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THE LAST DREGS OF POVERTY :

HOCKING GOBS OF PHLEGM

By Jim Lopez

With a Queen of Heart embedded
up a symbolic sleeve of the
poorly written pages of thematic
arts, uttered in the black hills of
controversial words, echoing the
need for a home and spiritual
eyes, Mikey lost his way and
walked the streets of Hollywood.

He spat in the milk of growing

children and pulled his pud in

front of nursi ng mothers, who sat
out front of Starbucks sipping
organic soy lattes.

Mikey had one ambition and one
ambition only, he was writing a

book titled,
The Unleashing of Conventional
Modes of Perception &
Behavior, o only
intention of ever putting pen to
paper or fingers to keyboards.
No, Mikey was the living pages

of the title of his book, and it all

started with a commercial and a
bowl of cereal called LIFE that he
was manipulated into peddling

onto the rest of the world. When
Mikey was old enough to
develop some awareness of
himself he discovered that his life
began with him being the cute
and cuddly kid who hated

everything and

anything, yet he had to drink

endless amounts of milk and
shovel corn crisp day in and day
out, sub-mental kids
spurred him on,

Mikey to try it, he hates

while

everything, 6
cheered, OHe |
But Mikey didnot
he just hated everyone;
nevertheless, he tried just about
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everything and now he had
matured into a cynical
masturbator and a phlegmatic.

As a child Mikey was forced to
drink so much milk that he

embodied a never ending factory
of phlegm, and he hated milk, as
well as LIFE cereal, neither of
which  were delicious nor
nutritious. He was constantly
hocking loogies. And when he
felt the urge, which was more
often than not, it was no big deal
for him to whip out his wang and

blast a wad of jizz on some
unsuspecting passerby or on
some mannequin displayed out
in front of t he GAP, J. Crew, Ann
Taylor or any other business
establishment. | mean, he just
gooed his spooge anywhere and
anytime.

Mikey refused to accept the line
that was drawn between the
public and private sphere. He
urinated on dog
purses (actudly he pissed on
whoever and whatever). He shit
in mailboxes and on ATM
machines, wiped his ass with
cats, farted in the mouths of
decrepit old people, knocked
cripples down and out of his
way, insulted and mocked the
mentally challenged, slashed the

S

tires of low-riding gang -bangers,
punched business men in the
face, ripped the underwear off of
college students by giving them a
rough wedgy, rebuked drug

dealers and pimps while being a
drug user and a whore monger
himself. Mikey blew his nose on
the pages o f Wal t
Leaves of Grass he reviled
Woodie Guthrie, Bob Dylan, The
Beatles and anyone who could
capture the spirit of humanity in

song, he did all of this and
infinitely more. But what he did

most was hock gobs of phlegm
and chronically masturbated.

The first time | met Mike y | was
having a bite to eat and a drink at
the Pig and Whistle off of
Hollywood Boulevard between
Las Palmas and Highland. Mikey
walked right up to my table,
dropped his shorts, took a big
shit directly on my mushroom
burger and spit in my beer. And
G nsgrvecf Me riéjhf’jl f%ryegtl‘?lg in
the fucking stink -hole of a place.

Now some tough guy might

chall enge me ,
didndét you stop
his ass?6

Wel | I 8d | i ke
look stupidly surprised and
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shocked when some unsuspected
freak flops a load on your food
while y o u 0 rmeading  the
newspaper and enjoying a
cigarette in between bites and
drinks. There was no time. It
was | i ke, 0 What

a turd on my burger and a loogie

in my beer. o I

the Pig and he went whistling

down the street after he pulled

some bald guyos

and wiped his ass with it after he

shit on my mushroom burger.

The sheer nerve and the
audacious spirit of the guy was
awe inspiring. He left a stench
that lingered the distance
between La Brea and Vine. It
made no difference what he
wiped his ass with as long as it
remained wiped. That was his
only concern,
any brain cells trying to succumb
to conventional or acceptable
forms of material, like toilet
paper, when it came to wiping
his ass.
utilitarian.

Mot her 6s
boulevards and avenues to avoid
walking on the same side of the
street as him. When the news got
out that Mikey grabbed a

swaddled infant out of her

and

He was a strict

crossed

walker-crib and wiped his ass
with the newly -budding baby
Hollywood Boulevard went up in
arms. Mikey argued in court that
it was Hollywood herself that
supported, even encouraged, his
t h @bscdne bekayvior.t Aceordmd te
the tabloids Little Mikey killed
m ehamself My kgestin gwtacs many
Pop-Rocks while downing mass
guantities of RC-Cola ol
wi gvenf htkeir®e. heald
killed me , judge,
Honorable Magistrate. And as
stupid and as asinine of an
argument as it was, the fact of the
matter remained, in a city like
Hollywood, Mikey was, for all
intents and purposes, dead: the
little boy that America grew up
with and ate breakfast with was
indeed dead. And the only way
Miley cdulddaffirinthis éxistenee
was to use a runt
his ass because Mikey had gown
tired of people trying to convince
him that he was no longer among

om

the living. Hollywood even
produced a watered down
version of the adult Mikey

(played 20§ SWfichael J. Fox),
depicted as a well-mannered
slob, who  stumbles into
becoming a foster parent. Mikey
also argued that it was the press
and concerned parents who
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initiated the rumor of his death. hi s ankl e, shouting
Someone with a lot of money why you always trying to keep
wished to wipe out Pop-Roc ks &6t he bl ack man down ?(
profits,  labeling them as _
The press never got a whiff of
dangerous when enhanced by B
RC-Cola as this person wished to l'saacds performance
. . were there, you were among
protect the pill -popping, speed-
. - , Go d drge stars of Hollywood.
freak industry, which lived up in _ T
. The judged dismissed the case
the Hills.
the moment Isaac came through
Mi keyds trial was the HeadbineHet di dngd
a bill t hat i ncl udhendto pag the pefiysten fdollay h t
with the City of Los Angeles. charge for simply being granted
Issac was a black Jewish the privilege to stand and be
cabbalist, and could judge by an Honorable
numerologically pinpoint who a Magistrate.
person was and what a person
. Isaac had been booked, charged
would become. He also claimed o
to be one of the original GAP a.nd. relea.lsed for .rlpplng UP a
Band members, but was screwed C|tat|9n issued  him _ for jay-
out of his money and his job. He walking  and throwlng the _
wasnot ingpeasédualookt shredQed t'_Cket ' n
. . shouting, divedyear- a f
being jilted. Isaac was also a _
ol d man, i f I donot
regular at the Brass Monkey
karaoke bar. | never saw the cat walk across the street safely, you
do karaoke, in fact | suspect he should lOCkl me up. motherN .
avoided it, but he could be found fucker! B And I 6d I
shit faced and acting up by 4:00 try. lom a master
pm I 61 1 fuck up y Ou T
' noodl es! ¢ (And |
Isaac came into the courtroom, he never could figure out how the
wearing torn-up pants and a GAP Band screwed him out of his
dirty -whiteT -shirt. He was money.) The Peace Officer
shoeless and had a potato sack thought Isaac was threatening to
overflowing with c¢ otton slung kick him in the balls, so he
over his back, and he had a arrested |l saac for
plastic ball-and-chain shackled to threats.
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Mikey came into the courtroom
wearing a six-hundred dollar pair
of Romeo Gigli spectacles, a
tailored white dress shirt and
soiled boxer shorts, which
depicted a stenci of Jake La

Madads -lpuface eod the
crouch. Milakge lyalis s
could be seen periodically

sagging just below his shorts,
resembling a wad of chewed-up

bubble gum. His feet were shod
with florescent green flip -flops
and his head was wrapped in a
beach towel. He pleaded Not
Guilty. The judged refused to

issue Mikey a trial date but called

him into his chambers, after
which the case was dismissed
when Mikey gave his word to

never again wipe his ass with a
child or any other featherless,
two -legged creature. The mother
of the child went bat-shit crazy,

shouting that the judge was

biased because Mikey had been a
childhood star. It took every

ounce of self-control that Mikey

had to not grab the distraught

mother and wipe his ass with her,

but he gave his word, and

whatever Mikey was he was not

liar.

| followed Mikey out of the
courthouse and onto the subway.

He got off on Hollywood and
Vine and then walked over to the
abandoned World of Books store,
where he and the onelegged
Vietnam Vet, who d aily polishes
the stars (one of which is Jimi
Hendri xds) out
bortger aexisting World of Books
book store. The two of them
di scussed
that morning and then they
transitioned into a violent and
bitter rant against the new
developments of Hollywood
Boulevard. The two of them
were about to head over to
Graumanos
defecate on John W
Bogartds hand and
| talked Mikey into having a
drink with me.

fron

The Spot Lite was the hangout for
convicted criminals, who
happened to be transvestites,
queers, and powerful prison
queens, who could start full-
blown prison wars. Mikey
frequented the place, in fact, he
would only have a drink with me
if | agreed to buy him no more
than two drinks at the Spot Lite.
| had never been in the joint, but |
had walked by it numerous times
throughout my life. On more
than one occasion | withessed a

how Mi key©s

Chi nese The
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burly transvestite pounding the
shit out of some loud mouth,
corn-fed redneck, and | had had

for him behind the bar and only
charged him five dollars a glass.
He kept a bottle there attempting

also seen two bearded t o acqui esce t o h

transvestites bas hiordegs, wha démarmédhteat iFes

head on the pavement, into stop drinking. Once a month he

parked cars and against a steel would buy a bottle of the Scotch,

garbage bin. These fellas were as walk over to the Spot Lite and

tough as they were charming. | hand it to the bartender, who

had been catcalled a few times by would open it for him, pour him

a transvestite smoking outside a glass, charge him the additional

the Spot Lite, and | was always five dollars and then place the

able to deflect the gesture with a rest of the bottle on the top shelf

little flirtation of my own or behind the Jim Beam. Mikey had

pleasantly ignore it, but | sure as one glass of Lagavulin every four

hell wasnot i ndi f fodays eut tbday he wantédawo., | |

was slightly terrified by the place. ordered the only top shelf

Once, | 6d evedbuss e eBourlzon the iSgob lnte offered,

stop in front of the Spot Lite and Jim Beam.

drop off a number of transvestites

and queers. 0So, what the fuck
Mikey asked me.

The place was dark and damp. o _

The vinyl barstools were cracked ol 0_ m not q utte sure

and crusty. The walls were black stup | d_l y- O_L ast mont

and sticky. Jdlly mmyand BV\(/)hi/Stlc?’ﬁ xou shit _Oh my

On My Head was playing at a mushroom t?urger and spit in my

pleasant volume through the beer. o

jukebox. oYeah, so what, yo

(http://www.youtube.com/watc have been eating at the fucking

h?v=dehipZ85000&feature=relat cunt-h O_I e. of ta place.

ed) sensitive twat are
my ass with you right here and

Mikey ordered a glass of now i f | hadndt gi v

Lagavulin Scotch from his private the judge this morning. Piss me

stash, which the Spot Lite kept of f and I 61 | have

q
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http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dehipZ850O0&feature=related
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dehipZ850O0&feature=related
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dehipZ850O0&feature=related

butch skag draggers turn you nervously but whole heartedly
into a sail ords c uggreed.f tea as they
cornhole your saddle. Hey, _ _
. oLi ke a fucking Holl|ly
Lonnie, come over here. | want
: or _Bore-ack My Bott omb
to introduce you to someone. 0
bail out . o
OFuck you, Mi key, candt you see
I &m busy, 6 Lonni e éfﬁaroaljlopqesgencg 'é/"key %Sléed'
0So you dondt Know| w
she-male was bent over the pool _ o
table, attempting a three-ball- asked me for a drink?o
combo in the side pocket, with OWel | ,ssl Igdude | i ke t|o
his sundress hiked up to his what sort of women find you a
waist, and his sweaty ass hairs attractive, | meanéq
dangling out of his ruffled
panties, which were stretched 0Take a Il ook around t
tight around his fat ass. ltdés fair to say tha
have foreshadowed bad fucks for
The jukebox switched to John Littl e Mi key . Thelr e
R o x @ ¥vant A Hippopotamus for Hal eyds Comet bl azipg
Christmas my sky, 6 MikeThenanswer ¢
(http://www.youtube.com/watc he wrung _h'S drink and asked me
h2v=yywaZa6Hvho ), to order him another one.
sung by the child star, Gayla A buffed -out _ Austrian _
Peevey, who became a whisker transvestite, _Who dijdr
on the Easter Bunnies chin, cut for the Viennesipe
hiding eggs from children, and answered a call fr.om Warner
never growing larger than quthers byt found.hlmself in an
Thumbeling s t o e entirely different line of work
than he expected, was going
The Spot Lite was getting moist around the bar showing off his
and ornery. scrog scrapbook, which depicted
. . . the she-male getting screwed by
ONo, youdre quite rl.%ht. I hnought
_ politicians and ollywoo
the same thing myself: the burger L
. ) producers. He was singing and
stunk, the beer was shit and it . . .
I I ) q ,whllstllng, ol only |co
was all well overpriced, o, g if thatdés too muc
10



http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yywq7a6Hvho
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yywq7a6Hvho

take meforapennyand | 61 | t the farkous Hollywood Producer
you kindly. 56 I had recogni zed at
_ courtroom hearing. The
ol &m sick of - the HoIIy|_|wc()Jold| Produlel  looked
prattle,  where _ permeablht}/ more amorous than frightened.
saturat.e.s morality —and s Mikey unashamedly shit -fucked
hypocritically .regarded over the man, who unashamedly
agar e.s.s lve .p enetralkdey ﬂp’ hlés ruml\pgl%orkaﬁtx take
muttered irritably, as his eyes more than a gander; and there
turn(?d gargoyle green. He spit a was indeed oquited |a
Ioogleovgrthebarandontc.J.the dquitedé large and gre
cash register. He was visibly pounding their meat across his
growing more and more agitated, face.
quoting Mark  Twain, A
monotonous career of violence and The tapestry devil was doing a
bloodshedand then pounded his pirouette, fanning flagrant
second drink. fellatios. Then | saw something
_ that baffled me all together: the
I di dndt wunderstand, what he . was
_ judge, who presided” ~over
getting at. Mi keyds case, had slip
All of a sudden Mikey jumped on Spot Lite undetected and was
top of the bar, ripped the towel now jacking-off in a dark corner
off his head, tugged down his wearing a Mickey Mouse hat.
Jake La Madg boxer shorts and | snuck out of this bestial
flopped a turd right on the bar. ballroom, which was reminiscent
dGodam-it Mi key, notOofagai MBreek Philosoph
Ernie, the bartender rebuked him. party, as the jukebox dropped
another Jimmy Boyd 45:Ther eds A
0 My freedom demandsgttiite tthiasn Chugginé
time, Ernie, so fuck-of f ! 6 Mi key
shouted, flipping everyone the (http://www.youtube.com/watc
bird (like Flipper the Dolphin), h?v=lwCBm7rpZio&NR=1 )
bulging his eyes and smacking
his butt cheeks, as he pissed in
the bar-well. Then he dove on a
man, who strangely resembled
11



http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lwCBm7rpZio&NR=1
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lwCBm7rpZio&NR=1
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INTERESTING TIMES:
JUST A LONELY BOY

By Andrew Maben

Ravenswood was another private
boarding school in the hills
bordering Exmoor. It had the
same rules, the same ghastly
food, the same institutionalized
cruelty. And | certainly had
changed not a whit. My teeth still
protruded embarrassingly, | still
carried the shame and stigma of a
bed wetter. By now my bed was
equipped with a rubber under -

12

sheet, so even before the first
stains had to be concealed, on my

very first morning in fact, all the

boys in my dormitory were
aware of my oOsecret
to no time it was common
knowledge. The only difference,
really, was that the Headmaster
here, Mr. Whittaker, was not a
sadistic drunk. Unf ortunately

that in no way mitigated the




petty sadism of the children in his
charge.

No doubt you are wondering

y o

about my parent s.
they thinking?6
asking. | wonder myself why

anyone would condemn a child
they profess to love to years of
loneliness and pain. So perhaps
what makes me saddest of all is
my conviction that they acted
only from the most noble of
motives, that they truly believed
that they had my best interests at
heart. | learned early about that
road to hell, only my first steps
down that road were paved with
my parentsd good

First let us remember that these
were the early Fifties, shortly
after Britain had emerged
victorious but mortally wounded
from the nightmare of the Second
World War. Almost without
exception the great British leaders
in that apocalyptic struggle were
products of
private education, as indeed were
the great conquerors who had
created and maintained a global
Empire. It should not be
surprising that this system was
widely seen as the finest in the
world.

Engl ansténs.

13

Whatever else, | am secure in the
knowledge that they were not
trying to get rid of an unwanted
brat. Although there was one
disquYé}ir?gt nigﬁ\{esror%e years
Brevironuasly whef I II haab egone
downstairs from my bedroom
with some mi nor request to hear
angry raised voices. | went into
my parents?®o room
standing facing each other beside
the bed in antagonistic poses. My
father was red faced with anger,
my mother flushed and tearful. |
have no way of knowing if he
had just struck her, was about to
strike, or if the violence was

purely verbal. My mother saw
n t & né. b hdS -
me standing there.

ONot now, Andr ew.
to bed. This memory has always
haunted me, accused me and
condemned.

Perhaps part of what they
wanted was to protect me from
being witness again to such a
Fary sdree impoadnt, |
t hink, my
experience, at least insofar as |
have been able to reconstruct and
imagine it from the few hints |
was able to glean.

was

The son of a tailor, not a rich
man, Dad grew up in

0
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Manchester. He won a
scholarship to Manchester
Grammar School, and at his

fatherds [
study dentistry. This was not a
profession for which he felt any
vocation, but | gathered that his

fat her 6s wor d
almost nothing of his family,
never me t hi s

know his parents
they died. His mother did once
visit, a shadowy figure who lay
for the whole course of her stay
my parents?©o
was constantly on  edge,
complaining of the unending
demands and carping. He had a
brother of whom he never spoke.
When Bridge on the River Kwai
came to a local cinema, he
refused to see the film. On the
way, Mum explained in rather
nervous tones that his brother
had been captured by the
Japanese at the fallof Singapore,
and later died a prisoner on the

i n

Burma railway.

With the coming of the War, my

father joined the R.AFF. As a
professional he was automatically
commissioned as an officer. As a
grammar school boy he was
ostracized by the other officers. |
am ashamed to say that as a boy |

was

0

was embarrassed that he had not
played a more valiant role, and
made up stories of how his last

Nsi st encminutewteament af rthis dr that

fighter ace had allowed the pilot
to fly a crucial Battle of Britain
mission. It was, | think, this
whréme .servite thitrfiedvin his
mind that the only way that we

f at hhisrchildred cauld haveeavfigune

nhat rofeeied any realvdpportunity

would be by going to Public
Schools. The fees for three
childrends private

b e denormblg, and ¢ hotv eenlize the

14

extraordinary effort and sacrifice
he made for our sakes.

And Mum? Daughter of a captain

of industry 0 a lieutenant at least

& one of three siblings, | only
have hints of her privileged
childhood. Snapshots ~ from
summer holidays beside tranquil
Swedish lakes, from these, and
her fatherds name
surmised Scandinavian roots. It
seems that Sir Stamford Raffles
was related on her
which somehow adds a rather
poi gnant irony t o
story. Later she attended a
finishing school in Switzerland.

And suddenly the War engulfed

her life. From the few stories she

let slip over the years | have

¢
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constructed a picture of a rather

remarkable  young  woman,
compassionate, somewhat
headstrong  and intelligent.

Photographs do not suggest a
classic or conventional beauty,
but hint at a vitality that must
have been extremely attractive.

At the outset of the war she
volunteered as a nurse, and was
serving a large London
hospital at the time of Dunkirk.

She spoke once, visibly moved
still by the recollection, of a
young soldier who lay upon a
hospital trolley. His huge sucking

chest wound was beyond
treatment, and he had been
simply parked until he saw fit to

die.

in

ONur s e, have you
whispered as she passed by.
Careless of hospital rules, and
certain that she could do him no
further harm by granting this
simple request, she took out a
cigarette and placed it between
his pale lips. | imagine his
grateful smile, the relief and
comfort he must have taken from
this simple act of gentle kind ness.
She lit the cigarette for him, and
he took a deep pull. And at that
moment the ward sister passed.

15

0Smoking is strictl
she snapped. And smacked the
fag from the boys mouth. And he

died.

Which put an end to the nineteen
yearoldgi r | 6 s medi

Evidently she then joined the
WAAFs, for the next glimpse |
was given was of a plotter in a
Bomber Command operations
room. Her job was to push tokens
across a giant map of Europe,
each token representing an
aircraft, as news of their positions
was radioed in. Of course every
night planes were lost, and she
spoke of how difficult it was to
rake the tokens from the map,
knowing that this action
represented the probable

g agonized déathg of6 of several
young men. Often young men
she knew as friends, perhaps
even as lovers.

She must have been capable and
trusted, as years later she alluded
to working with radar, whose
very existence in the war years
remained top secret for thirty
years or more after
When the film Enigma was
released she casually let drop,
00h yes. I wor ked
Bl etchl ey Par k. o

0
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enlarge on this

revelation.

surprising

I know nothing of how these two
met. | know still less of my
fatherds ear | i
that by all accounts his first wife
was Belgian,
femme fatale named Avis, and
that | had a half-brother Adrian.
Speaking of Adrian reminds me
that my earlier memory of my
grand-parents must be faulty, as |
recall, | must have been eight or
nine, walking beside the
Manchester Ship Canal with him.
The circumstances remain
mystery, but | can only suppose
that we were visiting our grand -
parents.

Was Alex still married when he
met Diana? Married or not, he
must have been an imposing,
glamorous figure in his uniform.

Standing more than six feet, with
a proud bearing and a handsome,
luxuriant R.A.F. moustache, it is
not hard to imagine that he swept
her quite off her feet. | still wear
the hand made gold Swiss watch
inscribed 0A. M.
21/8/46 7, a birthday gift. No, | an
afraid | donot

of their wedding, though

presumably it was before May
1947.

er
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On their return from his posting
osomewher e i n
couple moved into the small but
beauti ful OManor
grown and built of glowing Ham
Q:[]oané, iF1 r':lv?llggg a few rSniPesVe%st
of Taunton. Dad drove a little
MG and Mummy would bicycle
the quiet lanes with me perched
in a blue metal child seat
mounted behind the saddle. |
think this may have been the
happiest time of their lives. Of
mine, too.

G

| have come to think that my
fatherds R.A. F.
deeply divided against himself.
Almost desperately he aspired to

become a member of that
snobbish class from which he felt
excluded, an exclusion that

wounded his sense of his own
worth. At the same time he
harbored an idealistic yearning
for a day when artificial class
divisions might be finally
dissolved forever. This division
was mirrored in almost every
aspect of his life, his troubled
children, his marriage, most of all
f.r ho m D. R..B. .
in Nis profession. "AS ‘a medical
man able to find
know t he g a ﬁ e
acceptance among people who at
heart | suspect he despised, even
loathed. He refused to take on

he was

er mea
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private patients, choosing to
practice within the National

Health Service born the same
year as |. He was a Labour voter,
played the football pools every
week, liked a pint or two in the

public bar. He was an excellent
golfer, eventually achieving a
zero handicap and the club
captaincy. He was a lonely man,
truly at home with neither the

working men at the pub nor the

golf club snobs. Nor even in his
own home.

Leaving the sheltered peace of
the Manor for the cramped
guarters of Kelston, the house on
Station Road, must have been
hard. The house was tall and
narrow, the garden cramped.
With Dadds
room at the top of the first flight
of stairs, the place could never
really feel like a home.

This was made particularly clear
the day the haemophiliac came to
have a tooth pulled. Not
bothering to say anything about

his condition to my father
beforechand & who knows,
perhaps it di dnodt

that an extraction might be a
somewhat bloody affair 6 he sat
for the procedure. Well, an
extraction is a bloody affair. And
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i f your bl ood wono
then it just gets bloodier and
bloodier. Blood flowed. Dozens

of gauze napkins could do
nothing to stanch the flow. Blood

was everywhere. An ambulance
was summoned. The patent was
carried away, one hopes to be
saved from his own stupidity, but
anyway never to be seen again. |
caught a glimpse of the surgery
floor awash with blood, Dadd s
receptionist at work with mop

and pail.

As | said, having a dental office in
the middle of the small house
was a considerable impediment
to cozy domesticity. It was a relief
to us all when we moved to
Court Cottage. This was a

sur ger ywoaderfill 18ka centirngenant 6 s

cottage in the little village of
Holcombe Rogus, that almost
straddled the Devon-Somerset
border between Wellington and
Tiverton. Heavy -beamed ceilings,
idiosyncratic changes of level on
both floors, it had a large garden
with  copper beeches, huge
raspberry bushes, a crumbling
old stable and adjoined the field
Where ourt d%iry -Par'mg} neighbor
grazed his new born calves and
their mothers.




Court Cottage, the village and the
surrounding countryside

provided me with some kind of

sanctuary from the variously
hellish boarding schools. My
brother Pete, born towards the
end of our time at Kelston, shared
a bunk bed with me, Claire had a
lovely room of her own. | was

also privileged with the room

above the garage, where | had a
fairly elaborate model train

layout. This was my refuge,
where | indulged my hobby of

building 1/72nd scale model

aeroplanes, ran the trains, read
contraband comic books, and
later on other proscribed printed

matter, and filled notebooks with

drawings of planes, elaborate dog
fights, hideously twisted crashes,
fanciful imagined planes of my

own design as well as Spits,
Hurricanes, Messerschmitts,
Focke-Wolfs.

From the village butcher my
parents obtained a puppy who
became my bosom companion,
my confidant and only real friend
of my child hood. Rusty was an
endearing mix of Lab, Golden
Retriever and Alsatian. He
seemed intelligent enough, but
had a kink in his tail acquired one

lazy summer afternoon as a
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puppy when he was taking a
siesta in the middle of the
vill ageds main

particular reason to budge when
a farmer came along in his Land
Rover. So the vehicle ran over his
tail. For as long as we lived at
Holcombe he could pick out that
particul ar Land
from all the many others in the
district, and from a mile aw ay.
He would take up a strategic
position at the garden wall, tail
down, growling quietly, until it

came around the corner, when he
would burst into paroxysms of
enraged barking, leap over the
wall and chase it down the street,
shapping at the tires. My pal,
hopelessly, helplessly lashing out
at the incomprehensible source of
an unforgotten humil

stre

Ro v

My life, or my memories of it,
became a rather dreary
procession of days unevenly
di vi ded bettwieneend 0a red
Ohol i day dide occlipted m
the greater part of each year, and
continued to be a lonely,
depressing succession of minor
hardships and  humiliations,
accented by the usual twice-a-
term beatings & as | recall never
less, and rarely more & and
gradually less frequent night time

et
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accidents. The regime  at
Ravenswood was marginally
more relaxed than at Kestrels.
Marginally: | wrote one Sunday
telling of some particular source
of discontent, a story of greasy ill-
cooked bacon, a second egg
refused, t he
but more importantly the sole
occasion of my attempting to
declare my sadness to Mummy
and Daddy rather than trying to
conceal it to
feelings. | took great care over
spelling and grammar, but it was
still no great surprise to see the
letter ripped up and to be told
that it might be better to write
something more cheerful.
Naturally a conversation with
Mr. Stapleton ensued.

OYoudre treated

you, Maben?56

It was apparent that there would
be just one acceptable answer.

00Oh, yes, sir, o6 |
0The fagoddPé And
went.

But | do have one glorious
memory of brilliant anarchic

chaos breaking loose. It was Guy
Fawkes Night. The whole school
gathered at the bottom of the
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we |

haha that separated the gardens
from a wide meadow for the

traditional fireworks, b onfire,
immolation of the traitor in

effigy, and hot sausages with
potatoes baked in the fire.
Somehow, to the delight of the

He a d rbeys,t and d €onsterpation  of

teachers, the spirit of Guy
somehow gained the upper hand
this night. A stray spark, or, who
knows, perhaps a well placed

s p a rnatchpfgll unmatided ieto tdesbig

box containing all the carefully
graded incendiaries. The first
indication that something might
be amiss was a spray of brightly
colored sparks jetting from the
box at a careless angle. Dodging
this jet of fire a teacher
foolhardily went to the box and
lifted the lid. The interior was

her e, arenot
aglow.

OEveryone. STAND

shouted as he ran.

¢or twn gplendlid minutes the box
became the hub of a fantastic
%o(r)]ﬂag}attlon. Sparks, red, green,
white and blue showered in
every direction in haphazard
profusion. A catherine wheel
managed to leap forth and careen
across the grass, propelled by its
own multi -colored jet of flame,
scattering laughing, cheering

B A
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boys as it went. Rockets skittered
across the ground, flung
themselves skyward in corkscrew
paths to suddenly change
direction and come shooting back
to earth and explode. One rocket
actually flew at the school itself,
smashing into, but alas not
through, a dormitory window. A
huge roar went up as the boys
watched it near the window,
fading to a sigh as it fell to the
flower garden below. All too
soon the box was merely glowing
red, a muffled minor explosion
now and then.

The judgement was unanimous
that this had been the best
fireworks ever. Short, indeed, but
oh how sweet! Maybe later you
will look back with me at this

night and wonder if this might

have been the seed for certain
tendencies. Or not. Because in
truth | have never espoused or
advocated the kind of bomb-
tossing revolutionary violence

you may be imaginin g, nor have |
even had the taste for simple
arson. Though it is true that there
have been countless kitchen
flame-ups due to my
carelessness. Whatever. After the
show we had to listen to some
boring polemic on the subject of
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safety and responsibility
delivered by Mr. Stapleton, who
must have felt some requirement
to fill the time that the fireworks

had been supposed to occupy.
When at last that was over we
enjoyed our food and sparklers
around the bonfire and there was
a rather louder than usual hurrah
as Guy went up in flames.

There were studies, stultifying
drudgery, but for all that | was
imparted a solid foundation in
various subjects. | was no star of
the athletic field, but had become
a useful enough Rugby player to
remain unnoticed. | managed to
achieve a comparable invisibility
as a sprinter and in the long
jump. Cricket was another story. |
think I mentioned the
pointlessness and boredom, and |
seemed unable to either stop or
hit the ball. Any team that had
me as a member considered itself
doomed, as a fielder | was
banished to a deep long on,
where balls never came. As a
batsman | was usually last, even
as | walked to the wicket both
teams would begin to pack up
their gear. Sure enough | would
be bowled out before the end of
the over, more often than not on
the first ball. But my great athletic




hatred was long distance
running, both painful and
pointless. | was invariably one of
the final stragglers, though I tried
to avoid the total ignominy of
coming in absolutely last.

| also began to develop a cetain
dubious talent for pointing out

the more comical aspects of my
many deficiencies. This near
constant attention to my own

shortcomings did little to raise

my self-esteem, though in those
days no one used the term, or
even afforded to children any
deep psychological processes at
all. But it was nevertheless a
useful survival adaptation, as |

could usually manage to preempt
any budding situation where

other boys were about to start
ganging up on me, to make me
the center of a circle of taunts and
blows.

Holidays spent at home were
incomparably more comfortable.
But by now loneliness had
become an essentially permanent
condition. |1 was unable to feel
any close bond with my siblings.
| regarded my parents with a
strange amalgam of emotions,
distrust, longing , shame,
admiration, and the slightest
tinge of contempt. | did not feel
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the deep warmth of love that |
yearned for, and for my own part
was distant and
undemonstrative. | had no close
friends at school, there were no
children of my age in the village,
no osuitabl eo chi
And | had learned to be as
insufferable a snob regarding the
0l ower <cl asseso
| suppose | was desperate enough
to feel superior to someone, and
class does allow one a feeling of
superiority while sparing the
challenge of actually measuring
oneself against the despised
other.

| spent my days reading,
indulging my aeronautical

hobbies, riding my bike around
the lanes with Rusty for
company, in fine weather taking
long, sometimes all-day walks
with Rusty. On these walks |
acquired a deep love of the quiet
miracles of Nature, an
appreciation of the beauty and
wonder of both the vistas of
rolling hills with their patterns of

fields and woods and also the
shape of a flower, the meaning
laden meanderings of ants. And
with this wonder came also a
terrible feeling of exclusion, the
sense that no matter how much |
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might worship all this beauty, |

could never own it, make it a part
of myself or belong to it. Too
often this lonely alienation would

overcome me. | would sit on the
grass, gazing out at all that
beauty, and | would weep. | wept
for the cruelties and loneliness of
school, | wept for an inner beauty
that | could never truly believe in.

Rusty would lick the tears from

my cheeks, the most intimate
kindness | ever knew, and |
would hug him tight, sure that he

loved me, that he was the only
one who did, and that | loved

him. And soon he would nudge

me, push me to get up. | would
wipe my nose, my eyes and
stand. He would look at me,
slowly wagging his tail, then set
off at a run, together we would
run helter-skelter until | was
breathless.

Sometimes we would drive to the
Wellington Monument on a
Sunday afternoon. Once we
climbed to the top to look out at
the view of the valley below,
farms, railway, town and villages.
It was surrounded by sandy
heathland and there was always a
stiff breeze for kite flying. One
spring the heath was littered with
bodies of rabbits in poses of

22

agony, victims of the eradication

campaign that loosed the
mixamatosis virus in Australia.
Then there were our seaside

holidays every summer. These
started in Lyme Regis when | was
still quite young, three or four
perhaps. | remember our first
stay because on the very first day,
which was overcast, | played
happily all day long at the
wateros
castles with my bucket and
spade, splashing in the small
waves. Nobody gave a second
thought to ultra -violet rays, or
sunblock, in those days, so
Mummy happily assumed that
with the clouds there was no
danger of sun burn. Which
proved in fact to be not quite the
case. | ended up with second
degree burns over my entire
body, and | O6m t ol
the rest of the trip in bed with a
fever and in a lot of pain. As a
matter of fact, with yearly
summer boosts, the tan line |
developed that year never quite
bleached away over the winter
months for a good forty years.

We went back to Lyme every
summer for several years, always
staying in the Chalet, a green
painted holiday cottage built to

d
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resemble a traditional swiss
chalet. They were happy days for
the most part, where | managed
to leave behind my usual
melancholy. Idle days on the
beach. Exploring the Cobb and
the other piers of the ancient
harbor. Roaming the narrow
streets and alleys of the
picturesque Old Town, browsing
books for hours in W. H.
Fishing trips with the local
fishermen in their open mackerel
boats loaded with a dozen or so
tourists. The passengers would
make their way gingerly down
the heavily worn steps in the
harbor wall to be helped aboard
with a strong hand and an
encouraging smile from the
skipper. Of course | already
considered my self a seasoned
sailor and would jump straight
down onto the thwarts, which
usually provoked various signs
of disapproval, Ah, disapproval
without  consequences! Once
|l oaded
cranked into starting amid clouds
of exhaust fumes, the skipper
would engage the prop and we
would be under way. Once past
the furthest shelter of the Cobb
there was usually a heavy swell
as waves from the Atlantic made
their way up the Channel.

S mi tthoéesnasty little bones for my

t hesel wonld hed s
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Naturally, within moments there

would be faces turning green and
at least one owner of a heart of
oak would be retching helplessly
over the side, affording me a rare
occasion for contempt. We were
allowed to keep our catch, and
once home dad would clean and
Mum would cook the fish. Too

much trouble dealing with all

taste, so | made a sweeping
deci sion t hat I
and refused to eat any kind of
seafood for years. (
said Dad, and in retrospect | tend
to agree.

di

No episode would be complete
without an example of that streak
of cruelty making an appearance.
Actually there are two that | still

look back on with shame and
guilt.

| spoke of a gratuitous betrayal of
Peter, my old Kkindergarten
friend, and it was here that it took
Qléce. Not long before Peter had
to endure the pain
divorce. It was apparent to all the
boys at school that he was
suffering, and even the bullies
left him in peace. | was down at
the harbor with a few casual
holiday pals when Peter showed
up, completely unexpectedly. He

d n C
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stopped and offered a friendly
greeting and | introduced him to
my companions. We were all idly
chatting when the demon caught
hold of me.

| began to laugh, and pointing at
Peter | announced, shiggering,
OPeterds parent
DI VORCED! ¢ Peter
looked helplessly around then
turned and fled. Trust me when |

say | have not the first idea what
prompted me. | bore Peter no ill

will. He had done me no harm.

That summer had been my last at
Kestrels, so | never saw or spoke

to him again. I dm
has hurt me more than my taunt

hurt my old friend, and | may

have begun to absorb and
understand the lesson  of
kindness that day.

I do not know what | may have
hoped for in these days. | think |
didnot do a | ot
better off for it. Time passed. |
passed my time. Days at home
were for the most part passed
without dread, and that
sometimes almost passed for
happiness. Certainly there were
small eternities which |
managed to leave myself behind,
concentrating on an Airfix kit or
out in the woods with Rusty, and

for
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there were always books. To a
point | had become inured to the
ordeal of school.

The year | turned ten was when

the Future became a concrete
presence in my ideas. My feet
were getting bigger. The fourth

form was awhere the school
startédutes fhcasdour attention on

upcoming examinations that

would shape our fates. The
Eleven Plus, offered a safety net
of sorts, if a grammar school
could be so regarded 6 we were
already well -trained little snobs

and considered anything but a

Pablicr Sshoantp begaudedd tloss.
Thirteen Plus was a last chance
before the Common Entrance
which was the real decider, those
of us who passed would go on to

the schools where places had
been reserved at birth or soon
after. The others would not.

©h hyoepsi,nggJuasrnd a Lon
music was beginning to filter
through, and as
i magi ne,

a certain chord with me. Pete had
a baby sitter who was gone on
Buddy Holly & she cried the
whol e evening,
Doesndt Matter

and over, on the day he died.
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The cold steel railing of the gurney sent a chill through him, like he had never
known.

The fluorescent hospital light assured hisrrhe was no longer safe.

He longed for a warmth, like the one he had before.

He looked up and instinctust prayed

Those tendrils of hairs inside wide nostrils would hold onto the hardened snot
clinging to them.

He started to tussle and a young silk skinned nurse reached for him.

Finally! A touchd it had to be warm.

It would free him from fear, tether him tchumanity and sooth his soul.

Her cold hand shocked him and he pissed uncontrollably.

From the moment he was born he knew he was old enough to die.

No youthful invincibility, no superhuman immortality.

Finite & just time, and the need to fill it

© 2010 Kenneth Rains Shiffrin
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JUICY FRUIT
By Salena Godden

Photos © Lisa Wormsley

It 2am Thursday when | finally
have the strength to get out of
bed and | write this.

I have been sweating and
chewing for the last 48 hours. It
was Sunday lunchtime when |
fell through the door and landed
like a crumpled girl. It was too
loud out there, too much white
startling light and those
screaming hab dabs in long black
masks and cloaks barking
through black rain. | fall into
short spurts of broken
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hallucinatory sleep, drenched in
bizarre dreams. Only to wake
abruptly with the presence of
another in the room, soaked in
fearful sweat | haul myself into
the bathroom to retch up more,
yet more white chewy froth.

On Monday afternoon | sat up
and tried to sip so
work and when it bounced it
tasted of sour. My throat is
stripped eakandpaledm w
| take off my clothes which are
damp with terrible acrid sweat

I

ne




again and | find chewing gum in
my pants, stuck to my gusset,
then | remember how that got
there.

Now it all comes back to me. |
did it this time, what was |

thinking? | have been running on
empty, counting the ratio of food

and sleep and vomiting and gum

d since | only eat every other day
and only sleep four nights out of
seven | figure | should be able to
live without food and rest for

longer and longer stretches. It is
important to be able to exist
without food or sleep just in case.
You have to train your own body,

you have to drive the vehicle, you
are your landlord.

| t Dhersday, it 2am and as |
type this my guts turn over and |

can hear them squirming in there,
tearing pieces, trying to feed. |
have cancelled out carbohydrates
and meat and now exist maostly
on lentil slop, soup and
sometimes porridge, nothing to
use teeth on, nothing to bite
down on either. Nothing for them

to hold on to, no fat, no oils. This
baby food diet kind of leaves the
body exactly the same colours
and consistency as it entered. It
falls out of me. If there is another
episode, another eruption, whilst

| am sleeping | might choke. |
think 1 will have to start sleeping

with tape across my mouth so
they cannot see the light or the
way out.
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Come on spit it out he says
holding his hand in front of my
mouth. | say no and who does he
think he is, show me the money
first? He says, come on spit it and
| shake my head. He takes his
fella out, a purple one, a dark
plum colour with a thick bell -end
but narrow towards the scrotum.
Mushroom dick, | say. He smiles,
strokes himself and then he says
something like, hey play nice as
he starts to move his hand up and
down his burgeoning fungi,
directing it tow ards me. Just spit
it out, he says again. | keep my
mouth shut tight and shake my
head no. The damp car park is
silent and starkly lit, our voices
echo. There is the sound of a leak,
rain slopping into the corner by
the door to the lifts. We are pretty
high . I donot [
this is a weird spot to be in and
the sobering effect must show on
my face because he says, are you
alright? | say | want to go and
maybe another time, | just got a
real bad feeling about this, trust
me, we should get out of here. He
pulls my arm and makes out like

| am a cock tease and a gum
player. He seems to have his
mind made up about things and

he says spit it out and | pull
away. He grabs my arm tighter
and puts my reluctant hand on
his erect fungus. | shake him off
and say, look | am never wrong, |
have a really bad feeling about
this, let® get out of here before
it too | ate. Hed s
tries to be a gentleman, thinking
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he might still be in with a chance yaddya they scream, it a bizarre

and he acts like he is tender about high -pitched screeling drilling
me and so he sag with fake noise they make with their
sensitivity, are you sure you are tongues. I donot
alright? You said you had gum word of it but it & got something
and | t hought y 0 u towlawith guoh, with biidh and me
That 0s when t he ¢ and hisscack ie stitt haagihg out
towards us. Like | said | am never of his jeans as we run down and
wrong when | get that feeling. A down the stinking piss staircase.
black hearse screeches around the We get to the lift, it takes too
corner driven by fi gures in black long, the urgency makes me want
robes screaming yabba hab dabs. to wee and | hop from one foot to
They see us and speed up trying the other and when the Ilift
to steam straight into us. The car arrives, it® awful with florescent
swerves madly, there is a screech light and urine. | can hear them
of burning rubber and the in the car speeding down to the
deafening screaming hab dabs, exit too and | panic and say, hey
yabba yabba yabba they yell out we should go back up the stairs
of the open windows. There is and head up and hide at the top.
some crazy music blaring, pot Mushroom cock agrees and takes
and pans and bells. Dabbya this moment to put it back in his
ydabba ydabba salamma yaba pants, thankfully.




| taking two steps at a time,
breathless, | shout, who are they?
He says, family. Fuck | say and
then | keep my mouth shut as we
sprint up the back stairs. On the
top floor it is empty and above us

a bland rainy night. Nothing to

see but we t bl ack
seen a good moon for a long time
I t hink and t hen

about nothing but the fact we are
surrounded by masked black
figures with rapier swords. Hey, |
say, we donot
What else am | going to say?
Then one of them moves
forwards and puts her hand in
front of my mouth and | know
she is saying spit it out, so | do. |
give it up, I am not going to
argue, she has the rapier against
my throat. She holds it in her
fingertips and her eyes slant
coolly at me. The whites of her
eyes are pinkish red and the iris,
black and dilated as a drugged-
up racehorse. She looks at the
gum carefully, she opens and

closes its material and then
throws it to the floor, she knows
i tos not the real

is more heated babble, yabba
ydabba. Mushroom cock gets
down on his knees and speaks in
their language and in any
language | can see he is trying to
set me up, he points at me. They
dondt give him muc
though, they get hold of him and
hang him by the ankles off the
roof. Everything is falling out of
his pockets and
begging for mercy. He speaks in
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want

the same language as them but
there is no mistaking the
universal language that he is
trying to stitch me up. | presume
they think he has gum. | can tell
they are asking him the same
guestion over and over again and
he asi shaking | his head &ka e
doesn 6t know and
lltake dhis rchianice ta shnk offkinto
the shadows and skedaddle. |
manage to bolt, leaving them
having a nice family reunion.

no troubl e.
| race back down the Brick Lane
and dive into the Golden Hart
and there | find my pint and seat
at the bar as if | just popped to
the toilet and it was a weird
daydream. Maybe it was. Maybe
I am losing it, losing my knack. |
start to clock my sleep and food
ratio. | try to remember what |
decided, a bowl of soup every
other day and porridge on the
third day and only four hours
sleep after eating on the first
night? When was the first night?
When did | make that dark green
soup? That was good soup. How
nguahngum cdnH learvest? Hoek ire
my notebook, but it makes no
sense all the pages are ripped out.
I must have ripped them out so
nobody would read them. That
was foolish now | cannot even
read them. | feel empty but I
knowol haveagot totkeep empty, |
donodt want to f
keeps them sedated, sleepy.

h d dasvn sycpinteaadngietrthg hell

out of there, feeling strangely
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conspicuous and more than
paranoid. | walk, chewing the
gum up and between my legs,
seems to be the safest place to
keep it, everyone seems to want
gum tonight. It makes me walk
with a wriggle and anyone with a
trained eye
chewing, but
am taking. As | walk towards
Shoreditch | get an invite to go to
a party in an illegal lock down. |
think to myself a crowd would
feel really nice right now, a buzz
of normal happy folk out for
weekend. Peopl e
about gum. It does, it does feel

A girl with orange skin and dry

straightened hair corners me with
the whites of her nostrils, she tells
me that everyone has a book
inside them. | beg to differ, a

book isndt somet
inside like friendly bacteria, its
har d wor k and it

sleep easy even after its expiry

mi g h t the lgell does shat all e exactly
t hat 6and whb evencranzemlers wHat

good, it is dark and the windows
are boarded up and it feels safe. |
get to hear wonderful ordinary
conversations about dull things
like what do you daand have you
been here befora®hat do | do?
Have | been here before? What

you did and do and where you

were. Since the gum everything

seems irrelevant, but | guess its

pleasant enough, | smoke and

drink with the friendly party

people in a delightful easily
t h dotgottendblré6t know

date, but I bite my lip, if only she
knew the half of it. | try to
remember a time when | was
blissfully unaware and when
things were differei
it likewden théylsay &ll aeneare
capable of rape, big difference
voetweént thinkirgt aboytoitu and
doing it.

hi
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Then an Australian boy with
ragged eyes the colour of a
tsunami and flat hard hands like
paddles tries to talk me into
going back to his. He reckons he
knows some things that might
interest me. | roll the film on and
imagine waking up beside him
and | have to decline. Nobody
should wake up with me and see
what | have gnawing and
swelling inside.

| talk to a bald guy with chubby
cheeks and a squint. | amuse
myself when | tell him he has the
hands of a grand prix racing
driver. Thatos
did you know what a mad driver

I am? | hold both his hands and
look into his round pink face and
say, I dondt know,
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it was a feeling | got just then,
you really really should be racing
grand prix. He blushes and says,
you really think so? Yeah sure, |
say. Meanwhile, | keep knocking
back the black market vodka he
buys me.

| forget about mushroom dick
until | feel in my pockets and find
| still have his money and that |
didndét go through
experience a twinge of quilt,
remembering him and the
screaming hab dabs holding him
upside down gurgling for mercy,
all that black rain and a long way

c r a down, bt @s is lawas goingy @ w

give him the gum just like that.
How did he know | was chewing
in the first place? | make a mental
natet | haveats be anoréncarefd. h ,

L
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I t 0s morning
party and | leave alone. | check |
havenot been f ol
like someone is watching me. It
might just be that weird jumpy
feeling we all get when sleep
deprived. The world is loud, loud
and white and bright and hot,
there is this heaving sensation
and a screaming in my head and
shooting pains inside the
underneath of me. Just get home,
| tell myself, just get home and
close the door, maybe it& time,
maybe itds gum.
walking uphill on an escalator
going down. | am walking on a
conveyor belt heading
backwards. The same shop passes
me over and over again.

This ache, this throbbing, right
inside and up
reach it with a stick nevermind
my own finger. | might reach it
with an extended tape measure
and | start picturing one of those
old tape measures that snap back
with a zirrrrrp snap noise.

Eventually, | turn the corner onto
my street, | am outside the
bookshop when | start to cough
and gag. | cannot hold it in. Some
froth comes up, white, slimy and
viscous. There is a hair in my
mouth. A long black hair going
down the back of my tongue. I try
and find it with my fingers, it &
slippery. | am staggering to get to
my front door and gagging. |
jangle with the keys,
involuntarily  and  violently
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wh e n gdgging. é get #roughhtree tdoor

and kick it shut behind me. |
yarkdat the ihair down my ftheoat.|
I t s amdo L llook in the
bathroom mirror and pull at it, its
awkward, my mouth is wide
open and | dribble down my
chin. 1 pull at the hair, it&
clogged, like the way hair might
clog in a plug hole. I pull at the
hair, it is attached to something
bigger.

Gum, it 0 s gott a be
fihallyeitl must bektime. Il pullaam
strands and strands of hair and
gum that keep stringing and
breaking, the more | pull at it the
more there is to come out. | am
pulling gloops of gum, over and
over and coughing. It is clumped
wholly , caking in my back teeth

t h e ramd.in thie backoolrhydthraatt It

shifts slightly, my eyes are
watering. Finally with one last

yank it eases up the back of my
throat, |1 can hardly breath e, just
through my nose. | snort, forcing
my nasal pasages to clear or | will
drown on this mess.

Just one last good yank | tell
myself, tear pouring down my
cheeks, mucus dripping from my
nose. Yank. Yanking my head
forward, white froth and snot, |
yank and yank, gagging until it
comes out wi t h
chunk of gum encasing a bloody
pink, translucent hairy worm
curled inside its sticky end.
Disgusting but the re lief is sweet.
This is what all the fuss was




about, this is what they are all
after. There in my hand a soft and
round bodied worm. It & about
the size of a cocktail saisage. It
moves coyly in my palm, like a
chubby maggot, blind and warm.
Its skin is transparent, there are
tiny thin threads of red and blue
veins and four pincing teeth,
something about it looks like a
piece of lower intestine. Its eyes
are still sealed shut and it moves
its tiny mouth open and close
really slowly like a yawn. | put it
in the incubator with the others.
Then | collapse exhausted onto
my bed, | am a crumpled girl.

Now it is Thursday and past 2am,
typing this | can feel them

working their way up inside me,
| have been peuking up the
chewy mucus, the afterbirth. |

work out the ratio of sleep and
food deprivation and how many
gum-worms | can starve out of
me. | am the host, the carrier and
the landlord but I must not feed
them or they will get too big,
t heydl I bl ock my
up my throat, t h
somewhere vital and choke me.
They move inside me and surface
to the light to get born.

| squeeze a new stash of gum
between my fingers and shove it
up and in as far as | canand then
| type this. | am chewing,

wriggling, spread -legged and
shimmying in my seat at my

desk, chewing to the fizz of late
night radio, chewing and

drinking a glass of vodka to keep

them nice and sleepy.
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COLD IN THE SUN

By Gary J. Shipley

The air is bulked to bursting with

brazen conviviality, pithy

maxims spanning life, death and
everything between & all the
many timeless spells of
inebriation. The drink is going

down and the sun is still on the
rise. The fans on the ceiling churn
up the smoky atmosphere,
chopping up the fibrous streaks
of emptied lungs and cooling
those below with severed air.
Nobody here wants the sun on
their back.
girl or a young boy on their back,
but most settle for another drink
and another smoke and a wank
somewhere down the line when
no one will be safe for a minute
or two.

Frank wants t
been here bng and
not have come. He drinks fast,
saying little in the pauses. He
nods and listens but his mind is
elsewhere, in better company.

o

Back home, the sun bleeds
through the parched leaves of
Frankos Wi nsome
bleached cascades poumg into

the dry earth. The unfinished

fence at the bottom of his garden
leans  precariously into its
shadowed props, while his wife,

Elizabeth, enjoys the sun. She is
naked, bar the huge black

Theyod

sunglasses perched on her greasy
nose.

I am not vulnerable when | have
the sun watching over me, when |
can feel his warm hands on my
body. | have permission to
snooze, to relax, and to relish in
the feeling of my skin, and it is he
that bestows this upon me. My
back is damp with his heat. My
nipples will be black soon. No
scratching! Wait for your nails to
dry! # yoh raust saratcly, osa yogr
palm or your knuckles! Ignore it

and i toll pass! Bl
everywhere. Di d | g
feel it moving. |
spread across my shin. YucH
OAre you sur e, |l ady 1
| e aso,elave. N offdne@e snntidat but
heddyoathenot my type b
n | bet you stretched nya?....
Dondt matter how mu

smilin, love, neither vus is gonna
service ya. What ya doin goin
bout like that anyhows? Your old
man get kicks outa seein you in
this state? Fuckin hats offdt hat 0 s

s Yome adedicated , husband s/ou got
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there, I 611 tell y
wanna dog it, bro?¢6
oLi ke fuck! o

OYou erd im dinya?

put that smile away will ya! What

D O (
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ya waitin on? Come on, dog, she
sur e as fuck
younger . Bye

Two white faces, and him behind
them beating down into the backs
of their heads trying to get to me,
two white faces with eyes of
crystallized spittoons, of nervous
loathing,and | s mi | e .
it never fails to win people over;
it has magical powers, black
magic to match my nipples.
Thereds no smi
incubate blind, featherless chicks
under its glow & a smile that
could save souls and lead men
away from the rocks of their
mi sfortuneé
Here goes. You never had a
doubt and now | need you to be

right. | dm keepingHebsaalnatdyalt ods | a

| can, Frank; natural is best; his eyes and the sun is all gone.

natural is transcendental, a The window is in shade and he

glimpse of heaven in lips and shivers for her, so he thinks, with

teeth. If you could have bottled a smile, one especially for her, not

my smiles, Frank, if you could as good, nowhere near, though

have bottled my s mihleedsdé nlevean say. He

see the tops of my cheeks, Frank: her, filling her mouth with his

itds a good one t hwosls.t i me. | f onl vy

you could see it. Is it my best yet,

Frank? Is it? I omlidlmdcoyoy tandtay, [

see their eyes, Frank: all piss and on t hem. Seems youbd

thistledown, Frank, all piss and one, old man, with peculiar

thistledown. Their faces are too tastes. No headway at all, and yet

white, an accumulated, unsightly | felt it was good. There | was

paleness: white on white on listening to you, you daft old man

white, and their noses, their you, you daft old man. It was

insolent button noses, sitting in only ever you that noticed,

the middle of their faces like tiny wasnodt it? Come, y o

shrunken heads. His warm hands now, you uxorious fool. Who

are on me agan. | feel a tremble were the others? Who were the
throng? There weren

ai
bye,

| e

Her e

noits

I & m sonhrécéentiycarrived. He is down
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in his fingertips and sense a cloud
getttegwanyce.

mi ssus. . .0

Beneath swirling blades tearing

up the air with their blunt edges

he is el sewhere onc
drinking with frien
friends and hedd || ik
he woul Heawepdi f he

low and the sun is up high. A
shaft of light breaks through the
window, striking him blind to

| thisk @acej to. his | friend thétd
arenot friends,
hand t hat hedd rath
it wer enodt for this
friends t hat arendt
gcraeks the Blass rork his teeth

trying to drink in the dark, and
somehow he Kknows it

(72)
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there, you daft old man. You can mal nouri shment? | dve

tell me nowe. of it for years. | have a head start.
Theyol | not | et it

Looking down i nt othan@aayorys@ €ould | last that

greyed corneas, Sammy the long?

friendliest dog in the world,

Sammy the dog with the talking The following few m inutes are

eyesé: I am f uc ki mrgcial.rCanwmit to thensfully and

My stomach has floated up into hope for the best! What if my

my ribcage, up towards my huge audience is distracted and fails to

heart, where it is this minute notice me until i to

getting entangled in arteries and
ventricles. | feel short of breath,
am experiencing dizzy spells. |
am liable to collapse at the base of
a st ool and

wonot
as we

and they
I ©1 I wake
nudge of shoe,
ni ght . I wonot
through it. He d |
in the morning,

the energy to lift my head from

a

the floor , and maybe hkékp Imeavgoing, al t
me, believing me to be asleep, so rather not risk offending my
I 61 | not even get taldienceihlecambelplit. Il carg et

there. People will comment: my
fans will want to know why | am
not performing tonight, and why
I donodt
tomorrow lunchtime when | am
incapacitated with hunger and
am unable to drag my head up
from the floor.
of cour se; hedol |
change the subject as quickly as
he can. Theyol |l
by my absence,
much from him and they know it.
How long will this go on before
something is done about me?
How long does it take to die of

t h ey 6or Gyulus hs he ks offloddimg a
asl eep; thihreky 81 Bm
g i v ehymaefor berro ar Mexd nvith his

accompanybalkikm &ared dhat. lcraust6t r

b ut havenaergpoitation torkeep upgBaitt

the last of me is spent, and | am
famished out of my senses. What
if | catch M. as he is busy
interrogating a murder suspect,

dresh er@pof ceps or trading his

| éaeewleed to w papdr, ortChagles
a nviekstlihgd | Wwith s tbladk vseiteda | |
bedeawlns . t bdlglethave t
| rght.y | ¢oold statk with rhe
b udrumbsdrom th ercarpet, df ahicte
there are always some, just to

sense di sapproval
caught licking the floor. It causes
some to look away and not look

try not to slather too much, or
catch my teeth on the ends of
pinched fingers o today | could
H e happdynt@ke thes fangers tad \aetl
parmag thatdioswnn aatn dl i
known for my precision, my
s t tedhdiquebray inabdity to barmm le d

k e

my brain is so very weary at not
having been spared, not for a
second, the pangs of a foodless
future. Neverthel es
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letting myself go just because my

spit that pullulate from my

intestines havenot clogseand who cad blame themi n
excess of 48 hours. For the past That 0s not t he kin

two mornings, my one meal of
the day has had maggots in it. |

theydve come to exp
feel my legs or my tail, but | can

coul dndt bring mys dekelfshamen | foll@mvuny lspittle in.

a slow arc to the floor and | lick

Here we are. These steps are and slurp and drain the carpet of

going to finish
up one or two before looking
round to check

which time itdl
entertaining days will be well
and truly over and all those bar
shacks will soften and putrefy, as
wi || I . Theyol
orders over time, of Cheddars, of

mef obléddttrumbag aned | 0l
till tomorrow when

w h a bréakfastywmaggotgand ab. y

I be too | ate. My

A soak named Gyulus raises his

empty pint glass and says to it,

ol f somet hing i s n
I gdbal éasbhee t heidast q

walks up and down the bar

crisps and those sweet sausage searching out his next drink,
roll s, and t hey 61 Irecitingdis pitehras hengbeg:

they ever needed to order so
many, and the men around the
bar will cast their eyes down a
while, to spare a thought for their
ever peckish old friend that died
before his time.

Il 6ve congquered
did it all by themselves. Will my

tail wag itsel f?
not, if it too expects to be fed.

Theydre turning
eyes are dropping straight down
t o me . Theyore
hands in the glass bowls that sit
on the bar and

hi m. What 06s he

said thatds tak
their attention from me? The
drool is spilling out now. | can
feel them, two foamy white
tendrils hanging precariously
from my mout h,

turning away from the snakes of

olittle angednsyddor i ng wi
| want you to wean me from this world
I want to fly among th

Those who know him all too well

look away with a laugh and a

shake of the head. Then comes
the thé EJIe% RoSthe bAthan Itoepgtsa
small one on the slate, and to the
mew?aﬁ‘lé1 éfusalS eC(?mesw tf'n¥

st [ hav

the?iarI Ih%%%§'t 'Bhelr

plétRii igrtlng S ,t thn?aﬁy{)b ec,r ebdui t |.

theydreptghbkipg Los 44
S a 'tﬁousanéfvﬁ}r@ b%ftcjre It\e needs
en (t)nQ r‘ﬁdre for tHeasf?a%eS on@rﬂoge

to keep him steady on his bike, to
put pep in his legs, to send him
home done. The Pilc
payi tonight. At

ar\/\/ﬂatthtewtefylor“(e Heds go
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or two up his sleeve to get that
last drink.

In memory of Ricky The Suicide,
he sets about an impassioned
rendition of

OWoodcut 0: there

K8§ny8di 6ot hi ng |

busy to speak. Goodbye,
Franké**>**¢g
I t hink Il O6m st
closing my eyes in the hope that
theyol | é****g

doé***
aD cen 6fte eelviemg & i o fl

Donot ever find

wietr!lt * *gurleedan cet er

nods

0 h Atghe precisé moment her death

echuirradethese weam ca digh, ea

Cci g ar evaledicton: dhsee menl ih thdirh i

early twenties, having stolen a

s tsteeepi fram & dieldk ,ord the

0gener at ioagkirts @ towmand aeatdn it to

death, threw its blood -soaked

t dardss thnoughu the door into

A wigere suofriends werg sittng. 1t

unsought empathy with the

oafflicted me n

melancholy eyes6 knowi ng
al |l around when

and slowly dies, ¢
l'ighting of

will come to an end with

par chment faces

for this

greyed on benches equally

decayedd6 can seese
oal |l i n bl ack. 6

t hey are

if to order, and after the funeral is
done Gyulus is looking at the last
of not seven but eleven.

Gyulus drank until the world
went out.

Sammy lapped at the carpet until
his tongue went black and, with
his belly full of crumbs and grit,

gave up on his fickle fans and
went to sleep, dreaming of a
squirming breakfast.

They find my smile ugly; they
find me ugly. | think even you
will find me ugly when you find
me. ddmry |
escape what
to me. | can stand and smile.
That 6s all I

wondét move and

didnot
t hey 0r impeyious.n g

have 0Golwd
my
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omot i onl e slammiedinta theasidec of the bars

and then slid to the floor like a
huge tampon swollen with blood.

Sammy nearly choked himself to
death on his leash trying to get at
it.

When a man finds his beloved
wife, her head having been
pulped, the backs of her legs
fouled, wearing a grin carved out
of stone, annealed to the point of
i mmortality, he
anywhere he can go. He finds
that he is able to stare down upon
the carnage of his wife forever.
He finds that as long as he stands
perfectly still, refusing to move a
mdstle onaiveet his gaze, he is
to do
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A HOROLOGISTIC HORROR
By Matt Leyshon

-

Photos © Max Reeves

The puddles at his feet grew pink what time it was and the watch
like the sun rising in a salmon would offer no clue. It was a
sky. Behind t he vwraamnual h@nia kwithr @ sjewelled
door the horologist bled to death, Swiss movement and a white
his life formed a pooling and enamel face marked with
unpleasant spillage that smelt engravings; it was not valuable or
heavy and metallic. The Northern especially desired by collectors.
Quarter back-street was silent To the common thief the watch
and empty but for Thomas Shaw was certainly not worth killing
who stood still for a moment for; but that is exactly what
curiously holding his new Thomas Shaw had done.
timepiece. Boarded windows

glared down from crumbling He was a petty thief and he was
buildings that loomed like not especially successful by the
crowding totems from a lost and terms that one would typically
forgotten age. He had no idea judge a criminal. He had no
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Spanish villa, no top of the range Maldoror. The monetary value of

television; he lived in a studio flat an item meant nothing to him, he
with an old black and white stole for the love of stealing, of
portable left behind by the upsetting the balance and
previous tenant. Indeed, were it breaking the rules. He stole
not for stealing food then he because his could and want
would  struggle to  afford played no part. He had stolen
groceries. Nonetheless, he had sewing machines and umbrellas
never been caught despite being and would just as likely steal a

prolific by a ny o n daissectingtabke if deaencdustered
Thomas Shawds s e c roeet unguarded. h The watch
natural tendency towards the however was not chance booty.
random; his crimes out-surrealled

Today had beenTh omas Sh aWwals burgled completely

second visit to thkbawharcamakegr ds!| |l ing
The first burglary was an bags that he had found beneath
opportunistic affair that occurred the counter. He fenced

upon one of his nocturnal everything the next day through
wanderings when he noticed that his usual outlets and received a

one of the rusted wire shutters typically pitiful payment that

had not been properly closed. meant nothing to him except that
Knowing nothing of watches he his rent would be paid for
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another month; but there was one
item he felt compelled to keep. A
notebook.

When he first drew the notebook
from the bag with his usual mild

disinterest he had anticipated it
being a financial log of some
kind, maybe an invoice book; but
it was nothing of the sort. What
he read inside soon piqued his
curiosity. It seemed the horologist
was a man of maverick interests
that  stretched considerably
beyond the fixing of timekeeping

mechanisms. In the scribbled
notes upon the opening pages
Thomas Shaw saw quotations
about relativity, long equations,

and longer, seemingly esoteric,
ponderings.

The second is the duration of
9,192,631,770 periods of the
radiation corresponding to the
transition between the two hyperfine
levels of the ground state dhe
caesium 133 atom.

He did not understand what he

was reading but the mystery

appealed as an obscure allegory
might to a scholar of theology. He

continued reading.

Two events taking place at the points
A and B of a system K are
simultaneous if they aear at the
same instant when observed from the
middle point, M, of the interval AB.
Time is then defined as the ensemble
of the indications of similar clocks, at
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rest relatively to K, which register
the same simultaneously.

The author appeared to be less
interested in devices that kept
time and more so in the nature of
time itself. The middle pages
were headed the Kappa Effect
and the Tau Effect and were both
underlined in heavy pencil. The

author had connected both with

arrows emanating from the word

entheogens. This again meant
nothing to Thomas Shaw and so
he looked the word up in a

dictionary he had once stolen but
had been unable to sell
entheogens referred to
hallucinogens.

Time is as illusory as fish swimming
in spae , and yet t he
waters are not unlike the cosmos.

The words grew more curious

but still this was of comparatively

limited interest to Thomas Shaw;
indeed, had the notes stopped
here then he would most
certainly have tossed the book
straight into his litter bin. So what

if a clock maker liked the odd trip

and rambled about space as an
ocean?

But the later pages contained
notes that became considerably
more intriguing and entirel y
more bizarre; strange symbols,
seals, and references began to
litter t he
scrawled theories. Thomas Shaw
became increasingly enthralled

wat-c hmak
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by the recondite hieroglyphics
and the resonance of chthonic
mystery. He found that he could
not put the notebook down. The
latter pages were read with his
jaw agape and eyes wide like
plates of milk.

mi nd]l

ét he ess

ent

which rules all time and space from a

curiously environed black throne
the centre of Chaos.

at

Perhaps it was because ¢ his
own lack of morals, or perhaps it
was his distaste for the
punishment that the moral
majority would inflict upon him

if he were ever caught; but
Thomas Shaw had always made a
point of ignoring religious

instructionsfamdaethibabcodes. He
subsequently found himself, on
occasion, seeking guidance from
the dark world of the occult.

He had always been drawn to
tales of demons rather than the
saccharine stories of angels and
he attributed his learning in life
more to ghost stories and weird
tales than to the education
system. His imaginary friends as
a child had been ghouls and
forgotten gods. His infant
dreams were of borderlands and
voyages to Arcturus. And now
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his reading served him well for
the name Azathoth unearthed a
long buried recognition; it struck
him as a quite terrible name but
more importantly he recalled
reading it in the strange works of
H. P. Lovecratft.

As he continued reading, the
name Azathoth featured more
and more until he became very




much the focus of the
wat chmaker ds
magical intervention. According
to the watchmaker, time was not
merely at the mercy of cosmic
forces and gravity, but an illusion
created by Azathoth to inflict
enduring suffering upon those
who ceased to worship him. The
theory was far reaching and
Thomas Shaw was impressed, he
was no longer simply gripped by
the notebook, he became
obsessed. He read and reread
t he wat ch malitiens s
seek fl aws i n
premises, but he found none.
Like the author of the notebook,
he too began to ponder upon the
presumed certainty of cause and
effect and tried to imagine a
world without that certainty; a
world where when one billiar d
ball struck another, it only moved
because Azathoth caused it to
move. He contemplated a world
where nobody would be able to
predict the movement of the
second hand on a clock. He
pondered upon the seasons, how
wrong it was to assume that
Spring would f ollow Winter just
because it always had before. He
imagined a morning when the
sun failed to rise and the moon
drifted away at night to orbit
elsewhere and took the stars with
it.

The watchmaker had written that
he had seen evidence all around
him of Azathot hds

conspiracy against mortals. He

cht

44

t h e or yecalell late blooens ia Awumn

p detailed how he had studied the
t lgrénoiresv rofi heerontarscers, he

had spotted bees in the winter,

and failed «crops in rainy
summers. And like the
watchmaker, Thomas Shaw soon
felt the drag of days and the
inexplicable velocity of years. The
watchmaker had seen through
the lie and with the treatise in
Thomas Shawds

sought to establish the truth; and
Thomas Shaw wanted the truth
too. The watchmaker had set out
to subjugate Azathoth; his notes

hands

had read the diaries of John Dee
and the tomes of alchemists. He
had devoured the works of H. P.

Lovecraft and demonised
occultists. As he read the
watchmaker had validated his

theory by continuing to observe

the work of Azathoth all around

him; the lengthy waits as enamel
dried, the speeding hours as he
turned tiny screws, and the rush

of months of incantations.

The watchmaker postulated that
order and design were tortuous
tools of the Elder God, they were
instruments of harm upon man
that he would surely fear being
used upon himself; and so to
chaos would Azathoth be drawn
like the pious to the heavens. To
this end the watchmaker had set
about reconfiguring the
mechanism of an old wristwatch.
He had upset the springs and
teasedi tbe balances until time
became an arbitrary measure to




t he watchos
droning occult intonations as he
orchestrated dissonant silences
between arbitrary ticks and
random tocks. He created tiny
pendulums that clattered
deafeningly before hanging mute.
He crafted a minute hand etched
with arcane symbols and signs
that laboured furiously against a
stubborn hour hand marked with
seals that inched forward before
being drawn back as if struggling
to be free from a viscous mire. He
created a secondhand that would
flicker like a Geiger counter
before suddenly slipping into
irregular periods of suspended
animation. He had strained his
eyes and worked nights through,
wearing his body thin as he
summoned Azathoth into the

hands.

tinvekess r shaol ethas phe nwas
creating. He slept when he could
remain awake no longer and rose
when his eyes blinked open
slowly like unfurling buds. He
denied the time that the clocks
around him would suggest had
passed and the so progress of his
work defied measure.
Completion would be marked by
and to all he had known, his
mind would be wiped clean.

Thomas Shaw read the notebook
over and over. He read in the

bath, he read as he cooked, and
he read as he ate. He memorised
every passage and learned every
sign and symbol. Each reading
etched the words deeper into his

consciousness like acid eating
into copper plate.




Seeping he dreamed of the
watchmaker hunched over his
tiny mechanism in the gloom,
driven to the completion of his
esoteric lure and  cursing
secondary duties such as
breathing and eating; he dreamed
the watchmaker os
aged alabaster, his backhunching
like an ancient barrow as his
delicate and frail fingers gripped
minute cogs like bony talons
around prey. Soon Thomas Shaw
too felt the punishing stretch of
time, each moment throbbed
painfully as if with the turn of a
great thumbscrew. He began to
long for the solace of measuring
by dread and colours out of space
instead of living by clock faces
and illusory orbits in the
universe. The sun dragging itself
across the sky now repulsed him
like an eel slithering along a razor
blade. Days and aftemoons bore
into his consciousness like chat
show repeats on a jammed
television and the drudgery of
minutes cut like unopiated Leng
Tchde. Wi t h e
ephemeral moment he felt the
abhorrence of Azathoth that
could only be appeased with
deserved worship. He wanted the
watch; he wanted to be free of
this torture. He wanted it as an
altar to the great god who would
reward him with ascension to the
timeless void and free him from
wretched reason.

And so to this end Thomas Shaw
found himself once more out side

S

t he wat chmaker 6s
Northern Quarter. Stars glittered
above i ke hol es
shroud and beyond the oily
darkness Azathoth surely
writhed like glistening intestines

in blinding light and cosmic
kaloars. He ingginad ghe twatch
in his hands; himself sanctified
and cephalopodic in a chthonic
ocean of nothingness. He stood at
the door and cursed time for
permitting contemplation of his
false past wasted in ignorance.

The door was ajar; to the casual
passer by the building may easily
have appeared derelict. Thomas
Shaw walked inside. Cobwebbed
and unwound clocks formed a
silent jury on the dusty shelves.
The musty stink of dead time
rushed his head like amyl nitrate.
Behind the counter was a
doorway and through it a candle
flickered and bathed the still
horologist in amber light and
murky shadow. His back was to
the thief and he appeared

a ¢ hobliviopsa ste i Imsg approach.
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Thomas Shaw heard him
mumbling a drone of dreadful
inhuman sounds like the final
baying of dying beasts.

Thomas Shaw had no doubt that
the watchmaker would be
engrossed in the random
mechanisms of his heathen trap.
He would be upsetting weights,
loosening springs, and filing
miniscule cogs whilst uttering
those hideous hymns to the

0p



chaotic Elder God. For a moment
he watched and listened and the
gravity of time weighed upon
him like lead.

Thomas Shaw moved forwards
quietly. The musty air fought his

advance like deep water. He
breathed slowly, inhaling dust

and the odour of festering

seaweed. His plan was to sneak
up silently and unnoticed, then to

grab the watch from the old man

before turning to run. His skin

prickled against the dismal

atmosphere that swirled around

him in cosmic eddies and a
universe of motes flickering in a

galactic void. He felt light, afloat

and empty; it was an increasing
effort to focus and concentrate.

The watchmaker continued to
offer unholy prayers but Thomas
Shaw heard the intonations gain
in tempo as he approached until
the frightful moans formed a
hypnotic mantra of retching
sounds and monstrous grunts
that chilled him.  The blood
coursing through his veins
thumped inside him like fierce
waves lashing deep roars in a
blow hole. He felt suddenly too
dizzy to stand; he was
disorientated and struck with a
sudden panic that for a second
caused his legs to weaken. He
must have gasped as he stumbled
for the watchmaker spun around
to face him. To his horror the
wat chmaker 6s fface
and doused in mucus, bulging

a7

fish eyes stared out glassy and
spawn-l i k e . The
slime-ridden face filled his vision
and hot breath draped around
him like a fetid veil of festering
fish guts.

OAzathot h.
Zt ht h. o6

The watchmakerés
open like a great whale sucking
in plankton, clam lips and
mollusc gums framed a languid
limpet tongue. Spittle flecked
Thomas Shawos
stinging octopus ink.

OAzathot h.
Zt ht h. o

Horrified and desperate for those
terrible words to cease Thomas
Shaw reached to the bench and
gripped a pin vice in his hand.
He thrust it with all his might

into t he wat chmakert
Green blood gushed a geyser and
noxious bubbles of phlegm

sprayed over him. A thousand
tongues lapped and plunged like
tendrils towards the thief and
probed his pores like tentacles.
An eternity of worms squirm ed
into his throat and nautilus
suckers settled over eyes, sucking
like leeches. The watchmaker
devoured light as dark eels leapt
from him in glistening swallow
dances. An ancient bellow
reverberated through every one
séeMmMbod masalSadwds
the Earth itself was forming

wat ch

Zt ht h.

mo

cheek

Zt ht h.

mo |
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inside him with crashing plates

and mountains of grinding rock.

Then the universe seemed to
entropy into his very being with a

crushing weigh t that drowned his
brain with a gruel of morose
blackness and the reek of quim
and faeces. Azathoth had made
his presence known to Thomas
Shaweé

The puddles at his feet grew pink
like the sun rising in a salmon
sky. Behind t he
door the horologist bled to death,
his life a pooling and unpleasant
spillage that smelt metallic. Scales

speckled the congealing blood
like stars. Thomas Shaw had lost
all concept of time and the watch
would offer no clue. He rolled a
fishy eye, but out of water
everything was but a shapeless
blur.

Space was oceanic and Thomas
Shaw had run aground. Time
lapped around him in laconic
waves. He could do nothing but
wait for the tide to turn, just as
wé allcwaim 8But eThotnas Shaw
knew what he was waiting for; a
solitary worshipper was enough
for no god.
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me and him. we haye not
er in yvears| when he does
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HIGH END SPEC

By Jet McDonald

ltéds not that I d o soiné wkeldink efor csammes barko n 0 t
get me wrong. | love them. In fact clerkdés Vauxhall T
I have a relationship with them, Phats are pimping for serious
the hatchbacks, the off roaders, playboys. Two weeks ago we had
the soft tops, the hard tops, the this bloke who was a director in
rally burners. My hands get all his Dados fing and
dirty, grubby, oil into the creases. Peugeot 206 that he wanted
I t 6s lok &fter them. | put tarted. They woul d
my hand inside them, deep into touch that one but | had a look in
them, into the carburettors and the bonnet and they put in a
the break lubes and the wheel 1997cc, four cyinders, sixteen
arches. Li ke | 6m a vava reggme with a fifty bhp
nitro. It had green trim and black
And thatdés why | & mhideewith lemeraldnallays THeo r
the modifications. You know Max ICE was tweeter pods on the A
it up. So | 8ve beeilars dandn @ soopiee of
muscle for this high end outfit Audiobahn subs in the boot. | tell
called Phats. They got a unit on you it rocked and when it was
t he Par kway and doidevit édookedse good you could
helping out on  Saturday have fallen in | ove
afternoons when my garage the kind of stuff I
knocks off. | have a pint with my l' i ke youdre a <c¢raf
regular boys and then off down craftsman, not a monkey with an
the Parkway. I d o neight inch.e | | 6em or
theydd think | was trying to slack
off and get in with these other Phats dondt |l et me
lads. every now and then | get a
screwdriver in or they let me lift
The truth is | would half mind the basspans into the b
getting in with Phats. This month working on Phats, the main man,
they got a Golf Gti and stuck in a doughnut boy who does
some coilovers and a 1.8 litre 20v nothing but roll around with a
turbo and some alloys with wad of tenners eating a Snickers
Yokohama treads. It looks great and pointing the bitten end at the
and that was just a sniff for them. engines and telling us to get a
I spend all week getting Fiestas move on. I O6m gettin
through their MOTSs or just doing and the other mat esd mat es
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one day theyodor e ¢gowheeinglkiead of snekeddhe air
some proper work, resprays, the into me and it seeped out into my
lot. Cos | know | can do Iit, belly, like | swallowed it, cos the
theydve just got ttawungsvecomd dnid e hol d
chance. | love cars and | know | And | never shook it off, the
could really show them what | asthma, stayed with me like it got
can do with my hands. How | sucked back into the aerosol.
could pull it all toge ther, how |
could really make something So I dve got this puzz
instead of fixing broken stuff all where | love cars but bits o f 6em
the time. donot |l ove me. And | wkt

and get into them sometimes they
To make something beautiful you give me the wheeze, [
have to love something beautiful i f itds the oil or |th
and | can see it in the wheels and something sets me whistling.
the spoils and the alloys and the Now | dondét much about
chrome back boxes. | have truth is | havenodot eve
dreams wher e | dm f i aver ithatgmuch, but from what
turbochargers and dump valves. |l 6ve seen of it love
And | could make it all, cos fair share of comedowns and
sometimes with the high end hangovers. So in the same way |
specs | can hear the cars singing love the cars and | stick with the
t o me, | i ke t heydr ears slaspitg thenapmedowris @ande
and only | know the next bit. And | dve got the wheeze
then they put on too big a spoiler puffers and the steroids for when
or ramp up the rear chassis and my throat swells up. | figure it &
itds | ike a wrong alhpatt o the rrelatonship you
tune. have with things, with anybody

in the world, it hurts you as much
| ve got ginger haasntgivesyoun 6t so bad
but it sticks up all in curls so |
gave up doing anything with it But |1 dve decided to|ch
and let it grow and the curls got from the outside. | OV e
bigger and now it & turned into a gym. They had a flyer for one at
kind of Afro, a ginger Afro. A nd Phats. | checked it out first to
the other thing is | got this pot make sure none of the lads were
belly, always have done since | going there and then | started
was a kid, it sticks out like a doing it evenings, really late,
balloon under a jumper, like when most people have carted
someone got the upholstery home to their missus.
wrong, screwed the whole trim. |
reckon | got it cos of asthma. The
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The Manor itods
some kind of grand country

house but i tds a Dbfinty shauliders and shelimip my
really. The girl on reception never number on the inside of her fag
puts her lipstick on straight, like packet and puts it in her purse.
she doesndt | ook i n t he mirror
before she goes out, scarlet stuff I t hought shedd be
over the edge of her lips. | Sharon but sheds an
woul dndt treat my iomeneon the BBE whoHhieetin
i ke I woul dndt onice Vistgrianadyesses. FArd she
chassis with the chrome tail pipe doesndt chain smoke
on first. And she does two ciggies for drinks. She says she only does
at once as sheos igatheMpnortcds iste gagshbored
her ma g i ke s h e dard therwetghts and éhe@ mirrors
reading the wor ds, just makeherddeldile she wants
even reading the photos. to be more unhealthy, smoking,

i ke sheds scratchi
Theydre got cracked mirrors all There is red lipstick on the rim of
over t he weel dewer a n lder winéglass. And when | look
been one for looking at myself at it she drags her painted nalil
but after a while | check out my over the stubble of my chin. But
pecs and my quads and my you, she says, youbod
triceps and my bicecps and my special.
glutes and | start to go in these in
these beach shorts so | can see the And | keep taking the carbs and
muscles properly. And | start the protein and the steroids and
taking these supplements and the pills that make you piss and
this protein and these pills that with all t he extr a mo n e
make you piss and | can start to getting | buy loads of weights so |
see bits of me modify and the can use them at home and | keep
muscl es get bi ggeron éxerdsmg with ergppyr late
trying to rupture out of what was night television reflecting silver
there before. And the bigger these off my pecs and quads and
bits of me get, the even bigger | glutes. And my cheekbones are
want them to get and the more | hard like the edges of ashtrays
look in the mirror to check them and my eye sockets are dark,
out. And then one day the dark like theydre s
woman at reception looks up head.

from her magazine and says
oyouodre doin alr
with crap lipsticked lips. So the
next time | come in | wear a

¢ a basketdall vedt iwkheNew Yodks
Knicks on the front so it shows

i ghl &tasks me ts melpl do sthe
respray on a Cabriolet and this is
a big deal and | do the gold pearl
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undercoat and the purple
overcoat, so it all shimmers like a
silk chemise. Nice work they say
and when | say thanks my voice
is deep and throttled like a back
box on a new exhaust and they
look at me kind of strange.

And then | find myself doing my

gym in the morning before | get
into work. And | keep taking the

carbs and the protein and the all
the different little hyperburn pills

so the fat evaporates, nitro in a
piston head. And | hear the
valves, tap, tap, tapping in my
chest as my body wakes into new
beginnings, new life. But it feels
so cold in my chest and my bones
and one morning | wake up and
fi nd |1 candt mov
bed. And the only number | can
think to ring is Alice and she says

she candt come
and | say you
day youdr e at

evenings. And she says a girl®
gotta to make ends meet. And
then she pauses and | can hear
the cars in the street outside and
her breathing in between, short
and fast, nervous. And then she
says ok 1611

And when she
tarted up in a short skirt that
shows Dbruises and cellulite
coming out below the hem on her
thigh and a pink top that says
OFREEDOM. ¢

come.
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And she puts her red nails on my
chest and asks
And | say | am ready. But | am so
cold. And she pulls up my T shirt
to my arm pits and the muscles
are so hard and stiff and bright
that the sun flashes off them and
makes her wince. She can see. She
can see | am special. | start
wheezing, | make a noise like a
loose fan belt, wheezing and
hissing and wheezing. And she
drags her red painted fingernails
back down to her handbag and
says we should call a doctor, call
an ambulance.

And | ask her what she does on
the streets all day. And she turns
away and bends over a phone
andh Incant segythat theveuare redf
marks on the back of her neck
and her hair is dry and twisted

cosuphedspwac&s ngnd
canodandwos tke Gad

Il natel

t BBC andMighaub saying anything
she lies down on the bed, really
close but not touching, and she
puts a cigarette in the fist of a
hand, blowing th e smoke at the
ceiling. And | imagine the
ambulance coming through the
stteétd o geb mme,. the lights
flashing red and blue, wailing, as

c 0 me she athlere Gass peallback, afraid

of the cold, afraid of the metal so
close it could rip them all like a
knife.
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THE BOSS (AKA EVERYDAY HORRORS)

By Christopher Nosnibor

Photos © Malcolm Alcala

He had been expecting it. The evidence of improvement / progress
Boss had been on his backabout aswell. How presented is upto you.

his performance for weeks. It was

The Bossd typical MOSnoni gbté@s mesl eep

and speak to him directly, instead disturbed, his dreams rent with
booking a meeting into his diary, anxiety. Freud would have had a
the invitation being the first he field day: Adler might have been
knew of it. less impressed by the incredibly

cliché imagery and scenarios that
The details has been brief to the his reactive mind projected
point of rude, as per usual. behind his eyes. Morning came

too soon and he rose groggily, his
Meeting to discuss performance / eyes bloodshot crazd in the
sickness record and how to address mirror when he cleaned his teeth
going forward. Failure to attend will before dressing in the shirt and
result in disciplinary o bring tie he felt made him look most
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professional, dousing himself in

obese or ragging himself into a

Lynx to cover the scent of the frenzy about it Ho
perspiration he would inevitably asphyxiating on the stink was a
shed late morning. complete mystery. The third

cubicle was vacant but blocked, a
At his desk, time crawled as the piece of A4 bearing the scrawled
minute second divisions crept legend 0Bl ococRemnt & Us e
from one to the next, heading beneath which someone else
inexorably toward the designated (presumably Scottish or Scouse)
time. Fate awaited, and he had appended 6And d
coul dnot hel p but dieteh e ritadeked ® Ithe dboa d

already been decided for him.
Would there be any room to
negotiate? Would there be a
reprieve, or would his accidental
career reach its termination?

Ten minutes to go. His palms
were clammy and he made to the
menods toil ets t
Adrenaline was already coursing
through his bloodstream at an
accelerated rate as his heartbeat
increased. There was a whiff of
vomit in the air of the gents,
which cloyed with the usual fug
of body-temperature excretions
which hung heavy.

Two of the three cubicles were
occupied. The first was silent but
for the sound of someone tapping
out a text message. Inconsiderae
wanker. Asthmatic grunts and
pants came from the second,
which radiated a foul stench, the
fetid, putrid aroma of
decomposition, like rotting flesh.
What the fuck did that guy have
for dinner? It
dined on the decaying corpse of a
tramp, and judging by the heavy
breathing, he was either morbidly

which sat ajar revealing the pan,
filled to within an inch of the
brim with shredded wet toilet
paper and fragments of turd.

The blood-warm stench of fresh
excrement turned his nervous
stomach and he retched as he
0 posificked himsela dtya gum-
clogged urinal. At face height
was a collection of encrusted,
congealed nasal mucus pinned by
thumbnail impressions to the
wall. The place disgusted him in
every respect. And vyet they
expected him to feel motivated
and to subscribe to their self-
seeking corporate agendas. He
might have found this amusing,
or at least grimly ironic had it not
been his life, had the whole deal
of his shitty job and his shitty life
and his imminent meeting with
his cunt of a boss not made him
sick to the stomach, just below
which his duodenal ulcer was
slowly evolving, as yet
undiagnosed. At the next urinal,
s meahother dguy | dedosited haeldrge
spatter of phlegm and washed it
down with a fierce jet of
streaming, steaming hot piss.
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He urinated, as much to evacuate
some of the surplus adrenaline
from his system as on account of
a genuine need. He shuddered
and almost sprayed his own
shoes. He finished up, zipped his
fly and washed his hands. He
dried his hands and tried to
ignore the fact that they were
visibly trembling. He pulled hard

on the fabric towel roll mounted

into the wall. The cloth had been
laundered badly and without

conditioner and was stained and

He made his way to the meeting
room, one minute before the
appointed time. Stealing himself,
he sat down at the table in the
seat opposite The Boss, as he had
been indicated. The Boss set him
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stiff. When his wet hands made
contact with its rough surface, an

acrid tang reminiscent of warm,

dried stale semen assailed his
nostrils. He shuddered again.

There was a click as a lock was
unlatched and the door to the
second cubicle began to slowly
open. He made a sharp exit
before the behemoth vagrant
devouring five -knuckle shuffler
lumbered out in a pungent shit
and spunk fug.

with an alabaster stare: he
averted his gaze. How he
abhorred this self-important, self -
satisfied, repugnant, arrogant,
overpaid lump of gristle, who
clearly delighted not in managing




people or offering them guidance,
assistance or undertaking
pastoral duties in order to
achieve respect and the results
that respect would almost
inevitably lead to, but in running

a petty dictatorship, in
commanding fear, and in
generally using and abusing the
power bestowed upon him in his

position of minor authority in the

corporate hierarchy. How he
hat ed The
approach to the treatment of
people, the fact that his sole
objective was to shaft others in
order to improve his own

appearance and to achieve his
own ends, rooted in small-
minded desires to diminish

others in order to improve his
own pathetic standing and feed

Bossd

his own feeble ego. The Boss
exhaled, blasting his
insubordinate subordinate with

stale, dank air from the pit of his

tar-lined lungs, heavy with the

aroma of cheap instant coffee.

The Bossd assi
seated himself beside The Boss
and sat, smug, impassive, fixing a
cold, gold obsidian glare. Again,
he averted his gaze. Not through
feai, althoughdear was a factor,
particularly on this occasion, but
fundamentally because he hated
the sight of his chubby face.

Neither of the managers spoke,
and he too remained silent. He
was determined not to be the one
to break the deadlock.
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Before the onset of the war of
words was the war
invariably a small victory hard -
won, but any victory, no matter
how small, has value
psychol ogically.
going to be much he could win in
this situation, which made this
opening pre-gambit gambit even

his face with another blast of
wdrm ceffeé reath. e . Il t 6s
He wanted to spit in their faces
and show in no uncertain terms
the contempt he held for both
TheeBose and hiscassalidk tvaste of
space assistant. A healthy
contempt. But no, this was not
the right action to take.

mor e vital He coul dnodt wi n
against the might of the Finally, The Boss broke the
management, however low- silence. The Boss leaned forward,

down, low -level and petty, but in

a war of wills, he was iron almost

every time. The silence persisted.
How long had it been? Probably a
mere matter of seconds. Felt like
hours. A thin breeze passed
across the centre of thetable, but
rather than carrying

tumbleweeds, it carried a strange
subtracting energy, sapping the
oxygen and the heat from the air.
A chill descended. Time stalled.
Water ossified. The Boss leaned
forward. His assistant did

likewise, hunching his meaty

shoulders beneath the pads in his
navy pinstripe suit jacket. The

seams pulled that little bit

further. His saliva began to

thicken and he wondered how

long his stitches and his resolve
would last when placed under

the full strain of their collective

corpulent corporate weight.

He inhaled slowly. He could still
smell his hands, the tang from the
towel on his skin, clammy and
moist. The Boss exhaled, slapping
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a stern look on his face, hisbrow
low. As The Boss spoke, he felt
once more the blast of warm
breath which carried the bitter
taint of machine-pumped works
instant coffee, tinged with the
sticky brown scent of stale
cigarette tobacco and tar. The
words streamed from his fat ugly

mouth,, fundamentally
meaningless, corporate
buzzwords strung together, a
bastardized version of the

English language loosely tacked
together with a combination of
colloquialisms and terms
misused or mispronounced. The
Boss laid it all out there. He
wanted to throw his hands in the
air and tell The Boss he could
fuck off and shove it up his fat
capitalist bastard arse. He wanted
to throw his hands around The
Bossd throat and
hard and deep into his
oesophagus and hold that grip
unti | Th eturBed bligeed

0So, 6 The Boss
heavily again, and leaning back
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in his chair. The Boss placed his
palms down flat on the table top

a couple of feet in front of him

and slowly drew them back,

leaving clammy trails in the

melamine veneer.

His bowels were growing jittery:
the increased secretions pumping
from his adrenal gland and
coursing through his bloodstream
were impacting on various other
bodily functions, and a sweat
began to break on his brow and
in his armpits. A trickle ran
down the side of his torso and
terminated its journey at the

waistband of his trousers. The
Boss continued to speak, his
assistant making an occasional
superfluous,

vacuuous

interjection by way of support.
The words drifted. He filtered the
meaning from the stinking hot
air, biding his time.

A reprieve. This would be his
final warning. A letter would be
drafted and typed up
immediately, a copy sent to HR.

Fine. Anything. Just let me go now.

Thereds not hi

ng

Eventually, the talking stopped,

and The Boss sat back, finally
spent, at least for this round. The
Boss nodded to his assistant. He
rose, still trembling, although as
much with anger as fear and
returned to his desk.
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KHALID SHEIKH MOHAMMED AND THE
KEN AND BARBIE KILLERS

By Audree Flynn

oDuring the
my interrogation | gave a lot
of false information in order
to satisfy what | believed the
interrogators wished to hear,
in order to make the ill -
treatment stop. | later told
interrogators that their
methods were stupid and
counterproductive. 6

--Khalid Sheikh Mohammed

DubbeThe KWen and Barbie
Killers6 for their blond -haired,
blue-eyed good looks, Karla
Homolka and Paul Bernardo
were married in 1991, six months
after they raped and killed
Karla® sister, Tammy, and two
weeks after abducting, raping
and killing 14 -year-old Leslie
Mahaffy. The following y ear in
April of 1992, 15-year-old Kristen
French was the next young lady
unlucky enough to cross paths
with the Bernardos, and her fate
would be the same as that of
Tammy Homolka, and Leslie
Mahaffy.

Bernardo and Homolka
videotaped themselves sexually
assallting Ms. Mahaffy and Ms.

62

h ar s h eFsehch,p eamdi oKdrla® f sister,

Tammy, but a months-long
evidence search of Paul and
Karlad home would fail to
produce those tapes. Nothing tied
Bernardo to the murders except
Homolka® word and while he
readily admits to being a serial
rapist, to this day Paul Bernardo

says it was Karla who killed
Leslie Mahaffy and Kristen
French.

Homolka claimed to be an

abused wife, forced to comply
with the perverted wishes of her
husband; in exchange for
testifying against her partner -in-
crime, Karla Homolka received a
sentence of twelve years, for
manslaughter.

Eight months before Paul
B e r n asrtridlob8gan, however,
the prosecution came into
possession of the tapes, and no
longer needed Karla Homolka &

testimony to convict Paul
Bernardo. The tapes claarly
showed t he extsent

participation in the crimes and
when the Crown still refused to
revoke the plea bargain, the
arrangement between Homolka

of



and the government in Ontario
was wi dely
Deal with the Devil. 6

Time is money, and a hell of a lot
of money had been spent
preparing Karla as the witness for
the prosecution. Neither did the

government sink approximately

11 million dollars into a task force
to catch the Mahaffy-French killer
and/or Kkillers, just to end up

with di ddley to show for it.

Tempers were flaring, egos were
clashing; all that animosity has to
go somewhere, and it has to go
somewhere safdi the divestment
of blame through the transference
of sin is called Oscapegoatingd--
who better for it, than Paul

Bernardo ?

| & rfot a conspiracy, in the usual
sense of the word. It& the sort of
thing that comes about by
opportunity --or by opportunism,
or simply by default. The
Crown & decision not to rescind
Homol kads
so different from falsely linking

Al-Queda and Saddam Hussein
because of a pissing contest
between Dubya &6 Dad. And

pinning the responsibility for the

bulk of the couple s &
Paul
from justifying excessive,
prolonged torture as necessary
for interrogati on purposes--or for

sweetthea

a host of other reasons, not the

d e the u n cleast of vehish is oil.

In March 2003, Kuwaiti national
and alleged mastermind of the
September 11 attacks Khalid
Sheikh Mohammed was captured
in Rawalpindi, Pakistan. At some
point following his capture,
Mohammed was interrogated at a
secret CIA facility. On September
6, 2006, President Bush
announced that Mohammed,
along with 13 other former CIA
prisoners, had been transferred to
Guantanamo; the treatment of
Khalid Sheikh Mohammed while
in American custody presents
problems for his criminal trial, as
well.

At his Combatant Status Review
Tribunal in March 2007,
Mohammed claimed he was
tortured while in U.S. custody
and that he made false
confessions about himself and
others as a result. Although the
details d e afl i Momiimed &
allegations are redacted from his
February 4, 2008 CSRT transcript,
CIA Director General Michael
Hayden has publicly
acknowledged that Mohammed

cr i me sand awo other prisoners were
Ber ntaso difterent s n Osubjected to

waterboarding.
Waterboarding has long been
considered illegal under
international treaties and U.S.
law.




The rules of evidence in federal
court prevent the inclusion of
testimony delivered under
duress. The suffocation of bound
prisoners with water dates back
to the Spanish Inquisition, and
CIA officers who h ave subjected
themselves to the technique
lasted an average of 14 seconds
before capitulating.

Any defense attorney worth his
salt will also argue that
statements made by KSM could
be considered to be under duress
since he remains in the custody of
the country responsible for his
ongoing torture. According to the
CIA Office of the Inspector
General® report released in
August of 2008, the interrogators
told Khalid Sheikh Mohammed,
oif anything else happens in the
Uni ted States,
yourchildr en . 6

In September 2002, Yusuf a
Khalid, then nine years-old, and
Abed al-Khalid, then seven years-

old, were reportedly
apprehended by Pakistani
security  forces during an
attempted capture of their father.
Reports by other detainees
indicate that the boys were ill-
treated while in  Pakistani
custody. Khalid Sheikh

Mohammed was apprehended in
March 2003 and was subjected to
over three years of enforced

we o0
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disappearance, and to other
torture and ill -treatment by U.S.
authorities, before being
transferred to Guantanamo Bay.

After Khalid Sheikh
Mo h a mme arést, Yusuf and
Abed Al Khalid were reportedly
transferred out of Pakistan to U.S.
custodyfi allegedly for
guestioning about their father &
activities and to be used as
leverage to force their father to
co-operate. In England, an article
in the Sunday Telegraph from
March 2003 reported that CIA
interrogators had detained the
children, and one official
explained: OWe are handling
them with ki d gloves. After all,
they are only little children...but
we need to know as much about
t hei r sfreenthaetiviies as
possiblg.o i Weg haee kahild |
psychologists on hand at all times
and they are given the best of
care0

In the transcript of Khalid S heikh
Mo h a mmse @ainbatant Status
Review Tribunal in March 2007,
he indicates knowledge that his
children were apprehended:
0They  arrested my  kids
intentionally. They are Kkids.
T h evg deen arrested for four
months, they&e been abusedo

The Criminal Code of Canada
provides for a preliminary
inquiry in all cases involving




serious crimes. The Criminal
Code of Canada also allows the
Crown to jump right over the

preliminary inquiry and go

straight to a trial. This is known

as aopreferred indictment 0.

The charges against Paul
Bernardo, all of them, were
preferred.

I n
sending someone to trial without
a grand jury indictment, akin to
the way we shuttled detainees
into Gitmo.

Paul Bernardo needed to be in the

pokey ASAP, that®
understandable up to a point. But
as a legal maneuver, the

preferment of charges is rarely
used; it is considered by most in
the Canadian legal community as
highly prejudicial and a violation
of due process. I possible the
prosecution felt that putting Mr .
Bernardo away for good was
reason enough to run the risk of a
guilty verdict being overturned
on appeal. Still, as prosecutors
aren't generally known for their
partiality to long -shots, it®
equally possible this was all a bit
of grandstanding. And that such
a risk did not, in fact, exist.

In 1987, three months after Paul
and Karla met, a series of brutal
rapes began in Scarborough,
Toronto, where Paul Bernardo

t h e slhe egBivalent af t 0
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lived. Just as we had numerous
confirmed intelligence reports
warning us about Al -Queda and
about 9/11, the DNA evidence
which would link Bernardo to the
Scarborough rapes sat on a shelf
in a Toronto lab, untested, for
over two years.

The Toronto Metro police
received notice from the lab of
three positive DNA matches to
Paul Bernardo, finally, on
February 3, 1993. The last sexual
assault  attributed to the
Scarborough Rapist occurred in
1990.

Kristen French was abducted in
April --of 1992.

After almost two years and the

addition of a much heralded task

force, the police in Ontario did

not have a single shred of
evidence against Paul Bernardo,
in spite of having run his name

through suspect data banks 17
timesi they actually cleared
Bernardo as a suspect in the
murders a year before. As late as
February 6, 1993, Inspector Vince
Bevan, who headed up the multi -
million dollar task force, was

quoted by the press saying it was
his belief there was no link

between the murders of Kristen

French and Leslie Mahaffy.

Nei ther Paul 0s
turned up on a routine name

name




search in connection with the
death of Ka rd sister, because
the Ontario police never made a
routine name  search  for
0Bernardodé or
in a photograph taken by one of
the senior investigating officers,

the videotape of Tammy
Homol kads rape
Kar |l ads

checked to see what was on the
tape, and it was not collected for
evidentiary purposes

We still cand t find

L a d e migh cave dwelling but
we dragged Saddam Hussein out
of the exact hole in the ground he
hunkered down in. We dragged
him out matted -haired and wild -
eyed for the cameras, too, and
there was a trial, of sorts, and a
sentence that surprised no one.
And in the same atmosphere of
indifference that nullified Paul
Bernardo& claim he was guilty of
multiple rape but not multiple
murder, no one was much
bothered when Saddam
Hussein® sentence was carried
out a wee bit ahead of schedule.
Saddam had nothing to do with
the attacks on 9/11, but he was
equally guilty of many, many
other horrors and atrocities, so
why split hairs...

But there is a reason to split hairs.
I'tds the
to a restaurant, leave your wallet

open on the table and trot off in
search of the restroom. Most
people are okay, and some will
take your wallet if they happen to

0 H o need theaopportunityn Bt there® a

few who watch, and who wait for
such opportunities, and | don't
mean to sound like...oh, | dond

i s know,i Dick iChegey ar rGeorge

rRmog hans t a nBlush. But

Os a

S ame tgoe a s bratality. o u
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Bush and Cheney
w e r & goipletely wrong. We
should all be on a heightened
state of alert for those who do not
rrr?%ve oW imtherests at heart.

The problem is, of those who do
not have your interests at heart,
closer to you than men like
Khalid Sheikh Mohammed are
men who know it& easier to
exploit people's fear than to
appeal to their reasonii men like
Dick Cheney. And George Bush.

George W. Bush is not Saddam,
and Bush didnd@ invade Iran or

Kuwait. But Bush invaded lIraq,

and hundreds of thousands of
Iragi civiians are dead--and
thousands of Western troops are
dead--because George Buskand
Tony Blair and the Spanish Prime
Minister and the Italian Prime
Minister and the Australian

Prime Minister --went to war in

2003 on a potage of lies and
mendacity and, given the
weapons we used, with great
dond




Of the mass Kkilings we
perpetrated in 2003 with our
depleted uranium shells and our
obunker buster6 bombs and our
phosphorous, of the murderous
post-invasion sieges of Fallujah
and Najaf, the hell-disaster of
anarchy we unleashed on the
Iragi population in the aftermath
of our 0 v i c t-@u ryndission
accomplished6 --who will be
found guilty of it?

Likewise, if you &ve convinced the
public that in evil intent, a man
like Paul Bernardo is second only
to a man like KSM, once hds
captured everyone is so relieved
that less attention is paid to your
own questionable behavior, such
as routine searches you failed to
conduct which would likely have
put both Paul and Karla behind
bars as early as 1998or wholly
unnecessary, taxpayer funded
deals you made with the devil.

These days in his always lit and
always guarded 80 x 40 solitary
isolation cell, 6-footer Paul
Bernardo stars in  another
videotape sans Ms. Homolka: a
security camera belonging to
Correctional Services Canada
now records his every twitch or

sigh, and should you ask out
loud how this formula for

madness will, in any way,
ocorrectdé Paul Bernardo's ability
to choose the moral high road,
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you're shushed before you can
say OAbu Ghraibé in our post
9/11 world.

Professor Alan  Young  of
Osgoode Hall wrote in his 1996
legal opinion that othe Crown
acted imprudently to st rike a deal
because the police arrested
Bernardo and charged him for
the murders before they had a
solid case. The deal struck with
Homolka was an act of
desperation fueled by the press
release of the police indicating
that they had caught the
mur derer . 0

Of those who agree the plea

bargain arrangement with Karla

Homolka was a travesty of

justice, many also say it was
necessary at the time because of
the danger Paul Bernardo
represented. And | dond doubt at

all that Paul Bernardo should

remain in government custody

for every minute of his 25-year
sentence, any more than | doubt
KSM played a part in the events

that led to 9/11.

But on March 24, 2004, at the
9/11 Commission hearings,
senior executive counter-
terrorism and intelligence expert
Richard A. Clarke t e st i Toi
the loved ones of the victims of
9/11, to them who are here in this
room, to those who are watching
on television, your government

ed:




failed you. Those entrusted with
protecting you failed you. And |
failed you. 6

Clarke was the only member of
the Bush Administrations to
make such an admission. Or to
offer an apology.

In  comfortable and wealthy
retirement, George W. Bush will
no doubt write his memoirs, and

child -killer Karla Homolka left

prison in 2005 without a single
parole restriction placed upon her
by the Crown; in 2007 she was
reportedly living in the

Caribbean. And had just given
birth to a healthy baby boy.

Shortly after his trial her partner -
in-crime  Paul Bernardo was
declared a oDangerous
Offenderd, a designation which
allows the Crown to indefinitely
extend his original 25-year prison
term. Paul Bernardo wastes away

i n the ssolitagisdafion4 6

cell he has been in for the last
fifteen years.

And wher e, i n all
die.

Khalid Sheikh Mohammed has
been water-boarded a whopping
183 times; the whereabouts of

Yusuf and Abed Al Khalid
remain unknown.

And 103, 383 lIragi men and
women and children are dead, all
because of a war that need not

have been waged, and as anyone
who has seen themorgue photos

of Paul as dvictims a r |

should know, once the blood of
children has been spilled we are
all in far less of a position to say
we're innocent of anything,
anymore.

In one country missing
videotapes are the pretext for an
unconscionable plea-bargain deal
and in another weapons of mass
destruction, also Omissing6, are
the pretext for a war. And you

may say whatever and who cares,
as Khalid Sheikh Mohammed
and Paul Bernardo are both very
bad men.

But greater than the land or the
people they represent,
governments are based on an
idea of the truth. And though we
may not have a choice about the
truth wedr e t ol
final word about the truth we
choose.

So you must ask yourself, are

those gvpomyguévg empguersd
men of justice--or men the justice
system was constructed to detain.
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PAPANICOLAOU TEST:
A GRAND GUIGNOL

By Dire McCain

CHARACTERS:
Uxor
Dr. Art(thur) Sterben, Ob/Gyn

Rudolf Ludwig Karl Virchow
SETTING:

Newport Beach, California, United States of America

Biological Clock
Noun

1) The progression or time period from puberty to
menopause, marking a womanads

2) The defective gene that drives a woman to blindly obsess
over procreating by a certain age, regardless of whether or
not shedsmdthert t o be a

kkkkkkhkkkkkkkhkhkkkkkkkkk
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0Gi mme that People magazine, Arthur. o

Every time you call me Arthur | want to belt you across the face and fracture your
mandible, so you will desist once and for all. IAis, not Arthur. It has always
been Art, butthe instant | acquiesced to your incessant hounding and placed that
threecarat diamond on youdigitus medicinalis it became Arthur. It drives me

out of my fucking mind, but you refuse to stop, no matter how many times | have
begged

0The one wdn ht lOpradver. Here, gi mme i

Ah yes, your guru, even though you are a flagrant racist, who comes from a long
line of flagrant racists. How would you function in this world without her? God
forbid if you had to form your own opinions, and madkeisions for yourself. If

that egomaniacal brainwasher commanded you to spread feces all over your face,
|l i ke cold cream, and go out in public,

Art(hur) picks up the magazine and tosses it to his wife.

0 Woah! hagednthta Aol i e | ook super hot?
twins!o

The inspiration behind that banal, gaudy coccyx tattoo that you so proudly draw
attention to at every given opportunity. Also responsible for your ostensible and
hypocritical fascination ith sapphism. We both know that you are the biggest
homophobe who has ever walked the face of the earth, but now thagjitish to

be apseudo-lesbian, yodove dykes, except for my sister, of course, whaéah
lesbian...

0O0And dondt VvVertgetbeeathathe Jonesd in a

How could | possibly forget, you insufferable nag? You have only been reminding
me once every five minutes since | crawled across the threshold into this
intolerable selimposed prison from my exhausting job, which steals hours of my
life, all soyoucas quander the | ionds share of
Fascist Island and that extortionate day spa. If you only knew how badly | would
like to chop off that garishly streaked hair, and yank out those hideous French
pedicuredungues at theeponychim with a pair of tenaculum forceps. And do not
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get me started on the wardrobe. There is a plethora of usuriously expensive
designer clothing in that closet that you have not worn so much as once, yet you
continue to acquire more and more on a weeklg basi

OBetter start getting ready now, Ar th
wat ch it l ater . I o1l 1 never under st 4
anyway. o6

That is too rich, coming from a woman who has a long history of domestic violence
against men. Whe t he queen hydra doesndt get
appear, ravenous for vital fluids. I
lucky bastard. He must be counting his blessings every day since you pulled your
venomous fangs out of him andgithem into my carotid artery. But of course,

you are an abject coward when dealing with your own gender, because they may
strike back, which would be terrifically just. A fractured nasal bridge and
zygomatic bone would be the most effective treatmepbimw disease, you sadistic

bitch. I'f only | could write a prescrji

ur .

©

o0Davidds super excited to show you the

bat hr oom. Heds totally hip on the | at
to take a |l esson from him.é
Art(hur) gl ances up at his wife, whoods

deceitful pabulumzine, eagerly swallowing every word and image, as
though itds gospel. He |l ets out a col
mug, takes a few swigs, and places it back downon the coaster.

David is a pompous, mindumbingly boring dick. Hate the son of a bitch. | have
not one thing in common with him, but since his uptight cunt of a wife is your
best friend, | am forced to act as though |1 like the patrician bastard, ardyihia

a shit about his god damn renovations|

heds hip on the | atest trends, becaus:¢
for a living, and neither do you. God, | knew that marrying you was a
monumental nmstake, serves me right for seeing dollar signs. | should have known
that your father was a fucking miser when he refused to pick up the check the night

I met him. Oh god, what | would give to be able to go back, and know what | know
nowe
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0Okay, Aret hyuoruy, la stening to me?b¢6

I cannot help but listen to you, because your voice is like a god damn magpie,
cawing incessantly. Try as | may, | cannot tune you out. Even when you are on
the other side of the country, | can stitel that agonizingly shrill voice,
reverberating in my primary auditory cortex. Caw, caw, caw, caw, caw, caw, caw,

caw, caw, caw, cawe
0Because | have something super i mpor
wait tild]l tomorr ow, but the excitement
Oh no, here we go aga . I wonder how much itds
you useless parasiteé
0l tds super exciting! Here, put this
Art (hur) takes the magazine from his
the coffee table.
I am certai n anadnthe gdgeoftmy sehtrand ol counsg, it camnot
wait wuntil this round is over. You mu
OAre you ready?6é6
I owi || never be ready, or responsive,
0l 6m pregnant! é

Marriages are not normally made to avoid having

children.
Art(hur) looks up at his wife, visibly stunned.
Jesus fucking Christ! No! No! No! Those words dat just pour out of your
rima oris!
oDi dnot you hear me , Ar t hu raflikethe mestai d ,

super thing youdve ever heard?6

Art(hur) continues to stare at his wife, now blankly, as though in a daze.
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If the man of science chose to follow the example of
historians and pulpit -orators, and to obscure strange and
peculiar phenomena by employing a hollow pomp of big
and sounding words, this would be his opportunity, for
we have approached one of the greatest mysteries which
surround the problem of animated nature and distinguish

it above all other problems of science. To discover the
relations of man and woman to the egg -cell would be
almost equivalent of the egg -cell in the body of the
mother, the transfer to it by means of the seed, of the
physical and mental characteristics of the father, affect all
the questions which the human mind has ever raised in
regard to existence.

You scheming cunt! This was all planned! Oh god, why did | agree to fuck you
that night? You repulse me, you adulterous whore! It was a god damn miracle |
was able to achieve an erection in the first place, never mind maintain it, while
sloshing about in that maculate, cavernous vagina of yours! | should have known
that you were Iyiig about taking the TfCyclen! You were probably taking
Clomid instead! And | bet it was my bitch partner who gave it to you! God damn
it! 1 made it perfectly clear at the outset of this unbearable misalliance that | did
not want any children! Have qu no mercy at all? How on earth can you even
consider dragging an innocent child into this mud@r train wreck withyou in

the conductords seat ?

OArendt you gonna say anything, Arthur

Art(hur) remains silent, his gaze now affixed to the cartoonishly
ai rbrushed portrait of his wife thatos

ol hate vyou! Youdre totally i mpossil
without vyour blessings! mMpesdgdged, you

Only those who regard healing as the ultimate goal of
their efforts can, therefore, be designated as physicians.

Without uttering a single word, Art(hur) goes into the bedroom and
retrieves a loaded Smith & Wesson Model 500 from the nightstand. He
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then returns to the living room, grabs his wife by the throat, slams her to
the ground, and pulls up her dress, completely ignoring her bewildered
screams. After ripping off her obscenely overpriced size five Cosabella lace
panties & that were already bursting at the seams, struggling to
accommodate her size seven as$ he methodically spreads apart her labia,
and shoves the barrel up into her cervical canal, like a speculum, then pulls
the trigger four times.

Looming over her twitching body, he instantly falls into a state of
suspended animation, pondering whether he should fellate the 8-3/ 8 6
barrel and suck out that last spermatozoon, or shoot it up into the
pri mi gr av-fillddavmsb. | e ad

Eleven minutes and twenty -three seconds later, he snaps out of it.

Leaving the gun embedded in her warm, yet lifeless and prolapsed uterus,
he goes into the kitchen, removes a pint of Haagen-Dazs Butter Pecan from
the freezer, and a tablespoon from the silverware drawer, then returns to
the living room to watch the last three rounds of the fight before retir ing
for the night.

Disease is not something personal and special, but only a
manifestation of life under modified conditions, operating
according to the same laws as apply to the living body at
all times, from the first moment until death.

kkkkkkhkkkkkkkhkhkkkkkkkkk
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oPapanicol aou Test: A Gr acClohicaGBruta.nol 6 i s
An Anthology of Writing with Guts , which can be purchased through
Amazon, or directly at: http:/clinicalitypress.co.uk/Publications.aspx
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REVERBSTORM I
NEW WAVE SWORD & SORCERY

By John Coulthart

PART OF THE IMPETUS for the
Reverbstorm series was to bring
Lor d Hocharaoter dut of the
wartime period and into the
present/near future in a more
intelligent and powerfully
realised manner than had been
attempted in the first two Lord
Horror comics, a pair of works
which should be regarded as little
more than sketches for an
evolving character. Having been
promoted to main artist in the
new series (with Kris Guidio
providing spot illustrations of
Horror and Jessie), David Britton
encouraged me to take the cue
from t heddanenkHard 6
Core Horror No. 5 and broaden
the landscape in which the
characters were situated.

Although not a specific intention
at the outset, Reverbstorm has by
accident filled a gap left by one of
the Savoy projects which fell by
the  wayside during the
Cc 0 mp asn lyabkruptcy in the
early 1980s. After The Savoy
Book and The Savoy Reader (an
anthology which mutated into
Savoy Dreams), a third collection
had been planned. New Wave
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Swor d & Soracery

breakthrough anthology  of

gener al we) r dwae s s 0

announced with the intention of
revitalising the most despised of
the fantasy sub-genres in the
same spirit as the
Moorcock/Ellison/Merril
revitalisation of SF in the 1960s.
Although the NWSS project
collapsed, some of the proposed
contributions  found a life
elsewhere, most notably in M
John H asr r masvelloud
Viriconium sequence of novels
and short stories. David Britton
had commissioned Harrison to
produce a piece of fiction entitled
By Gas Mask And Fire Hydrant, a
phrase which combines elements
of wartime England, old New
York and the shadow of sexual
bondage, themes which
eventually coalesce in the
extraor di naKkrogmend
sequence of Britton® Lord Horror
novel.

The Sword & Sorcery and Weird
Tales fantasy lineage in
Reverbstorm is fairly self-evident:
Horror & character has been
acknowledged as owing a debt to




Moorcock Elric (in Reverbstorm
#1 Horror is seen briefly as
Se xt on s it tkeeAdbino,

one o f s pEecursors);6the
depiction of the Souls comes out
of my Lovecraft comics work, as
does the massive scale of the city
of Torenblrgen; the collection of

beasts and Swinethings
rampaging through  William
Hope Hodgson & books

(especially The Night Land, a
major inspiration for Dave and
myself) and the metamorphoses
of characters and landscape in
David Lindsay & A Voyage To
Arcturus (to which Reverbstorm
is in part dedicated) have many
parallels in the series, especially
in issue 4--the Ether Jumpers, for
example, which are present from
issue 2 onwards, have aalogues
in the Blue Giants of The Night
Land. Finally, the whole series
owes a huge debt to Burne
Ho g a s tTardan strips, both
those from the 1940s and his
graphic novels of the 1970s.
Tarzan was the first international
mass media fantasy hero of the
Twentieth Century and remains
an enduring figure, an influence,
with Burroughs dother hero, John
Carter of Mars, on much that
followed.  Moorcock  started
writing his heroic fantasy after
his teenage editorship of Tarzan
Adventures in tEhe
P Bradbury dhe penned a number
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of John Carter-style Martian
adventures.

In  Reverbstorm these myriad
influences are blended with
material they rarely encounter
quite so directly, namely the
historical period in which they
were born. Most Sword & Sorcery
or heroic fantasy runs away from
the present time to other planets
or to simpler, quasi-Medieval
worlds whose antecedents are the
myths and legends of the Middle
Ages, and writers such as
William Morris and JRR Tolkien.
This determinedly escapist sub-
genre is rarey allowed to stray
from what has become, post
Tolkien, an ever tighter
straitjacket of pastoral
landscapes, stereotyped
characters and quest storylines.
The aims of a New Wave Sword
& Sorcery would presumably
have been to break these bonds
and bring in some real
intelligence and imagination.
Har r iss &inconium books
achieve this by questioning the
heroic ideal as well as
undermining the artificial reality
which all escapist fantasy strives
to create.

Although the intention was not
there at the outset, Reverbstorm
beemsOte have roffered an arswer
to the qu e s t iWhat woald a




Twentieth  (or  Twenty -First) some note, as in the scene in
Century Sword &  Sorcery Reverbstorm #6 where James
narrative Ay oslich | i kJeyeedlooks over some of his

narrative has to take account of a
number of questions raised by
updating an often reactionary

genre, particularly the

consideration of bringing into our

time characters used to solving
problems with weapons. Lord

Horror fits the bill easily --the
broad-sword replaced by

slashing razorsii -whilst at the

same time seeming monstrously
aberrant. In a savage fantasy
world like Barsoom or Pelucidar,

Horror seem like a saviour (at

least until he turned on his

fellows) but closer to home the
psychopathic shadow of all

Romantic heroes becomes clear.
Even the usually stainless Tarzan
can be viewed in this light whe n
one recalls how Burroughs
and Ka rslWediéeny faelled
Hi t ¢ powedfantasies. After the
passage of nearly a century, the
Savage Noble lording it over the
Nobl e
seem an awkward reminder of
past imperialism, and all the
efforts of Burne Hogarth to create
a Renaissance Supr man t
disguise the violent atmosphere
of doom, hysteria and paranoia
which leaks from his drawings.
These parallels become seH
referential when Britton reveals
Horror to be a pulp novelist of

b r o tshworksd Swords Of The
Necronomicon, The Apes Of
Zion, Horror In The Sun, Two

Blades For Hitler, The Weird Of

Spring-Heeled Jack, and Baptised
In The Blood Of Millions .

During the Second World War,
Tarzan, Doc Savage and Sherlock
Holmes were forced into service
to aid America's war effort
against the Axis powers. The
Nazis commandeered Baron
Munchhausen, Siegfried and the
whole of Norse Mythology (via
Wagner& operas) to their cause.
As Philip José Farmer has shown,
we can no longer assume that
these powerful, violent characters
would be immune from the

b o o k ssexual drives or worst impulses

of the rest of humanity. The
world has grown more
complicated than it was fifty
years ago when spotless heroes

Sav & daps butc a n @ould stand four-square against

the Forces of Evil. It is a more
honest, and ultimately more
interesting,  narrative  which

¢ a nabknowledges this fact.

78




REVERBSTORM I I: LORD HI VEO0O S BLAC

DOG SYMMETRICAL KISS

By David Britton

He ran against a.shooting. star

So fast for fear did he sail,

And he singed the beard of the Bishop

Agail nst a cometos tail;
And he passed between the horns of the'moaon,
With Antidius on his back;

And there was an eclipsé that'night,

Which was not in the Almanac.

6A True Bal lkhad of St Antidi us, t he

AS | PREPARED to march from this earth, mysPeter-pipe fuck -hard
and spurting strawberries, | cursed _these who have fluttered me
upon the horns of this foul dilemma.

oCurse me for a crossbred cunt!6

The great engines of Torenblrgen, the scroop of their tortured
gears kicking into life, had done for me. My skin had broken open
and my shoulder blade levered through, showing a hump of rising
bone still wet under an incarnadine sun.

Splinters of bone eased slowly out of my fingers.

Pory
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oWe live to die. Death is the only thin g that makes life worth

l'iving. 6

Containing myself by willpower as best | could, | kept th e whole
of farty me residing uneasily inside my skin @ if only for the
increased moment. The fat layering my Marcel wave crackled and
sizzled with succulence; it erupted and bubbled and spat, and must
have been a sobering sight.

On a bed of affliction | wa.s born.

ol Enjoy.6

0There was a child went forth eve
And the first obj-ecit he | ookdd wup
And that object became part of him for the day
Or a certain part of the day

Or  for many years or stretching| c

6There Was a Child Went' [Eeavesdi®rass Wal t Whi

Sober and candid to a-degree unusual to a man shot through with
the Blue Serendipity Deat h , I went i nt osntatket Tor er
place with my libertine bagman's head swivelling low. Sta lls laden
with black puddings, tripe and udder, as well as rabbit, fowl and
rare and maggoty meat | passed by. A black stove, cinders glowing
on it, cooked hot chestnuts. From coneshaped bags made from
newspapers, patrons ate blue octopuses diced like Frach fries, and

everywhere my eyes fell, citizens were eating a variety of




unwh olesome fish fi  kippers, rolled herring, shellfish and boiled
winkles; fucking disgusting.

This kind of evil scammery was widespread.

As a covert from the storm, | lounged for a moment weak-kneed
in the doorway of a Tally Chandlers' shop, almost toppling onto the
floor trestle tables piled with lump lime, tallow candles and Dolly
Blues.

oWalk that fucking mess, 6 | intoned.

To call a halt to my sojourns should-have been a relief. As a lover
of blood, my will to violence was never absent. But against this
unseen assassin, | was almost helpless.

The threat to my. life had taken up residence under my skin;
sifting deep and /greedy inside me. Usurping the Will -To-Live
process by indiscriminately ‘pushing the veins, bones and blood of

my interior out through my own unwilling flesh.

6Frem the very villeness of
born.

01 am_a wretch because | am
primeval slTime.

| ago, Wtello Aat 18,sSc 1

All around me multiple screens flickered. On one, Wink
Martindale (of Deck of Cards and Tic Tac Dough fame) was
interviewing Elvis in Memphis, another was running a Flash Gordon

serial and a third was an elegant skeleton smoking a Wooden-
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Kimona Nails cigarette. | shut my mind to this external static and
concentrated on the hunt inside me for the lair of the psychotropic
emissary.

OAny | ard going spare?bod

Fat crackled and burned with razzmatazz from a pig roasting on
an open spit, turned by Ezra Sireet, a being with skin like pork
crackling. Such a state in_him, | suspect, would throw up his eager
bones; set to by the collywobbles' own exacting rhythms.

Without really “taking them in, | scanned the hoardings
advertising Snow fire for frosted knees, Goosegrease for chesty colds,
Hot Friar Balsam for flu and Zambuk for cuts and bruises and such.

This zone of Torenblrgen must be hospice for the imperfect and
the invalid. The residuals of a society intent on achieving maximum
Grind; the boil of fat being the sum total of mankind.

0OTher e nansdt hkea wor |l d beOjftenndvast hi s

given, without cavil, the abil ity t o ldomoctk od do wnm
why | canodt qthinktanybody cares @ oyeto/ou meet

people fromallover this foul worl d é they
and they care and the y..._k n o w. |l dondt wunder st an

That there is a creature like me, walking on the face of this world,
is a cause for wonder.

| had the conviction that my body was falling apart. My heart
contracting, my stomach rotting from petrochemicals.

North American Indians had a fear of their personalities being

under siege by and occupied by the Devil, which they called the
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Windigo i which led them into cannibalism, as the Windigo must
be fed and sated.

| was sure its modern genetic succoured my bones, softly
spreading its tendrils into my mind, saying, implying, that my only
salvation was to drink the blood of Lord Horace Joyce!

0OAnd am | not, a fly I|ike theye?d
crowds of Ballyhoos,  Frankfurter :‘Men and the noisy Humphrey
Hollowbanks with their cunning hooks, prancing like some fucking
fouty -knuckled lames around me.

OFor c¢crime A wh@&w cthe memind is uns
longed to thrust into and open stoma chs and plunge ‘my hands into

their astonishing colours.

0Di cky Death rode on/, an, ass,
Job Nunn he rode a sow.
They are off to Bungay Bay

To be ground young again.d

oCitizens of Torenb¢irgends glory
drum of my will, | beatouta T hyt hm wi th my fist.
at the service of the merciless ma
my eyes, and | sought to calm the fright of my cockscombe as it
flung cherries and tangerines and a barrel roll of rich semen from its
deepest conines and off the sides of my bald scalp.

0The mad éo | envisioned, o0é that

control s; their mur derous charter
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Even above my din, Ursula the Pig Woman roared her expansive
i mprecations. Opfdaek p.idq okse ehpeiardg pur i
in her voice as she kept nodding in my direction. Under many a

bang and blow, this hoyting was not to tame her rude inclinations.

O0When | stop Il osing, t hen | go
strips of fat off its face and eat them. The pig is waiting till

the layers get lower to eat some of its own fat off its own
face!l 0

Final e "of ThDohaassus Manno

| endured to move on, in my panic brushing past the gingerbread
stall, causing Gingerbread Dolls to cling as leeches to my_person.

The nostrums of all the quacks in Christendom could not save me.
At this rate, as the knobs of joint bones crept and broke out through
the thin veneer of my skin, | shuddered down to my boots. My price
to the knacker'would presently b e zero.

| am only kept in my skin by Will -power.

That same purity-and-.vileness are the codes'to my DNA.

| feel strongly disposed to assassinate everybody who does not
keep out of my reach. When these ecstasies come upon me with
great violence and in such away as to be outwardly visible, | have
no power to resist them.

OEach day, in the mirror, I wat ch

prognosticate in the kindergarten or to ogle the less fortunate.




0l dve got such a |l ong sl ealpwedo min
hard. All that human juice kept bubbling inconsolably in my throat:
so loud, | could almost hum its lugubrious, fretful melody.

6VI ROLGOG. I read the adverti sement

l ettering of red per spexdonB&eéehdad Food

Butterd. How ironic. | -sauted by piseash e d | S (
that was making a Belsen of my body é
by temptations-of the table and the call of my empty gullet.

0Be present ‘at our table, Lor d.

Be hereand everywhere adored.

Thy creatures bless'and grantand we

May fjeast in paradise with thee. 0
SI'itting Ursulads throat with a shoy

swank of my golden bodacious pizazz, in this desolate place ruled
by wickedness:and fear, was as refreshing as getting Obidiah Stretch
to boil my hambone.

0 Deus [|*¥dhegnarling todentish_snout of Rospigliosi, with
no lack of robustness, clacked in my ear. In my efforts to run, | had
picked up this lupine carrier, who presently began ululat ing in
glossolalia
oDeath is I|Iife and |life is death,
exact same duration of time it took Sweeny to say. Once again |

lifted a shovel, and spaded him off me into the mud.




@rive your cart and your plow

Overthebones of the dead. 0

Proverbs of HellWilliam Blake

0Those who, |l i ke drunken pigs, wa st
House of Venus will finally have to be pushed into the pigsty with
the other swine.dé6 | spoke with al/l m

as ahumble fellow:.

It had been my destiny to often shake hands with the skeletal,
scythe-bearing figure of Death. But never before to have that hand
being extended inside me, or to hear him chatter so close, whooping
it up, cerulean-colour, bordering on the hagiographic, black as
Egyptian night.

ol need a  frremnd«in the afterlife.o

The snort accompanying this jest set me to the heel of the mighty
Ezekiah. The thought that Horror hung on the moon filled me with
dread, shook my confidence, held me up to ridicule, reducing me to
the degree of evil niggers and ubiquitous kikes.

006Pon my | ife and honner! As | was
A0t hout a wig. ©Proln Amsy Il iWwas agiodwihmen nte

cried in what may be called the Horror effect.




Most denigrating of all is the evidence that in the mind of this
devotee is the germ of selfpity. Though you can still count on my
fidelity to banish the excrements of this w orld. With snake in his leg,
Mr Horror will eliminate the absolute cunt as sure as he would
dispatch a mere Mechanical Wonder.

0God be merciful to your poor

Tous ceux.-quoil-“veut ai mer | 06o0ob

6 Rockatlsi Itlhe begi nning and t
just there i some thing just comes in my mind, just floats in
the air. '‘Lor.d, I 61 | nNnever |
wi || die witihm me, Boy. o

Charlie Feathers

* oAl those he wowl!l d Il i ke to

| d ® €Hhardes Baudelaire)

A great fireball, crimson and orange, swartness and rubedg was
coming towards me in an astral dance. Scanning the Torenbirgen
heavens | was hardly surprised to see Ether Jumpers trawling. Their
huge spherical gasinflated bodies circled each others, watching and
loudly conversing with each other, confabulating.

What manner of creatures they were now becoming, not in the

slightest was | interested, having a more pressing problem. | just did

soul ,
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not have the time to think of that level of deprivation f all that
human juice.

Curling up like a porcupine, and instinctively covering my eyes
with my hands, | prepared for that fulfilling, cleansing albedoblast
that | knew would, in a nod, be upon me.

There are no words to describe the heat. | could hear what it was
doing around me, when it was roaring over me. | could feel my
clothes crisping. | could feel my skin crisping. | could feel my hair
crisping. I immmedi ately smel't e
intense.

When it had"gone quiet, | looked about. The market w as dark and

full of smoke. My right leg was still on fire. | had to put it out, and

the ‘only "thing | had was .my han
away, blut presently | heard my
that there is nothinginlife so sweetasl eavi ng it . 0

The love of the night'world was never to leave me, and no old zip
coon or short clenchedjawed porker would ever lead me into

fucking Pig Heaven.

O6When fishes Tl ew and forests
And figs grew upon thorn,
Some moment when the moon was blood,

Then surely | was born.

With monstrous head and sickening cry

And ears like errant wings,

me at

ds .

own

\W

a |




The Devil 6s wal king parody

Onallfourf oot ed things. 0

G K Chesterton, 6The Donkeyd

0OAnd now how are you, my Lover ?0
or could I walk away from this apotheosis of love? | held for scrutiny
(having paid 7s:6d on the south side yesterday morning).
The claw of my left hand | held withered with shame before me.
The bones had dropped from the two middle fingers: of my hand,
which dangled like empty udders.
OFor ffuck 0s sake. o Wh o could d
Exasperation gripped me.
From the ground, clots of earth, dungjy filth of all manners, and a
spot of sticky green faeces, clung to my-trousers.
Nothing could prevent my feet seeking hallowed ground.
| saw.a Christian sword amid a whirlwind. Below this,.| believe |
read '‘the. | ettering: 60Vanhuetons Sl

slogans:

(@)

Dubbin Polish for Everyday Sho

(@)}

Nugget Polish for Sunday Shoes

(@}

Wh a n glarmfBoworo t s 0

Another egregious error of my mind.
My eyes ran across the hoardings in a blurii Rinso, Vim, Rickets

Blue, Robin Starch, Lambs Jam, Birds Custard, Golden Syrup, Bouvril,
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Irel Bottled Coffee. All jumbled my thoughts, preventing me taking
the logical action that would save me. Drool saliva | wiped from the
corners of my chattering mouth.

There was contagion in the air.

ol f man were sane, there wohatd d be
given me, | intended to keep in its rightful place; inside me, tucked
up safe, never to see divine daylight during my: life. This | swore by
the great coat of Our Lord.

0ATrt prompt s guestions. OoOnl vy bad
words, that formed a moral compass, | first perceived by Freudian
analysis, yet instantly dismissed this as a pewk of Kiketry sent to
undermine me.

Looking "high | read, 6PiLg Fatteni
administered a week 'before market day adds lustre to the coat of the
Swine, and so contributes to its value).

That the kindest of hearts beat in this foreign land, seemed good
enough “for no one. I f | .wasndt to t
and guess a solution, | would find a home in the sky, or join the
Saviour in His earthly life.as the curséd Mr Jewsevelt; bloodless and
boneless.

Leh”r &6s The paad ai Smilesl could hear in the distance,
contributing greatly to my indomitable pessimism. As an expert on
the beetle, | stretched my legs in one perfectly choreographel
movement to a nerve-jangling cacophony that came from my own

treacherous throat.




When this Horror began in me, my first thought was to my own
self-preservation i t hi s was deci si ve. Had |
highest honour, the Bundesverdienstkreuz, in service to Herr Hitler?

Now at a staggering run | passed the import firm of Hooks and
Goodbodies, its sweet smell of tobacco putting its charm on my
nostrils; all the brands of my youth, Gold Flake, Sweet Afton, Wild
Woodbine, Ruddles Snuff, Passing Cloud, accompanied my flight as

| left Torenbirgen by way of Gerontophilia Ally.

olt has all come as by the | eap
its lair i he is upon us, he-is upon all.of us here, before we

have had time to turn areund. It fills with anguish and

dismay and makes me ask myself if this then is what | have

grown old for, if' this is what all the /ostensibly or
comparatively serene, all the supposedly bettering past, of

our century, has meant and led ‘up to. It gives away
everything one has believed in and lived for i, and | envy

t hose, of our generation who hav
the dreadf ul nate«s ons coul dnodt
convulsion of horror and shame. One said that yesterday,

alash but 1 tds clearly t odringsaa e t
me the outbreak of the Wartime of our youth A but the

whole thing here is nearer, closer upon us, huger, and all in

a denser and finer worl d. o

Henry James in a letter to Ralph Waldo Emerson

(&)



I could summon tears Hdatch With Nb
Homed for the first ti me.

My knees all a flutter; we are led all the way from Birth to Death.

There was warm air drifting between the spaces of my bones.
Smoke coursed the width of my thighbone. Steam blew from the
pores of my skin.

L a w0 s onlamd@inger Brew: is an aid to poor circulation.

Masonds Dog Oil for massaging

Chest and Lung Wafers; Best Friend in the World; Keep the Fog
Out; 2d.

Fitzpatr inckos Hot Bl ood Tonic
Booster (coniaining guarana and: gota kola nut). Just the stuff to
drink as | stand before the gates of Brazen Dis (Hades).

Theredls not hing as disappoi nt.

Here [ held myself in check to allow the progress of an immense
Ether Jumper, over a hundred feet tall, oozing smarm, carrying
swine eggs in‘an ancient wicker basket looped around its elbow. As
it passed | hunched with my back to a wall, shadows hiding me. If
its skin in colour implied.the iniquity of usury.to me, | intended to
teach it the rudiments of life.

My lips shrank back to reveal rictal teeth and fixed, exposed jaw.
oCome on, cunt, 108l highlight
of you; stop you wagging chins
tried folding a boneless right hand around my razor, but | may as
well have tried to move an empty glove by willpower alone, and so |

stood silently alert as the Ether Jumper went past.

peopl

mi

ng ¢

your

wi t

1 S




oOWhat a glutton! o6 trilled a | augh

| cocked an ear to the fluting

The snout of a young coleen | felt snuffle in my pocket.

0 What a terrible glutton, 6 repeat

the hubbub of many milling Piggy Wiggies.

Should | call her Heffalump?

of

0To the Jradies who | upresénce@sdrude oas
clown.

0¥bu ;are | eal oussewof my matur al c ha
the swine-ess; the sow was either a beauty orjolie laideand that was
that.

A horror in the mirror: a mirror ofithe horror.

As | looked out a fat little pig went hurrying past. Over her
shoul der she® woresw a Shawl_, althoug
waved to her, but 'she didndot see, f
me.

Once again;when the sun came high, | saw the little pig hurrying
by; Back she came:at a terrible pace, the sun shimg on her little pink
face. And she smiled with a face that was_guite content. But | never
knew where that little pig went.

Stumbling and falling into a silver sty, | was enfolded by the
unanimous snorts of the Pig-Hog; stumping through plum cakes and
sugar, sweetmeats, comfits and figs. | crashed amongst them as they
slobbered, rollicked and roared on me.

To the eater of pigs | vainly prayed, and you can perceive how I

was susceptible to a morbid turn of mind when the flirtatiousness of
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more pig coleens embrace me. Prettiness and lightheartedness was
practiced by oxen-knuckled hands on the privates of the kindest
heart beating in this foreign land, and | spent thickly textured hot

semen to flood the thistles, nettles and ragwort flooring the sty.

OMor bid dread al ways signifi

Freud

(I would call such ill-f avour ed women <us,ehger so

Tamil word for pig.)

Not for nothing was | called the Poet of Auschwitz.

0The act ual l i nes of a fsaand pi ¢

most luxuriant In nature; the pig has the same great curves,
swift yet heavy, which we see in rushing water or In rolling

cloud éo

e s

Gil bert Keitsh Chesterton,

The pewter sky of Torenburgen‘was-tber goodness. | wastrapped

in her Evil Pockets i the very pit and entrance to Horror Hell.

Doesndét paradise transcend space

O0We arstackéaliln the universe, o |
fucking hog heaven (genii, devis, spirits and rishis defiled me as
erran t mammas ) . 0To think offA dllhatt

human juice. 6
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0To market, to market, To mar ke
To buy a fat pig, To buy a fat hog.
Home again, home again, Home again, home again,

Jiggety jig! Jiggety jog!d

Leaving the Pouchmake r & s , Cappemaker 8s, Ma
Garl ekmonger 06s shops behind in thei
as a ruined bugger across greening grass, burning meat installed in
me, my blood stir-frying in my body:.l came “alone, after a brief

while, to'building s the colour of earth.

*Qbjects/pieces

Here ‘the" air was even murkier, muddied with soot ~spots and
flecks of. skin, both animal and human. A sensation of fear, blessed
by Holy Jones, was yet again making its unaccustomed presence felt
to me and | raised my fatigued aging eyes to-a mighty building
shrouded in black but with elusive areas of pale unhealthy white.

What had once been a graand hall lay in ruins. Arcades and
balconies stretched high; open to the elements.

Situated next to it was what | took to be a parish hall, large and
imposing, made of white flint. All manner of fruit grew and rotted
from its bulk. On closer inspection | saw layered masses of white

bone cemented between brick, flint and mortar. Also visible were

|



carved cornices, alabaster and marble statues of apes sitting
alongside lengths of large inhuman bone, their rheumy malice
impregnating the scene.

| was at the BoneHouse.

| was home, and its presence drew me in, as the cliché goes, like a
moth to the flame. | went willingly into its mass. Inside, things
looked dim before my failing sight (at the corners of my eyes do you
see theArcus Senilisii /do you see the white ring of senile decay?)

|l tds a good Jgump from different

| was being seduced and impregnated with the Starve Out.

This is the reason |.shiver.

ol s/ ' there no end to the Horror?96

| am sure that Horror looked the pure busin-ess:

o0l s 't hat my Lord "Cock | hear ?6

sly-hiss stutters.

O0Vi enna appeared to me in a
Wherever | went, | began to see Jews, and the more | saw,
the more sharply. they became distinguished in my eyes
from the rest of humanity é
more thoughtful than ever by my slowly rising insight into
the type of activity carried on by the Jews in certain fields.

OWas there any form of filth
cultural life, wit hout at least one Jew involved in it? If you

cut even cautiously into such an abscess, you found, like a
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maggot in a rotting body, often dazzled by the sudden light
na |little Jew. d

Hitler

From its bone eyrie a large Jew swine came tittupping along on

pigds trotters, stepping from the

bone, and.-halting wnsteadily before

Even with his Yiddish features disguised as a Hog and his
wonderful habiliments flocking a storm;.l. recognised my old enemy
A the Semite hog wriggling in his bum -freezer jacket and long
Raglan-shouldered overcoat; fashioned from marvellous shiny silver
herring -bone cloth A, and:I' fucking.well knew exactly who he was
under the guise of the easting spell.

| hunchedupanddeter mi nedl y said, oI nev
the |l'ambds pipe coming so clearly
snorted hubbub and lively, not sorry | was'giving in to intoxication.

| loved a bit:of slumming fi" and who better ta ' whore/with than a

Jew?

oNow fuck off before | cut yourc oc k"0of f , 6 | sai d anc

time, my razor, almost of its own volition, slashed across his right
ear and cheek, missing his jugular by a zit.
ONice, 6 he said, shaking | oose bl c
and Garton sugar factory just for a minute visible behind the jerking
sil houette of his head. oVery nice,
Now Jews can al ways be just bl owi

sincerely try to get them right in the face, whenever possible.

er
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OEn Garde, fichtre 6 hargjing tactics, | made a direct rip-and-
thrust to his privates, but in my weakened state the razor fluttered
from my fingers and | dropped to the ground in a faint, coming to
rest amongst a pile of oxen knucklebones.

With filthy hair htals the dey leaten wuer
me. From below his underjaw saliva dribbled towards me, and |
opened dry lips to get just a taste of liquid. But the juice of Jew just
circled in the air like a dizzy imp, refusing to enter my waiting
mouth.

Ther e0s n sdppointmgas ansicipation.

And then 'he 'was off, his hog feet up on the lofty wind, gone with
the gait of eachrman-for-himself,sgreedier than the free-fox-in-the-
hen-roost, leaving me to myself, again.

Marching _through. my bones, the route chosen by the Blue
Serendipity Death came steadily right into the centre of ' my being,
Malice Prepense in its swagger.

Even though | await the approaching issue fatalistically, | could
leap with delight.

All is vanity and smoke.

But let me feel His fucking ribs one last time.

O0Ther e s hTée chill of wny lown breath unnerved me;
hampered with a diseased and depraved imagination fashioned
after Hezekiah Coffin Sr, seeded on me by a being malefic with the
rockoénodor ol | bubbling Horrors.

Many would like to see me on a crucifix.




0Comd oser and flesh my Killing
depart all as | had Swastika Headed nonces in days of old (making
mock of my memories).

Oil seeped from the walls and roof of the Bone House. Have you
ever seen oil oozing from bone? | never have, not in such a drench.
The Bone House literally sweated at my presence.

0Godds |.ast breath, 6 | -pity.NeverAedtd,
so bad i not.even after being arsefucked in Exit Island. The rags
and bones.of my body sprawl useless-about me; my back propped in
Terminal Lassitude. Since leaving the climate of Milk and Mace, |
had not a momentds SsoJd ace.

A brutal threnody broke: over me, and so did the constant moan,
shriek and call of sperm whales and the hollow wet roar of giant fi sh
lungs.

(I swear | could see a giant black corpse egurgitating fish and
squid, its single arm floating fin-up in'its" own blood ;and rank
vomit.)

0 Why, “ethihe. | scarfed me fucking down. What did you
expect?6

It is unmanly to repine what one cannot cure. | was a beacon of
verity in a repulsive world.

The everlasting creation of the stuff of life was ever present in my
hair. Dried sperm had solidified and cracked on the massive twirl of
my cockscombe. Now its sculptured mass wobbled like frozen jelly

as it swayed back and forth above my head.
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The | eakage from the roofds bone |
me. Rising in a triangle hundreds of feet above me was the most
infernal collection of blended bones i whale, shark and human i
el ephant 6lss i amad yt heeshorns of many r
skulls small and whippet -like, the curved genitals of Jews and,
added to this misery, teeth snapping and sparking a rhythmic tack -
tack-tack-tack-tack-t a c k = €

Dismayed, | felt the drizzle of oil from the bones b eginning to
settle, glisten and melt the hairs of my exotic coiffure, and soon |
tasted the mustard and honey of my own sperm trickling between
grateful lips: The inevitable fall of my cockscombe settled in a nest
about me, its abundant ooze soaking the cdlars of my shirt and
jacket and down the gossamer tight skin of my chest.

Even wi t'h mo ut h full, I managed

hi

repleni shed. 6 But this | ie waked sharp

slime on my lips. Within_ minutes | was eagerly sucking marrow
from the finger bones of my skeleton hand and, in just a tick; slaking
the marrow greedily from the exposed bone of my elbow. Such
hunger | had never experienced, not even.in the barren killing
grounds of Dachau or the starvation huts of Auschwitz.

0 often go on bitter nights

19%

To Wotands oak in the quiet gl ad:¢
With dark powers to weave a union i

The runic letters to moon makes with its magic spell
And all who are full of impudence during the day

Are made small by the magic formula!




They draw shining steelii but instead of going into combat
They solidify into stalagmites

So false ones part from the real onedi

| reach into the nest of words

And then give to the good and just

With my formula blessings and

Hitler, 1916

Of course | took my posi tion personally,
well on the way to lay my Royal bones on the Alabaster Stone. Now
Horror6s Powered 'Di spostitiion was
will of twerps and prigs. Modesty never sat well on me, why should
it A ‘on my sorority, | am the greatestiman to walk this earth; the
finest' being God ever fashioned in His own sacred image.

Self-love is a wish for annihilation.

We live in'a Hobbesian world. The war of all on all, locked in

theocratic hatred: self against self.

The Fihr er “cial | ed mdartdiéda (f@dbad ouesr at ed

a translation as | can make; but'not'a .complete one).
The German word suggests biology, natural growth, a natural
species gone off its genetic course as to be virtually unrecognisable

A a perverse mutation.

oThank you, | adies and gentl emen ¢

For all followers of the Imperial Reich, Lord Horror had the same
exact characterisation as modern art! | was not simply odd or avant-

garde, or a bit decadent, but actually diseased

pr
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| was cast in the same degenerate mould as Chagall, Kandinsky,
Picasso, Ernst, Bacon, Nolde and Max Beckmann.

| patted my thigh. It felt unusually wet. When | opened my palm,
a handful of maggots | revealed. When | looked down they fleshed

my chest to the bone.

00h! How tender, how delicious; SV
nutritious. 6 My flicking tongue taste
inthesilt-l aden  Punkyfish River ; swal |l owed

bellowing human furnaces. -Though of the low -life Yiddish Hog
there was no trace.

Lunacy, and fove go hand in hand.

A haopenny short of a shilling.

And | heard myself.

Hooted and shrilled and cawed and croaked.

oAnd all 'shall be well and all manne
tongues of flame are in-folded into the crowned knot of fire and the
fire and the rose’ are one.o

Sliding out of my strides and bending forward; | took.in a deep
draught of my own-bloed..fi offered to me by the sudden gout of a
dozen burst veins which sprang like weeds from my outstretched
legs.

oThat which was above is now bel ow.

sel-pity broke from my |I|ips. 0That whi c




0|l saw him openi htigave moauveindly wi d e
vicariously aspect, as though he wanted to swallow all the

air,allt he eart h, al | the men before

Heart of Darknessloseph Conrad

oWhat a vdile thing man is. 56

My slither eye was abroad, and | tucked in with increased zeal.

oOLetds out the thiing«no one wants |t
squeal abitsowek now what fucking colour it
t he: pi g. o

The bones of my arms emerge like pale stamens.

o0n the night the hogs ate Willie, Mama died when she heard what
Daddy did to Sistena

oYou think 1 dm dying, ,dondt you?bod
0Quelle Horreur! 6

In a sick moment, | asked, why did you stick with me.;That is not

a question.

6The SS mirt*i“ti a. -told those who Jar
of the crematoria, the starvation-cells, the burning pits into
which numerous inmates were thrown alive, that it would

be les unbearable for them not to survive. Should they
survive no one would believe them, and that torture was the

wor st . o

George Steiner




| spat out a dayglo orange virus hibernating in my stomach, as
sweet-scented and as plump as a big round needlecushion.

ol | i -ep inbthes Isunshine, happier than you will ever be i a
pig making merry in its stall, roast garlic panna cotta smothering
me . 0

This virus infected the inner lining of my respiratory tract,
damaging the alveoli fi the tiny air-filled sacsin my lungs i filling
them with fluid, making it impossible to breathe; without sufficient
oxygen, or oxygenated blood,. my skin was become discoloured
(cyanosis).

| was turning black:

0l 8dm snowed! 6 4 <cried (wimh axi oms

My hair was now a corpse-inspired silver bouffant. Monstrous

regiments of Muppets, in the wan hope that watching the travails of

this bright-ey ed "unfortunate would gift t

were schmoozing all over my weary banes. Though, of course, they
amounted to.no more concern to me than a pub full of ecesmopolitan

campfire gurus-putting in their twopennyworth of knowledge.

I was i~nhaabited wi_ t h Fregoli 0s

familiar individuals have disguised themselves to appear to me as
Others.
oThere it is,0 |I said wearily.
A big sniff and muffled, hokey cokey noises came from me. |

mashed my teeth as i f chewing o
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0So many things have been writ
insolent lies and inventions, that | would have perished long
ago, had | paid any attention. One must take comfort in the
fact that time has a sieve, through which most trivia runs off

into the sea of oblivion. 0

Albert Einstein

0The greatest thirng you wil/ ever
lovedinret urn. 6 And/ sad ofy I, me was.

oTiime present and ti me wpast. o6 Chu
before: me, with hair formed into_sausage curls tumbling about
greedy chops. My vocabulary acquired a saline flavour.

Skittering ‘piglets had made a treacly morass of the paddock, but

still they bedded wet down next to ‘'me. | heaved myself into a

squatting positi ong gushing. OTher ed:¢

t e

bb

give a sick pig an appl e. I f it ate i

di e whatever you did. o

| was ever mindful that sows eat their own piglets.

Using its own body as a template, the porcine-maid showed me
where baby “bawsks 1T bsi ande the asimp, pi g
apparently.

I further gushed: OAre Dboth perh
Further bedding us in fermenting tan bark | swaddled warmly
amongst Sandy Back pigs and OIld Spot sows.

In my end is my beginning.

Excerpted from SaRewerpsios#8f or t hcomi ng
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DISINTEGRATION

By Michael Butterworth

oWe first me t one another at Manches
psychology, and | was taking a printing diploma at a nearby art college.
We both had similar interests, and opposite characters.

ol t hi nwas thehmere stdble of the two. She was frightened of life, and
unsure of herself. Her interest in psychology was most probably in part a
symptom of her state of mind, for | rarely got the impression that she was
studying for the sake of her career.ltwasa strange choice fo
really | ead her anywhere except, as |

Because of her fear of people, she had no faith in
human nature. In the case of ninety-nine per cent
of people she met, | would say that she had good
cause to suspect their motives towards her. But
she could not bring herself to trust even the one
per cent of people who are always trustworthy
and warm of affection. | fell in love with her. But

it took me six years of married life to convinc e
her of that fact.

OWe married suddenly, two months after

course; she decided to stay on at university. | was a bit irritated at this, though
I hid my feelings and encouraged her, in the hope that she would one day
come out of her shell and think of her career and her future rather than use, as
she did, her psychology course as a to

And what a past. She was the product of a
dissatisfied marriage, of parents who argued
continually, an d who looked upon their children
as a source of their unhappiness. As she was the
most sensitive of the three, she was also the one
who grew up most affected by the obvious rift in

her parents?®o rel ationshi
beatings which they meted out.

OWe had a succession of flat s, and eve
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Her course at the university was completed, though as | suspected she would
she failed the final examination. As, by this time, | had won over her
confidence, she was not too yset. She did not attempt to resit the exam, but
resigned herself instead to family life with me.

oAl I went well for a number of years
us from an old friend, who in the interim had become head of a psychic
research centre on Hebred. Neither she nor | had severed relationships with

our old friends, and kept ourselves thoroughly up to date with regard to their

work. A mound of literature came through our door each week, the outcome of
subscriptions to just abouteveryr el evant jour nal on psy

| suppose that, having exhausted its search for
knowledge on the purely physical plain, and
succeeded in conquering its birth planet and, also
interstellar space, the human race felt that it was
now beneficial to it s survival to turn its attention
inwards, at its origin. There were still many social
and living problems that had to be solved
amongst the inhabitants of earth. Psychic
research, scientific investigation of the previously
scorned powers of the human mind, such as
telepathy, telekinesis, the power to create, and so
on, was one of the sciences which became
popular.

0 T h csrodble could not have come at a better time for her and me, who were
at the peak of a scientific hubbub. It stated briefly that he needed guinea pigs
to help work a consciousnessswapping experiment. He remembered that she
was a particularly susceptible person, with an easily opened mind, ideally

suited. Because he could think of o0ab
to turn to us, despite our family ties. We both agreed to help him, a rather
foolish decision | now admit. o6

At the time, however, we were blinded by an
altruistic feeling of desire to martyr ourselves for
the sake of scientific advancement.

0We had s ofeeéngsgaboutlledving our children but, we reasoned, the
research would not take more than a few weeks at most and we would soon
return.

OWe | ef't our chil dren in care of an
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repayments on the house, and left at once br Hebred, all expenses paid by
courtesy of the Lockwood Psychic Research Foundation.

0 T h @ @r Thomas Brownfi is a fat, perspiring man, very patient and
dedicated. As is the case with most professional men that | have met, he has
cultivated a kind of dual ¢ haracter: humanely considerate on the one hand, a
ruthless exploiter on the other, an ideal formula for a man to adopt who has
both family and self -survival interests at heart. But in Thom, the instinct to
survive €6

€ sublimated nowadthey thana s
geographical exploration of man's unknown
territoryé

0é has gained the wupper hand. Al t houg
considerate sort of person, his thirst for knowledge causes him to have a
unique morality unparalleled in any other pe rson, except perhaps in the
monstrous scientists of the old horror movies, who used fellow humans in the

performance of some cruel experiment o
He isnd6ét consciously awar
exploits people and situations. As is the case with
mo st professional me n , t

is accepted as the effluvium of pure good-
naturedness. It does not occur to him that the
subject is unaware of real danger, and that his
enthusiasm is the enthusiasm of the innocent:
well-intentioned  but  fool hardy. In  the
professional mind, the subject is endowed with
mutual understanding and absolute knowledge
of the conditions. It was with this sort of mental
framework that Thom accepted our decision to
help.

OHe received us wel | , naersddrirkhandstotiea.iThee d
conversation for much of the time was to do with psychiatry and psychology

in general, about people in the field, and about advancements being made. It
was pretty evident that he thought that his foundation was on to a pretty
shattering breakthrough. The idea, he told us, was one that had procured him
rapturous visions throughout his adult life: of a world in which
communication between one human being and another could become
absolute. It was not only his vision: total commun ication of the sort he
envisaged has always been a preoccupation of the thoughts of civilised man.
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But Thom had been especially haunted by the idea, and the situation as we
found it at his foundation was, that after years of study as a student, and after
years of research as a professional, he had managed to design an apparatus
which he was confident could not only record human thought but also
transmit thought from one human being

As yet, a thought could be transmitted no great
distance, only the length of a piece of cable: in
order to receive and transmit at all, the brains of
two participants had to be attached by cable to
the apparatus, one transmitting his thoughts into

the apparatus, and the other receiving the same
thoughts from it. In e ffect the apparatus was a
media device, and although a block in the
development of instantaneous communication

(telepathy) it was nevertheless a step in the right
direction. It was the first stage, and Thom was
justifiably a proud man.

0 We wshown the apparatus and a date was fixed for the experiment.
Because of the numerous experimental conditions that had to be right before
the major experiment could take place, we were, in the meantime, kept busy
performing tests, on ourselves and on the apparatus. One of the tests, |
remember, was arranged to determine the speed of flow of our thoughts,
another determined the clarity of our thinking, and so on. In order to test the
equi pment, a one word thought of mine

Thom had told us that actual thought
transference, once considered a remarkable
achievement in itself, was accomplished daily by
his laboratory staff, and was only used now as a
test to be performed upon a slightly modified
version of the original apparatus. What Thom
now wanted was the transference of one entire
mind into the mind of another. As a basis for this
idea, he had worked on the assumption that the
computation of one single thought could be
altered to cope with the transference of an entire
matrix of particles, or thought waves. The
computation would be incredibly complicated,
but he had a reliable computer and a team of
skilled staff, so he was confident of success.
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0The day arrived at | ast . We had been
moment. She was wired up first, then I. There were no electrodes, only a sheet

of wha't Thom caéneidt idvtehdo umgatter i al , whi
inside of a rubber ©6cap6o. This cap wals
chest and back. Theonlyi nl et was an air pipe, whig

From her headpiece a maze of coloured wires led
into a row of input sockets on the instrument (I
say 6 i n ¢ tnr faan dhe t apparatus was
composed of many instruments so voluminous
that they more or less filled our laboratory), for
the idea at first was to transfer her mind into
mine. My headpiece was thus attached by wires
to a row of output sockets. After a while, Thom
told us, it would be possible, by throwing a
switch, to reverse the flow: my mind in her b ody,
her mind in my body. The third stage of the
experiment (and the highlight) would be the
evacuation of both our minds from our bodies.
Our separate minds would be stored in separate
banks of the computer, and we would be allowed
to communicate at a speed approaching that of
thought. Fourthly, our minds would be returned
to our bodies, the computer's memory having
recorded every detail of the strange encounter of
minds.

Some hours were spent by technicians fiddling
with bits of the apparatus, in order t o stabilize
conditions. Then Thom gave the order to
commence. Juice was turned on,
and | began to feel the familiar tingling in
my brain cells that had characterized earlier
experiments when we had been engaged in
the transference of singlethoughts. Then,
without warning, my senses were cut off fi an
entirely new experience. | could not see, hear, feel,
taste, or touch. My first reaction was to panic, but
as the state was not altogether uncomfortable (in fact
it was quite pleasant), | soon calmed down. It was a
bit like being in a sleep state, where, identically, the
five senses are curtailed. But, by contrast, | retained
awareness: not the familiar awareness of my five known
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senses,but,p esumabl y, thatiaft hidly smaynstg
My psychic state also differed from my normal sleep state
in that | experienced no dreaming, though | felt that, had the
dream imagery come to me, | could easily have controlled it.
This was a pleasant feeling, for | have long desired to be able to
control my dreams. There were no imagesii only void. | could
not sense the particles which made up my new body. | knew |
wa s, and that | was Ot her eo, and th
alarm me, nor was it boring. | felt contented. After a while | becam e
conscious of an approaching 6somet hi
her. A moment later, her consciousness had merged with mine. Hers
was quite different to my own, and its approach had filled me with
anxiety. | realized why as soon as we became one mind: fie was frightened,
and could not succumb to the relaxation which had overcome me. She was full
of spikes and filled me with gaps. No words were exchanged, only feelings. By
conveying to her a feeling of protection, | was able to calm her somewhat. A
great part of her fright was also dispelled at having found something to hide
in. She had hardly had time to pulse more than a wave or so of her sweet
feelings of gratitude into me, than | felt myself suddenly grow distant from
her. | found myself in an area much the same as the first had been, before | had
been joined by her, and assumed that Thom had now transferred my mind into
her unoccupied brain. | felt pleasure, for the experiment was progressing well,
and the second stage was almost over. But | was concered for my partner, and
hoped that by now she had overcome her fears. But she had not, and | think
that it was possibly her resistance to the whole affair that brought about her
fate. Thom, absorbed by the manipulation of our minds, had neglected to
provid e us with any means of communication with the world he inhabited. She
could not protest. She had been moved pawn-like to an area identical with
mine but separate from it. | was made aware of this fact by her extremely clear
thoughts that pierced through th e void like needles. On this occasion, no doubt
because of our detachment from one another, our thoughts were transmitted in
the form of words and pictures, as well as feelings. She was still in a state of
panic, but having realised that | was close by, and that so far there had been no
catastrophe, she communicated with greater objectivity. She told me that it had
been silly of her to have behaved the way she had, and of how lost she had felt
when Thom had suddenly taken me from her. What she said sounded
ridiculous. | laughed, for the picture that her words invoked in me was one of
Thom and | having an affair. Part of me knew that this interpretation was not
what she had meant, and perfectly understood her real meaning, but it seemed
to me that this sort of punning and literal acceptance of words was acceptable
to both of us, even desirable. | had a tendency to want to break down the
conditioning power of words, which | saw as invented tools that only partially
did their designed job of controlling communic ated true feeling. She must have
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agreed with me, for a moment | ater shie
not to use words except for the conveyance of specific information, we each
settled down to our own Oplaced, hedaniing
(The area between us was a sharp barrier, separating us by what seemed
infinity, which was in actual fact only a few computer banks. Living in this
mental limbo, was an existence uncomplicated by quantified physical
measurements of space, matter, andtime, for the three elements did not exist
in quite the same way as they appear to exist to us out here in the five-sense
world.) There was not much time to spend together before | was suddenly
made conscious of the fact that communication from her had ceased. That
moment was the worst | have experienced in my life. There was a sort of

6explosiond of images from
her, in which her mind was completely opened and laid bare. Her
entire |ifeds experiences came out, a

piecesthrough my existence. Instantly | knew everything about
her, who she was, and why she was. My understanding of her
as a person gained over long years of marriage, was nothing
compared with the intensity with which | knew her in that
single instant. The frail, unworkable structure she had
given her mind, with the desperate intention to stave
off the cruelties of life, had collapsed. The grim
determination she had used to hold it all
together, was dissipated. Then, as quickly,
every trace of her mind had gone, melted like
overnight snow. There was no question of her
merely having stopped communicating. She had
gone. Simultaneously, | received a terrible pain
that burst explosively from my centre and that
spread outwards towards my extremities. |
enduredthi s f or a split secon|d.

Images of the laboratory were swimming before

my eyes, jumbled and incoherent. My hand was

pressed against my head, to ease the pain which
had somehow concentrated there. Thom's face
came into my field of vision, so meone pulled

down my arms, and my headpiece was removed.

| lost consciousness and awoke in bed in the
foundation sick room.

oLater, Thom came in to inform me that S

story ends, except to say that the news that Thom brought to me was already
old in my head. | had experienced her death alongside her.
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OAfter making arrangements for her di
headache and one or two other ailments that come and go, symptoms which
Thom assures me will clear up gradually over a period of years. Not much
comfort. o

0And she was right, 6 my | istener i nt e
from her. o

0OYes. Only not in the manner we had
affair! o | ma n a g e dvievait ali @ ra dcemtific @xpériamantgiha. c
very good onefi that went wrong. Thom was as white as death, the most upset
man | have seen. He was ninety per cen

My listener drew me to her. | let her cradle me, but | could fe el no emotion of
the kind she might have expected me to have. My mind was still too much
preoccupied with thoughts of unfaithfulness. | lay stiffly against her breast.
Whether she realised my dilemma or not, | could not say, but a moment later
she let me . | arose and rescued my drink from the bar top where | had left it
half an hour ago.

Originally published in  New Worlds: The Science Fiction Quarterly #6, 1973
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HALL OF THE MUTANT KING

By Kate MacDonald

Mark Mothersbaugh is an odd
character to wrap your head
around. Much like Devo, for
whom he has served as front man
since the early 1970s, there seems

many, the band is synonymous

with Mot her sbaugh

bespectacled, sharpangled face.
Dev o d s -esqua draxture of
quirky music, theatre, bizarre and

to be so much goi ndigcommectedt imamdry, dratedgse

impossible to see the whole
picture.

First and foremost, of course,
Mothersbaugh is known for
being the singer and one of the
main composers for Devo. For

115

masks, alterregos and cultural
commentary was embraced early
on by punks, flirted with briefly

by the mainstream and
understood by almost no one. (I
dondt know that

among the fluently Devo -




conversant,
learning.) Even t he
is conceptual, tied to the deeper
ideas that drove & and continue
to drive 0 their music. (Devo is a
contraction of devolution, the
process by which society, rather
than progressing and changing
(evolving) in to an ever more ideal
form, actually becomes degraded
and moves backwards.)

Beyond Devo, Mothersbaugh is
an idiosyncratic visual artist,
applying many of the same
themes to photography, drawing

and, um, automobiles (see
below). His works, which
navigate somewhere between

fine art, pop art and outsider art,
are shown regularly at galleries
around North America and
Europe and his output,
particularly of his postcard series,
is prodigious.

On the other hand (the third
hand, apparently), he has also
managed to
extremely successful career for
himself as a composer for films
(independent, as might be
expected, but also largescale
Hollywood studio productions),

television,  videogames and
advertisements. Cheating on his

carve out an

al though
b a n d éwr mora degolved system from
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youthfdlndeals or corrupting an

within? (Note: Rhetorical
question.)

However complicated and
occasionally contradictory he
may seem, one thing that does
stand out is that Mark
Mothersbaugh is utterly

comfortable with himself in all
facets. And, standing on the
doorstep of 60, he shows no sign
of lapsing into irrelevance or
being carried away by the
devolutionary tide.

Kate: You recently completed a
tour with Devo, playing your first
and third albums in their entirety.
Thi s i s materi al
doing for a long time, but the
performances still seem pretty
energetic. Are you still able to get
excited by the prospect of
performing Devo material live?
Was there anything on the tour or
in the performances that
surprised you?

Mark: These are the songs we
wrote when we were angry
young men and the material
DEVO is best remembered for.
Touring was admittedly much

Y




more exciting in my ear |
than 35 years later, largely
because | now have a 5 and an 8
year old, which is cooler than
touring. I tds
room wondering how homework
is coming along, or how they did
on a test. Also, my wife stays at
home to take careo f t hem,

I 6 m f-smonitour. Boo Hoo.

y

But , I |l ove the
play and show time is always
worth it.

ma

The biggest surprise was how
well the albums held up in vinyl
sequence. We never played
either album live, in that exact
form at, before, but it turned out
to sound pretty good, even to us.

Kate: What was the impetus for
you to go back into the studio
with Devo? Do you see the band
continuing regularly from this
point?

Mark: Bob 1 and Bob 2 and |
have been in the studio almost
constantly, since DEVO
went into hibernation, back in the

|l ate 6800s. We f
company called Mutato Muzika,
scoring over 65 tv shows,
(PeeWeeds

ever
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Pl ayhouse,

BOGs Love, Dawsond
etcé.just about
except soap operas) 40 some
feature films, (3 Rugrats films,

oddNit ok b&and nNar ahdos ell nf

4 Wes Anderson movies, etc.),

about 2 dozen big games, (Crash
Bandicoot, Interstate 80, Jac and
Paxter, SIMS) and over 500 tv
commercials. Probably every car,
breakfast cereal, ®ft drink,
tlahing atbre, grodery stord, inn  t o
t he worl d) é and
produced, played on countless

album and art projects.

That said, | think the demise of
the record industry as we knew it
the 7006s and
part in the desire to get out there
and try it againé
like the atmosphere was more
conducive to the original intent of
DEVO.

in 806

Kate: Do you still believe in the
reality of devolution? Has your
idea of what devolution
changed over time?

is

Mark: Do | still believe in de-
evolution? Just look around you
for evalehce athatrmots onty is

devolution real, but it has
accelerated since DEVO was last
Rugrat s,
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q
J
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out there recording videos and
albums about it.

My view of devolution is fairly
intact, it now seems an even more
relevant missing link between
Darwinism and Creationism.

Kate: Your earlier artistic work
seems heavily influenced by
movements like Dada- including

elements of humour and
absurdism, as well as
confrontation. Do those ideas

affect the work you do for fil m
and television? Or does that work
fall into a different
6compartment d?

Mark: | think pretty much
everything we have done, in
sound and vision are still

permutations on the theme of
devolution.

Kate: You have made a lot of use
of masks and costumes. What
was the appeal of this for you?

Mark: In the early days of
DEVO, they were cheaper than
drugs, and a lot more fun.

Kate: What originally gave you
the idea to start exploring the
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symmetry or of

human images?

asymmetry

Mark: We used to refer to DEVO
and fans as 0s
asparagus people, or beautiful
eggplant people, but potatoes.
Dirty, asymmetric, living
underground. But with eyes all
around, so we saw everything
going on. And, lowly vyet
humble... the potato being the
unsung staple of nearly every
Americansdo diet.

Also, the illusion of human
symmetry had possibilities.

Kate: Was there a particular
reason you chose largely to work
with daguerreotypes and older
i mages to make
mut ant sd?

Mark: | started off using photos
of mine, and then branched out
into found images, and
something about the older images
of people now deceased appealed
to me. The daguerreotype
images and cases just seemed to
illustrate the idea so well. The
old bakelite cases from 100 years
ago, worn, and cherished, then
forgotten by later generations
and surfacing in antigue shops

puds

your
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and on eBay seemed a perfect
complement to the concept of
exploring symmetry.

Kate: Do you plan to continue
creating art mutants either in the
same style or in a new way?

Mark: | still do commissions, but
it also shows up in other art
forms, including rugs and a
project 1 am doing with Scion,
involving cutting 2 identical cars
apart in the middle, and re-
attaching the 2 front ends
together, and the 2 back ends
together. | always wanted to do
this to cars, and this is the first
one.

Kate: What was it that made you
start using the postcard format as
an art vehicle? Is there a lot of
self-discipline involved in
creating new ones every day or is
that level of fertility natur al for
you?

Mark: |
extreme myopia and astigmatism
that makes perspective every
moment of my eyes-open life
resemble staring into a 20/20
doorknob. To do large images, it
requires aids, such as projectors
to lock in on perspective. Also, |

have a combination
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participated in mail art with a
number of artists around the
worl d back in t
cheaper than hitch-hiking. One
day, | realized | was creating a
diary of sorts on postcards, and
postcard sized paper. It was then
| started saving them, instead of
sending them.

he

| have missed days in the last 38
years, but have been pretty good
about keeping it going. When
you think of it as a mysterious
automatic diary, it is easy to
contribute daily.

Kate: What do you think you
would have ended up doing if
you hadndt been

Mark: Teaching art, or giving
music lessons.

Kate: Is there some type of
artistic endeavour
tried, but would like to?

Mark: | always disliked acting,
but now | am a regular character
(the art teacher) on a show called
YO GABBA GABBA. Maybe
when my daughters get old
enough to stop watching it, | will

lose interest in that.

(@)
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t
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And, in closing, here are a few
resources to find out more about
Mark Mothersbaugh and Devo:

www.club -devo.com: The on-line
resource for all things Devo, with
frequent opportunities to
participate in the (d)evolution of
the band.

www.mutato.com : The web site
for Mar kds
Muzika. Find out just how many
times his music has infiltrated
your life without you knowing it.

www.mutato -visual.com:

Dedicated to
including a regularly updated
gallery tour schedule.

And for a perspective (mine) on
one of the bandds
shows and what time has done to
Devo:

http://morelikespace.blogspot.co

c 0 mp a ng/2009/1%q t-asetwe-not-still -

devo.html
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http://www.club-devo.com/
http://www.mutato.com/
http://www.mutato-visual.com/
http://morelikespace.blogspot.com/2009/12/q-are-we-not-still-devo.html
http://morelikespace.blogspot.com/2009/12/q-are-we-not-still-devo.html
http://morelikespace.blogspot.com/2009/12/q-are-we-not-still-devo.html
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DEATH WISH CHAMELEON VI

By Cricket Corleone

Photos © Richard A. Meade

For days Greta waits. A week
goes by. Dustin has taken it upon
hersdf to get some things from
Gretads place.
Calls her work and tells them
there has been a death in the
family and she needs some time
off. Though her employer was a
little skeptical of the whole thing,
she was granted a couple of
weekstooget things

But as the days kept passing with
no message or call from her

Paysneo f i ashnest

in
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married man, Greta grows more

and more silent. She stops
speaking all together. Stops
eating. And just lies on the couch

watching bad movies that only

make her loathe everything in

existence. Each passing moment
she becomes more and more
depressed and deegr into

cynicism. Though Dustin can see
that Greta is falling apart, she

doesndt try and

because she herself has been
there and knows that nothing

anyone else says or does will
help.

In the meantime, Dustin has not
made any attempts on her life.
ot e
work, only the legit ones that will

cover the bills, rent and food for
both herself and Greta. Though
she knows that once Greta has
pulled out of this, she will

probably go right back to her
déath %i@hrwayg in no time, for
now, it offers a distraction of
sorts from her own problems.
Plus, deep down, whether she

pul

any




wants to admit it or not, Dustin
knows she cares about Greta...
care is something Dustin has
been avoiding like the plague,
but she candt
made a deep friendship, and no
amount of kicking or screaming
is going to change that.

Greta is Ilying

when Dustin comes in the front
door . OHey, | g
di nner . 06

Greta scoff s, ol

Dustin jumps back, 0 | t sp
You know, | heard on the news
today that if you pop your head
out of the apartment and you
d o h get scared of your own
shadow, that means that spring is
on its way. Il mag
Greta ignores Du
Finally, in the silence between
them with only a bad romantic
comedy left to their ears, Dustin
| oses it. oLook,
and do something. | know you
donodt feel i ke
to. You would rather slit your
own wrists then get some fresh
air... you NEED to get out. You
NEED to eat. And you need to
talk so | donodt

hse |

on

ot

e alkGy 2!t a
t hen.

sits
6

up .

Dustin pushes Greta back down

on t he couch.

interpretation, not mine. | am not
i ne htthath.edny her e.

0Tha
o]

S t iGrefa ssigisa @ [Dustik esets a
sandwichi n front of
will you | eave me al

Dustin goes to get a glass of

ywalt egro tftoar gGxrtetwap 0 N

i t GretaY apens fttheo vardpper tov &iam t
freshly purchased deli sandwich.

wher e have

anyway?o0

to. 6

0So.
day
have

Y
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She chokes down the first bite.

00Oh. .. around. 6 get a straight answer from
anyone and she only found
Dustin had spent the past few herself pointed in the wrong
days searching around town for direction each time.
the skinhead guy and his rapist
pack. She asked a few street After Greta eats half the
friends if they had seen or heard sandwich she puts the rest back
of this guy, asked if anything has in the package. O0The
been happening around town... lies back ont he couch. 0
any pattern of rapes or assaults. worry, | will be out of here by the
end of the night, o
zombies out to the television
again.
OYou dondt have to &
Greta. But bottling all this up is
just gonna turn you into... well,
ME. 6
Gr et a doédonl@ugh swan
she covers her face|
me, 6 she says in a
j oke back. 0Serious
need to go home. | need to get
some things done. And you are
right, | need to pu
She sits up and rubs her face a
Some peopl e di d nlatle. kKknow
anything, S 0me of them didnot

want to say anything. But a few
people would point Dustin in the

direction of an abandoned
warehouse or a local pub. Since
the only picture she had of this
guy was a fuzzy one from the
window of her tal | apartment
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building, it was kind of hard to

0 We Idd what you have to do.
You know where | am if you
need to... you know... watch bad
movies. .. drink.

Dustin sits down on the couch
next to Greta and eats the rest of

B[ €
Dot

S h e

L n d




t he sandwi ¢ h,

sandwich is horr
out . 0 Aho deprdssed over
bad sandwich. Wanna go out to

eat before you head

Greta shakes her h

need to just. go

gets up and gets dressed in a pair

of pants and shirt that Dustin had

laid out for her a few days before.

0 Wh ahouldsl do with your old

clothes?d6 Dustin at¢g

0Burn them, 0Greta says coldly.
Greta shout s, ONoO.

0Good, cause I alTrheaankys . @i And heads

Dustin hands Greta her house determined not t o

keys, cell phone, and the money
that was in the pocket.

Greta looks at the money for a
mo ment , t0o@®oasader it b
payment for

Dustin shrugs and pockets the
money.

As soon as Greta steps out into
the city street just as dusk is
falling, Dustin pokes her head
out of the apartment window,

oDo you want
way home?6

0 Wd
i bl
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charity case anymore. She walks
with anger on her face down the
street to catch a bus, as if to ward
off anyone that might have it in
their minds to hurt her. But

put t i n gealyneunderpeath it all, she is

terrified. The city street seems to
sway as she walks which makes
her feel dizzy. The buildings feel
like they are going to swallow her
up. The people passing look like
lunatics in their cars and suits,
walking and talking on their cell
phones. After a block and a half

C 0 mp a of yhis,oQreta ytakas rout her cell

phone and cal l s
changed my mind... | do need
company, she says, as she

D

us




huddl es

a block or so...

pl ease. ¢

Dustin, inside she is fighting off a

major panic attack.

In under a minute, Dustin catches
up with Greta, takes her hand,

and wal
t hing
have
s he

from

hol

ks

you
bus

ds

before.

come find me

n a cor neiplace,dand monw j U htatu ps he
alone. Dustin is there with her
holwve rtce nvalei her stupid

comments and snide remarks.

S h etingsant s

Once Greta is at home and Dustin
is gone, she sits on her bed and
stares at the wall. She checks her
t phene Hon sany meGsages] but
call ed, theraiaseenong. d hereislaocraék tin
fare. 6 Duletcellnphosenand assmall blaod
u pmearted astam ondmmeafythe keys. She goes
0 No w toé¢he bedrdoin midoo and looks

her t o

Dustin says as she pockets the
money again.

The bus is coming, the two of
them make a dash for the bus
stop and catch it just in time to
board. Greta feels somewhat safer
now that they are in a warm lit
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at her teeth. She had been feeling
a sharpness against the side of
her tongue for a few days but
di dnot car e en
anything to take a look at it. Sure
enough, a tooth of hers had been
cracked from that night. The
sharp edge was digging into her
tongue and continued to do so

l i ke a constant remi
t hat wi || never h
thought. And just when she

started to feel her lowest, her
phone begins to ring. She looks to
see who is calling, it is her
married man. She quickly picks
up at the risk of seeming
desperate to hear from him,
because she is.

The married man tells Greta that
he would like to see her. That he
got her messageand would like
to come over and talk to her.

oug




0You want to come aWhimyh pdlacxe ?means t
That 6s. a surprinsoev.ionWje. 6usually
meet wup at that hotel . o
Greta sits up a |it
He tells her he will be over within house?d she says ex(|
the hour and has some news for
her. o0No. To a new state
he slips on his shoe
Once he arrives, he goes through go, | would like to take you out to
the motions of trying to seduce eat one last time. Show you a
her . I n Gretabs st greattime.t. hage algraagtime.®hi ng
she wants is to be pawed at and
plunged into. But, feeling his
gentle touch, his lips, and
reminding herself how much she
loves this man, she thought that =
maybe this time it would wash '
the stains of her trauma away for _?
good. Or at least as long as he ==
held her. But alas, eventually he %
is done, and dressing once again. St
OMaybe | can justgl_:;
him... then he will stay with me? i%
Maybe | just have to take what |
can get from him and everything =
will just . be ok?6 sh 2 Z
she watches him. 3
00Oh, | have to t el IAng you cas sement bffi im the
I got this really amazing job offer. morning. | have a flight in at 6am.
That is one of the reasons | had to My family is already there. |
see you. I needed stayed berend €d close en. the
He kisses Greta on the forehead. house and make sure everything
0That &6s awesome, 0 6r € ha orsdaeyrs. Tnteat 0 s
and smiles, for the first time in so long to get back to you. | had a
days. shit load of stuff to do for this
move and | was up t¢
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Suddenly Greta felt like her who is available? | am NOT

insides were falling out to the available . You knew that.
ground. O0What ? Yo ugdes ¢o.stroke hev dairtand.feels
wait...6 she standtsshespgasld othoptshe back
him from moving around so happened to your. . .(
mu c h . oYou came here to fuck
me... and then tell me you are Greta pushes his hand away,
moving... and that you are 0GET ouT, 6 she says
leaving in the morning... and flinching and with tears welling
t hat 6s it? | tds oweintkreyenod bye?6
Gretads anger starts to bubble up.

OHey. .. donot be 1|ilke

married man says feeling bad for
upsetting her.

OGET THE FUCK OUT! ¢ (
pushes him.

The married man looks at her like

he doesnd6t know this p
She pushes him so hard this time
that she inadvertently falls on her
knees and cries.
The married man can now see the
damage he has caused to her and
doesndt want to | eave
oWel |, not . .. g 0 o dthiyy eHe gae tbboprefort. her,
not forever. | mean, | might be giving her a hug.
back on occasion to visit. The
married man looks Greta in the At first she gives in and cries on
eyes, ol donodt s e ehis shoulaer, but then is lguickly
deal is? | mean, you knew this brought back t o r eal
coul dnodt | ast for dVWeénv? SHe mpaasmes his| he
di dnot I even tellandost dmads up.meoThipnk
that you need to find someone like... you wanna be the good
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guy? You wanna tell yourself you
are doing the right thing? BULL -
SHIT. Go... catch that plane. Go
home to your family and a wife
that you LIE AND CHEAT ON
and tell your sel
guyo al l you wa
you to remember ONE thing. Just
ONE thing from this moment on.
You may have pushed me out
and turned your back on me, and
you may think that in time | will
get over it and be alright. Well,
you are WRONG. YOU JUST
KI LLED ME. ¢
married man out the door
slamming it shut and locking it.

Outside the door, the married
man is tempted to try and go
back. To fix things. But, he
doesndt . He
nothing to be done but let time

take its toll and stay away from

her. For good. So he leaves. He
goes to catch his plane, and he
never looks back.

I nside the door
Greta is falling to pieces. She is
shaking and crying. She beats on
the door with her fists. When that

i snodt enough
horrifyingly painful scream not
caring who hears or what
happens because of it. In tears
and anger she makes her way to

f
nt

Gr et a

of

s he
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the kitchen, her face red from
crying and from rage. Pulls a
knife from a kitchen drawer, and

stabs into her heart in one thrust.
Falling to the kitchen floor, she
realizes \@hatesheahasojustodore.

.Bloo® siatrts tolcomeviug ot of her

mouth. Shock fills her eyes. She
squirms about on the ground
trying to mak e her way to the
phone. S hreach @.aShé
candt breathe.
bleeding to death, helpless and
alone. The last thing that went
thwowgh hhersmind tvas that no
one was coming for her. No one
was going to help.

She

Dustin awakes in that moment.

When Greta is laying on the floor

deci dsrgggling hfar r ae lasti Hreath,

Dustin gets a terrifying feeling
over her. So strong a feeling that
she feels the need to call Greta,
right away. She picks up her
phone and calls but no one
answers. Dustin was never the
typ6 toebeliavé $n pleraanisons,
but she just knew that something
was just... not right. And even if it
was nothing but some strange
miscemie@mts paar anoi a,
going to take any chances. She
throws on her clothing and calls a
cab.




Once in the cab she directs the the floor of the porch with her
cabbie to Gr et ads heddaaneher loAdied thandst

as you can go, p | eshuttiey. O outS h the wwald.

S0 caught up in this Everything was going in slow

overwhelming fear that motion and she could not make
something bad was happening to out what anyone was asking or
Gr et a, she di dn ot sayilmgsr ® rher. fThei sirem Hights
when she realized she had just going around and around like a
said, opleased to camumse, oswashingolikeua lbud
it.d6 She thought anoide inshbrreargyag thel redilights
off. pass over her face.

The door to Gr et s
locked. Dustin makes her way to

a window and looks inside. In the

living room she sees nothing. No

one. She goes around to he
bedroom window. Same thing.
Once at the kitchen window she

sees the blood on the floor.
OFuck, 6 Dustin say
smashes in the window. Ignoring

the glass going into her hands,

she climbs into the kitchen
window and starts calling out for

Greta. Finally, she finds her lying

in a pool of blood on the floor.
She isndt breathin
a little and tries to lift Greta up

only to slip in the blood and fall
herself. Dustin grabs the phone

and calls 911. But it was too late. ignoring the crazy suicide scene
Greta, is dead. behind her.

Dustin stands up, and begins to
walk home, covered in blood,

When the paramedics arrived
they asked a bunch of questions.
But all Dustin could do was sit on

At home, Dustin sits under the
shower head with all her clothing
on. The blood running down the
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drain in a pretty stream over the
white tile. And through the

sounds of the water over her ears
she hears a muddled voice fading
in like it was coming over air
waves,
covers her ears and tries to ignore
it Shut up, 6
She opens her eyes under the
water coming down and sees a
blurred vision. Itd s
standing outside the shower, and

s he

she says OYouodre

|l Om here. 6

Dustin sits back and stares at this
vision of Greta, not knowing if

o0cr aaaac ki sheis¢psing hed mind 8rhifeshe is

really there.

says to herself.
Greta joins her in the shower and
does not leave.The two sit next to

Gr et ane another in silence, watching
the blood stream down the drain.
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THE TODDLER GANG

By John Barrymore

Little Ricky walked in, opened
his knapsack and pulled out an
Ingram Mac 10 machine pistol.
He took out the surveillance

through the Midwest after doing
a three year stint at Ossining, and
had picked up a part time job
driving the bus for their school.

cameras with two short bursts as Theydd heard of my
Eric got the drop on the guard. one of the five best wheel men in

He screamed, 0 Al r i theh countryt dmd efferedsme aa
robbery! é fr om un dpgece oftheieactibn. Théy needed

his John Deere baseball cap: someone old enough
OEverybody f r eez el diivenlon bank leist& befare, but
moment for the employees and never with a gang this crazy. You
patrons of the Calkwewl|l hédwr imer bs; wh e
Bank to accept the fact that they you have no concept of your own

were being taken off by a gang of mortality . At any rate, | was in
kindergarteners. over my head.

Julie wal ked up t o Thefle ewemeanlg Hhaee tpdlise
window. At almost six years of units on duty that day in

age, she was by far the tallest; just Caldwell County, Kansas, and

able to reach the window. She we dd set o tdelay a

threw the bag up at the teller and
sai d,itup. Fry anything and
my partner will blow your head
of f. 6 John Jr.
around behind the tellers. He was
wearing one of those Donald
Duck hat s that
Quacko6 when you s
bill. I was outside in the Trans-

Am monitoring th e scanner.

had

| 6d been wi t h t he

about a month. | was drifting
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firebomb sixteen miles away in
Drury to keep them busy. Little
Eric had set the charge; he loved
toplayrwktre explobivies Allwefahe
radio traffic on the scanner was
concerned with the fire in the

g grais elevat@,uaadcall units had

beaere dispached koeDrury. The
kids came running out of the
bank. | opened the door of the car
and sai d,
wleddraelt ega Gmlinagn e

peeled out of there, hit highway

OHurry t

t o

l e
c at




forty doing a hundred and ten,
and made the two miles to
Caldwell Airpark in eighty -two

seconds. | pulled the stolen
Trans-Am up right next to the
Cessna, threw the kids, the

scanner and the cash inb the
plane and ran around to the other
door. | hopped in, hit the starter,
taxied John Barrymore 1992ut
and took off. Caldwell Airpark
was a small, uncontrolled
runway in the middle of
Bumfuck, Nowhere and there
was never anybody around on
weekdays.

We were in the air about forty -
five minutes when John Jr.
wanted to fly. He was the brains
of the gang, and had planned the
whole robbery and escape. At
four and a half he was a criminal

back at hi m.
to a four year old, even one with

a machine pistol
youdr e good at
fucking scanner!
of the robbery was all over the
radi o, but they
car yet or figured out we were in
the air.

In two hours we were in
Oklahoma. | landed the Cessha
and we all piled into the school
bus.

The kids split up the take from
the bank while | drove. These
kids were a pain in the ass in a lot
of ways, but at least they never
shorted me on my end. The
innocence  of  youth. Julie
squealed like a little pig; she
loved money. | dropped them off

geni us, but h e wa santhdir hdudey dana lyy orte.hJehn
fucking pl ane. 0Jésls. Pwacskitrhgeg | a
Christ! 6 [ screamed at hi m, Ol O m

t he fucking wheel OW&ob@&téemotool
even big enough to reach the Buzz. 6 he said t
fucking pedal s! o up. He threw the Mac 10 and the

duck hat under

OLet me steer, t hethe theaes ad keep raeldw
back. He still had the Ingram profile. Later. o
clutched menacingly in his tiny innocent little boy face and

little hands.

steer
Assho | e! 6 |

oYou
pedals,

wi t h

jumped out. He ran, smiling, up

the drive to his mommy, his little

fuihcle boxfstuféed with dpundred
S c rdellar bilés.d
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EIGHT MILE PART V
POLE CAT + PIT KILL

By Gene Gregorits

I was with Pablo, ex-Special Ops,

UsSMC, at Kittyods o dissdive argy npersonah fondness
Avenue. becausehe was in those moments
a boorish blowhard drunk, a
The snakepit. Blood stains. The | arge one you di d
shithole. Packaged goods. Ex interrupt or contradict and
cops and Excons, all in a row. certainly never hus
conversational death grip, one
At 6060806 and Pafod p ondenstbed, that this man,
surely felt cramped in there. grandstanding oafishly, did not
Kittyods, on an a v eancem e hinesglfe nwvithn gypur
could appear almost comfort or lack thereof. One
impenetrable. It was a decaying suspected that the more visible to
hole-in-the-wall bar frequented him your twitches and squirms,
only by hard -living middle aged the greater his determination to
black men and their women, a i mpress and to educ
bar which required strange understand the Marine Corps
variations on the typical hairpin experience. His passion was as
turn or tiptoe slide, between a cl ose as | 6d ever
regular patron and the take out wanted to be close, but as he
cooler, with new patrons shifted his weight from one leg to
arriving, blocking the checkout another, clarifying one acronym
counter as youoOr e mraslanggen afterganoyher,uand
way through the crowd of old all those Marine thug platitudes,
friends now steeped in the my predominant ills drifted from
solving of logistical irreg ularities, me, along with my vagrant
and party negot i aotfiroenesdéotnhée, r ei n al | [
was always a far more ambitious basemert dweller fictitiousness.
engagement in the works | 6d | ost my own w
somewhere else. Pablo drank shared his by force.

Budweiser and barked didactic
Marine Corps rebop, at tiresome

lengths that would temporarily
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Pabl o: owhy ¢ tha b eld h&und? Thathmy Froggy, and
mands dog? What t hwe dolack a way. UWpoon ten

t o you? That 6s soyearesv,i Imushi th,e. And |
brother. o6 the love lost over no nasty cat,

how you be sayind but you say
ol tol d you. -fadedi s hleimportdnteto yeucaad| can get
hippie cunt, it was her dog did with that. And you gettind
the actua killing. Thepuakedt hee e, l ook I]ik
dogs, altogether . tTehlel meaare,. bbeds wayéyou
the other neighbor, alright? His a dogébest wireeze, b e ant
dogs tore around the place that show up in the blood as
unchained for months before this Parvo. o
happened. His girlfriend, sheds a
lawyer, and came to the aid of the oWhatos Parvo?b6
hi ppie cunt in court, after shedd
made claims that my animal was 0Dog disease. ®@ome |ki
rabid, which meant | had to cause it. Parvo. o6
provide a tissue sample, which
meant | had to go back out to this oWel |, Il &m not too Wwo
fucking field and dig him - covering my tracks.
waiteéitds just a liogmorsamtr,y.buwtutt hhleydr e

candt have any fuckusg wWwagnhithlgeisnhit o
this life until those dogs are

dead. o OANftieeze, Gene. Put i
some beef chuck, burger meat,

ol d6m wi th y a; it dswhabhewterrespadtd, it i s

alright? | feel t Matn.0 neSayio 6 when §os killt w o

dogs. 6 them dogs and you feelind
shameful . And mands| g:¢

0Thereds three back tome m,a, you kil h

altogether. | 8d never be able to go

t hrough wi t h it il feft Pablb there atshe ®dr, and

necessary. | 6@ not made emy | waye r across
Greenmount to buy a case of

0Yeah, I know vy o uMillexiH Life, anB wtjug of

still éyou be seei nanti-frmeze.out front

there in the morning with that
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Back at home, |found a crudely
scrawled not e:
OuT JAN 1.6 I
downstairs, and the anti-freeze,
sat down on the bed with Sam
and thought about the dogs. |
thought about Harrisburg and
the moving arrangements. My
brother, the rugby champion, had
secured an apartment for me. My
father was footing the first, last,
and security deposit. My favorite
bartender was offering to drive
the truck for me. And then there
was lzabela. As all of normal
society encroached then wupon
Christmas, in those final days of
2008, | continued hung and
hooked like wet laundry, in my
effortless drift towards lzabela, or
rather hanging there in my
slothful gazing out at this drift as
it occurred, morbidly diverted,
half-narcotized, trapped in this
gaze which was perhaps not 0
unbreakable or even effortless,
but with some premeditation, a
passively cruel inaction on my
part, opportunistic, at the very
worst predatory. But as | say, |
was not, could not be, entirely
certain of my motives or of the
nature of my decision making, or
of my own heart, as lzabela
enjoyed doing all of the work:
showing me around in the bars,
buying and preparing meals,

openly demanding to be

0 G E MantonlyYs@ddmizedR Eleft welts

t o oakd bmises lmoe ther chubby
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frame from neck to ankle, unable
to consider it rape, as | had the
first night on Thames Street, but
on a base, reptlian level
comforted by the release of
violence so richly exacerbated by
Sarah Tilapia, the dogs, and the
dog owners. Anything short of
striking Izabela directly with a
closed fist seemed to excite her
sexually. She revelled in the
public flaunting of our cartoonish
affair; | would find myself in her
car pondering it all, and as winter
light sparkled through her afro (a
massive, unclean, coarse and
frazzled garden of auburn
Eastern European hair, like so
much chaparral), so too would
shine inside me the notion of the
two of us, as a legitimate and
respectable young couple (if
necessarily outside of Baltimore,
where her jealous exsuitors and
my illegitimate offspring were

omnipresent). | would insist
upon the inherent superficial
benefits of constant physical

attention from a frisky young girl
provided that | could assume of
myself a certain responsible
distance, and never come to seek
or desire the worshipful kind of
love (for me, the only love




acceptable t o
which she could not genuinely

me

manslane Simytsong ayrative or
strenuously affectionate

inspire nor I (as my recent past interrogation of my
so gruesomely demonstrated) events (which | would always
sustain. If so enabled and so fabricate, very much in vain). Her
inclined, with a compromised individual &8s hel pl e
love by no means beautiful, but of mucous-rich flailing and
not unpleasant, maybe | could lashing about in retail stores did
return to the business of writing, not embarrass lzabela in the
and of existing in the world as a slightest. Quite the contrary, she
complete being, moving about would become euphoric, barely
with purpose and awareness, able to contain her joy at the
making a last-ditch bid on health manos i nvoluntary
and on humanity. immolation. Her voice on the

phone was an unwaveringly
Izabela busied herself with petulant and  self-conscious
school, where she attended expression of a supreme self
Opoetry wor ks hops ¢ fulfdimedt whicb wak in fact a lie,
psychology class. For some time, generated and driven by an
shedd been empl oy eidestimable and salbtoo-palpable
worker, assisting autistic, viciousness which a discerning
retarded, or otherwise and reasonably cognizant lover
disadvantaged persons with the could experience only as
carrying out of their daily chores. something potentially Satanic.
Izabela would call me on her
cellphone during these | zabel atal awuality af
excursions, from a shopping insidious insincerity, and when
center, or grocery store. Her she called me during an errand
oOindividual 6 (t hi swithwaas intivideal ¢each yof
acceptable term for them) would whom shedd best owed
sometimes be audible in the overtly disparaging moniker:
background, gibbering excitedly, of arter o, odi aper f
a disruptive shriek of some boyo, and S0 on
unknowable  ecstasy  would juxtaposition of her unnaturally
explode from the lungs of the exuberant social performance
subnormal man, thus with the individual

interrupting
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fascination, as a writer (for
material), as a student of human
folly (for cheap thrills), or as a
helpless victim (for signposts, as
would be given over the phone to
a potential rescuer). | was never
able to pry from my impotent
pontificating a sort of irony, or
perspective, or any sense at all,
other than the general feeling
which beset me with a bit more
force every day, that | was
entirely doomed as a man. | had
lost sight or comprehension of
meaning in all things | observed
directly, which | sought out or
was accidentally grazed by, and
all things | dreamed in my fitful
trances and slumbers.

0 HI -leaeg! Oh my god, Farter
just cleared out the checkout line

at Sdeway! You should see the

l ooks | 6m getting
fucking retard! Oh my god, Gene,
i tos horri Hlee!,
getting all of my Christmas
shopping done today with Farter!
Please, | want you to come with

me tomorrow for Christmas
Evel o6

OWi tylbur family?
know, Bel a. 6

0 Oh pl e e e e-becaeceee!
Theyodl |
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O hcellar. |

you! No, you have to wait until
Il dm of f t he
what we just talked about at
Burger King? Farter is fucking
with my i Pod,

on his fingers. Oh BAY-B E E !
coming over after work! | want
you to fuck me in my tight little
asshole, fuck it really rough and

phone!

and h

Il & m

make me come that wa
0Canbot you get i n
talking like that in front of Fart -, |

me an, your i ndi vi dua
OAnt hony, do you wa
fuck my asshol e?bd
OFuck fuck fuck, 6 sa3
0Sebesaid | zabel a.

| di dnodt see at al |,

dné sighads affectinfately, hthers
said goodbye and hung up. |

O 6 bagaraty dismantle what was left

of my basement room setup and
carry the file cabinets full of my
writing, published and
unpublished both, all of it, up the
withered pine staircase and out of
the crude stone and cinderblock
Saimo neS8caped  deftly
between my feet as | grappled
with a five foot, 200 pound me tal

bbahemoth fit only for a scrap
I uhhhhh h lydndhdorhelwletrev By the time |

Ly !

L7
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noticed the massive bobcat in a obsidian, barely seeing at all.

blur of his ultra -fine, long yellow Gore spattered, and surrounded
hair, hedd zer oed byrenoagh lodsé furote Istaff a
my spun-o u t housemat e parka, madl neaybe a few teddy
tabby. bears, Sam retreated from the
spent and bloodied tabby only
The beast had been slightly with a hard kick from one of my
neglected by everyone, | believed, size 13 motorcycle boots.
and he was as a result markedly
withdrawn and timid in nature, oYOU. Littl e. Mot hern .
so it must have been a peak
negative experience for the Before the scene was finally over,
diminutive fellow when Sam | too would be lacerated from
took him like a snow plow at top fingertip to wrist, and | would
speed, and set upon him with have him beside me on my
such terrific violence that my mattress there in that dank cellar,
heart skipped a beat, realizing our heads together, staring each
then that each of S a mdaws other down, me fairly awestruck,
were the size of Ably yhe iolangesl street ardelty
and t hat Samods aandmlencewehichemolded Sam,
throttling the s mahlslfearcand Gis hate.olt was,
raising the entir edawningpdn mé bigcenwed atyles
small frame up and into the front that | would have to learn to be
door with a hateful and sickening patient with Sam, and that | must
point-of-i mpact 0 WHUMP 6 do exemything in my power to
| heard the air explode from his love this great and terrible
l ungs. By this ti nspecimed avmod gitiedcwlitragnesat
and teeth were deeply sadness and multiple sicknesses
entrenched in cat-hide, and the that were bigger than the sum of
majesty of him, all three feet of me and all 1 knew, bigger than
top predator demon-fire (with any conventional reasoning...for
another foot of epically plumed all 1 could see, as big as thestory
tail) worked away, his eyes of any of us. | held him close, and
having flushed in an instant from he let me. We slept.

sick-piss yellow to a hard
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THESE THINGS ONLY DOGS HEAR

By Craig Woods

Image © GUTTERSAINT

Rain whipped the alleys blackly
as September ravens. Across
town, the empty warehouses
began to wonder what time had
mistaken for a complex pillow. A
tempestuous cosmos quivered at
the edge of its own destruction.

It went like this:

Emerging with feline grace from
manholes and drainage wells,
eyes shimmering with blue flame,
tattered remains of blue school
blazers matted around thin
nubile torsos, the children stalked
the municipal shadows. Pressing
their lean bodies to the walls of
sleeping tenements and shuttered
shopping outlets, they passed
swiftly and undetected through
the soft belly of the adult world
which lay spread out before them
in oblivious repose. Though they
ventured through  graffitied
subways and neglected
underpasses n single file, their
sequence was random and
subject to no hierarchy nor
enforced discipline. A new logic
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of survival had pursued them

from illicit dormitory couplings

towards the devastation of the
school they had left burning far
behind them and onward

through immeasurable miles of
animal dreams. Sleekly their feet
prowled across cracked paving,
uncaring for the doomed backs of
mothers whose influence they
had shed like a dead skin. A
galaxy of insurgent stars
glimmered on the edges of pocket
knives and in the candid angles
of clenched young teeth. Savage
sugar-scented breaths bloomed
like radioactive fallout in the

urban night. The Muskrats are a
storm raging itself into existence.

Insomnia came to demolish the
streets. Something like it lay in
waitfor t hem ¢é

ol donot wal kéo
Skullfuck muttered from behind
wet forelocks plastered to his
face.

wal k t

ol donot

a

he

b o

va l




the androgynous skelf who called
himself Ennui.

Pink Pussy chimed her
insolent estuary drawl
punctuated by the incessant wet
click of her jaw as it worked a
wad of cheap gum to a flaccid
pul p: ol donot

no wicked cl ock.

in,

Other young voices joined the
refrain, each equally hushed,
equally forthright;

wa
0

faced girl by the name of
Cuntweasel, emitted a vermin
hiss. She brought the procession
to a halt with one raised finger,

her silence heavy as daylights
before them. A chill could make

out the ghostly shapes of
memory. Her static marble eyes
went orh and newvel rkn dfy.oShe
addressed them to freeze in that
instant and to focus on the
shadow motion. Blood turned

their attention to time from the

buildings. Silence followed.

ol donot talkebd OWhatds the beef, Cun
asked the boy named Bad Apple
0l dondt tal k t he theolgk éadsinus clogged with
phl egm, O0We got the]|t]i
ol dondt tal k t hewhbalPk for n o
ticking tock. 6
O0Maybes. Or i f not t h
Acid light of storefronts saturated some fun for nowt. ¢
the tarmac before them as the
alley spilled into an anonymous Bad Apple hawked noisily and
parking area: empty cafes, spat a clod of green mucus on to
grocers and off-licences flickering the tarmac which glimmered
with an insect buzz. At the far l umi nously in the gl o
corner by a low redbrick wall, a bulldog it. Charge it good. No
solitary vehicle was parked: a chances that way. 6
vintage black GT hatchback,
impenetrable shadow claiming 0OThatds yr answer t|o
the darkened interior. (The eh?¢6
shadow was no tragedy but had
been waiting for them to notice Pink Pussy popped a red bubble.
it.) The child in front, a thirteen 0Say we sneak wup alll
year old raven-haired pimple- get ourselves round it. We
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pounce unexpected a©d, galmedsana wax c |
bogey. ¢ sometimes masturbate big words

into my sentences,
0Speakind of bogi eaédvaasd hApploem what t
deposited a second phlegm-load,
more copious and noisier than The sleeping city shuddered at
the first. the revolutionary violence of

their chuckling.
0Keep yr goo to yr fuckind selflo

Again, silence. A  hybrid
0That ds what yr mo telacticity s sparled Oits  way

through their huddled ranks,
OWeyrimawds got baws emzadidg theeyoung bones and

0

dads |l ovin it!o taut muscles of each child with
the unspoken coordinates of their
0Sit on i t ;thighgde ssuldirbiray agreed avenue.
chunky munter. 6 Stroking the shaft of her softball
bat as though stimulating an
00h, I d&dm a bit | i k a@arouseds phhllus, t Aink nPussy
trembled lasciviously as a breeze
0 On | it like me? Which bit? blew her high purple -tinted

Doye me an I-thighed s c apomytail into her face. One by one

but not chunky? Othey werd eyond lifedamd death.

scabbythighed and chunky but

just not as much as you? Either Time and space here had huge

way, ye just admi t eyeslwhicthhaddwedythe @hildzen a

scabbyt hi ghed c¢hunky withntingsten dnalevolence as
they skulked towards the inert

She brandished a switchblade: vehicle. Low in her throat,

0 Par k ymthaband ssvivel, Cuntweasel hummed the melody

sunshine. ¢ of an ol d j azz di
intercepted on some fugitive time

oYou wishl!é track, rubble and dust in the

tragic notes:
0Al ways ar med wi t h t he best
comebacks, eh? Yr a regular I &dm strollind
mastermind ye are. &now where |

ot M
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strollindgé
(Machinery  of night had
cherished her unwavering gaze.)

Instinctively and wordlessly, the

Muskrats divided their ranks in

two, flanking the vehicl e and
surrounding it in  seconds.
Blackness shunned their intrepid
scrutiny from behind anonymous

glass. Hybrid senses
foreign thoughts in the cold
metal. Eyes darted and lips
twitched silently as the children
communed in a dialect of nerves
and psychic stimuli. Finally,

Skullfuck raised his rusty wrench
and poised to strike at the
window of the passenger door.

The cityds i
the surface of ruffled backs at a
sudden onslaught of smiling:

do

ol woul dnot

kiddos ! 6

A man and woman flashing
insincere grins stood at the
opposite end of the parking area,

tasted

nnards

Agents wore dark trench coats,
each with one hand thrust
menacingly into a pocket.

The woman spoke in a voice like
mi |l dewed velvet:
you little ones to be out, hmm?
On a cold, dark night like this,

w e | largthingcould happen to a

child out here. b6
OWhere are the

male  companion  wondered
aloud, grey eyes reflecting a

vacant light from the window of

t he near by I
this kind of neglect right here in
our very own ci

pantomime of angui s h , 0i
a manods heart, i

towards Skullfuck, pinning him
i n an

agree, Tom. It causes one to

t h a tvondef, with sugheapaor star to ,

their young lives, what kind of
future lies in wait for poor wee
urchins such as
fell to the tattered and defaced
school emblem on the breast of

their towering forms casting the boyos bl azer
elongated shadows in the are they to hope to secure a
fluorescent glare, odious black decent educat:i
fingers spreading like oil across

the tarmac to ensnare the 00h yes, 0 t he
childrends Thetvwy fwithet . wide -eyed lunatic
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ent husi as m,

0 e d u c adide of her saftlsall b&t agginst the

Some good wholesome and palm of a gloved hand. Electricity
scrupulous schooling is what cracked like a whip across the
these |little ones Masdkr@t sdé s pisntkel

night beckoned them to violence.
Both Agents, in perfect

synchronicity, began to cross the
tarmac with purposeful steps,
their footfalls reporting with the

terminal clarity of a striking
clock.

0Somewhere t hey
positive tradit.i

Arriving to within three metres of

their quarry, the Agents came to
a halt. All the opaque air of this
scene jolted with no remorse at
the manos

oar attiesar nchi | dr en!
onal nwa Ingeestévihdresv hid g
hand from his pocket and the

0The i mportance o fsoulflightnfell uon a colll black
the cohesion of a decent object clicking and twitching with
societyébd crustacean malice between his

clenched finger s,
0The rule of | aw and aeppsiopnm!l &t e
respect for their bettersébod

Skullfuck raised the wrench in a

battle pose. Cuntweasel
unsheathed a brace of
switchblades from her frayed
leather belt. Bad Apple

unwrapped a length of bicycle
chain from his bony wrist and
begun whirling it around his
head in a helicopter motion.
There was a yawn of stretched
elastic as Ennui loaded and
primed his slingshot. Pink Pussy,
luminous gum bubbles swelling
and popping between her
chapped lips, tap-tap-tapped the

A tigress growl erupting from her
young throat, Cuntweasel lung ed
forward, switchblades glinting
thirstily. The others followed suit,
clubs and chains whooshing
through chastened space. His
grin contorting into a mask of
unbridled psychosis, the male
Agent squeezed on the black
shelled object. A small grey
projectile shot out with a wet
shap from its twitching
mandibles and caught
Cuntweasel square in the chest.
The girl went down with the
force of an anvil, bones cracking

146

executi onse

0

A

u

Be

Sc



hollowly upon the cold asphalt.

She curled into herself, a muted

hiss like air from a punctured

tyre escaping her lips. Ennui
dropped to her side, pulling her

torso towards the light to inspect

the wound. In the centre of the
girl 6s solar plexu
darkly from a small circular hole
and the projectile lodged there
quivered with repugnant | ife.
Ennui felt vomit rise in his gullet
as he watched the tiny parasite
which resembled an infant crab
burrow its way with cruel black
claws inside his
Cuntweasel began to convulse as
though in the throes of a seizure,
blood trickling from her nostrils,
her eyeballs rolling wildly. Cold
and acerbic was her breath as she
pushed him from her with one
ailing hand:

c

ONot makind it
over ¢é | fail it é
through our remembered
summer s in the
one f or addie meéa pslo
horse, a real big

el ectrict!o

Her body became a husk before
him, her skin turning grey and

cold and hard as a lobster shell.
No moon reflected in her eyes
when they went out. Ennui could
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struggle no image free from the
hazards of desire. The Muskrats
huddled round, their animal

hearts cast momentarily adrift
from psychic shores.

The female Agent raised her own
Bving wedpanonda steadfastakn. e d

O0As you can see, M
detention is a rather more serious

affairin ourcamp us . 6

OWe do so hate to s
young minds go to

male companion reiterated in a
bponmadbbanlkbody. sl at e
have bad applespoiling the batch

now, can we?b6

Bad Apple glared at the man, his
livid young eyes spitting hate,
and intensified his grip on the
bicycle chain until its harsh
contours vexed the skin of his

| © nmpalmsoairtto reél wedtsa No¢ one of

thd dhirerd mowey. Nona speke
a word. Even now at the looming

s t apbobkpecs of defeat) ther imstinctual

symbiosis and solidarity which
hadu propelledd and i sdstained t
them on their evolutionary
odyssey would not falter. While

the spectres of fear and loss
nagged at their mutant
adolescent hearts, these

outmoded sensations were dl but
overridden by the compulsion to

ny
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progress on their journey by any timei t sel f . O
means necessary. In the face of
those who would obstruct that OWe have only your
process, a desire to kill and at heart, kids. Let us take the
destroy flared with cosmic fire in weight of the universe from your
t he chil dremaotidnsl pbobstail little should
spines.

OAfter al |, what C
Reading the defiance in their have? Running the streets like
silence, the woman continued: filthy ani mal s?§6¢
oPerhaps we ar e not maki ng
ourselves clear enough, my dears. 0 Rang |in shit, licking each
Ours is a very exclusive otherdés arsehol es f
establishment. We take great to chew on?5¢6
pride in the quality of the young
minds we produce and, as such, 0OAnd sl obbering on
make it our business to whittle little cunts and cocks for tickles
the student body down to its and giggles?546
optimum essence. We <candt have
any stragglers or o&daoad whiaghwoh®m doé
afraid. Only team players need
board this ship.6 O0Where is the digni
0 Make n o mi stake, 0T htante wonadt do at a
interjected, oour standards ar e
high  and our conventions 0 Wher e huanen itthye? 0
stringent. Those who don 6t mak e
the gradeé those wh&Goddn &t desevedn ke you
try, 6 hi s features ffalmexéea@dséongygeu wer e
mor e i nto a ma d m abettersthings.nAadehere is where
oshall have t hei ryotuuietairoan i ta.nd
board summarily severed. 6

ORight hereéo
ol todos a har sh wor |l d, my dear s.
With  time, youdl | com®i t hous. 6
understand and appreciate this.
Just as yau 6 | | come to aOpMer ewa ualtden 0t want
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expelyou alln o wé 0

Silence.

Feral electricity swelled in the
young muscles. A chill breeze
whispered a mantra of
attrition. Violent inertia nurtured
the empty streets. Network of
veins told them in any case.

The Agents shared a glance and
the air putrefied between them.
Snapping her head back to face
the children, the woman sighed
and reaffirmed her grip on the
odious black organism.

0Cl ass di
Her trigger finger was pinned in
the nightods <cl a
hit. Storm of light and sound
exploding abruptly around them
as the sleeping car sprang to feral
life - radioactive beams blasting
the  tarmac, malign  stars
scurrying to their panicked
cosmic  cubby-holes at the
engineds howl

to work with scream machines
but it did no good. Riptide of
glass and steel accelerating the
dreams of children already
wakened. Shadow nerves caught
their own breath in the
discordant anthem  Dblistering

smi ssed! 6

w

through the cards
/I children stay in line / defy the

Earth ce soir / children stay in
l'ine [/ defy t he
children stay in line / defy the
Earth ce soir / children stay in
l'ine [/ defy the
DEFY! / DEFY!/ DEFY! / DEFY!

1

E a

E a

With  intuitive  grace  and
swiftness, t he

parted in two as the car
thundered in brutal reverse from
its resting place. Agents caught
there in executioner headlights.
Truncated yell floundering
against  blind windowpanes.
Banner of a sublime terror rising
like gunfire from ruined streets.
bThi§ desotate iarid looety uplade
ripped open by war to a new
vision of itself. Cracking of bones
like wet twigs as the male Agent
fell under the

Putrid piss of panic pooling at the
womanos stunned
Remorse coul dnot

Mu s

tu

T h e onhA gohildrens caw e et final.
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Fervent young voices in

hormonal unison:

ol donot wal k t he

wickedcl oc k! 6

ol donot t al t he

ai
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ticking tock! 6

/I children stay in line / defy the
Earth ce soir / children stay in
l'ine [/ defy t he
children stay in line / defy the
Earth ce soir / children stay in
l'ine [/ defy the
DEFY! / DEFY!/ DEFY! / DEFY!

1

Fleet as a wildcat, Pink Pussy
leapt at the woman Agent.

0 S wi-battp-batta-s wi ng! 6

Her kneecaps smashed to pulp
under the force of the softball bat,
the womanés f ace
silent scream, the agony too vast
to be voiced. Bitch dropped
prompter than the ponciest punk
in the prison yard.

00Ooh that
mornind ! 6

one

OYou got nothind
five fat tickets to the subs bench,
l ady! o6

oOWe want a
itcher! 6

Predatory blood throbbing in
adolescent veins, the Muskrats
closed in on the broken adults in

gonn

piteher

a vulturous huddle. Columns of
time and space flaked to powder
at their copper tempest. Vile old
orders had wounded everything

Eiasida théms andc riow evengéful
acrid shadows had come to feed
on the shreds. A black raindrop

E &lt as la prism t@ thergeometry of
their agelessness. They felt the
rented rooms of the universe
tremble as the car doors swung
open, accosting the streets with
an avalanche of clamour:

/I oh we have the Juice of Youth

/ oh we have the Juice of Youth /

yr chewing on

you [/ I 61 1 t ake
s takeetyde d downo /a |

down / SIX / FEET / UNDER!

I

A diminutive young woman
emerged from the passenger side,
irbugent isilweg skiesnrefléctedein
the wide eyes glowing beneath
her  peroxide  fringe. Her
i rompamiant a tglll gangly man int
his early thirties, slammed the
driverds door behi
effete thrust of one bare bony arm
whichngoivered likebaephlé blue -
veined eel in the night breeze.
Their approach chilled phantom
memories into savage doorways.
The strangers stood on the edge
of carnage, conradely esteem in
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their animated gaze. Pink Pussy
popped a purple bubble and
forced the tip of the bat into the
mouth of the crippled male

Agent whose ruined body /I oh we have the Juice of Youth

remained pinioned beneath the / oh we have the Juice of Youth /

car 0s wei ght . Rempr sehetwimmeaon yr tesé¢

blindly from the whimpers of you [/ I 61 1 take vyo

protest i n t he manodsakkkaryedw d o wenyou/ | ©

conscious throat. Following his down / SIX / FEET / UNDER!

comradeds exampl e,/ Bad Appl e

brought one sneakered foot down

on the female AgenThed sengines a afi thg Earth

mouth, fixing her head in place sputtered vapour of dream aeons

upon the tarmac with ruthless and the children wrestled on its

force. stricken sides. Time had come
between a sob to dark mutinous

In a voice like frozen battery acid, waves as Pink Pussy hoisted the

the  peroxide-haired woman bat above her ponytail whipping

introduced her s el Yialet slipgtreams inaother winds.

Ampersand Youth. Sonic

Sculptress and Time Traveller. | / SIX!/

am not Either. | am not Or. | am

not Neither. | am not Nor. | am The bat blasted open a wormhole

onl vy AND, ¢ a vul @a$ it emaskethidéwa upon the

crossed her thin dray el iApgseent@€anskul |,

you see me, kids? You got ®me matter slopping like putrid fish

trouble left over for a trouble girl eggs on to the cold ground. The

to troubl e her sel f black prbjeetibe-shooting creature
crawled spider-like from the

oPanda Pi ©6s this deade mamdds hand

handl e, 0 t he g a w k yclacketg-dlick-dlick-zlacking

forward in a hammy stage bow, under the car for refuge.

oand wedre al/l over this party if it

tickles yer tinkl| eg3FE&T!/

Their giggles falling westward in Ampersand dropped to her

theni ght 6s i nsurgent
children blew impish kisses at the
weeping faces of lonely stars.
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knees, fearless eyes blazing with
unknown furies, and slid one arm
beneath the vehicle. She pulled

out the miserable creature now
emitting a high -pitched squeal of
alarm in its capto
flexing hideously, the claws
shapping at empty air. Her
young face contorting in a bestial
snar | , Amper sand
limbs mercilessly from its body

and tossed the amputated
members across the car park
where they dissolved into
mineral dust. The second creature

me t its end wunder
heel while Ampersand threw the
limbless trunk of the first against

the window of the empty
laundrette where the impact
generated a web pattern in the
fractured glass. Flakes silver and
dar k fell
panicked wound.

t

/ UNDER! /

Crouched by
like husk, Ennui delicately
removed the switchblades from
the dead hands of his fallen
comrade, carefu not to make
contact with the ruined skin for
fear he too would contract the
crustacean curse. Towering over
the dying woman Agent, the
boyods f ace-Oglthnteme d
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bright, his crooked teeth bared in
mischievous glee.

oWhat is it yr good
eye for an eye and 4
rés grip, the | egs

[ SIX!/

He slid the blades in through her
eye socketh te thebhdta BVhilé the
spasms of death still rocked the
femal e Agent 6s

unzipped their flies and loosened

their skirts and took turns to

body,

urinate into her convulsing
mBuhn d ads boot
| FEET!/

In mutual silence, the children
bade farewell to their fallen sister.
The stars had wept themselves

obl i qu edryby thedime Panda eelrisved

the jerry cans from the car.
Through the cathartic prism of
mutation, the Muskrats wa tched
as Panda and Ampersand soaked

Cunt we thes orpséssin petiole Amipersand

struck a match and it seemed to
the children that a new sun
blazed upon her fingertips,
illuminating previously unseen
dimensions of the city: towers of
bone giving way to parklands
and fertile lawns where the eyes
of past and future lovers
Jpaoatéd from iridescent stems

L |




and hung from moist branches,
immersing every contour of their
adolescent bodies in rays of
adoration.

/ UNDER! /
OSupernovaéeo
murmured absently and tossed
the match onto the sodden
carcasses.

As the blaze grew tamer, some of
the kids ventured into the nearby
shrubbery to gather sticks. From
a knapsack, Bad Apple pulled out
a party bag of marshmallows.

Pandads face
juvenile glee:
0Dude! -fMaa keiallods!

And it took you this long to crack
6em out ?! 6

A mplre a ciraular dormation, this gang

of vagabonds and mutineers,
adults and adolescents sat cross
legged and tightly huddled
around the gradually subsiding
flames, staring out at the spectral
horizon of a city whose dawns
and nightfalls could assert no
authority upon them.
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THE GRAPESHOT BUFFET

By Hank Kirton

ol do not have a
me. | have exterminated all. The
roads are sown with corpses. At
Savenay, brigands are arriving all
the time claiming to surrender, and
we are shooting them nestop
Mercy is not a revolutionary
senti ment. 6

--General Francois Joseph
Westermann to the Committee of
Public Safety, 1793

The sweet reek of death hung like
a shroud over the shaken, blood-
stained city. He would have meat
this night, at least.

Gaston Molyneux moved
through the pre-dawn streets of
Savenay, trying his best not to
look desperate; trying not to look
like a hunted man. Each time he
stepped past a tangled pyramid
of bodies or congealing puddle of
blood, his mouth watered and hi s
stomach screamed for sustenance.

Republican forces had been
battling peasant uprisings
throughout the Vendee, and

butchering, burning or burying
anything alive. Gaston found
villages razed, their crops,
orchards and even livestock
burned to unpalatable ash.
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pOnsaomer

come upon men unloading
bodies 6 mostly women and
children o from piled carts,
dumping them into pits of
smoldering bones. The smell of
the fresh, roasting flesh had
driven Gaston nearly mad with
hunger . But he
risk detection by trying to talk his
way into the pits or attempting to
steal a burning body. The men
went about their work with dark,
empty eyes, as if blind to the
horror in which they toiled.
Gaston had a feeld]
tried to approach the men or the

pits, his own precious flesh
would have ended up in the
crackling flames. Just andher
carcass among hundreds.

coul

Some of the doctors at the asylum
had called Gaston a scavenger, a
vulture, a ghoul. A monster.

He had tried his best to defy
these descriptions.

During his journey through the
Vendee, hedd seen
savagery and dreadfulness he
wondered how anyone could call

him a monster anymore. How

could anyone of balanced mind

think him worse than those who

otua srke prt &a cohf
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had raped and then slain the

young girls heod
naked from the trees? How could
anyone  think him more

monstrous than the cruel troops
hedd seen
helpless prisoners in the Loire
River, tying huge groups to
sinking barges and laughing
about ORepublican
even as the water filled the
struggling lungs of their victims?

How could anyone call him a
Omonsterdé ever

Gaston Mol yneuxds
surprised people. He did not
resemble the famous French
glutton whose gastronomic feats
had been breathlessly (and
exaggeratedly) reported in the
newspapers. Most  expeced
Gaston to be a slobbering, eight
hundred -pound beast, shoving
live, bleating lambs down his
cavernous gullet. They expected
an ogre.

Instead, Gaston was a pale, thin
man; shy, reserved, and polite.
The only noteworthy aspects of
his physiology wer e his large
mouth (crowded with two sets of

chipped, stained teeth), and the
long, loose pouch of rumpled
flesh that hung from his stomach,
which he kept looped around his

waist like a Turkish wrap.
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dr own i n gwasaremeagkscy withbut end.

a g a iflabergasted audiences.

But while Gaston may have been
m@esh in hweighg and gheight,
every molecule of his body
screamed with an insatiable, all-
consuming hunger. His hunger

Gone were the days of success

and f ame, when hed
Europe performing at fairs and
circusesp ¢afing hesmging baskes
of uncooked offal; swallowing
whol e apples until [

a bushel; dining on rocks and
frogs and crockery - all to rapt,

Ha o pl e abr eaennc eTihe IGileat d a
Glutton of Goatland(though if a
Goatl and exi sted,
visited there) and had performed

before royalty.
But nowhe was a monster?

Hedd escaped from
three days ago, and had been
subsisting on meager scraps
while he made the slow,
agonizing journey across the
barren countryside to Savenay.
His biggest meal had been a litter
of puppies heod
abandoned barn, left neglected by
their (dead or
downed them like bon -bons for
breakfast.

di s

fled

Since then hedd eat ¢

dry straw and insects.

he

C O



At | east unt il hexdcwation .r eaGhetdonods

Savenay. desperate eyes turned nervous
and he scanned the surroundings
He swallowed the mouthful of to make sure he was not being

bandages hedd b eeaobseneh ewi ng.
Hedd stol en them from a ma n

dying of gangrene, and had When he was sure he was alone,
promptly sucked them clean of he removed his knife from its
blood and pus. sheath and jumped into the
trench.
His guts trembled and roared,
merely angered by the fetid He scrambled over the bodies,
appetizer., He had to get sizing each one up like a greedy
something inside him or he gourmand at a buffet. He finally
feared his hunger would steal settled on a plump young woman
over his rational mind and force with a pale complexion, her body
him to perform some outrageous twisted into an awkward posture.
act that would draw attention He began to cut her clothes loose.
from the soldiers. Hedd made it
this far and had maintained His mouth watered as her flesh
contro. Hecoul dndt f ai | wea® wevealed, dropping small
mucus pools across her stomach,
Eventually he came upon the filing her navel with his
mass graves. green/yellow saliva.
On the outskirts of the city, three He was surprised (and
trenches had been cut into a shamefully delighted) to find that
scorched, muddy field and filled her body was still warm. These
with the dead. poor souls had only recently been

slaughtered.
Gaston walked along the edge of

a trench, his heart pounding fast, Her fat, buttery thighs held the
his empty belly threatening to most appeal for him. He decided
tear itself from his body and leap to save them for last and slid the
into the trench on its own; not knife into her abdomen.

having the patience to wait for
chewing and swallowing. She moaned and twitched and

Gaston repelled backward as if

The tangled bodies were caked suddenly burned, a terrified
with blood; clothes torn and squawk  rushing from his
perforated by grapeshot. A mass constricted throat.
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Still alive! She was still alive!

Gaston scrambled out of the
trench and began to run back
toward the city, a horrified guilt
consuming him.

His stomach stopped him.

His stomach turned him around
and led him back to the trench.

He looked down. The wound
hedd inflicted
was still bleeding. She did not
move. He waited.

When he was fairly certain she
was dead, he jumped back into
the trench. His knife was still
buried to the hilt in her side. With
cautious, trembling fingers he
pulled it free. She did not flinch.

Gaston began to drool once more
as he started to cut.

Dead. She was dead this time. Thank
God.

Gaston began to eat and his cruel
stomach finally calmed.

As he stripped her bones, he
loosened  his clothes and
unwrapped the loose flesh
around his abdomen, filling his
belly until it distended like an
inflating balloon.
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As his appetite became sated,
Gaston grew drowsy. The long
days of hardship finally came to
claim him and he fell into a
satisfied, comfortable doze.

When he awoke he found himself
watched by a pair of hellish,
yellow eyes.
OMonsieur, 6 he said
trying to collect his stomach and

get it back inside his now too-

u p oconfininghclbthesy o ma n

The man staring at him was
dressed in a uniform that
appeared to be rotting off his
skel et al body. Hedd
hairless, his face seared and
stripped of expression. He was

lipless, his blackened teeth
revealed in a terrible grimace. His

eyelids had burned away,

offering bulging, unblinking eyes.

He held a rifle in his right hand.

His left arm had been amputated

at the elbow.

ol Odm wounded, 6
was trying to get to town when |
coll apsed into

Gast
t his

The man just stared, at both
Gaston and the butchered corpse
beside him. Gaston looked from
the remains of his last meal to the
sol dier. o0l tds

The man just stared.

not \
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0She
You

dead!
under s

wa s
donodt

scarecrow.
The man just stared.
0Say somet hing! o
ol am wr et Suteydu, yger eamed at hi m. 0
must understand | am also stand there and accuse me!Do
cursed. Cursed with an appetite somethingKill me if you must but
that does nothing but beg and pl ease do something
scream like a spoiled child. You Gaston began to cry, sobbing.
donot know what i tThick rhéumk tears and snot ean |
you, it drives me madwhod his twisted fg
Monsieur... kill me. . 0
The man did not move.
Thick fog began to swirl around
OWhy dondt you s p e dhk 2oldidraaandehe yamished into
lost your tongue? Please, just the vaporous mist like the
move, then, if you cannot speak. remnants of a dream.
Make a gesture, nod your head if
you under st and w@aaton, still Isdblnng, covered his
saying!é face with his trembling hands
and collapsed back into the heap
The man did not move. of bodies.
ol didnot me an t AVherk thd rhen driged !tod burn
Gaston shrieked. Othe dead they dourtd Gastiore still
was dead! But | 8 m arpng. He dich oot dooke up! at
I not! Yes, | devoured her their approach.
corpse but her soul had flown on,
thatds the i mportamThitshi mmge d sWhmo't deq

she was had gone, leaving all this
meat behind. | was starving to
death! What was | supposed to

do? Let it go to

Al The ardiy cordirueddtd stare at
t a rGdstod, motionless, like a sodden

one man.

The other man fired his gun into
w&EGats ¢ D@mid s
he

OThere, o6 sai d.

to work. o6
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