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INTERESTING TIMES:
GROWING UP

By Andrew Maben

if not quite all, the volunteers for a group. | had taken French
the Digby were losers and lessons with him and vied for first
refugees like me, seeking any place in the class with a boy
escape, even should it prove to be named | rons. At
from frying pan to fi re. Which it was Irons who won the prize, but
wasnodt . Mr . Cur r yl gavethmea gooderam. | would
House-master was progressive, an have occasions to remember him
optimist who appeared to be later in my life. So | already had a

genuinely

concerned for our

t
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comparatively friendly
relationship with Mr. Curry.

At the first House meeting he told
us he meant to run the house

t he worl dos peopl e.
feared that my future lay in that
hell. Mr. Curry and | discussed
going through with my
Confirmation. After some

democratically. Later his catch moments going over Christian
phrase was othis igctriteOHE" askBd® Wi €1: felt
and you can do wh ateonlincd¥ddwithatlhis whksUnhat
he continued to be fair and | believed. | replied that
generous in his treatment of the everybody must believe in
boys. The first exercise in something. Which surely we

democracy turned out to be over
corporal punishment. He briefly
offered arguments for and
against, then put the question to a
vote by show of hands. More
surprising than that dispensing
with the cane carried was that
anyone at all chose to vote for
retention. 1 do not remember at
all, but | imagine the vote was
largely divided by age, older boys
feeling that having endured they
had earned the right to enjoy. Did
| feel at that moment that a prayer
had been answered?

| had been listening carefully, and
perhaps selectively, to the
readings from the Bible in chapel
and at Sunday services in the
Abbey. I was at
offering of kindness, gentle love,
which | began to believe might be
an achievable alternative to my
schoolboy agonies as well as what
| was increasingly aware of as the
hell that was life for so many of

must? And surely being kind to
each other is a worthwhile
occupation for our time and
energy? | believed so then, and
have clung, stubbornly,
desperately to that conviction. |
decided that | would make
kindness and honesty the
keystones of my character. As we
shall see, | have all too often failed
to attain even this simple
standard. Am | to be condemned
for that? A question | have often
asked is whether it is more
culpable to fail to be good than
simply to be bad. Or perhaps the
hypocrisy of making this choice in
the hopes of finding kindness or
even love in return is even worse?
Who knows? Certainly not I. One
tr aV\(/:ag[/ % Ioolg %t my Cife i$ s
alternating between attempting to
live up to this ideal, abandoning it
in self-disgust, and then
struggling to redeem myself by
trying to find my way back to it. |




became very fond of hymns
like Jerusalenand passages from
scripture, notably the Sermon on
the Mount. | began all too soon to
become aware of the qulf
separating this message of love
from other deeply held
convictions. Most insidious was
the conviction that England
owned the right to command the
world. Insidious and rather
obviously false, as the Empire

slipped away. The level of
hypocrisy required to profess
simultaneously a  belief in

brotherhood and the certitude of
the right to be master of other
men is beyond me. It became
fairly obvious that the church was

a gathering place for those
hypocrites. As | neither have the
desire t o be any
master, nor will | under any

circumstances concede another
the right to be my master, it was
not long before | became alienated
from the Church.

There was a young South African
physics teacher who announced
one morning that he had
something more important than
physics to talk about. Much more
important. He spent the lesson
describing, in tones of bitter
outrage and accompanied with
ghastly photographs, the
massacre at Sharpeville. | was

ot her

indignant, and ashamed of my
inherited part in this awful crime.

Mr . Curryods
encouragement  prompted an

interest in sports. | swam, dived,

sailed, even became a tolerable
rugby wing -forward, and

eventually became captain of the
House target shooting team.
Perhaps a description of my
sporting persona should begin

with shooting.

| had been given air rifle for a
birthday and was allowed to
shoot in the garden. Shooting at
bottles and tins and targets was
much less fun than shooting at
starlings. There were huge flocks
of these birds and they were
classified as _a pest. | cut rather
eingos,

bloodthirsty not%hes in the stock
to record the kills, when | added
crows they earned rather longer
notches. Dad also had a coupk of
.22 rifles, and used to take me out
of a summer evening looking for
pigeons visible from the road.
They were seldom close enough
to be an easy target and | only
killed one, a lucky shot through
the birdds eye.
that Sunday.

One morning a fat pigeon settled
in the lower branches of the beech
at the bottom of the garden. | ran

ent husji

had




to fetch a .22, loaded and took aim
through the window in my
parents?®o bedr oom.
bird flew away and | cleaned and
put back the gun. That evening |
was summoned to the living
room, where | was surprised to
find Dad in the company of the
village policeman. Had | fired a
gun this morning? | said | had
shot at a pigeon. Well, it seems a
farmer living almost a mile away
had been combing his hair in the
mirror when he dropped the
comb. He bent to pick it up, heard
a crack and stood to see the mirror
before his face cracked by a bullet.
The police were called. Lining up
the holes in mirror and window
pointed directly to Court Cottage.
Whether it was my luck, the
far mer 0 s, or bot h,
escaped an ugly fate. | was a little
shaken at the thought of having
come so close to kiling a man.
And | was lucky again that the
policeman chose to decide that as
he saw only stupidity rather than
malice, and no lasting harm had
been done, he would not arrest
me.

What finally cured me of the
desire to kill living creatures for
sport was an early autumn
morning hunting hares. The first
hare we put up | managed to Kill
cleanly with one shot. The second

was not so lucky. Evidently badly
hurt it still managed to run. | gave
chase,f ¢ursiegd as |IT $tumbled
through bracken and thorns. At
| ast the poor
out. It looked at me piteously as |
stood over it. | could think of no
reason at all why it would or
should forgi ve me for what | was
about to do. All I could think to
do was level the other barrel to its
head and fire. A twelve -gauge at
close range. There was a fine
spray of blood. Where the
creatureds head
flap of bloody skin from which
hung an ear, and a six inch crater
in the ground. My discomfort was
not too great to allow me to enjoy
the jugged hare mum served a
week later. The other | sold to the
villageebutchea. ¢ h had

So ended my hunting days, but |
was still a good shot and so

continued as | had begun,
shooting at targets, until | left
school.

| have no idea what possessed me
to take an interest in Rugger, up
to now | had shown even less
aptitude than enthusiasm for the
game. Perhaps a lingering desire
to find a way to make Dad proud?
I wonot Witbh aneaccquntu
of games played, making it to the
school semifinals and being

creat

had
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awarded my House Colors. looking down at me, the teacher
Frankly |1 8&dm even movaewab refereethg wah leneeling
youeée at my side, looking concerned.

But I canodt touch odm Yybe fseadl exltri gh
without recalling one gloriously

inglorious moment. One of our oHow the fuck do 'y
three-quarters had kicked ahead, feel? Someone just kicked a
almost to the opposition goal line. rugger ball in my f

| was in completely the wrong
place, which happened all too
often, offside by the right touch
line. But then one of their full -
backs caught the kicked ball, just a
few yards in front of me. None of
my team-mates was anywhere
close, so it was up to me. |
charged. He saw me coming and
evidently calculated that he had
time to get off a return kick before
| landed on him. He got off the
kick. The ball was headed directly
over my head. | leaped to make a
heroic interception. Except |
rather misjudged the situation.
(Feel free to draw parallels later in
this story). So | leapt. The ball was
not ascending quite as steeply as |
had thought. There | was, again,
suspended in the air watching
doom accelerating directly
towards my face. The ball was
suddenly huge, and smashed into
my noseé

Next thing | knew | was opening
my eyes. Flat on my back, boys
from both teams gathered round,

Shocked looks from the boys, you

j ust donot speak to
way . Oh, I &dm proba
trouble now. But no, he was
solicitous as ever.

oDo vyou think y O u C
back to the House on your own?

Or should | send someone with
you?bé

That ni ght [ f ound

earned a little kudos with the
boys, so perhaps that was the spur
to play?

Meanwhile after so many years of
character-building  punishments,
teasing and other low-grade
victimhood, | was at last taking an

active part in developing my own

character, and there were teachers
who helped as well. | certainly
count it as a blessing that corporal
punishment was a thing of the
past, | was certainly aware by
now of the chain of sadism
whereby small boys suffered at
the hands of bigger boys, only to

t
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later have the opportunity to

inflict suffering themselves. | was

aware, and | was disgusted, but to
be honest | cannot say with
complete certainty that | would

not have learned to love to hurt
had | been presented with that
carte blanche. But | was not, so
instead | began to build in my

heart a growing hatred of violence
in all its forms.

By now | had somehow earned a
place at the R.A.F. College
Cranwell. But by now | had also

come to recognize that those
beautiful V -Bombers, those
Victors, Valiants and Vulcans

were instruments of cruel and
indiscriminate mass-slaughter. |
had begun to realize that | wanted
to be no part of any war machine.

While never working at my
studies any harder than | needed
to to get by hovering somewhere
in the middle ranks of my classes,
I nevertheless somehow learned
that most essential aspect of an
education: a love of learning for
i ts own sake.
already seen how Wh i
crude approach actually stood me
in good stead in my rivalry with
Irons, but one teacher at least
relied on his ability to inspire. Mr.
Neale taught English, both
Language and Literature, and

managed to instill in me a lifelong
love of both. He taught me to
understand the beauty of carefully

constructed syntax and well
chosen words. The Canterbury
Tales or parts of them, A

Mi dsummer Ni gahd; 6 s

perhaps fatally, The Autobiography

of a Supertramp To be honest
Chacer di dnliobuttlef fer
sounds of the words. ButA
Midsummer Nigh? Oh my! The
idiocy of lovers, the wisdom of

fool s, the painful
by j oy. 0There i s
oLord, what f ool sé
course ol 11 me t by
Tender mockery, and mocking
tenderness Tragic

misunderstandings,
misunderstanding tragedies. |If
only | had known.! And
then Supertramp what were they
thinking when they put this on
the O-Level syllabus for 19647

Letds put it this w
happy, glazed smiles of
recognition when |  would

mention the book two, three or

more years on? | suppose it
. Ve .
s%éjmee(i%n er\ﬂllgent%neg idea to

ttakeros

some academic somewhere. Let
Britainds callow you
of the vagabond life. But the
Swinging Sixties were upon us!

Tamla-Motown and Stax were
infiltra ting the pop charts. There

Dr
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was a raw new voice from New

York singing angry songs against Five Live Yardbirds

war, racism, injustice. A walls were soon lined with

screeching quartet from Liverpool magazine photographs of

who seemed to me a sad shadow beautiful women. The Sunday

of the Four Seasons. Then one Times Magazindhad a feature on

night, something else. | remember up and coming young actresses,

the night, falling asleep as usual, including Julie Christie. And then

transistor radio under the pillow there wasAbout Town This

tuned to Radio Luxembourg. magazine had a huge influence on

From the opening bars | was me. | bought every issue | could

hooked, mean bass, cathowling from the age of sixteen on.

harmonica and a defiant angry Aesthetics, style, beautiful

voice. | pulled up the pillow, women! Not Playboyby any

turned the volume all the way up, means, there was seldom so much

held the speaker to my ear. It as a nipple to be seen. | still recall

ended much too soon. 0Oh, You New YorKk

0ésomet hing new. Tfhreo mRodn i obd shant ey

Stonesé 6 Come On 0 éNewrYerk girla, saa gou dance the

todayéo And I sl ipbl knaéditBaby Jane

furtheré Warhol superstars in
extraordinary black and wh ite

At school | sailed through the O - portraitsé And yes,

Levels and entered the final two articles! T oThe Wd

years. | moved from the Common Pumphouse  Ganghe Kandy

Room and got my own study. Kolored Tangerin€lake Streamiline

This afforded privacy, and a Baby and fatally(!) The Electric

chance to decorate to my own KootAid Acid Testwere all

taste, and | was allowed a record published as articles in Town.

player! The first LP | had wel | |, | guess wedl |

purchased was Peter and Gordon. that é

Al right, I knowé Then had c¢ome

the utterly gorgeous Francoise
Hardy with her plangent odes to
loneliness, definitely a step in the
right direction. The Stones, the
Who, | still have the first Who
album, in mono, ordered as soon

as the release was announced,

The Lyme Regis holidays had
come to an end some years back.
One summer we took a
completely uncharacteristic car
tour of Cornwall. Highlights of

the tour were Fowey where we

di

f



crossed into this, to meterra
incognita, Jamai ca
End, St. lves, where | remember
huge breakers at a long white
deserted beach, Tintagel for some
Arthurian mystique, and
Polzeath. After that summer we
moved our summer base to
Polzeath. But Polzeath marked
some kind of turning point,
offered a taste of freedom,
opportuniti es for adventure that
just were not on offer in the safe,
comfortable, prototypically
English seasideatmosphere of
Lyme. We rented a house on the
cliffs between the Polzeath beach
and Daymer Bay. The days were
pretty much my own. | could
hike, try to conquer my fear of
heights scaling the cliffs at the
bottom of the garden 8 | 6 m
trying to overcome the fear, and
never became a rock climber.
Daymer Bay offered a lazy beach
and the placid waters of the
estuary to swim. The ferry from
Rock to the tiny port of Padstow
was there if we wanted a dose of
shops, cafes, naughty postcards.
But soon | would be spending
every moment of the incoming
tide in the breakers of Polzeath.
The beach faced due West into the
open Atlantic, no other land
before the East Coas of America.
The sea was seldom calm, and

after a storm the waves could be

| n n spectdcalan. d ©he only surfing

equipment available was plywood
body-boards, but once | had one |
was addicted. | soon taught
myself in shallow water to catch a
wave and ride to the very edge of
the beach. It was not long before |
was swimming out to deeper
water, beyond the last line of
breakers to wait for the big ones.
The exhilaration! To see a peak
rising above the other incoming
waves in the distance, the express
elevator feeling as | sank into the
trough, the frantic paddling as the
monster would rise beneath me,
then if my timing was right the
magic of being at the peak as a
line of foam broke out around me,
the plummeting fall as the wave
broke into the trough ahead, and
then the surge of acceleration as
the rushing water thrust me
forward. And if my timing was
off, to either be left behind,
disappointed, or to be caught in
the roiling waters of the breaking
wave, powerless in the colossal
force, spun, thrust  deep,
sometimes to be pressed against
the seabottom, then left to
struggle breathless, shaken,
defeated, to the surface to await
the next opportunity. Young,
impressionable seeker that | was,
it is no surprise that this became




my central metaphor for living
my life. Sometimes | have
managed to time my actions in
concert with the events around
me to be swept forward towards
success. All too often my timing is
wrong and | find myself left
stranded. And all too often | have
found myself  overwhelmed,
caught in a maelstrom, out of
control and caught in the grip of a
crushing despair from which |
have to somehow escape to return
to a surface sanity, somehow
collect myself and stay afloat for
the next wave.

There was a tiny sailing school on
the beach at Rock. It was not, |
swear, just because there always
seemed to be pretty qirls
embarking on lessons, that | leapt
at my parentsao
course of lessons. | took to sailing,
as much as, and later even more
t han | | oved the
pretend that it was not a distinct
pleasure to meet girls. Three
sisters in particular have always
had a special place in my
memories, Caroline, Vanessa and
Diana. Caroline was a beautiful,

blonde, English rose, sweet,
generous and outgoing, while
Vanessa was ravenhaired,

equally beautiful, haughty and
proud. For the first time, but, |
regret to say, far from the last, |

found myself half in love with
two women. My shyness helped
not at all, and | was unable to
detect any reciprocal feelings from
either, nor to make the choice and
make my own feelings known to
either. | suppose | could call this
sad, but really it is just pathetic,
dondt you think?
stunningly attractive than her
sisters, she made up for it in wit
and intelligence and she offered
me an open and genuine
friendship that | was glad to
reciprocate.

My parents signed me up for
sailing at school, and bought me,
at some sacrifice, a
racing/cruising dinghy. Sailing

opened my social world, and
surely raised my confidence,

o f f &sting both my skilf and couragea

At Rock there were races every
Saturday, and during the week
s uheré was Ahe destuary wocruide.
One memorable day a group of us
took our boats beyond the estuary
into the open ocean to sail around
the rocky island off the head. And
| found a heady way to combine
the joy of sail with the
exhilaration of surf. There was a
sand bar across most of the mouth
of the estuary, exposed at low tide
and covered with deep water at
high, there was a point between
the tides where the water was

An




deep enough to sail, but shallow
enough that the waves would
break. By sailing out of the
channel and circling back, | found
I could sail in on the crest of a
wave to ride the surf as it broke.
This required some skill, and in
certain measure courage, as there
was some real danger. But the real
test came the day | decided that
the stiff breeze in advance of an
approaching gale was the perfect
opportunity for a solo sail.
Jubilantly 1 sailed out of the
estuary into the Atlantic waves.
However, when 1 finally decided
that perhaps it would be wis e to
turn back | found it more than |
could manage to handle the boat
close-hauled amid the fearsomely
large waves. For a few moments,
in rising fear, | managed to stay in
control. Then a vicious squall
blew in. As the boat capsized |
faced the real possitlity that |
might drown. | was half a mile
out to sea. The beaches were
deserted, and | was sure no one
would have noticed that | was in
difficulties. 1 was far from
confident that | would be able to
right her in these rough waters,
and quite sure that even if | did
manage that | would not be able
to control a swamped boat. | was
very afraid. Somehow | swam to
the centreboard and climbed onto

it, took hold of the jib sheet and
with less struggle than anticipated
managed to haul her upright.
Head into the wind we were
pointing straight up the estuary.
That is where | needed to go, but
there was no question of baling,
waves broke over the sides far
faster than | could manage to
scoop water overboard, and there
was still less chance of keeping
the boat upright close-hauled in
this wind, these waves, and full of
water. | sat for a moment,
completely at a loss. Still no signs
of life ashore, and the wind and
t he estuaryads fl
bearing me out into the Atlantic. If

I di dnot think of
obviously | was lost. Well,
Daymer Bay was on my aft beam,
perhaps | could bear away onto a
broad reach and make it to the
shore. Once there | would be able
to drain and beach her and plan
what to do next. So that is what |
did. She fell away from the wind
sharply enough, and even with
both sheets let fully out the sails
caught enough wind to start to
make good headway. | began to
breathe more easily. Enough
wind? More than enough. Even
with me sitting as far aft as
possible, the bow started
downwards. Water fl owed
forward and in seconds we were

ow
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making a fine impression of a U-
boat crash diving. As the bow
went down, the stern rose and
there | was, four feet above the
waves as she slowly gave up the
struggle and lay down once more
on her side. But the shelf of the
Daymer beach is very shallow,
and although still  several
hundred yards from shore, to my
delight, my surprise, and most of
all relief, | found that | was
standing on the bottom. Neck
deep, to be sure, but standing.
Once more | righted her, but now
| did not re-board. | was able to
push her from the stern at a sharp
enough angle to the wind that the
sails did not fill. It was hard work,
but the danger was past and
eventually | could pull her up
onto the beach. For several long
moments | just sat on the sad
beside the  beached boat,
recovering my breath, my energy
and my courage, and considering
my options, which were not
many. | could just sit it out here,
but that might possibly be a cause
for some alarm, as at least a few
people had seen me set out, andl
had told Mum |
guick sail 6. | f I
lunch she would surely worry.
And then at the thought of lunch |
realized | was famished. Very
well, 1 would have to get back. I

could tow her back along the
shore, but that would mean
slogging through thigh deep
water for a mile or more, which
would take forever, | did not want
to wait that long to eat, and it
would be humiliating if any of my
friends were to see me, which
they surely would. Which left
returning under sail. So | reefed
the sails down to the size of
| adi es o hanki es,
chastened, beat my way back up
the channel.

Sailing also brought me face to
face, for the first of what by now
feels like far too many times, with
one of | i feds
tragedies. The Sherborne sding
club used to go for weekends in
Poole harbour. Leaving early on
Saturday morning, we would
drive down to Poole and sail out
to an island where we had a camp
site. The short summer nights
all owed for a good
before returning for a camp fir e
supper and then to sleep in army
surplus tents. After sailing again

all day on Sunday, we would salil

bi

w a dackyte the slip,Jeach gngd trailer

thi Rogts and drive baek o schogly
One Sunday a family group
shared the slipway with us,
beaching a large, powerful and
expensive looking speed boat.
Vehicles were prohibited on the
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slipway, and as the boat was
heavy they were having some
difficulty getting her to the top.
Among the party was an
extremely attractive girl, bikini
clad. Naturally a crowd of sixteen
to eighteen year old boarding
school boys were quick to notice
her ample and shapely breasts.
Equally naturally, she seemed
pleased at the attention, and was
perhaps paying, on that account,
less attention to what she was
doing than she should. She was
pushing from the stern, and
standing below the high water
mark. The slipway was carpeted
with slippery gree
Two. Three. Push! o
presumably her father, from the
bow. As she flexed her body to
push, we were treated to the view
of her lovely straining legs and
delightful  derriere. But then
suddenly her feet both slid away
from her. She let out a pretty gasp
of mock fright. And then she
completely lost her footing. Her
legs flew backwards and for a
moment she seemed to hang
suspended, horizontal, a few feet
off the ground. Then she fell. The
whole weight of her body landed
on her right breast, with a
frightful sound that | will not try
to describe. At first no one
realized what had happened. But

as she stood, it became obvious.
Her breast had literally exploded
under the force. Where once,

seconds before, had been that

shapely flesh that we had
admired, of which she had been
so proud, noweé

cloth of her bikini bra was soaked

in blood, what was once a
beautiful breast now resembled
nothing so much as some
unmentionable piece of offal on a
butcherds bl ock,
thrown out as waste. She stood
there, sobbing, gasping
unintelligible words, whose sense

of inconsolable grief and pain

werearewgrgheless dil Qoo eclear.
Samadné ewrapged ma njacket
around her shoulders and gently

led her away. Someone else ran to
call for an ambulance. | was
seventeen, you may imagine it left
a deep and indelible impression.

For my own part | am quite sure

that this incident was responsible

for my discomfort with large

breasts, my lifelong preference for
small breasted women.

Jane. | hope you have gathered
that | had essentially no contact
whatever with girls, and

altogether too much with boys.

My ideas on romance, sex, love
were constructed haphazardly
from pop music, books,
magazines like Townand others

Now

t h
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rather less salubrious, the lonely
longings of my heart and
hormonal activity. My parents left
a sex education pamphlet by my
bed one night, which did little,
beyond supplying some Latin
terms, to increase my knowledge
of the biology. As to the
psychology or the social niceties
of romance, | was on my own.
True, | had a sister, but we were
not close, certainly not close
enough to talk sensitively on this
topic. And | 0ve
her teasing me abaut Christiane.
There was a remark dropped
when she strayed into the
bathroom to find me naked in the
tub. There was a scandalous note
of hers that | found and used for
the purposes of blackmail for a
day or two. My mother would
occasionally remark, rather
unconvincingly, how handsome |
looked, but that seemed irrelevant
as | had apparently already
decided that character was what
was important. Romantic, over -
sensitive, awkward, shy, utterly
inexperienced, in a word | was
cluel ess. And

In the summer of 1965, it was
decided that | should acquire
some social graces, and off | went
for dancing lessons. | blush at the
memory. Two left feet? More like
two left hooves. | eventually

yet é

managed the simplest of waltz
steps without endangering my

partner, but for the rest | was
completely inept, too stiff to find

the rhythm, to shy to relax. The
lessons continued in the winter
holiday, culminating in a

Christmas dance. | have no clear
memory, but | imagine | spent
most of the evening carefully not
dancing, probably snacking on the
canapés, drinking glass after glass
of the sugary non-alcoholic

a | rpenahd yButma nldsti then dights

dimmed for the last waltz. The
end in sight, | finally relaxed a
little. And then, consternation.

OWoul d vyou Il i ke
me? Pl ease.sO pré&ty e
long dark hair falling in waves
over her shoulder, bright blue
eyes, a sweet smile. Could she
really be talking to me? Hard as |
found it to believe, she was. How
could I refuse?

0l dm not a good
her.
0OThatds alright.

she took my hand, led me onto
the floor. To tell the truth we did

not so much dance as shuffle, but
that did not seem to matter. We
spoke a little, enough at least to
exchange names. She pulled me
very close. She nestled herhead

to
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on my shoulder, | could feel her
breasts pressed against my chest,
her hands in the small of my back,
stomach, hips thrust forward. |
know | wondered, why me? Then
she lifted her head. Looked at me.
And then, as the song says, she
ki ssed meé

When the music ended she gave
me her telephone number. |
remember it to this day. |
promised to call. A smile, a quick
kiss on my cheek and she was
gone.

This had not been my first kiss.
There had been
Ginny, who came to Rock that
summer. We had an evening of
guilty, furtive kisses and clumsy
groping. And Theresa at what
must have been a farewell party
before we decamped to
Eastbourne. Theresa flirted, kissed
me and promptly switched her
attentions el sewhe
kiss was the first truly generous

kiss, the first that had felt actually
meant for me, in a sense the
benchmark against which | have
measured kisses ever since.

Cl

| kept my promise to call Jane,
and we spoke often, but the thirty
miles that separated us might
have been thirty thousand, and

we only saw each other three
more times.

Before | get back to those articles

by Tom Wolfe, and my ongoing
explorations of some kind of
provisional ethical, political
framework for myself, | think |

hear a critic or two complaining.
O0Thi s i s nacolecione t
of anecdot es strung
can hear them say,
narrative structur e?
were just skimming, because |
could swear | touched on this in
the opening pages. Perhaps they
were expecting some attempt at a
8tledm® 8f Scondadudn&sstslr de
force 0oStream of
Surely the most pretentious
literary device ever invented. And
narrative structure
just talking about my life here, the

way | remember it, trying to put

the events more or less in
chronological order, in words that

At@mpt t& Prdvide S &rdhsoRably
accurate and coherent description.

That os al l I f you ¢
know where the exit
l et the door hit yo
but really, all that Iliterary
theoretical, writer
posturing just makes me ill.

cons

Besides my athletic and amorous
adventures, | was still at school,
studying for the A Levels in

han
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preparation for University. As it 0So what can I t ak

was to turn out, this plan went naively imagining that there

somewhat awry. It started with would be some options available.

my  curriculum.  Somewhere French, perhaps, even Geography.

within the depths of the Actually, no, it turned out that the

Education Ministry had been born sole option on the table would be

the proposal to modernize British the combined Economics and

Education. Of course this chiefly British Constit ution course.

affected State schools, but we felt Hooray. | would be hard pressed

ripples. We had grappled with the to think of anything that

New Math already, and now it interested me less. But this proved

had been decreed that a more to be fateful. Also fateful, in fact

rounded syllabus was called for at life changing, was my decision to

A Level. Pupils heading for a take Art as an easy option that |

liberal arts degree at University hoped would allow me to unwind

were required to take one science from the rigors of Maths and

subject, while scientists were to Physics.

study one in the arts. | think this

was at least in part a reaction to | have already touched on the

0The Two Cul t ur e®ogion of my, fote conformist

whatever the reason it was, at conservatism. Economics classes

least on the face of it, a noble idea. were to strike a fatal, albeit

60n the face of it gnintenfiongl.low ip RRPEOL| | ¢ s

that infamous rub. As | had been of that misbegotten ideology, and

doing so well with English, | even a good thing too. The teacher was

won a prize if | remember, it blotchy-red-faced, jingoistic

didnét take a gr eatbowad | WHG fepegtgdyad ¢

to decide that Maths, Physics, nauseam and beyond, in an

English would be my subjects, insufferably pompous tone that

and | had hopes of leaving the othe British Consti

University graced with my BSc, a best constitution i

literate, if not a literary, engineer. not as a reasoned opinion but as

Of course that was too easy. No uncontestable fact. | was already

the school could not fit those ill -disposed towards this whole

classes together, English was course that | felt 1 had been

definitively out of the question. shanghaied into taking, and this
manaos teaching met h

only to further alienate me. Every

od




lesson seemed to provide excuses My fifth form y ear passed fairly

for virulent diatribes against uneventfully, scholastically at
Marx, Communism, anything, least. The maths and physics were
really, to the left of the Liberal challenging, and | caused the
Party, which merited mere physics teacher no little
disdain. So following the adage annoyance as I sought
about o0t he enemy o fexplications ok etgctbcjty that |
came to the conclusion that could actually grasp, rather than
anyone who could inspire such simply memorize relations hips
hatred in this man must have between what seemed, and still
something. | checked outDas seem, mysterious if not downright
Capitalfrom the library and mystical qualities.

start e d t o wade t hrough Kar |l 0s

turgid prose. | confess that | was | continued to be a voracious
dragged to a standstill long before reader of fiction. From war stories
the end. | was struck by two | had slid into mysteries and spy
things, though. Firstly the way in dramas from the likes of Buchan
which Engels gathered all his and Ambler followed by Fleming
damning evidence from those he and what became a lifelong love
sought to damn, an example that of Deighton, Le Carre and Greene.
should be followed more closely | also developed a taste for science
by contemporary social critics. fiction. | had begun with the
The historical overview of pre - standard classics, Verne, Wells,
capitalist history was at complete Conan Doyle. Then | stumbled
variance wi t h our9ntex tWodihesmo s
version. In  particular  the Triffidso after
heartbreaking injustice of the the goal of reading the entire
highland clearances infuriated Penguin Science Fiction library. |
me. | took up the hobby of was primarily seeking
annotating the text book with entertainment,  certainly  not
references to counterarguments wishing to collect a combustible
from Marx, sometimes crossing array of intellectual influences.
out entire sections. Needless to But that was what | succeeded in
say that when it came time for the doing.

A Level | was lucky to scrape an

O Level pass from my efforts. Over the summer holiday of 1965

we were set the task of writing on
one of several set topics in

oDay
whi
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physics. | chose Relativity. It was
an enormous challenge, and |

cannot claim anything like a
complete understanding.
However, t hanks

lucid explanations, | did manage
at least a tewuous grasp of the
Special Theory, enough at least to
get high marks for my essay.
More important the notion of the

fixed of our ow n perceptions was
shattered forever, and my eyes
were opened to the worlds of
wonder revealed in physics and
cosmology.

My sixth form year saw a
thorough reappraisal of all my
beliefs, desires and ambitions
which resulted finally in their
almost complete reversal. | should
point out that this was no
conscious, thoughtfully reasoned
intellectual exercise. No it was the
desperate groping of my my
cowed, almost defeated, spirit, a
search for some way of being, of
living my life, that might give me
some glimpse at last of freedom, a
chance, perhaps, at happiness.
And partly | was simply caught
up in the currents of what still
seems b me to have been an
extraordinary era.

There was music of course, but
rock o6ndé roll was
blatant expression of what was

being called a oO0sei smi
of Engl andds l ong en
class system, an upheaval that
demonstrated itself most

t dorcefllly nanbrg i thé syoung.
0Teddy boyso, Obeat
orockerso, omodso i[n
together scandalized the bastions
of the status quo. One day,
shopping with Mum in
Wellington, | had been a little
shocked, and secretly a little
pleased, to hear a passingchild
tell his mot her, o|lL o
A beatnikb . Evidently hel s
me something | had not yet

recognized for myself.

My revulsion for war led me to
attend the CND Easter March
during the spring holiday of 1966.
Although | had come to the march
alone, | found there were
hundreds of other young people
there. Young people who did not
guestion or challenge my public
school diction, united across
classes, geography, and yes, even
race, by their common passion for
peace, for justice. We shared our
food, our stories, our dreams and
our fears. And we believed, from
the bottom of our innocent hearts,
that not only we should make a
difference, change the world for
the better, but that we actually
Eo81d, 8nd ¥ fadt Wokild. FYRIRH?

Naive? Unrealistic? Oh, in




retrospect it is all too easy to pass
those judgements. | prefer to
believe now, as | did then, that
there was something beautiful,
something truly noble in these
children who honestly believed
that without violence, through the

strength of our hearts, and the
certainty that the cause was just
and true, we could tear down all
the structures of hatred in the
world. Yes, it was a
transformative weekend for me,
to finally have found kindred

spirits, to have walked those long
miles together, singing, shouting
our defian ce, united.

With the summer term came
University  interviews. These
offered a welcome escape from

the confines of school, train
journeys to London, to
Birmingham, to Bristol, to

Brighton, and sometimes with
time to spare to catch a foreign
film in Soho. Yes, | was hoping to
see women with no clothes on,
and accidentally found myself
discovering Bufuel, Godard,
Vadim. And their actresses,
Catherine Deneuve, Francoise
Dorléac, Brigitte Bardot, the
luminous Jeanne Moreau. But to
meet other boys who were
interviewing  for  Mechanical
Engineering, was sobering, not to
say thoroughly depressing. Dull,

shy, nondescript, in fact, to be
honest, a lot like me. But the
prospect of three years in this
company to be followed by a
| i feti meds
employment by some indu strial
giant was frankly horrifying. It
was not immediate but eventually
I would balk at the whole idea.
But | did at least gain acceptance
at three schools.

Art had proved to be a good
choice, many lessons had been
taken up with slide shows of art
history, providing perfect cover
for refreshing naps, and after all
the practice with my flight
fantasies | could draw well
enough to scrape through the few
practical assignments. But in the
sixth form year came a fateful
change. The school
chose tha year to go on sabbatical
and his place was taken by Mr.
Blenkinsop. As well as possessing
this remarkable name, he was a
practicing artist, and a bohemian
eccentric of the old school. He
wore magnificent tufts of hair on
his cheeks, tweedy leather
elbowed jackets and baggy
corduroy trousers and, of course,
smoked a Ted Hughes pipe. He
was enthusiastic and committed.
He took it for granted that
everyone was taking the class
because of some genuine interest,

0
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rather than as simply an escape.
This novel approach to teaching
elicited cynical laughter behind

his back, but | was touched and
caught up somehow in his

enthusiasm. The more so as he
was kind enough to recognize that
| possessed some weak, guttering
flame of talent, that he took it

upon himself to gently fan into

stronger life.

All these influences acted together
to encourage minor, mostly
symbolic rebellious gestures. |
tested the limits of hair length and
style, had trousers narrowed to a
hair less than the permitted
minimum, sported a narrow knit

tie. Tiny gestures that were
dwarfed by the miscreants of
Abbey House, though certainly
more subversive in intent. The
Head Boy of Abbey, along with
his cronies had been throwing
illicit parties in his study, inviting

girls from t he
drinking, p laying cards, there
were rumors later of strip poker.
So he had rigged an alarm using
the houseds
seems he was not a skilled
electrician. One night the alarm
shorted out and the house burned
to the ground. No one was hurt,

but needless to say all the boys,
and girls, involved were expelled.

As | say, at this point at least my

rebellion was at a much lower
key.

At about this point the fateful,
what later proved to be the fatal,
final ingredient was added to the
mi X . Tom
in Townfound an eager and
appreciative audience in me. The
pump house gang0s
attitude towards all the mundane
priorities in life, their willingness

to give everything over to an
endless quest for the perfect wave
sounded  romantic,  quixotic,
somehow almost noble. All the
values that | had been force fed

for the last dozen years already
seemed to me false, hypocritical,
worthless, and this courage, or
foolhardiness, to simply walk
away from them was inspiring.

And it was at this time also that a
growing interest in a new wonder

drug began to gain more and
more prominence in the
mainktredin s @rhss,o0 | , and
particularly in Town. A lengthy
interview appeared with a
Harvard professor who advocated

el ect r iite ask. Thei profeasdr,tof colrse,t

was Dr. Timothy Leary, the drug
LSD. | was fascinated. As tens of
thousands of others were
fascinated. @ This  widespread
fascination was another symptom
of what truly did appear to be a

worldwide wave of questioning,

Wo tinf e 6 s
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searching, concern. People, and
particularly the young, appear ed
swept up in a quest for justice,
hopes for an end to the fear of
nuclear annihilation, questioning
of bankrupt ideologies. It was an
intoxicating feeling, for a lonely,
isolated, alienated boy like me to
suddenly find that all those
guestions and doubts, all those
dreams and unformed hopes that
| had nursed in my secret heart
believing them to be mine alone
were shared by so many. It is hard
now to imagine the hope and
hoopla associated in those days
with LSD. The drug was touted as
a universal spiritual panacea. Its
advocates clearly believed their
own claims. | was not alone in
recognizing a deep need for what
appeared to be on offer. | was a

little doubt f ul
sanctimonious  approach, but
Wol f eds

and the Pranksters captured my
desires
spirituality, holy madness, sacred
creative frenzy, a peaceful
revolution for love? Count me in,

oh yes please, count me in! But
although LSD was still quite legal

there were no clearly marked
recruiting stati ons for this nascent
movement. If | wanted to join up

0 and believe me, 1 did,

perfectly.

passionately & then | would have
to find my own way.

Half -recognized currents of
thought began to flow together,
becoming a meandering river. Too
soon the river would become a
torrent, eventually to throw me
over mighty falls that all but
finished me. The ideas that came
together now were my growing
distaste for the conformist life that
seemed to lay ahead, Mr.
Bl enkinsop®s
taste of community on the CND
march, a desire to taste LSD, the
wish to join a community
possessed of what appeared to be
the real possibility to transform
the world. Of course! It seemed
blindingly obvious, | would alter
course completely. | would take a

o f bling lgag pfyfaihs | would 9@, t@ ¢

Art School! The very thought was

descripti odbergting. k ganedka segsg of

purpose, direction, | had never

knopwr, and withyit,agnew fegling
of strength and confidence.

| called home with the news of my
new plan. Dad was rather less

than pleased. No, he was
apoplectic.
OATrt school ?6

0OThat dsé thatdosé
of the incompetent. No. Out of the
guestion. 6

encour g
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It is a lot easier to defy an angry in Yeovil to go to the pictures.
parent over t he t e Whep hhe nday. cameWe klipped

in that case | j u s awaywfoom dhe Hduee. Wiy were
Levels. 6 Stunned s iehceuraged to ghput gnd dbout
Had | gained the upper hand? So on Saturdays and Sundays, SO no
easily? problem there. But this kind of

excursion was forbidden. | met
I pressed my advanjmfdtehe buLstof iR ¥eovil, and

dad, et me try i {e wehtfo sdetCanfd@&hedhd !
work out, | can always go back to Leslie Caron in Father GooseDther
engineering. But this is what | than the clues to be gleaned in the
want to do. And | kyBs@eWant a fe Moménts of the

opening scenes, | saw next to
nothing of the film. If | had been
worried about those awkward
moments, wondering if | dared
try to put my arm around her
shoulders, Jane apparently had no
such concerns.It was she who had

Eventually we reached a
compromise. | would do my pre -
diploma course at Eastbourne
School of Art, at least if | was
accepted, but | would live at
home, where they could keep an

c€ye O? me. Ilf Easl';bogrne d'dt;:_Ot chosen a row towards the back of
accept me 1 would give up his the almost deserted cinema. And

0silly nonsensed and.takhe one of
) ] now it was she who turned to me,
the University places on offer. |

, put her hand to my cheek and
was confident enough, or arrogant . :

) i kissed me. The sweet innocence of
enough if you like, to be sure that

those childish kisses, tender,

Il 6d be accepted, an was_. 't was
. generous and warm,
the living at home that would . . L
inexperienced, inquiring,

rove troublesome. i i '
prove troublesome exploring together, discovering

the delight to be found in, to be
offered to, each other. We kissed.
We gently held each other. Jane
found my hand, softly brought
my fingertips to stroke her breast.
| found it had become difficult to
breathe. She pressed my palm
against her. And then, again she
took hold of my hand, led me

Free of anxiety over my A Level
results and looking forward to a

brighter future, | all but floated

through the final months of
school. Twice | even managed to
escape the place for an afternoon,
a day. | was still talking to Jane
several times a week. We agreed
to meet on a Saturday afternoon




beneath her sweater. Somehow
she had loosened her bra, and |
was holding her naked breast in

my handé
Jane was my guest
Commemor ati on Bal |

afraid | remember almo st nothing
of that evening. In fact the only
thing | do remember with any
clarity is a boy named Crump, he
was terribly shy and something of
a laughing stock as he had
developed the nervous habit of
prefacing every utterance with
OMmmnnnyaaho, whi
him the nickname Mnyacrump.
However on that night he amazed
everyone by arriving with a
luminously beautiful, ethereal,
raven haired princess who turned
everyoneds heads.

One day towards the end of term,
A Levels over, time on my hands,
| decided to leave for one last visit
to Holcombe. It was a perfect
English summer day. Many
generous drivers seemed to be
abroad and | arrived in the village
around lunch time. My first stop
was the village shop, where Mr.
Oo6Del | greeted
sold me a bottle of red wine, a
pork pie and sausage roll and no
doubt my favorite Bounty bar. |
strolled the main street towards
Court Cottage, full of a sweet

me

c

melanchaolic nostalgia and
anticipation of the infinite
possibilities of the future that lay
open before me. On the way back
to Sherborne | decided to stop in
Arkinstér RoRisitI&nd. Artel bRisy
dropped bif on thé Main road |
asked directions and walked the
short distance to her house. A
little nervously, for my visit was
unannounced and | was not
entirely certain of my welcome, |
climbed the steps to the front door
and rang the bell. Moments later
the door opened and there was
Bane. &1fe ook thto a smile when
she saw me, brushed aside my
apol ogi es. 0l tods
My parents aren
those not the most welcome
words any teenage boy could ever
hope to hear? She led me upstairs
to her room. We sat side by side
on t he bed. We
sorry, 6 | sai d,
|l 6ve been drinki
s he answered,
taste like strawberr i es . 0
smile at those sweet words. We
kissed again. That was the last
time | saw her. Some years later
Mum showed me her wedding
ar%gu%crgrke%t in $he newspaper.
| was happy for her, happiness
shaded with a sweet regret.

On the last evening of term Mr.
Blenkinsop invited the four of us
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who would be going on to art
school to join him for a
celebratory pint. We could not get
away with drinking at any of the
pubs in the town, so we set off
across the fields for Sandford
Orcas. We passed a pleasant
couple of hours drinking a couple
of companionable pints at the
Mitre  before walking back
through the summer twilight.
Once back at the town we made
our separate ways. | was feeling
elated, staggering only very
slightly when | got back to the
Digby. Where | found all the
doors locked. 1 tiptoed twice
around the house, just to be sure.
No luck. But there was a
drainpipe. Perhaps the window
would be open. In spite of my lack
of gymnastic skills and impaired
equilibrium, somehow | made it
up to the window. Also locked.
Damn. So long as | was up here,
perhaps if | were to knock quietly.
Eventually one of the boys came

to investigate. He seemed oddly
surprised to see my face outside
the window.

OMaben. o6 he
are you

whi sper
doing?6

Obvi ou
door

oLocked out. o
you unl ock the

He nodded and disappeared. |
slid clumsily back to the ground

and waited. He seemed to be
taking an extraordinarily long

time to descend one flight of
stairs. | waited. At last a figure
appeared. | was grinning ear to
ear in gratitude and relief when

Mr . Curry opened the door.

The next morning there was a
brand new announcement pinned
to the house notice board, to the
effect that | had been demoted
from junior prefect. | grabbed it
and stuffed it into a pocket on my
way out.

ed
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THE COMMUNITY INSIDE: AN INTERVIEW
WITH (GENESIS) BREYER P -ORRIDGE

By Kate MacDonald

Photos © Todd Crawford

Starting off this article is difficult languages where everythinghas a
enough, because the subject seems gender).

to defy naming. Il candt even resort

to the use of pronouns, because As a sort of angry young man

this is an artist who is seeking to with a creative bent and a thirst

break down even the notions of for knowledge, the one-time Neil

gender and duality that colour Megson left home with the aim of

our most basic language (and are becoming 0a bohemi a

even more important in other ar t indis dwn words, and was




reborn as Genesis POrridge,
performance artist with COUM
transmissions and eventually the
man who would coin the term
Oi ndustrial mu s i
Throbbing Gristle, the original
industrial band. From the ashes of
TG rose Genesis POrridge, leader
of Psychick TV and oracle of the
Temple Ov Psychick Youth, an
organization frequently vilified as
a cult in the media.

With his second wife, partner and

soul mate Lady Jaye (Jacqueline
Breyer), Genesis RPOrridge

morphed into Genesis Breyer P-
Orridge, or simply Breyer P -
Orridge, artist and originator

(with  Lady Jaye) of the
Pandrogyny project, aimed at
overcoming the dichotomy of

gender and the rules of the culture
of difference.

So how do you approach a subject
who encompasses that many
persons? You write as simple and
banal an introduction as possible
and move quickly onto letting

them express themselves in their
own words.

KM: This is one of these
i ntervi ews wher e I
wher e to beginé

guestions. How are you today?

BPO: How are we today? Well,
mentally, weodr e
physically this New York weather
is kiling us. We have always
suffered nedllt hbadly from
asthma, so this hot weather and
all the humidity and temperatures

pr e

into the ninetiesé
that, the las t t wo weeks,
been moving, so wed

down into the basement and have
a sale and all the dust and such
from fifteen years there has made
us quite sick in terms of our
respiratory system.

KM Do you find it challenging to
go through all of t his? | know that
moving is a horror for me, so it
seems like going through fifteen

years would beé Have
anything down there that you
unearthed, things

forgotten?

BPO: The place where we used to
live, when Lady Jaye was still
with me in the physical sense, we
had a huge brownstone on the
edge of Queens and Brooklyn, a 6
apartment house with a great big
basement and we converted the
basement into a sort of art and
studio space. Actually, part of it is
nowdao ard gallenk thad Jaye had
it justn defore she passed.
Where we are now is basically just

A\ n C




a two room apartment, one floors and enjoyed having no sort

bedroom and one living room of material attachment.

with the kitchen in the living

room, so we had to reduce a six KM: So then do you think it was

room apartment and the basement kind of liberating?

of an entire house and we had to

shrink it down to two rooms. BPO:Oh yeah, thereds
that really just wants to go all out

KM: Wow. Was it hard for you to and have a very empty space, but

cull through a | ot of your things i t €ingply not practical. Part of

or did it not matter so much? the problem is simply the
materials we need to make more

BPO: We were concerned that it art. So we dondt h a

might be very wrenching and studio space at the moment, so we

emotional, but so far it seems have to try to stash photographs

pretty easy. We 8 v eandnsieange fittle obgeetd andy bits

been attached to things in and of of magazines and shells and bead

themselves, we get crazy on and feathers and  things.

things, say Austin Osman Spare Everything in the one room.

and then wedll buy every book

and buy art or whatever else we We also got fortunate and sold

can, until we get everything we nearly the entire archive which

can out of it that ook wp diterally halfn of theh e n

after that we have no attachment basement from floor to ceiling. We

any more to the objects to the sold that to the Tate Britain last

books, or the paintings, or year.

whatever the objects might be.

They | ose interest KM:oDo you drust themn dostake h e

information they impart that care of it?

matters, not the things

themselves. So selling things off BPO: Oh yes, we trust them. They

was actually partly a relief. In the said itods going t o

60s, we used to live with just a more years for a team of people to

sleeping bag and a diary and a catalogue everything and then

violin for two or three vyears, theydre going t o

maybe more and we slept on everything and upload it on line.

That would mean that people all

a)



over the world, mostl y f o
would be able to access it and
type in William Burroughs or
Brion Gysin or whatever and see
all of these research materials.
Wedve nicknamed
Mus eumbo, whi ch i
titles.

So wedre getting
space isclean and clear, which |
think will be healthy for us
psychically.

KM: Are you still happy living in
New York? As opposed to
moving off to the desert or
something?

BPO: When Lady Jaye was still
here, we did some looking
around. We went to New Mexico
several times and came within a
hairos breadth
hundred and eighteen acre ranch
in the desert. But in the end, we
decided against it. And then most
of our friends who were in New
Mexico actually left, so there was
no real social group to be attached
to either.

And then we were going to go to
Asheville, North Carolina. Jaye
had some vivid dreams about
Asheville. Neither of us had ever
been there, but we were

r domvimcmctthat we should go and
look at Asheville as a possible
retreat headquarters. And t hat 6 s
still on the list of things to check

and do.

t hat 6The Last

s  &KMe Hawvef youQgen idowd shere
yourself?

t BP®r Mo, neleh ebut nve have

some very close friends down
there and they think it will be
perfect and so weodr
to get to Asheville as soon as
possible and have a look. In the
perfect wor |l d, wha't
keep this small place in New York
as a sort of access point but have
somewhere else that was quieter
and had an atmosphere more
conducive to thinking and
creating and that gave us the
opportunit y to experiment with

o fsomebkimdy af coliectiveacommune
again.

KM : Something along the lines of
what you did with the Temple Ov
Psychick Youth, or would this be
a new sort of project?

BPO: It would be a much more
loose-knit undertaking, basically
setting up a building as a resource
with rooms for people to stay and
live in and then other rooms for
workshops and paintings and a

11}
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library and recording studio, so
that the people that we know,

we had anywhere, except maybe
in the 80s with the TOPY project.

love and respect could really And in a sense and | hate to say
interact in ways that they this- they are all people who
couldnoteée |f t hey diremdy have spmethinge aeative
and just thought i nnetehdeitro Ifiowaiss, t h
on thisdé then we c anything tesproye or anWweolt lof
come to the HQ and you can stay competition. They want things to
for six months. All you have to do happen. They want the world to
is contribute to the housework change, hopefully for the better.
and pay a small fee if you can So we have a very, very strong
afford it. So it would be a place for net wor k i n New Yor
friends and comrades to come and starting to be very positive and
be as creative as possible. productive in terms of our
projects. We worked with the
KM:Li ke an arti st s 0 Inkisibie Expbdr® Gallery and they
have taken our previously private
BPO: (laughs) Yes. activity of collaging, which |
started in the sixties, and put
KM: I 6m curious, i togetker ay shawd WMe got over
mentioned friends and your social seventy reviews for that, all of
circle, how do you find that the them positive.
people around you influence the
creative work that you do? See: http://www.invisible -
exports.com/exhibitions/porridg
BPO: When you asked before e 30years/porridge 30years.html
about New York, one of the
reasons that -waddr e Amsl Othdr thing$ have dappened,
we 6 v e ih Neweydrk longer like being invited to give a lecture
than any place in the world, ever - at the Museum of Modern Art,
and the reason is that primarily which was sold out- 400 peofde
through Lady Jaye 0 same oamd aawcother, 200 uwere
also through others, there were turned away. Which for a lecture
people who wanted to help and to on avante-garde art is incredible.
be involved. New York has been So thereds a huge i
incredibly kind to us and we have work that wedre doi

more genuine friends here then

K
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people just figured out we were
serious.

KM: Obviousl vy,
very different t ypes of followers
and fans over the years. Have the
majority stuck with you through
different projects or have people
tended to drift in and out more?

BPO: Ther eds
hard core community of people
whodve been
different proj ects for 30 or more
years now, that we meet and
recognize at all sorts of different
events. We were just the MC at an
event two or three weeks ago,
introducing bands and such, and
there were people who flew in
from France and Belgium to be
there. The sameat the lecture at
MOMA . So thereds
dedicated central group and they
seem to have followed the thread
with me, growing and evolving

and changing their lives. The one
thing they all have in common is

that they really seem to trust us to

do our best and be as honest as
we can and |
attracted them to me. They know
we take risks, we make mistakes,
but we try to always be accessible

definitely a

f ol | staight go mindh & with

and very intimately available in
terms of the work.

y ou 0 vieM: @n that subjdcte that taking

risks is often linked to making

mistakes- is there anything that

you feel has been a mistake on a
creative or personal level-
something you feel comfortable

discussing?

real ly

one that springs
the

Temple Ov Psychick Youth. It
began as a sortof anti-cult, but

also a sort of whimsical way of

looking at why cults work - trying

to figure out why people start out

following a charismatic leader

and end up being something like

BPO: Well,

the Manson family o
disciples, or merely just deeply
invalved rwitha dthiery cults which
we wondt name. We o r
by the idea of community, or
collective art. We 6

an individual artist, so we were
interested in getting people to
surrender their usual greed, their
usual innate selfishness and their

t hi n kneed toafeeb special haadt 16 gust

have them work however they
could for the greater good of that
community and, ultimately, of the
species.
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With TOPY, we miscalculated the
desire of people to have a
hierarchy, to have somebody
sitting at the top with all the

answers to tell them, rather than
having to go out and find those

answers themsdves.

KM: The comfort of being a
follower.

BPO: Exactly. And we
misunderstood that. One reason
why we terminated that project
was that there was this common

assumption that we were in
charge and that
case.

KM: You were extending the
invitation.

BPO: Yes, to say that if you think
this is so interesting then you go
do something about it. And there

were some people who
understood that, but there were
ot her s wh o di dn

were serious enough about not
wanting to be at the top of the
pyramid, so they were unhappy.
And the people who wanted us to
be at the top of the pyramid were
unhappy. And inevitably, the
media focused on us, because we
were already a media figure with
some notoriety attached, so that

became really complex and
psychologically uncomfortable. So
finally we just
it.o6 Wedve had
project and i f
understand that
give you the skills to do things on
your own, w e
anymore. Wedre g
projects. But that was one of the
major ones that we just
misunderstood.

KM: Well to move over to the

positive, what do you feel

proudest of t
j uascomplished? n 0 t t he
BPO: Well, obviously meeting
Lady Jaye and realizing how
uniqgue and incredible she was,
not just as a person, but as an
artist. As you know, probably, we
worked with Burroughs and
Gysin and Timothy Leary and
many thinkers and we can
honestly say that Lady Jaye was
thie mm@st powerfhl and inteNextual
of al | of t hem.
the reasons that we strive so hard
to include her in everything, even
though sheds
realm anymore.
started saying Breyer P-Orridge
and why weodore t
the TOPY thing happen and
forget that the Pandrogyny Project

ot
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and the wor k wedve

direct result of her support and

inspiration too. I
it happens quite often wants to

mak e it seem
Genesis ROrridge, or Genesis
Breyer P-Orridge, to the point
wher e wedve
referred to as Breyer ROrridge or
to use both of our first names.

And that ds, as you
culture of the west, trying to
negate the influence and
importance of women, which is in
the art world just
really important for us to fight to
make sure that Lady Jaye is

recognized as equally important.
Itds an ongoing

KM: Do you find it becomes more
chall enging since
being the voice for both of you?

BPO: It seems as if, which is sort
of tragic, it took Lady Jaye
dropping her body for people to
wake up to the seriousness of
what we were doing and to re-
evaluate the work. So her passing
has actually turned attention to
the Pandrogyny

that often it takes the artist dying
for them to get praise. Another
reaon that we try to be so
respectful and acknowledge her

presence is because she is

d ocespensible $or a bt of the positive

reaction in a very real sense.
tds very easy and
KM: | wanted to ask you about

| i k ethe Panhdiogyny Brbjectu Do you

see this as creating a third gender
outside of traditional generations,

i nsi stoe cas erasing btleei ocogcept of

gender in the name of inclusivity?

BROu Bhe senoodmone, defingely.
It would never about gender for
myself and Lady
another example of how people in
gemeral mvant hto siBpmify ithed s
message, s o t hat
grasp and, more likely, easier to

dismiss. One of the things that

st rLady gJhye .used to say about

difference was that some people

feel theydre a man
wounawné sb ebeond yl, e fsto me
l' i ke theydre a womanr
manos body, but we
trapped in a body.
about evolution for us. It begins

with inclusivity, that the binary
systems t hat weodve
simply dondt work a
theydre based on ancg

of what we needed to do to

Pr o $umieetand floutish ¢ a hastde

world. And that was necessary,
but it was tens of thousands of
years ago and yet we still see the
same posturing in politicians and
others, this sort of masculine,

Jaye.
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dominant vision and vilification
of that which is other- o fl
not i ke me ,
enemyao.

KM: Everything has to fall into a
certain dichotomy.

BPO: Yes. So for us, pandrogyne
is about erasing differences and
represents the final integration of
the human being into itself and to
have a hermaphroditic container
is just symbolic of the idea that we
would like people to address in
becoming inclusive and
constructive and thinking of
humanity as one organism and
themselves as just one part within
it. And if we were to think this
way, it would become ine vitable
that those in need would get what
they require, since we were all
part of the same whole. It is
critical right now that humanity
re-evaluate itself and the way that
we | ive. And
onasociopol i tical
still  using worn-out, failed,
capitalist equations that create
more violence and destruction.
Well on that large scale, we really
are talking about the survival of
the species.

But we were also looking at DNA
and at freeing ourselves from the

thatos
s ¢ a IK#l: So That sense rofepositivity is

limitations on the body, how our

y 0 u 0 r physical parts function. And if we
t h e nare toocaldniseespac ywhich we

think we shoul
important for us to be constantly
expanding and not just on this
planet, then we need to start
thinking of our bodies not as
sacred, but merely as a biological
cluster that allows our
consciousness to be mobile and to
experience. Then anything is
possible. We could engineer
ourselves so that we could be
anything - cold-blooded, we could
remove our legs, add extra arms,
anything. Because once you get
rid of this idea that we have to
look the way we are, then it opens
up limitless possibilities.

So it becomes bigger. It started
being about us- Lady Jaye and
myself- exploring deep love and it
grew into OHow
worl dé? (Laughs)
not happening

something you wanted to see
reflected outside.

BPO: And people do seem to be
listening, they do seem to be
hearing our message about re
perceiving ourselves as beings,
that we should be striving to be
human beings and not just

d,

do
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individuals. Which is ironic,
because TOPY was all about
individuals. But that w as a

previous stage, learn how you can
be yourself, to maximize your
own potential. And from that, the
only next stage can be to
determine how you can turn that
outward, how you can use that to
give back to the community.

KM: So do you feel that each one
of the
gone through in your life and
career has been a necessary step
from the previous one?

it is important to go back and look
at them for me and to realize that
there is continuity, that the same
issues keep cropping up. That
people can, for instance, become
musicians without knowing about
musi c and seei
evolved over time. Now, of
course, you have computers and
thereds been a
of what music actually is, so very
few now believe that they need a

ng

transf or mat isklln or thabh ahey needutd vbe

educated in a certain technique
for thirty years.

KM:1 dm curi ous, A
BPO: Yes. Not always music, are there any new artists
consciously, i tds yamddwnwaeg s hevairtdh who
hindsight. As we g éntpress or thgpire,youve 0 v e

just turned sixty, we look back on
old notebooks and discover that
what wedre saying
saying twenty
that we forgot in the interim.

KM: This is where the importance

of holding onto things like
notebooks becomes important,
even when youdre

much smaller space.

BPO: Well the one thing that |
never part with is journals. | have
all of them, some of them going as
far back as 1965. And there are
literally thousands of pages. And

BPO: To be honest,
reallyv Jisterw ® anyemusc ever.

y e a r feopegatwvays dormedts ourj houset

and are really surprised that we
donot put musi c
people generally have music on in
the background or have their
i Pods on al/l t hee

manmi ngodnéaond anever
a l ong ti me sinc
music and even then it would
only have been a test pressing or
something.

o

KM: Why do you thi

distanced yourself from that?
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BPO: Wh e n [ | i st en t aowmspstican pe shated and not

really difficult for m e to just listen forgotten and destroyed.

to it and enjoy it. After thirty -five

years of making it and producing KM:l's that something
it and trying out new actively pursuing right now?
techniquesé I tdéds not a question of
being jaded, real | BPO: Aibistl ubel pgé Wedr e
overl oaded. I t s r eoa |sbmethihga ford a fpobti shene

to hear it without starting to listen called Heartworm who want s to

to the edits and the mix and publish a collection of the lyrics

thinking of what kind of tape and poems of Genesis Breyer P
recorders were used, or what kind Orridge. When | sent them the

of software was usaebk.thatl wer@ seasily eecéssibje

hard for me to just sit back and let from the archive, they came back

it wash over me . latndds skad ada uosTeh ed fe s s (
the way we are. As you might going to have to do volumes. 6 So
have noticed, wedrweedkiendnofthea proces
work aholic. And so when we vol ume one. And webd
become involved in a project, like been asked to do a book called
Pandrogyny, everything else sort Breaking Sex o The Story of

of drops away unl e $androgynd,s rseol e vt ahnatt 6 s

to that project and at the moment, exciting.

music is pretty far down on our

priority | i st and Web&se jpuset t Bsgchidaars e d
down on our list of things to Bible, an extended version of five
research, because \wndred hpagesk or we dvkia is

done pretty much all we can do coming out in France in July or

with that particular medium of August. ltds been t
communication. French and itds app

1770 pages in French. And it came
Jaye used to t el | out imé&nglish yn @ linditedeadition
rel eased over 2 0 0 ang he Jast yme wé loeked on

done all you can \mnazdn.com,tsécend hand topias
time to move on. 6 v@teegoimga or $580r wiready.
keen on the idea of writing books That 6s staggering.

and would tell me that all this
information should be written

t
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KM: How do you feel about that

culture of the collector, because from the craziness of the
|l dve certainly s e emarkepkoec ha ncck  tThva t you
records or other things that pander to that, or make things just
youbdbve been i nvol v édthatythat you make artgiorks
sold for fright ening amounts of just for the love of it.
money.
And of course, that does become
BPO: 1t 6s somet hi ng tmora tdifficuls &dyout get older
bother me a lot more at the and things do start to have more
beginning, but we realize that value. At the sale at the old house
wedr e actually r e ardl ggalleryf wer didu something
that that happened, because it where, if you bought anything,
gives us the ability to do things even a kitchen fork, you received
t hat donodt have a thisr offieial stgmp phatlthasr was
appeal. We know that if we do from the personal collection and
something in a limited edition of belongings of Breyer P-Orridge.
999 copies that it will sell and that And people were literally buying
that in turn can finance some of all kinds of strange things, even
the more abstract, complex, long dildos. We made the gallery up
term projects and at the same like a sixties psychedelic boutique
ti me, itds somet hi amg prajectecefims pfdady dale
and unusual for the people who and while we were setting up
own it. And the fact that it Kevi n, whoos one of
becomes commerce at some point, who is now running the gallery,
that there are people who buy an found this one box that was filled
extra one or two copies and end with dildos, wtn ch
up making a profit for themselves, about. We kept those in case they
one can only hope that they use were useful for a sculpture. And
t he money wi sel y.he Istabisd oawme can sel
unavoidable part of the way the we said oDonot be
system is set up. It would be Kevin, of cour se w
lovely if one could just be an artist those. 6 But he took

and say 0Give
couple of thousand dollars a
month so | can just be an artist
and create, 6 but

me

works. You have to dissociate

athemtup gne tittde tablé anda they
all soldfor a hundred d ollars each.
And the thing that people wanted

t to &riow was, rbéfdre theyo bougthit t
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them was OWere the
we sai d oWell of C
used. 6 And t hat

wanted them.

KM: Because if they believe
theydve been wused,
this aura of celebrity.

BPO: And they were drawn to the

i dea t hat theyodd
myself and Lady Jaye making
love.

KM:Youdve
many, many art projects. Is there

anything t hat you
t hat youdre really
to now?

BPO:Basi call vy,
at this point. We left home in 1968
and thought we wanted to be
some sort of bohemian beatnik
artist and be creative and travel
and meet all sorts of wonderful
and strange people. And now in
2010, that 6s ank. |
So wedve been ver
have our obsessions and our
creative endeavours be the way
that wedve survive

So now we just want to keep on
with the Pandrogyny Project and
to really have an impact on the
way people think - how they think

obviously

yabouts ¢hens@vesA natbout the
species,e abbuh estereotymes eand

w aaschetypésyand thé way those are

exploited by different societies to
suppress and really control them.
Thatds really the
couldh smpehotv ehéle theoworld
with compassion and kindness
and creaton and | know Lady
Jaye would have told you that she

vanedto galistespgace.b y

KM: Do you think of doing it in
her honour?
wor ked on

BPO: Maybe, although the idea
tdwrifies ena. Being ih ani eactbsed
spaceocakd thege béirg rawacuuch
outside. But then the idea of flying
in an airplane terrifies me to. The

webrei deayt baesgeddr e

that may have fatigue and may be
too old and there we are sitting,
strapped in. So
not that much difference between
a space ship and an airplane,
other than in the mind.

wedve ever d

y Latélyo d tjustnveant eto have a
positive impact on the world and
the community and to encourage
dthem to grow up from their
prehistoric behavior patterns and
finally adopt a modern -future
aware method of thinking.
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Of course ultimately, the personal carry on with Pandrogyny in

aspect of the Pandrogyny Project, another dimension. And who
between myself and Lady Jaye knows what will be the job there?
we talked about wanting to be It becomes spiritual and
together, to be fused together alchemical, to find this state of
outside time and space, to be able perfecting- not perfection, but
for eternity to become one being, perfecting and to erase that
one entity. So t hedualigt that ai4 Ibgcoming ham 6 s

waiting for me, so that we can obstruction to our evolution.




FLY ON THEWALL OF HISHEART

By Kenneth Rains Shiffrin

He found himself alone

Reading the small bumps and cracks on the four walls that surrounded him.
The flies of interest were drowned by the paint that covered the cracks

And turned them to bumps.

So, there was no one listening to his lost lines of loneliness

Which is all itds cracked up to be.
He heard that shrill cry of the wrongs he could neight

And no longer fight in constant sorrow from those claims of fault.

So, he let go of the eavesdropping notion of wanting and longing
Brought on by someone el sebds pain.
See for yourself, feel for yourself, touch for yourself, heal for yourself,
Thevoice insided demanded of him.

)
He listened in resistance to that obsession
Not victory but surrender.
And then in a shift, she appeared in a garden
With children and words and stories and life.

Somet hingds go on there he wanted to e
But thought himself an outsider uld only look and listen.

He has been invited to speak an he shall

With words to water the seeds, s

yright © 2010 Kenneth Rains Shiffrin




ENFERMERA CON HERIDA: SALIDA

By Craig Woods

Images © Michael Cano

Elster-Kinney followed the
ageless dogwoman  through
sprawling vistas of semi-derelict
amusement parks and decaying
arcades which multiplied before
her weary gaze towards an
endlessly setting sun. Time and
space seemed illusory here, and
Elster-Kinney had no conception
of how long or how far she had
walked. Adhering faithfully to
Sol edadds pace,
footfalls as precisely as possible
with those of her guide; pausing
when she paused and making
sure never to deviate from the
hybrid
rhythm. Quite unconsciously, she
found herself mimicking
Soleda d 6 s poses and

s h

height. Standing several
conspicuous inches taller than the
gun-toting rebel, Elster-Kinney
adopted a slight hunch as she
walked, as though this guaranteed
her a greater degree of anonymity
in this surrealistic landscape - a
ludicrous notion for sure. Despite
these instinctive nervous
reactions, she felt remarkably safe
in
the rhgbtidc lwenthn hfavaured
something of a prowling gait,
Elster-Kinney felt confident that
this was forged by habit and
instinct rather than necessity. In

r ev ol ulishedo n a ragyd eveng sshea bad witnessed
Sol edadds

firsthand
The twin revolvers which hung
frenv etme dog-wo mands

Sol eda dy sThougho mp a
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gleaming austerely in the
perpetual sun, were a constant
reminder to Elster-Kinney that her
guide also offered the most
effective protection from any
imaginable threat.

While the landscape appeared to
be in constant flux, this seemed
not to perturb Soledad at all, who
strode onwards with audacious
purpose and an appealing animal

elegance. Occasionally the
environment would shimmer
suddenly around them, the

features shifting and morphing
into new forms, quite without

warning or any apparent
rationale. At these moments,
Soledad would signal with a

sharp hand gesture for Elster-
Kinney to stop and wait while she
raised her grave face to the air and
began sniffing its scent, her canine
senses tasting the new terrain and
quickly e stablishing a fresh route.

Initially the milieu had appeared
deserted, but, with their anti-
temporal progress, Elster-Kinney
soon noticed subtle signs of life in
their distorted surroundings; the
irregular twitch of a musty curtain
or flicker of movement from
behind a broken window caught
only fleetingly from the corner of
a fatigued eye. As though the
landscape were coming to accept
her invasion of it, she was treated
to these encounters with increased
frequency as they progressed on
foot through the wo unded streets.

In a deserted square of burnt-out
warehouses, the distinct melody
of ¢ hi laudirtee floéted into
Elster-Ki nneyds
transmitted by some psychic radio
embedded in the decaying
concrete and rusted metal.
Sol edadds f ac ¢he
sound, her earnest expression
relaxing momentarily, permitting
the ghost of a smile to haunt one
corner of her clenched lips.

They came upon a deserted
cinema where the sky darkened.
Bodies and wreckage lay strewn
around the front of the building.
The bitter after-scent of fire hung
in the air, and another smell: a
rank, rotten, primordial stench
like the bowels of an undersea
abattoir. With jarring suddenness,
scores of boys and girls
materialised before them, as
though the street itself had spat
them out from its stony gullet.
The children busied themselves
with a  macabre cleanup
operation. Tiny figures pushed
wheelbarrows loaded with
corpses and rubble, dirt-smeared
juvenile faces locked into a grave
proletarian determination. There
was no evident rank or hierarchy
of management among them.
Each child went about his or her
work earnestly and with the
enthusiasm characteristic of those
bonded by dedication to a mutual
goal. The carcasses were covered
with thick tarpaulin, but here and
here and there the tip of a scalp

ear s
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peeked from the edge of a canvas,
or a prone forearm draped over
the edge of a barrow, dead
knuckles scraping across the
tarmac. Elster-Kinney noticed a
crust-like veneer on the skin of the

corpses; a raised, rough and
reddened texture like the shell of
a crab. Radiating from this

corrupted flesh, a faint marine
smell could be detected. Whatever
contagion had claimed these adult
lives seemed to instil no fear in
the children who went about their

grim business unperturbed and
with apparent immunity.

Catching Elster-Ki nney ds
small grubby -faced girl, no older
than eight, shrugged lazily and
spoke with an authority well
beyond her years:

the Ti
now. 6

0They
They

got
stink

Otherwise, the children ignored
them as Soledad led the nurse
across the ruined street towards
t he
facade.

The front of the building bore the
tattered remains of ageless movie
posters, each boasting imagery
carved from a multitu de of
nameless visions and hazily
remembered dreams - an art
gallery of a fractured psyche.
Elster-Kinney stopped to inspect
these faded artefacts, her eyes
drifting lazily from left to right

c i n e ma-lackened mo kawnguished

across the obscure titles and
garish colours. At the final poster
a bomb went off in her gut.
Emblazoned across this
fragmented sheet, scorched at the
edges and yellowed with age, was
an image of herself. From the
imagery and text, Elster-Kinney
surmised that the advertised
movie was an historical epic set in
the turbu lent midst of the Spanish
Civil War.
THROUGH THE DOLL
the title proclaimed in a dramatic
blood red typeface. A sepia still
claimed the centre of the poster.
Elster-Kinney could see herself

g athege; an &onic figure garbed in
period dress and nursing a
wounded militiaman; violence
and chaos exploding around her
on a broken street.

Re\newinghtlee mther posteyssmore
attentively now, tears rising from
some unknown well to torture her
fatigued and straining eyeballs,
she felt as though she were
peering over the precipice of an
chasm; an
overwhelming black hole of grief
that threatened to consume her,
transforming her every cell into
an unyielding rock of despair.
Images seemed to roll past her in
a psychic slideshow; a lonely
pylon by a sandstone wall - a
pretty red-haired girl vomiting
over the side of a stone bridge on
a deep blue summer evening - a
crashed and burning motor car
leaving a trail of red gore in its

me
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wake upon a moonlit highway - a
dimly lit attic where a sallow -

and tired sound like a pre-
recording cut from the memory of

a dead world. There was a clatter
of wood and metal as, across the
street, a group of children pulled

skinned girl in a white nightslip
extended one fearful hand to
conceal a red notebook beneath a

musty mattress € open the rusted corrugated
double doors to a darkened
Quite beyond her wil and basement.

understanding, Elster-Kinney

collapsed to her knees upon the
concrete, her face a mess of tears
and sobbing unknown names

from her aching throat:

OPoppy! é
€o

Magpi e!

Skin was afire with bullets of time
into the shattered
barking and a hazily remembered
sensation of cool summer sheets
against young fle
streets past a re
holding out the lights of
adolescent dreams cut down like

vagabond <children
skin open at a glance before it was
t oo Il at e é Dul

I ,
around the fl] ames e
Elster-Kinney wondered if the

stregt (were,apouf to be bombed
and if the children were seeking
po i SRefteg, put tpeoquegtiorhpg%d not
bel QMP & vy, JEeyoh e her

i oStraining . yqcal chords.  The

children granted her an answer
nonetheless, as each entered the
basementin single file to emerge
moments later with a large
weapon strapped around his or

her torso; shotguns, rifles,
machi neguns ¢é One t
ringlet-haired girl shouldered a

wrapping
Voice in the wind made to break
down ¢€é Symbol for
like a child by darkn ess rolled in
with the news &
of the streets
wor ds of sl eep
Feeble glowing streetlights and
rivers of maladies through the
ears e

From miles across the endlessly
shifting landscape came the feral
wail of an air raid siren; a stale




rocket launcher with a casual
nonchalance, as though the
formidable weapon were as

innocuous as a schoolbag or
rucksack.

With a strong and steady arm,
Soledad pulled the traumatised
nurse to her feet and guided her
gingerly through a shattered
revolving door, onward into the

cinemads dark
the ailing air raid siren continued
to howl like a wounded dog as the
children prepared for war.

In an otherwise empty screening
room of mouldy rotten chairs, a
pair of caretakers greeted Soledad
with a lazy salute. They wore the
ragged fatigues of Spanish
militamen. The older of the two, a
bearded man in his forties,
inclined his head towards Elster-
Kinney and addressed Soledad
with alien words in an ancient
voice rich as woodsmoke;
OEsta mujer est§
OEIl Kinley es mi fiel
compafYera, O
her gri p around
shoulders in a comradely gesture,
OY yo soy suyo. 6

The bearded man nodded and the
tension drained from his posture,
arms falling slack at his sides. The
younger of the two men, a
handsome fellow of about thirty,
handed Elster-Kinney a creased

handkerchief from a dusty pocket.
Stricken and quivering with an
unnameable grief, she accepted
the handkerchief awkwardly and
watched as the man moved away
through a nearby door. There was
the sound of a flicked switch and
the light of a proje ctor pierced the
gloom. The dead cinema screen
flickered reluctantly to life.

bel | yA, waB ezhne nexploted ebmfore

them; fire raging in a ruined
street, lorries speeding through
rubble and chaos, the heavy
thunder of rifles echoing against
stone buildings. In bold letters a
caption materialised across the

base of the screen:
19376.

Squeezing Elste-Ki nneyds
trembling shoulders

compassionately, Soledad pressed
her warm mouth to the nurse &
ear, imparting a hushed canine
murmur:

Cc oORaratlast®uénos é 6

On the legs of an injured bird,

S ol e d aHlster-Kinngyh habbled dtowards
t h ethe scrneensSheé alowed herself to

be led, her head semicradled
upon the hybrid woman &
resilient shoulder. When the
images were close enough to
touch, Soledad drew one
gleaming revolver in a movement
so fluid it seemed the stagnant air
of the cinema might obliterate
itself at the disturbance. Soledad




cocked the weapon and pressed

its heavy barrel to the screen.
Steeling herself, ElsterKinney
rubbed the caretaker®
handkerchief across her reddened
face, smearing grime like war-
paint over her cheeks as she
wiped away the tears. With a
solemn expression, she pressed
her wet lips to Soledad® in a
timid kiss. The world peeled away
like the skin of an orange é

The Hotel Falcon was a the
panorama  of  post-industrial
seething - In the entrance hall was
great energies the most densely
populated city expected - Assault
Guards had attacked where crows
croaked muted warnings among
strategic buildings, broken dolls
and soiled mirrors - Soledad
swayed of the Telephone

Exchange and seized voices at her
open mouth - Everywhere the
usual litter spread out before tired
eyes in inevitable products of
revolution - Two of the principal
POUM buildings among shadows
of melancholy pylons - Man of
about thirty in civilian clothes of
memory and shreds of torn
cartridge boxes from a pile in the
corner - An Anarchist patrol car
drove up into the low rumble of a
dying girl aged about eighteen
nursing a machine-gun across her
knees - Her frenzied laugh
throughout the CNT in close
proximity - Idling engine bristling
with weapons - Her eyes wild she
gesticulated up the Ramblas -
Violent inertia nurtured the
streets quite empty - Audience
head-high with riflemen posted at
memory - Blown -out women from
the quayside were towards the
shadowy horizon - Sad forgotten
men and women jumped across
the burning fervour - Out on to

the stream of Dbullets from
Soledadds jacket t h
motionless -

The beginning had blown a hole
into exi stence é
brought her the news in oily gobs
carved from the skin of the

cosmos é The city
countl ess l i ves e
across dead cobbl es
silence flowed from

Sad forgotten path behind her
eyes é

st
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EMPIRE STATE OF MIND

By Charles Christian

Photos © Lisa Wormsley

AGENCY_PROJECT_SYBOT#29_COMMENCE_RUN_SIMULATION_
0Go on, open it,o6 says Nick.

00h, you guys,merhe mbeeprleyd noyy olui rt hday. o
wrapping paper from around the parcel to expose an antique coffee mug.

Not just any antique coffee mug but a genuine, 20th century, vintage TV

serial memorabilia coffee mug. On the sides of the mug, printed in now

faded red lettering, are the words | am not a number, | am a free man

HHEHHAH




Itéds curry and beer night. Ni ck has ju
and beer night tonight. Of course itods
third Thursday of t he mont h & wall atdeashthosecof us wtid
left from the original crew & have been going out after work for a curry and
a few beers every third Thursday of the month for the past 25 years.

Everybody knows that. Everybody who works at the Agency knows about

our third Thursday & ritual. Although admittedly not everybody is quite so

ent husiastic about it as we are. It 0s
recruits d and the other day | even overheard Jody, the office PA, refer to the

crew as the ALC. Turns out this is office grapevine shorthand for the
Agency Losers Club.

It began innocently enough, when we were all young, single, fresh out of
university, full of high hopes, bursting with ambition and excited to be
working for the Agency. But then life began to get in the way. Marriages,
mortgages, management intrigues. Debts, deadlines, divorces. The usual
suspects.

The one constant was the curry and beer night. Trouser hems flared and
narrowed, narrowed and flared back out again. Waistlines expanded,

hairlines receded. And still we kept eating those curries and drinking those

beer s . Though iités noticeable that ovel
volumes have declined, and the hot vindaloos of our youth have given way,
in middle age, to milder kormas as our curries of choice.

HHEHHAH

Now it really is curry and beer night. We ar e at our favourite curry house,
where the decor and the canned music has hardly changed in a quarter of a
century. The conversation is d as everd relaxed. And the subject matter is &

as ever 0 predictable, as eight middle-aged men the wrong side of 45
complain how badly life has treated them. How their wives, partners and
children & and ex-wives, ex-partners and estranged children 0 d on &t
understand them.

S t




Mark complains that marrying his second wife was the worst mistake he

ever made. In contrast Welsh Davey (to distinguish him from the other

David on the crew 9 Little Dave) says walking out on his partner was the

worst mistake he ever made. Mikey moans that since his children left home,

they never keep in touch and he feels cut out of their lives. While Jez says

his children |l ook |Iike theyol]l never |

This evening however something eniaf fere
through the meal and into our fourth
grumbling. Wedve pr eipingywbontthe dtherfpéopleis h e d
our office & which these days is largely taken up with speculating about
Jodyds reputedly rich and varied sex |
we might even start tal king about wor
init iative, when Little Dave suggest we play a game of Whatifs. ltdéds a bi
Truth or Dareor Consequencesly played by sad old gits like us.

What we have to do, explains Dave, i s
past that, if we could live our live s a | | over agai n, we 0 d
way. OYou know, 6 he adds, othe path no

We go round the table in a clockwise direction. Nick kicks off by
announcing the choice he regrets, and would now handle differently, was

deciding not to wear a condom when he had sex with his first live -in
girlfriend because he thought it would
to take the Pill regularly, with the result Nick found himself a father of

twins in his finals year at universi ty.

Nickds revelation is met with an awkwa
he is kidding or not, as heodos al ways
married from the get -go and deliberately chose to start a family early.

Next up is Welsh Davey, who brings down a torrent of abuse on his head by

saying that if he could have his ti me
the job offer from the Agency. o0Yeah,
back home in the Rhondda Valleywoul d have been a bette
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oOPiss off, 6 says Davey, reaching for
falls on the table.

oJack?6 | hear Jez saying, oJack, i tos

| look around and see everyone looking at me. Oops, nearly missed my

turn. o0Sorry,6 | say, o0l was miles awa

OWho with?6 asks Mar k.
0Jody?d6 suggests Jez.
oln your dreams, 6 says Nick.

I l et the comments wash over me and i
sure why | say what | say next. | think | must have recently heard that old

g

Alicia Keysd song about New Yor k. You

about it being a concrete jungle where dreams are made.Empire State of
Mind, thatdés what it was call ed.

OWhen | was in my second vyeailrnotartrely eeds

sure what | wanted to do with my life, | had a brief fling with an American

girl. Her name was Delta.o6 | hear some

0She was on an exchange <course to s
Somehow we ended up in bed together, which was fine by me. But then,

pretty soon, she started getting a little bit too keen and clingy. Wanted to

meet my parents. Wanted me to go back with her to New York. She was
probably just lonely but she was way, way too intense for my liking, so |

slowly edged her out of my life. And that was it.

OBut, just occasionally I regret acti
turn down such an opportunity? | should have been bolder and visited her
in New York. | mean, who knows what would have happe ned if | had? So
thatds my choice. | f I could have my
Deltads offer and foll owed her to New
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AGENCY_PROJECT_SYBOT#29_SIMULATION_ENTERING_PHASE#2_

OEight men and four women crammed toge
Sounds | i ke a recipe for trouble. 6

Havendt you heard? Wedve been warned t

HHHH##

| walk up the staircase and out of the subway, pick up a mocha d with an
additional shot of expresso but strictly no extra cream & from a Starbucks

and make my way over to the North Tower. For the fifth time this morning,

I ask myself whyodobomotdothgtthiddnbt | o
Well, just that something seems to hav
with each other. Maybe take each other for granted too much. | have my

work. She has the kids. Our lives have drifted in different di rections.

I't wasndt al ways | i kedwelweresboth dNidyngatd f i r
university in England dshe was | i ke nobody el se 14
was exciting. She was different. She swept me off my feet and | willingly




followed her back to New York. But that was then and this is now. Now, at
the age of 47, | feel that everything is ashes and nothing | do holds any
interest for me.

Maybe thatods why | 0 nsickoteehagev. Making myiwkye a |
up the elevators in the World Trade Center, at 8:30 in the morning, on my

way to the Windows on the World est aur ant on the 106t h
way to the Windows on the Worldfor a breakfast meeting with another
woman.

Kerri-Al pha. Thatoés her professi onliedtylen ame,
magazine on the Upper East Side and dropped her real named Keghourhi
Assadourian 8f or somet hing zappier. What she
| &m just another displaced Englishman
over the past Beenwrabbiageniore and mdetime together.

Today wedre having breakfast before H
friendds apart ment over towards Chinat
with Kerri. | left home as soon as | could this morning, to avoid having to
tell a |lie direct to Deltabds face. She
on Wal l Street . I take a deep breath,
dangerous ground. And then... Then, everything changes. Everything ends.

At 8:46 there is the und of thunder. A roaring, cacophony of mechanical
noise. A deafening blast of screaming, twisting metal and crashing, falling
masonry. The whole building rocks, shakes and sways d and the elevator
car |Idm riding in shudders to a halt.

Ilookatmyfelow passengers. 't must be bad,
their Blackberrys or talking into their mobile phones. Nobody says a thing d
but then someone sniffs the air. | can smell it too.

l'tds smoke. Something is burning.

I dondt know stiibtwe aseaaly tBinkingtthe same thing. We all
know it: the Tower is on fire.




For a few brief moments & in reality perhaps only a few seconds 6 we try to
pretend there is nothing wrong, nothing to worry about. But this facade of
composur e dang asithé $moKe egihs tol grow denser, to become
a visible, malevolent presence in the car. It is also starting to get hotterd and
the smell of burning is getting ever more pungent. The crackling, snickering
sound of a fire is all around us. We can feel the heat beneath our feet. The
flames have climbed the lift shaft and are now snapping at the underside of
our elevator car.

All pretence of calm and control collapses. We start to shout. We yell. We
bang on the walls of the elevator car with our briefca ses and with our bare
hands. Someone is sobbing. Somebody else is praying.

OHel p! 6
0Get us out of herel 6
oDonot | et us di el 6

7

oOHel p, help!é
HH#HH

o0Jack, Jack! Wh a't the hell ds the matt €
about? Why are you banging on the walls?

OHel p! Get me out of here! Dondt | et m
0Steady on mat e, youdre only in the |
youdd been gone so | ong. We thought vyo
belly or fallen asleepdyouknow you canodét take your al
0l dm dying in here!d

o0Jack, what are you on about? Get of f
Qui c k, somebody <call an ambul ance, I t

HHEHHAH
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ONow | etds see you get out of that
presses the <Save> command on her laptop and sits back in her chair. Her
name is Diane and she takes a drink from her coffee mugdi t 6 s a s o
mug she picked up years ago from The Prisonershop at Portmeirion & and
scrolls through the story sheds just

As she looks at the screen, she shakes her head. Has she been too hard on
Jack? Leaving him there squirming. Unsure whether he is dying of a heart
attack on the floor of a lavatory in an Indian restaurant & or about to be
obliterated in a holocaust of flames, buckling metal and crumbling walls, as
the North Tower of the World Trade Center collapses.

More to the point, she asks herself, where does the story go on fere?

Itéds not that she hates Jack, itds |
them anymore. All he seems to care about is that bloody job at the Agency.
Like this evening, hedl | come home |
another curry night w ith that sad bunch of losers from his office.

Diane realises her feelings are more than a little motivated by her
disappointment with the way her own life & and her relationship with Jack o

turned out . When shedd met him at Lee

shedd only planned t o st atgrhbafore retumieg UK
to New York.

Il nstead, shedd been s weptodandfexciting 8Brit. f e et

The early years had been goodd but her own career never took off in the
way she had hoped. Then there were the children. And then, when th ey left
home... there was nothing. She was an alien national, alone in an alien town.

Now she was reading for a PhD in creative writing at the local university &
one of the few good things (if not the only good thing) this grim Northern

city had going for i t . She once told Kat, her
that at the age of 47, everything was ashes and nothing | did held any
interest for me. Just long grey days of nothingness, stretching out over the
years. o0
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Kat, who had a rather earthier outlook on life, suggested Diane should
cultivate her inner cougar and start picking up toy -boys for some down and
dirty gratuitous, meaningless sex. Instead, Diane immersed herself in her
studies and started to write -out her anger.

She checked the clock orher desk. Time to print off the story and head over
to the faculty building for the one -to-one tutorial she had scheduled for later
that afternoon.

HHEHHAH

AGENCY_PROJECT_SYBOT#29_SIMULATION_REACTIVATION_PHASE_

oDepl oying defibrillator paddl es. Ch &
discharged. Candidate responding. Vital life signs increasing. Deploying
defibrillator paddles again. Charging. Charged. Standby. Shock discharged.

Life signs satisfactory. Reactivation successfully commenced. Retracting
defibrillator paddles. ¢

HHEHHH




Diane sat in the office while her tutor, the man they called the Count, read
through her story. dthkeat wasjsshtietnickname l€aa |
had given him. Kat reckoned he was a vampire 8 or at least modelled
himself on Count Dracula, what with his pale complexion, slicked -back,
unnaturally jet -black hair, old fashioned clothes (the Count was probably
the only man on campus still wearing velvet jackets in a non-ironic way)
and pointy, little teeth. He even had an apartment in The Towers, a big,
long-ago sootblackened, neo-Gothic pile some long-dead Victorian factory
owner had built for himself up on the edge of the moors, ov erlooking the
town.

As she watched him now, Diane involuntarily shuddered as she saw his
unusually long 0 for a man at leastd fingernails tracing her words across the
pages of her manuscript. OYuk, 6 she

theyaws. 6l Di ane will never know how ac

Finally he spoke. o0l can see your di
Is the 9/11 scenario the fevered imaginings of a heart attack victim? Or, is
the curry night a final escapist fantasy of someone about to die in a terrorist
attack? But how do you round off this story without resorting to a cop -out
cliched ending?6

0Such as, 6 suggested Diane, ohaving

7

dr eam?6

OPrecisely, or el se throw i An-the-@aley e
ending that will annoy your readers and leave them feeling cheated? Like
suddenly revealing a minor character
paused. OLi ke sudden)|thye office PA addialhaongt h a
been a Russian spy and was poisoning Jack with small doses of a rare
chemical that was only activated when it came into contact with curry
spices. 0

Diane laughed. Her tutor might be creepy but he knew his stuff. There again
he was the authorof The Underl ying Homosexual
Draculad an academic paper Diane suspected only one person on the course
dits author & had ever read from start to finish.
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OWhat might be a good i dea ictrintofthe
story & perhaps a narrator d to give it an element of context? For example,
what if you & | mean the Delta character in New York & is made the
narrator, so this becomes her story focusing on her unsatisfactory
relationship with Jack?06

Diane shifted uneasily in her seat. Was her tutor reading her mind? How
did he know this had been one of her motivations for writing the story?

oDi ane, 6 The Count was talking to

mi nd. Il d&m not tel epatmstcero,r Is@ome o rkliyn d

writing tutor but | have encountered this situation before. Leaving aside the
fact the Delta character seems to be your poorly disguised alterego, there is

we

he

something about this town 1 meanthiscity 8t hat al i enates p

OWhat do you mean?¢é asked Diane.

OLook at the ©place. Originally ma
industry. Bursting with Northern, Victorian civic pride, which is also the
only reason why thereds a universi
the factories have all gone and the biggest employer is a newcomerd the
Agency, a government computing and research establishment.

de

ty

OHer eds the thing, apart from the

between the old mill town community that made this place and the people
at the Agency who now bring in most of the money. Not least as most of the

peopl e at the Agency are also newcome

outside and will often move away again later in their careers.

ol tds even ople like gou. fYourare pnerely married into the

Agency. Youdve got nothing in common
time 0 thanks to official secrets rules and allthat 5y oudr e al& o

length to the Agency. You are alienated, in limbo, so it& hardly surprising
youdre dissatisfied with your | ot.

OWhat you say, 6 said Diane, 0O may
does that fit in with my story. o
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0OAt the moment you are i n <rding ewithaof

character in grave perilthin ki ng heds s odrbaiwh eirse heel?s el

interesting and contemporary take but why bother? Ambrose Bierce did it
first d and better 8 back in the 1890s in his short story An Occurrence at Owl

Creek Bridge | nstead, 6 continued eittbthetropeut or ,

Bring the Delta character into this piece d make it her story. Make her the
deus ex machindive her the ultimate sanction & the power of life and death
over the Jack character. ¢

0l dm | i king where this is g¢gerhapgmoe s ai
ent husiasm than she shoul d, OWe coul d

but be left severely disabled. Perhaps with a stroke or in a coma and on a

ventilator 81 61 | research t he medi cal det ai |

Delta is asked by the hospital whether they should switch off the life
support.o

ONot so sure about that, o6 said the
too much of a cold-blooded bitch. Letting Jack die is excessive payback for

a man whose basicihfhagil Ragemlseth,edypgowodo

losing the sympathy of your readers. To suddenly turn Delta into a

homi ci dal sociopath is a step too far.

OYoudbdre suggesting, 6 replied Diane,
t hat i s credi btl ema kseo Dwel taal stoh ec aRuds s i

OPrecisely, 6 said The Count, with a
too smug and self-satisfied in tone. But there again, he was a creative
writing tutor.

O0What about Biané&aniost jumped off her chair in excitement.

0 What about we entangle Delta with
hinted at Jodyds rich and varied se
secretly wants that relationship to be closer, a lot closer.

oDelta is telling her all her troubl
on. And sheds saying how she doesndt
Jack being in a coma. Then Jody gently reminds her that if she were to
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become the widow of an employee of the Agency, Delta would be entitled
to a substantial pension. Money that would allow her to break free from this
dirty old town and start her |ife
somet hing here. ¢

0Good, 6 said the stuwatrch .l oTkh enrge aar ehis

ends to tie up there d and | think you might want to introduce the Jody -
Delta relationship a little earlier but | look forward to reading your revised

al |

draft of this story at our next tutori

Diane said her thank-yous, collected her papers and headed for the door.

Had she paused to look behind her, she would have noticed her tutor was
looking at his watch again but this time with an unsettling smirk on his face.
Ironically, given Diane, Kat and the other studentsd j okes abo
Count was indeed a monster.

Not a vampire of course, that would be silly, they exist only in fiction.
Nevertheless a monster with a depraved appetite who preyed on human
flesh & and tonight he was going hunting. Fortunately for Di a n e , her
taste in victims did not run to middle -aged women.

HHHH##

0 GARRGHHH! 6 What t he heldsonethisg painfuad ?
has just violently jerked me awake.

smell of burned human flesh in t he atmosphere.

In my mind there are the remnants of a vivid nightmare. | was trapped in a
burning elevator car in the World Trade Center North Tower. Wait a

ut

t

mi nut e, burning fl esh? dTrealyad srappedina my

burning building! I open my eyes d they seem blearier than they have ever
been beforeinmylifedand | ook around me. I &m
in some kind of cylinder or domed pod. Like one of those adjustable beds
you get when you fly first -class with some airlines but with an opaque
perspex roof.

not

u

So
| @

al

nior

t o1

me
D m




I glance down to my naked chest. There are two fresh burn marks there. |
hear a mechanical whirring noise and, out of the corner of my eye, catch
sight of two defibrillator paddles retracting into their housings.

Oh, shit. | really did have a heart attack at the end of that curry and beer
night. This d and not the 9/11 nightmare dis my reality.

With my vision starting to gain more focus, | look a little more carefully at

my surroundings. As | do, the dome above my h ead splits open and begins

to peel back, while the bed I dm |ying
to a more upright chair position.

I 6dm i n tpairged,starile sugroundings of what | can only assume is a
hospital war d. Buthospdsahowatdkédaa e\
There again, the Agency has a reputation for offering its staff a high level of
healthcare coverd and | did hear they sometimes provide treatment in their
own medi cal research facilnowd es. Per ha

Strange. There seem to be no nursing staff in attendance. | crane my neck to
get a better view of my surroundings.
of these pod-like beds in the ward, ranked in three rows of four. Although

as far as | can see, ime of them are vacant and only two others are occupied.

Or at least | assume they are occupied, as their domes are still in the closed
position.

| hear another noise to my side and turn my head to see a door opening &
and not just any door &i t ndose like a bulkhead-door on a ship. However
itds not the style of the doorway t ha
floating through i-toloured thidgs abaut tisrée Ifeetenr me t
height from its base to what | guess, from the cameralike lens mounted
there, is its head. Midway up the body is some lettering. It reads SYBOT#29.

Some newly awoken memory, | didndét eve
for System Robot. From it comes the sound of synthesised speech:
OApol ogi es f oso suddekly Gregvmay dota but we need you
reactivated for an i mmedi ate mission. o
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| rub my eyes d as | do | notice marks in my arms that look like scars left by
recently removed intravenous drips 6 and equally recent injections by

hypodermic needles. Where v e r I am, theydve made 3
meds. oOWhy do you cal/l me |l ota?dé | ask
oWe call you | ota because that is your
We are the Agency. You volunteered to work for us. You are one of the
crew. You are being reactivated. 0
0Being reactivated?6 | ask. oOWhat i s t
take?0

OReactivation follows a sustained peri

suspended animation. It is to be expected you will initially be confused. It
always takes time to recover. That is why you have been woken now so you
wi || have at | east 48 hours to recover

Strangely, this information does not distress me. Instead, somewhere deep
in my mind, another memory cog falls into place. | recall an operational
ratio. A ratio of one hour of recovery time for every, for every 10 years of
suspended animation...

As my brain starts to clear, more questions begin to formulate themselves.

OWhat i s my mivsesiyomu? rWhaytha ated me now*

oYou have been reactivated now in re
future, 6 says SYBOT#29. oOWhen you are
mi ssion. 6

Impasse. | try a different tack 6 although | realise trying to argue logic with
a computer, when my brain is stil!l bef
have | been reactivated? Why not anoth

0Because you are the only appropriatel
says SYBOT#29.
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This is not the reply | was expecting. | look around the ward again. There
are 12 pods. | take a guess that means a total complement of 12 crew. If the
remaining two closed pods are also occupied, then that means nine

members of the crew are unamecmeumesefd f o
the crew?d6 | ask.

OWhen you volunteered, you were told t
of success. The c¢crewing ratios allow f
ol f the success rate is 50 perceato, ho
be missing?6

OWe told you there was a 50 percent ch
figure was accurate. 6

Another impasse.0 What i s the accurate figure f
Let me rephrase that question. What is the expected attrition rate for
members of this crew?9

O0Bet ween 60 percent and 100 percent of

OWhat happenesdsitnog tnheembner s of the crew?

0That informati on i s -tokndwyasia and yol doindt e

on

need to know the fulll details of how a

0Give me the executive summary for

SYBOT#29 pauses and thenr e pl i e s. oDesignat ees
Zeta, Theta and Lambda o the human males you called Nick, Mikey, Little

Dave, Mark, Jez and Welsh Dave died during the course of their missions.
Designatees Mu & the human male you called The Count 8 and Kappa & the
human female you called Jody & died as a result of previously undiagnosed

medical conditions while still deactivated. Designatee Eta o the human
femaleyoucalledKatddi ed as a result of [|ife
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To my surprise SYBOT#29 remans hovering next to me. At the risk of
anthropomorphising a machine, my guess
has something it wants to tell to me.

0OBecause of the unanticipated wathdrage,
remaining crew members for immediate reactivation to assist you on your
mi ssion. 6

0Cand6t | pick both?dé | ask.

ONo, 6 SYBOT#29 replies. O0The mission m
members of crew. 6

OWhat happens i f we doiao?Pdéreturn from
0Then the Project wildl be terminated i

0OAnd the remaining &wound they beorbactivateddor cr e w
terminated?6 | ask.

SYBOT#29 opts not answer this question, confirming my suspicion that
nothing will survive the mission termination sequence. Instead, SYBOT#29
explains who the remaining crew members are. They are Delta and Alpha.
Two more cogs shift into place in my brain. Oh, oh, | think to myself, this
means just Diane and Kerri are still left alive.

Echoingmyt houghts, the SYSBOT#29 spétheks ag
human female you call Diane ¢ is the member of the crew with whom you
engaged in recreational sex on a regular basis during the predeactivation
phase. Designatee Alphad the human female you call Kerri d is the member

of the crew with whom you had commenced recreational sex on an irregular
basis during the last week of thepre-d eact i vati on phase. o0

0Thank you for reminding me, 6 | reply
wasted on a machine.

RHEHHH
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Decisions. The fate of the entire project depends on the success of my

mi ssi on. To help me do it, | 6ve got t
candi dat es. Thereds a good chance | dm
death. And both are women who have b een my lovers d although that was

now over 400 years ago.

| need a cl ear head before | can make
ol need coffee. o
Ol mmedi ately Crewman | ota, 6toow remsls, t he

that would be a mocha, with an additional shot of espressobut strictly no
extra cream. We still have the recipe. We still have your personal coffee
mug. 6

HHHH#H
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THE GLASS MICE GAME!

By Stagger Lloyd

Images © Edward R. Bucciarelli

Following a recent two week long
bender, not the first of this year, |
had a sordid comedown directly
followed by an almost as intensive
bout of tidying up after myself.

During the latter I noticed on the
carpet beneath my computer
several smdl brownish objects.
Re c e nt thegrd scrabbling late
at night and figured there must be
mice about... so Ipulled away my
computer and there below it saw
the telltale little hole in the
skirting board.

THERE® FUCKING MICE IN
THE HOUSE!

It was 5am and | was mentally,
emotionally and physically
exhausted already but if quickly
set about securing my room
against them.

| looked around. W hat could | use
to keep them out?

| d o nftave a dog... umm,d on &

have a cat either, which were
probably the precise reasons the
rodents had chosen to infiltrate
my abode.

| looked around urgently.

| & not scared of mice, in fact |
think t h e ypietty eute. Not only
that but on reflection | actually
killed one once.

It was by accident but a defining
moment in a young mand life.
One splat of a shoe and
everything suddenly changed, |
saw the world in a different ligh t.

N Nor Nor N N N Nor Nor Nor Nor Nr Nor Ao
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At the age of about 6 years |lost
my innocence. |@ become a
murderer!

As | ruminated on these things |
was suddenly struck by an idea.

Aside from cars and people and
cats and dogs and poisoned
cheese, what are mice afraid of?
The answer was obvious... other
mice!

Leaping into action and grabbing
the mirror from above the sink |
shoved it over the mousehole and
then further barricaded this with a
set of ladders, piles of books and
other paraphernalia laying
around.

N Nor Nor N N N Nor Nor Nor Nor Nr Nor Ao

Th a t k&dp Itheir grabby scratchy
mitts out, | thought. Not only that,
but t h e yléel bounding and
snarling through their tu nnels on
the verge of executing their vile
malicious plan when t h e gdinke |
face to face with more mice and be
thrown into fear and disarray and
in the ensuing panic probably
confusedly devour one another in
a frenzy of bloodlust brought
about by days of careful but
insane plotting.

Hah! |d foiled the little buggers.

Pleased as punch | slid my
computer back into its place.

Ooh!
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I noticed something that wiped
the clever shit eating grin from

my face.
to be mouse
seen the little brownish balls,
turned out to be dust from the
computer fan. Not only this , but
when | thought about it the hole
in the skirting did seem pretty
old... like totally unused in recent
years.

Dammit!

| was devastated and unhappily
resumed tidying.

Pulling some sheets of paper from
the floor | noticed something
glittering. | bent down.

It was not just one thing but about
60 of them scattered over the

intbllg tak en 6 d
droppi

carpet shining like stars in the
heavens, 60 or so rfectly formed
miniscule glass beads.

JESUS CHRIST  ALMIGHTY
THERE®  FUCKING  GLASS
MICE IN THE HOUSE, FUCK
ME!

Almost swooning in horror |
realized that it was most probable
they could pass straight through
that mirror as if it were gossamer!
Not only that, but it was more
than likely they could quite
te¥afly mive @dfast! a8 Kyhtning
too.

I must admit that | nearly
panicked at this point and was
forced to slap myself in the face
more than a few times just to
regain my composure.

Now, what do Glass Mice hate
more than cats and dogs and
people?

The answer was obvious, it could
only be the police accompanied by
firemen armed with big fuc king
hoses!

| leapt into action, grabbed my
phone and dialled 999...

N Nor Nor N N N Nor Nor Nor Nor Nr Nor Ao
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COSTA RICA EIGHT MILE

PART VIII: NAZI XMAS
By Gene Gregorits

Silence settled on us as we
approached an intersection, and
the 25 pump fill station which
teemed with idling SUVs, tractor
trailers, cl own
all  manner of gas-guzzling
douche-wagons. The cold was
getting to her, and | fully
anticipated an attack on the way
home. | made my foolish
purchase, Marlboro Reds, and
eagerly extracted the first of the
cigarettes with numb fingers and
severe respiratory difficulty. |
never could handle my ni cotine,
and defined myself as a non-
smoker, yet | always seemed to be
smoking. | am dreadfully afraid
of cigarette smoke, of what it does
to the body and what the habit
itself says about the user, yet |
was never without a pack of
cigarettes. kKiiihg, e r
what haunted me most was my
ignorant tendency, during all of
those 14 years with him, to fill the
many apartments we shared with
smoke, always being too drunk to
consider the ill effects and
discomfort of the oxygen killing
cyanide fumes on the mind and

body of a small animal. It was that
for which | hated myself most.
This hatred invaded my thoughts,
and | gave in there, walking

c a thsough & fielé, duting a bhertcwd 0 s |,

back to the main road, shin-deep
in snow, | gave in to the bottom
line which was that | deserved to
be killed, preferably by the same
pit bulls, for what I'd allowed to

happen to my cat, and Izabela &
for reasons known only to her &
began at that very moment a
personal attack on me as a writer.

OCri me f i redl litevature,i s n ot
you know, 6 she said
youdre doing is jus
Bukows ki trash, t hat
drunkd thing!déd she g
0l dm going back to
more writing courses
afealw k Ds er , 6 and

0 d oyour novel have a

beginning, a middle, and an end?
REAL books, by REAL writers, all
have a beginning, a middle, and
an end! 6

| wondered if | should forgive her.
God knows, the things that come




out of my mouth under the

influence are more often than not
absolutely categorically
unforgivable, yet | always seem to
be forgiven. | said nothing as we
neared the edge of the field,
tractor trailers and their roaring

by now quite distant from us, the
filing station sparkling and

flashing behind us, when | noted
that she did not seem to be drunk
at all, and that | had heard quite
enough from her, and then
wrestled her to the ground and
began dragging her by her feet
closer to the roadside.

collapsed, my foot still

submerged. | released Izabela and
sat there wishing | was a
hedgehog as she delivered a series
of hard kicks to my back and ribs.

Headlamps glanced off our coats

and our frosty hair, as | caught

one more kick to the balls which

left me slack jawed and

whimpering softly.

She spit in my eyes, and shrieked,

0l dm going to tell
you! My father will fucking Kill

you, piece of shit! He has friends
who hunt terrorists! What do you

think theydll do t
0l dm going to throlike ypyou?uwbdnder
one of those trucks, 6 | announced
with clenched tee t h . 0 You sMyuteethdno longer chattered,
fucking brat, | 811 belktawsyoul whaul danodt
real writer i s ma dbat myohalfl-rupturédvtestes. gl eatv
nothing to lose, you miserable tires down there, and some grass,
l'ittle fucking cun tahdésome rocks. | stared up at the

Izabela screamed and threatened
me with police, but no one could
hear her pitiful, grotesque wailing
except me. | ga her as far as the
sidewalk, as one lone truck
sprayed us both with mud and
salt. Her screams became
ferocious; she was fighting for her
life, and pleading for it. My foot
became lodged in the ground,
probably the entrance to a
hedgehogos | a iamd.

sky, and watched the snow
falling. | remained there until
Izabela returned and helped me
regain my footing upon the grass,
then upon and onward across the
frozen shelf of sidewalk.

OYou candt dri nk
you get it? The Nazi hates you,
heds on to youl! We
to midnight mass! 6

| Weswalkeh brid evalked, perhaps
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a half mil e until the turnoff to the
Nazi 6f ami | yods
pulsed with dehydration and
hypothermia, from lying in the
Ssnow. 't seemed
in the field a long time before she
came back. | wondered how
midnight had not arrived yet.
Pehaps it had.
pay if we were late for midnight
mass.

There was a large metal structure
at the edge of the woodland we
were passing, a kind of power-
base which | assumed was the
device that controlled the
stoplights or maybe the
streetlights there. It was almost
large enough to hide two adult

human Dbodies. Izabela was
sobbing and | began to feel
remorse for what | had done, but
the remorse, combined with her
heaving chest and smeared
makeup, must have turned me on
a little, because befoe | could
reason with myself, or understand

what | was doing, | had dragged

her down the embankment and
behind the warm, humming gray

power box, which | slammed her
into with such force that the

streetlights fluttered briefly on

and off while | yanked down her
skirt and leggings and forced
myself up her ass viciously from

behind. She did not put up a very

h o u s estrongMight, &nd although tears

streamed down her cheeks, she
was keeping a hatefuck kind of

| 6 drhythre with me;uahd whétherr ite

was the possibility that our heads
and faces were completely visible
to passing cars, or the possibility

Thertead d whse huttimgl lzabelap |

decided that this course of action
was unnecessarily reckless, and
immediately began transporting
the suburban DC winter setting to
some ramshackle gproximation
of suburban winter Krakow, and
Izabela as a troublesomely young
gi r I t h eamhappened hpon
in an innocent enough fashion
during a stroll home from my job
at the local steel factory. Her
diminutive body, left torn and
heaving there in the snow; that
did it for me, and we were both
free to complete the trek home.

No words were spoken, but when
we approached the front door of
the house, | could see that her
sobbing had only escalated. | was
prepared to run, and leave my
0l gggeod as it

wa stndny more eager to be
physically assaulted at that
mo me nt t han | 6d
ago, and Izabela did have a
penchant for petulance, tantrums,
phony shrieks of terror, bogus

wer e
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cries for help, the objective being
the scourging of the gentleman,
any gentleman, who dared to
openly challenge or insult her, by
any chivalrous passerby. | simply
did not understand chivalry, to
whatever degree it was genuinely
practiced as a general rule in this
heathen age, but regardless of all
notions thereof, what a bone
chilling display had already been
enacted, on several occasions,
when she tired of my sloppy
soci al
her lungs of air with a Circean
slash of aural violence which
brought me sharply into focus in
the eyes ofa dozen or so bristling
young hopefuls. The more
feminine these young Muppets
appear, the more ferocious their
swings. But here we were, away
from Bal ti
and at critical mass with the Nazi
already on the verge of a
meltdown. If she began such a
routine for his
to lose all of my front teeth. I liked
my teeth. They needed quite a bit
of work, and were painfully
decalcified, but | did not want to
die toothless.

| began edging away from her and
the door, still only scant feet away
from either, when there was a
shout: OTHEYORE

mor eds

CHRI ST) ! 0 and
explosion of light and lzabela
spun away from it, into a
shadowed portion of the marble
porch, as | amply froze.

The Nazi burst through the door,
as if he had been leaning forward
against it at a 90 degree angle
with the floor when it opened (no

matter that the door opened
inward). My freshly kicked
nutsack, hanging limp and

per f or man c e petifieds stik athaged i adcend

into my body cavity as he tore
straight past me, cursing in short
bursts, as if straining at full
sentences and not finding them,
and resorting to physical tremors.
He threw himself behind the
wheel of a gasguzzling douche -
wagon, only inches from our
nkaersy andtbéwrkee; adt jast to me
or to lzabela, but several others
who now filed through the door,

in a golden shaft of electric light,

bemafti ti,ntlod dt hbee c8Ilr dk:

GO! CHRI ST6 SLATEBAKE!
EVERY FUCKING & AND

D1 D NBFOUOCKING SAY 6 NOW!
LATE! SL B8 6

I was in an SUV then. | was sitting
next to Izabela, and my lips were
cracked, and | was severely
dehydrated, crashing from the
B Aighkeous( Xleosku ®f alcoholic
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electricity, of pain and fear and
that cheeky bit of roadside
sodomy. lzabela was laughing
and talking, although not to me,
and although the Nazi had not
seen her tears (certainly concealed
intentionally by Izabela, for she
was never observed in any
condition she did not intend to be
observed in, her  personal
motivation in any case being
altogether venal), he was quick to
remark, with a bitter disgust in his
Voi ce, ol t
BREWERY in here. o
head all the way to the church,
and | dared not glance up into the
rearview mirror. Nor did | speak

to the other passengers, two
midd le aged men and two middle
aged women, all reasonably
healthy  looking, kind and
chattering softly, everything soft
with them, softened by money. |

did not remember their names,
which was to be expected. It did
trouble me that their faces, also,
did not register in my mind. | told
myself t dh artived taftee y 0
Izabela and | left, but | knew they
had not.

At the church, which was the size
and general shape of a WalMart
store, there was a parking lot the
size of a drive-in movie theater,
and no parking spaces to be

found. We continued along a dirt

road, some 50 vyards past the
parking lot, and found a spot

there. The moon gleamed down,
bright and full, hoot owls and the

dead electric hum of middle -of-
nowhere power lines, as we
crunched across the tundra. When
we arrived at the church, it was
full of people, several thousand
Christians at this suburban Baptist
mecca, and every pew was full.
We had to stand at the back, and

S ME L L &ven then, knerows. & was getting

KHmwled had dyk mdmny of them,
because, evidently, | anelled like
a brewery. But it was well after
midnight now, and was | really to

believe, fervently, blindly, and
passionately, that none of these
people were drunk?

work jobs that induced in them
such hellish sadness that drug
habits and transvestisism and
sadomasochism lurked
menacingly in the periphery of
their l' i ves?
their own sons and daughters and
fuck their best

husbands? Certainly they were
not above a couple of cocktails on
Christmas Eve. The Nazi, just to
the left of me, mumbled
something under his breath about
little boys being forced to fellate
priests, and lzabela, just to the
right of me, started giggling. We

Didnot
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were all thinking the same things,

but we hated each other. Thinking
about this gave me a stomach
cramp, so | went outside to smoke
and fart. When | reached the front

of the church, several young men
were standing there as if in
waiting for me. They gave me a
stare of contempt that did laps
around the Nazi ds
and | went into deni al instantly.
The threat of physical violence,
from
future suitors, the Nazi, or any
number of others, was
omnipresent, and had visited
upon me so much dread and
despair that | had finally reached

a point of defiance, but not in the
sense of standing up to anyone.

I 6d simply ignore
to fists and feet and teeth only if
attacked first. |1 consider myself a
noble warrior, and these men
were Christians.

I lit my cigarette, and one of the
young men skipped across the
¢ h u rswdst) yawning face with
such deliberation that he seemed
to float, as well Jesus might have,
across the water, and he spat:
OHey ASSHOLE.
SMOKI NG out her e.
were on to me. And | felt sorry for

the young lads; well, perhaps not
these two specifically, but the

T h ealse 0 s

many others whom
by coming here tonight, who had
been true Christians, and kept
their fucking traps shut.

| backed away from him, into a
cluster of trees which adjoined the
churchos north s
may have been the east, or south,
dr weastrside) gnd suakdd snfo my
cigarette, full of fear, vanishing
through the treets, and making a

| z ab et aspiring z a blight, gadnty s sprint all the way

around the church back to the
starting point, which took several
mi nut es. Whe backab d
the entrance, the Christian boys
were gone, and | returned to the
warmth and assurance of my
companions inside. | now reeked

tohtebatco aadnattohol, eusdsstodd

there for two consecutive hours,
groping lzabela and listening to
the hymns and the carols. My legs

were hurting, stiffness and
numbness, and drooping /itchy
eyes, and anxiety, general

fatigue...l think it was the same
for everyone else, too, it just had
to be, but for me particularly.
People began to file out, shuffling
like fucking retards, which we did
n o
Oh, they

| woke up later that night, with
Izabela fast asleep next to me, and
snuck out the window of the large
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mansion. | dropped down onto

one roof, which made me
practically piss myself with f ear
and humil i at i @ be,
caught and having no answer for
my discoverers. But no one came.
| dropped down from that roof

onto the frozen ground, landing

in something that may or may not
have been excrement. | padded
gently back out onto the main
road, turning right, past the big

power box and back to the filling
station, where | bought a gallon of
antifreeze and alukewarm hot
dog. Crossing the field once again,
| laid my purchases beside me on
the ground. First, | tried to
imagine what might happen if

Izabela were to awaken and find
me missing. | suspected that
absolutely nothing would happen,

because if she had intended on
giving me up to the Nazi, she
would have done so already. He
had given me a very stern
warning about leaving my room

to smoke or forage for more
al cohol i n
Before drifting off to sleep, l1zabela

confided that the Nazi had
advised her to find another
boyfriend.
han#&j ag hled sai d.
so...old. o6 |
screwing lzabela in the ass. Her
blowjobs were good. She was all |
had, but | knew | was not in love
with her, and would never
be.Was | just laying here,
thinking about fucking lIzabela,
because | didn't want to keep
walking? The ice was burning into
my lower back, where my t-shirt
and coat had slipped above my
waist.

| walked out of the field, hit the

sidewalk, past the big power box,
past the bench where Izabela had
sat, waiting for
left instead of right. | passed the
turn-off to Izabela and the Nazi
and kept going. | found a
snowdrift with a huge cra ter in it,
which sloped down along a chain
link fence. | slid down against it

with my bag of treats, and |

h iclen. b r onmaiteccandl disterled. t

0OSomeone

0S

t hough

om

w h



PARASITIC AMORE

By Michelle Lee Esc

| mthe host,

drain me, like a leech.
You need me 0 you feed on me.
The bloodletting begins.

Y o wélost yourself to me, to we.
| detest that. Bloated, you refuse to
l et go and di ge

As much as you disgust me,
| am devoted to your demise.

| need

you to validate my existence.
Without you, | am nothing.
Through pain | control you,
you control me. Sweetness,
malevolent oblivion, tormented yo
tangles up in me. | will vilify,
berate and injure as long as yo
Pumpyouuntiyou &r e
with insecurities,

helpless you makes me spiteful,
amorous, efficacious
as you thrash about in a frenzied pani
| c tdety®du go. Parasitic amore.
Faster, the flow, much stronger.

Is that my heart beat?

Your mouth, your being, hermaphrodi

sensual, a bl oody me ‘ ou who

Y o uedlove sick o full of me.
-



THE GIRL IN THE BOX, OR, THESE ARE ALL
MY THOUGHTS ON COLLEEN STAN

By Audree Flynn

Images © David Aronson

On May 19, 1977, 26year-old
Colleen Stan was hitchhiking in
California and accepted a ride
from a young couple with a baby;
Janice and Cameron Hooker had
come to an agreement that if
Janice could have a child,
Cameron could find a woman to
whip and torture, as long as he
promised never to have
intercourse with her.

Back at t he
Cameron put Colleen in a three-

Hook e

foot square box and for the next
seven years the Hookers and
Colleen lived in a single-wide
house trailer in Red BIuff,
California. Eventually Cameron
Hooker moved the box under the
bed he shared with Janice, and
later, after signing a slave
contract, Colleen was allowed to
roam about, go into town and
shop, and visit her family,
unescorted, in another state.

Convinced that she had to be with
the Hookers, Colleen would
return to their home and even
babysit their children, regardless
of the freedom she was given.
After seven years of Ms. Stan's
presence in her home as sex slave
babysitter and companion, and
months  after Colleen had
returned to her family, Janice
Hooker got religion fi or
depending on which version you

believe, got fed up with it all after

she discovered her husband
having intimate phone
conversatlon}s] W|th Ms Stani at
any rate, Janice blew the whistle.




On November 18, 1984, Janice and
Cameron Hooker were arrested;

Janice Hooker became the key
witness in the case against her
husband, and although clearly an

accomplice, she was never
prosecuted for her role in Colleen

St an 0 syea englavement.

At Camer on Hooker
psychological  theories  were
of fered to

seeming reluctance to leave her
captor, and
apparent resolve not to challenge
her husbandds wi

Stockholm  Syndrome is a

response sometimes seen in cases

of abduction where the hostage
shows signs of loyalty to the
hostage-taker, in spite of the
apparent danger in which they
have been placed. Thecompliant
victim theory was introduced into
law enforcement lingo through a
FBI study of the female partners
of practicing sexual sadists. The
authors of this study, FBI profiler
Roy Hazelwood and forensic
psychiatrist Dr. Park Dietz,
concluded that these women
acted criminally in concert with
violent men because they were
psychologically predisposed to
submission.

The most notable, and most
guestionable application of the
compliant victim theory was the

s he

1993 Canadian rape and murder
case involving Karla Homolka,

whom Hazelwood determined

was an unwilling partner -in-crime
to her serial rapist husband Paul
Bernardo. Previously the findi ngs
of this study, and the concept of
Stockholm Syndrome, had been

6ussed ?t }ri?l én Irefer?nﬁle to Janice

Hooker; this material was also

expl ain de%q IaBngﬂble St? aCI%)Iloeesn

Stan, who returned to Cameron

Jani cHeOOkl—'?orookserésOrture

repeated excursions of freedom
gisven as reward by her captor.

Cameron Hooker was sentenced
to a total of 100 years in prison for
sexual assault, kidnapping and
various weapons charges; having
been decl
Of fender 6, Paul
all likelihood remain in solitary
isolation for the term of his
natural life.

Janice Hooker and Karla Homolka
both lessened their culpability by
testifying against their respective
spouses.

Gender is far more likely to
determine the penalty one pays
for breaking the law than age or
race, ard the following is my
humble attempt to explain
precisely why this disparity is at
best, illogical.

ared a

Ber

By the time | was 18, | had been

living on my own for almost two

0|D a

nar




years; | was also raped when | was

18, but t hat 6s
night that happened thugh, | called
the police, and

up, | went downtown to the police
station, wher e
me to come back in the morning to
make a repoit just stick in here
whatever you thi
probably a good fucking gase

n k

Well | was pissed at the rapist and |
was pissed at the police, and back
then | was pissed enough | started
thinking 186d be
I'm a big believer in sampling little
of everyt hsimegu Sof f
after | graduated high schodl,met
this girl named Lee, a month or so
went by, and | moved in with her.
And one night me and Lee were
walking home from the bars,
stumbling eastward up Madison
Avenue, and we saw one of those
Yellow taxicabs going the wrong
fucking way on the wrong de of the
street.

Now we were drunk so that was
funny, and we didn't think too much
about it when the taxicab turned
around and headed back in our
direction. Then this big, black giy
hey, it's relevant, just wait a minute
fer cryin' out loudhi this big, blak
guy stops the cab next to where we're
standing and laughing our asses off.
And he gotout of the cab, and told us
to 0Get in. 6

Me m ghouldgyét ouFmone.e s t

| should mention here that Memphis

a n sttedtse even sldrge rbysy ondsh are

generally not that busy after about

w h elh or tlzhag nightgvierdam véekends, o w

and this was Tuesday. People really
tol d

So the guy says, Get in, and me and
Lee, we doubled up laughing at that,
ahd vvte %t)llle%tedtonrgef\ves %n?y Io'ngt
enough Nod; statyem we s
laughing when the guy pulled out a

pis ol and said Wd t
could see his point of course, so we

0s

hi

b e tgoteénrthe @dbf andvhiy tthie way,0omre n .

new friend there was noa real

talicalb éribefi h & &tolenthis cab,

and as i ft enoughtthiswer e
guy was funnyfuckingfarm nuts, to

bod . I know, youdr e
the hell this has to do with Colleen

Stan, just hold your damn horses.

Now | talk big but
truth, with that wackjob holding a

pistol on us with one hand and
driving with the other, there was a
moment in thacab, Ifroze. | fucking
froze, and thatds p
story has to do with Colleen Stan

see | understand how she got in that
damn box, and even why she stayed,

for a little while, anyway. So there's

me and Lee with this crazy
motherfucker, who | v& sure was

gonna rape us and kill us and throw

our pretty little asses in the

Mi ssissippi Ri ver. /
guess right then | would have figured

it was all just fucking over.

n k

ar

\'n ©




Well obviously it was not all fucking

over, and there was Lee, talkkihngto t ak e it . | f we dono
this guyfi while he was driving with made a choicenot to see the

one hand and holding a pistol on us  opportunity fi you following mé&

with the other, rememb@rthere was This is that Col | een
Lee, saying t hi ngs been bigging me labodt. iWhen thbsk a ¢
me n . I have | ot s o fflashybleedights funfroze me Esaw . . s
there, | told you it was relevant... my opportunity and | mad a choice

But methinkirlg ®h christ, and to hit the street and run for my

Lee was stildl t al flljdﬂn ke Tgey can; t?’lk albout

what they say, that black men have Stockholm Syndrome and trot out all
bigéo and 1 m thin QP NGmOOGy &R andiel g ha

it, thanks Lee, until finally we saw guy only had me in that cab for 30 .
some flashyplue lights up ahead. mi n u.t €s. to p S so
And I'm not sure if our friend there same thl.ng as Colleéncklgg-Stan,

noticed them or ndit he stoppa at a and it doesnfft chang
traffic light, but | mean, fer crissakes, That i f yougouen.gonn
guy steals a taxicab and obeys traffic  You run when you see the

laws? | know, you think | sort of opportunity, and we choose what we
sailed over the Colleen Stan part. see and what we don
Well anyhoo, when the guy stopped choice is to freeze for a moment in a

at a traffic light those flashglue crazy taxicain-aor you
lights unfroze meand the point is, who staysf r 9 zen fo [ S eV
Lee and | saw that was our years, P f that_os the
opportunity : we jumped out of that made, then say what you will, b~ut

cab and hit the street and we ran everyttjlng canot
every fucking mile back to our Hookerds fault.
apartment . Now | Nawn|dkhow tmereaare woneen who
sound all bodooey, but | think | have been truly victimized. And |
understand what being a hostage, and understand that up to a point,

what being confied, is like. | was Colleen Stan was one of them. But |
oconfinedd when t haatsokgawyhere @epwomen tike Janide
was oconfinedo i n sHioakex andtKharia Homotka, &hwo have
taxicab that night. And | may have no problem telling

sat there frozen, and sure that was the
end,but the point is i

When | saw my opportunity |
thawed out quick and took it; when

we see an opportunity we always

listen how powerless they were. And
right now former FBI profiler Roy
Hazelwood is touring the country on
the college lecturercuit, explaining
to a whole new generation of law

N

=

e e




enforcement how, because these when it was suspiciously and legally
wo men wer e ocompl icanmenientvi ct i ms o,

they were essentially unable nteake
choi ces f ormsintereésenms e |
to note that of the many, many
offender classifications the Heds for

men, the lone offender classification
the FBI has for women is, compliant
victim of a sexual sadist.

And for anyone who says shame on

me Fo> ot standif in solidarity with
Janice Hooker, and Karla obholka

and Colleen Stan,sa msgister s 6 ?
G e ed likeltd) but there's one teeny

little problem. Ya see, just like me and

Lee that night

But whether you think they did it out
of love or fear or because as children
they were dropped on their head one
too many times, no matter what
Jarice Hooker and Karla Homolka, and those are all my thoughts on
and even Colleen Stan endured, they  Colleen Stan.

all made a choice not to run away
because they saw some opportunity in
being where they were. The compliant
victim theory is, after all, only a
theory, and Stockholm Syndrome can
only explan so much.

all them bitches had ample fucking
opportunity to run if they fucking
choseto run...

But you candt make
say you didn't choose.

So thanks just the same Mr.
Hazelwood and Dr. Dietz, but
coming up with a theory that makes
women less accountable for their
actions than men is about as helpful
as placing us on a pestal by putting
your hand up our skirt. Colleen Stan
had many chances free herself from

t h e Hsoclutkhes; and toward the
end had apparently become quite
smitten with Cameron Hooker; Karla
Homolka and Janice Hooker swore in
court their spouses hageaten them
into submission, yet both found the
strength to abandon their husbands
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FOUR YEARS OF DARKNESS

Text and Images © Guttersaint

One of my earliest recurrent

dreams that | can still remember

was at the age of seven. Dreams
have always played an important

part of my creative life, and one

that still haunts me today, is of

my decent into hell.

My family had only just
regrouped at Barksdale Air Force
Base in Shreveport, Louisiana,
after my
duty in Vietham had separated
him from the rest of us. My
mother, sister and | joined him
after living in Oslo, sequestered in
my mot her 6s
From the Nordic cold to the
humid Southern heat, the shock of
one world dissolving into a

f-yeedr tow@r 00 s

home

completely strange and unfamiliar
one, the new territory of the
military base was an unexplored
play land waiting to be explored
by my young, seven-year old
curiosity.

It was 1969, just past the Summer
of Love, now tarnished by the
reality of the Chicago Democratic
Convention, but | was blissfully

wunaware of the  problems
concerning the larger society
around me. Shreveport was an
urban wasteland, still steeped in
poverty and racial division, a
dilapidatech t sprawl in  stark

contrast to the sterile orderliness
of the military environment. My

memories of the city were mostly




of being driven around by my
father, and of seeing worn
storefront s, and
spray-painted on buildings. Trash
littered the streets, and from the
relative security of the
automobile, | watched the strange
characters that inhabited the sun-
bleached avenues.

Life on a military base, by
contrast, was to be cocooned,
sheltered from any

unpleasantness of your residing
country. An alternative reality
existed there, which | was to again
experience on other military bases
such as in Germany, Belgium, and
Norway in the future. The focus
is on uniformity, where
everything and everyone has its
place. Ewerything adheres to a
strict military hierarchy. A
suspended time zone, where the
families of soldiers, officers and
generals were neatly stored away,
until the next move to another
base, another country.

My father was a master sergeant
in the air for ce, serving primarily
as a o0General 6s
David C. Jones (Chairman of the

Joint Chiefs of
administration). He had been
Jonesd® right hand

and would continue for years to

Al

come, as our family would
invariably follow his tour of duty.
MyJ a cfkastome r &H
essentially of
Oboyé. He c |
cooked, and did various duties
such as pick up t
(David) from school. Little David
would soon become an enforced
friend , showing me his toys in his
spacious house full of furniture
and carpeting, much more grand
than the drab housing my family
was stored in. My father would
take us to see movies, such as
Planet of the Apes and most
memaorably, 2001 A Space Odyssey
two fi Ims making the rounds then

at the military movie theaters.
However, the friendship never
kindled, and even at such an early
age, our class differences and
upbringing were sorely evident.

be

We were placed in a brownish-
grey duplex, one-story house on a
street with the same pattern
repeated in other houses down
the block, sheltered from the
blistering Louisiana sun by a tall
row of pecan trees. It was
Heptember whenGne rareveda |My
initial shyness and awkwardness

St aof seeing mydfather agaanrseeeedd s

to linger, even after the
nmaroductony peviad ddd mgenenby.
| remembered crying when he left

wor k

eaned

i N

he




us in Oslo, yet now he seemed
different, a stranger who | did not
remember. He had not been
involved with battle in Vietnam,
and lived in comfort compared to
many other soldiers, so war
trauma could not account for his
distance. Yet the bond seemed to
have changed. We needed time to
get to know each other again and
to erase the brittle air of
detachment.

This new land of the military
army base became my
playground and | eagerly
explored it. Old warehouses with
train tracks, creeks with snapping

turtles, hunting for tarantulas
(which | never found), walking to
the PX (for Opost

store where military personnel
shopped for food and other items)
to gawk at everything for sale, it
was a huge difference from the
regularity of Oslo. The endless
chirping of strange, terrifying
cicadas in the trees, the red earth
(I1'dd never seen
cracked mud plateaus around the
schoolyard, held me in complete
wond erment. It was all so very
different than my neighborhood
in Oslo.

I quickly discovered the base toy
store, which became a frequent

haunt, spending my allowance
money on the oddest toys, such as
glow-in-the-dark creatures you
could make from rubber, or an
acrylic Plexiglas kit to encase bugs
or collectibles. | particularly
remember a set of balsa toy planes
that you assembled, decorated
with  horror movie monsters
drawn by Big Daddy Roth. |
would study his wild drawings
before sending the planes off into
the wind.

There, in my beige-painted
bedroom filled with toys and Gl
Joes, my dream would be
repeated nightly for months, if not
years. It usually took the form of
my waking up in my bed and
neticioghaa regyie, deckoring eed
light that shone out from my
closet. | was compelled towards
it, to investigate, to find out why
its crimson rays reached out from
behind the slightly opened door.
Muffled sounds, as if coming from
a radio, could be heard. When

s and dt hoapte nr etdnhle) ,d otohre,

at the back of the closet space,
behind the clothes on the rack and
shoes and toys on the bottom, the
wall behind had opened ajar like
an adjoining door. Pushing it
open, | could see there were steps
leading downwards, descending.
I would walk down those stairs,




into the reddish light that
revealed a small, studio-sized
apartment. Far from being afraid,
| was astonished. What was this
hidden place?

The stairs led down to a small
kitchen area, lit by red bulbs and
lamps, which opened into to a
living room area filled with about
twenty television sets all playing
the same programdWa | t
101 Dalmatians The TV sets were
scattered everywhere, on desks,
tables, the
from the numerous lamps and
ceiling fixture immersed
everything in a glow of ru by red.

So, this was hell, | thought. Not

such a bad place to be. In fact, |
felt safe there, as if it existed only
for me. Besides, at the age of
seven, | really, really wanted to

see that movie.

Every night, while the rest of my
family slept and the
neighborhood became cloaked in
silence, | would visit my secret
hell. I instinctively knew it was
hell, because of the red light, and
of me having to go down, down,
down to visit it. My young mind
associated it as being so. I
learned that hell was not what |
was told it was 0 hellfire and

brim stone, devils with pitchforks,
permanent suffering and agony &
as these were nowhere to be
found. For me, hell was a place to
escape to, to feel safe and
peaceful, where only | alone could
venture, and only | knew of its
secret. It became my personal
refuge, a protective retreat. Hell
was a very comfortable place to be
in.

Di sney0s

I n t he
before school and

mornings, [
hurriedly

f | oor éanvabtigatd the clodee onteinmie.t s

There were no signs of any door,

and the wall did not give way.

My hell, where | felt so peaceful

and protected, seemed not to exist

in the daytime, but only in the
real m of my dr eams.
understand how something so

real as this dream could disappear

in the light of morning.

My father, having left when | was
just passed being a toddler,
missed out on seeing me become a
small boy, and made failed
attempts to get to know me again.

| was sensitive, shy and hesitant,
and he really di dn
patience nor did he have any
skills for chil d rearing. He simply
did not know how to express
affection or love in any healthy
manner. His perception of

Ot

(@]




tenderness and caring interest
would be to buy me things.

Mostly toys. It became his alibi,
his feeble attempt to patch up a
bad situation. If | had
misbehaved and received a
spanking, it was usually followed

up by a trip to the toy store, for
me to pick out the toy of my
choice and for him to appease his
guilt at beating me.

He would also often bring me
with him to the newsvendors that
sold newspapers and magazines,
and whil e heod
choice girlie
me over to the comic book section.
Archie, Richie Rich, Little Lulu,
and Superman were naturally
interesting for a short period at
first, but what really began to
catch my eye were the comics that
were printed in a larger format,
more of a magazine than the
comic book size | was familiar
with.

These largeformat comics had
strange titles like Terror Tales
Voodoo, Chamber Of Chillsor
Nightmare and were printed in
black and white, displayed color

covers featuring crass
sensationalistic horror and
violence. A scantily clad female

beauty being terrorized by some

unseemly ghoul or vampire was
standard fare, shrieking for her
life as a hatchet slashed off an arm
or head. They certainly made the
other comics look like boring
drivel.

My father would often assay the
covers with a skeptical eye and
say, 0 A SURE yoo wvant
these?06 I had
anything more.

Back at
the horrifying

home, ugh
tales of poor

p i criveless umhoseacarsf hadvbroken
ma g a zdowm,eanly tohbe #ictimizee byd

ghouls, vampires attacking
secretaries, hatchetbearing
maniacs who slaughtered entire
families, all in gory, black -and-
white blood, with some buxom
semi-nudity thrown in for good
measure. | was utterly hooked,
and every month grabbed new
copies of gore-drenched horror
stories, rotting my impressionable
young mind.

Archie and Richie Rich soon bit
the dust, and | went on to
discover Eerie Magazine and
Vampirellg which | thought were

rather tame compared to the
sensationalistic gore the other
comics featured. But more




importantly, | found Famous

Monsters Of Filmland

Famous Monstersas it was more
popularly  called, was an
incredibly influential magazine

focusing on horror and science
fiction movies. The editor and
founder, Forest J. Ackerman,
wrote about the newest releases of
horror  cinema, but  more
importantly, also wrote about the

history of the horror film, even

about set designers, cameramen,
actors and the authors of the

script. It was through his
magazine that | learned about
such classic German

expressionistic horror films as The
Cabinet of Dr. Caligari Metropolis
and Golem and it began to instill
in me a solid visual foundation of
the beauty of horror, specifically
an understanding of the aesthetic
of bl ack and
knowledge of films went back
into when the first reels of film
ever recorded anything & before
the great silent era of film & and
his  personal collection  of
memorabilia was legendary. Both
cheesy and highly sophisticated,
he wrote with great humor, yet
presented the history of horror
film in a way no one previously
had, or has since.

whi t e

For me, Famous Monstersvas a
textbook of a darker sub-culture
and visual aesthetic that appealed
to me even at that early age, and
still today, holds an influential

shadow over me. | studied each
issue, drank each image, and
gorged myself on the world of the

bizarre, the fantastic, and the
horrific. The dark world of

monsters became ircreasingly my
refuge as the reality of my home
life became more and more
horrifying.

My parents were products of the
1950086 s. My mo-+
winning dancer who gave birth to
a daughter out of wedlock before
meeting my father at the military
base cocktail bar in Oslo. In the
early 19600 s,
men were hot items to Norwegian
blondes. Hers was a world of

Ameri|ca

roc k Arc kredglmla,ndsandst and

all, flirtations and cocktails. The
Highball, the Martini,

Grasshopper, Singapore Sling, or
Bran d y Al exander s
many of her generation the way to
seem sophisticated, sipping on
exotic drinks at the bar (movie
star clichés kept well in mind), or
one poured by yourself from the
cocktail shaker for a welcomed
guest at
six or sevenéor

homeéoften |
t en.




Plainly put, my parents were
alcoholics, and their habitual
drinking grew and increased as |
grew up. More often than not, a
night of drinking would erupt in
violence with my father beating
the shit out of my mother.

My moth er 0 sher Wwas an
alcoholic. He beat my
grandmother, and it had probably
been instilled
mind that this was an entirely
acceptable thing to do. As a
woman, you simply had to bear
the burden, for the sake of the
children. On the other hand, my
father was full -blooded Cherokee
Indian, but with no ties to any life
on the reservation. His father had
died from botulism, incurred after
a night of heavy drinking, coming
home and eating sardines from an
unlined tin, leaving it in the open
on the counter top overnight.
After eating more of it the next
morning in his hung -over haze, he
grew promptly ill, and died.

From Corpus Christi, Texas, my
father escaped an alcoholic family
life by joining the air force to
transport him around the world.
So mary times military service
has functioned as a holding zone
for l'ifeds | ost
cope with the

requirements. The military
environment we l
troubled and confused, giving
them direction and purpose, in
the aim to discipline these men
and to focus their wildness and
hostility into cannon fodder.

It was his being stationed in Oslo
that brought him together with

come

my mother. | believe they were

n t roarried ythreen monthe aftérs my
birth. My motherodos c
told me with a certain sadistic
relish, not |l ong aft

death that | was really supposed
to have been aborted. How much
of this occurrence that had an
effect on my early development |
can only ponder. Six months after
| was born, she was rushed the
emergency room at the hospital,
having her stomach pumped of
pills and alcohol from a failed
suicide attempt.

| got it from all sides. Alcoholism
had poisoned my family tree and
wilted its branches, and destroyed
the foundation for a sane family
life. No wonder | preferred
imaginary monsters to the real
thing.

There would never have to be any
f u exkuseu [ the wactuwsdtione oft o

b r u teatdamatityl affaifs anl ijeblaudy s
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would inevitably end in broken
furniture and screams long into
the night. Sometimes blood
would be spilled, with serious
bruising on my
face being the standard outcome.
The monstrous look of rage and
anger in my father
would slap and drag my mother
across the room, kicking her,
yelling in rage, has been tattooed

into my mind with a carving

knife.

As my sister and | watched
horrors unfold, cried and were
forever deeper traumatized by
family violence and alcoholism,
we each developed our own
separate tactics for survival. My
sisterds was to | o
the events and feign forgetfulness.
Mine was to throw myself deeper
into horror, embrace the fear, and
thereby seek to control it. In
horror movies, | could turn off the
TV, look away, and look again
when the suspense became too
much to bear. My unconscious
association of horror movies o the
world of monsters, of torture and
death 0 became a fantasy world
that could easily be turned off.
My domestic life could not.

On returning home after school
every day, the first thing | would

do was turn on the television and
disappear into the world of
afternoon TV. Dark Shadowsthe
kitschy horro r-themed soap opera

mo t bfethe d 986G, becdnye adreasured

daily routine. | was obsessed by
the show, following the tortured

dantics ef yBaraabas aCsllinsh ¢he
kindly yet centuries -aged
vampire, and his life at
Collinwood, among the celebrity

rich, witches and werewolves
alike.

After the daily dose of soap opera
horror, the Dialing for Dollars Mid-
Day Movie would be scheduled,
and most always it was an old
black and white horror or science
fiction film. The show was a ruse

fork selbng aagivertisingg thme r te
used-car dealers and air
conditioning retailers, and if you
were watching when they
coincidentally called your
telephone during the

Oi nt er mi s s imowvegyoui
could win a certain amount of
cash. During those two hours,
you could not tear me away from
the television. | was utterly
riveted to this fantasy world
where suave charactels prowled
for blood, guilt -riddled men
changed into wolves, and eerie,
silver-skinned alien women
preyed on astronauts on strange




planets. | would never venture reside. It scared me silly, but I

into Captain Kangacrooudddsn 6 worslitadp watch

again. age of nine, | was becoming
something of an expert on

It was the figure of Dracula that
really seemed to spe& to me.
There was something in his
commanding presence, dressed in
his black cape and tuxedo, serving
dinner to an unsuspecting traveler

as he stared intensely at the cut on
his guestds hand.
of his gaze hypnotized me.
Strangely, | did not identify with

the victim, but with Dracula. |
rooted for the villain, not the hero.
The vampire became my fixation.
The victims plagued by the
Transyl vani an
hunt seemed foolish and dull
compared t o t he
power, his animalistic drive, his
unrelenting lust for blood. He
controlled madness, as | had no
control over mine.

Bela Lugosi became my pal.
Every spin off and variation of his
Dracula character | watched with
impassioned excitement, even his
roles as bfilm mad scientist or
even worse, with the Three
Stooges. If it was a Dracula film,
my mother knew better than to
try to tear me away from the
screen. The world of creeping
shadows was where | wanted to

t e r rcountyside, rsably chadsthei heart

Croisunmdérsiosd.

Hollywood horror.

Horror movies had the curious
effect of not only terrifying me,
but of attracting me. What would
have scared the bgesus out of my
schoolmates, for me, became a
woildhl éongedi ta be @ parteofs 4
knew that stake in UL
would be pulled out again in time
for the next movie, making him
invulnerable. I knew
Frankenstein, for all his strangling
and terrorizing of villagers in the
of a child, and was simply

rTeea Wolf man
really was a nice guy when there
wasnot a fullsamoon.
night, after bedtime, that the
characters became monsters. Not
unlike my parents.

Subconsciously, perhaps my
young psyche soaked up the

images of horror to pacify and to

help me deal with the increasing

horrors of my family life. | had

seen my faher change into the

Wolf man, wrecking the house

and battering my moth er, beating

my sister and me. One doesn?od
have to think too deep to

D r




understand the relevance of Dr.
Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. Perhaps it
was the monstrous look in his
eyes, glazed over by alcoholic
stupor, which made him worse
than any Frankenstein monster.
But in Dracula, | found the father
figure | had longed for & calm,
composed, in command, elegant
and strong, omnipotent.

At the age of seven, | had begun a
process of disassociation from my
environment and my family,
away from my parents who
increasingly offered nothing but
misery and violence, into a
fantasy world where | really knew
the outcome of every
performance. It was a process
that often leads to schizophrenia,
but for me, provided a path of
salvation and refuge. | developed
a symbiotic and poetic
relationship with horror monsters,
as my relationship with my
parents became detached from the
insanity that surrounded me.

The violence at home became
worse, and in September of 1970,
four months after | turned eight,
we were transferred to SHAPE
(Supreme Headquarters Allied
Powers Europe), just outside the
town of Mons, in Belgium. There,

my fascination for vampires grew
as my family life deteriorated.

For a birthday gift , | was allowed
a subscription to Famous Monstets
which  monthly  fueled my

increasing hunger for horror

imagery. In the back of the
magazine would be numerous
advertisements for fake blood,

oscar stuff o, mo d
featuring monster themes, movie
rolls (16mm!), and  other

paraphernalia that had to do with
horror movies. | longingly gazed
over these adverts, hungering for
each of these.

With my allowance, | purchased a
variety of horror make -up, fake
vampire teeth, and the Do-lt-
Yourself Monster Makeip Handbook
that Famous Monsterspublished,
as well as a book by Jack Pierce,
famed Hollywood special effects
makeup artist. Once | received
these items, | was beyond
approach, as my time was spent
studying how to make ping pong
bal |l s i nto awiteends
change carob syrup into oozing
blood, how to use corn starch to
create the crackling mummy skin,
and the nefarious possibilities of
grease paint. | was hooked. The
bathroom became my laboratory,

11%]
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where | spent hours creating new
faces and monstrous keings.

To complete my wardrobe, | had
my father & in one of the rare
instances that he actually did any
sort of parental activity with me &
help me in making a vampire
cape. We bought black and red
material, and my mother helped
in sewing it all together. | was
the proud owner of a classy
vampire cape a la Lugosi, red on
the inside, black on the outside,
and from then on, | was pretty
much lost to the world.

Sometimes, when | slept in my
parentds bed,
zone to keep them from each
other, | would push their two
mattresses aside from the middle,
forming a crevice, so that | could
sleep in my own makeshift coffin.
I would fold my hands across my
chest accordingly, in the burial
posture, and Ilull myself off to
sleep, hoping to wake as a
vampire.

The local newsvendor on the air
base would sell magazines that
included Eerie, Vampirella and
similar, but they
old graphically violent horror
comics that | sorely missed from
Shreveport. Once | found a

paperback book on the history of
vampires, but the vendor would

not allow me to purchase it
without a note from my parents &
which | angrily and promptly

delivered. | can still feel the
indignation and humiliation |

experienced, feeling that my
inteligence had been insulted.
Through buying books and
loaning from the library, | began

reading up on the legends of
vampires, and quickly became
something of an expert on Vlad
Tepes and Catherine Bathory and
their ilk. | became an expert on
witchcraft and witches, ghosts
and monsters. Show me another

U s u a Ining/ yea sld whb eould redodne r

the story of Gilles de Rais without
batting an eye, or who had made
custom coffins and capes for all of
his Gl Joes.

In our neighborhood, playtime
with the other children became
notably tinged by my peculiar
tastes. They di
particular mania, but somehow
put up with me. A game of toy
cars invariably featured a drive to
Dracul ads lair.
I ndi ans becameé.
bhdiadsn @nd the Vampile whetee
the cowboys would often come
across a castle in the middle of the
desert (In Arizona! In Texas!),

dnod
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inhabited by myself as the dark
lord. Invariably, | had to bite the
other kids in the neck, or even
better, be bitten on my neck,
which always created a surge of
sexual ecstasy.

Psychologists and mythologist
know very well that the vampire
myth is steeped in repressed
sexual urges. The phallic
extension of the teeth, the biting
of the neck done usually when the
victim sleeps, the seeping of the
(menstrual) bl oodé
subconscious playing out of the
sexual conquest. My own
sexuality was blossoming. | had
known since the age of seven, that
| was sexually attracted to other
males, not females. The urge was
dormant, yet it was there,
whispering to me. There was a
slight awareness of it, but not of
the taboos associated with it. And
by the age of ten, | had my first
romantic infatuation.

One day, my father brought home
a G.l. by the name of Rick. Rick
was a  strapping twenty -
something blonde private, built

i ke h te gbtd outj ofil basic
training, who wore a white t -shirt
over his v-shaped, muscular body.
He had blonde hair, cut in a crew-
cut style.  The lightning bolt of

lust struck me. We took to each

other immediately, playing
orough and tumbl ebd
his strong arms tossing me

around while | soaked up his
smell, pressed my face against his
chest, allowing him to throw me a
football and grapple me to the
ground. His strong body against
my smaller one delighted me. |
was deliriously infatuated by him,
and in love. It was his smell, the
feel of his muscled body, his
power that sent me into rapture.
ltawlad nop genitally baseal, this
pleasure, but something deeper.

My parents made amusing
comments about how well we got
along, thinking that Rick saw me
as a younger brother. | doubt
Rick had any inkling of my
passion for him, nor did | have a
clue on how to express it. He was
just a G.l. away from home who
my father tried doing something
nice for by inviting him to family
dinners.

After Rick had left, my father
accused my mother of wanting to
sleep with him (as was standard
practice after any strange man
had entered our house), and
naturally had to beat her because
of it. | watched in terror as he
smacked her around, dragging




her by the hair down the hallway,
into the bathroom to slam her
head into the toilet water again
and again. The neighbors, who
most certainly would have heard
the screams in the middle of the
night, chose not
ignoring the obvious activities
next door.

| remember standing in the
hallway, crying and heaving so
uncontrollably as to not be able to
breathe, as my father drunkenly
shoutsdop Oyour
give you something to cry abodt!
Blood was on the floor.

Finally my mother managed to
escape to a neighbor across the
hall, banging on their door in

desperation. They called the
military police who arrived and

arrested my father. My mother
spent the night at the hospital and
the neighbor cared for my sister
and me.
first time.

It was not my mother who had
the lustful eye for Rick. How
would my father have reacted if
he had known his ten-year-old
son was the one sexually
infatuated with Rick?

c r y incrapsinglyr

Certainly,

As so often happens in families
where there is abuse or suffering,
food became my comfort and
another method of escape. While
reading books on vampires or
horror comics, | would eat. By the

t aimed Ilgvad tenj Irbecanie \a @attly ,

figure with a rounded face and
folds of flesh for my stomach.
Constant teasing by my
classmates gave me a life-long
body-dysmorphic disorder,
making me loathe my physical
features, and | became
ihséclré about
myself. Certainly, | was the
fattest vampire on the block. It
wasnot unt il I got
teens that | lost the weight by
crash dieting, becoming almost
obsessively thin. Seeing my
school portraits from this period

is something | now find painful to

view.

My mother also became fatter,

i ptittingv a1 nw@ight tireme  her

constant intake of alcohol. I
remember seeing her old dancing
gowns and cocktail dresses in her
closet, wondering why she never
wore them. The gowns were
tailor made for her, reflecting a
time when her waist was thin, and
when she once prided herself in
her beauty. The materials were of
shiny, bright and reflective




patterns and luminescent cloths,
translucent emeralds, sharkskin

blues, shimmering golds. | had

never seen her wear anything so
pretty, so glamorous as those
gowns. All she ever wore were

cheap pantsuits, polyesters and
loose, ugly print housedresses.
After m arring my father, her self -
esteem was beaten away, and her
attention to her appearance
degenerated, now hidden away in

the closet with her old, mothball -
smelling former glamour.

One night, in the usual round of
appalling beatings that also
included me, | lay in my bed
sobbing, with the exhaustive and
uncontrollable heaving of my
lungs that | was now so familiar
wi t h. As my
screams accompanied the
crashing of a table or chair, a
bottle or a plate, | had a moment

of sudden clarity. | thoug ht to
my s e | Whp ar@® these people?
Why are they doing these horrible
t hings? | ©&m not
will never be like these people. And
the first chance | get, | will leave and
never return 0 I t hi
pretty profound thought for an
eight year old. In it, lay the seed

of my future rebellion and disdain

for all middle class morality and
values, hypocritical and false as

n k

the ohappy familybo
in.

My survival skills were
developing, being honed. As |

would later in life lea rn, the very
skills that protect you and help
you to survive in an abusive
family, later go on to destroy
whatever relationships you have
as an adult.

In the darkness of the cinema, |

found my love. My father would

take me to see movies at the local

military base movie theater, and

most often they would be cheesy

horror films from the Hammer

studios. It was his way of doing

0 f a tshoenr activaud es o,
the movie theater provided a

mo t hreutrél space Wwhene @lt activities

were on safe ground. You
coul dnot tal k, and
coul dnot see the pe

next to. Most often | would chose
a seat closer to the screen, while
he would sit in the back of the
thdaer. It Wag a perfeptlacp fore .
a dysfunctional father and son to
pretend to have quality time.

t hat 6s a
It was the golden era of early
19708s ci
excessive drug taking in the late
196008 s Hol |l ywood
delivering a fevered, creative

nema. |t $
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vision, where scripts and filming

scaled unprecedented imagery
and storytelling. Blacksploitati on,
crime, westerns, and horror all
seemed to have a wild, intelligent

edge thatds

most films today. Those films
contained a freedom, an
unconcern with political

correctness or taste that made
them brazen if not awe inspiring.

| doubt any of them would get

made today. In any case, the
films of this period were a huge

influence on my imagination.

For every horror film that showed
up, you could guarantee that |
was in the audience (even with

t he 0RO I(Sadam,nSgreain.
Again, The Vampire Lesbpgount
Yorga, Vampire The Abdominal Dr.
Phibes were cinematic, trashy
masterpieces | reveled in, but it
was really in the Taste the Blood of
Dracula, Dracula AD 1972 Dracula
Price of Darknessseries from
Hammer Films that | found my
interest peaked further, even
more obsessively than before.

Christopher Lee in his role as the
Lord Dracula was, for me, the
ultimate Dracula. Never before or
since has any screen actor
matched his performance. Tall
and powerful, with a foreboding

presence, bloodshot eyes and
deat hly sharp
makes t he

Twilight movies seem

pussy wimps they are.

like the
With a

comp !l e dexp \paritbne cvkicen gee isent

shivers down my spine,
continuing right on down to my
crotch. This Dracula was the one |
was searching for.

| made scrapbooks with nothing

but Christopher Lee as Dracula,
pictures cut out from Famous
Monsters | fantasized in my bed
at night that
come to my bed, lean over me and
bite me on the neck sbwily, taking

me away from the hell | was in.
Turning me into a vampire too,

together we would roam the
countryside, creating terror in the
peasant population and biting

young mends necks.
Even to this day, seeing
Christopher Leeds

or on TV transports me to that
time when | fetishized his

character into my dreams. Seeing
those Hammer films now, so far
removed from the horrors of my

youth, however does not have the
same attraction. | enjoy them, but
perhaps more from a sense of
nostalgia and camp.

fangs
vampires
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And so it was to become, that |

was destined to become a
vampire. | not only frightened
small children in the

neighborhood, but those of my
own age and older by hiding in

the woods in full vampire drag

(with plastic teeth and blood,

white face and darkened circles
under my eyes). | would leap out
from behind shrubbery or some
alcove and chase them. Screaming
madly, my victims running for

their lives, with me laughing

afterwards at their cowardice.

Often this would occur after

nightfall, addin g realism to my
reign of terror.

In one case, | even scared the hell
out of an entire Girl Scout troupe
that were camping out in the
forest by our house, when | pulled
the tent pegs out of the ground
and sent their tents crashing
down upon them, then app earing
to the sleepy and confused girls as
the fiendishly vampiric monster.
To hell with the cookies, | wanted
blood!

Adults were also not immune to
my madness. | would wait by
cars in anticipation for some man
or woman coming home from
work late in th e evening, then
suddenly jump out with my

vampire bite ready to attack as
they were locking their cars, no
doubt making them piss in their
pants.

If you were unlucky enough to
live on the first floor of your
apartment complex, chances are
that you could be in your kitchen
and suddenly hear a knock from
the window, turn and see a
horrifying vampire child leering
and biting at the glass to you.

Sometimes | would choose the
darkened basement of the military
complex housing, where lone,
unsuspecting housewives would
carry their filled laundry baskets
to do their washing. From out of
the shadows | would pounce,
cape raised high, growling in my
best vampire voice. Dirty
clothing would become airborne,
as the laundry basket left their
hands, and the shrieks of the
horrified housewife ascended up
the stairwell.

As you can imagine, | was
developing something of a
reputation.

The violence at home increased as
my father was more often than
not was drunk. | delved further
into in my fantasy world of all




things vampiric, and began to
want to wear black clothing.
Now this was in 1972, a time
where there was no black clothing
to be bought unless you were
going to a funeral. | remember
my father taking me to buy
clothes, and me not wanting to
pick anything o ut. To me,
everything |
golfing pants, and | hated tartan
and corduroy.
thatds all you

Once, my father flew into a rage
in a clothing store and forcibly

had me put on a pair of brown

and yellow corduroy pants, with

criss-cross, tartanlike patterns,
stripping off my pants there on

the store floor beside the hanging
racks. He often reveled in public
displays of cruelty, making sure

his whistling after me as he would

to a dog, or loud vyelling was
heard by everyone close by,
causing me to cringe in scared,
humiliated embarrassment. These
were my new pants for the new
school year and | had no choice in
the matter. | was horrified and

hated wearing them.

The very few times | did find
black jeans, hey were flared bell-
bottoms, which | did not want. |
had my mother take in the hem,

ooked

so that they became straight
legged and tight. This was far
before punk rock eventually made
my look more socially acceptable.
When | first saw Lou Reed
wearing them later, | knew we
were kindred spirits.

Growing increasingly fat, |
became moovel add more misesble,
lost inside my own thoughts and

| n my hfantasy amorld yof $a@ngirésd s ,

Cc 0 u | rehding ubpaks about them and

eating, eating, eating. Literature
became a place that offered
escge, a closed world open to me
only. The library was the only

part of school | was really
interested in.
My connection to the world

around me became less of interest.
School life was problematic, with
my creative imagination often

|l eading to the prin
Once, | drew the Statue of Liberty

with a clenched fist instead of the
torch, and wer nodt se
Rightso6 on her tabl
reason this brought out the rage in

my teacher, who again sent me to

the principal ds offi

tender support and was one of the
few sources of kindness in my life
then). My teachers were for the
most part conservative, bitter
women who excelled in sadistic




cruelty towards children. One of
them took this too far when she

slapped me across the face,

leading to my father lodging a
complaint against her.

In order to partake in my
nei ghborhood
accompanied them to Bible School
on Sundays. | loved to read the
stories from the bible, but | simply
coul dnodt
would think they were real.

Within a few months | was

singled out by some of the
Christian teachers as an
exceptional student of the faith.
In front of the morning assembly
of students in Sunday School, my
creation of a cross won the
school 0s art
awarded a coveted bible. I
remember standing on the stage,
holding the bible, smiling and

looking out over t he applause of

towns around Belgium or even
drive to Holland for an outing.

Most times, he would drive
drunk, especially if we had been
out to a restaurant with fri ends of
my parents. In the car, he
delighted with sadistic relish in

f rli e n flodring the obrebkd as we sped

down the highway, resulting in
everyone in the car screaming and
fearing for their lives. Over and

under st andvwhdphnapihe breale up and

down, slamming me and my
sister in the back of the car, and

my mother in the front against the
dashboard. As my mother would
start crying, heod
family outing would again turn to

an exercise in trauma.

pri z é@ne daynds | lapproached my

twelfth year, there was a knock on
the door. A group of parents had
gathered to voice their protest at
my behavior. There they stood,

my fellow $Suwedentss$ bBuddled together, reminding me

thought cynically. | simply
coul dnot
fooled into  believing this
nonsense, this utter drivel. On
my way home | threw the bible
into the trash, never returning to
Sunday School agan.

My father was keen to take us on
Saturday or Sunday rides out to
the country, to explore the small

of some scene where the angry

fat hom h o willdgdrse gonfromt r tee mdnster

before burning him. While my
father stood in the door and
listened to their complaints, |
heard accusations of how | was
terrorizing their children, was
guilty of odd behavior, and in fact
instiled fear in just about
everyone. They insisted this




behavior stop and had come to
express their deep concern.

After they had gone, my father
took me aside, and threatened me.
He took away all my vampire

books, cape, make up, plastic
teeth, and fake coffins. He stated
that if | didnot
me to a
know what a psychiatrist was, b ut
| knew it was someplace only
crazy people went, and that
scared me. So | stopped, cold
turkey.  But the obsession was
only suppressed, hidden inside of
me. Like Dracula risen from the
grave, it lay there dormant,

waiting for another time to rise up

again, in another form.

Looking back now, on that period
of my life, it seems so far
removed, so distant and at times |
have trouble believing this really
happened to me. My life has been
a history of overcoming abuse
from my parents, learning how to
nurture myself, and healing my

wounds. It has made me overtly
introspective, living within my

circumfused cerebral pedestal,
observing, yet rarely

participating, and instiling me
with distrust and contempt.

psychi at r idsnking anything,

| left home at seventeen, and
never looked back, divorcing
myself from my family shortly
thereafter. And | was smart
enough to put myself into therapy
when | was twenty -four and
living in New York, after a bout of
self-destructiveness that included
s tfuzking elieeyonw othat dhoveda k e
ahd dlo ihd
every drug presented to me in the
futile attempt to fill my void, and
my very real need to be loved.
Carl Jung saved my life.

| was lucky enough to find the
right therapist the first time |

applied for one, and one day she
sai d tYoukmev, Tg |

real ly understand
turn out to be a junkie. People who
were raised in the environment you
were, usually become ode.

My survival instincts have always
been strong, far stronger than any
self-destructive drive
programmed into me. Survival
was honed into my soul at an
early age as my only option for
making it through all that
insanity. | instinctively knew
there was something wrong with
my parents, and my family life,
and knew | had to survive long
enough in order to break free. |
think because of my symbolic and

can
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cathartic interest in horror, and
especially in vampires, | found the
visual language that gave me
strength. Hell might be the place
you were threatened with if you

misbehaved or sinned, but for my
young mind, | knew t hat even hell
had to be questioned. You would

have avoided hell, but me, |
embraced it. Because the lie of
the happy family | saw on

television shows and in my
friendds
exist in mine. If my family life,
which  should have  been
nourishing, supportive, caring
and loving, but was instead the
complete opposite, why should |
not question a world built on false
promises?

Everything | experienced in my
home life became devious by
default, and fantasy became
preferable to the horrible truth
that my parents tried so hard to
conceal from everyone else.

The world of horror films became
my alternative reality, a place
where creatures that would repel
most people instead, in me, found
a kindred spirit. Those films
provided me with a creat ive sense
of self, and infused my
imagination with possibility and
dreams, however absurd that may
sound. I didnot

families

weaould Heaome e@ne e aith

pattern of my ancestors, of my
parents. The world of mere
mortals was not for me. I
preferred to peer out from around
the corner, from the darkest of
shadows, to observe the real
horrors that occurred in the light,
and then go back into my own
darkness.

By the time | was twenty -five, |
had confronted my past, dealt
with m,p dng moddd don. n oMy
divorce from my family remai ned
constant, with only fleeting
compromises of contact now and
then.

Until we parted company, my
father continued to descend down
the slide of alcoholic degradation,
with my mother not far behind.
But those horror stories are for
another time. At the end of 1979
my mother sensibly divorced my
father and took me with her to
Oslo. | would not hear one word
from him for eleven years, not
until | finally took contact with
him in 1990.

The events | dve
far from where my life is today, s o
different from the direction my
parents took. I am not an
alcohol i ¢,

al though
littldh e
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trouble. Inside my head is in
inbuilt alarm, telling me when |
approach the edge to back off. It
is the survival mechanism
ingrain ed in me since childhood.

If I am left with anything from my
time as a child vampire, it would
be the sense of aesthetics that

early horror films contained. This

| have applied to my own arsenal

of creative tools. And the will to

survive remains. Every time

someone has driven a stake into
my heart, | would again arise,

having beaten the enemy. That
then, surely classifies metoday as
one of the undead.




