Georges
Bataille, says JeanJacques.

Soon we are joined by
Michel,

erudition who even knows the

a gentleman of great

location of the hammam that was
Proust ds
confirms, the source of the tale is
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Bataille. He seems to mention a
title: L6 ®r ot Mertme e |
| later discover that there
isnoL ® ®r ot i s meEhereis |
L3 ®r oand shere is Le mort
and there is La littérature et la mal
which has much to say of Proust
but nothing of the rat. In fact,
probing through the dozen tomes
the

Bataille, | find no glimpse of the

of Oeuvres complétes of
rat.

Seasons pass, and in the
Times Literary Supplemendf July
26y 2092, ia dnessay,ady Malcolm
Bowie, on two new biographies
of Proust, I
observation that the death of

mot h enr

1905, was for
t oo
his
him

Proust 0s
September 26,
Proust of ar

into
left
incurably wounded but gave him

transposed directly

fiction. It not only
a new freedom, shadowed by
guilt, in his pursuit of sexual
pl easure. ¢

The summer passes. It is
good rat weather. | sit with a
strange and obscure book about

Proust, by Maria Paganini. It is

favor it ecalled, Yre dranslatiol e Reading

Proust: In Search of the WdHish

e

e

n

J
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and was published, in 1994, as
Number 84 in the Theory and
History of Literature (THL) series
of the University of Minnesota
Press. has

refused to publish her original,

(Professor Paganini
French text, which bears the title
A la péche au poissdoup.) It is a
study of the three letters of the
alphabetfi a, r, and tfi whose
verbal permutations are seen to
form a pattern in
through passages in which his
prose is wrought through the
repetition of words such as art,
But,

noting that one scarcely needs to

rat, tareg and rater. while
be reminded of the fascination
that rats exerted on Proust, there
is not a hint about Proust and the
rat; and the author is far more
concerned with the word rat than
with the creature itself. A note
appended to the study refers to

Jeanne Be mods

| 6 homos ex A &alrechdrehe s

du temps perdufonctionnements
textuel s, 0 i n
issue of Littérature. This article
calls our attention to the passage

in A la recherche du temps perdu

(I:1576) where the madam, in
praising the charms of a whore
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t he

named Rachel, can not articulate
the name of Rachel beyond its
first syllable, which, in French, is
the sound of the word rat.

the
perfect hat-pin, | have learned

In my search for

that these pins likely began, in
the early nineteenth century, as
decorative hair-pins, which grew
the
accommodate the bigger
mgger t Bats thati tomimaied
fashi

into longer hat-pins to

and
womenos on
decade of that century through
the the
twentieth century. As the size of

second decade of
hats increased, so did the length
of hat-pins, from an early average
of twelve and a half centimeters
to known specimens of up to
with
heads that were often ornately

thirty -five  centimeters,

jeweled. All of them made for

lethal weapons. Injuries were

ar t i cinhflieted oftequently uthrdughaitt

Europe and America, and legal
measures were taken against
thé&iraugeinuGarmany adddnSNew
Orleans. In Germany, the police
that safety
must be affixed to the points of

threatened finials

all hat-pins worn in public.




A
hat-pin could do even the fattest

thirty -five-centimeter

and biggest river rat quite ni cely
indeed.

But the tale itself:
true? Johnny and | wonder about
it.
matter. If it were not true, it is

is it

In the end, we resolve the

true now.

An intriguing passage in
an obscure book is brought to my
attention. In High Diver (London:

Blond & Briggs, 1977), Michael ol have never be
Wi shart, i n t he reald awithow r shudderng with
Shakespearean S n ai hosra stodes ofchbse kdeasss who
his observation on Maurice torture animals, their own wives,
Ravel 0s sexual i n vtbdirv ewne nhildrerwi It mow
hermit crabs with the words: confusedly felt that in every
0OThi s rat her sersualandrsieful act there is just
revelation is hardly more as much ferocity on the part of
surprising than the delicate the body in the throes of
penchant of that other frail pl easure. ¢
creature of spats and perfumed Andrew follows these
kid gloves, Marcel Proust, for words from the y oung Proust by
watching young men stick pins observing that, ol n
into the eyes of rats. Clearly even of his i f e, Prou
the most fastidious have their encounters only achieved climax
rel eases. . 0 by torturing rats. o
Roaming further through 0Sensual anntal Sin
the endless bookshelves and Proust, one and the same,
stacks and dust, | came upon The inseparable.
Genealogy of Values: The Aesthetic And  further:  André

Economy of Nietzsche and Proust
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(Lanham, MD, and London:
Rowman & Littlefield, 1995), by
Edward G. Andrew, professor of
political science at the University
of Toronto. Andrew quotes a
statement made by Proust in his
first published book, Les Plaisirs et
les Jours (Paris: Calmann-Lévy,
1896),
English, by Louise Varese, as

later translated into

Pleasures and Regrefdlew York:
Crown, 1948).

Maurois, A la Recherche de Marcel

en

t
st




Proust (Paris: Hachette, 1949),
translated, by Gerard Hopkins, as
The Quest for Proust(London:
Jonathan Cape, 1950), pages 147
152; George D. Painter, Marcel
Proust: A Biography Vol. 2
(London: Chatto & Windus,
1965), 1989 edition, pages 268
270; Julius Edwin Rivers, Proust
and the Art of Love: The Aesthetics
of Sexuality in the Life, Times, and
Art of Marcel Proust(New York:
Columbia University Press, 1980),
pages 7477; Ronald Hayman,
Proust: A Biography (London:
Heinemann, 1990), pages 426128.
Rats, sex, sinin the dry pages of

Proust scholarship.

| lately also have located a
copy of Bat ai l
Histoire de Rats This small
volume, with three original

etchings by Alberto Giacometti,
was published, by Les Editions
de Minuit, in 1947, in a limited
edition of two hundred and ten
copies, of which forty were
numbered copies with a suite of
three additional etchings, and ten

were hors commerce copies with
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| ed s

the additional suite on Rives
paper. | n

| 8i mpossi bl ebd

0Georges

Leuwers, maitre-assistant a la

Faculté des lettres de Tours,
st at e d expérehcesselatées
dans Histoire de Ratsmettant en
a fi theoer

that phrase, that chimerical title fi

j e rotisnie e t I

0se justifient
gue 61 8 o udésiraende éa
mor t per met seu

vérité. 6 6 ( 0 The
related in Histoire de Rats
bringing into play eroticism and
death, are justified by [the belief]
t hat 0t he
death alone renders it possible to
reach the truth.

r ageassd and osinful. MEne
only way to go.

When the holy days of

e X c mds

Christmas giving come, | will

give this rare volume to my

beloved.

Bat
(198

t 6

par
du
| e
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BLOOD ON MY HANDS

By Christopher Nosnibor
Photos © Lisa Wormsley

| 6 m not an angr y forpcast sid ih would Ye a south-
nature. | am however, often easterly or that | have a spot on
frustrated. The frustration s my chin. Il &dm -not
brought on my myriad causes, obsessed. | 6 m not

ranging from small niggles, like

when the post d o e gnoré timpoctantmthingsoto gripe

the washing up takes longer than
| 6d anticipated,
about the state of the economy
and the selfishness and greed of

peopl e. I &dm very
my frustrations. The ones that
matter, anyway.

the kind of guy to rant on about

t he fact t hat thereds a crumb i n

the margarine or that the wind is
blowing f rom the west when the

71

Besides, there are so many, far

about, things that give rise to
treal, deagseded bustatioss.
And while those minor day -to-
day niggles are indeed

vforcwad t rreetgiamrgl,i ngt heylg

frustrations. The bigger ones,
Revad Il ly, tlhteny dmnet anol|
altogether.

But please, dondt
whinger. Whingers are a cause of

—
5 0O
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frustration in themselves. No,
you see, t hat 0s
between me and your common or
garden whinger, most wingers
arenot terribly
and they just moan about things

t hat they dondt
complain about how crap it all is,
usually in some horrible, flat,
downbeat tone.
complain  about the most
insignificant of things, flouncing
on about how the bus was late,
and then it as full, or about how

t heydr e
(while chomping on a fucking

Mar s bar) .
possess the  capacity  for
sympathy, but as | see it

sympathy is lik e respect, it has to
be eamed. And |1 O6m not

feel anything for those who do
nothing to help themselves with
their situation.

struggling

| d6 8 0th o

t

So while | do complain, most
vociferously, | usually identify
9iRe' Ae df Ry frustration and
justify my dismay rationally and
as eloquently as | am &le. | can

understand cause and effect,

I can see mismanagement,
misgovernment, the flagrant
disregard for other people, the
evil that men do, the changes in

society, the ¢l i ma
steadfast refusal to accept any

kind of responsibility for their

own actions. It d
genius or visionary. | just feel as

t hough I dm bangin
against a brick wall and

screaming into a vacuum when |
vent my frustrations. But still |

do, in the hope that someone will
listen and take note.

There are times, though, when
my eloquence escapes me. |
mean, sometimes something will




really get to me, and the contr ol my tongue
frustration will build and build desperate to say exactly what |

unt i | noi todger merely think, no matter how brutal,
frustration. Il t 6 s offengivey shogking sriinsultieg. t o
predict when this might happen, Notthat | 6 m a spineles
what the trigger might be, and just believe that diplomacy is

even when | feel the tension always a more effective route of
mounting, [ stil |l resdutiodtd ascselulmi md tohe
when that tension will boil inside resolution to be reached.

me . I canodt even tell where the

line between the frustration and As well as being prone to
all-out anger lies. | just know frustration, |l 6m a
when that transition from one to and nervous by natf
the other has been made. And bite my nails like many people
when it has, it ds da heirnatdad gnaw ¢he tskini f
donot tal k, i f I j amoand the hail bn nty itheimb$. u ¢ k
up. That 6s i f I 6m Mwedhiabfy thepahlnme
of speech. Sometlidgnmasdoilnogm i t . Al so
rendered truly speechless, on my thumbs wusing my
inchoate. forefingers. It s

The anger I
invariably
when

ma n

is something
channel  inwardly
it does

and I dm al

73

hit.

suppose, and is a subconscious
method of diffusing tensio n.

And so it was that | found myself
walking home in the dark. | knew

| 8d reached anger.
and situation from which |
coul dnot readily

as quickly as | ought to have
done for the sake of my health
had really driven my tension
levels up. Certain people just get
to me. Certain types of people
just get to me. And certain
situations are just more than | can
handle. It had been one of those
situations, with some of those
people, and some of those sorts of
people. The sorts of people who
are full of crap and believe they
know everything. The sorts of
PEORE nvhq  wdl \ponigarict 1 ¢
Wwa ythbems%lvgsr dyring,the coprge of a

e

r




single sentence
argument. The sort of people who
simply have to be right, simply

have to be superio

see the bigger picture, simply
only look out for themselves,
simply only follow their narrow -
minded ways, simply will not
listen to reason.

I knew | was livid when | finally

did manage to make my exit. In
the cool night air, | felt a stinging
in the palms of my hands. |
turned my palms up toward my

face, and under the orangehued
glow of the street lamp | saw four
perfect arcs etched into the flesh.
My nails, which needed cutting,
had forged red curves, edged
with yellow -white, across my
lifeline. My forefinger had

lacerated my spirit line and had
even broken the skin slightly on
my right hand. That would be
sore in the morning. My head
was aching. The traffic passing by

s i o they roddaobesilev me 8eenaed

uncommonly quiet, its sound

muffled by the roar of the blood

m my pressufisédyhead. iy tade
was pulsating, throbbing, it felt as

though my eyes were Vvisibly
bulging in their sockets. My

breathing was erratic and came in
wheezing, shakings gasps.

It was then that | noticed a wet
stickiness on my fingers. |
glanced down again and realised
in horror that there was blood on
my hands. Down the back of my
fingernails, too. Running down
my thumbs. | had no recollection
of doing this, and was largely
sober. There had been no red mist
that | knew of, so what was this?
My nervous system reactivated
and sent pulses to my brain. The
rips on my thumbs began to
sting. And sting. A mild and
somewhat strange form of self-
abuse, perhaps, but at least it was
my own blood. This time.




PEARLS

By Ele-Beth Little

0But far fr omeedblei ngBarie ategpts to resist his
sensation it ~was  extremely various devices of coaxing and
thrill and delightfulness of its own; excite me. ;
it was after all rebellion, By the time Dream Fred
debauchery, it was life and spirit .6 :

comes to the rescue, his act of

dHer mann Hesse, 0De miST@mRy heroismis precluded by
Barbie choosing the monster

When | was seven, my favourite instead. - Though this was the
Barbie became engaged to the one fixed point of my plot, |
oDream Fred6 dol | ragly bgthefed to gc put the
Christmas. He always wore a final scene. Even as a child, |
lilac, glittery tuxedo and smiled preferred the tension to the
like an imbecile. conclusion.

In each tale to follow, | suppose, implicit to this
Dream Fred is merely a plot is the idea that the monster

“packground prop. He kisses is only perceived as a monster

Barbie on the cheek, then leaves; by those outside his own world,
he has important things to do and thqt hi.s. act of abduction is
t hat I candt be aO wslifieg further, Parbie
invent. The significant plot turn doesnot = si mpilae; f.alble
is when Barbie is abducted by a undergoes a thorough
somewhat unhinged but transformation & her abductor
romantic recluse. Here | deviate becomes a portal out of the life
and use a ®usuallys t %hg had initially resigned
some- kind of monster with herself to. He has rescued her.
bulging frog eyes or a snarl. He But | dondt belie\
chains her up in his home. (I was ever meant to be a comment
remember loyally reusing my on womanhood. To me it simply
dadds tool box. | w6&opiyres the {luxusqus lnd (of
against the cold, dented metal self-consumption that o ccurs
and slide the handle over her when liberation is gained b
body like the bars of a through submission. And it
rollercoaster). reminds me that my acts of

The monster submission are essentially
immediately confesses that he voyeuristic and vampiric
intends to force her to fall in silently  collecting  exertion,
love with him. Following this stains, and orgasms as if they

= there are occasional struggles as were pearls.






15 YEARS
By Gene Gregorits

something reminded me

only just now, tonight, walking
home

along the susquehanna

river bank,

of

schizophrenic Jackie

was always

smiling Jackie had a

youthful quality Jackie

would cause public

scenes Jackie,

she was what you

might call
okittenishoé, Jacki e
would sulk and

simper, catlike so yes then Jackie

was indeed okittenishbo
thougmot in the sense of an s&eed

teen o

ager

but an ovesexed
girl, I mean



a child, | mean

a baby, she

was 17 years my senior but she made me feel
like a pederast

and she

was

always squirming, in this
unpleasant way, as if possessed
by sex, and | alnko&w

from the beginning,

that if you fuck

Jackie,

Youdre sparking her pri mal
____into action _ o

into overdrive, throwing gas '

on a fire

solving a Satanic

configuration, you are letting her eat your
soul

because you are eating her

soul,

becausthat wounded cat-heat

bl Gl o S, -
will fuck all theebther fucks |

and it will batter them straight out of any

meaningful emétion N =
of any depth of heatany s, y
| <7 S n/ N4 :



richness of sensory recall even
during fever dreams because o
memory itself
is assaulted

__byhersex, P ——
a virakhing,
which somehow destroys the details that snag
like the bleaching of membranes and

-

—

youoll find yourself
maybe a few years later
sitting

in an cheap restaurant, after midnight
with bad nerves
with ruined stomach
with anemia and
you will discover oreeydhat you are bled dry,
an invalid permanent
a devalued and defaced component =
of the bigger picture
a place in time
.2 position once held with.authority. s
what seemed to be a savage
last refuge
a paradise for lonesome
and wounded
monsters
aplace that you can only dream about tonight




tottering through
'the Wreckage

unspeakable, and
‘in-the-flesh——
real life ———— ¢
purgatorio as the black river %-*
outside 3
'so full of knowledge that it can not
bear
to n =
ety — :

:
8

self

flow black river

shnes quietly

under black sky
‘'shimmers angrily
“under black sky

moans low and old and ruined
under black sky

walits palmly-br-me——
tonight

‘what else

can it

do?

—
- S———
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EXTREME EXPOSURE

By Jana

He tried to lift his arms to hold
his head but his arms were
heavy. He looked down and saw
the white plaster of casts
wrapped around both arms. This
shocked him. Where was he? He
felt like he was looking at
someone el seds
be his. He remembered that the
last time he saw his arms, they
were carrying suitcases. He was
sure they were suitcases? One in
each hand. Two of them. Yes.
There had been two of them. His
arms were fine then. But not now.
So were his hands. His hands

were fine. They

to these casts. So was his head.

Now it throbbed. Throbbed.

What had happened? His head
ached. He felt sick.

dizzy. He
tried again to remember. It was
an effort. It took his strength.

He was
coul

He stopped looking at his arms
and lifted his head to look at the
rest of his body. His body was
covered by a sheet, a thin filthy
greyish sheet covered with stains.
Lots of stains. He revolted at the

sight of the grime. Where did this
sheet
His sheets were always clean and
even ironed. He was fastidious

come

about his sheets and took them to
the local laundry and dry
cleaning store to have them

a r mwashedl dn@ then iranedn &a he

knew these were not his sheets.
Again, the thought oozed

through i s mi nd,
This is not home.

Again, he recalled his arms and
the two suitcases dangling at the
end of his arms. He had been

wewahiBditng.tt Abaeds

Vaguely he remembered a taxi on
the other side of the street. A
dark lime green taxi came faintly
back into memory and then just
astquicklydartadkout of teamory.
All safe taxis are lime green in
this city he had been told. Dan,
donodt
not lime green he had been told.
The lime green taxi, a
Volkswagen Beetle, came back
into view and then flashed away
into a crumpled mangled body.
His body. Was it his body?

ever get
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Next he noticed that his legs
Heqyave msgegs
commands,
0 wi g g | denothing happened.
They just hung there at the end of
his view propped up by his bed.
Fl at They
Should he call someone? He
cocked his head slightly, curious.
They too were wrapped unevenly
in some kind of a plaster.
Involuntari ly, he snickered to
himself. This must be a joke. But
the pain was no joke. Stinging,
crippling pain began to clamor to
his brain clanging for his

werenot

attention. Wh at 0 s rattlihga t

sound? His breathing? As he

closed his eyes, his brain seemed

to float in a pool of muck.

He forced his eyes open again. In
a daze, he shifted his head to his
There
It was di m. He

in this light and the hazy slime
seeping through his brain. The

room.

walls were as grey as his bed
sheet. Scared. Paint chipped
away revealed grey cinder block
and cement moldings. And mold.
Crawling mold. Names were
crudely scrawled. B ut he
recognize the language. He saw
on the wall next to his bed a

omovebod

btradge.o t

cross. It was a simple cross made
from two wooden popsic le sticks
lashed tbgether by string. It hung
lopsided. He looked around the
room. He was surprised. He
wasnot al one.
im dhe eoom. They too were in
beds like his. But he noticed they
di dnot ls.aHe eould feear t
them moaning. Some were
crying. Their sobs drifted into his
semi-consciousness. Others were
coughing, hacking. The sounds
cracked within the ache in his
brain. Their sounds were only
slightly louder than the questions
forming slowly in his mind. Oh
God this headache. Wheream 1?
Out of the corner of his eye, he
thought he saw a man in a long
black dress walk passed his room
door. A priest?

wa s n dAn image dldatedl back intd view.
¢ o uThellimé greerstaxie A streekt. IHe

was carrying two suitcases and
crossing the street.
walking to the taxi to go to his
hotel ?
walking across the street heading
towar ds a

He was

taxié
and now he is here. Where is
dhéted? And it
of vomit. Ugh. Dirty sheets and
vomit. It smelled of shit, yes shit
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and soap and
vinegar, detergent, wet, sweat,
heat, alcohd and
him sick. He gagged
me, My God,6 escaped
bruised lips.

anticeptives,

V 0 mi

A woman in a worn slightly
tattered blue come
through the door of this room.
She walked towards his bed. He
stared up at her. Who is she? |
k n oHis thowgh ts
formed like sludge, slowly. He
should ask her name. He should
ask her where is he? He should
ask her how he got here? Where
6hered? What h

uniform

donot

i s

Her Englishwasn 6t very
b r ®B&fiernrDan. @omo
esta Sefior? Como se sienta? How
are you feeling? Soy Magdakena.
Estoy su enfermera. Sorry... you
d o hspeak Spanish. My name is
Magdelena. | am your nurse. We
got su nombre from your bol sa..

was

| mean we got your name from
your wallet. Lo Siento mucho.
I d&m sorry for
hi t you in

You were walking , |

t heé
t hi
taxi brought you here from the
rport

were not conscious; you were

nkéeé

aeropuertoé ai

t é
0 O hHow arevyeu feeling now? Como

but

unconsciousé si n
am sorry Sefor
know wledh& you. They left.

f r ha mstado? Do you know where
you are? You are at Hopital de
San Juan de los Manos de Dios.
Oh, in English, you are at the
Saint John of the Hands of God
Hospita. | 6 m sorry..
We could not find un tar jeto
seguro  sociak como  se
diceéhow do you
health insurance card in your

We

was

wal | et coul
money it
taxi dri
a p arevarg stry but we had to put
you in the room with the other

g opatéents whb tno tienen seguro

ver t ook

tambi en é wh o
insuranceé these are rooms for
sick people like you who do not
have insurance. This is D.F.
Districto  Federal. Do you
remember Federal District? Do
you remember? You
Mexico City. Acuerda? Do you

remember? And the others here

are in

y o ur withcyou?d Ehayt have the ftuar
Sere¢af éuenz

caRdeer.co
¢ah iethe Pig Flu.

you

&

conci
Da

L

d

gone

donod
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art and books

ART AND BOOKS
By Brian Routh

Image © Patricia Wells

as i sit in the drain

negative hooks i dm drowning my
theydre phony t hey dhelooks mightbe right
they make my head ache but they®6re bl in
althoughidondt read i dll set 6em on
i sing o6¢til i b | e e é&nd quench my desire

dondt waste my t i marisnofun

cause re

adingds a @ogetrme mygun

paintingds much wornd$en soon gonna ¢

a lie and a curse
itds al l

it makes me contentious

ioel 1l fig
my ignorant friend
all culture is sad

it just makes me mad

no use in thinking
i dm bett

ignorance is better

i donot

84

the man with the brush
just pretemm dusee of all
i dm angry |1 dm bu
ht to deferwyadoudve come far
i dm strangled in
[ dondt need no
no books and no art
now i lay in my grave
er off dr i nloiowmlage to save
you can all go to hell
need no | ettted ring my own
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XTOY, FOR SOME Z
By John Patrick Ayson

thanks to the problematic couple in unit 333, & their confrontational yells

which rattled the scant, wafer thin walls, x was deported from a deep,

invested tangent, reverted back to the shoal, scattered accent of real time
-where his body®ds i mpembddded on,his imperfect, mat e
cigarette burn infested futon - was transformed into an animated series of

perfect neck, arm, & leg stretches - a perfect precursor for a perfect
morning, day, night

but thanks to the dingy living room table made of cheap, second hand
glass- x withessed a besmeared, tell tale reflection- of nothing, but perfect
imperfection - evidenced by

pools of purple, encircling his eye sockets
burgundy hues, defining the outlines of his nostrils
cuts & gashes, cleaving his pardied chops two streaks of caked
drool, trickling off his left cheek:
ruins, of another all night mind fuck marathon

then thanks to the seven thousand day old rash behind his right
ear & its need to be fondled & scratched, x 6 s mi ni sel f surve
so with the same, perfectly imperfect appearance he donned for the
previous eighteen hours, he exited 332 - without bothering to close the
door - beelined through the halls, down thr ee flights of stairs, then outside
of the fifth generation tenement he called home - where he faced the
familiar aroma of

a stagnant, nauseating blend of emissions

from each car, participating in the chronic,

rush hour gridlock, coupled with a synchroni zed union of
synthetic belches from asbestos, benzene, & chloride factories

although x was reared in this backdrop, a thirteen block span
comprised of rows upon rows of those same factories, sections upon
sections of failed housing projects, fractionalized into integrated
maelstroms of unkept main streets, side streets, highways, & overpasses,
varying in a myriad of len gths, widths, & usefulness to those same cars in
those same rush hour gridlocks - x was still a foreigner, both to foreigners,
& citizens of gap...
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because thanks to gapds mandatory

inhabitants wear a protective gas mask & matching body suit - x was
nonpareil - by default, because he thought

such costume did not lessen his chances nor prevent him
from acquiring a terminal disease - if it did

they should not be sold for profit - nor priced

at ridiculous, u naffordable rates - & since

he was never in the market for one - he was

the poor mands poor man

so thanks to his part illogical, quasi reasonable, semi cynical
psyche - x braved the malicious conditions of gap city as is - dismissing
intentions of covering his facial orifices from the sinister air, alternating
between a scoured walk & a twinkled jog, on the brittle, decrepit concrete -
while dodging slews of chafed drivers, & ignoring their universal dialect
of disdain for pedestrians - verbalized via militant honks, hoisted middle
fingers, sterile obscenities, en route to

a structure, built with a buf fet of leftover bricks; constructed, out of
calculated negligence- a confluence of

a slipshod storage space & a mangled,
wartime barrack with a bright, violet tarp for
a roof; without windows, nor any openings for
ventilation, except a plastic door, sans lock
nor latch - with a word, spray painted above:

Il i b r ar vy

& thanks to his temerity & fervor, he did not deem a knock, nor
any other gesture to signal his presence & desire to enter- because the
library was a paradi se, parodying gap
existence-a s acrosanct sanctuary, whi ch
agenda - & fatigued as he may be - all signs suggesting so were gone,
exactly right when he saw the librarian, y, behind the checkout counter

- tell me you have some, y...please tell me
you have some...

- did anyone follow you?

- no...

- did ANYONE... follow you...

- no, man...
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- for the third time... did an -
-no, man. . . itds me. .. X

thanks to the plastic door swinging outwards, at the whim of a
polluted breeze, y was able to scan the exterior from one hundred yards
out, & saw that x was indeed truthful

- right... X...
-yes. .. i Ove been coming to you
since the last branch closed

-d o n 0 thaw overdu-

- yes, yes...

- multiple late fees dating back sinc-

- i know, i know...

-& didndét your card expire this

-t hereds no need to remind me, i

- inspite of all that, you have the audacity
to show your face - & ask me for more?!

- look man. the stuff you gave me last time was..

- was what?

- it was...

-was..?

- oh come on! i know & you kno -

- but you still decided to borrow it - & read it, did you not?

- yes - but tell me- if stephanie meyer was the last author on earth,
would YOU read her?

thanks to x0 s pressur e fy behgam dio pgrapges t i o n

profusely & ultimately gave in, forcing him to remove his gas mask, wipe
off the steam, & sought what he wanted

- i take it this is what you wanted...
-yeslthisi s || T isndt it?
- the last one he ever wrote. & this is
the fifth of only seven copies ever made
- amazing. can i touch it?
- in one condition: fill this membership renewal
form first, & as soon as you do...

& t hanks t oncet@wardsifonnd,hé Wae able to finish it

quickly, exit the library, finger t he book ds f Igeanedn ooyea & t
dove into the first page, which read:
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CONSENT

By Audree Flynn

She was 18 and she loved it when
they honked their horns or
whistled and never acted like she
didnot ; sthinestrappedr e
cotton tops that hugged her
warm brown shoulders and her
breasts, stopped about midway
and hugged her taut brown belly,
she rolled her cutoff shorts to
make them shorter, it was
summer and her hair was golden
brown.

He was three or maybe four years
older but he graduated Central,
they knew a lot of the same
people, she and her boyfriend
bought a quarter-ounce of
sinsemilia from him once; she
bumped into him that night,
really bumped into hi m coming
around the corner and almost
di d n @ecognize himA black
dress pants, white dress shirt, like
a waiter at one of those
restaurants where
in French, the six-pack in his
hand was short a beer.

He talked about the new job at
the new hotel downtown, how
much it paid and how the
benefits were good, he joked and
said he was a Miller Man but got
the Heineken tonight to celebrate;
he was cute and she was kinda
down, some stupid little thing
her boyfriend

know him well but she knew him

89

well enough, he said he had some
weed and he sad he lived close
by, s h et hartohis lfedlings
when he asked, just being

friendl yd likeitdh corseh e 0

along.

shut up
turn around
never done it this way have you
hurts a little there at first
say you want it

say you need it

dirty bitch

got something for you
turn around

open wide

wider

t hai o

yeah

boBoegirI.me nudos

B at h r sorightnidthere, he said,
getdressed 10811 nAt
d o ntake too long, | gotta get to
sleep; that new job starts first
thing in the morning.

al |

| donot
Il i ke

Good thing you dond act that
way, he said, her hair was dark

know why
they dondt

s ai dwith swéb€ shed wad N& §t was

summer and she shivered.

ake

SO
want

me



PHANTASIES OF INFANTICIDE

By Patrick Wright

Smotheringbés an.act of motherir

It seems sane, a blunt shock to the brain,
A pillow over the face, when the angel Gabriel asks me to.

| respond with scissors as popsicles and knives of candy,
Sweet Mary answering, with fists on ribs, bruises flowering.

| can empathise,
Blackening. | can empathise, blackening
The bruise and how it sprouts stars like a nebula.

Il &m a nur s e, t o oknowabetterur se who shou

To shake, shake the baby, like the legs of a dance,
Shake him to haemorrhage, stop the shrieks and stamps.

No, not cute, he slobbers, reaks of sacred umbilicus and hollérs
For nothing, for mother, for death.

Oh the nothing he gripes ovein his crib. The shit he sits in.
What he hems in with limbs he moves like a puppet.
Once egg and sperm heds the meat |
Take back the steak | bought, | bin or cook,

Or throw to birds in meadows of marigolds,
Let the rabbit-like corpse plant seeds of birth.



THE WET SPOT

By Hank Kirton

The door opened. Pale desert
sunlight seeped into the darkness
of the Wet Spot.

As soon as the bartender saw the
guy come in, he made himself
alert. The guy looked like trouble.

You develop a kind of ESP in a
dump like the Wet Spot. You

have to. Just about everyone who
comesin looks like a badass or a

nut or a gun-packing
troublemaker. Most are just
harmless, good-old -boy
shitkickers looking to grab a

quick buzz before heading home
from work. But there was
something different about this
guy. Oh, he didnot
unusual. He was around fifty,
gray hair spiling over broad
shoulders, kept out of his eyes
with a grimy red bandanna. His
jeans and denim jacket were
worn thin and white. His face
was brown, baked with deep
crags, haggard and falling from a
lifetime of defeat.

But there seemed to be something
wrong inside him. The bartender
could tell by the way he moved.
He creeped, as if trying to sneak
into the place. His mouth
trembled and worked, muttering
to himself.

And those eyes.
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The guy looked around th e joint,
once, twice, a third time, before
he approached the bar. He sat
down as if slipping into a tub of
scalding water, face pinched with
pain, breath coming out in one
long gust.

The bartender approached him.
OWhat can | getec

0A b&eedphn sai d,
wallet out of his back pocket.

oWhat fl avor?6

OWhateverods chea
Theebarteridgr tuinedp drabbiedh a t
mug. He kept his eyes on John
the whole time.

John looked at the woman three
stools down. She was drinking
whiskey, her face obscured by a
haze of cigarette smoke. She
looked like an assassin.

A cowboy at the other end of the
bar was staring at him, long oil -
stained fingers wrapped like
tentacles around a bottle of Bud.

The bartender placed a mug of
beer in front of him. John plucked
Si X bucks from

recently acquired from an old

ha?d(
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man hedd met at a J®ihtnc ol csakaggd onnt o t
placed them on the bar. red-veined eyes. Dumb drunk
eyes, no faking that. He was too
He took a sip of beer. Cold. Ice stupid to be an assassin. Too
cold. Nice. stupid to be a real cowboy, even.
OHevy, t hbewdedy éu hWheroeNo, 6 John sai d. Ter
y ou comind from? \V\nigltahave ostartech sothething,
the cowboy. shoved something sharp and
jagged into his dumb animal face.
John turned. The cowboy was But he was tired.
tall, long brown hair pulled back told you the truth. | came from
in a greasy ponytail, mouth the desert. | live there. | do my
hidden behind a formidable work there, |l i ke Joh
mustache.
The cowboy didnot s
0The desert, 6 sai d fodafdiwseconds while he slowly
unscrambled what John had said.
The cowboy laughed; a dry Out of the corner of his eye, John
huski ng sound. 0No sdwn the womeard tuen toward
inthe desert, man . thdnmh at ainot a
proper response. 0
Gotcha.
John shrugged. oWwel |, thatds the
only response you?oihe cgwboayn smileg.e He was
He took another sip of beer. The managing to hold on to one
bartender was still watching him. jutting bottom toot
He looked too small and jumpy Baptist, huh?6 He
to handle the kind of violence a uneasily.
place like the Wet Spot must
conjure up. He probably kept a 0That &6s right. The
shotgun under the bar. teach a man alot about himself.
A lot about how things work in
The cowboy moved a few seats life. A barren landscape cleanses
down. Only one stool separated t he mind. You shoul
him from John now. John kept his finished his beer.
eyes on his beer, watching the
bubbles climb into t he foam. The cowboy | aughed.
John the Baptist. Or can | call ya
The cowboy leaned toward him, Johnny? Fuck it. Okay, you came
wobbling. 0 Wh u s s a mfeoin the de8ert. Neg, bDavie, why
think you some kinda tough guy dontcha baptize John here with
or something, sayim®othatr?deer. On me.
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The bartender reached for the of her pale scalp through her
mug but John waved him back. short black hair. The smell of
oDondét, 6 he said. heavy penfteane, cigaettd smoke
than to accept a drink from a and whiskey swirled into his
stranger . He 6d b e e headdikeipsongasd t oo
many times. Too many people
wanted him dead. oO0ThaThwoglt Peu might W a
necessary. | & m | eadwvnipragi.yg 6 Hehe sai d, |
tossed another buck on the bar, slurring her words. (
thanked the bartender, and lonesome. Am | right? | can tell
wal ked out. He di db§t ybookewnésit hgou have
woman.
ol am not l onely, 6 he
The cowboy snorted. 0 Wh at a
fucking nutcase. You see his He felt her stiffen under his arm.
eyes?John theBaptist Shitéd He
lur ched back to his stool, finished She cleared her t hrloa
his beer, and ordered another. gorgeous sunset, 0 s h
unsure of herself now.
o0You |l eavind too, Angi e?06 asked
the bartender. Enough. OHow much?5é¢
Angie closed her purse, stood up, She stiffened again|
and smoothed down her skirt. what ?6
0OYeah. Gotta get back to work. o6
OHow much for access
The cowboy laughed. little pussy of yourns?
John was standing by his truck, She broke away and a look of
watching the crimson sun sink shock took over her pudgy,
toward the horizon. He could sunburned face. 0 Wh a1
hear the assassin giving a said, like she was offended. He
splendid impression of clumsy almost laughed.
drunken footsteps on the gravel
behind him. 0That devil &s triangl
between your legs. That is what
oWhat do you want ?yo uhber ea oK ddk,r i ng, i snot
without turning around.
Her face turned to brick. Her eyes
She wobbled up beside him and narrowe d . 0 T-fwiewne y o6 she
slipped her arm around his waist. said.
She was at least two feet shorter
than he was. He could see the top
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0That 0s what |
lifted the wallet and handed her
t wo tens and a
mattress in the
the tailgate and climbed inside.

He slipped his hand over the
shotgun behind the mattre ss.

Angie crawled in and kneeled on
the mattress. She started patting
her sweaty hair into place.

00Okay, John the
whéoé She | ooked
really lookedat the inside of his
truck for the first time. Her eyes
widened and filled with fear.

t hdhadicht . 6 John

f i Heelumped éut thg oontents. As
b a wdual, 6sheH knew mav éa eady
anything that might give her
away. She had exactly the kind of
stuff youdd expect
her age and type to have. But it
was too perfect. Her cover rang as
false as a dinner bell at the crack
of dawn; pictures in her beat-up
wallet of dirty children and long -
haired men with sleazy, lounge -
B aljzdrd mustachek. eAt @ink heare e
a rkeyuohaim thatt shiceFoxy Lady. An
old pack of Trident, wrapper
faded and sticky with age. A new
pack of Parliament menthol
lights. Used tissues, condoms,

oOWhat the fuckéo crumpled receipts, a nub of a

Beautiful. What an actress.
OWhat ds wrong?é

Her face had drained of color.

pencil é

But at least she had a few bucks.
They were certainly real. He
pocketed thirty dollars and some

She opened her purse, snatched loose change.
out the money hedd given her and

let it fall on the mattress.
ONot hing, 6 s he
had gone small
just changed my
started to crab-walk backwards,
giving John a clear view up her
skirt.

0l gotta get goi
John raised the

She stopped.

oCan | pl ease go no
s a ilidle polldtedr rivers @fi ncascara
a n d rubning downrhér eheeks. 0 |

mind is all. & She
oYeah, sur e. And te
t hat theydre never
anot her shot at me

caressing t he shot
n g AWAREa twénty éfours thoars saa i d .

day. | DREAM them in my
shet gemp.. 60Stop. 06

She nodded. 0Okay,
t h e nBhe lowered the tailgate

OThrow your pur se aithehaking bands.. 6
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ol have been

shouted.

She screamed and scrambled out
of the truck, nearly tripping over
her feet and spilling into the
gravel.

John crawled out of the truck in
time to see her run back into the
Wet Spot. He hopped into the
cab, twisted the engine to life,
stabbed it into gear and sped
back to the road, spinning clouds
of dust and a hail of gravel
behind him.

When he was dee inside the
desert, he pulled over and
climbed into the back. He needed
to pray and meditate.

He looked around at the inside of
his holy sanctum. The walls were
lined with animal skins and
bones; steer, dog, cat, human.
Fragment ed s kul
from long thin femurs, and
clackity mobiles of polished bone.
His head-board was an altar; two
human skulls mounted on either
side of a big plastic heart
wrapped in barbed wire.

He tucked himself into the lotus

position and tilted his head back

to loosen the cramped muscles of
his neck.

On the ceiling was a huge collage
of pictures hedod
years: car crash victims - blood
and brains  bursting from
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heads;
gaudy, colorful autopsy photos of
flayed corpses, innards exposed,;
genitals riddled with dripping
syphilis; Thalidomide children;
grainy, black and white photos of
withered bodies stacked inside
concentration camps; a
scrapbucket full of bloody
fetuses; women eating shit and
drinking piss; men with their
bloody scrotums nailed to
sawhorses; women sucking off
dogs, horses, pigs, getting fucked
by apes; men pulling their anuses
so far apart you could fit a
cantaloupe inside; grossly
deformed men fucking drooling,
retarded children in the ass;
women crushing kittens and
puppies to death under fancy,
elegant high-heels. In one picture
a man with a stoned, gold-tooth
grin was sticking his dick into a
dead woman 0 s-sogket,| | i e
looking into th e camera like a

I s, prouX dishermam.a 8kall -fucking

they <call it What 0

next?

He slept on his back and every
morning, when he opened his
eyes, this was the sight that
greeted him. A mad vicious
scramble of humanity.

Humanity as it really was.
Beautiful and fevered and lost
and fucking and killing their way
into Hell.

collected over the
He wanted to bless them all
under his divine hands.







DEATH WISH CHAMELEON VI

By Cricket Corleone

Photos © Richard A. Meade

Greta lies asleep in a hotel bed, it
is 2am and there is no sign of her
married man. She showed up a
little earlier than what they had
planned as their meeting time...
11pm. Greta was there by 10:45.

She had taken a quick shower
and freshened up a little. Put on
her favorite scent. Brushed her
hair out but tried to make it look
as if her hair just naturally had
the perfect fall and swing. A look
of effortless beauty that is
anything but effortless to achieve.
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The lock on the hotel door turns
suddenly, waking Greta up from

a shallow sleep. Shallow from
anticipation and nerves. Though

every fiber in her being told her

she needed to see him, as the time

grew later and later she started to

rethink the whol e thing, mostly

out of humiliation that she was

finding herself right back in the

same place she had always been
forced into with him. Alone and

made a fool of. All she could

think was how much Dustin

would tease her over this if she

had known, 0 Whoa t a
good Il i pstick, 6 s he
Greta wondered when someone

as screwed up as Dustin would

find her way to being perched on
Gretads shoul der [
up version of Jiminy Cricket?

Gretads marri ed
hotel room and locks the door
behind himself. As he walks
closer and closer to the bed where
Greta is now sitting up fixing her
hair a little, this impulse in Greta
telling her to shout out and
confess to what had happened at
his house days earlier with
Dustin, is being pushed down
furiously as the only words that
cC 0ome out i n pl acem

ma n

k e

e Nt




didndét think you
Greta forces a smile.
Before Greta knows it the

married man moves in for the Kill
pushing Greta back onto the bed
with his hands and his kiss. Greta
gives in as if a virginal school girl

who just doesndt
say ono. 6 It i s
holding all the cards in this
relationship... this affair.

The married man goes to slip off
Gretads panties
oWai t can we
somet hing?é6

The married man

there to talk about? We both

wkobd mehkye we .
starts to kiss her again.
o0Yeah but. ..o

dr e

The married man sticks his hands
under her panties. Greta jolts up,
oWait! é

K meanarrieth mam is talen aback.

oHei sughswh.ooHBNhEéS
can do that. o6 He
bed and turns his back on her
which just makes Greta feel
guilty.
but she stops him.
j alstt @ s j u@atindw?. dust

6 c aulswanted to see you
doesndt me an [

s miGleta s straightéhsa t duts her
clothing.
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A moment of silence passes
before the married man responds

wi t h, OLook.
you want from me? | am
marri ed. you

you want to be with someone
whodés avai

Greta wanted to smack him. She
coul dndot bel
such a gquestion when he knows
deep down that the answer here

| abl e?06

i eve

it?6 Instead of
goes and sits back down on the
w h aeéd and xoatinues typ stam at the
floor. Her bare feet brushing
k n oamainst htlaet egg Bhelh @dlored
carpet. Her toe nails painted a
glossy rose red. Her finger nails
to match. Though one of the nails
had broken somewhere between
h ¢he wedl whddthe adlsok She ebites
the broken part of the nail off and
then hides her hand under the

i s, ONo. .. I onl y blarket of theybedi Thé lasBthirgy
shakes her head and looks at the she wants brought to her
floor. attention is her imperfections
seeing as she knows she will
ol have a wife at nevar ihe perfeatienoughgto be
for me in bed. : slaved Iby hbio madried nkam. Ghe
what you want heraeidadndéte kagw what S i
coldly. more, that she cared, or that she
wanted that love so badly? She
Gret a, humiliated,t duwmgphlts tup.hedlsel f,
Sshoul dndt have c¢omand walk eout.... W h ia enh WO I
such an idiot.o S h e make raebfexl anf leetter... or | can
things. just shut my mouth and let him
fuck me... and feel good for now
The married man stops her, but worse later on... or | can bitch
oWait, you got me Iineouefor dongd thisito nve and
you are just g 0 n n aeallyl tell doivn dike @ is...Haad still
puts his hand over the hotel door, feel bad later when | have scarred
0 Come on, donot blei m iokKd ? t @Brn sat choi ¢

Stay. 6

So many things Greta wants to
say in the moment but she holds
back. oOoOWhy donot
your wife then? What exactly do

you expect from me? To just put

out and watch vyou leave
afterwards? To just lay there
feeling sick that | let myself

believe onceagain that this meant
anything to you? To just get over
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She opts for feeling good for now,
and when the married man
comes to the bed, Greta gives it
y o to diin withouh @ fighto She
feels love. He feels a warm pussy
and a willing body... occasionally
checking his watch to make sure
he is back before his wife wakes
up. When he cums, he makes
Greta take it in her mouth and
swallow it. It is the first time she

savyl

o O
—_ —



has ever let a man do that to her.
But she coul dnot
wanted every last drop of his
cum, even if really it was her w ay

of showing she wanted every last
drop of his 1l ove.
him that now... he got what he
wanted and he won
he wants it again.

The married man leaves. Greta
lies in the bed again, looking at
the cab fare he has left for her ;m
the bedside table. She wants to
shower... shave her head... scold
her skin... take out her brain and
erase the very thought of him,
but no matter where she goes in

her head and how much she
wishes it would stop, that love
for him, it dos eal |
terminal cancer eating away at
her worl d. 0.
what did | get ?6

pulls the pillows over her head.

While under the pillows she feels
safe from the outside world. So
she starts to talk to herself under
there. Letting the cloth from the
pillow case soak in her words so
that no one can hear them and no
one will be the wiser of this silly
thing to be doing... talking to her
ghost s. O0Why? Why
he was going to make me feel
better? Why did | think he was
going to care? Why has he
changed so much on me? He
used to care? It
head? And how do | know he
i snodt |l eaving
about going home to his wife,

me
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when really he is off to his next
weteHolp? Oh god... asm H gust a
HOLE to him?¢
throughout her body and she

cringes. 0Stupid

Breth sayshas she astandls uptofé | |

the bed and goes to take a
6 showkrj datmmimg the rbathrobm
door hard behind her.

Later, Greta is walking home
alone in the darkness of the city.
It is freezing cold outside and
there seems to be every crack
whore and junkie on every corner
she passes. They all proposition

her, OHey |l ady,
pussy for t wenty
turns her head and thinks,
0Great , now even
laGmumd hhodre . l6i kS,he
oDo | l ook 1i ke

and ?i Dondte aermsdver
Sviakkingt Ahféwnblosks dowannsie
has passed the part of the city
where all the druggies like to
hang out in the off hours. But
now it seems too quiet. Until she
hears some loud music coming
out of a back alley. The sound of
drunken young guys thrashing
about and breaking bottles. A
very disturbing sound to a young
girl walking alone with no
ptbiedlion, Iso far fnom mdme. She
would have taken a cab but
instead she let the money sit in
her pocket. She would keep it,
she thought, to remind her of
wvehat retiet meand to the marriedy
man so that next
bd ysmgosttawpime. 6

The

W

st

0
bu

T
c
h

t h

ti

or

up

HE>
as |
av
At

me




Greta passes the alley way but
not before the drunken guys

screwed. What could she do but
buy some time while trying to

notice her and start to call out to make her escape. 0A.
her . OHey b ab yq ydui dlo.oki n

party? We got some coke? Hey,

wher eods your b oy f The eskinhead thirbers/ his arms
come back, baby! 6 ardurel har shpudder elgast in a

each other on and laugh at the head lock leading her to the alley.
obvious nervousness they are oDrink wup, get cozy
afflicting onto Greta. Like a pack young. 6

of wolves honing in on their prey,

they swarm around Greta and The boys laugh.

lock her into a circle.

Greta knew the moment she saw
0Look, I have had taher oguugyhd snifgahcte t hat
and | am just trying to get home. was going to happen. Like seeing
So, pl ease. i f yaocar crdsh fust tas itnid abalttol
just want to be | eHappendutonohbeingéableGa seop a
| ooks up at the faite of oOpackerso

ringleader as he smiles and sips
on a beer. A knot of fear hits her
like a ton of bricks over her body.
OShit. ..
from the day before, the one
Dustin had thrown the empty
bottle of wine at. The fear was in
knowing that
get out of this so easily, this was
the exact opposite of the kind of
rowdy drunk boys you want to

run into at this hour on her own.

OActually, w e do MIOKd. Thmat dacéenough! ¢

we might take it as an insult if away. OYou dondt ha

you donodt at | e as taboyt o. iNow, |@am just going toa

drink? Just one harmless little leave because | have someone

drink?5¢6 expecting me . and
show up soon they will probably

Greta knew the skinhead did not get worried and call the cops. So,

recognize her. But she also knew | am just going to leave you to

that she was trapped and if she your party here... thanks for the

had tried to make a run for it, she of fer. 6 Greta backs

was outnumbered and totally
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The skinhead shoves the bottle of
beer into her mouth making her
m . dénk tie mest of isdownn h e a d

The guys cheer him on. But this is
not a synchronized party here,

w argl nttiey togsohem grourid othe
group like a rag doll for a
moment as they all shoved their
beer bottles into her mouth until
she chokes on them.

and turns to leave. But just as she




had foreseen, it
be that easy. The next thing she
knows she is being pulled back to
the alley kicking and screaming
while the skinhead leader holds
her mouth shut. One of the guys
in the group keeps an eye out
while the others take turns raping
her up against a filthy, smelly,
cold dumpster. There was
nothing she could do, once again,
she was not holding the cards.

The morning sun is just showing
its light over a blue sky. The
damp morning air chills Dustin

to the bone as she is walking
home, chain smoking, and
stumbling a little from

drunkenness. She had made a

woadsantdet6 gwi nlg tao
| ooking for a

late night romp at a hotel that
rents by the hour. But after
waiting for a few hours to a no
show, she bailed out, leaving the
credit card of one of her previous
death suitors. It was almost too
easy she thought, the person
behind the desk in the office

di dnot e v e n deposit n
before giving he
check the name on the card.
Didnodt check to

the looks of it, Dustin could see
the desk clerk was highly fucked
up on something, and probably
just wanted to be alone so that
they coul d mord Noto

her problem, she thought.
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The last of the late night junkies shit. .. wha't the fulck

is stumbling about as they pass She helps Greta to walk holding
Dustin, OHey. .. | déd . up. I[0iWe. .gotltiaxkglet
your .. .O0 nearest ER. 6 Dustin salys
Dustin flicks her e¢Naglad etGree,at 0 Fualkks tthr
of f. 6 blood and spit around her mouth,

o0Just . .. j ust t ake I
The junkie keeps moving on. As place... please. .. 6
Dustin passes an alleyway she
hears the sound of whimpering. Dustin is hesitant, but sees that
Normally, Dustin would keep her friend is not in a good state
moving. But instead she leans in and need to not be questioned,
a |little to take ao0dkoaoyk,. yoHie yp,b ayceen 6 M

ok back there? You really

shoul dnot be sl ee pAsthgtwabpass iy eallyemoraing

in this weather. Theaple eod sheiraway to uwork,

hotel a few blocks up. Might be Greta tries to cover her face.

better for you t o ®bstncskes thisand thkes off hed
jacket. She puts the jacket over

She seesthe back of the person Gretads head and bec:c
whimpering as the person tries to eyes and feet as they make their
stand up but falls forward and way to Dusmentn8he apdart
knocks down a trash can. Dustin can hear Greta start to sob again
can see there is blood on the under the coat and |[ov.
personds hands. Dush o wl dreorl.l s ohDeorn 6t W 0
eyes, OYou gotta b@otkdha, Qusmeizn reassur
Hey, did you get into a fight?5¢

Gr et a whi sper s, 0 Elve
The person is not responsive. |l ooking at me. 6
o0Shit. .. [ know | Duasnt i goicmgnf drot s her , C
regret this. 6 DustiJmsgavwsaltko thoerme.l f They
as she approaches the bloodied right now. It 6 s j ust you A N
person. oLook, y 0 u Oniyeteree noe blpaks tb go.
a hospital or something. | will Then you can take a shower,
walk you down but if you freak change your clothes, and get
out on me in any way | will some rest. o
bloodyyou up more. You got it?6
She helps the person up. Once the Greta holds tight and whispers,
person turns towards  her, 00k. . .0
through bloodied hair and a mess
of a face, she sees it is Greta. 0Ah
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Back at Dustinds
is taking a scalding hot shower.
Once she is out, shewraps herself
in one
her in the living room.

Now, in a state of shock, Greta is
not sobbing, only trying to
register everything that had g one
down in that alley. But her body
is shutting down now from all
the trauma. All she wants to do is
sleep it off and wake up only to
find it was all just a bad dream.
She wants to go back to a day
ago, she wants to put down her
cell phone, never have met her
married man at that hotel, never
having walked that street, never
having passed that alley at the
time that she had. The money in

her pocket mocKks
have taken a fuc
says out loud.

0 What are you t

Dustin says as she pours them
both a shot of tequila.

Greta downs the shot without
flinching. A moment passes and

Gr et a sits back,
raped. o
Dustin grabs her

should have told me that... fuck,
Greta?! We should have taken
you right to the hospi t al ,
you know that you just washed
about 99.9% of evidence off your
body?6
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o frobeB and joinsn 6 s

al

apart merctl os@rse thar
at me. 0

ey

Dustin sits down,
i tos true though.
who it was? The people who
raped you?b¢d

[

A fl ash ¢ head Gfrtleet a &
leader of the gang of rapist
skinheads as he is pumping away

on her while the others hold her
down, haunts her. She shakes the
memory out of her
one of them. . 06she
really donot want
all of this right now . Please,
Dustin. 6

h

q

t

her h
Just ,

t al

Dustin nodes
That 0s fine.
hwWire n oylo us wawlnd
k iNmg prcads or es.hée

k',

Greta lies back on the couch,
KiThanlk bypyau ?7d

Dustin stands up and goes to
shut off all the lights in the
apartment so that Greta can rest.
ol dm in my room, i
aonytwaasg,gamsgghe says
to make sure Greta has
everything she needs. The care in
harehaalt, scar@s Yheru Dustin is
worried... and she has not felt so
concerned for another person in a

d overy long time. Part of her wants
to run and hide. But, another part
is devoted to seeing her friend
through this. And possibly
kicking some ass once she finds
out who has done this to her

$ay




friend. But for now, she waits.
She waits for Greta to come to
her.

I n Gretads sl eep,
by nightmares. She sees the
married man standing above her

in the alley way, watching as
these men rape her. Wet cement
falling from a rusty pipeline on

the nearby building, falls right
into her mouth flooding it and

drying so quickly, locking her air. Thi s onl vy ma K
screams under it. She looks to her stomach turn. The last thing she
married love for help, but he just wants right now is food. She just
turns his back on her and walks wants to empty herself, of
away. Greta wakes up crying. She everything. Greta covers her
sits there on the couch as the nose.
daylight from outside exposes
her face to her own feelings of 0 Brry... | can open a window, 0
shame and weakness. All she can Dustin says as she opens the
hear other than her own sniffling nearby window.
is a high pitched ringing sound in
her ears. Probably from a giant A chill from the outside air fills
gash on the back of her head. She the room instantly.
hadnot noticed t he body pains
until now. Her head about to Greta stands up and goes to the
explode from the noise. She window to | ook out.
struggles to go back to sleep but to do something for
to no avail.

Dustin leans against the doorway
Dustin is still asleep in her to the kitchen, 0 Sh
bedroom when Greta makes her
way to the bathroom. She Greta thinks for a
searches the medicine cabinet you have a camera?o

and finds some sleeping pills. She
takes out two and washes them
down with some water from the
sink facet. Desperate to make the
ringing stop, she takes two more.
She goes back to the couch and
lies down. Watching the cloth
from the nearby window dance
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around in shadows against the
ceiing of the room, she
eventually passes out. Greta
sleeps all day and into the night,
Dadiire checkingh mu ont eher
periodically.

What seems like days later, Greta
wakes up. Groggy and dizzy.
Dustin is in the kitchen making
some food. The smell of breakfast
for dinner, eggs and such, fill the

Dustin goes to grab her cell
phone, ol have
pictures with

t hi g
it 2?6

Greta closes the curtain to the
window and strips out of her
robe. She stand there naked in

ot

mo



front of Dustin. Her body But Greta pushes aw
covered in bruisesdandt gasameés .t odolbe t
need you to take pinotwurde sShoef ttheilaeksdt t h
on and goes to the bathroom. She
Dustin nodes i n aglocksehenselhih the batiraom for
you want me to get just the marks an hour.
and bruises?o0
Dustin goes to the outside of the
Gr et a shakes her hattaodm doar Bnol sits with her
want you to get the whole th ing. back up against it.
Me. Al of me. ¢
Greta is inside doin
Dustin waits a moment, then was the skinhead guy. The one
turns on her phone and starts to from the other day.
take some snap shots. who the others were. It was
dark... and it all... happened so
Two hundred photos. Two suddenly, she confesses as Dustin
hundred photos of Il&engih.ads nude
white skin, and in some places,
bruised and dried bloodied areas. You can see the angeé
Her swollen vagina that had been face growing.
torn into. Her ass, still bleeding a
little around the hole. Her neck ol . .. l'ied to you.
with red marks and hand prints going to do some photos that
still visible around it. Her hair night. .. I wasnodt .
falling out in places where it had meet up with him. The married
been pulled too hard by the fists man. We met at a hotel. We had
full. Glass cuts on her wrists and sex. He left. | walked home after
ingrained gravel still stuck in the that. Thatods when it
wounds. Neither of them made a
sound through this session. There Dustin looks down at her hands
was nothing to say, it was all and starts to bite at a hangnail for
mapped out over her body. a moment bef ore corn
Dustin could feel the terror of lied to you too. 6
Gretads experience t he mor e
Greta shared her body with her. Greta tiredly | aughsg
Once the last shda was taken,
Greta covers her face. She begins A silence befalls them.
to sob through what seems to be
hyperventilation. Dustin moves Greta begins to speak again from
close to her and wraps her arms the other side of the bathroom
around her exposed body. door , ol wonot do t
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Dustin wishes she could say the

s ame but candt ,
anyway. But when she hears
Greta trying to muzzle her tears
from beyond the door, her heart
fall s, ol wonot [
either, she says in a breath. But
instead of a release, sheonly feels

a tight knot of fear in her chest.

ODustin?6 Greta |i
and stops crying.

oYeah?6é Dustin res
ol need to use the

Dustin nods and gets up to
retrieve her phone. The bathroom
door opens a crack and the phone
is slipped through.
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Dustin is back in the kitchen as
Gt sita tin  the rbattiroom
contemplating calling her
married man. Though she knows
that it might turn out to be a bad
iidea, ranoing % &iion in heg staten
at the risk of being turned away,
she dials anyway. There is no
answer but the voice mail. Greta
hesitates a little with her voice,
PbHeyher heéead ume.
need to talk to
her head and closes her eyes,
feding dherself not to cry again.
She smacks her face a little to pull
herdelb oueo f6 i t . 0l r
you right now. I... | am staying at

a friendds. .. t
probably on your caller ID. Call
me back, please... Ummm... OK...
bye. o6 Gr et a hangs

Um

e a

he

never calls back.

you.

mm
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Jennifer OCe aste O Lester
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. .

did my,dolls
did my dolls

\ v ac 0 ‘I loved so
| : ’ y " bz en! Ibhad a collection
o and arms .
| AN
| shoved them do ny pants

d [y
to feel p e fake hair againstimy genitals

Il owed the wa
:
their disdain, when | did my nal

! their,appearan(ﬁ,l.lo
hen | w,

theym

‘ mnocent were the gir
a{1d obeying, they dressed in pink
laid st|II for me

my n gs O
Lonth n the|

not to show. face \
- | ”
.

r them

e® @

ent masks
elves

\ o

g far better than cold plastic
armth against my fles ' \
as they stand in their placidi :

| Could sense their fear
I loved it so
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MI CASA ES SU CASA

By John Barrymore

| was alone in my apartment,
enjoying candlelight, Beethoven,
and the solitude of the wee
morning hours, when | heard it:
0Get out of
mot her fucker gy tide
sound of a Dresden pitcher
smashing agai ns-t
oh, 6t hlbught,
agai nfThed source of the
disturbance was the apartment
immediately adjacent to mine;
my father ds
man was screaming at his ghosts

again.

After several years of abject
poverty, my father and | were
enjoying a greatly improved
standard of living supported by
selling off the Barrymorabelia we
had purloined from my recently
deceased
There was literally a ton of shit.
Georgian silver, first editions,
incunabila and illuminations,
Czarist Russian goblets, furniture
from Versailles, Louis XV and
others, china and porcelain by
such manufacturers as Meisen,
Dresden, Beleek, prewar
Japanese, ancient Chinese,
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Oi tos | tt hwasndtme a

resi

gr andmot hveere @anfortabdy tersscormced, our

Lalique crystal, etc. Family
treasures of every description.
What we selingergidng
away, Dad was breaking up.
her e, you
f o Weé wevee libth one or two steps
away from shopping -cart status
t Wmhen we @éamé into tlisWvindfall.

enough sum to enable both of us
to establish respectable lodgings.
We rented adjacent apartments,

d enanbers 110T &nd 1119 latd8440
Sunset Boulevard. It was one of
those huge concrete
monstrosities, formerly the
Breymar Towers, and these days
the site of the chic Hotel
Mondrian.

My father called it Cell Block
Twenty One. And so there we

front doors but fifteen feet apart

off the common corridor, yet
definitely two separate
residences. We had peacefully
coexisted for several weeks,
suffering only a few minor
border skirmi shes,
trouble with the ghosts began.

fortune

w h



We were both doing a lot of
speed in those days, the major
difference being that Dad would
wash his Desoxyn down with
room-temperature tequila, while |
would chase mine with ice-cold
vodka. | was drinking about as
much as he was, and doing twice
as much speed. But try as | may, |
coul dnodt seem to
up as he could. At any rate, |
never saw the ghosts.

They sure bothered the old man,
though, and | could tell from the
sounds of shattering glass and
crunching furniture coming from

his pad that it was going to be a
long night, or rather morning. |
decided the only sane course of
action was to pull back as far as
possible from the combat zone to
avoid the physical and psychic
shrapnel that would be flying
around for the duration of the
battle. | left the building,
sneaking by Dad 0 s open
commando-style, and walked
over to
were any other refugees
desperate enough to brave food
poisoning at 4:15 on this lovely
morning.

There were only a few customers,

a booth full of black pimps
waiting for their g irls, a couple of
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g e dand/oa passdd vout salde dr else

B ® see #Fthesen k 6 soming and going from my pad.

narcoleptics nodding into their

coffee, and the waitress who had
been there since The Creation. |
had a cup of coffee and walked
home. By the time | got back, the
door to apartment 110 was closed
and all was quiet. Dad had either
repelled the invaders,
reestablished domestic security

he had
sensesbo

or ¢
b ¢

suddenly
and might
late  snack. Anything was
possi bl e, but it
matter, since he would have no
recollection of the freak-out the
next day.

So it went for the next several
months. There was a great deal of

traffic in those days to, from, and
between our respective
apartments. Dad had a circle of

cronies he would regularly hold

court with. | referred to them as

the Old Menos Catho
Alssociation. And | had a pretty

steady stream of young ladies

So while | spent many hours in
my apartment playing the guitar

or piano, reading Shakespeare or
poetry to some young lady or
other in an effort to get into her
pants, Dad would hold his Court

of Fools next door. Whenever he
got bored, or whenever his

2 g @




audience started to wane, he
woul d t hrow a
epi s owh&l would totally

clear his apartment of all
unwanted guests in a matter of
seconds. Inevitably, he would

then walk down the hall to my

crib o0juas
see if he could wreak just a little
more havoc with my life before
he retired for the night. Maybe
even catch me with some
i mpressionabl e
he could terrorize.

Dondt get
Opsychotic
throw to get rid of the company
were simply his flair for the
dramatic. They had nothing to do
with his battles with the ghosts.
Those were serious

me

Sometime during our residence
there, 8440Sunset Boulevard was
purchased by Ashkenazy
Properties. They had big plans to
turn it into the lucrative Hotel

Mondrian, and they just loved
Dad. His screaming and breaking
furniture and priceless porcelain
at all hours of the night and
morning with all hi s doors and
windows open was evicting
tenants from the building faster
than they could ever hope to. It
was all getting to be too much for
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young

wr

me, though, so | decided it was

otpne to burnathisi camp and move
on. Like most of the other
tenants, | just had to get away
from Dad.

Pl e as et mdundefstand. |

as ulsadnbleve my father. | even love his,

well, eccentricities. But some
things are best loved in minute
doses, or from a reasonable
distance.

dbactresso

| moved two blocks away to a
building on Harper called the

0fgsa Rmewaslthe Geediest

epi s ode duldindgd and Wesb uHbllgwood,

straight out of a Raymond
Chandler novel. Full of dope
fiends; the kind of place where
when someone
usually in a zippered plastic bag.
But what the hell it was mine,
and it was relatively peaceful.
Two blocks was too far for Dad to
walk just to terrorize me.

| was there about a month when

John Donovan, the retired
mortician who managed the
building said t

nice surprise for you. | rented the
apartment next door to yours to
yourf at her . 06
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NIL BY MOUTH
By Claudia Bellocq

Photo © Thomas Evans

Nil by Mouth |

She sat picking off the bits of
dried blood from around her
eyes. There were other parts of
her filled with tiny rivers of
caked-on blood; she was anxious
about tugging at those because
there were numerous scars and
wounds embedded within them
that she had: a) no desire to rip
open and: b) that made her feel
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sick to discover up close. She
could not speak about herself.
Her face felt mask-like, frozen, in
limbo. She smiled, through a full
set of not yet finished teeth and
sighed; would she ever be able to
speak freely again? Nil by Mou th.

Her bondage was complete.
Theft, prostitution, drugs, theft

again, escape, capture, escape
again. Recovery. Nil by mouth.




