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"cunn;hcduknm mimThmu;hthwpmwindow hlow’ .

ﬁngtn Thrust of pi
~ the ferid trees. Teeth denched agauinst the astanishing newse.o V0

_."I'hruuah . open window. mﬁmmammf :

Throngh the open windaw, Within this peke womb with jrs. .

: h:ll‘d lhmtallutywﬂmu Nl;hnmpnmﬂiinlh:mcunmypd; .
_with me il day long. Laughter's broken glas, through the fucking .
. window. Iy the view. Thcmﬂmﬂﬂmngmdpmmhmm
_ mmutﬁn;mtmcmn ‘A thin monkd of history covers the walls,

and banes, A black ki, thiss and mimute..

. o] ul R IV L I ﬁh'
' lﬂ‘u mumﬁmmthmmqmu:upunnﬂmr
mn{lﬂ# of fiction, astonishmem comes. Bléwing oy l:ul_';';_
Ihmt.tthrnl.lg:hthegimt,thchnmld j{_-_

e

‘T 1edl you. it was white from head tp foot. It was bathing by the
Blunt Rock Falls, It was human in form but I tel you it wws white, s0r -
;ﬂlc}'ﬂﬂmﬂdn]mm;ccthcmiﬂ&d:lhfﬂhiﬂbﬂﬂﬂmdthebmc _
veins, see themn theough the white skin,' .. i LA RN

The chidf, ubbckuhumbqinmnp,pmdcmi.%tm o
madness had stmck this messenger? Wh:temin.dm:ll The chief-

el w:dh:ufuutfmqlmy head. ;.1,:-;._-,;.. o

.Je-chuckled, .
SWhite, Wﬂﬂmw e DfihmﬂnmPWML:
ﬂlﬂtl White Hﬂﬂa,ﬁ,’»ﬁ' U VT Al

_The thaqught. like aced qu {nto: blmm SN
Eru:q between his sweating chunka of Fhiﬁh!v.i:iz:' et




I ventured 10 smile, lavghing behind clenched 1ecth, At the chief's
erection.

The sharp blade of his eye Mashed through a kale in my soul. The
verdict:

“Throw him down the pidstrine)’

I threw mysclf at his feet, cringing.

‘Not again, not aguin, not again, O great chicf,” I begged.

He wna contemplating his gigantic ercetion. He looked siv.

“Then suck my cock,’ he said, :

1visibly flinched, Shrank back tothe waiting guards and plesded:

“Throw me down the pitlatrioe this minute.’

My crimes were not that great, but Christ! 1 had been his good
court jester. [ hud made a joke from the back of my bead. At his great
expensc. Since then it had been the pitlamrine. How dare you insult
olir mast central teaditiom| be had thundered. I made the mistoke of
langhing at hia unelermenm thunder. Through the window into the
pidatrine, Christ!

‘This minnte!” I wailed.

The chief had risen from his throne of skofls. Human skulls.

‘S0. So you don't like our chief oroament, eh?*

I tried to think. It could cost me my head. My skull would be
wdded to the ones that made his throne such a formidable ornament.
I thought and thought. E

‘Onc man's ornament ic ancther man's anathemna,’ I zaid.

It didn’t sound quite right. Anathema. Anthem,

I crushed my face into cranking thought,

‘Bexides, you could save it for that white weman bathing at Bhnt
Rock Falls as the mexscnger waid. It would give you an even greater
ornament than you have now, if you sec what I mean. Imagine it, O
Chief, mating with a thing that cannot possibly exist and then cating
It afterwarda in cicada sauce. You are pot a sodomite.’

‘A what?'

‘A sodomite.

‘What's that?

‘In the Little Oxford Dictiopary a sodomite is one whe has
unnatural sexual intercourse with another of his own sex, especially
berween males. Youeun’tbea great chief and a buggerer in the tame
breath. You're cither one or the other”
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chief abrupily sar down.

?:;:d who do you say I am? he ssked.

I drew mwmlf;qr

i 1 .

Ifljt..:ur{ﬂg?h.i: eves with arthedoxy and gared at me. From head 1o
fu:{" ere do you get all these words you come up with?’ he asked,

Ymmuldhindum:nwithlnngmpnnfwurdahcdidnm

. Foaxd:

*My yean of cxile in the wide world, cven across the seas to the
{nod where these white people live, Their hair is long and shiny even
berween their thighs. Their eyes are green or blue and look like gems
wndernesth an X-ray. Some of thesr women are of great beauty and i
you have them from behind for the first t}mc}helkywﬂlmmcdﬂwn.
[1 is & AWCCIDESS £VEN FOU CAODOL LMugne.

1Yo have experience ip it yourself 7'

*Well,” 1 zaid. *Yes and no.’

‘Elaborute,’ he demanded.,

‘I can't,’ T said. That's what always went WTong.

His cyes scanned ghe court mesningfully. His thick fat fucking

maying
1[F“I e, Ilt.cc. Yes, I see,’ be nodded at the guards. o

‘Hang him by his heels in the chicken yard. I will deal with him

later.'

A1 ] swung gently by my heels in the thick fat fucking breeze of
:h::rhumidjty,lh;dnclu:ﬂcwdm:mnaml_mpldmmdhm
all that went an there. S-nﬂ:hi:hummkig{lg. Smngmg.Hurwllrdl
forwards. Swinging through history. These are my people. 1am
ﬁrpmpl: too. Crucified upride down by my beels. My Galgothaa
chickenyard. Father! Father! Why the fucking shit did you conceive
me? You have no meaning. | have numﬂnin.g.'rh:munmgith; the
swinging. And that is ridiculons. Absurd. Hal That fucking biwch,
mymnth:r,whydidymﬂpmupmrq:uvch;{]ﬂﬂ:ﬁ:rthatmpum-
ation, thet Jecherons gleam in his single glittering eye. Did you
writhe and shake our history’s shire fm15:.1?_ As now I grind mﬂ}ltr_
tecthing le in # cocoon, Swinging. Swinging in 4 coC00R
ch}dccmhﬁ:upEurﬂpcwu in vy head , crammed together with Africa,

3



Asiz and America. Squashed and jammed together in my dusthin
hezd. Therz is no rabbish dump bip encugh to refieve me of my foad.
Swinging upride down, threatening to burst the thin roaf of my
brains, Those years of my travels. Years of innocence znd
expericnce. Motherfucking months of twiddling my thumbs with
insecurity. In search of my true people. Yes, in search of my true
people. But wherever I went I did not find people but carfcatures of
people who insisted on being taken seriously as people. Perhaps I
was oo the wrong planes.

In the wrong skin.

Sometimes.

And somctimes all the tme, You know. In the wrcng skin.

This black skin.

My thoughos swung gently like an uncertain breege, Swung
towards that unsuspecting female anthropologist who was bathing at
Blunt Rock Falia. She had I knew a certain refiown [n her own
country. Thisinirepid seelter after the idea) Buman soiiety. Blanche
Croodfather, that was her niame, [ had nvidly resd her books. Ouo life
among hesdhunters. Life among skinheads, srewbally, dossers,
down and outs, tarts, the shichends of skidrow. Life among canni-
bals. She was & moth fiercely attracted to the lights of the savage, the
carthy, the primitive, And bow she roamed the carth - how she too
searched — ferreted out the few bits and picces of authentic people
reducing them 1o meticnlous combirmations of the English alphabet.
Those books. Now she was calmly bathing ar Blunt Rock Falls.
Wherr: the waier was @ transucent green and the rocks g savagely
scarred mass of gnarled igneons columns. Her )eans and blouse and
ber rackanck in a loose pile underneath che dged branchex of the
msesa. Her tanned skin, that waterproof bronze sack, enclosed firm
flesh, a stroog skeleton, a luminots brsin, And undernegth the man
af sndy curls, her face peered out like 2 placid mouse underneath 3
hayswack, I swung and swung oilivious of che chickensy, the hens, the
cocks that had gathered amund my head poking in my hair for rare
aibits. Would she recognize me after all these years. We had had
only that sipgle yeur at Oxford together, full of wrudy and bugy and

shitr nnd that somnolent afiernoon, | . .
On the mantelpiece fragrant sticks were burning. Their thin curls
of air-swectening smoke somnolently plucked upwards seeming to
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ively before the framed reprint of Bronzino™s An
E{l:::u;n nﬂtﬁgliu;t I!;:fm the dectne fire w:_n:in; nothing buc her
scholar's gown, Through the wide open curiains, thick handfuls u-.tt"
spow digressed slantwise against the windowpanes. Thiinmr:;
lattices of that scmoolent afternoon. T lay naked face E : ;
bed, my mind usterly blank, my body hn_gu{u'mn&lmjr L __ng
sheer perplexity. The ailence waa cven nastes than the ::pe;i s
we had done on each other’s bodies, The best h.idl:mcrm:ﬂ ged from the
lurid sunken depths and we had clawed, scrutched, bit, drawn | od
ril} our eyes had enflamed and frightened the dragon back into is s
in our bodies. And the distant bells of 5t Mary’s had mdl.ngf c
houtr, letting loose upon the slate roofs and spirea a peal of gelden
Wh‘mnn! afternoom

ﬂ Vo .
gf:{ngin[ upcgzc down my hair white with chickeashit.

3 frum:rupccﬂuldismnuscannndﬂ:rfmnulﬁfuludnd
Trh?u]ﬂ?ﬁy dog from next door. I wea eating swdza and q}ufrgtu make
my oac picce of meat laat. 1 wes reading Hadley Chase's amerrhd:
for Miss Blandith, The sun was burmng :13.3::1’[3r atraight nbove 35*
hﬂd.lmﬂdmmmghthcmudmdumndmr.thcﬂ;;: ¥
ctched figures eating and each mking her plece of meat 1_ut udn:gj'mg
as passible. From the other doos, firmly shut, came the m'mm
of bedsprings being punished again and again, Susan wws in l;:1--1:
with another client. tha@gth:prmeﬁdjﬁumhcrhr:m:j
ot client. With the food had come a deafness snd none of 11 T
1 hair when the man came out tﬂ.ll'lﬂ-nmghilﬂ.lﬂ!ﬂﬂ:d, dutchm,grj
quart of beer, saggered tanguorously down the -:lu-t and grav
street. Susan came out tying her money-handkerchief into h'i::-r btrh;
Her face was a3 blagk as it was hard, made cven more 30 by I
plaited hair which was sharply drawn beck from her forchead.
rtared hard at Mirs Blandish. Aa ahe croased over my outstretched

aaid -
h:E"-}‘fﬂ::nln:ll.:::]:1«111.]’4:&|:|L‘t read while you’re eadng. It's not good msnners. :
*It was the only way to shut out the sound of the mattress,

Hcr'm-_-s were hard and small. They could have spat out

coniempt. .



Bat she did not say it. She mssed & rwenry-five cant coin into my

I watched her stride afier the man and I did oot think these were
real people,

I' dunked my dirty plates into the large dish full of water. As
I watched them sink and already begin to flake off the encristed
bits 6f aadze and congealed acup, the flies shot into the air snd
angrily contemplated suicidal dives to remrieve their fost hunch.
Thcymfntmdhhﬂkgrccnwimdukmrcrwinmmu
vitmtcdfun:rﬂmthcqremﬂdﬂtrm:.ﬁcirhugcmm-
poand eyes glistened with the paranoia of back sunlight, T eriped
the sweat from my brow with the greyish white vest which we
Osed a3 a towel.

I wiped the chickenshit from my fce with the beck of my bound
hands. The chief waa sunk in thought. He wore rerthing bur a
n:ckhc:madcufhumnﬁn;n-bon:u_ﬂ;:tgrc}'pizﬂcdhud,th:
nonexistent eyebrows, the wmall sweaty eyes, the fat bolbous nose,
the thick perrdulous lips through which peeped 1 snggestion of small
:huphmirrquluteﬁh.mdlh:thmdﬁnﬂwhi:hbu]gtdmd
drowned into the harrel chest which aquarted on an clephantine
pdﬁawithiumuﬂvcmishl,fmhiddlugbutﬂxh—dlrhhprmrl-
oualy supparted by short thin legs on whose feet the smalleat toes had
been royally cut off. And everywhere tofis of hair speoated ont of the
swcaty swamp of flesh. The fantastic physiognomy of my great chief
suggesied sudden and barbaric impulses, crade and insarisble appe-
tites, dark end grim cvenis. Bur he was, in his bheyday, n mighty
mtl:r,:mmmva.afairmd]u:tm.;irmtnmddmbunmuf
playfulncss and hilarity. Nuwmnxim:dhhddlgc,hjjhum&m
hold on reality, his frequendy ineffective wars no the neighbouring
chi:fdﬂmsmdhhdﬁ:ljnlngviﬂiry,hchndbmmcanunpmdh-
wble cyrant. He did not know it bat the world was closing in oa him in
the shape of white people, the fint one of whom was Blanche
Goodfather. Bathing nude in the manned and glittering glory of her
Eoropean tradition. The chief had good reason to be sunk in
ithought, even if it was the big meal of wild boar and cicada sayce
which he was at that moment sfowly beginning 10 digest. They had
not yet fed me that day and the sight of my great chief in the satiated

&

B

splendour of his black sunlight reminded me of the sudden and huge
meals which I would, after bouty of starvation, staff greedily into my
systemn in restaurants in Oxford, London, Bude, Lagos, New Yook,
Singapore. Chopsticks, knives and forka, bare hands, My stomach
hadhﬂﬂmﬂihﬂdmchﬂmtuiﬂlhtkmdlﬂfmdpt?plc,
everywhere, ate. Sitiing on the floor, vitting mui-crwtnbl;,m:hn[ng
on cushions, atanding up as though in readiness for flight oot of
Egypt. Eating out of plates, out of banana leaves, ont of elephant
leaves, out of wooden bawia, out of unoameable canldrons. Earing.
Wiping the chickenahit off my mouth, i_Jut of tins, equeczing the last
drop of juice from & piece of mear while the mariress is in uproar,
Eaﬂngminmdbungminmdrmrinnﬂ.lubm:dm;uhml,
in college. Sadza, that supposed cornerstcoe of my authentic image.
That icon of African yuﬁthmﬂﬁﬁ, TEing in thought.
. Dreaming of c .-
Sngr;mthtdcpthufth:mﬂingfutbmlshﬁrkam.m
cﬂdmmn:randaguabhlefmm:dhn:nu,hnhngllmc
.askance, Gently ¢ Lord but let crestion swing. And I from my

, wantage paint upside down recard its dizzying swecmens. Blanche,
" Blanche Goodfath

is the Tarman tum:mjﬁmn;fmy_[;ﬂpﬁshb;
Female Odyssens, tnale Penslope nwaits you wanding off s

the statagem of weaving words. Tales, tongs, poems, dramay,
parables, ribaldry, bawdy and kst but not leant they shake cut ooy

ts by my beehs.

Lhﬁ mcyrw:itu'ing heat m:powmm:.lqdnnkbhphm_ 5
sweetness hangs shimmering in the humid sir. The whole wide
clearing with its weird conglomerute of wooden huts thatched with
leaves end the cheek by jow! doorerays ywwaing low and crafiily and
dmnpqu:bri;htb{uchmthﬂﬁ;niﬁﬂthtpr_tmmcd‘aﬁfymy
upth:rt.thcwﬁdeming:mtu:hift?ndﬂ]mmn,mmnmd
mrrn untl i becomes some kg ago beastialiry sharperring its cleers,
licking ita fur, clsaning its jaws with tocthbrushes made of hairy
men. Then from behind the gigantic trectrunks that closely peesa
ngﬁmtbemﬂmmtfmmnﬂﬁdu,fmmbthindt!m:ﬁtmﬂgiu-
ing leaves and the thick tangles of vinea and weird undergrowth,
coroes the sariling roar of Jeopard. The harch ﬁh.ratiun, low,
gmwly,thundmummghmmcdhuntwﬂmmmuﬂnmmfi
birst in out of ftsedf, The chickens scutter. The guards hokd their
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8pears firmly and peer at the forest. The chief rolis his

d pe g cyes aternly,
Tl:!: whole clcaruq;'u md_dmly quiet, as stll as & needle that listens
t0 It own aharp point. High shove, the bright biue tkty has become
atit. My heels hurt. I try 1o swing

mrore luminous. It hitets ta book

more gently, to sitrmct po « cxnt notice, The brutal

throats of sound snddenly cesse, [ think of Blanche Goodfaiher, out
there bathing nude by Blunt Rock Falls. The chief who is kis awn

chicf medicine man has taken oot his bag, his Pandora's box, th
that deals with feral threges. He cotyults the bopes on m:,m;?;

before the throne. The grirzzled frame of head seetns 1o squerze the'

Tacial mumluinmmhucmmbltmskhmmtdbhckw

. . {m' The
drummer at his side, beats a raptd 1atioo on the drum clenched
between his kneea. The chief beging to chant. The rapid Dlagical
gibberiah is firmly anderlined by the rapid enflade of the drum. The
courters, as etized, dra . ir aj
courtie tbouﬂ]um & magn _ s draw near. Their aingle dht@ﬁ

Moont and gtar
Cannot resolpe
The abys,

The total effect was of the centrifugal concerto i
by a baby's first sheer breath, I jstenin g 1 had bcmmmmllmﬂgcd?:u:
rod. Hﬂ }n-ngtl' swaying like my own destiny's pendolim. There ia
%mw_dmcemth:fn.llnfa sparTow, . .. Blanche Goodfather in a

-ahirt laoelled BG was fighting for her life right in the middle of g
fevencas scrum. And she was the ball though she did not know it. I
hr.ka:l;[h:rd, harder, hardest. I kicked jt even harder than thar, |
[anded ina heap. THUMP. The chickens did not even smquawk, The
drums, the gibberish, the [nsiatent refrain, their total sound had
whd}yﬁl{cﬂ:ﬂrynmkm&cﬂﬂnyﬂfthﬂdﬂﬁng.ﬁaldis—
appeared into the jungle, & shour screeched after me, I wax out of
sight. At my heels wes this sudden storm of siotping feet. A spear
ggps;iﬂylnght l'urc:_:m. I gritted my teeth. So much for the reql
| -y long ago atint 2y an athlete j Common Games
mTC]:.immwu middenly an anset, 1 the weslth

e 'mryufﬂ:u:Runu:rﬂad}cdthrnughm . ccapes

The scapegoat. The fisry bundle uffu:;treakii;m th:n'pt.:

\

¢

r
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fields of wheat. There is always somebody on the run. Fr[_}m_w:ird
judges, fucking pigs, fillhy neighbours, from the shit inland
revenue, the brutal Special Branch, from the Man in the camouflege
uniform, from the Man behind the riot shicld, {rom the scandalized
husband, the embittered mistress, from the ugly face of tmaditon,
the beck of a bus face of slogans. It flashed rght through me, the
history of the Runner. Another spear nicked my hip. Fucking Allah!
And there wus Hitler at the Olympic Gatnes turning his backside on
our finest athiete. You do not wait for the starter’s gun. The mese
presence of the Ku-Klux-Klan in the neighbourhood is enough. Or
the Nutional Front. The mere presence of the fucking pigs is enough
to campult ope to the other xide of the carth, Motherfucking
Buddha! I've spent my life running from one bit of eacth to another.
Carrying my smashed pesce of mind into the oddest gangs of
peoples, Take this one for instance. I bring them music and langhter
and poetry and they throw me into a pitatrine. By now Blanche can
slready asmell my ingloricus flight, covered in humanshit,
chickenshit and prickling all over with ghastly spears. Stankey mects
Mutess. Blanche Goodfuther I presume. I wm a bit of alright,
Blanche, just a slight cme of black wasps I trod on. You know. A nip
into the pool will quicky restare me to my old self. Fucking mitimry
arac! Another spear just shaved off my right sideboerd. The persist-
ent bastards. I'm only a fucking court jester, Chief, not a dissident
like Sakharov. Shit. The spears are sill flying. [ wonder if Walter
Mitty ever daydreamed anything tike this? There are more immedi-
ate things in the world than all my travel and Oxford degree. As |
fought through a stubbom tangle nfropd;’k&uﬂwgh, gettinﬁ
scratched, FB:E'CI:L ﬂlﬂnﬂl!ﬂ, Q 1 paria an
Ammﬂﬁémwm.lfmmmcmmmﬁm
into the mass of thorny vines. [ heard running feet. They seemed 10
come from every side, Tt was black. | dmply stood _pcrfccﬂjr will
right jn the middle of that new - I hoped — blessed hidecus under-
growth. They seemed to pass by, thoss footsteps, [ willed my heart
to cease ita howling beat. 1 willed my heart of darkness to siop
wheezing horror — horror. It was too quiet. 1 did not dare move &
muscle. 1t was hot and sick and thorny. I stifled the scream as 1
realized it was not thorns, sharp thorns, biting me but ants, swarms
aof them and the whole thicket was cruwling with them. I mied 10

b



Protect my private parts but it was 100 late. They w i
oyer me. Biong. Eating. Crawling away with tinle pgﬁmﬂ
in their jaws. I burat eut of the burning birh, leaving a gigantic yel!
about to reverberate at the beart of the entangled vipes,
The yell sekmped
yell seemed to explode fromn all directions. I wes the
:11.'.- MHT Iﬁhiﬂmgf everywhere at ance. My head F::.!mﬂ;}cf
Inge ma oW rubble in their faces s [ oarsel
i bouting h ¥,
‘We are wll brothers! WE ARE ALL BROTHERS
Everywhere [ looked a flying spear met my wudden glapce. |
dodged speara like a dancer in a mad dream. Dodged. Grappled with
s nuked aily painted body. Fucked through, Sideways. My fut
mnpngfm'md_:mhnpactcfhi: wearing faw. The open focest lay
before me. I willed my heels to pluck me through. Jammed inzo
ghostly treetrunks., Crashed through the fat dank folisge. Suddenly,
there w1 no ground anderneath. Raolling hideously, Falling. The
sky spinning dewdrops, thousands of them, spning sidewaya until
flat on my back the impact of its vast luminoaty concussed me into
silence. T lay still. Stunned.’ Hearing the Fally roar.
In the wrong place.
Some places are always the wrong place,
E:ﬂ] guug:;]d:c timing i right,
cre they + these ceasl
before T paced oot w“,p-cﬂp-l had thought? My last thoughs
‘Mﬂ‘F
Car
Cat
URES*

Itm:lunam:c-upm+ti:m:whmlthmght *This is nnreal’ and I
ruﬂmdﬁlmw?unc:murcbukintb:m-ﬁjhdmimdd. She had
macdk u fire, I coukd smell coffee, I could smell i mHHe
maddening, Cignretres. romethiog even
‘ma_::hc, a cgarerte, Quick.’
ASELH it and r,hrcu;r it into my face, T wucked greedily,

10
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‘He wanted me to suck his cock,’ [ explained.

She gritted har smalt cven teeth, The tiny epamel sound seemed 1o
undetline the sudden and rapid twilight dappling the overhead sky
with overwhelming violet huea. I shivered dizzily. This was » reul
cigaretie. Camela, 100, And that over there is Blanche Goodfather
jooking like s pearl cast before swine. Feefing at home in the pig-
mush. The snorting muzzles that sniffed and grunted at her enquir-
iogly, and turned ber over o see what she was like underneath. A
acorpion that used its fatal sting spuri:_:giy. Regredulty I srubbed ont
the apent cigarerte, 1 wae dressed in my n?m,duﬂ}n. My owm
rucksck and the indeatructible bag that contained my camerns were
right there by my side.

‘] bargained with them,’ she a.u.id.H .

‘Hargained with that bag of shit! How ) _

She Joaked at her waich. It was ticking merrily na it had always
done that year in Oxford. She begun to wind it up.

‘There are ways,” she said,

I flinched.

‘How muany of them?

“Twelve of them.’

‘You took pru‘:nmj'un:, of course,’ _

She smiled, giving her waich a Yast wristflicker of o ?rmdup.

' atways have my coil. Bexides T convinced them that it would be
cven mote pleasuruble for them 10 use my cartons of Purex.”

‘Some convincing)'

*As [ said, there are way.' _

She mid it with a toas of the head to dismiss the whole subject.

She went on: _ )

'] met some of your strange scquaintances, Susan said yon would
make me bleed the way you screw like 2 drenlar saw, She wants me
to ket her know what I think about it. Your wife , ..’ _

She paused, face screwed up, remembering. She rummaged in hex
rackseck and breught oar a flask.

‘How's she? How's Muarle?' _
I1 had been a very long time since I bad been able to aend her sny

Imeasges. o
Blanche Goodfather rised her cycbrows, quizzically. And gave

me the (lask.
11



“She sent you this. 1¢'s whisky. Thoughr v i it when
you hear the news.’ BBt you might nesd i

Alcohol! T way already taking 2 d
demlzoboll cep gulp when [ choked and

*“What newa?’

‘Maric . .. she'sall Fghe. But the baby, it disd only hours after i
birth. She said to tell you nor 1o worry, And thas shers sory o

: o o g n she's sorry it

threw a twig onto the fire. The flarnes stared 1 . The red

crackled, glittered, [ stared into therm rcmmbcnig the WWCIEDE
was waiting for aw our there. Marde — it could not have happened
again, Bur it had happened, | began to laugh.

Ed she sends me whisky."

d news of another dead baby, another dead-end ibili
: , poxibility,

Idl_'mk rh:mw?hnk}r,lcrdnglt roll arvand my mouth and :L{:E]jr

born i way down into Iy 1enermost soulless gut, Poor blind Mare,

;[;:;d};m want to hear the resi?*

ed too grimty. I had not drunk g of good

fm: muqﬂg, years oat here with my cammd:gpandgpiml,lnt whisky

" _ha:l:pcnham;:d._’Ihccdimrrﬁed 10 defy the raling and
nnwcmi:.n.ghuhndamjamﬁumisﬂnthemn. Chrisie in &

need one myself.'
I watched her drink Thinking of Joe, once a
_ . . ear doct
1 were @ pernanent fixture of skidrow, The mc;l;n, big ﬁ’gﬂr
ruﬂ;gihmmgzw with 2 stony enchantment, |
a [ H -
dyines xbout Stephen? Ia be still going on with hjs SXperiment in
She nodded.

Shnrummagcdnnceqlininhcrmckmk She i
only ‘ . found it. T conld

-w;'ﬁ.-%.m'ghmﬁhw;,m' P

‘It represents all the backpayments Precision owes you since you
camee out here. [ brought all the magazines in which your articles
appeared.’

she ook a thick bundle out of that uafathomable rucksack. I
scattercd more dry twigs onto the fire. Afterwards [ could only look
st ber and reach out for the flask and sip it slowly and thankfully. All
the artickes and photographe I hed 50 precariously sent back, had
reached the magazine. [ had not boped for such a miracle. Suddenly
the moonlit pight glimmered with distant but shiting a@r,

Later when we had telked and shared the last of the whisky and
the furious heat of once again meeting Llike this bad devoured the
desire out of our limbs and she slept in ber eleeping bag with ber rifle
by her side, I cradled my second-band but lethal shotgun in my arms
end sinking back agrinst my ruckeack watched che fire flickering
vividly against the ckear and sinooth uproar of the Fally in that steep
and dark wlley and, for the first time since that long ago, allowed
mysclf the luxury of thinking clearly and minutely about the people
andd the things [ had lefi behind and was pow returning to. Blanche
would carry on here what needed to be done and more professjon-
ally, too. Back there the Gery and revolutionary fervour had been,
she said, stamped cut ruthlessly. She hed given mea long list of thoae
killed behind the barricades, those summarily executed, these
detained, those who had esczped into yet another soud-destroying
ctle. The military pow ruled. The doctors could il do rathing
abour Marie’s eyes. I would return and I would sill be caly & voice
and snatches of sound 1o her, The crudely organized opposition,
driven underground would perheps emerge sometime out of their
basements, ratholes, caves. The ipiure of Devil’s End probably
scattered them fur and wide. Was there g difference between the
chief on his skull-carpentersd throne and the gensral wha even now
had grappled all power to himself in our new and twenteth-cennyry
imape? In either I can only perform as chronicler, subversive jester

and teller of tales. T had meney bt ne fob 1o return to unless ancther
disguised Preddion emerged out of the shambles. And Susan, with a
price on her head, flitting from place 1o place. At least she knew she
could use my hsse andd Marke would not see anything but only hear
the friendly impultive impetuous voice that was Susan, Then there is
Katherine, grieving for Joe and hiding out with the police always
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only s ;E behmdﬁnd that's the world I am going back to. And she
: But like everything else that hides behind a poctic attitude, I had
rﬂ Come out hlmd?r and dmg_;r. I was washed, iromed, folded up, and
andied. [ was a1 tiny M3 & spider at the wrong end of a tdmm, My
vaice vras the hlg.g_e:n thing about me. It still is. Bur I weed my '!.'T:I-if.‘l:
sparingly; everything was too huge 10 cxpress. All those legs and afl
those arms constantly walking and doing things. It struck me I had
come into the wrong world. But it was toa late to do enything ahout
11, Except to escape at the eurlicat possible moment. There was this
woman who fondled me with teargss in her eyes. There was this man
who hong about an silent as a gunshot, They were my parents. He
wonkd pull the trigger and her eyes would smart and burst, The;x-hn
played a rapid tatios oo the windowpanes. I would hear the snar of g
train. [ woutld hear apother world raging inside my skull as though at
;gdmlnmcnt I would spin like g silver top and disappear out of my
hldt;}:]:nﬂ:;iht:um,unetheythou;htmfnm+ But I koew what I
e . At I_;ﬂmcl:lw:ya_kmw what I had 10 do besides just
i }rmu?c. e pulied t]:ge tngger several times one night and she
!mjll':}"t wrungautbudenc:ﬂumma.lhnwimd.Howl:dﬁku
wer symphony at full blast. [ ased 10 write like thar When
Baally, he silenced me with the back of his hand and ahe saw red gnd
jhere ;nm:il thia blood sptashing wbont [ knew, quite definicely, that
i ow entered the wrong room, come into the wrong world
t?i:u-c:p:. I have to cscape. The shrill whine tore through my.
? ind deposited three pelicemen who froze the bright pictura.
{hman was c:lrri-nddnut of my life.
, cy ¥iped mean greased me untl | was .
hnr}rhmd.! uni:ldl u}'dc of a buge bearded ﬁcciﬂﬁpﬂmmmtﬁ
ﬁmmmn?d in the skin, }t was my uncle. He read a great big
:]up?-lh l}adpm:uufnunﬁx_iuminit.Hcruditmmktm
. voice bad 4 cheerful but jagged edgetoit, It gnawed at the

cverywhere, It drove afl thought of sleep ous of m

T v head, and
':h:wmddgugn reading to me throughout the might 10 make me dce?l;:
ttrﬁj:;:]mrmng, when he finally closed 1he big book and yawning
te ¥» 80t up from the hard chair, he would ature at me fizedly as
I4nugh trFing @ hammer a pail into srone. He slammmed the front

door and my teeth and I watched him going 10 work staggering
through the neat wooden gate and tottering blindly into the road
where the car found him. The amount of blood that shrieked out left
u large stain on the asphalt, [ closed the window and envied him.
There were heavy footsteps in my head comiog rowards my doer. It
was my bowels. I had sotled myself. | went into the bathroom and
washed myself for the first time. In the kitchen we had run out of
everything except seven jan of jam. The uproar in the sireet went on
for a long time. | finished the last jar. The aky was like a boulder on
my head. They found me fast mleep in the doghouse at the back.
The lips were thin Hke threats. She was kneading the lobe of her
ear and looking ut me as though [ was scmething unidentified on the
radar. Her stiff cotton blouse and and her brown plexted skirt and
the neat highheels and the meagre but scvere linzs that scraiched
gcross her forchend were my picture of her. It was not to be the only
picture, Many timea [ caught ber fooking at me like that. She was my
uncle’s wife, It rained every dme she raised her small head and
looked at me. Rained inside me. I detest getting wet. But she did it
several imes each day. [ wes drenched to the toes. [ would go oat
into the garden end play with the dog and shrick with gloomy
laughter and suddenly the min would come, How could I shelter
from my own min? It was a riin not of my world and 20 I conld not
deal with is. And she knitted it day afier day, knirted it my size and
made me put it on undl the sun could not pepetraie 1o where [ was, [
sce her in my pictures when I try to describe what ahe w1, She js
sitting on an old log cating s sansage and her mouth falls to pieces and
she spits out a buman thumb. But I smoke cigarettes. Behind her,
the sun is going cut fighting with all its mys. We arc sitting in the
dining-room and she iy cotting a fat round [caf of bresd. Absenody,
she puts a slice onto my plate. I tear it apart with my fingers, gently.
A hnman ear drops out. Her ook ants her finger oo the breadknife
and the rain seethes, Crests of foam splashed ontovibe wet sand. In
her black swimsuit, ahe is on her back in that other world which
winglusses create. I am looking down at her. Iam thin and skinny,
100 i For my age. She isin there in thar other world and like s stone
skimming scross the surface of a river her own life skims over me. It
did not rmin that day, not even once. § could not scrwpe my cycs awuy

from her surface.
15



It bounded back Icaughtit and
. At
It bounded back, I did not move. It

retrieved ir from
trned the other
handkerchief.

cnce flung it again #f the wall.
hit me on the Hght cheek. I

the grasw and harled it 2t che wall, Asitahot back, |

cheek, 1 did not Nip

ch. The blood messed up my

e By P
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‘One! Two! Three! Four! ... Eleven! Twelvel Go back to your
scat!’

I was hot with resenonent and pain. So this was school. From sl
gides my head was being jammed with facts. With ideas. I could see
through my window actoss the yard and scross the tarred road into a
fenced Lawn in front of a complex of light grey boildings. The sun
glaamed on the roofs and bonnets of the cary in the parking lot. A few
crows squawked on the roofs, swivelling their black heads know-
ingly s1 though about to refute dme. On the lawn, however, were
theae prisoners dressed in khaki. Over them stood an armed guard
wh alsc curied a mwhide whip. The prisoners were weeding the
lawn with an intentness that made getting those weeds out the most
significant thing in the whole unjverse. It was so bot the very lid of
the sky seemed (o be meliing. My backaide burt. The minutes
teking by slowly and the book open at my eJbow, and the smudged
inkwell, and the heat which every serond shot throogh the crowdad
room, they were a faded pictore from a faded planet on which 1
found myself.

I kicked it back hurd. The fow minuces of the receo seemed to race
past me. I ducked my bead nnd it shot by, grazing my cheek, I ran
sfter it, dodging replicas of myself. I stubbed my toe and fell. There
was blood oo my efbows, and this boy whose face was scarred all over
with laughter. I looked hard st bim, drew in my head, and rained on
him with fury. There were all these hands and legs kicking and
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clawing us apart. It was a whirlwind. The bell rang i 1
kﬂ?ﬁ fmjmd my right eye. [ was alone. 18 Just as his
e 1t just ip time. When the teacher came In he spread across
the blackboard a large map of the whole world. Th:r:tp-ras nothing
more than mountaing aod oceans and rivers and cites and villagea
and some islands. Facts.
Hours later, my head had become all the things o the and it
wudaytbﬁ_l’urtlcmud scrub them out and let Uncdirr}rwftl;pgurg{c
out of the sink. I tewelled myself vigorously. When I came out she
did not look up and I was grateful. She was knitting, I took the dog
mtfﬂrlwﬂk: There were many soldiers in the streets. Their guna
were the scariest thing. They atood at every soeet corner and in
every hollow doorway. I bought a aketch pad and charcoal pencils.
When we got back bame she was in the kitchen cooking. There were
vm::uint]wg:hnh_g-rmm. It was a blind girl in @ pink dress and a boy
my age wearing a jacket and tie, Marie and Stephen. They had come
to stay with us ax thedr bome and parents had bombed. I lijed
them, I decided, especially Maris because she was blind and yet wore
3 pink dresy that resched down 1o her knees. [ could not think what
to show ber. AL T had were things she would have to s for herself o
undn_'s,tmd. She ix judging me by my veice, I thought eerily, 1 was
dm?b{n.g my drawings to her out in the back garden but they were
drawings which cannot be described unless one wanted 1o feel aick
about it all. She had a smooth oval face, n wide full-lipped mouth, a
hesitant opmrned note, and eyea — eyes which could not see. She was
small and plump end chewed her underlip most of the time. | drew
picmruufhﬂ_whi.lcwc talked. She did aot talk much, Perhaps it
wasa waste of time. Italways sagyway. A waste of life. What she did
was ung when she thought ahe wes alone, But her tears then would
apod] i_t for me berause there is 2 hardness sbout solitary feefings
d_ruppu:rg down someone clse's cheek. I drew her Lke that many
vimes but only once managed to catch the elusive outline of those
glittering dropa. 1 rore it up. It was too menacing. The dog hated
Stephen. It bared iy fangs whenever he wandered too near i,
Stephen was neat and well-scrubbed; hie hated dirt and hated nasti-
sy and hated disorder and hated any mention of feelings. His face
W square and grown up and the expressions which flickered ncroas
ltaﬂ'ﬂi‘l}"i made him look like the back of something unendarable. He
I

Bt i

w13, however, when in the mood, opeo and comical and clownish
put with & carefulness that spoiled whatever effect he was trying w
elicit, He read a lot, aa T did, but he read encyclopacdias, manuals,
factual matter whereas I rigidly stuck to all kinds of fction. There
were still-lives of evenings when we all sat in the sitting-room, the
fire smirking low In the grute, the long curtains rusilicg fortively,
gnd miy aunt in her basket chair knitting with a [apguccous wisifol
silence. Now and then a snore rumbled from the dog that was
sleeping oo the mat. I sat on a cushion on the flooz clote to the
bookcase sketching rapidly the figure of Marie suckling ber under-
lip. She had streiched cut on the carpet and supported her head with
her fises, Cecaslonally we beard firing but it may as well have been on
the moon. Stephen lay on his side on the wide armchair readimg »
maniual about tractors and thar maintenance. But it was not alwars
like this. There would come a3 if from some distant malignant world,
hateful moods, awful silences, sudden outbursts. Aant would
suddenty begin to talk to berself in the kirchen. Stephen would
ailently stalk esch room bursting the innards out of insects that
crossed his path, Marle would simply, unaccountably, scream as
though her throat were being slawly cut. I -1 would rin. This could
g0 oo for days. The dog would refuse 1o come anywhere near all of
us; it would refuse its food; and st nightfall would cast into orbit a
sorrowinl howl soon echoed by other canine beings. The very house
itself would lock and feel and smell morose and miserable. [ would
keep 10 my room and savagely draw again and sgein my parents and
my uncle. They were gruesome drawings and death lurked in cach of
thern, T would sneak up o Maris and yell suddenly in her car. I hated
her for being blind because her blindness made her safe from the
things 1 was ot safe from. [ hated her for judging me by my yoce
and for always probing me with bar fingers making something catch
in my throat. The whole house then would, with the lives in it, shrill
like & weird concerto. It would emit odours that recked of fetd and
sickly sweet metaphors, And I drew them all through my nostrils st
the paint of my charcoal. I kicked them without mivsing even one.
It was a3 if the foot was apedially mude 1o kick a foothall, and the
buttocks 1o be caned, and the head to have the skull drilled with
facts. The uproar of the school cheering us on seemed to confirm
this, Our team seemed to be the best every time we played. This was
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only because we were oot sparing in afl the viciousness and dirty play 3

that a referer cannot see. [ was the goalkeeper, a rather safe thing
excepl when there was a pile-up and I got kicked in the face. Mylong
arm3 and long legs made goalkeeping easy. The only problem was
that my sight was going; I could oo longer see as clearly as [ used 1o, 1
welcomed this. What there was 1o see was pot whar I wanted 1o see. |
kicked it back hard and jogged on the same spot in front of the goal.
Stephen trampled what he 1aw to a stop and fooked round him. He
wiltzed with it. He jived it this way. He twisted it that way. Moving
forward all the time. He scooped it, tangoed it round s dizzied
attacker, and lined up for a shot. The whistle shrilled, The fame was
aver, Their goalkeeper wrung the tips of his fingers which had been
singzd by Stephen’s shot. From all sides, the schoc poured onto the
Bield shouting and cheering and roaring and thumping shoulders, As
the hot water hissed over me and the steam plunged all arannd the
naked and half-naked figures i the room, 1 wondered about Marie
who could not see this.

‘This¥

Bur Stephen had lost interese. His cyex were sort of glazed
over. That meant he was thinking, Probably about tractors. Or
Hittiten.

[ finished my homework and sought out Maric. She was alooe in
the slting-room playing the ukelele, I stood in the doorway, Listen-
ing. She had on an ankle-length rough cotton dress that looked like a
poncho. Now and then she sang or rmather whispered snatchey of o
song I had once beard her sing. | could never qudie cutch the words;
but on ber lips whatever those words were had been transformed jnto
an inger torment that trembled softly sgainat the long curtains and
made me want to withdraw. But I did not. I stayed and fistened and
she was singing nuddenly of s world which was not there bat of which
I had had the wildest indmations. I realired that [ was litening to the
inside of my own madnesws. It made me step into the room, At once
she stopped singing, but ber fingers still tinkfed out restless notes
from the ukelele. At last she stopped even that. Her head was angied
as if she expected a blow. Suddenly it was all foolishness. [t made my
voice harsh.

‘It’s cold in here.*

She arched her shoulders and nodded. Her hands lay aselesaly in
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ner lap. Her head sdil hung as though from a noose. [ knelt before

| he Areplace, | scooped the mounds of ash into the pan. I set the

up logs with picces of torn planks and rolled o

ﬂsiuﬂwi:hﬂmjﬂdw hmP r?: flamee.pt:rusil:," spread wnd the wood was w
it | gently began to add the rough pieces of coal. She had not said a

1 haEit out the voice of the teacher and the rustle of mﬂ

scraping of the pote-taking pens. The prisonery were once

uﬂ::thc lawrfcumhing it for invisible weeds. They were all carefully
crouched over, thelr hands flickering hm:_lly andtr.-l_mcstly. The
armed guard was Oexing bis whip and striking terrifying wititudes,
His dark glassey gleamed like the sinister emblems of a powerful
workl. What did it mean that this was my hometewn, my country,
my contioent, my planct, my nniverse? Iy cuplgi mean :?:rythmgaflt
could mean nothing. [ was in it, I was it. This imepressible heat of 2
living thing growing just as the weeds arew. A wuckload of ml:lu;n
roared past, Alf their intentions were keft hanging like dust over the
asphalt fong after they had gone. They were there in the classyoom
with us, marshalling facts, categorlzing, reciting, and abworbing
the knowledge handed down through the nauzﬁﬂthmmmngl
that had » hard and unyielding face! How did ooe escape? In o
sain of bufleis? Or sering red everywhere untl the strainacket

uuiﬂﬂ:hﬂnutuﬂ:ﬁngl:mrd.ﬁ'm-danmuidwmmﬂuﬁng

in thedr calcinm skeleton. It was 2 good fire, burning my reason.
15]'.::‘:‘\rpn]11-.-11 poked hiy head round the door and beckoned to me. We
w:nttuhi:rmm,UntﬂmfauntcaMu:dnwnﬁft;?omdwrr
mapuals sbout guns and explosives, I could hear Marie singing and
playing the ukelcle, [ could hear my sunt banging about in the
kitchen. I ¢ould hear the tuild-up of oucks outside and the decp
throaty rumble of the armoured @ 22 _thq,r picked their way
through the congested sueets. From his window Stephen ;_mmcd
o1t all the different military nniforms and vehictes and as I listened
1o his ranning commentary I ssw tiurning into our street derelict
rrucks that were full of torpses piled on top of each other, And
Marie’s song rang out thin and clear above the moted rpeuﬂlc notes
of the ukelele, After dinner, my sunt went nut,_nnd Stephen went
buck to his manoals. | was tdone with Marie again and the fire was

I



Iu‘f:i, ecareely glowing. There was a stnge quickness in her face. She
s,

‘I can smefl dest things.'
[1 was the dead in the trucks out in the streets, But [ was pleased
because for the first time ahe had been the first 1o speak.

A Ll L L et b e ¢ A .

e

Three

1 could only note bow heary my eyelids grew. A nightmare in low
key. That was how the days unfolded, slowly but surely, with a
steady bright light behind their skin. I draok it in coe gulp. The
burden on my eyetids lifted. The chair was iron, the conversation
dead. Marie locked scared and brave; she was bere, right here in che
present, and vet far away. As it were a distant present. The dead
thing that bad been barn out of her, her baby, had long since been
incinerated. Like time.

In the cellar in High Street, the gripped my thoughts and dragged
me onto the dance floor where we could not Gre curselves that night
or every other night. If danced 1o the bitter cove how endlesa this
could be, this grisving, this forgenting. The music was hughed, full
of the dry wash of metallic brushes, thin and brittle interruptions of
cymbals. It atomized the emotions, and rexrranged them in strange
hsontng patterna. The oew Maric was a complete stranger, arrung-
ing and rearranging herself around me, Day after day. Now | am
rying to wrrange her for you.

Stephen had torned solemo and abrupily old. Each day for him
was an cxperiment in dying. At college be had turmt as it were in a
crucibie the soft cuter covering of his heart. Coldly and deliberaiely.
Now there be was, o streak of grey from the crown to the back of the
meck, wezaring deep blue, and spreading himself over Patricia.
Aggrenively cozing sex. As he always did after his monthly visis 1o
my aunt’s grave. [ had gooes with him coce. He had sat on her
tombsteme and after sllently gazing st the endless stream of cars
rowring past he had lit his pipe and said,
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'She was a good woman.’

I did pot cortradict him. There were a lot of things I could have
saxd. About her and him and the nightgown. About her and him and
the glass paperweight. About ber and him and the fights, But what
was the usc. He had kmown her. But in & way unterly differeat from
how [ had koown her, He had known her. And I was sill obviously
in this world. As he was pot, Marile bad szen nothiog buc under-
stood. [ aid,

‘I underviund.’ :

But he straighiened np and knocked his pepe our on the tombstone
and eaid,

Md }'{!.I?’

Patricin drove us back, his hand anderneath her skirts. I could see
what he saw in ber, And every man withio groping distance could see
it too. 1 liked her for the sheer animatisy and the ruthlessly amaight-
forward wwy in which she dealt with everything. But it was
straightforwardness that was off side, oblique. She seemed to be 2ll
that Marte was pot. But they were like a marchatick and a matchbox;
to scratch them against ench other always worked. Except on certain
oCCRsiHI.

‘Did you?'

I hedtuted.

‘Answer me. Did you?’

I aaid, “Yeu'

She vinribly shrunk.

‘You mean . ..'

I took » step forward. Marie stepped back. Out of reach.

‘You actunlly ...

*There were no {eelings invalved, Marie, She was there and doing
things to me. Only afierwards did 1 think.’

‘Think abotut hery”

*No. Aboat you,’

My hands were still shaking. I poured a big drink. She just
waiched me. Those blind eyes.

Yea'

‘And me.'

‘Did you get the parcley?’

24
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5hit, I forget.’

tAnd you made decisions.’

*Yes, Marie. To come back’

"To what? Me?’

*You.'

‘Scephien knows.’

“Yes. He was there’

I paused. My smll Jeft toe hurt. I mid,

“You were there, oo, Mare.)”

*You don't bave to remind me.’

I coruld gtill hear the battkefield noises of the parcy. It bad been —
crud.

‘You and Stephen ...’

*That's different. He's my brother.’

‘But ..."

‘T don't want to hear itl’

The scream hung over our dinper like an axe over frozem ice.

"The salt,’ she said. *The alt, please.’

I passed the wit.

What anniversary was it? The nkelele atood on the mahogany desk
at the far end of the room where I worked when 1 wax home.
Frah-cut roses offered thedr singulsr fragrance to the beat of the
hour.

We ate in slence.

She wiped her mouth with the corner of her napkin. Decisively. I
rried to forestall her.

‘Lock, Marie ...’

*You forget, I'm blind. Besides, there is nowhere to Jook.’

Mow my whole body ached. It had to be done.

I stood up.

“You're not a child any more, Marie.'

The table and the dinner things crashed onto the floor. I crushed
ber 10 me. She shouted,

‘You can't make me i go to him! You an’t!’

1t was a sifent vidous struggle. Afierwards I could pot belisveirn.

When Stephen arrived, we were down to the last borte, dancing
stowly round the room in pink paper hats. He looked at her. I vhook
my head.
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‘She’s not coming this dme, Steve.’

‘Who says?"

' aays, brother Stephen,’ Maric said.

Thc_ u:l:nr::_ slarnmed the door afier he had ruvenoualy left. The
exploion of his car thooting away reminded me of the great big book
and my uncle sternally attempting 1o read me to sleep.

‘Why this time’ '

“What?* 3

‘“You never fonght me before.”

‘[ pever wani ro again.”

There were hisses In the Kichen. It was the coffer boiling over,

Four
mm-mm“

From the bedroom [ coukd hear the oot still going on. Sporadic

shattered the uneasy night. I was tired. Marie's bonched-up
body falt pitifully moral. Gently I got in bexide her and lit a cigarette
and put out the light. T bad dumped the camera on my desk o the
diting-roem. They were going to be my best work, those poctures. [
codd feel it. T was tired, dead tired. T had been up since the carly
hours of the morning when the first bomb wrent off. It had been
foltowed bry 2 series of explosions in different parts of the town. All of
a sudden 1 screaming hungry horde was pouring throngh the streets,
gmashing windowa and looting end attacking sny sign of euthority
whether bumnn or inenomate. It was the blow the whele town hed
tensed up for, loog ago. I had rushed out, been swept along with the
rush of stampeding bodies and had, with them dodged the soldier’
bulleta, escaping unhurt more by sheer tuck than {erocious cunning.
I had taken a lot of pictures. The kind I had always wanted to take —
and not just for paying the rent. These were good. 1 koew it. [ woukd
send them to Precision, 2 weekly edited by a friend of Stephen, Ihad
done some work for them before but this was going to blow their
minds, [ stubbed out the cigarette.

Marie was still aglecp when I woke up. The dim fight of carly
morning was spreading acrosa the aky. I sensed it the moment [
ste=ppred out and clesed the front door. The menace. I drove care-
fully, slowly. There were bodies on the pavement and on the mads.
Sometimes [ had 1o get out and drag them off the road. One of them
was Nick, Patricia’s brother. He bad been an intense and carnest
young man who took everything seciously. That was » mistake. But 1
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tiked him. We had loog and ponderous conversatbons about cvery-
thing under the sun. He was very fond of Parricia who however
despisad him for roe obhscre and never identified passion. When [
parked the car and rang the bell it wws Patricia berself who amywered.
Her cyes w-orc es dry as diamonds when [ tokd her. Stephen came in
buttoning his flies and chewing his words carefully. It wonld be
dangerous to have a subversve corpae that was related 1o one, Best to
icave Nick where he was. Maybe he would never be identified. After
all he was niways missing, yeng wway without @ word for months on
end. Patricia agreed, [ wonder sometimes whether Nick iz still lying
there in the gutter by the phone booth in Third Avenue, aa scricnsn
cverything was to him, I like to thick that be is adll there, dead bat
there, as if he was a line from his own poetry. A paragraph from his
own shricking pamphlets. A bollowly ringing sound from the crypt
of his own fictiona. Stephen phoned [ater to w3y Preggor wonld
devote the whole of that week’s edidor (o the anarling event of the
riot and that my pictures were 'stunning’. [ cashed the chegue and

-

botught Mare a bruille typewriter. The jails were full. There were !

cxecutions. Nick was never idendfied and was burted as an
onknown. As he had once jokingly described himself so me. It was
eary to grieve for him without actually thinking abous him. Juat as it
w3 casy to divarce ooe's feelings from the object of their attention,
Stephen called this ‘the basic experiment”.

I closed the huge doors behind me and walked softly townrds the
altar. I wasio the opium of the peopde. The huge cross dangled from
chaina fixed to the roof. I stood looking at the crneified Christ. He
looked like He peeded a stiff deink. He looked as if He had just had a
woman from behind. He lookad like He had not been to the toilet for
twa thouwnd ye2an. He looked like [ felt. That was the conoection.
That was what made Hirn big, this mirroring quality that made your
right hand a left hand and your sm the path out of themaelves, He
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hung there like one in dire need of a cigarette. Nok just paseve, bat

alively 30, like a picture cut of 2 men’s magazine, explicitly showing

all Hia wounds and orifices with an air of spirired invimtion. In these -
terma Nick had described Him to me, described Hiom a3 ope G

describea a thorn in one's flesh, or the spreading disease ; ,
or P between © To kick it in the teeth, To chedah again and again the birter recon-

one's thighs.
a8

Ic was 8¢ quict in there I could hear my thoughty arranging
seives il over His body. Why bad I come? I always came ro
gatch Him whenever the souliessnesy was too much for me. It
Lways ended with the 1ame humilinted ridiculousness of becoming
 that [ wan staring st s man-made statue expecting a mimcle (o
place. [ hed once brought Maric bere but she had taken caly o
fem steps towards the aliar when she shivered violently and vomited.
Afterveards when she ssked what kind of place it was I had mken her
into I could pot pronounce the word *church’ so [ said,

‘Some kind of hall.’

*What goes on in there?’

‘Singing and pruising.’

Her face chapged. She said, wonderingly,

T used 1o sing, remember?’

I remembered. | remembered too the day and hour she bad
sropped singing — the day she bad spoken to me srithout waiting to be
spoken to. My aunt had found us end raised hell,

'You sang beautifully, Marie. You should sing again. For me. I
want you ta very much. I have wanted you 1o do s all these years.*

I realized suddenly that I did not want her to sing, oot ever. That
silver string had long since been broken. Besides her voice had
changed for the worse. There were anly the memories of that dresd-
fid, that sweet house, When had the rain stopped? That was when
Stephen had begun to go to her room and she to go to his room. I had
oot underatood unil the incldent of the underpants, After that, it
did not rain. [ had slunk about under the skirts of the sky seeing
indecencies everywhere,

I looked up at Him who hung from the roof and wondered. [
wanted very much to believe but because I wanted o I eould oot. 1
could naver belicve o my own wunts. It had to be s mimcle,
samething totally from the ourside of myself. But, with miracles,
that waa impossible. It was from the other side which was impossible
for me. The very clothes on my back were made out of uscless
deaths, wusied lives, unbelievingly. To refute rime so folly that [
could dangle from white-hot chains fxed to the sky was what always
stared me In the eve. To eat and to drink that precious moment of
refutation. To prolong it with praises and songs. To whip its beck.
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ciliatings, The gvid embrace of it. To photograph irand like & congh,
from one unscen passing by, listen long and longingly. To drive jt
over & cliff. To kiss it. But this narejssisns. This pungent audibfe
velvet glarification was no more than & childish rescrt 1o desperate
vision. Secking oat in repeated contemplation the impossible arcadia
of » homare and visible world. To bave been curt of it for wa long and
10 ooly see it in dreanty that come blackening at the edges, this way
hell. The enticing impossibility was itself the sharp end jagged biade
that like time prodded my back and
step towards the pit. Such, such is the necessary melodrama unidl
from within the world bursts oqr,

There was a sharp crack. With
cTos1 crashed almost a1 my feet, the flying chain nicking my cheek.
The broken thing smoked with plaster and dust. [ atered.

Jo

1 ook with each day the fateful |

cry 1 stepped back, The heavy §
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* smaahed through, showers of stones shattered into
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I stood at the window in Professor Webb's office taking pictures of
the students’ demonstraton. There were about Gve hundred of
them. They had surmounded the Adminiseration building. They
were deadly quiet. You could literally have heard a pin drop. Behind
them on all sides were the soldiers. And behind the soldiers were
speciaton who before the day was over would regret ever having
come Ut to watch, The soldicrs were in 8 nasty mood. They wanted
o teach almost everyone a Ylesson’. I could see Webb remonuTating

! with onc of their officers. A moment later — I was recording every-

thing — the officer struck Webb down and trampled him underfoot.
Webb grabbed his foot wnd breught him down. Some soldjers siep-
ped forward but the officar shouted something. The next moment
they were fighting carnevtly, intently, Webb was practically an old
man but he fought like one possessed, Twice the officer fell. There
way blood on both men's faces. But soon Webb tired. The officer hit
bim aguin and again, Webb fell and lay still. The sokdiers meanwhile

§ were grimly presxing the students sgainst the sidea of the building

The dog handlers seemed nbout ready 10 let loose cheir charges. One

¢ wudent hurled a rock at the wide windows of the butlding. As it

the building. The

L woldiers atruck. I saw Webb struggling to get up and loaking around

* wildly. His
. being used aa elnbs. The dogs were

spectacles were probably snmashed. Rifle burty were
bitng their way through. A shor

" ramg out. A thin hysterical cry shrisked,

“They've shot Lealie! They've shot Leglie!
EY



Everywhere, the battle for an instant pansed. Then, rage, yells, a
seriea of shots, unbelieving screams. Through the camers J=ns the
whole thing writhed like a fackal biting through its own trapped leg,

I'had the camers on oy right shoulder. { felt absolutely nothing. I §

had nctually become the camera itself, shooting the human spectacle
before me. 1 saw a student break out of the livid mess and run
towards the now feelng spectators. A soldier jumped from behind o
parked srmoured car and mimed an ugly looking gun at her. An
trrow of flame shot into the student’s back. In an instant, che was a
wilking living torch. There were running Ogures everywhere.
Isclated fights. Here and there s bunch of students backing down »
trapped toldier. And the rapdd atarburats of gunfire. Webb had
scrumbled to his feet. He was waving a bit of paper over his head.
And then, incredibly, I saw Marie, her hands waving wildly above
her head and her mouth open, though I conld not bear the wream. |
do not know how long it took to register In my mind that Marie was
out there. The camera hanging down from my neck hit me again and
agzin as I jumped down the smirs and ran through the corridoer, A
crowd of fleeing spectators was surging in through the door. [ don’t
kaow bow [ did it but [ got through into the open. There was Webb,
There was Manie with her fists pressed against her cam. A snar] of
fangs bit wt my heels, I kicked. Missed. The thing lunged for my
throat. It epun in mid-ajr and lay atill, there was & gmall hole juat
underoeath its Jeft cye. I reached Maric. I hoisted her onto my

shoulders and ran back. This time three soldiers blocked my way. T |

hoped the camera would tell ioy story, It did, but too well. [ wes
runcing straight at them, Marie heavy on my shoulders, and I falt
nothing buta cold and intent murderousnexs. At that moment Webb
struck one of them with & rock, famlly. As the others turned 1
blundered through with Marie shricking and biting my back.
Though I did pot see it, that wus when Webb was klled, uh-:r,h:rw
rocks ab the other two. I put ber down. I shook her mercilessly.
‘Marie| Marie!®

E

I
.'I

‘.|
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Slowly she came cut of her delrium. We could not stay there. M:r

car was in the back of the building in the underground garage. Even
1L that momens, others were throwing themesives into the building
and desperuicly looking this way and that for a hiding plm:u:rmmc
way to get the hell off thet campus.
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J*m going to try and find my @, Maric. It"s all right, but we've
‘utmgﬁuutnfr_hisplm.'

There was s damp red patch at the back of her head. A thin trickle
c‘blnuimz:dduwn the corner of her lips. I[:lck:dbtn.:p She was
ot heavy, never had been, And [ mn., Bumping into others who
were also irying to get away. Smmbling. Now and again, having to
glow down and literally crewt throogh them. But finally we made ¢,
[t was quict and cold but the relief of actually getiing there was
gverwheiming. [ had bundled her into the car and was about 10 slam
my oWl door when there came towarda us 8 running, crouching

, cluiching st x bloodsoaked shoulder. I recognized her, ane of
N‘L:k’a[ri:nd:. I opened the rear door and she fell in and slammed it
shut. We shot out of the garwge. The tall dreular complex of modern
architecture was socn behind us. There was a road block ahead. 1
braked. I tock off my coat and threw it at the gird in the back, She put
it on, covering her boodsoaked shoulder, 1 swung back into the
rod, joined the loog quene of cars snd wajted my wren, fingering
Maric ia though there was only one thing on my mind. The press
ard did it. We were throagh. I drove straight home, I was mad ar
Maric, 1 was glad she was alive. [ could not believe it. And the girl,
Sosan, dead Nick’s girl, ghe needed a doctor. [ phoned Stephen to
ke care of it.

The doctor who turned up was Sordid Joe, a drunk who had been
souck off the register. But he waa all oght. He knew his job. Soon
Susan was fast asleep in the spare bedroom. Marie only needed a few
stitches at the back of her head. [ poured myself a stiff drink. Marie
gid she did not want anything. She aat oo the floor humming to
berseli as though oothing had bappened. 1 wanted her to cxplain
what sthe had been doing at that thing — how she bad got there, [
looked at her for a very long timee and decided to keep my mouth

[ tock out my wallet to pay Sordid Joe but be smid,

‘No. A few drinks will take care of that.'

I perred him a stff one. If § knew Joe at all this was golng tobe a
¢ long talkative sesxion. We hod been together at college. He was
- brfllzant. Had had the whole funire before him. He set up practice in

: the town and soon married. She was beautiful and shy and a teacher’s
i only daughter. There were no children. Joe drank his way through
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surgery, untl he could mot hide it any more. A patient died under-
neath his scalpel. The inquiry found Joe culpable, It was actundly
Preasion which demanded, dally, that the culprit be bronghr t

justicd, [.wrore the articles, {llustrating them with grimly realistic
photographs of clinics end operating theatres. [ discovered that some
of the evidence used in the inquiry was faked. The editor refused
publish the fresh maierial. [ resigned. I handed over to Joe's counse
all the things I bad found out but pot before Joe, himself, had !
personally socked me on the jaw. Another {nquiry was set op and !
though it cleared Joe he had, by this dme, amomsed » series of |
cenvicticns for bang drunk and discrderty, dronk end incapable, |
drunk and this and that, It seemed whatever Joe did, he would end |
up in court for it. His wife for o time stuck by bim, But she roon |
cleared out. Katherine, that was her name, a tall well-built woman |

with an exirernely sensitive face and s strong sense of loyaley, Noone |

blamed her when she left him. Sordid Joe seemed to be aggremively :

stting out on & coitrse of sif-destruction. He kept himself in drinks |

by doing backdoot abartions and using other illicit cures; when these
were not forthcoming he took out his guitar and sang in the streety |
with his bt at his side on the pavemsnt, :

Even s I looked at him downing his drink in one gulp I covied

him. Envied him his apparent freedom. He came and went like the

wind and rain, He did not repine no matter what cege they pus him §
in. He ate and be drank only when the food and the drink were ¢

there. When they were not there he did oot make a fos. He played
his gnitar, for those pennics from heaven. Aa {or women, he fre-
quented the bars and brothels and in those places there were bosnms
which wished him lock and bedded him down., Sometimes
Eatherine wonld think of him . . . especially when the weather waa
bad and he had been thrown out of his room by his landlord. Then
she would seck him out, through the driving rain, seck him out from
pub to pub, from brothel wo brothed and when the found him bring
him bome with ber and wash him and feed and wring the cold
devperation out of his sout. But it wonld never last. He would look
arount and she wouald remind him of afl the things he could have
tern and he would feel like a *kept woman' and force rows wnd tlam
the door behind him, To once moore roam the streets and be free.
VYery rurdy be would sppear on my doorstep, sheepishly borrow
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goMmE Money and again disappear. Now, there he stood, his back 1o
IJ:,,,:l:'u-t,1-||:E|Ll.ir|gh'uglum On kis head, the wild mane of grey hair,
Jround his shoulders the threadbare overcoat, and on his feer,
the large ungainly tramp's boots. His long thin fingers trembled
. ﬂ .

’hg?nﬂ??cr thought we could do i1, yon koow,' he wid, I never
(hought we conkd give the bastards such hell. But now we're dolng it,
{ can't belicve anything will come of ir. There'll just be more bodies
1o sew Up, more ipsanities to mend. Shit, its ken yean off me
pering what's happening out there. That girl, Susan, she's going to
be all right, Meects s bit of Wecp and rest. She's as virike in th-e‘mﬂ as
an ax. She'll pull through, As for you, Marie, physically you're fine
put ’m oot a soul-healer so I can't say anything else. Only that you
grould ke things easy. [1's pever as black and serious na you think. I
burnped into a fine wench lust night, She wusat the end of hervether.
A hit down in the mouth and long in the tooth bist when all issaid and
done — a fine sprightly wench. She quated Job the whole night. Ah,
ihealings end arrows of cutrageous midformune! Everyoneis bristling
with them. Nowndays we're sl like porcupines. That boy, !\Iick,
gave mc a poem about it the other day, ['ve got it somewhere in mry
pockets. Thivisir; all yery crudely depressing. 1¢s probably the last
he wrote. There are these two stanzas. Listen:

‘My mind grows darker eoch day
And colder, harder

No seed can grow

My tongue weanes of speech
And is dumb, harsh

Entombed alre

“The fims 1o coms

It perperual night

And I am wnprepared
For tuck prolonged sleep
But vudy note how heaoy
My epelids prowe
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*Rather trashy but then sll last words are like that. They screen from
view discases that have no esteemn. Susan will protably want it,”

I took the poem. My mind was enclased within Marie's sifence. |
wished Sordid Joe would finich his drinking and then go. I grabbed
whole bottle of whisky, stuffed it into Joe's overcoat pockst and led
him to the door, muttering, ‘Some other time, Joe, some other time.*
He ook it with noill grace. When I returned Marie had stretched out
on the sofa and she was fanning herself with her hand. At least
thought so until she eaid guietly: .

‘My ayes — ir's my eyes.’

The words jumped out of my boota.

‘Marie! Yon can see? You can seed’ :

But whatever we tried, ahe still could not see. After along moment |
she caid, :

‘I felt chinks of light.’

I held her in my arms and ket her ooy, she who could not see me,
coild not see the pictures and drawings [ made, she who felt me,
touched me, tasted me, amelt e, wrung me in her alecp withoue
ever, ever wring me. And I feared her or rather feured, sometimes,
that her blindness wus the only thing I [aved about her. There were
days when [ koew that afl my feeling for her was bound ap with that :
Iragik shell of blindness, that fragile, uoseeing self-contained dome.
And I knew then that were I to wake up and find mryself at last io that
dark rotunda, crucified, dangling from chaing and chords fixed to

the uppermost sightlessness in her, then - [ would be free, Free of -

the sunlight and the nights, free of all the senses, free of all the
thonghts, the vistons of a viscerl fate. [ would have turned the lamp
inside out; the lamp which Stephen had grimly turned outaide .
That cxquiaite refutarion — how I hoped for itl Bui then [ would tumn

an] torss and see another ehameless dawn ise from the esst end know -

that such an overtuming, such 1 providence, hawever clase to the
surface it lay woaid never, like the kraken, creep out of the sea into
my life. In the bedroom, in the dark, it was cerie and sweeg, as
though the prolooged spasm of mutnal contact were 1 marriage
between heaven and hell, berween morta) and spirdt, a fusion of
darkness and light.

The first night, [ bad put our the light but she slipped from my
grasp and escaped from the bed. It was pitch dark. She was very arill
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mdaﬂmﬂhmintb:rmm_lcmlld feet she wms 0ot on the bed. T
ngu:l for the light switch. The light did not come= on. I flicked i1 on
and off, an and off. Thelight did not come an. She w1 somewherein
(he pitch dark room.

‘h‘l.l-'l'if-‘

I fedt light-headed, cxpectant. This was her game. This was her
owm Kind of basic experiment. 1 groped about, around the room, all
gver the walls, under the bed, and in the wardrobe, I could not fimd
her. [t atruck me that wheress | was bumping into things and
plundering through, scarching for her, she bad not ence knocked
ipto anything or npset any of the furniture. The door waxlocked, the
windows were sccure. Where was she?

‘Maricr’

1 shivered, She was in her vwn black sunlight.

lhhritli

I searched everywhere in that room five or sx times. Toed ta
cnjure her back into existence from that pitch dark Ii.g;ht. I was
thinking very morbid, scary things and standing very suli in order 10
arch any sign, or sound, she made, Suddculgr[kntw:hcmnght
there tehind me. I turned. And I kpew she was again right behind
me. T umed. 1 rurned this way and turmed that way. I tumed

everywhere. Fast. Sharply. [ was dancing to her song, a very eld and

. |ncantatory song. My feet thumped and drummed the floor. Tom-

ing this way, that way, Rapidly. It dinned in my ears, It stunned my
innermos! reserves. She was down there at my fect, between my
knees, cating my penis, making the dark furnace roar. [ reached
down. She was not there. The walls scemed to ahake sgainst the biast
of the song, She was on her soe, arched back low and vibrant, her
legs wide open. I wrung my loios around the speed of the song. My
tm;ucﬁnedandmkdmpﬁmddc:pﬂmdhﬁhrpsqmqﬁilike
1 broken string. We rode the crest of that sound again and again and I
shall not know such another ull the waves recoil.
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Cock-s-Doodle-do!”

Susan plucked off ber shoe and wimed.
‘Cock-a-’

"Iheahntmmckudiututh:mct:r:lwhichfdlaqmwﬂngfmm;

the fence and dirappeared grumbling valubly in its dorost,

“There, I've lost my zhoe,’ ahe said woodenngly. Tve always
winted taTase it. I may as well lose the other one. Whoever finds |

then will have a pair.'
With that she flung the ather one aficr the first one,

We turned into the garsden, At the door 1 was sbaut to say goodbye |

when she bt her Llip and poked ar it with her index finger and zaid

waguely.
*You could drop in, you know. You're all right.

She rang the bell. Katherine, herself, opened it. She wore a
kitchen-stained cottom frock and had broken egg-ahells in her other
band. The sun went cut of her smile when she saw that Susan was oot -

alone. But Susan said,
Tl youch for him. He's ull right.’
Fatherine still stood astride the door.
1 urned 1o go.
Angrily, Susan remonstraced:

"He’s the one who took care of me when [ was ahot. | havearoom !
in his bouse you can all uae when jt’s pececary. Besides, Idon’rsee
b your can doubt my judgement. Look, Il fuck off with him and

you know where vou can stuff your suspicions. He's married. Hin
EL

v
gife i1 bilnd. Shit, I'm not fucking off anywhere. We're going right

m}\::-d with amazing energy the grabbed my arm, pushed Katherine
seide and we were in. Like sardines. We went into the kiichen.
Katherine came in slowrly, mind drawn up strmight. She =aid,

'He's the one who hounded my husband with all those sensational
grticies about justice. 1 don't object to him on any cther prounds,
susn. ] wam’tdoubting your judgement, or anything. [ know him.
He desgoyed my marriage. He ruined Joscph, And ow he givea

the occasional handout wo that be can destroy himself with
drink. But alnce you are here you better have breakfust.”

Supan wis about to cTack ap egg into & pan. She did not ook st me.

i[5 this rue? Katherine pever blows her top for nothing.’

I vank into & chair.

Yeu,” 1 sid. _

Katherine threw the eggshells into the trashean. Her voice was
thie and straimed,

‘He made up {or it, Susan. He did his own investigation and fonnd
that the evidence had been faked, I'm sorry. 1 had 4 rongh time with
Joe last night. He's out there again,’

She ducked a gressy pot into the sink. I said,

*Look, I know 'l probably bump into bim soon. Can [ give him
any message?’

}th: had squeezed washing liquid into the hot water and had begun

. 10 scrub the pot and the plates, The brown scarf which bound ber

Iair and trailed down between her shoulders rocked rhythmically
with the movements of ber head. She was » powerful woman.

‘He knows already,’ she said, *He knows the message already. I've
been giving it to him all these years. But fure, give i1 to him again.
Tell him T want him to come home,”

‘1 will.’

Susan scraped her eggn from the pan. They were done hard and

! stringy st the blackened edges. She divided them into two and gave
- me one. She podded at the refrigerator.

*The other things are in there. The comnilakes are somewhere by
that catfood, I's probably empty. What did you do? When you
found it was faked.’ )

‘The editer wouldn't touch it with & crowbar. T had 10 resign.’
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Lemonadar” Susan asked.
I nodded. As she poured it, I looked at the gold chain arcund her

. She saw me Yookiog a1t it. She opened the locket apd showed
e the picrure inside. She and Nick done rare beantifully, together.
ghe clicked it shut.

*¥ou koow Kathy, [ haven't had u fuck since I was shot. Lhavent
even thought about it either. That bullet really had it in for me.’

She hitched up her skirts,

‘Do vou think my legs arc okay?’

The worda atuck in my throat. They were reafly stunning. And the

contour, pear-shaped, of her saug bottom. - . .

"Kathy! Look st him slobbering. Shit] dida't mean it that way but

Igutﬂ}ruuhucm-umthmanmcmdmy question. Is that the topic

roday?’

‘Ilike dmng them that way, you know —it’s ot bad cooking, is it?
It wras the only way. I cn see that, Kathy, have you got any clean
underwear [ can borrow?’

‘It"s out on the line, somewhere, Unless Chris has been st it again.’

‘Tndo’t he go sec that analyst?’

Katherine nodded.

She nodded very meaningfully.

Susan gaped. She elit her throat with a forefinger gesture;

‘You mean ... &

“Yeu,' Katherine and. i

“You forgot eomecthing, Susan,’ 1 said. “We're going shopping |
tater on.' i

‘~ But I can’t go without clean underwear, It would stinok the ¢
changing room. Besides, [ like cdean underwear when it's there to be
put cn.’ h  She was pointing at a paster on the far wull.

She alpped her hand over her cyed and peered out through the jj  *Not ﬂ:ﬂhf Klth}; said.
grimy window. The washing line was ty, clean. Her face fedl. - “What do you mesn?’ ]

*The bastard! It's pot fir., Dfmum.}mkguw he's Il but thisisa bit i Kathy smred at me und then seemed to make up her mind.

much. Wha the fucking paychao does he think he is. I koow it's not 'The wetion is guin;g to st hgti.u::,' e 1
his fault. He did have s lousy childhood in & motherfucking | ‘ButI didn't finish my c:xp_i{xa.w:a training. And [didn Eﬂmﬁh NN
ervironment and all that but how can I go shopping without clean - “Thar’s what the meeting is sbout. A crash course, We'll probably
underwear! O shit —it's simple. 1'll go without any. You won't mind §  go to Devil's End to test the smuff,’
will you?’ 1 ‘Today? i
I shook my head emphatically, Susan sid: ‘Not exactly, Soon as I koow mysclf I'll let everybody kmaw.
‘Kathy, how goes it now? With you and everybody. Okay? Susan was nibbing her shoukler. The one that had healed after
‘“What do you expect? In this bouse no one ever changes. We all some grim complications which Sordid ]?e had if’ma]]y routed,
come changed already. I've got a beadache but that's because Joseph t “They shot roe . . . shot me right here, she sad.
was here. I didn't sleep a wink.' There was an cerie :ﬂ:;g Elhirhvniq:. I‘dll;“cnk %yﬁiﬁnmdc.
“You fucked throughour?” ‘I guess we better go 1 s she za ¥.
‘Yes and no.’ FKathy came to the door with us. guun remembered she had not

wken off her underwear and she ran up the siairs to do so. Kathy
gripped my hand. It was a powerful grip.

‘Look after her well,’ she said.

She was about to say something else when Susan appeared. Rathy

Susan pecked up.

‘Elaborate,’ she demanded.

Kathy pulled down the drying towel and began to wipe the
Cleaned dishes. She was almost smiling o herself.

e e e e b L

‘It way the usual,” she sajd, . shut the doot gently after us. When I turned round and looked from

“The Special?” 'f Lh:rmd,:hcwu:mopcdmcrﬂmaink.lwmﬂdtdl&rdﬁ]upl

‘A lousy fuck,’ Kathetine aald. *“He was drunk. I won hands down. | wonld teil it to him. And I waa pot going to take any shit from him.
Chris acted as the referee. [ knocked him out In the third round.”  :  He was going to come home.
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‘Isn’t it beautlfull® Susan exclajmed swinging her arms o encom-
mn the whole morning sunlight. ‘It makes me want to cry, some-

tmes, how cruzy and abeurdly beantifol it alf can be. That eatfood in
the kitchen. I had a cat once. Ginger. He was wonderfully CTRIY. :

Like nothing on carth. He was run over by  car. But in the house we
ali pretend he’s £46ll alive and any time we do any shopping we buy
him his special brand of food. Catomax, Will you remember it?
Sometimes [ forget and when [ remember 1 juat cun’t get over having

forgotten like that. Har hey, I didn’t ke any money —1 had better go

back.’

She had wned tnd was running back, I bunched up and ran after
her, She ran tike the wind, peering over her shoulder and lsughing -

end increasing ber speed. [ had canght up with her but was adll

behind ber when suddenly she stopped desd and crouched right in

oy path. I was sent flying over her and landed in a beap. But before]

could oy anything, she rolled over me and smothersd me with
Gigsli

kasey, .

‘Dhd you see that? [ thought [ was out of training. JEE-aus! I really
um very fit now. Are you okay? | waated Kathy 1o see it. She wants
us to befitall the ime. ] agree. You know, you never know when you
might have 1o run and they are running after you. You shouldn’t
have dooe that, I wasa't thinking really. It wes all reflex. I don's ike
reople to run after me bt P11 make an exception of you. But you
must remember that if you run after me yon're likely to get hurt, [
mean that, [ reaily do.’

Kathy had opened the kitchen window. Now ahe shouted,

‘What did von forges?”

And Susan shouted back,

Susan smartly caught the heavy purse. T was dusting myself. I was
- - . those kinsea!
Lh;’ﬂum:m.lcfagmlpml:mblywﬂi never hare o day of freedom like

Her band reached out. I took it, Bus she shook ber head and slid it
mound my wairi, My hand found her waist.

‘I know what we'll do,” ahe said. “To make the shopping fun.
You'll bay my thirgm and I’ll buy yours. You'll buy what you think I

tke. And I'll do the same for you. That way will probably tedl us if
we're suited for one another o not, I did that with Nick before ] ever
jet him fuck me. He got everything wrong. Sometimes I think he did
jt oo purpose. But [ doo'e think 5o, He was never the kind of person
o do anything oo purpase. {Of course those hnhpnufp-aeu—;,r haves
gardid deliberate ring about them so I may be mistaken about it all.
Anyway, even if we don't kick off, 1 would rather glue to you than to
qnother male. | mean, you're convenicatly bere nm:_l oow and I don't
pave any future or once upon a time, I'o Inlklng shit today. I'rg sure
Marie will not mind my sharing you just this one day, do you think?"

I wished she had not mentioned Marie, But then what was the use
of rying w be devious and oblique? _

‘She would mind very much,' I said. ‘You musin’c ever ssk her if
she minds.’

‘“Why notr’

*She’d be hart’

“Is she that queer? [ don’t see anything 1o be hurt about. Ma:_u:,r
tapers can be lit from a singte flame withour causing any changes in
that [lume. You know?'

‘I know.’

‘0! I koow. She’s blind and cherefore needs to absolntely oust

I tan understand that, Have you got any mintss’

I shook my hesd. She pulled me into a grocer’s shop. I wished she
had not memtioned Marie, Maric was pregnant again. And [ desper-
stely hoped that this dime we would be lucky. The last time had been
killing us ever aince.

My mouth was full of mint, and the sharp tang made me feel more
ready for whatever the day would offer. We found the ar. My
camerns were in the back. Sumn said carefully:

“What do you feel about violencer*

I cased into the middle lans w3 we came up to the traffic lighta.

‘Like I feet about snakes.’ _ ’

‘] mean politically,” she said in a volce that was quict and serious.

I couid feel it was the car and the camerns she was reacting to.
Paosscssions, She did not feed right in a cae. *What did T feel aboat
violence?' I said carefully.

‘I have, ardinarily, no feefings at all about it, because [ wm merely
its photographic chronicker.’
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I remembered what | had {felt on sesing Maric, @ blind island in
that Gighting campus. But [ did not want to mention Marie. This
woman beside me, thia girl, was (00 precious & temptation 1o pass it
by. And it bad been a long time aince [ had felt what she was making
me feed. It had been too long. I falt my age now, but with her time
twus somchow irrelevant. She chewed it over and finally decided to
give me the beneft of the doubt.

'l mean,” shemaid, ‘I wouldn't Hke you to fuck me jisst because you
had a thing about me and viclence. Sometimes Nick was like that. It
was sick, you know. Why you probably know what I mean becausa
your wife is blind snd you probably fuck her better for it. You !
know?’ -

‘Hell, Susan, I wish you wonldo't briog Marie into this. It makes ;
me feed — miscrable.)’

‘It shoukdn’. Yon shotld open yoursalf up. Guilt is aot part of our
maherad make-up. I1's a disowse we catch. And H you catch it, you've I
gt o get rid of i1. Cure it drastically. You know. How can you feel
guilty nbout Murie when, as a photographic chromicter, you don't |
fext anything about ali the insdmtonalized violence ouc chere? Don't
you sce there is something wrong somewhere. But if it ouke you !
feel any berter 1 wen't memtion her agmin. Was she born blind?'

I gritied my tecth, '

‘Christ! I ooly want to know. You'd think I'd asked you to change |
thres degreea Celxdiyy inm its fahrenhet equivaient. Anyway, fan-
tatles can be useful expecially when yon are in damger of becoming
lmpotent. I tried it once and it worked.'

‘Snxic!’

She Laughed.

“You =aid that,’ she jeered, “you said that like you want me to do
the schoolgid act, Personally I detest all chought of sex betwenn old
e and lictle gies though of cousrse 1 have no rationa) case 1o stare
aguinst it. Have you ever tried it - having sex with a litile girl. The
little bitches, they know & few innocent tricka which those long in the
tail like myself cannot carry off quite so inpocently. You shouldr't
gt your terth, you knorw, It's bed for the gnms. 1 osed 10 do it as
a child but only in the classroom when any other form of protest i
wa likely to get me mto trouble. Do you know how old 1 sm? F
Guoess’

H

‘Ninsteen.'
q will not correct you.’
«Cusie, will you take your hand out of my pocket. I might crash the

dr“fnu mean C.R.A5.HY

IN’G""

'THd you ever fuck her when she was cight months pregnant?”
Immg:dtuwi}dlymingth:mbackﬂnmthcmd. Thankfully
oIl the pedesirians bad been looking where they were going.

‘Look, she 1aid, let's just go on driving. We'll do the shopping
later. Besides, I haven’t had a long bealthy ride in months. You
know. And do atop gritting your reeth, They’ll fall out, of n_ukr: you1
jmpotent. My grandmother used to frighten my brother with state-
menta like that, Bur whatever she tried she couldn’s stop him mas-
mrbating. The only way to stop that is to cut it off. Are you

i jeed? I heard that there is a country where girh nre also
greumcised, [ wonder what it i they actuslly cut out? Do you think
ii's the elitaris? Thar would be terrible. Can yon even begin to think
it? I can’t. Christ, I'd hang on to my clitoris even if they were cutting
my throat.’

We were out in the countryside by now. The hard sunlight wes
beginning to sweat like gelignite. It was roliing country. Whea the
fields petered out there wus, on cither ade of the road, grassland
dotred with scacias whose yelkowish leaves seemed cthereal a3 they
dightly wibrated sgainst the stark bright bloe beckdrop of the late
moening sky, The woman, the gir] beside me, the car and its almos
nmdible drooe, the sweltering asphalc and its un:n_ding ribbon
unfolding always in froot of us, they were like & magical arrange-
ment, a fugue at once myatcal and concrete, and [ p,rndua']jy
unfolded insdde myself and once again caaght the serions cardfres joy
of it. I sceelernted, slamming my foot right dowmn to the floor. The
ir lurched forward. The view on cither side sped past, backwards.
Straight ehead, the bright blae dome of the aky seemed impervious,
poutterable, glacial, indifferent. 1 did not care. Susan flung her bead
back and Ensghed long and loud. When she stopped I could still hear
Lmghter, a laughter resonant and clear and free. 1 realized it was me
laughing and I laughed even more. We had money. We could just
drive on cight throngh the heart of our country and speed towards its
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mdrana-c:mthed:mmft:ufgr::nu:ru:
throngh g marshy patch, crossed that, and with & yengeance tore off
ofr clothes. A shrill barmonica seemed 1o blast 5 prolonged pots

threagh my brain, But1 could see that she could hear it 100, At last
backs, looking ap at the sky,
Aﬂthaximmmutmnuﬁh:unirmmmrpﬁﬂtcpandiu. And
was there for us o roam. It
through all my senyes, '

we lay back exhausted, I mean op our

this green, this quickening fand, it
shrilked egain and again through my cars,
through wll my anrefising fleah. We wreatled and fell
axd panting,
We picked up our clothes and without patting thew on raced back to
the cur and drove a few miles further m, to the river, where we swam
in the green stream. Afterwards we walked slowly back to the r,
lilies and I picked & bunch of
the back among the cameras.

“Shit! Let's not go back. Let's drive on to the pext cown,’ she gaid.
"We'll make belicve for jast 2 fow days. Kathy will understand.

B:ﬁd-uwhulltﬂjhwcmlumabmtthmuplnﬁmwumdn't _

hurt s fty.

'Itmuldbethediﬂ'u‘mmbuwnmljftmddﬂdn for you, Suzan ’

:% g.:::l.i:t care. Dida't you feel it too back there? Dadn't your'

What the hefl did it matter? Marie did matter, But now that was
very distant if only s very distant invisible present. There were
atwuys the lies that i not found out would at least not hurt,

‘Right, let's go, Susan.’ :

She jumped in.

“Yoa're wonderful. Thank you so mach,’ she sald aa I srted the
Car.

“Susie, Susie, gratitude is unpatural, It's like a discase, If you
carch it make aure you cure it before it kille yon. You'll find
Cigarettes in my coat. Please light me ope. Do
thought that I killed my parents,*
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and picked our way !

mdmc:cduchud:uaﬂlhmughthntuncndjngnmn. '

yuu know I've aiways -

1]
i
!

I reached with my mouth for the cigarette. She Planted & Lisy

tead.
iIJJl‘“]"hu:-_r,r have 1o be killed. Esch generadon has ro kill the one

et it. IC's the ooly way. Did you ectually kill themy

‘Iatill don’t know what happened. T was very yonng, A by, But
when it happened 1 was qure 1 bad done it.’

‘Esch person has to work off hia Oedipal thing. You know. With
me it was simpler. My father wanted me. There would have beeg 2
scsndal. But mother fonnd cut and packed me off to live with my

other."

‘Did b ... ¥

‘Fuck me? Yes.'

‘Can I have that cigarette now, please.’

The smoke scorched my throat and bumnt deep int my lungs. It
made me delicioualy dizzy.

What was it like?'

‘He was » yory handsome man. Not lke all the spory gum-
chewing youths who hung around my skirts. Besides he was YTy
good. At i’

She looked very thrughoful mod added,

‘But not as good es you, you know. Do you always screw like »
circular saw?’

“Well, let me sce. Only once before, on my wedding night.’

*Was she o bleeding mess afterwarda?

‘No. | wus.’

How had I felt? Asif I had become axtonishingly blind and Marie
had begun to radiate with unseen insights. After that T had begnn to
fear the bedroom, Fear and long for it to embalm me with blindness,
And outtide it, it became the camera lens of the photographic
chreniefer,

‘Have you ever thought of leaving her?' '

‘No. But I heve now. Christ! It's so soul-destroying being wi

{H.L.
’ ‘But be reasonable. If you do have a sonl then the Hitle mudget
muat be killed.’

‘It’s supposed 1o be indestrucrible.

‘They used to say the same thing sbout the atom.”

‘But that's different.”

that
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“‘What's so different about i6? Please elaborate,’ she demanded.

‘A soul is metaphysical. An stom is phyxal.’ '

That did not sound quite right. :

‘Whar's to stop metaphysics becoming as deadfy as puclear phys- 3
i’ :

‘Shut up.' '

“What did you say? What did you st aay 10 me?’

‘I said SHUT UP."

'Plesac stop the car, I'll walk.’

‘Suse ...

‘Don’t SHUT ME UP and then Suse m= like that, yoq saivelling
worm. 1 sid stop the car wnd I'Nl walk. STOP THE CAR”

*All right, my dear. As you wish. But for the record I wounld like to
apologize now.'

The car had come to a dead halt. She had got out. She meant
everything she said. '

*Apologize for what?’

'For shorting you up..'

You dido’t shut me up. Nobody can thut me up. When you said
SHUT UP you were irritated by your own ignorsnce. You were
hiding from yournself, your own igoemner. You were jnsulting your
owmn inteiligence. So you should apologize to yourself. And [ wantto
hear it. | refuse ta sit in the same car with & motherfucker who has no
sclf-respect. 1 WANT TO HEAR THAT APOLOGY!

'T'm sarry, motherfucker.’ ]

‘N0, no. Say it to your reflecton in the rear-view mirror there.)’

1 loaked up. I adfusted the merror. I confronted the bastard.

‘Look mister, I am sorry. | am very sorry 1 [onulted your intelli-
genee.

Slowly, m n stately way, she sdjusted bersell into the car. [
restariad it. We sped off 0o two squealing tyres that tore 2 heart-
rending souind from the asphalt.

‘“What wat wll thar about?’ I ssked.

*About you, of course.’

I sunk into thought and =aid finally,

‘Of course.’

A brick of silence crashed through the windscreen. She reached
inta the back scat and began to throw the flame Lilies one by one at
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mre. Then she took one of the camerns, Sbe squeezed hereelf againat
ket door and maunted the camera on her fruil shoulder, Frail? She
wegan 1o shoot me, | could hear the film whirring. I could hear her
fdgeting about changing the angle from time to time. I could not
peep it up, that mask nfimpa:ul?irf. I grinned. ‘

She tred of it, that basic experiment. She jooked abont lindesaly,
Her cyes lit upon » traffic sign that was speeding towards us.

*STOP.?

I did. .

‘Have you got a hammer. Or something metal and heavy. She

meaningfully st the sign. It said ‘“Winston 15 Miles'. ‘Those
things bug me," the added. _

I took uf.u the heavy hammer and the equally heavy jack. She took
the hammer. She let out a boodcardling war shriek and hbammered
e DESTROY THE SIGN.

I had agmckid it from the other side, Crunch, CRUNCH YVB-
RRAAKK. It fedl. She leaped on it. CRUNCH VBRRRKKK GA.
When it looked like it would never get up again cxcept as scrap, she
gpat into her palma, rubbed them togecher and grabbed the heavy
hammer for a lest mighty stroke, [ mrned my face away. This was
more than any gume.

‘GYREN

I threw the hammer and the jack back into the boot. As we drove
off she urned 1o me acousingly, _

“Your heart wasn'tinit,’ she said. ‘How do you cxpect anything to
happen if your beart really isn'tin it. By heart of courne I mean all of

pot that tather overated plumbing orgun. Have you ever
exten 8 lamb's heart? I did once in a girl's detention centre. [ forget
what [ was in for that ime, Probably GBH. And one night it was
lgrnbe’ hearts for dinner. I could not stand the sight of mest for
weeks.'

"Whar's GEH?

‘Grievous bodily harm.’

I don't know how I kept the steering whesl steady.

“Who did you harm? _

1Om that specific occaslan it was father. I didn't mean to hurt him.
Bur he was getting into my hair, you know. [ smashed him when he
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uHcdme:mnnjﬁu;mt.lmcanhchadiuumwcdmandm
ﬂhumtcdﬂ:cun?lfmﬂmufﬂﬂingmcufautmdcﬂﬂnpa
conniving cunt. Your ovwn father, for God's sake. That's why I said
they have 1o be killed. Of course there i1 @ sirictly revolutionery

diam;:bmtﬁylhcy#houldbebnﬂ:db}fusbutwhmm?ﬂwn _

Do you understand nowy

I was beginning 1o.

T am beginning to," I eaid.

And I renlly was.

The grin was now on her face,

Tmppm:ymmﬁcpomu,tm.Lthktdid.Pn:mnhmldnm
be written bie brought into being, brought right out inwo living
realicy. Nickh:d:pamufbdngwhmhfwmudbemuyaﬁvc.m
bnow, Butthmhemuldbammmiﬁyandnﬁnkuﬂ‘imuhjspﬁvmy
snd ki them down., Thculdpmphetichmkxinthcdeuummt

befy, Evcrrthm;iuin;upiudmd.lr mushrootas of ire. You know.
This car, for imamnce, Why don’t we stop and wreck jtp That
hlmmuilruﬂygmdmdmyhuniatnm’

Myha.ndsunﬂxumﬁngnhmlwmddhn:trcmh{:dhndlmt
bﬁ:ngﬁpﬁ.ugitwthlumjrmjghtljk:alumﬂdﬁver.

‘Williarm Blake's ‘Tiger Tiger’ has a luminous force precisely
bu:auuittxdtainul,fmmthcbcdmck.muppmitemdm-:djm
fmwﬂchmhlmmuﬂﬂ:nutniti;crinmbiumd;ﬁxunf

end palp it into grains of livid dust. Nick could never quite Cag LTy
this. Yﬂumh:mﬂ'cmifmmammcimce.lui:dvcryha:dmmu
itfurhim.lmmmwhmhcdin:l. Dtud:lll:fthimpitiﬁﬂl?
crestfullen, We could have hit it off so well together. His tempera-

was okay. [t was just this conscience. ‘:t'uuk_nnw,Yme
F‘gbt.b]y infnr:ircd 100. Why hare 30 many WiJng]:f mfr.-_c-md them-
celves with it? I can never understand it. But then if 1 did, T wouid
pot be able to blow them up with bombs, I_thmknfm}';d_fmthgm]g
and significant womb of this tottering nation. And 1 dr,:?l out denth,
not every nine montha bat every day, every hour, €rery instant. You
don't have to understand. You are my chropicler. My finger
fnscribes pictures through you. Phﬂtnﬂ:raphi: It engraves through
vod @ panorama of multitudes spontapecualy disintegrating, igniting
:tdlmher,andﬂlch.ndﬂnwhich:hc}rna:ndmddmnun:uf
igneous fires, Thnt,ifymdjdn-utumittnﬂnduwhul_am. Now stop
th:u:.lmtyuutufuckm:?mbcnﬁlhm}yuu‘d:d back there. |

to fuck the inside of your own ravings. o
mwt'hzumrtnumdmthcmlmnmmmucdﬁ'umhusmhng
mmb, | cxolted in my new flesh, my nﬂr_mjnd, my ncw and
campedling world. Gm:wn:thﬂImethhinhl_Dng:Ign.Ihl'd
artived [n the place I shomld I:n:bamfrt:-m_tht!xmmng.ﬂphhd
Inty the driving eeat, I could feel my eyes glittering, sharpening out
wards a new and concise visibility, . _

® *Drive bome. We've still got to do the abopping. I can hear Ginger

cr_',."jﬂg for his S-I}Eﬂiﬂ.l food."

o
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Seven |

I had arrived at the camp at sunrise. Devil’s End looked like the
name implied. Jagged rock, granite cutcrops, stony vatleys, sharp
flinty peaks and running through them, underground, a nerwork of
caves and interlocking runnels, natural and man.made. Devil's End
isedf rose sheer from the Binty grey waves 1o a height of nineteen
thousand feet, Within iz caves and ninnels were the prisonen’'
quarters, the Jade Chamber and the Biack Hall. I bad come with
Fatherine, fimt by car and then by horse and firally on foot. As soon
23 we arived I checked my camerus for damage. It was slight and 1
soont fixed it. My room which faced the s way screened from it by a
thick aree] door; it was also connected to 2 tunnel that led to the Head
Office where I found Chiris dozing with his feet on the desk, He gave
a slight start when [ entered, and furtgvely shified out of sight a pair
of women's briefs. | streiched ocut my hand.

‘I am the photographer,’ T wnid.

He said nothing. He stood op. He was short, fac, sweaty, and
completely bald, When be reeased my hand I could sglf feel the
damp but powerful imprestion of his grip. I could not determine his
age. He was dremsed in denbima — trousers, shirt, jacket. Around his
neck were heavy strings of shark teeth that dangled down 1o his
navel.

‘What's Susan like in bed?’

Yery good.”

With that he made e strange mark in aledger that wws open on the
desk. The double page was full of the same strange marks. He
banded me 4 pen.

52

‘Plesse gign here.'
He turned the book round towards me. I dgned, There were all
these signatures and ewch had flnah aguinst it, the same soange

*So that is your nupe. We don’t use cur own names here. You
must call me Chris. You've met Kathy and Susie. 1 shall introduce
you 1o the ochers as . .. What wonld yoo like us to cal youy*

I didn't even think. I sid,

*Christian.’

*And Christian you shall be. Now, plesse come with me. I want 1o
test soinething.’ _

I fallowed him intp the tunned. We passed through hu_;-:_rmmn in
which vague human fgires were poised in very excrucaong post-
ures. Some dangled from chains fxed 1o the roof. (One hung upside
down and dangled by his testicles.) Some were on a redhot tresdmill.
Some were tranafixed upaide down by huge naih driven inio the rock
passing through their ankles or thdr knees, Others—

‘Dion't dawdle, man. We haven’t got all day,’ Chris said. ‘Besides
you'll have your chance with afl of them,’

‘My chapce?'

‘Of course. A little invention of mine. In the Jade Room., How
long are you here for?'

“Three days.’

*Time snough, ism't it, YOU?

And be kicked a grey haired akeletal man wha looked as though he
was transfized to the floor by a serics of vharp narrow blades that cmt
through burrocks and thighs. “He guards the Jade Room. He waa the
fucking head of the CBI. We grabbed him seven yearsago. The sons
of bitches absolutely refuse o pay the mnsom. I can’t say I blame
them. Don’t dawdle, for shitting eake, Yon'li have your chance all
right.!

‘To pbotograph?’

‘Of coarse, nld boot, that’s what you're here for. We've got to get
oid of all these split-arse fucking unpaid rnsoms that are crowding
us oitta here, But we do ao in a specacnular manrer. Stmn probably
explained it 1o you oo your injtlation. How was she in bed again?’

I-S F

" - - - -
He turned round wrinkling his brow. He anid,
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“That’s not what you sid in the office.’ :
He fixed unwinking eyes on me.
‘Disloyalty here is w capimd offence,” he wid. "Remember that,

Now once more: How {8 Susan in bed?'

‘Very good,' 1 said.

1 had almost sahured. ;

*You can salute if you want ta but you know that's not in this outfit
becaie ir's undemocraric apd amicks of military rotalitarfanizm, :
You know. By the way do you smoke.'

*Hare one,” I sid offering him the packet.

NOINO! NOI Nobody emokes tobacco hete, You have to amoke
what we amoke. Here's your raton. If yon smoke different that's
nademocratic and npsetting. It smirks of mdividualisic opportun-
ism. You know, Not that I don't know different.”

I took my ration and thanked him.

‘Dron't thank me. [t was already yours long befoce Susan found
you. You, of course, meditate sometimes.”

‘Never.'

“That's bad. If you doo't I wonder what she saw In you. It was the
same with that young man Nick who trans — trans—'

'Transmigrated?!

‘That’s the word. How did you know that? You're probably
telcpathic. I think prychically. I amoant to ail but aow snd then 1
have told people their forttines merely by reading cheir shit. You
dom’t feel like shinting now do you? It woald help s lot.”

I shook my head emphaccally.

He sighed.

“We could shit together you know. I know a lovely place very
close fo the peak of Devil's End, It looks josi like it must have done
when Prometheus wws bound. That's how the ault began. Of
course in reslity he had to shit in his panw because he wwy bound
all the time. But then lots of religions rwist the facts somewhat
1o achieve the desired end. So we think of Prometheus as the first
man to not oaly resd bis ahit but also to suffocate in it. You sec be
couldn't get rid of it. It was right there between hix ankles and
steadily sccumoulating until Apally he ahit thet lsst morsst that
tipped the butance and it suffocaied him. Ger it. It's very simple
nctualty. Before [ was transformed, 1 tried ot Oxford to present
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my Ph.D thesis on thia topic of shit in Ancent Greek and Roman
mpanuscripts but the bastards wouldn't even look at it, Let alone
gnell it. That mught me » lot about academic fasciam, You know,
Not that I don'’t know the other side of the question. But no, you
doo't want to shit?' _

There was a strident note of desperation in his voice. I shook my
tread very vigorously and aaid,

‘No, but thank you all the same.’ _

‘What did they tell you about me? They are always saying nasty
thinga about me. Can you hear them whispering, No — that’s

ly because of the high sea. Perhaps you like to shit in the
sa? A-hal I got you there. You like to shit in the sea, don't you?
You were ahout to use that a5 an explanaton for not shicting with
mcmDﬂﬂ':EudpﬁhImmdmind:mhnﬁ?dmplgﬁm:_n
the fact that all living human beings alweys have s lirde solid shit
icxide thern at any hour of night and day. 1If you study their faces
intently enough you will see the shit in there and it will reveal whar
they are thinking. I was right, wasn't I about you and shifting in
the sea?

I had to admit that be was right.

He said warningly, wistfully,

“It"s supposed to be a sign of effaminacy you know. You're not
pay, are you? o

Mo, I am not, I thought as T shook my head. Was this the [inle
tes1? O was i1 his own fct-finding cxperiment? This priest of
Promethens, This shit-monger in the marketplace. This Chr, This
female underwesr eenvenger.

‘Strike this box of matches.’

He geve me s matchatick. I struck, lightng it. He lit up with
pleasure.

‘You're gay, you inow. You struck it exactly the way effeminate
men are supposed 1o do. That proves it beyond doabt, But wait how
good ix Snzan in bed?’

1 clicked my beels together #nd saluted:

Yery good!’

He saluted too.

‘YVery good, Christian. At ease. You know, 1 think you're full of
craftiness rather than wisdom. Don't you agree?’
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“You are full of ahit, Chris.’

‘And irritable to boot. That's [nteresting. Or mther, is it spirit?

‘Perhaps.”

'Wdl you fell for it juat e we all icll for it, didn’t you?'

*Fell for wha?*

*The great cunt. And ity .

I dickad iy heels.

Very good.'

“You're sharp too. Though that"s probably nerves. Do youses I:hat
one there? The one who is soldered to the rock?’

His cyea twinkled. | nodded.

‘He wwa the photographer before you. Do you underatand?”

*Arc you threatening mey'

‘Oh oo, my dear chap. Just warning you. Nnthmguﬂcrwhatltl
scems. You probably koow that, bus have never scrally tested is.

Look at his cyes. Arc they not perhaps ... ¥
I did pot have to look. | had atready noticed,
‘Camers lenses,” [ said.

‘Perhnps he is chronicling now. But if you ask me I think he is '

thiraty. Very thiruy.’
I took out my hip flask, unscrewed ir, and took a loog drink,

Then 1 poured n little spirit into the peor fellow’s quivering -
lips. The gannt Adam's apple wobbled up and dawm. Chris .

chuckled.

“You'll end up like him, mark my words. Drink too was his first
mistake here, Not that I don’t know the other side of the coin. I1's
clear as daylight. Of course we never sex daylight unteas we want to
shit on Devil’s End peak. But knowing two sides does not mean
one has not s adde. Yoo've astensibly chosen yours bit there is
g?lhgunin?m. Do you masturbate? When was the last time you

%)

‘I also shit,” [ waid. “And [ dhat with Kathy an hour ago when we
were coming bere. Hey, what's the point of all this?*

He shook his head as though to clear it

‘Exactly,' he said.

_Andfmmth-cda:kn:unhmemyhudﬂlmumcamcmlﬁc
voice,

‘NOT WHAT YOU WANT BUT WHAT YOU NEED?
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1 looked up.

‘Never mind that,’ he sid rubbing Lkis chin. *That's Sally, the
jntercom sysem. You'll soon get sick of her and her slogans. Keepy
fwmymntm,ﬂ}nugh,nﬁudym:mdwﬂjbcnpedbymt
muchine, Ever had electric shock treatment? Nov I survived it bat
chat’s nll [ can 1ay. Katby scruped me back 1ogether and gloed me
into & semmblance of what I had been. In the ward, you know,
strapped 10 nry bed, through the endless insinuation of the tarned
down radio, [ could hear Sally saying *“Artis not life, snd canoctbe g
midwife 10 soci=ty”’. You played the game o they ncineraied your
pblique impulsea. [ clung to life like 2 jeof in mutnmm. Clung 1o the
pewly lwundered underwear of w sibling purpose. But, ubuh, 1
digrers. What was it we’re supposed to do? Seme sort of test, wasn't
i?’

'"Ian’t this it?" T asked,

‘Interesting, is it not? Anyway, come this way. I want you to
photograph something.’

The hall was floodlit with pink Lghts. In the pink gloom 1 could
see & molimde of figures, smoking, whispering, meditating,
embracing, staring, sleeping, dozing, scratching, and not 4 gngle
eye twroed 1o observe our entry. They might an well have been
disembodied spirits, swuiting their turp in that underground place,
vital, listless, with w pure spiritond suppkocss that was enbanced by
their nonchalant mode of drews — denima and cotton with bare tocs
and beada.

1 wuppuse you're moonstone,’ he waid. ‘Yoo can change the Light
to thar if you like. The switches are here.’

Among the array of switches was coe labelled MOONSTONE. 1
flicked that on. Ar once the cavern-hall was mansformed [nto a
glittering saftness. And pot one of thet muldrode even glanced up. 1
could hesr snatches of thelr whispered comyversations:

‘Oary is the field bospital for the straight bardes out there, We're
the walking woanded . . .*

‘A bruin transplant to make yon conform. Bleeding from
bayonets, chains, bullets, chiscls .. 7

The young howl for perfection wnd the old with public spades dig
in and the women stiil expect thear chains ...

“The space in the hurnan heart has contrecied into the point of a
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bayonet. The potential in the huoman mind is primed like 8 letha)
grenade L
‘The pervois duration when the peiafs fude is the dislocaton
betwesn the imege and the perfocmance. I think of ourselves as 3
sunief that follows no sunrse . ..' !
1 patned the camera to take in the illimimble prospect. My!
shoulder ached. At the far end of the room waa 3 ol pladorm. A |
guillotine atood on it. To my right was another wooden platform. An:
electric chair atood on it. Cn my left was ancther small platform; o
poose bung down above it. The implements of & hboman traditon.
The multitude sat whispering and smoking within this criangle of a
sl jusdce. None of them took any noder of the tiple execationa
that then proceeded to mke place. I recorded everything. _
Meanwhile, their endless insectlike activity coatinued, now and
then iotermupted by Sally's ckecironic interjectioo: :
A voice evoked ‘the teaspoon moon that holds a single drop” and ;
continued in subdued tones te elaboratt on the therne of an in-t
definable morrow. Ancother, dragging inio his lungs the vision-:
inducing fumes, gazed back at his languorons friend a furnace of |
scnsual questions. And the volces droned on: ¢
*Sokemaity witends oeither death nor birth por the route b:rwm{
Indignices of blood and paln thunder adike from cradke and death-
bed. They hurl down through life endurable miseries that oo g:rrw:[
® dewcription an make cdean or xol=mn L L' l
A bead nodded.
‘I beard the muied soard sharpening its teeth behind the
comman speech, the slmless chatter. You know, This indifferent
pancrama shot throogh with bloodshot cries. From tomb and
boarded-np bhouse 1 heard ther seething mmtrrial threats,
their volcanle permanence underneath the narrow pavement of
kwe ...
Opoc with bright vioket hair quoted:

‘The rapid days wheel about

Flinging in my face the facts of dust mud tfe and pain.’
Chris thrust his face in froot of the cameru, shouting:
‘Fool! There is nothing there.'
I lowered the camern, They bad vanished. The hall was cmpty.

L1

There was no muiltdtude, no guillodne, oo cectric chair, no hang-
man’s noose. The light wan not pink or moonstone’s glinering
softness, [t was dark and cold. I bad been filming eerie teeth of
stalagmtites and ymlactites, I shivered.

Chriy punched my back sympathetically.

1 winced wondering if [ had also imagined the blow.

“Well, there it is,” he said.

“What was v’

‘Exuctly. There we agree. Not that I don’t know the other side,
you understand. You've fuiled, you kow,” he ﬂ.dd:ﬂ._ ‘A pity.
Actually i’a for the best. The one befare you, he passed this one and
woke u1p to find he had battered poor Franz to death with hia camera.
Anyway, les go join the othera, The ones who were here.’

“Where are they, for God’s sake?’

* . They are alwnyy somewhere. [t's logical, lam’t it?
Come.'

We picked our crawling way through the icy smlactites and
stalagmites, He waa talking all the dme, 1 knew it now. 1 was mad
But thet was all right. Becanse this world was madder than [ was. I
jumped and rubbed my head where I had bumped it againat a
protrusion of rock. It was Sally saying moodily,

*TILL [ HAVE HER I LOVE/TO LIE WITH AND FROVE.
We cume out into s brighdy lit corridor with several doors
ather side. It was warm and ssug and [ wanted to lein against the
wall and just stare a1 the long posaibility of such a corridor. There
wins something ilfisory about it, like a dream that is real but noess a
dreamn for all that, Befors we took another s1ep, a door further down
opened — suddenly unkeashing the sound of « typewriter chattering
rapidly — and there walked feverishly towards us @ thin dark-eyed
youth carrying m sheaf of parmphlzts. As he paseed uy he thrust one

into my band. I locked ar jr. It said:

‘DOWN WITH THE GREAT CUNTP

Chris was chuckling to himsel.

*That's the Opposition,’ be said. “The other side of the question.
That's poor Franz's brother. Onc of these days, she'll lose all
patence with him, But at the moment he la tolerated. In fact he i
necessary. He is slways handing out pamphlets sl saying that. Of
course the Gregt Cunt can absorb even that.'
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The typing siill continued to ratile from the room Franz's brother
had come out of. We looked in through the dooc. '

He had his back to ua. A set of cameras and lenses lay on the floor.
There was something fandliar abott that back, abour the typing, and
the thing he was typing. Chris had walked up to him and pow
tonched him cn the abculder saying:

‘Christan, 1 want you 1o meet someone you know.’

The typing vopped. [mimbly, the man aaid,

‘Who iz it? Can’t you sce I am boay. You can't nat come in
here .. !

And he mamned his head towards me.

I could not take awsy my eyes from his face. The likencss was
avtonishing. 1 was focking at ooysclf: the hair, the mouth, the chin,
the black shirt, the bleck jecket, the black trousers, the biack socks,
the black thocs. I was booking at myself. His own eyes had narmowed.
He aaid without rurning his head away:

‘What's this Chris? Aocther of your tricks, [ suppose.
Anyway ..."

Hi voice trailed away. Finally he said,

‘Hella.’

There was a trace of amusenxnt in hiy yoice ax he =id,

‘Tam afraid I can’t do the honours. Rather busy as you can see. But
perhapm you'd care for @ drink? Over there.’

It was a bottke of vodka. Chris frowned. 1 dpped my drink slowly
looking at him through its bottom. He waa already stooped over the
typewriter, drawing on his cigarette. [ mked:

What are you writing?'

‘T domi't know cxmctly,’ he said, ‘It's 1 long ketter to myself about
writing and all that. Not terribly important, st all. Anyway, welcome
to Chns's YMCA, what? You look » bit rwiher like me, you koow.,
Same build. Sams face. And those camerss too. Did he show you the
one they soldered alive to the rock. He did. That one also booked like
me. Bat there’s nothing in looks. [t's the inner things which marier.
Here, 1 am presching. 1 think I'll have s drink myzelf too. Bad to
drink and write at the same time, doa't you think. Could nsver evoke
the old Muse after the odd couple of doubles. Stfl, there it iy,
Perhaps later you'd like to go over some of the bater chapiera? I'm
now doing what mmounts to be the conclusion. Always difficult that.

r

Hmm. You're here for long, perhaps? The anual three days, That
was my caae too, But here you know three days can be three minuies
thrccmds,dlm:cmunin,ﬂ:mmﬂhnia,th:uctcmitiu.Nun:
penise 1ike that but it still leaves one n bit scraggy st the seama, You
pever quite know if they invented you of if you inventzd them, Do
you like vodka? There is nothing #lsc in the whole of Devil's End,
¥odka, vodka, vodka everywhere. Old Chris here probably told you
drinking's not done here but that's wking it a bit steep, He'safraid of
it. Was in and out of akeoholic wards all his life. Oxford did him in,
you know. Can’t sy [ blame the dreaming spires. Looking like that
anyene would be tempted 1o do him in. Funny, miking to you, like
I'm talking o mysadf. I do thet sometimes, talking to myself ]
mem. It's this place, a sort of Inbyrinth. Al the ones you meet are s
ot @3 yoarsclf and after a while you cease to take any humsn thing
sericusly. You just think of how tong ego you bad it in yon to want
10 look for the way out of it all. To escape. 1 suppose you haven't
thought of trying to get out of here? I all the aame really. Chris, why
doo’t you fuck off for s while. I want 10 talk 10 him. Right? Fock
off then '

Chris fucked off very reluctantly. He did not clote the door.
After a moment, my double crept up to the door, suddenty
iﬁ:ﬂnutuﬂiumpﬁdhckdmggingihmbythcmﬁﬂfthc
“When | say fuck off, Chris, T mean FUCK OFF,’ be said. ‘I guess
you want something for your tonble £h? I do bave something for
you. Got it from Nicola.’

And with that he thrust into Chris's hands a soiled bra. Chrois
could not take his cyes from it I did oot look away.

‘Now, FUUCK OFF.’

Chris went out, oostiering to himmelf.

My twin swirled his drink and downed it. He made & wry face of
distasts.

‘Live and 1=t live, [ guem,’ he wmid. ‘I do not care to think bow
Lm::.g I:v: been here. I cannot get out until I have Anished that
He picked up the thing. The unfinished manuscript. He handed it
™ me.

‘T wonder if it’s you,” he mused. ‘You ser, there is 4 point in that
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m.mumiptwhcnmfdmhlewﬂk:inanduitwm:u.kuw:ruri:
taken over, It depends I
separntes you and I. The

as it were private absolutey thar chiselled one into something bright.}

er and more wigni
the thought of anything that's comprechernible bot bas at the same
Hme 1o relstion whatsoever to herself and her dexigna. So she Blowy
things up, [ suppose she exploded you 100, Behj
cune oul @ new man. That st of thing. Dron't worry you'll get aver
it. The thing is aever o be taken over by the collective delusion
either here or out there, ‘There is a complicity in cur refusaly, oo,
But that, as Chis would sy, does not mesn ooe has not ooe’s own
:.in:lc.Ihﬂebc:niulhiurmmfﬂrulnngulmmncmhcrinvenﬁng
you from mcﬁmpq:ﬁt”ﬂutmum:ﬁpt.ﬂrhitthemh:rwy
rmnd?Ynuhﬂ:b::nuutdlmfurulmguyuucanrmemb:r
invmﬁngmcuptulhjtpuim.ﬂrpnhn;nmmns,lnm:begim
uing,asingkugu:idaauwurdwﬁkhthmr:rmhnmdthuhmght
of you and I germingting ench other. Endlesaly, Christ, wrhat g maze,
Dfmn,ﬁmeisliktth:t.ﬂtpcdaﬂyherc. 1t's sordid and squatid
hunﬂadhdc.ﬂndmiumchanq:h:memlmfthﬂltmm
marter very much. That's whar comes of trying o bridge the gup

t than the design. Like Susan. She can't :I:l.udE;
i

bﬂminldﬁgmmdtm.ﬁnﬂdﬂmm.hwhhipmlthnmCh,

what humane considerations you started out with. Bur, shit, I don't
think I make much sanse. To mrysedf 1 don’t. Perhaps to you I do?
chmunlyb:tuta]}yundcrﬂmdbynurumﬁvingrcﬂa:dcm
bowever much in the end they turn out to have been delamions,
illuxions, mirages. But of coarse, even though it — and I mean IT
deliberately — understands, don’t let it tzke aver. It incorporates an
ﬁﬂmmmdnuddmjngiduLhnttumu]ittnmudfinumndup
mddanuwid:mmtm.ltiuhehindiu;fmufmrmmulmd
muﬁnmlputmﬂd.Thmt[mu,whmitiudmuttuthcwfm,in
mrdJﬂd.hmd,inmuj'mth,inumdeclhﬂn;gnn,mthcgium-
hmthaxubﬁtcmmaﬂmcﬁhm,p{nmdmmduimmaﬂnguf
62

jpuuin,mdnntun]yinm}rnyuuhmtunimidcmnth:lhmdanf,

mfummcd‘anct:mulprnmLﬂﬂmi:i:qzmprudﬁng,ﬂut
mmwbummchmmmcu‘mcunmdpm_udlmsmﬂth:}rmm
renain themselvea. You seck & rangformation that can never come
w one of your natre, a tisting end mrning nature. Yu]l‘thiukﬂf
making s breakthrough imaginativety and concretely but it s 0ot the
u{hﬁlidfthltj'uuwmthutunlythcprmtuﬂfirdjlt.mt
perbaps was your mivunderstmding of Susan. She is less and yet
murﬂhmjrmmppuud.Lmbmam:niugitwd&ummm
brmkbuhuid.Mm,bamnchqnmtymymrMc.Thcy_lmku
though they are playing, They do not play. They are really aoing out
thn':tud:stm}',tulﬂ]].Ym’veprubablymcrmﬂydml_‘oy:ﬂnr
killed anything in your life — you merely wished 10, wished to
desperately, but never took that irrevocable step. Think of Marie.
Shchm:tutymhncnn-tyctundn-gum.ﬁndlmr:llymnu*:r
that whatever you do yoa will kill her. Shalt I call Chris back now?
I thook my head.
I shook my head aguin. _
‘Whtdnimkmwnbwthiuic?%nduymmunlwiﬂhﬂ
hes? What's all chisy
‘K::pynm:hhm,mydu:ch:p.%uduuom_ﬂgrmn?
Emﬂy,uﬂ]]ﬁjmldﬁy.ltilnmwhltﬁlkmwmum_mguumc
mwbutwhulmmhm.muginut,thmmmmqnwhich
cur mind #1) imagination can never think or imagine. And if we are
OKTS puppets to these things then . .. Do you sce? I don't see, But
pethaps you do. I have sdfective to define you, You have nouny o
dﬁwmﬁndumyﬁ&thﬂd}m&mmdtb:nmmuqﬁp
hmgincth:trmsfmﬁﬂnﬂmwmldnk:phuwithinm,mmm
me, within Maric, within Stephen? But of course we cling to the
adjectives and we stoutly hold on 'to the nouns. '7['[:_11:5r weave duc_ri_p—
tions which are neither kethal nor fatal. Fescinations, complexitics
tut, when inapectsd under a fine microscope, neither flmn.n'tc not
are they complex. You live on the periphery of n centrifugal Fife — s
there nit ao imposxibility there? Yon Hye on the outer reaches of &
centripeind life ~ there is also & contradictiom there. Thehudtharx
ﬂuq:muittb-udy’lmthnn,mm:budfth:tnnuummhc_ndl
hiindred yards of sprinting, this does nat make for clear thinking,
clean feelings. Anyway, what is clear thinkiog efter all? And clean
feeding? My first days here Nicols nagged me sbout thinking, She
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savs ome ahould not think atall for thinking gety in the way of living.

And fedings have 3 way of doing thar 1oo, According to her goapet.

Somerdmes I am inclined to agrer with ber. I bave poed te wmite

without thinking snd withoat feding. But that srumes a perfect

musiery of the langoage, the medinm. That's not easy to have, i fect

impoasible, for languuge is abways in s state of {luy, of change. Hmee

the thinking and the feclings always mtrode. Sometimes for the

better. But mostly for the woree. | suprpose | am one of the thingy yon

have to photograph bere, Gt on with it 4f you like, T fast walk. Yoo -
dxdn’t bring 2 epe recorder by any chance? )

I thook my head. 1 had ot koown [ was supposed o Internew
them an well, These things. These people. Bor now that he men-
booed it, I could see what 4 good ides it waw. Prainae woald
cermainty bap it up like cream. And the photographs ton. Before [
conld say anything, Frang's brother camre in ws feverishly e before.
He gave cach one of 03 a browdsheet on which waa drawn the picrure
of 3 vagim on which was written,

‘DOWN WITH THE GREAT CUNTII

My dooble wxd 1o him,

"Where is thet oew mpe recoader?”

Frsoz's brother looked arcund him vaguely, Thinking. He .
clicked his fingers and darted our. We waited for him in sikence. He -
won retomred with TT. 1 watched s my fantastic twin teiddled -
iv koohs and then finalty hed §i goiog, He memiooed Franr's:
brotsr to st down. [ was mpedly going over in my odnd the
kinds of questons 1 could mk mywedf. T conld not think of auy |
that woukl md be gqoomeretle from the primalinic polne of |
view, :
Buy before 1 coubd mry anything Franr's brother shomred into the
mierophone, ‘DOWN WITH THE GREAT CUNTT And looksd
slemnly back ot me. T mid,

*Toxting, tatng. DOWN WITH THE GREAT CUNT. Tenting.
One ... owo !

I coughed , hawked phiegn aod seallowed. This ww crary. A dry
whirwind was scuttering my though, whipping tem to blts amnd
[ieces, wringing from me & great longing for crmnhing, tacdediag
life, tor end. T asked the frn thought that come to ory head.

‘Christian, what do voo feel about riolence®

4

At that moment I could feed, conld scmgll wet Susan nervomty
ukimm:mcum:qumimﬁtﬂ::um:ﬂnimy:mmufm
mlmhmbﬂﬂmﬂyd}mm;hﬁm:danﬂn'rﬂud
dtj:ﬂ:l.lwhmmit?‘i[fhm?wmmnmuunﬂmchuﬂlmmqn.

this befere? What wine wes it that Amd made the moga
hamred? the mooa 30

‘Aot vlalence? Itis impossible to “feel™ sbaut viclence. Impog-
m:m“wabmtrhﬁmu.ﬂfmmutmdqrmdm
:nd_:.mdh.nd:nﬁinlmujh:rchlﬁulmhthﬂmm:mmm
mt:lnmchlmyﬂmthtwﬂﬂn;hhqundlhnnghtmdfmdjmi
Perscally I find that our fechingy and thoughm are themsetres 3 kind
of self-viplation, & self-immobarion, It fs thes interent quabity of cur
fetling and thoughty which 1 find to be more dgnifieamt than the
thing thought or the thing felt. More significant becanise it iy Tomery-
m;mdp:rmmmundhu.uitm.lu:rpmuﬂmmardmmd
mﬁdﬁymdit:mh::ﬁnathnmqudm.'

‘Arc yoo saying man iy parorally viobent?

Hueyu;ﬂnnrduh:::mrdudthcuﬂdmdtmﬂ:ubk
microphane, He clasped hin hards together, reating them on his

‘Imppm:@ummldmdutth:mﬂﬁ‘:ﬂthiumiumcrpu-k
ﬁlu;ucrm_uuuunﬂm~Tudutnythh:ad&:withlﬂ':ilmmrplt,tu
deny itits miswian. But e for mysedf, 1 find that dmplistic. However,
H'Ihﬂ}:lthﬂp:upcdthﬂmdﬂd}hﬁ:dﬁﬂﬂfﬂnmcfl{dd
mdmuqndtudmmﬂnmlmhm}uﬁ;dmhlnfﬂntlnm
snd [ which Susan sees o5 our patoml desting. The few of o3 who are
}:&ltlll hrwlmﬁmdmrdmtﬂbqiutﬁnp,dmmdﬂuur-
g wrrks that gpive & comprehensive fae 10 our thooghes aod
feelings, 0 wr mun live sorording to cur natmre and ay ook woaid
beve it by e0 delng we actmlly show the rest w glimpae of their own
unuﬂdmny.'}‘;kcfmlmmmth:mmnmimnflﬁ:u
b-}thﬂuhmdspum.buthbuﬁﬂmdm;djc.:tmdtprﬂﬁdmd
mm.Th:mlh:ipﬁ:mudmdmlr:p:dngnthuﬂn.Dmdﬁnh
of exual and physiclogicad end nom-almistic goings on. Coe thinks
dm?.ﬂn:ﬂﬁn:hdlmmdhn}d:mdhﬂugduwnw'tlifc
fr another. One thinks before liviog. That is what the workd has
oo to. T wuppose that's what Nico meant. And the thinkdnyg imetf
nuitm:prmrdnhudbythammnfllhnbkkmﬂuipuch
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generation forees anto the pext. Thia in effect owans that the more ’
we ' the more we think as that progress demands and the
less we think and feel as the Jife within ny dernapds. All the forces of
eocial sod naconal man have been bevelled against that fony spark
within us and sesk © snuff it out with types of religion, education,
legitlation, codes and in the [ast resort, fuils and lunatic asylums,
The mass of men live nndernenth the hand of these forces, But a fow
of them still persevers, stll implacabliy and nt great cost to their own
cherished lives, stili go out there wielding the only banner, this tny
qn:kthaxwiﬂdcmmtc:ﬂmﬁun.mdthc}rwidditiuth:nﬂly
manner which society cannot fail 10 understand. Seme would say
fear cleanses — Nicola does. Instil fear into sociery’s heart and she will
bare her fangs to protect ber cubs. That kind of fear is not enongh. It
doea not de-froat the chilled spark within her. Inject her here and
there with this and that strange and vivid ides and st the ssme time
make memorable iifestyles out of the ruthless destsuction and she
will find her own cubs come running to us, The thaw will have
begun. All those Ice Ages of the heart, they will have begun to thaw.
The next thing she knows —it is the flood. Bur of course she is herself
1 cunning wench. She knows when to give rein to her childeen, when
ta [t them haold out their hand to the flame, for they will come back
crying and there will be cven more snaw and ice than ever before in
the space within the lrman beart, I ried to sy something of this at
the meetings but why bother? [t merely throws a damper on plass
that sound workderide. In the cod they will get us oae way or ancther.
1 know that. To cvangelize the red-hot magmas that bubbies within
man i3 oot my purpose in wridog. Indesd T have no purpamse, 1
merely see things in » certain way. Just us you see them in ancther
cermain way. I ahould be happy here. I have thia rcoom. I have sl the
drink I need. But there comes over me a paralysing and sudden
vivon of how barren end self-indulgent creagon s, continually
feeding on itself, now displaying is wounds in four dimenaions, now
creeping into s magnifving grandeur from which everything draws a
certain significance, now sctding beck into the chicanery of & peint-
less arbit around the sun, But these moods do not last. Indesd 1
suppress themn. Jost a1 I bave I think suppressed your question by en
elsborate digreanon. What was it again?
‘Are you saying man is naturally viclents’
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‘It is indeed s threefold question. Man. Nature, Violence. Three
Mmdcﬁnumn.hhnd:ﬁncsmmr:.b{mdcﬁnnﬂn{m,ﬁndhé
{s himself defined by his own definitions. Campare the vielence with
which smrs wnd meteorites go cur with the greatest violence man jg
capable of. Imignificant, is it not, that which w= arc capable of.
Compare & ruthless murder with the sudden burgeoning of & black
hole ap there in the outer reaches of speoe, You look at w colony of
spidera and two of them are fighting to the death. Or a celony of
dittcsaiirs. Yiokoee is relative. It is important only to those in direct
apd emotional cootmet with it. For me there {3 a greater violence, that
of the magination. Our dreaming and our waking life wage against
each other n furious batde. Now and then one or the other trinmpha
but only in a pyrrhic vicory. Every insmnt of our lives is the
outcome of that soruggie. Yet we retain for years on end the illuskon
of & lincar and essily deciphered Life, Writing which takes this into
account plezses me. And there we have another form of violence, the
type from which we derive pleasnre when our perceptons are n
friction with music, lirerature, films, paindngs, sculpture. There is
ulso the violence of u caress — what mad arousal our fngertps have! 1
could go on. And on. The important thing I suppose ia the degree of
visibiliry that liea berween our being and our comyclouaness of cur
being. Afier that one can anawer questions about what one feels
about viclence. We spend our lives as life, itself, in coming into
bang, coming into consciouaness, and yet each day we live a though
we already ore, 89 though we wresdy are conscous of all that con-
scivianess involves. To st atil} and then hatch out in the oatuml tGmoe
~ that would be scmething. Bus T suffer from claustrephobia, im-
patience. A hungering afier exnctly what it is outsdde my shell whach
I am breaking out into. Perhaps an eagle is circling above waiting
for me to hatch. Perhaps 1 fox will eat me even whils [ am in the
egg- Had I known there wes sunlight out there woukd I have
come out? The tempestuons hungeriag for life, urges the chick to
batch, to stretch it wings, to take that first falizring siep and many
days later to dic of old ege or to be the main dish on n crite's
mble.’

I asked, impatiendy,

‘Are you an illuslon?’
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He ughed. The hogh spanded real enoogk.

‘If you prick me, T hort. But then Tamn [ suppase the sam of al] the
thoughta dnd dedmdons and feslings which [ bald, In s sense I am tre
ficion I chooee to be. At the same time 1 woo the ghonl or the
harmbess poung man otbers take me for. Jam what the rock dropping
om mmy hesd makss me I am oy ooy brewthiog. My meowsy
remembering. My desires reaching. My sondiencr reacting with an
mmpatent meer, T am all thoee thinge. Are they doxona? [ do oot
know. And that I think b the point. That we never do koow fox
certain. There e w mumy poiots from which difforent leoses are
focoing npon oy wnd we ace the monere in each voe of them. Those
Lmses may even be the several insanty of cur whobe lires focosiog
smultansoouy on us - creating what? A monsier? A homan being?
A prgate debosion? Those lenses may be the cevera! places and
rpaces in which we bwve linprmed our whole Lives and in ooe single
merment they mddenly e down, focuw opomn ae. Dnis this prdeplic-
ity of our singlenees which I think gives an Hosory deqputh to living.
What we cmgider decp and abnding is perhape the resulr of tech-
oigqoe mther than o Creator's prrposs, So much for religion. But
even mathematicy works from the same baxc sooarce, thes under-
Iving techniques. Man walks oo the crost, the suriace, and he drawn
conchugons thet may be nothing ar sl The thing thar eems owoet
real in that we are e and wrhat e do with cach other. Bat wrbets we
are and what o do with swch other have bern subjectsd to that sim
of ellowable knowledge and knorwhow winch diminishes the very life
in us. Ouar material means of ixck of them, oor balisf in thiy or st
¥leology, our meeds, our wanno, they take up more room in o than
do homsin omaderatboms. When they do pot, ooe, of coune, i
elevats] i wdnthond. Or oemplad down. Day to dey reality iv
therefore il any illnsoo cronnd by the s of our oeeds, our
ideas, our wante. Trandm the peeds, the idesa, the wanoy, aod at
onre, s thoogh with & e vand, yoo mmaform the available
reality. To write o thoogh only one kind of reality mbadsts in the
workd in to act out n mmnlty remrded oozoe, for s opntally deficlent
sudiener. I I i am ushon, then that iy 2 delosion that 3 very real
mdoed *

“What about the workers and the pessants? Are vou for them or
aguinst them? | ask th vy wpioody becawuse tight now there are
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srikes, rigt, demonsiretions, bonbingy, and 83 .
qunlinuufmmfmnﬁnaﬂ:cmund:ﬂlhbkm:ﬁr[ﬁmm
He wmiled.
‘More 1 qoestios of randforming inequalites and
hﬂumdudxmhmdhupiﬂﬂmldthlnLHmnmtﬁ
rxtending o0 1he available limit the freedons that exiu oow, [ wip
ﬁ:mh:hlmﬂjrdmmqmmﬁy:ﬁmfumm,m
tdeas, pew wanw, bot for whar such people bave always fought for.,
A;dﬁm.%mmmﬂyﬁahdngilthmﬂﬂhcwhﬂcmry
writhing es it were with indigestion or pechapy maloutsbiton. All
Lhnmthfm‘ﬂ}:llﬂﬂmrﬂ:ntlﬁtde,ﬁr:th:mtbitm:
- Wioa they should do in kill her. Bor of conrse they al way stop
cEfﬂuLWhnImuﬁn;hIwidthun}uckbmthf}fmnm
far enough, Dot toodorming the prure
availabln reality ot all. She will porhape give them what they
and tim later she will sthow ber fangy more exactly. More

! doet your terror group come io?'

‘It does not cxone in at all o0 mch superficial ripplings. [ have
llrudjrtd:clrmthwlﬂun.n‘:ﬁd:u.'
M’E’?Iimum:i;ﬁﬂmud'mmaﬂm‘ﬂwhﬂmin

o I mat ey, she i .
Frmp:-lhl;n-thn-m‘;!thh;?‘ yery good thoegh, Do you want to sk
m;lﬂ;imbmthcr'tduthﬁbnmrmﬁtmth:m
anr’ubmth:rl:thhqud]mnndﬂwwﬁiy.?ﬁthlquh
veonom be madd,

‘POWN WITH THE GREAT CUNT.'

Bur [ refosed to be siderracked. I thrust the mictophone int his
fwce xnd mked:

"What fs the great cuoe?”

_He rolled his eyes slowly until only the whites showed. He rubbed
his handa ingether and beld them oot palms apward s though the
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sngwer waa contmined in them. Chriatian, seated at the desk, leaned
backwurds.

‘What is the great cunt?’ [ repeated,

Franz’s brother came back from wherever his eyes bad bezn, He
axid,

‘I¢’s inxide you. It's everything you are. It's the soul that's inside
you looking out into the world. It"s everything outside yoursclf that
looks imside you. That's the great cunt, That's the grest whore. You
scr things and vou think it's you secing the things but all the time it's
the great cunt seeng through you. You toach things and you think
it's you touching things but it's the whore 1ouching things through
you. You smell things. You msre things. You hear things. Butit's the
grest cunt emelling, tasting end hearing things through you. Do you
see what [ mean? Do you? You are oot there and in great darkness
and all at once you find you weren't there at all but in some great big
womb that's golng 1o shit you out after nine months. It weans you
from things. It 1eaches you things, [t's the very flesh that's clinging
to your bones, Everything that sucks you in, drawa you in, incorpo-
rates you, blinds you, afl that consumes you whote. That’s the cunt,
And it slams like u door once you're in, [t's like it is with Chrs,
changed him from a glittering prince to a priest of shit. And there is
no other alde of the coin. No, sir. There is no other end o the stick,
except yourself, and the cther end is buricd deep madde ber po
matter what you do. You're dragged over hot coabs of vision by that
third leg. IV's alt things 1o all men, but basically we are jt. Weare the
great cunt. Whatever you do, whatever you think, whatever you
feel, whatcver you wepire to, it's dictated by the great cunt. Becanse
olir actiona and feslings and thoughts and sspirations wre the grest
cunt. In fact it'a the DNA in ua, that great cumt. That's why when
Franz died and my eyes opened — they weren't really my cyes you
know — I knew what [ had to do. But even the knowing what ¢o do
wasn't my own and even right now [ am what the great cunt wania
me 1o be. A kind of one-slogan agittor whose very obsemion is the
proaf of his tolerated madoess. Do you think 1 am mad?’

1 waved my hands:

‘“What i madoerss anywny?’

1 know what it is. I'll take you theare when you've finlahed here.
It"s oot exnctly pleasant but one eats and shits and sleeps. You're
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only mad when there wre other people around yon, but never when
yuuL are on your own, It's people who mannfacture all kindy of
crannesses, Hke you and me and Chostan here. It always sounds .
like an excuse but it’s true you kpow, Franz oss really mad about it
in these catscombs, these miles of old bonal groond, these
passaagewnys of the great cunt. ...’

He got up and begun to Addle with a mmall paraffin stove, When it
was lit he put the kentle on. Christian had begun to speaks

*You don’t koow the history of these cwvey [ suppose? Nobody
really does. But they ere prehuman, All kinds of monstrons beings
nsed to rosm in and arofind here, beinga long since extinet; Masto-
doma, dinomurs, pterodactyls, sabre-toothed tigers, mammoths.
Though that perhaps is laying it on & bit thick. Anthropoids hung
around shivering, begetting, dying. There is a lovely collection of
remaims and artifacts to artest to the fact. Bones, teeth, stone
artifacts. Even a bit of pottery. But the caves are first mentioned in
letters and documents of the tweifth century. There had been an
epidemic of some sort, n plague. Thousands found refuge bere. But
Devil's End was also used w3 a collection pednt by the dave drivers.
The scx is conveniently by and the cuvfa are caily defended against
attack. You can imagine the grisly goings-on. Floggings, impalings,
body inspections, tortures of ell kinds. Most of the grim instruments
you've seen date from that period. Al kinds of men found refuge
here: robbers, bereticy, pirates, criminals, bermits, lepers, swind-
lers, partabs of all types. Now ir's us. We are 21 it were the living
memory of those centuries of nightmare. But then everybedy mast
have roots. A sense of identity, condmgdry. Discase, war, persecu-
ton, rapine, these are our ancestors, you know, Fearful myths grew
out of this place. Dire mythologies, and all that. And the name too
helped. To visit this piece ia 10 cocounter yourscH e 2 Living feverish
ghost. The legends of conrse wod 1o cxaggerate: cannibilism,
buman sacrifices, fearful ceremonies, devllry, and a hideous ignor-
ance of humanity that borders on viotent manic cunning. The place
iself had become the living symbol of all homan wboes. I doo’t
suppose you believe in reincarmaten? Well, we're all supposed to be
actually not ourselves but some of these hideous chamcters whoa lived
here in thet grevious long ago. And all that. Hmm.’

Franz'a brother watched the steam begin to jasuc out of the
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kettle’s gpout. Chrimnan came aut of hiv revere. W there sme
hidden meaning in all this?

‘Insvitably.’ Chrintizg continned, ‘“Devil’s End became the rally-
feg podirt for all who in aoy way wanted to destroy what s out there,
W bave made it somewhat bospitable, But tho Gove [ bebiore we are
the tail end of then pory radition. The erory hos srtacked this place
frre dmes in the past three years. Each time they wore repulsed. Bat
one day they will osh o ot like r foo 2 divosed sewer. With
boxobs and gae. Chr e b are rather ancient. OF coorse we
krorw & useiul trick or two xod we do have comatant pateods bt T feel
thes . . . sure we'll go down fighting . . . but the Ead will come with
ur. We'vn wiod the placs with bombs. IF they come we can lure
them in bere apd explode the whole pleee. We do pot haye o uze
any more. Onwr place oo o yoo alresd y koo 13 not here but in the
vilagry, in the Sthex. We are young, trained, and comomuted. Thess
are pertops cor very faulo. I thiok o will do'’

Framz's brother spooned icstant coffer i the copo. T seemed o
hare refilled my vodka ghes again and agein g the oinotes - were
they boars — pursed. [ way decidedly tipay. T wan wecing donhle
Images of ererything., Listening to my own voice. As the hot water
pored o into the cups and tee tcaspoon tdokled, sdrming the
browncream surface of the coffee - wan it mdfee - [ watched the oo
tch wumm sprewd out and grow loto the merent bine of & grinoing
shape. It oo offering o & cup. I pecheed oor oy band.

The ap mushing e the Boor way Katherine's face mddenty
there. Angry. Har boot kcked Frana's brother out of the room . The
twited broken ghow starng st me were her two dbguated eyes
perring earnent]y imo the popdls of my syea. el ad! at emsce like soft
clay which a liquid from those plercing eyes waa gradmaily kneading
and roewling. At the same time my hesd st perves semed
radfate 2 phosphorescent shdmoes of roogy making mc ot ooce
mumisdy alive md yet phygally anabbe 1o da agvthing but slowly
colbe Inm e floor which w2 smddenly oot thers,
Her army were uncker oy armpits. Her face s0 hideosnly chowe
o prpe had sheped tendf inte a lurdd aod sero bomor, The
white toth secmed ™ gueh owr of the too ed gume a3 she
wreaewd:

'SUSAN SUSAN SUSANT

T2

Elﬁgdn::dmn;u:hlhuimmmu;hﬂmdmr,kamm,
'MOTHERFUCKING SHIT WHAT HAPPENED;'
'HHdpm:[:tthmtufh-:r:.'

My shoubkers — were they sl there - yank into o pair of
dinging claws. Hyfﬂmrﬁwdrp@dhmﬁyrﬂ
thow two ey of borning couls. Hexving towards the giganrc
Moloch mouth with its buge bisck far lips penied back over the
pﬁngmcfrmﬂldu:ptnquhrtnrm,ﬁﬂmndmmuh,mq
clamped ehut rransfizing me ot the hips. I hesrd my pebvis comck and
I ecrewened and screemir, The rongh oy tongoe waddbked me oure
Ihn‘hugtmnhnmduthtyum:dnwnmmmm:,th:pmnrd
their coming ripped out all screaming from my decpest phosphorm-
cende. The tedex in my mind bad ctuck at cne phrase and al it wa
meticulonsdy sending ot orer and over were the teo words JONAH
COMPLEX. Jonuh cumplex. Swallowsd alive by the great ennt.
The focking wewrch. The basic experimant. The dunce of the blnd,
The rerror of the indde view. The boege molars ladly cashing down
untl no trace of black sunlight reanained. This was where Chris hed
dizcovered the truth of exeretion, She had stoden inoo his room x be
alept with bis aom over hiv face. She bad goeorered him and got in
beside bim, When he woke op it waa 100 Lite and he way ingide her
ﬁthdnih;kncwmwhmﬂh:wruduihimdup:unddu:pnhm
ber, grinching him with ber hips. Until be shricked as though 1he guts
hal bern wpiked oot of him. And through his choking snging
reecinest he baurd ber dlenr maldade of sereums as dbe St md
ripped at Bim with her lipa and teeth. In the vilence that followed, he
Ly in ber arma weeping, and che held bim tightly. The slence way
tha fire: person singuler, A emall notar in 2 long thin mnned, A ringle
hnﬂltq‘:bh.ﬁﬂgﬂm:.ﬂthiﬂﬂlt,?ujﬂﬂ-hﬂ.mm
with its sound: mother, mother. From ite remote and hary line I
looked back quickly. Sering the ksl clean pink drope of memorisy.
ijrpﬁkdrn;,,lik:mjnnmmﬁu,dm;md]eqmnﬂhm;hm
Grmdm]rt‘rum.ﬁndﬁ:mdmpdmthmmmtrnnhhimm-
m;fmtmﬂcgilqnnudrcptunhicththmmytmp:.
meKmﬂdushﬂyumdmjtyuhl::hndqcnndcuf
m.mwdlhrukmﬂmd-tu‘tmamim.h
n knotting my the. English images came out of the bern with a
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thousand Zutus at my herls. She found me wedped tightly betwern
;uﬂmdptumt.lhddm]bruth.lh:lﬂmythw;hu.lhddm}r
emoiions tightly. Soon, a single footpeint wppeared. Langnage. Big
hexvy words thumping oato my coffin. A fly en the divmnt window-
pane tarped 1w back oo the ings of man. The chamedeon
nﬂﬁnaﬂwﬁmdfmhsdnmﬁlunmdhmmymthrdﬂl
brick. An Lrstant Later both fiy and chameleon squelched. T looked st
ﬂltdud]ythtdﬂi:fi&n]dﬂl}'ﬂhﬁ'ﬂlmwithnmmﬁllmﬂﬂl
upfmmthcdm-tummpmmcfmn.m:djmdmukhix
hewd taying: ‘The Sardid Joe case is cdoaed - I cannot print this.”
e oat into the st seeing anly what u desext It was. [ do oot
meaty the way things . What a desert 11 was except for the
scathing winds blowing Devil's End. What & desert it wan
mm&cmﬂmlmp::th:umdmmdfmm%ﬂ':hk.hhﬁt
screamed when he tobd her. Snephen ground his teeth when he tred
o el him, His sant sred back at him secing only the nnreason of
rock. “It's the times,” she explained o Marie. T mmeared o mmple of
hummit]rmnuth:lh:ﬂd;!mnndi:nuﬁdhmdﬂnuﬂ:ﬂ:
mﬂfﬂﬂm.mlﬂmmﬂmyhﬂrﬁh:.‘rh:nl

mﬂmdmyh:ni,lfdtlh:hmgﬁtufﬂﬁﬂ'anhTh:mﬂc
pl:tugadintumyhﬂnuk:nmdhmknﬁc.ﬁmcﬁ-mmmiu
over the desert. A wevere frost of nguage that could pot eharpen the
:dgucith:ﬂﬁm.ltmnmmudlpudﬂumnhum:dkpncf
humuediry. It wes the mowet spectecuiar spechal effect any god could

even think about. Beginning first at the edyes, llke & ring tha
gradually conreci into fts gwn centre. And at the same time begin-
ﬁuntﬂnuﬂm,mmﬂdﬁgmmmﬁ:ﬁmdlﬂ

ﬂutwuh'ammc,Th:cmmdhinury.Itwulﬂlmm ,

Derii's End was the only Sordid Hope. Like Sardid Joe. I chosed oy
mmmﬁ;hﬂjﬁkrlmnhuhlmdltuuy.Thtgrrpcﬂbiuu
unﬂmtnnm:.Th:whd:mﬁﬂnwuldncnplrktdmﬂdtnlﬁpt
ptpcﬂnxmbur@gwi&dmdmtbut:w:ﬂﬂlﬁ;uid.ﬁnk
Mdiﬁnkﬁquiidrupmuh:pdckniwithlnmdl:ﬂnmthchis
demﬂn;m;ﬁmmtmthcmutth:hiqu.TmymHucih
were trung around Marke’s neck of blindness like a nexklece ooos:.
A man most work once he is thrown oat of Eden. There i 00 voal!
Thtbnym:c&dhuhcmt-ngdrmm:d[h:kqthnninﬂi
his teerh. A tiny cactus, with bright yellow flowers, sprouted from
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his pawed. I was the dirmnt speck thatr suddenly blocks out the g, &
grtall nodee in Blanche's monsehals. The oot of the house Jurked
nearby, Fimally the desert drove me oot and the bt 1 saw of myseldf
waa judt before the cate tomre him 1o pieces. Ay the hangroun preosat
the bever, the door opened amd mother ame in. She had s whipin her
band. And ehe hit o, Whipped him ‘o bare mere sense’. [ came
out & man wiro was the shadow of hkimself. Even this was an inosuh wo
shadows. ‘Love? ] bave nothing but s bad tesimonial to give {1,” the

boy said thoughtfully, It was Hke tesring oot sanity from a deep rock,

Adpmuﬂt:chu;:m]dmtnmmtdlthtmm:dim{
crunched out his ciger and szid: ' You'rs melon” When | came ot
tnta the sun | bvonped into ooy coming to expigin sod explam afl
muqﬂm‘&crry,*lﬁiituﬂ::wmunlhidtmchnddm.ltm
Blanche Gondfather, The undergraduarss showered s with pages
toen out of Montalgne's Esays. The pink champegne in my glass
was the red desolathon that wes & tky above and a fery pit below. The
sound of saxffling ln the big wwrrrobe ozs Blanche's new frierd
cm;htmdmbl;mm::mp.muuicnﬁnfudwnnthcmduf
the street was mysedf fighting back the rising breakdown. There was
& muamber of parteaent at the bottom of the goden. It was a matne
b?Ruih.hﬁunﬂylkw.Ithddurp&qmmntﬂcﬁummfh,
O wtuck fnto my thramb. T eaw the pink drops on the foor. Toorled
mylipumudth:bﬁshtmdp:ullmdlthdﬂ}mdﬂ,nmm
nothing left bt the polistied desert of the floor, On which I walked
with Sman mwwrds Devii's End. The spots of blood were turning
Into poems that blinded anyone who looked at them without 2
smoked glew. When Siwom's thoukder opensd theye were, in the
rdm.t}mb-ilu‘ﬁn;mﬁnddnﬂahutﬂ}:md:fmtumnd.ltm
mynmr':rud-hm:ru.Thqhtdtmpﬂntcdiuﬂmth:mthImn
the Somg of Songs. How beautiful it el But she turned ugly and
wrinkled end 1 pated the flked-np grave with @ rosty spade. A
repobilic of desdly bacilfus wes lorking a1 the omstery gaie.
Symwmyms came oot of the barn with a moss of wokes a1 their bed.
The world wua like an invizibke bandege around their lenguage. This
sarding nniverse of just ane thing after another. “What do yoo write
aboui? the journalist saked. 1 shrunk, becoming s gold speck frozen
all might in the human fridge. ‘Yoo write aboot Africa’ be indared,
Butlgrtwﬂcnmﬂumdu‘niu‘unﬂhh&lkmuldhﬂtmﬂmi
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me cut of his eye. He rubbed at the irrimtion with the hard knuckics
of his hand, I grinned suddenly and turned my back on him.
“Pampous bertard,” he murtered, Elsewhere in the room, Blanche
lurked tehind g tullp which my desert had kilked. A film of perspira-
tan had broken out at the end of ber almost tramparent nose. But
her eyes lit up when her pew friend suntered ioto the room.
Wlmhingﬂiﬁﬁ;&nmth:ﬂ}mmgdﬂmnccfm?mlkmwdj
them, I sipped at the pink champagne and siled on its placid sea
until [ was there where they were at the end of my telescope. How.
tedious the flesh is. *Have yon got the key,' she aaked. 1 gave it to
her. And she crossed the desert of our vows with her pew friend.
Warching them, 1 made slits of my cyes until I could sec a speck
where they had once been. T was looking down into the pond. The
spcdﬁhldcmmithcﬂishumﬁppl:mtpemrﬁc_cufmyfulmga.
Watching them go. Their speck becaming an air bubbie ﬂcwit!jr
floating up from the desert w the shock of my face and white hasr.
Silyer fish gleamed on the basket beft on the deserted pier. Their eyes
had become tansformed. They blazed with death. It was the
matches that gave me the idea, The Blanche haystack instantly weat
upin flames. I threw myscH hto the roaring fire to silence the desert,
I almost split open out of myself. It was so scaring, But gradually I
became composed. T looked up from the pink champagne. There
widt the same journalist, saying: *You may be a writer but you are still
as coal bluck a3 [ am.’ I emibed down at him & whale sahare of fecling
and tumned on my beel. But s thorn stuck into his foot. The boy
limped heavily and sat on & stone. The litzle blood that trickled out
mﬁenmnnlmdﬁjméﬂi?mdﬁ
i there i3 pothing but & .1 dug out
Il::gcnﬁl]:gwithupin. It was as if the world was being dragged woth
and nail out of himn. How the aky behind it all bled visons! I could
see haw if 1 moved at all it would dlt the balsnee and the moment
would be Jost forever. But this yery thought jmelf made the rabbit
jump atraight into the bush. Dissppointed I walked around my
guests, Inapecting my face for digns of life. Satiafied, I came among
myguuniik:nmanwhuhur:rmadfmmthcg;r_wcmmmphm
about the death certificate. Bus they had seen nothing wrong, only
the grey haired young man who once had gained some notoricty, The
shark {n the squarium can be watched cven by chitdren and pricsts,
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The cobra in the pit was part of  turist’s bectic coach tour. The
plastic man! Planted in a bowl filled with the barren soil of an Cxford

degree. Making the monkey monkies. Erwsing the colidity out of him

" to make him no more than a black insder. There was the typewriter.

There were the camerss. Would [ go out like the last speck of o
spectacular fireworks display of anending conferences on Black
Culrure? Everything else had been drained out of him. Leaving only
the parenoid mirage of the desert. But this 1ast book ~ it wonld bresk
the hingea off all the doors they had locked in his rceth, The last
indelibtle memery would be the assisdin’s knife plunging and
rwisting into his beart, where the desert hurt. The face at the
window would be gaunt, the loak of every mother. At dinner the
boy asked:

‘What does it mean to be poor?’

'(raing to bed under a bush without your dinner,’

The next night he neither came for his dinner nor for his bed.
They nexrched for him all night. He walkad in calmly at breakdnst.
Stephen watched we she whipped me. [ wanted to 121l her that be had
done nothing except be poor that Laat night of expectations. Bull pse
licked the blood «ipping from the corner of his mad mouth. In the
playground 1 Wltntﬁ&d # hungry boy waiching an itinerant fly with
the intaresr of & gourmet. I circied round bim onee, vwice, and foand
myscl smnding before the jouroalist and looking down at him with
sudden interest. 'We were at schoal together once,' I said. But the
jrurnalist curied his lip eround the statement and saw the play-
ground and the well-fed boy who waiched him secretly. Then he
siood up and gnoring my thin proffered hand stalked away. The
speck that had blocked the sun moved a little and a sudden chink of
brightnen illuminated my eonl. The cough came out of the darkness
and hit me untl I wxs swake. They are clearing me from their
throzis, spitting me out. The Bocing 747 was a cinder in the shim-
mering Holet of the aky. Up there. When [ called the air bostess for
pink champsgne, it sz like HHood. Drained out of myssli. How
willingly I had led myscli to the sloughter, 1o the typewriter. Year I
conld not Live like one who has to feel the temnpo, resd the pace. How
badly things had nirnad out. [n & aingle year. Banche could bemmme
such a bitter and unloving pereon without the slightest provocation.
What mede ber 30 termibly human was that in fact provocation bad
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nothing m do with it. The wm was right. The douds were tight. Py
after dzy the was in that nightmarish Kochen of hashish, exploding
with woe, gler, boredom, sudden barats of neal, And the daert was
slowly mamhiing me into s man who could not posably exist. Those
mﬂtwﬂtu,&qmmwmmﬂm
the full pulsng blaze of the sun, The shark hed ruddenly swerved
Fromn oot of the bine when T levelled my shotgum and the blood and
guts of it boiled fnoanel v ground her myde swinming Ggure and ehe
araa cTying out curses abont how I should have (et the shark Lbre end
shiot ber instzad. And T ruse from the microecope and from the
termible vidon the boy had seen. At the rereption there were only
mocths eating, mosticaring, their tongue and molars going
BLANCHEBLANCHERLANCHE. The aloupt burving cat of 2
wild duck sroused the boy from o thinking of the workd. A pont
men wxrning under o tiny moshmoom. The Boy asked,

" 'Is cooelty & human cheracterfstc?’ '

But che was bosy writing ber sperch for the Women's [nstitoe.
And did pot swer. Buot &1 whe was going out she wsdd:

‘Animats do not koow what it s 0 be goel. They are just then-
wim!

Men kmew things but o sphie of that they were cooel. A car
Backhred brut he could net place the figure of the lngider inxide it A
cave-mmn in & haarshice sod it was Thomes Move. The Back oight
ont there was wedged wolidby undernesth the door. It bunged aguinst
the tound of my fererish vrping, | expected the blow whick did pes
come wirem | opened the door. There was 2 man and n woman
screwing the devll out of each other. They fedl ipw the room
abroptly. They dkd not even look up. [ was alraudy at tw tedephooe
dislling the pobce when they finhhed and stopped me with 2 lock.
The man shook his bewd wdly, wylog: “You're s brother, We're your
people, man.” Blanche had come down. High on hehih. [ locked
the door sfter them and returned to the rypewriter. If tlack charec-
ety really talked in 2 ndkulous lofty thetoriol siyle 23 m the
hhrorheal novels . . . thess wocchid end unplanned encoontees with the
trotbers! I remembered how an ex-foend had thed maore or lom the
oo thing. Seylng: “Can't you ok in olr own lacguege any more?”
Ard I had felt the beyonet of the infostice pin me 1o « wall made up of
all the churques T had cashed and e life T Bved with Bhoche. The

i

inrerview hed ended suddenty becanse I shook myself from my chair
unid atared at the televizion camera and nodded grimty and then with
iy whole foor kocked it in amathing the picrure from all those
screerrs i the basements, drawing-rocers and penthouses oot thees,
I pmict for the damage and retrewted into the oo-man"sland behindg the
typewtier. [ could not rand the wey ooy owrn peopd can become the
tndly ranafieed tn my got. It wes this 1 had cleared from oy throat
arl spaf into my handkerchief to fnd it foll of blood. Homaniny
fovgotien, s carly in my life, a0 Dne fn my lawndng. The tny drops
wor emnbonosl oo the rodimentary pewellery of mality, The
segtienies of the destined andverse was not the wame as that of man's
Fatz. The two wioe [ndelbly bent on o colliion course. When 1
looked up inm e facet in which her eyes were long and slithsd w
revenl how disiant she had beowme [ o how Lhad sezn her: uprdght,

elimi, mredbigent, dressed o the formal drem of e ghineing

ocamon. The palm trees o ber face amfronted the Adantic Ocran
mxl the boy conld pot ol how the geophysical contioentd-drift
threoey huwd affecies] man. The soand of o drill bacunering away at the
tenme pea griried out teetheparks. Achllles come op to comrerse with
Tirexas. As I womt down, the bleck sunlight of my life flushed
throogh my mind. Down, deep down 1o the breath making miles
abore my head. An the tny sirbubble trarst on the sofece, dicenly
below, ber braath fumpedd. | nded fn an ontidy beap of dack Ight.
“This s how people sufTocare!" she mid. When he had fainred and she
wen ikl woooggHog him berder and haeder T came oot mmd koocked
hex down reviving mysalf from the memary. From thet retoote oine
T see her abtang ber cye imid | mace s wck face. Eating the salad of
my bram. Red bot thoughts bowing From the desert. The mmiverse
full of bad ews, There sintmtiers showly roast themsebves in the find]
plare of ooy nerees. Life wan buriness iod ane never oyl ked shep. The
bangle on her wrist wes the mark of the urobonoe, The s ringed
roapd the dry bmd. The glint of musdc glivtered from 1t with s drear
pesmmism. | coabd oot belbeve iy care for the notee of mysel tryiog
to oorixhont the silencee, The Jethe) impaedrity of the pen and the
aaneta Ly eroahed me Hiee an avalanche of mck and ice. Troth was
nfr:rthcbntfmimlhnpm_Tmﬂnhlhch:ﬂ;.km;md:cflir
de=p down above. Seenning a beautiful meernmislity. Cirt greeting
and curt pods. Raving, blind drunk, greeting him. Encosursgement
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befare viunning imight. Hyserical bettzrs. Terrifying the poor sod
oot of his tlemr, Mall that pever srrives. Homan wouands bleed
visons. A st of emergency distastefol o him. The boy closed the
encydopacdia whose print was the reality around him. Drewed op
mumumtdulLMyhudbmhzmﬁc:_Thtmnh-dfumptd
behind 8 fery buth of cloud. Fmﬂ}i,fﬂ'ﬂh]lmjfﬂﬂ?‘id
columns wresked opward inm the sheer clarity of space. Firing
aoms of sorrow. o

: ,;i x=d him with the strange smulgum of pity snd terror which Arsiocle

| Eight % f

It had, thar ooe year with Blanche, broken up and burs into fames
mdnnd:juh.-dbnmrmn-uj,nm:fm,nmmm.mulq.
Thcrmwimﬁ-uudiuh.crh&dbnmmmiumddmlymdind:ﬁhh
2 I who had mtered it Staring bindly ar the book. Hammered 1o
Uﬁtumtﬂtnimdm.ﬁhnﬂuwnmmmdnmufh:rhﬂﬂ,tht
whﬁlmdmhmuufmyﬂf.dlhmchjmmm:duffmd

dmhmﬂnhmﬂmmfﬁdmﬁﬂm;ﬂuﬂdﬁmﬂ
tﬁmd’ﬁurbdmlhrbnihmmjhimdmddmclduht&ng
poabed down finio ber got ready o be exoeted. Sirtng bedt opright
lik:mwhnman:h:dmuhnm;uthudimtuufd:uiuy.ﬁ
nﬂnn{hmimid:mc,minkybhchm,mﬂch:dﬂahﬂym

Eive patspuri, Shumilndﬂ:iﬂy,t]ntﬂﬂurﬁ;hmmdm.l
ﬂndnwﬂhhfm.%::hnpmihmmtuc{fluhim
He bad spat Blood again in the tailety. Uninwrrable, aovil-hatnmersd
tongue! Wiping ihs bik from his lips, e tlacked oot in the middle of

a wpeech. Out of the ground to the wa by means of the foree of
: mﬂn‘ncmimmm.ﬁnlumﬁcmha

kit dewm, Muyﬁmmwﬁkﬁnﬂlmﬁmmmwm
run. Bringing me round again o see the ditortsd roisred two-

B1




heacttd thape that was Sman apd Fatherine vuinly renmog mae.
Coreing Chris and his coderwear. Fomr's brother. Scorching the
o ness oot of me by apotikr dewdown. Blasting my peorosss out
with an incredible anthemn. Noaw, the firet grimmess showing s
teeth through the tram thar tcked inshde, the lves sinffed and
rqudch:dhxdd:ﬂ::mchimhuwnpmmt_h:wkmﬁm
atrain 100 eordict 10 bear. Reality. A chousand litde fires prickded the
chaobers of the beart. Ground ghig in thooght. Lintening, With
deft reflexes, the beginning of those nights and days. Blown out
wﬁmhmtmnlnithcﬁum,hqumtguu.rh:mfrm
bright and hart in the handy. Red ot arrows of pax 1=fi minoe
cracks an the ehells of the egge in the fdge. Listening. Dead dramk
in shantytoern. InfHcoting Qurion opeon readice. But::tubl‘nnlth:
thought out, remembering her os » wlent and sconrged grl. Manis
... in s pink dras. A desert | bad mever thought 1o find in another.
Awniting the prodigal. A Hindmg fheh, that shook the boase, licher
cigarette. About her, determined disappointmeot crushed it out.
For the purposes of windy. With every right ‘o Gnd himeel” he
fonght beck onto te virnghtlines of & precarkons sanity. Nodding
abscntly an though it was 0 vew way of waying goodbye, driving sway
Ahe staie of the world®, Seeryved. E.i-:i:t:iﬂ:l myseif. Pcnﬂubhu,ﬂ;:
had said, perfshahles] The beginoing of 0 new mednes, Dhamped
techoological style. Too headachy for the boy wahing biv lips.
Grigdng my zeth: SUSAN.

A black aky filled in by the bard edges of black sunlight. A weeet
loathing, imperishahle, mmed the head towards bate. Wi that
jadgement? These great teeth! & distant enigma shook it searing
heat. Brwling wronnd my memory. Sniffing and moffling. Io hesd
md mace i though preatly listening. *Give me firn,’ | said. Blazed
with the rirange excruchring madness. Stdcken, the slightly glisten-
ing carpet of wawr, Ungloed my eyes from ft. In n mwonent fan
micep. Paralyved. Teardrops. They rolled down Lk honbders cans-
ing an avalanche. Croshed him with rock and ice. A vegetrtion of
yood intenrons streaked pawt the spending tram, Dry and beown. A
single match coubd heve sct them all alight. Urgloed my atoma from
lt.Tudumdmbe-mﬂutm:umuhmﬂl:nﬁh,m:ﬂ:mll&u
snother. All perishwbie ax the cyes that percesved [t There was oo
imomoest are snywhere in the rock of the intellect. Nether was it

mmmmimmﬂm.ﬂmmmm: entingy
of drewd. Pargnods. Then, death had 0o part in my plans, .fﬂrdm
serking out. Lrunche) mmo myself. iog that the door wag
mrdyhﬁuimk::pﬂmdmmuﬂnitm‘mindmtmyw[
cfid:un:rmd]rdlmgiulndmruﬂd.ﬁmbntﬂjfmmmr
mnind:."lhhmiuﬂndm:!dthcupuwudﬂmrhndm,
Thcpcﬂmﬂumm:iuu.m&ckzummhu:.mmm
together in weitdng room. Thelr mdden look of berlity, the unre.
fuubt:mm,ﬂndth:dnsﬂ?:htpcmlﬁﬂu;dﬁu.lnminmm
itcmldhl:c'mt::m.iuidiim,mpcﬂu.lulnfmmm,{u
paymatrery. Grinding exceeding umall, It whipgeal up into the air
ﬁnydndmnfﬂfu.itﬂﬁ:k:dthunhidxrmdltdﬂ}:r,bhﬁumc
ltﬂd"mt.ﬂmdﬁnypimum.funcm'uhufw
meﬁmdi:hr{t:.?hdrmﬂhdtiuydmpp&npfﬂlﬁmwmfthuky
md:dtﬂmﬂmmhinsﬂmlhidmﬂm.lmtmda,h&dmy
brnﬂ],mchﬂﬂcrmihh;.Und]Imddhncbwﬂwidtupmmt
ﬁmﬂ.MdﬂMm,ﬂmhmﬁy.ﬁ
m;ﬂhbdugmﬁmhuFmﬂmdﬁﬂdﬂﬁlmddq.
lnﬂrd:lrkmm:dtnﬂumnrithiumhlmlm-irﬂmiblxk
vunlight. When it radned, the water came down black snd corrotive.
BmghtdnwDMiTthcrﬁddcurdkddxh;.Amumfn;.-
Hoodclotied phiegm in my boyhood's throat. In dreams the rgin-
dru{nfcﬂlik:uymhinnpd}wddmum.qumdaumthufdl
dnnunn{idr:dﬁmm:mdudfﬂuim,ﬂnmﬂn,lndn
quickly gubbied down. An upeamble thing. Like newly formed
rock. Ah, vainkss rom! Pale watercoloor Glue the rim of the mad-
nex. Discundve aod open, an indifferent sstonishment. Kicked
bhard, back to io wde of the stream. These grecomema] wides of the
warld. Dry and clean ingide the stmospherc waterprof thin of
bhckmnﬂ;ht.‘l"hu:whjt:p:hblnﬂummat&;htp:dimtuf
hdmk.ﬂuhnﬂimbﬁhmihhnhnchmminm
More than all the darknea the bright gm coald 1hink of. The hoowe
pimmddmwithhhﬂr‘lbﬂndnm.!d]rmﬂnhmulddﬁk{n
it. This predsdin of 3 camers. Decapitated, Howled 1l the whole
house rung. A thin wumd swung down. Brusqoaly cut short. Cut jn
Bali by the redhot bolles. The

hovse and the minister fumbled for her keys and not fnding them
tried the door and walked in worprised that it o pot focked, Her
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besdlers body faltered st the third step. The hend fiew out the open
doorwey. Thudded agninet the pate

Thick regs of doud qoickly fewr to serem it aur. Waiching Somm
adpunt the pewerfic] bineculars, The redio bexide her mned to the
police channel. She vwept axide the egves and stalkes of graay, Setrbed
her dbows cmmdorably before reiving the bioocolars o ber eym.
Soon whe srw what vhe expecied m o and began m amemble the
powerfui nfle. She deaned the sorodge o the releacopic dght aod
oncr mare brought it to bear on the almost fsdomry arget. The
ey pofTked the dingle barnt of fire. The dmulmeous whitrlng
of iy curnwears. The soand xsbed throogh the boase ke o bolt of ice.
Widyged between mind and mader. With no sbatance in edther. A
wedge droven |n betwreen the nnd eiwurh of pest aod present. ke s
powing dgarette wochdng tiy beart, Cold floper cluching it
thougha, Druined of [ife, those hosks of them. Squetting on ther
beels, The new moon, » fleck wet and brlbent, sharpdy oarlioed the
omiccus rirands of clood, hot embery that popped and crackled. A
hand tomed them orer. In the back doorwey, ceaoon®s gue Hashed
atitw. Thiy onoamesble contempt. The size and bolk of & grown
man's thigh. Flonged 100 reddenly. Money — the pew stinking idea.
A Lurge deep hole in a rippling sea. The whiplike tantacle lethed out,
drugged me kicking toio her abryes. The hoge blopt-face] mechine.
Grrewr hotter and horter, bedohed at shorrer and shorter imervals, The
dark grumous siesm, The arplosion blew the roof of the besd into
the akcy. Lerha) bladey of fire tue through che inllocnal metal.
Tons of dhredded steel and cerebrad girders ramed dows fom the
sky. Steam and balling water gurgled, toutvd my sogry hieses. The
whole mructure of the tky came down bke o mamive puoch.
Crunched to pothing the eerin debeis of reality. The dlence wan Hkea
suckden aniack, & shunning grevocs sssutt. The sodden ke, i up
starkly in my lenw weeelledd Wiee o wpduttering star. This hve ehectrclty
salled wilemce, Whirring e camers, and T had comsed 1o e, It
sireiched me out, tald bare ol the bades axrperiment that waa there.
Had the incsion gooe deeper then thaz v o cut thrugh ... A
fitmn of bleod between the thenrgh s and the world oot there - botted
womething cut.

Something that roscte Bhamche aod Marie none-mouthed. Wioch 1
avoided. '

T T e

- in in. D .
llwmmtmmmﬂhmmﬁmﬁiﬁ
oyopdc badache. Bared whoalders, elegant shirfronm, The uniie
mthmmdpu:ﬁuimmm;h:nﬂmdmﬁymmﬁ:aﬂnhu
chmimﬂn‘b{yﬂln:hcd?ﬁmrtufpuﬂuldiumumbum,
m&gmmmﬁummmdmm&mmt
iuwqu’thh.ﬁmnt:dtm:nﬂty.ﬁdmmdiuddmlumn
dmihmby&chain.%ﬂuhuddiﬂn:ﬂyd:m;hhiuhﬁu

' &:Miummbumuiﬁmﬂx::pmkufnmcﬂu.%tm

eernity was parked in every instant of it! Perishuhle yes; bui
unburlhh.lttmdbd'ur:lt.ltmh:d,d:hht-ﬂd,plmﬂijﬁuutd
fmltmddmninﬁmmd,uthm;hmmhin;mmﬁd
hnibn:n:ry:dfmmﬁ.ﬂuhtrmmdfmmhim.mmmnd
hwmmmmrmuduthmﬂ]lﬂn:hldmbcdnmmm
Drawn irrexistibly 1o sudow, yuggestiom, a vivid opensem. Turnad
upud:dmhhdm.‘ﬁﬂnq}uﬁrnlﬁht.ﬁmhrhmﬂxtdmk
n@ﬂtmﬂm@ﬂywummm*nwﬁ;&mmaﬁt-
mn;ﬂtnymm.?‘hwlnnnmiumhu,dumﬁnmcf
thought, depressed him mighrily. Yalud. Totored agein. Preged
dmf:nmﬂnbﬂ{mcfrcﬂrjr’lhmd.!mnﬁﬂnglthndungmhh
Dature e though to 2 magnet. With all the force of 3 mivondergoad
fm.ﬁnnnmmutde:rmr:hmukﬂnmmnniniuhlmmltlny,
ﬁndrmtdilmondthnthmwi&uﬂhﬂjshtmmt.hbm:tdm,
th:d[nyﬁutin:gudebﬁﬁbrﬁnnﬁx:dwiﬁpﬁmdgrmdﬂn
minrement. Flying grir cracked the lens's insight. The small hard
rmnu:il_]rhnm:rmﬂryhadmmknd:tni;hxupwthimutht
micremcope's ke making him wince. Startked. Staring with faecs-
mtuihmmr.Thcmmpfn:rmnmadthrmahhh;ﬂmdtmh.
Kmnmd:h,dbumtaﬁdu,ﬁ:udmchndwnpqﬁ;q&mn.
Theﬂﬁﬂyq:mmmﬁmtd’wﬂch&cwhnkmm:ﬁyhld
h:mu;dlpd,btnﬂdmdnttlndmtnfhim‘lumd.mw
unking {eeling. Cut of his heods. Stonped ber foot. Atatpe bomby
pﬂmudmnphﬂc.lnﬂ:cmicﬂuhciﬂrphmupqﬁuﬁum,
th.nmn:rmphrgtuﬂximcfllh:rk.whmitumcmt
mmm,mmtmmmtduﬂdmd'mchmndjdm,
the banner hendiines wreamed our the sound rhat hed stuck
EnhuﬂlrmLDrcdpdupmdmnlnd.Wuthﬁﬂnwhﬂm

Hs

e P
R T T e e T et e




ntelligerwe won! s terror? A thoe guahed through the TV
wre. [ lomped to the phene bot the yolce a1 1the other 2od wld
srcautically:

*We were at schoal together remember?”

I Limped inm the Kichen.

Blanche had gon=.

A novie,

Shrmmed the dng breakdown backwands. A window dtrered
downetalrs, The rock anssbed Blanche's flower v, & hadl of
tioney whowered upon the hoose. Cries of:

'REDS OUT? REDS OQUTT

Naotebooks. Fortable typetrriter. [ am gerting out of here. Like
prod old Phowhe. BLANCHE.

Resmndingty:

‘REDS OUT!l

I raced to the gamage. Smushed the typewriter wrom three faces
Hurled it ot a looming Egore. Jumpad mw dee Land -Rover. A
shower of ghos rained on me. A brick tredded sgpainet my shookder.
T rlammerd the car bwekoords, Heard o crunch s 3 weream, On two
screumitg wheels perved into the divevwy. Banged, combed by
salvin of brick and rock thudding taro the car, The bairs oo oy bed,
with mddm shock of headlights, picksd up the angry gesoculetng
croond. Rocks and bricks thrown bewd m into the windscreen,
Stamped the sceeberator 10 the foorboards. Teeth bared, the whee!
rigpd, the eogine screamed. The windscreen burst. BLANCHE!
Half my face seemed to ke peeled away. Mimiles flying straight
imo my face. From the crowd ttmsfized by noy Lghte right in the
sroue of the road. It scemed they would ot bodge. The howling
crowd, at the last pota{ble Instant, ported. The whole body of the car
thuohered and growoed benewih the heating. Only for 2 moment. |
waa through — BEANCHE — THROUGH! and the road woe desr
back 1o the grim Blindness. The crowd with 3 bellow bent it rage
upoa tre hooss, The rear lights s doghe speck i the ospha b disance.
OUnly then did T think of the cuoeras, Coold I hare stood my ground
and calmly photographed the ooroage? 1 kcked the ball harder,
sammed it back toward the impessive sall. BLANCHE. The son
fhahed throngh his bead hke 2 wmall bot daxzHng wrchlighr, It wms
gone.
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Itmdtm]lkuﬂlﬂ&;htlwuk:up;ﬁndiq‘.m

T]mnmﬂunn.ﬂn:-cytd.hbrhhtpmmﬂqm'bmd
light probing [ato my owi

Ah, Polvpheoms.
Wincsathed., A kennel imside. Not rodly there, Like o] the
moads he drew and portrayed oo paper. Whsterer the place; whyg.
ever the tine; whatever the pace; whamver the tempo.

Uderly eutside himself. The o and the smrow. The beat apd the
sends. Urerly onnbde. Hlmsdf. Shoriekily hedd dowa by Susan, To

- remember. Perhops emmich & vicewry, But the amed dores of

lapgrmge. Ther srthoulate cartrdges. With ares © confirm then,
Rexaon and knowlnd e the bodies in the maes greves, Meaning killed
by utieraner. By the sunsens in o dogle mind's derungement. More
thingy in the mirrar than showld be reflected back. A rmatter of the
head wnd ot the tempearanire of the blood. Mlles of books in such
swe. A pmgrene in the house, Blondrming, scraped from under-
neath uhorn’s care, squelch with meat. Pufling the ormd down o the
barerneter of the senses. This grey wremets of choade m the brain. On
vy mad 1ipa a raln of Grweso-Roman steins, Backs to the wall [ooks at
the foture. That’s bozing me in. The exile ke bimelf with hin,
Thiy heary baggape of himeelf. A drawing erss=l by pervinent
winds. Propdled by sormow. Lingens in villege or city. Struck down
by Hfe's own wright. With none exemnp. Something more than nry
hand when [ sbake your hand, Out of the rain plhock s harvest. Cares
are left with the coats hanging on @ mail. The hisck coanyrilatons
broise and pres upon the mind's house, sculptures of an infleribie
mind. Like & dingrhot agaims w wall, the men cracks. A bright
curiain of blomd veled the yon. Firing abro sfier mlvo ar Devll’s
End. Blested life's boandaries. Pionm! w the fear of whar would
bappen next. The wind and the dust grind ot the tears. Tunky
ground out all mumd of cockerow. Behind the glowing dgareie i
this mind calculeting i chancs. Whispers wratched alight.
Clenched their micds. Past dronny were thrown oot by the bucket.
Solitary olmerions, cosled, armtyved the terrible eryual, Hanger in
the mind was a sword bemg wharpensd. A gum being olled. Tt
o they o the hill tearing ree gunks & though they were twigs.
Blacts the granite a1 thongh it was clay. Sheil after whell ploughs the
now ritent hill. Bombers thunder by. Unlessh their lethal eilcks.
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Creeping forward on their belliew. Creak ther nacks o peer at the
homan pesie, A room oo man ever built with his own madoon.
Thinking is speedsd up 1o ooret the tollet to come. Blarng like s
papakn-holy ghost. Seing the world through a Bm of pok cham-

A red and vhrid moon peepw from the hocroe, Troablkey saeesd oat
to correr the whole mble. The anake with ite tail in its o0 mooth.
The sen forever with itsdf wround the dry land. “The Beiiish
approved Ubum o they approved 1he Titandc and the Bishop kiew
it,’ Stephen wodd, Spun the webs dot made dymy an crperiment. A
firyee muoon was shinimg imrstorally through the noon’s tHack skin,
Ewery thonght ootpecos itscdf, even w1 is overtaken by i own oew
lirndnated eing which in marn oopeces itdlf. Out of the black

venlight, 8 mother mgorges henedf on the foetos screaming our of |

ber. It silenced the light, Froze [t hard and ek ool its sharp bright
edges cut deep into his beart. Human cyes had the saowe hard and
dark ghittering, the tame refrigerated look. Which oever quite loaks
myone in the eye.

Somm's Wogls hypootic eye. Excavatng vy me.

Ercavating.

The exeretion.

What has not been done in the name of some sraitacket?’

My soil & neat shirdfront; thess star-smdded galaxies. Aabtrays oo
the dmk overflow with siobbed mventons. Night and oky oe the
refuges an the quay; the world debris pilad at the edge of nemt
memorands. White pebiies oo 2 winne besch dwrele the oye towarnds
the lighthouse; a spart of flame i the whitemman shooting grooee.
Orricm erafles at cracked] Hhes on Brivton roofs. The mirroe flinche.
Torn cxprandments of clouds soreud the sy from me, Time snd
space cuclose me fn thelr fetid rocms. The mind that is s angrene in
the house. This green fallage of miouies apd thorm. Thewe pos-
cdhdliries thot, after Blanche, bled through incisions in the dark akin
of the sky. The bounded thonghts that begin &t home. Undignified,
Addfr. Castaway. Mere Ufe-debrhs, The whole a thick bandsge
aroun:d his eves. And burst the homanity oot of 8 man. The way 1o
Hell paovedd by geond fntomationy. Life tios oo & beight g,
‘Be Star-Bright!’ The chasn of rock and e upwards o
mert me. The shrill oy of borror from my huogy soll echoay from

mpdutmdnmmupfmbdnwmnum
muindmtaﬂnmckhdgcmd,uldmmtdltﬁnﬂt;ﬂm
relenilessly rolled and scooped over the edge. The bonea of say o
nmhungmun:pﬂnt:nlhmushth:mmh{mchtﬁnuiﬁbd:.ﬂsl
fell, my eyes gredoally grew bigger and bigger rntil the wheds void of
mktm]xydlirmndhludlun.mtmdﬂ{h,lhrmdmlu
ri’n-l:_rm.t,wiyppu:lmarﬂy:t my back. The broken rope whistled
opright behimd me. At my back Devil’s Peak. Below, the oy som |
lcarus. Whirse great wings best the bras of the mighty wind and like
some incomeerrable symphoay rose upward mwards the uncefusing
mmrcfthc mo. The upimuginatle brightoem of black sunlighs,
Pulnn;iltﬂnumcptmuhhnwnmilnhlmwuﬁih:,ﬁcmdy
cosuming himssdf and sl sround with the grim fa of exicrmce,
Wrthed in biack ally mrmoil. The centries, ke w wiiff breeze, mng
through his great ngid wings. Thar bard and geaming sphcae in
which the carth freezex ever . . . above me the void reached towards
dm‘rmmmlp:r:kufhﬁnlty.Tumdswﬂchh:nﬂwbuthhﬁnp
Juriowaly. Tenmcicunly. Towards tha hard invixible shell of silence.
The mining link. Froze the mind into 2 hand brightmess. It rscked
oat of him a painless unuiteratle word . Racg oat the hideny insans
laoghier like beaten byasy scrom the hewvemy, [limiabe yoid. The
whole workd ripped open. He crunche:d into the rock like 3 hammer
rorung down hard agminyt 3 damood sudfucr. The mind redad with
the enormity. The derzling Hack concmsion shootlng out of my
nervet. With st sereech beard:

"FUCKING TERRSF

Before the juddering plunge.

Thae fire which 9w dying omt was rekindled, Heavy camouflage
nniforrs and the squat, blackzoed facey bormed in the bazy gmall
bours. A cock crowed, The mudden aoghing snd spining ended.
Another secping shape turned over mutiering something. The
volces riaped. Froze. Swoelbed oat. The thick grey bush premed all
round, 1o its shadee: huddled the diry bleeding prigmens. The
flamey crackbed, and cracked sparks. Behind the glowing cgaretie,
the commandant's mind dicked oo sodden wary alarm. A
wapping twig? The strangeness of that low owl hoot? The emal)
scuffling flight of that didodged rock? Too lare his shout rovsed the
Heeping omp. Sosan's abrope enfilade riddied his chest, blasting
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i wirdy, his gon el firlng, Lethal burats glenmed rupidiy in
gﬁmﬁtmm.mmmmthﬁ
them. Ope, farally wounded, coawlol focward untl Fathenod's
:rm-i:mr:hjmlntuthtﬁmh:hhdmhubmpnmbwn.lﬁm
danbed ont of the bosh, the arm in 8 forwaod awexp, toesdag another

Chrs, The ratthe of sutomatic fire coold pot drown the
grunts and yeib, Erphd:d.hndumdclm]yulth;dbq_un,ﬂn
pound of battle cemsed . They found me among the other proonen.

Odd, dirty, out of my mind from the Blows. Ax Susan noved my
hands and feet | ssked ber, How's Ginger?

And she, flathy, replied,
'He's demd.!

Nine
bl LB L T R —

Kuhnin:muﬂdtanf-cciummmm&iﬂlhcmulmi
b:[mth:'dnuacd'.Hr:*hdlu,ltnch:r,hndm:mbuﬂphm
far hom only dunghter. She did ot s oach play with ber dolls & oy
1 miter thelr looks. When something in & doll's face defied all her
dfm:thcwmldﬂy[nmltmu-ummdwithmyhnwﬂﬂnabuhm
the unhucky fuce. Smaah it sndl it oo konger exlsred, even in bits and
piu:u,ﬂhcmmn:rrhﬁshtltmhndmdhumhamw
to earcll her in & dotnous establishment where the woukd train a3 8
councticien. Everyihing went well, Indeed she was the most bril-
liant stoidenr st Mrmdnis. She hed the eve, the baods, the micate
mdmch,hmmy,mmpiﬁm-lﬂﬂ:hﬁmmlttrwp-
ressible wense of flourish winch can destroy 1 whole scrning's work.
She gradeated, but coly fust, afier having had the threst of expolsion
bhanying over her head, Her crime had been - frusimated by the
wpecimen himan face that confronted ber in the firvt part of the
eramination — grievous fuciel casmulr. The unhucky peryon had been
quirtened by u fur cheque from Katherine's father. After that the
new cosmeticlan set up praciics on ber own and guarded agwinst zny
ather nuch incident by simply turning avwar the kinds of faces which
mfuriated her, Her repumtion sotred. She became 'excludve’.
Surdﬂ]m,thmahlmiﬁmcjﬂun;dmw,tudhhpmﬂunm
door. They coukd not fall to meet. The two were socn wuch in sach
mhf:mmmr.ﬁmmthudnnmﬁmtuibyth:m
6ve and repulnve faces of unlikesbls women who wanted to look
Likeable. The other spent hiy days fighting the incroxing nauses that
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mrﬁin;bﬁwmhilmundﬂnbﬂtnjmdhduhmﬂ:ﬂlmdm
ltlﬂ:mmtﬂlﬂﬂhb{&tyﬂfhi:dimu;furhhmumﬂﬂ]ﬂh:ﬁch.

Irctumndfmmﬂﬂurdwithm]rmurumdtm:wﬁttr.hlui:,
withthumlhnir:ium?mmunht:d.wum]lrindt,ind:m
hdﬂll:dmtmm:myphmmﬂ;nmudinﬂxﬂthn
ntmurypbmu.!ﬂyhudm‘ﬂmd-njﬁmﬂ{mdu'tcmﬂ
trmhu-y.SmuﬂRfmnum:mmie“W:h;d-dmbkmddlng.
Itmkphmmph:;thrymxuﬂlnﬁthmwuﬂfngphnm-
graphs. T‘hcnn:mn-u{:mﬁtmhm.Hcmd-:ﬁdu:thath:
d{:ﬁyrnmmdmyfudhn:fwhhm,ﬂuth:didmbm
viukntlndmurdﬂndmthcmuquulcuh:hdmdhh
'lmch'uhemldducﬁhcthunlﬁﬂ-thqhudptuni.H:hjdl
pud-tnfurhhricwhichlm:mdunlytmwdl&nmmrchlﬂ—
hmﬂ.Nuhuiyquimh}cwwmtuﬁumStcphmmlum}mdin.
Dn:dqhwu‘ﬂmnrum'.mmhu&qitmmﬂﬂmnm
Stﬂﬁw%mhmmmmmﬁﬂﬁumm
mtc:l’th:mmtry.htuldim:rnidnth:dultinnﬂpmj:
riﬂu,a;mndu,pinuh.mmhmmﬂ[n:am.lnﬁﬂmﬁ
tﬂn;dmmﬂdhcﬂnh&mnth:umy,ltmmmmhcfmmy
Mtirmvuywdlmmmh-puddlhmﬁym.lnfm,ltm

Audmuumhuich,fmﬂngmﬁhiqlnn‘;ht.

Smnﬂimﬂltlxhknmth:wnm;pmphlumcﬂahtmd:.
In the wrong place ar the right thne.

Tcanm,mdhhhrmhq-.Prdublyu&dFrrd.

Thn:le:dnmnpdmin;qﬁmtmjm.mimmﬂﬂnk-
ing. That ktha! intedbecy,

And I gt the eeqie feeling,
Chris,

Christun.

Th:risﬁ:p&p}:arﬂvuiind}:mﬂ;hmﬂu.Thmwghtmbz
me. No — that ane. Fucking Chrint! Wil you st ap!

Iwuthlnkh;ufullthi:whﬂnwﬂﬂn;furﬁmn. My ciparenie
runlinu;lunlh.Tb:RmunCllhuﬂ:Clﬂmdrﬂmﬁ':mdlbmcm}
mlmnﬁm,%mlpm:dumyﬁuh&crm-rﬁmhulmﬂd
3

A

pmramlmmndf.mtd}ud:nfwhitchnr,ﬁmtmmihmwn
e7es. Black eyebrom—

Th:nmm]kn:ldmiy,ﬂ}mhtfuﬂ wearty the g, 1 ed
the door. We drove anuy. ’ e

‘What was [ eaying?’

I did pot ook ar her.

'Th:tciuu.uﬁnd."l‘hmrlrcnumds.'luid.

‘And quite dght, too.*

I grinned: *‘Crite.

*What's with you? She demanded,

‘Mothing.*

*Moods czn be gods too if you let themn,’ abe said. “They ahould be
doree sway with. Nick could pevey master his moods. He thaught jr'y

poeiry mﬁr:ym:umhfm:m’n.h[m't, Fou know, These things
for iwtence |,

She germred back at the Cathedlral,
';Il‘hnvcnnuu:imhiliwmm:mmmxh.m?m
e
Inuddnj.Tumcdd-nwnFmt:rﬁrmucwhmth:rhﬂ&:h:d:ﬂ
.
‘Are yom Shunh:-:l,hn-htm;lmm]tnc:‘

paranol:d ¥
Idn:km;hud.lf[mthm,ﬂhﬂm%ﬂtmbcﬂhmm
be? Moods,

‘Anyway, I'll be back scoq.’

Sh:wu:umh:fmln:nfdtdnkiu,lmchndh:rwﬂkjmuﬁ
th:tltpim[htir:ﬂd.nﬂnﬂmiu.lhcrkthﬂbq.llﬂﬂtﬂlumy
watch. W’h:tﬂ'lh-:hl:whm:dfup?ludjmu;l the rear-view mirmor

; 2 spek o iy colbar. T
dﬂﬁnﬂdj’[mkcdﬂnm.mrﬂmm.ﬂlﬂ}:diﬁm~ With
thnuﬁmtbnmh:.ﬁndfdu-i:hdnmd:m:dmydnnacinmc.ﬂr
hadmc?ﬂutmﬂgthmtudh:mﬂuchm:bmuulmwﬁul




'l waa thinking alond.'

Tt's like coltege,’ she wod an T diove asrsy. ’Vlnd.dhmhm]rl
firet degree, If you gredoste io it with hoooum you have th,
oppormunlty to research firther and further. My fnther, the ons wiy,
fucked e, he o ..

‘T don't want (o know.’

She wnfbed: paited my hand.

That's more pretive,’ she said. ‘Peropde never asert themmetyey,
Yoo cochd say vandalivm is & oonire course Lo assertivensss, A fy
throogh the window of the voud,'

We were aberat 1o pass by 2 Hamburger Joint,

"We'll kave It here,” she ald,

We walked bome solemnly. Marie was haviog o bath. T diadled the
policx: fram a aireet booth, | Ustenod 1o the distanc ringing. My short
period i arostenr drama moe o bacdy bere, I had only one {ine,
The e came.

*The stolen mind you are lonking for b junt bern verm by ooy 2on
prked In front of the Forater Hamborger Jeint'

I replaced the black phallue oo it techodogical tails and
thonght of the lethal packege Supm had 1efi 0 the boot. When [
remmed Susan wes oracking egge nto 1the pan. I warched ber
making them. The whole bouse felt storamge ss though it wanted o be
blown up like all hooses seem to do. To peed. Na, 51 was noe the need
bui the allece, Sowan bhad pot mlked foc some peronds. Frosming et
the spucering eggy. Wantog to muke them exactly 43 ahe abways
wanied them. Hard, dightly blackening at the edgee

Come on, cme on,' obe monered,

There was anly thres minutes before the Catberlrals came dowmn.,
And the mini exploded.

For the Arnt tme I notkeed the tioy beacds of sweat oo her forehead.
I enaesd my dowg collar o lirde. It was hot. | rood behind bher amd
kimed the top of ber hewd. Three minutes. My jeans and swenrT,
Huorriedly | took ofF my pobest’s gark. Dressed. Grabbed the cameray
! twced for my car, [ drove with cace. Parkeal. Arl walted. This
tyranny of WALTTTNG. It shoakd be blown ogcht oot of pecpl ea® Hres,
The cking 1dnking sraiting. At bus stops, railwsy statioms, wb-
wayn, wdfe lights, shop counter, teilets, ar the undermakeers. At.
At At :

o4

- 1 wan oot thinking of tuie orgeun when,
* the weird stringy, bat dow, panic from Stravinaky, Patticls hsd
"1 weoepted the joint T pesed oo to her and the odd:

The buge shatioring sound exploded dmultanasclhy from 1he

three dexfring blasts. Cawpoltng dangeroas debrrin i 2!l direc-

- poos. The inwtsnt the camera began to rofl. The iostamt the aricken
" purasn panic stampedod coumfugally from the explogom. . .. This
" wm fpaliy IT,

‘MOTHERFUCKING CHRIST!
agairs the backgromml of

"D you hamg wround for the eany fck
1 contemplnted her bare ooy, [ contemplnted the whobe party: Joe,

Fathry, Nick, Sumn, Stephen, eic.

From the corner of my eye I coukt see Siephen wnd Mare - on
oppotits wides of the room - and wondered when Stephen would
dechle to hare ancther atreck, Patmicia saw me snng up Stephen.
She belrd ber lower 1y with » wmall wet red tongue, hughed.

'He won't miod,” the wadd.

And squirmeed up xpainy me.

Macks woex viaricg riraighe at wy. I eexily felt that she could ser
everrthing incduding the locked deawes in my brains. Patdca’s
high againet my thighs. Her full fim brearn demanding soyhum om
ooy chest. That month poised and wet. Foised o0 kiss my Ups and
m::?:m_vmdr_ Soek my balls, The pose firm like s Hkeatde, but
tmid, evection. And the eyes alresdy Lqodd, burning for the {otion,
No. Onpe did pat feck her for her face. There were mumy facrs Hke
beers. It was the body, That all-womem's body, pressing enticngly,
teasiogly, but carnaty aginst m=. With Marie's ryes rediating a
bethal Black sunlight upen Patricis mmd [ Mane's eyes blazing fully
upon I'T. Patricin hod mken my o frpelbed erection into ber mouth,
! warivelled w0 my toague lnped into her cuat, my one hand found
4 breawt, and the other one el Jamped ber debcious throat 1o my
swnllen und oaly ides.

Befoce 1 temporarily blscked out to everyihing 1o do with the
whole party, I had one suddm vixion of Stephen, with Marie cog-
toried mmderneath him, o revedaton of flmb in the wildly pumping
distovricoms of her wilk dren

When Patricta snd T carrie 16 and prered cuotiomaly roand, 1t waa

b




disco¥ 1 irs — alsc coming o
— armanged io pairs
a2 ﬂmmmﬁhm?ﬁtrﬂdhﬂlmgﬁmumckm

andm' i nnmuﬁnus]y as iropical as a fart -

i — strident, squesky, yrt 54

- dunJlmdru:ti.:m].:a:slgrr pulled at ':ihc manth u!’ the house until lips, at

E Fi;hﬂd into & shespish smile, burst 1nto hu,ghlc:‘jG "
REE'-Lt m?. HEALTHY WHOLEFOOD FUCKIN' LA HTER.

Christ.

Ten
B it t E s T T T PO N ————

The ugly fact. Erect. Oozing a black light. Plunged. Hesved. Lip
down. Up down. Smiling an ensmiling authority. Fucking the ugly
fact of the street, Concrolled jeta of moonwhite water spurted from
the desolntion’s wrenched-open mouth. Thoughts chat crack Jike
nuts in the explosion of a raindrop, The rough shinmer of renston
speeds from the past towards oy vantage point. Assaulting me with
the dust and gric of ancestors, dinossars, pterodactyls, Showers of
premonition. The utmost and edge. Struck the ear, With bestial
fact, Secing & sneer where human lipa shape themselves inm a
purposcful smile. Way down there on the [ooming platform. Fuck-
ing and sucking the air with specch. Wordchisels which chip the
marble listener, Carving him into the new image of Austerity s
Wealth. Spreading che thighs across my groin, Heaving. Up down.
Squelching spintled words into the many cared cunt. Austeriry.
Austerity. Austeriry. These dryb ritnless streets, the tainted wsphalt
of means that have no end. But austerity. Screwing the shit oai of the
cowering air. Here and there, cyes glaze over in widenwake stupor,
Up down. Crunch the feet of soldjers. Austerely. Stiding. The
microphane derper and decper pushes into the dark Lips. Speechify-
ing. The ugly fact, Suddenly oozes. Flanked by Ministers. Licking,
The blunt and abrupt cheer, Fucked into astonished silence. Down
there in the towering sky, a bright disc blazes. Nerves, Moods. A
palpable gloom. Blacker polished night. Revealing dentures. The
dazzling eharkgrin words. Sounds thet are afl surface and have no
inner mesningful core. Thesr ugly fact, bludgeoning e2rs. The S[RCe
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above our heawds w8 hoge magnifring gham, Hdd the leos
magntified bry the memperidng mennce of the Lesder’s Addren. The
tollet rolbs stmck the platform the Inxmnt the first shots eag out.
Egg, tomtaroey, bags of floor, denmires, offigles, struck the one-
rophores. Struck the Lesder's bawtily ing beck. The
camera whirred. The Hood and bodier of bodiey amd bullen
whthed. Erupied upwmnd with one lethal sheer wound, Broke win-
diovrs, Srombed telephone bootbr. Set on Bre aay Hsmmable thing.
Snerring the shitinto Anusteniry. Smesring the sordid sonbight scroa
the sky, Troncheona, roflas, nicks, tones, botiles fodked beahed

. Drew in their breath to exped the tal

Opporrunity’s wintdow, Pounding sy with feet of fright. Hoorled.
Shoved. Spit. Shat. Ansterity, Shouk history’s shirdfront, The
knuckles baynoel-ripped, oozing vison.

Tearing the arthrids out of the sireet’s fingers.

The heart's placard » void displaye.

Thar ptimed vecuom of “Why not?

I drive it home through treets ravaged by the howling stompede.
Drump the camerzs. Drive it bovoe unnl, hke sweat, it begins to coze
cut thrigh my pores. Macke drgs oot of the hor the ugly remeant
of our chifdbood, Sepousty. 1 procrsstdnete. Wearlly, And in the

irt from ewch other. Talklng. Becanse of the vrgent

te mle. That fucking consdener. Why oot Her nipplo.

i s pale the eyen dmsodye m |t Imvigbie.
enred, Clorged with foxight. Rmdating & tomd and unllinching
ity. mouth, Marie. The mooth. With wgw underneath,
Moring. Nut listening @ the sqoelched divgunt of the water. Fnow-
ing that a dirmnt sentimentality hed pot been folly cresed, [n spalie of
the demoos, The mental urrender 1© 8 lethal pepetraton. Cuoch.
Awlkward, fucking ity the baith, Infecting her. Lovingly. Smning at
her unstaring face thinking of the fearfnl scrom out there. Banging

importumiely ac the stont memory. About to unlesh the mging
kntet Into her, The epdless mckening sweetnets. The moat, diymal

rwiftly chknched spom. Nowhere w0 ook bt the wothbnnbes and
pmares and the mirror with i wrioklsd verdons of oar faces. Ah,
Circe. The pigs that coen were my hopes. The refowm! e & cm-
sciouy death. Hushing beads in. Fiming watercannan. Booting in the

o

tky 10 wreck all ilhudon. Moving. The mind from miles aheed
watches the interlocked bodies writhe. Moving. Thrinj;..dguumd the
nnﬂirmtu,Thmmmd:‘[ﬂmhhiLThcbuﬂmcfthdrwiu—
u-lchiﬁhmtmuﬂm.hmmhhﬂn.ﬁ:nnkn,ﬁ:im]rﬂm

alrendy mexsuring
winch all life swiom. Undernesth the m Urpuniring towns,

dies, nutions, united padony, Unfoldimg towels. Tunre the bitter

mm-unmdmmﬁcdhuthcrulﬂmmnu.cﬂnnﬂlm'

mm#&ﬁmﬁmuthmnmh.ﬂmﬁm:gﬁ
lnitﬂﬂllhtﬁtmhubrﬂu.mwmltmﬂd}ndhu
umt.!mdldhmmﬂ:myﬂlnmmunmj;htuﬁtuxnhnt
lh:tlllﬂinm[ﬂm:prmmiﬁm.Thj:[mq:ﬂntdmﬁm
:rnp...th:i:muulh:aggguﬂ.mhdjrinp, Summondng

gctdrmk.Thcmruﬁtymdmnk,ndidIydmnkmﬂufurfu]
okoClons frem teachens, peiers, Ananclers, sidiers, pigs
Jeaders, Joe beld forth. Talk, wlk. Talk was the viros, the deing,
dluydruk.ltmﬂnin;mxnwidﬂu&u-didlmlndjnlmﬂu
ﬁm]rmqn. Mogey. W’nhlnﬁldrd:rulr.tnbcmuj:in;[imnﬂd
ithe executoos. I haod it over. owing the door mofily behind the
rematkable fact of Sordid joe's bounded experiment. The miles of
dcnﬂ:ummtdm.%dhguﬂnamminimwm-

The shit sreaming throegh the fomarment. Dyenchin
thuet would set it on fire. g the rpark

99




Raviog of 2 mamicg ¢ between bewven and hell ]

A N lnbs n gl he bk o B 0

ing blindi mat 1he int . Marde creeps ou .
m.lmﬁ%ﬁﬂ.mmm&hnm:pm
bag in Nicola’s hands,

Gedignite,” st savy.

Shcnu.:.igdzh tly mozel Mght. 1 wideopen oy
uﬂlﬁnﬁﬂ;.Hﬂp&dtﬂdhﬂtﬂds}mﬂﬂbﬂdﬁcﬁh.T}rﬁm
ﬂmnmthnurnhr-:iniuutm:mmdnp:cfnnunﬂmdﬂni
tmile. Bighteen, and akready wedged undermeath the
sounch of pain coming out of her were those irritated (lat statenenty
dmmmdnglﬂutiﬂﬁﬂlrj.mtbmtﬂuurmmhklmd}mq:u
wuth:nu:himmmh;u]]duﬂny.luﬂrpdpdjpmmdmi
mtdpmpk':hud:mmnhulh:m.Unﬂ:rmthm:}mgd{lb
:kim,m:ﬁghdjluckni_hpthnmld:_uddmhqnﬂdmtmd:

. . : feed
bnﬁlth!:ﬂ.Thﬂmﬂdmptu:::ﬂ!hltﬂlhdhﬂ,mlﬂ[ﬂhﬂ

progoant. My gun churn over, thinkiug suddenly hm-r_umul, un-
fumd,mqmmmpmhummmmfm?ﬂﬂ
tainted whar loaddes peered oot through sl my sensea, Chromcling
shit. And now, warped and twisted into some sringene desire that

cartied cumeras, fucked Marie, wrote, watched Soem blow up
thngt,ﬂﬂ.ﬁmincfind:ﬂmhkdumicd}mhmmklmmy
brxi with @ Lo and loa iodeent impact. Eifn, that [mmanem
Mind,mchuiﬂt:lirhxgmlumtdniﬁmmm.h{umht-
iog. Again and agsin. E.lﬂnguc:min;hfuxhjrwrudiu;mrﬂmiu
mﬂLDﬂdﬂ;d.nnhmiu:iuuﬂythfcmum_.mmnﬂi-
[h}:i.um.Thcml}pu-uanndtﬂmnuium.MlkmgN'muhmd
fnmni;hrmnttu:ﬂ;hunuc.inuhi:hlﬂrﬁnﬂmdmnuullﬂilh:
Fmd of buttons that controlbed her every _ﬂ:mughl. word, deed,
impabe. She waa pow convinced that something OF KIKIHIE DO
ved her body. Some devil who hs! walked fn. Some telepathic
-ciniunpimtnhcmd::hndmmmimﬂm:muunkm:bk
sin. Invariably, this ficnd took the thape of ber father. . . And she
wmldmck.bhlpbam,hudnbm:lumluuth:km;dmdnd

[oa

wurlélmdhm‘mdd:cur,tm.ﬂdimphuﬂum:’:hndiuwdu

- ovety one could at kst bl some of the shit reality out of exisience.

Nmumm.%mmm.ﬂutmlyu:hpma.
Chrin, That stlnkdng mtelbect, And wbe took out ber puree, A
joint. Paased it arpound. Absractedly. As thoogh e wan oo righte
there before me bt was the fafnt conracted thing cotted tightly deep
fndde me. Commyg out alrendy blackened at the edges. Offering the
nmindblowing cigaretee. Behind which gowing polat my mind
1thoaght; refusiog m focns on poything bat the coneoming effecn of
space ard tme. The thousand peperats perepectives from which
1o vhew the poiot of & zeedle. The mubking of o story. That Hmdt-
by impuedble photographic cwmy. Toad Tiod dewn. The
whole rsicutally oroding de meied of my existene. By

The moon, unshesthed, ginted. Ay cold ava gl com na fridge.
This glgantic incredible thonghe. Emaradng from the baoldings,
fiveny 1he blaxing strectlights, from the shadowed hgures burrying
m ad fro. Like &2 hunk of mock within my braim. In odpey

cottiny. Geindog. The tsut skoll abott o sharter. & Baod reached
ot ’

Hesl

And did roond my wadbdt, Susan. AT Lt up like magoesium burn-
[ng. She l=d me to her borrowed motorbike. Endrmed. Butas abe &
abuouit to rhde it, this voice yanks her off with & curse. Black leather
facket. Metal studded. Grimded head with squinting eyes, sbrupt
voee, mumth an ouireged rradghtline. Cardcatore, ooy oand wid. Bat
Swmn had wrencked bersedf from his grip and now coofroated him.
Shocked, Burping with weger.

101




“Thwi's my bike, lady.'

The Man's vosce high pitched. With ehectric wires peeled naked.
Obviously a pose, Daogerous ot wo what.

Sumn hed mid oothing. Frogem with contempt. Stating at this
specimen, who owned thingy and (o0 alarmingly, said, “Thet's my
blke, lady.” Male, Christ.

Before | had registered his firmt reeling grune of pain, abe had

siruck him again and sgain and there be way o her fest, Merding.
Stunmed, The shock sarng up into ber deep black anger. Cracked
bry bher her! Dackwardh, the nerk ing back. The cwift manincal
inteBigence of ber fury engulfed him o though {n s sidcen blisrering
trphiocn, When later T desgged her off, he o8 onrecognizable.
Soll conscous. Spiding te=th onte the grovod. We did oot bok
bk,
Micods et in Frome of the fre peerimg unflinchingly tato lts botiew
core. Tears rreaked deswn ber cheeks, Marie ad aken down the old
ukelele, She was doging. Soem tock one look at Nicols and shouted
at Marie to 'STOP, STOP IT." And Ml hugged caresserd Nicoda
who throudvs st there confrontimg the redhot embers for a flame
of reality. Exes vinging, Soman dapped Nicols hard. Onee. Twice.
Threr umer. Bot mdll the gel ot there, arying allently into the Are.
Tha wideopen eyes had o hurdd brilbwmes, Cold snd unwinking.

Wrung oot dry, those texrs and fears. This grown-up ailence that
srvuged the hodse with its experiments. This forcver Tmion oul
there with it peccboots, gaa, bullets, phlegratc pogrome., Sanewing
the brwine tghily oo Nicol, (lalmiog the shit from Susan. That
enudlesa winding eheet. That aboond, T tried o see §t. That peonfiesa
barefoot distance, without shelter, glittering with well-daid-oat

thorms, Lives spluttered, backfired, Broke down. In thar cold -

urrwinking hour, And raged with a bivter point through Nicoh's
aerves, throogh Sumn's meniscel intelligence, through Chris's
epat-rut ahit. I had ween him, Cheis, siom{meoisly detonanng
venon and lesping astride 2 gay canisier o1 ihe Square, Chronicled @t
down an cold imwinkng flm. Nxuseated, Focked. THxilled foc the
Lt ngly droplet of rediry. Leaping axtride exploding gas canisters.
Ragimy. Scushed adde by vigllant troncheon. Reedimy. Al the sky
ackew. Lerting loosr 3 poonch that emacked the pig’s facs inie the

bk of the vicnll. Saggering. Didy wrawhing a pervpective fram-
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the teeming mrmisl. Roaring,
ctunching ont of the mdlée, i
ticking the barton from his shin,
An optical trick of fying efbow and
and u red piflar of chon

demonsoation. Sirtlng there, eyes
acrimotiionrs facr of Law

That's us,’ Nicals said, sddenly,

Startlirg Susan wnd 1.

Shthtdmuhnihﬁmmtdth:;ﬁumimgimﬁcﬂ H
curled wnerrainly. Her skirts lﬁlﬁiui. i
siretchel out h:th:p. A b i i ¢
lStq:I?m: i .Ihukuiqukﬂ]uhiﬁ.ﬂmthzuttmmhf
l}f. :ru“whcd:dﬂnunmduqnmd}rdumm, Making me muddenly
ware 4 t:]::ch.-dl}wmtrmnlutbwlLThmbmtcmd

qnmmT‘p:nhnIcthhﬂiunwﬂchth:E{mkSuﬂisht
umprm:mdym.ﬁﬂ_linmddn'brm:hufllhickmd
Lh:thtdhamdudfurqmtyrumhmiuwcutlnm]r
oewy and thinking thoughts and
km:htk:nnrm:dl?lhudﬂndn

mtm,lﬂfh;nﬂjym:fﬁmmﬂmdmiumism
and cutting, Yidding culy to the Freposicrous inevitable ond.
thh?mHM{D?dTlﬂ.Mbmhlfxtmldl}ﬂﬂbtﬂiﬁz,Tﬂ
tppall. To astound. To ignite into acrion such &

lhnc.FDr_wimLhrrtcnuldbcmtudmg' ~N-::-1:1:rtlrl]:l1:ll1£n4;a.‘J:n-ru::l.w_rh'm-m-::l;
f:lrmﬁnckmcﬁnmth:hlindﬂrduficmjn:dnmtnwmtuﬂ
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rplm.ﬁpimtﬂmml-dﬂ—ﬂcmtudmmdmfnﬂhiwuxnﬂnun
mere and 1ol impessivity. A fewrful nge, bimding. {'mtc:nrun:
revithion, convoling, But under a firm marml Maciphnel and
maniscsl cemtrel of nerves. And setion. ]

‘Mo, Mireis, that's noi o3," Susan obd mpatently. )

And she was right, Fﬂﬂdﬁnﬂllﬂdhﬂ!nt?'ﬂl:hlmmd
mﬁﬁq{um:bmﬂmmdmt‘hppmmﬂ.ﬂuﬂhtk
Sunlight Organiztion existed ~ publicly and even privately to the
S-pcci:leimdlﬁ:mdlyfcrm,Th-ﬂtmtmlyth:mdluu
&qmmtnﬂldtﬂumﬁuﬁumwhthmmdﬂ}mmhﬂm
menbery. Niek. Nicola, Sman. And to rretch 2 paint, myself, Even
Lhtvuymmz,ﬂﬂﬂmniukc.ﬁiknﬂu&juﬂhj.mmdmm
(of. Orificas). Black Sonks Organize. To atrophy cursclyes with a
BSO label was shit. T had in 2 moment of drunkm empathy with
Chris coined the thing about Heck sunlight and of coorse be had seen
the other ple of that Dlimfing light, Not thet he did not know
whateyer mher dde there o, he said. Hiecopped. T wes wying w
grt kit (o explain how e had wpiked me cut of my hesd and with
what kind of dope on oy fird three dayw ot Trevil's Eod. Flogening
hin pecklace of booes and teratching underneath hiy denim shirt be
had said:

Just something I picked up from a peychiamisn.’

I bl demanded that he elabormre. .

“Well, it wann't bypoods, though of coorse there iv 2 blind side 10
that,' he had replied.

And pused tee winsakin,

I drank, watching him. He had come through s long way, Even
now — watching Soean and Nicola watching the TY pewn — | wor-
d-:r::tH;dh:rullymd]cun:Lhmush?hmldlffnmhrt_Ln,
spikaxd with rapids and catarscts. There were so many falie ropuog
and watering places. Had we all come through? 1 wey wre of
Kl[hﬁdn:,[mlur:{fﬁunn.ﬂulﬂutm:ﬂ.lmmtm'glﬂ

really roglster in my inmermeost being nothing of all this thar was
happening? It was impossible, T conkd feed the inexorble rot gradu-
dly merding in the marrow of oy booss. A durk pencil-thin dm
sround 1he abyss waa the dream's edge. It reached out memory’s
wwifi cooma, poling with & cutdog perception. Nick bad ooce
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writes; “The goddbpeaking rver/Towerd the wer Jark/Floods the
ceiury/And my heart into the vold/The Bngering optimiom pours.”
Wan i like that? Seeing through brafnblood thos journey™s majectary.
Dreamiy bayooct-rdpped. And every endden gance merts in mid-
flight the Worm's yorer. 15 was not Like dhat. Even for Nick when we
lked endiendy into the night. Talked of what marrowed him with
mortality. The FEufnl rosds that eondlessly Tack 2 man's omesn
Jewtinatbons. (That Time spent in the playgroand before the futal
knel.} That probability which coraies the Furore's glam, How
what I xm, and will be, death creared long ago. The knuckles of those
converaztont bruised oy vioon. Burer oot of me, fighting, creets
fallemy. He did not know the fire and the hurt. He could not go with
the lyre and 1he net. He coald not touch the lips and mirth. Bot aw
everywhere evldence of maeptodoeas. Mastodons, Fresth from the
origmul mud. He waruld woddenty exclaim:

Ak mhar corenack
Eracad from Lhe air
Brighe bayr!

And dwell on "This revelation/Of absent thinge/Suddenly prescnt/Tn
a bresst long doce bruken'. And suddenly unecrew the ket and with a
bitter guiety exhewt mre ta:

Come and moith mocken

Fuck cxivtence owt of sockst

This nals thy that erenches our wky

That pals dertiny owr Last sigeificant mirute.

Bat be was, within the burning bush, cold; within the fiery creation,
meaninglo. ATl the roaring significance be heard was a throat sore,
u belly empty, a brain thinking it was & brain. Unenily ke soakl
trandiy e with a wet but dismond sye:

Can wisdom reraick ot mey itck
Thir blatan: exintemce that reeks of sworrooy




In the mind"t pood
Ary moon omd
Good 21 Edm thod
*Faing marg] moud.
But even at be listened 1o that *Sound oace dropt/In thoughrs abrupe
ulnd'-nhm:ﬂpihnndlbhjdmdkiuvhtfdtiuhimnﬂlhﬂ
Tobdiere nothlag/Ta what the
glasses and o my own things 1o
with, all the ngeny of bramblood. Al night through.
ﬂn:uﬁydlcmtmﬂr:.lututhtm}}m&ndhhdcwhul[ktd
muﬁmin;ndidnmmHIrMUm:tuﬁutpnuhnlt:[yburnmt
Iiﬂlgunﬂk:iml;hnwhidlﬂkkwuld.inlmﬁ.fu:mﬂ]ma
down and kook ot hey as thoogh at the heart of gendun, | liked
I He wan so mich, then, what Ehad been when | was hivage. And
I conld nrderzand too well why Paricis kept him at a hideous
distance and torturcd him in the anly sckening way she knew. But
Spphen cookd pot stand Nick, *He's wet,” Stephen would wry.
gy do’ wet” In w way [ agread with that rerdicr. But with &
feeling of being nojou. That was it Nick abways eonbarramed me.
e was too transparently innocent, Ax I hed never really been.
Even Chrks, in his own sulled way, was pellocidly innocent. But
his wao the kiod that in the ¢winkling of wa eye epits oot a gloer. One
of thicke dexdly Tialinn flick-knives. Stashing e throat. Hit moods and
worth — howeyer milied — were abwn like that. Thar deep, cumgsd,
upidtdwuinumm“chmlumﬂ;htmdmﬂthmt
caring the slighieet shit what wrong and right are.
‘Hyve & mint,’ Susan broke in.
The TV news had ended.
Same hloke wis omking predictions about the weather.
Ides of March. o -
Nicols had taken out 2 book with the title Unkinging the Mind.
The rocm was comfortably watm. The fire low. The only sounds
were Suwan opening the packet of mints and the werd st from the
westher-predicting televizion. All the other rooms of the hoose may
ay well ot have existed. So crecping dlent were they. Marie had
takem up the uksdele. She wan fingering it withour playing. Nicols
{ooked st Somp who smiked wnd oodded. .
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‘Play ecrnething, Mad=" Nicola said.

And m the soft tinny sminds begam (o blend fnto coe enigmatc
meindy, I turned down the volume of the TV and sprawled on the
rug with my hewd o Swoin’s lap, How changed she was, this Susan.
It was ot an outward visble trandformathon. But something remo-
ter, unplayeble, 3 sizingent finely wdged giterng. Perhaps it e
the room. Contadning e+ it didt the culm rpecische - almost domerdc -
dthmthcruﬂmwllhn;mmhiwhmcrmlmmdtﬂm
were inextricably bound up with the shattersd Sesh aod minds thar
e our sepwrate charecters. TFinmly. Bleodiog with Mare's
Hmcksiﬂmyhmvwrmdﬁnim But the wes oot really wing-
1og. She way speaking to hermlf, sypeaking in accompanimens of the
ukelele. Saving:

“You koow abomt changdinga? | feel them afl 1he time. Ag
though we were all chungelingy and not exmcily what we appear
be. Thar's what I waa trying 1o sing to Nicol. There’s so much
ww-mmﬂmmmhm~Mﬂm'

indefinable was mken out of uy . Don't yoo feel
that sometiney 008 lous 10 7

I could have seid I fele like chat al) the tone. I coald have said thar’
bow everything seems to be. Mott of the time. The ghastly anp-
e thet waa lwiays theye, The fecling of having died and yer ot
really died, of berr one had been subtracted frum all that makes life s
living experience. 1 conld have id it wms the fear indde me of 2
worid whese changes wonld never include a change for the better.
Like hearing in the maddke of the night 1me phantom Sgnre moving
about hammering nwily into all the thingy one had learnt 1o ke for
grented. DHscewering how (afimitely 2 human comditon s was.
Hammeriig nuily mio 1 coffin in which the image of w whole hivton-
cal pothon lay with ity arms crosted over jts breast. Hammering nacls
tnte the dog-—grwwerd patm of Jezsbed's kand . And the blood atream.-
ing erernsdly in the irmament, with nata single drop to save Fauson
froen the boor at hand . All 1hds which way appening out therein the
prim ourdde of oo thooghts and modions wes appomching
pearer and nearer to the unrefosing mortality of ot -1 could
ity tivowe harve conrineed myself chat it was nothdng to do with oa than
harre hypnotized mywelf inoe belfering thai every wehe out there was
my ache apd every bayonet flashing {n the sun oy bayonet. I cookd
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have thrown up my hards in disbelief, parried sll qoestions and
happenings with Pilate’s question: What is truth? These incredfble
drusrions which this creaticn makes pomiblie, Bur all this
tod nothing o do with the mmall lightning that flashed waddenly
from the touch of Sosen's bamd on my mdex dnger. And there waa
the thunder fncredibly nnooiling end mmeviling down ta the Dt
tenctril in the inoermsost cellnlar workl. Matthew Arnold’s sl wd
ronmc sermred m have cowsed utierly, leaving us the sole inheritor of
a sdlowo-dirlniog wasieland. Here wros no pilgoim's progress, oo
mythical Svyphis bound forerey 1o pmb Bis rock, oo Promebem
borfing deflance at Zems even aa be wwichew the vohures sogorgs
thermelves on his clodned body. Ah Chris. And there we were,
Somm, Nicola, Mare snd 1. I had never Klled before. Bai killing
ruddenty sermred cmly & stuall {reekevancy to the interior Rappendogy
of the hoose. Bar they were mudimalubly connecied to what waa
happening our theae. However ephemenally. We had T smuppose
talked and behwrod ouceelres Into o mood whose shadow woukd
slwwr ootgrow e No looger conld we reghrier the temperntore of
the biood in ourselves. The readmyg of the instmets and archetypal
triggera. We bl 30 glven oorsedves up for Lloat that there wis only a
mennlnglestnes which perhaps cybernetics conld trace on & grape.
At the same time the thoughts that conoolled oor ferdings were oot
thowe of where siradghiines come from mor where they go, Thers v
Do centre either, no drounfersnce, bat g3 it were spiradling nebmlee,
galarics beyond palooes, exploding wikdly sarteard, horthog seay
wwardy the moredible infinge that Lay beyood the bovodanes in
which we had lingered.

And [ pemembered. It was raining thet day. The coup d'dat had
ke, The Alr Force had targely been boyal and had brooght dowa,
or driven off, what few bombers bad actoally fipned out agsdont the
ciry. I crawled oot from uoderieath 2 mas of concrets and girdens
which bt mirsculousty stopped short of killing me. I could wee o
one che m the whole length of thar guptosthed wreer, Drust amd
Mood andd v — fear—rwreat — had caked my body aod it was
uncomfortetde o my dinty pam. I got my bearings again and found
the place where | had hidulen my ruckaack. As I hitched the wreech-
edly hexvy thing onto oy teck, the mmoke and flames crackliag and
poiting the gaping windows and doons oo ather dde of the neet
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d]am:dthcﬁrwﬁhmludmuuhlchu-mn There way somnething
uumn:cmm]rnm-u_]ibw:it. With the camers | had ahot o8 runch m
Idar:d;mgﬁnttmmuttigmmtfarﬁmidm. At the back of my

ty.
;:'mxrh.md.:tr:mhi.'h:h-cll.nid_
]tuudlmdfmhtdﬂwmbmmld,ﬂhndnhadnmimuﬂy
qﬂﬁmhmmcﬂuddr:uhlﬂnlplmdm:h}ukdwhnh'
bim. While he drank | unstrapped the ID
ook o1t my cammetes and typewTiter to
omck. T took off my wet

iu:hyqﬂng:ﬂﬂl:frymdﬂmm&udnglhd:munmbm

mﬂhnllnn.fanmm:&klnmjwhmdhnn-hed.ﬂlrd:mtﬁmu
brukthd:ulll,kiﬂﬂ-nitdi:m,mdu:nlh:i:n:m.ﬂth:rmlmm
eat their yoang too. mah:h.ndnimtllk:dufhuw:pn-uttmu
abumnmdnﬂuuﬂchmhnmuu{,inth:umcm,hum
popolaticrs w0 that starvanon caneot ooy, Hoor she had talke|
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Inalligence i not an end but developed becanse of 13 aduptive
mmm.m,mﬁ.hmmmbﬂmlprmﬂ
feelings and external objectx. Culmre ways of usng the
external environment o sutisfy physical and memol needs, be they
Iimntmdpqin,lppcdmmdwnﬂum.&rm;mdrqrndmm,
She had begrm to talk Like that as snon 2 it became dear we were pat
pi[:tu‘hithdl,oﬂfndl‘.ﬁh:hldqumulkuthmm
peeded 30 obwerve herself dindeally from afar whenever 1 was in her
. A cultorl wysem, abe sadd, must shape the behavloor
of o moltpllcity of individoals s that it forma & comdstent
whul:,fmuhl:mth:mniﬂ]tﬁh:uﬁm.ﬁmﬂmum:dfmm
Oxford 1o find the cuhure sod the sociery of my coantry broken
dnwn,rqh:ndh]runnufxmmihnun,ﬁ.:ﬁunmd&nm.l
coubd hewr Blanche wyiog: “The breakdown of cultorms makes
the provieon of enrTMnment (eren war) 3 peceaity. Yew, bad
circobrdon.” :
In many ways Nick was very llke Blanche, Hoth hed the same
termured irreproadble intelligence, the 1ame, as it were, nnrepenteat
ardtode rowards ‘reulicy’. Bat 1 wes mo sware of bow painfol and
sordid the struggis was foc him. Hi firn poblee poetry reading was
hin Lest. It was a1 the Intitnre of Technalogy. Hiv bt - for all stonce
it berame clear the rodents were out for iy blood, They objrcied o
the ‘vulgar words', the unigreligibdtity, and they aserted that
‘workery did po1 wwlerstand him and his modernirie European
manner’ . The yepomous dectricity in the hall finally — | had never
wen him lows his 1emper — macke Nick retoer: ‘T am sstonished at the
sudlence’s ignorance. [ did oot sapect such a low cultura leved
among you, Those who do oot underymnd my work are simply
Ukrerate. Ooe momt kearn,' A brick was thrown. Soon all was pao-
dermanium. Nick, vigtly concured by the experience retreated into
himelf, triad micide, fuiled, and horled himself moce into the
writing amd the poliicul work. | encoursged him to give private
rescdings st my bouse. There | would gmber his fends and my
{rlends, drizking beer and wpaking cigareties, the room thick with
mlk and resoanding with informed argument. At free there s a0
Hement of play in It all; buz this wes soon vipptanted by firmer
enniis, wiromgsr fes, more agoofred snd anguithed wedf-
quemioaings. Becutse his poenrs were in Engliah and not In oar qwn
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lenguuge his derractory — and there were many — sxsocired him with
an intellecrual conservatism i spdte of his revolutonary (his cwn
mesning) subpects. [t was all g far cry from his yoong days when such
movementy a8 cubisn and futuripm were leaping like fire from
toavgue (o tongue. We then were dred of chornomyg out bt and peeces
for the rourfsr and snthropology market — Hlanche’s racker - bar
there wers no guidelines, ooly this vant rooo end oeed for experi-
et Apd experiment, of course, had the face of negritude oo those
ot the: bft and the brotishness of 3 pasing fashion o those on the
right. Brt he was happy, extoling dr ke of danger, the habit of
energy and valour. The catchoords were: courage, sodaciry, wnd
rdxlim:Thcwb}n:umtfctwudmuﬁm,fnﬂilhﬂﬂphmm.
mmnm,mw,mmmmmﬁaﬂm.m
the Imfinn Marinetri bad proclaimed: Poetry iva cruel attack aguins
unknown forcm In order to compel] them to bumble themweho
before man.' There way no bamty apart from conflict. There were
I0 murterpieres without aggrendon, Synuar, the sdvexb, and punc-
roation marks wrere (o be abolished. Portry Bad (o be 3 coatmumis
ruccesdon of imagmy, New imsges. There were no such thingy as
elegant snd wulger e, Tomdigon, whick esdoviletes imeges,
knew no privilege, or ditinoion. The principle of sudmom dis-
order was the soke functhon of order o & poem. And Nicola, in
tHimnph, sdded that fn order to artye one must gve op melligibdlicr
for it is oot pecessary o be understood. Wordy [iberated from
punchuanon rediate ooe ppon another and croms their varioos
oogrietiemy, following 1har pwn cootnocas dynamdsm. He waa
off Uke » shot. His derractory bellowed oot thet he wes merely
mirreing the fashicrabe or somime movements in Europe and

‘Changelinge,” Marle wn taying on her ukelede.

Of cne of hin brsehest detrachors, Nick mid: 'T do pot kvow how Lo
:muchlmi:mhn{n;mnthlutdhjlpuetr}wuﬂhpﬁbﬂdﬂn:.lth
o & great imperfection to wrilte versen badly bar it is & lack of
fudgement in blm ot 10 have folt how onworthy they were of the
glory of his narme.’

Nick wan bere quoting Monbogne's soviament about Cioero.
hu:tilmtnmshmb:lickmtu}m;tm’ugﬂm;uﬂ}:nhd:
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Thar plangen: fedling of sdi-dogust.

Riring from beyond the rim of the unknown.

With deuth only a drop of Hoeod away. Giving, giving unresa-
vedly. Sncked the grey matter of our braine it a mestgrinder which
ground our shisdows to (he sound of Stravinaky. Thar dead oarch.
Thase raint woglng. This Uving Jazz whose eJbow iv the horn. What
nights, inxider, what nigbts! Deep down in the sky, pecring a the
ourdds of & emr. Cool spilert in grimy corpers sipping sbadnthe.
Spinnlng gigantc webe of small is tesutiful. At our feet, the city
s with Greflies. Paosnoia. [o own woimb. These sraiting rooms,
detention centres, police stacons. The koivee and dagger-thrusa of
that kmg, long #=art. The goricral soands berome poetTy. That short
w-lkmﬂlcmﬂm,mﬂylntimllﬂlmn;huwy.()njynnmn;fcdiuq
AWAY. Mn::in;:ﬂd::m:.imndyuundfnhichdjdm{mm:mtuf
the womb wirly yurl. Thess who wear their sheletony an the ootsdde.
E:pncd:]lthdrmﬂn;lif:mth:nrdiumﬂmapcithdrm
madness. Teaching me to unwiap the bandage of cynicizm and
reval eyes s long bound by it. But there is nothing to be seen excepd
rined cities, minds dissrsed, pamatroopers dropping i thoomnds
aut of the unmeving magnifying glass of the sky. These changelings
that in Meree's aoag ccoupy 1he fme of our imagination. Thor darp
red eyes glint with a poison redder than nerves. Are they that bong
lmmufmthltdmwnumuplih:lbtdpmnf?Th{irﬂnmcd
and rwisted physiodogy an mdescribable oy liverish roofe. Remipdy
me of Bomehe. Her cyen und lips and body wnd every whim of the
windy blrwing ioto my fsce was & wosmin experienie. A rny
sheen sprnning around the wn, With no money worth ineczing
sbout, Intemse poetic mumlas, concussed into existence by the colli-
doa of ilkeim and reakity. As i one's own bridn and fedings were
budn;wiﬂ:jnmﬂ{h:rpcrm.Ercry:inﬂ:mcmdmmd:
mrhm;qui:m?cmmimpmignmdu_ﬂuchiugmtmmuphm-
s gnd creation of my own imaginaton. The insider, silbooerted
agaimt the black blinding sunlight. The vas inner empliness seck-
ing 1o keech upon the obacnre cimls that exint our there. A rerenous
state of feelimg, the world cutlook. And | ece myself for he kraken I
wias. Still dopping with the contugon of the deepest seabed. Thohue
and essence of wnity. Incestnouy. Mountelny and hills of her ranged
acrost my vision. The ame ancient and sedimentary cra s my owm
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feeting and thoughts. History™s Micrynerasy. This desire m expose
];h:‘wmmhuttmlmdmddn:!hnom:u. No mote were noctirnal
Eﬁu_m}mcummmbcmmdinﬂnm:qdpmm
mm@u,mﬂmmhﬂhﬂmﬂnztmrkmmmﬂw':fm
Th.:m-]ynmdprqmimr,:drmhxmﬁmn:dinnmt
mqumum,hﬂﬁhlﬂnnmdhmqm&udywhkhm:ﬁmnnpd
hmumhurﬂ}mﬁthqmﬂ}:ﬂn‘ybuhbhnﬂutmhh
:trumin,gtud:cmrﬁ:n.hdnﬁrdmndmuhu}wmm:huﬁjni-
E%IMFMmm;MMMMMMTMI-
Drufoses *tm:h‘llm:iunm]ddulrilhwt.mtdd
Cr:u_u[“hhm hmportance of being anesclf*. What did it mewn when the
ﬂldauﬂrrmﬂj!r:h+ﬂ':lrc[ﬂmmtd1ubdn;
Mmﬂmﬂy_n:mmhaiﬂ;htmdputm:h::dutmdmﬂ:md
romn. Terrorizing the neighbourhood with quides from Fanon's
mﬁuﬂkm&mﬁ.ﬁmdﬂdﬁ:ﬁ:mﬂdf&d.ﬁnﬂlmﬂ
pot lbve on dreams but in vy waking saate. Meney contd
uu{bc;nuﬂmuhhtmmnilmhlmt:dbjuhmmmiuﬂnpm:
th:ﬁ:rmd‘thunmmmnlki:u;mmq‘ Statving when
Bhn;lul:ﬁuxmminm]rmhﬂ::.ltmmb:lmuj
condition of my sate that I shonld periodically witach and dersch
mysadf to the wanulering hurmanity oot there and call esch artach-
umupmfmndmdmingthjna.ltduumrrmhuttuh:pmb?
dﬂdsn.qunaichunhufnfmmth:;ﬂ.-jumnfmnﬂdmul
pl;ncc.ﬂwpﬂpﬂm]mmimufplﬂa.Wmchluamjnﬁndnm:f
;unLTunn;Lhclklnnffm}fknﬂ:l.ﬂﬂﬂghtd]mh.whhi
mad,hutﬂn;m:ﬁd:th:ﬂn:lufl&in:bmw,hrdum
b::tw_:mmh:qmm:nj;humrtm;undmﬁmdfumn
dlmmltmhk:lqhufmgbdnmlpﬁnamdxh]},lh:hn.thm
blsck dream, wrched her body taut like x fuli-drawn bow sod with
d-mth:dﬂpmdtmn—mqhtlhmdd:rhncdth:fmmﬂ
sorechy the carth wronnd the sin catspohting me ke Promethens
mm_thymd:pm.Wryupﬂ}:rc,duplnLhnlbfn.Thmd
@:mdq.%&mnﬂﬂ::ﬁ:pmlﬂuminkhmutht
rml:th.ﬁ:mﬂm.Thcmth:mmdmdlhufmuiﬂb}Dnm:r
ﬂ}cdupw.}th‘ﬁndﬁﬂmnmcbmhtcunfﬂnmmumrd
drm;hwhnz-hmwimfmm(}chmmDumﬁiuﬂﬁn.Butthz
Nerd ircnclad churms closer. Ity gon Lwhes our anew, Marroagry

ey




il on besuty and amorous desires are 3000 bliged vut of exiu-
ency; and, s fuvensl sayy, ‘vizsca have their own fngprm to excite’
procdocing 8 mosd more amorony than love fieclf, s0 moch thae
whenever | ww Blanche 1 way, with Yirgil, “sthiret to mke the
member in and hide it decp’. Frienchhip and constancy chuded me
and 1 was in no mood with Socrates when e aadd that
whichever 1 man does be will repent it. And dme and place do not
oot our dreams v cerminty, This poise and turmoll of a mind
thtnkln;muiuthmﬂm.ﬁkium:mnﬁqtb:mcmfmlud
freedom. Each hewn down 1o the kevel of the other. The vant
Lwigitudes of history are prewund and tightly hamoered together il
the lives in berareen oot orter & shrick, Paine aod Tocke,
Fanisine apd Actop, wre the minutes thet make up the hoar in 2
dranghty semninar room, Antt, tulips, snd anacondss, are the yolor
in the griny rumper. Clgarettes and whisky, artichokes and pop-
stacs; are tae bencds strung round Mick and Nicol's fral shoubkders.
There are ek crabs ot the thullow eod of the pool m light the
camdles out of the mooa. At the rainbow end of the beerhall Slack
srippers dance @ wiwe tradldon oat of exivience. The ingde of my
obd ron’s terticles bamishesd the children to a mglon Mitton never
dreamed of. The Eumenides ate oot behind the cnrtains but are the
gruins of dirt on oy spectscle lenses. And that makey it wooe;
entightens the yyntag of cersbrl longitodes. Copled dowa nest from
the sepoc woundy and vosd. Erakeon dribbling obscene tentacies
updernenth the tightly doora [ huve used 1o barricade nysetf
from my siudow. (Seve Biko died while I was blid drunk m
Londm. Soweto burned while T s sunk in deep thought aboot an
aditor's repection dip.) Goes on deionating dyoamite wicks in my
mind dll T reed with the blinding exterminsting foree of & cazed
ciaculation. Dimipmhing the gravel mound of piry oot the
wonmertn corpec v exposed 10 what miods and wun oee o bow
md;him{}numpiﬁuapcrplﬂﬁjrmumﬁ:d , Toct o fact,
dhaster on calansdry, nntl the mmd h ENOUGH. But there is
pot enough in death’s deign. Shouts for the Mosdbrios of meders.
The peisons full of meat chained to the walls. The mortuaries stuffed
fult of the multirede’s hope. The seminar rooms reck of the cennital-
fted perfome of w new geoeration bemt o the mme path. Even this
howee with i plague of fneedbect and protest. Inshders! They are out
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there, an eternel okyblacksning swarm of locous parmch
Mﬂfth.:lkyiummﬂttd[lmmherc—ﬂithinlhﬂtﬂﬂl-uii:
articlate the nevemty and 1he pity.

:gnn}{?uprm'ndjthnluﬁ;?‘

es, I you tedl me who is speaking.’

That is the wholke poimt of these many words. [ am s fit 1o be
binghed at w3 able 10 brugh. A mun muy be humble through vain-
glory. Fingeroaily engrained with the dirt of self-abesement. Cur the
milk torth on bumilistkm. There 7 aothing bot & hideous dark
Ihtﬂ.'mﬂm}:gmlmﬁimmrﬁ.ﬁﬂthfuﬁrmmrcd!nm
wbm.-t POWET 11 i 10 cunt thoackorwry thar dog our mepa from 1he
ddimmﬂﬁh:wumlbmth:m:mdmuk{fm:mbfp';ht:}ﬂd
lhphnlyc:gc?:rmch_m bright bleck sunlight have motic vision, esch
mukmmmpwhjd]hlﬁtcﬁmdm:ﬁmkubim-
m—hm.hmmd‘ﬂwﬁmﬁnuﬁm:whdﬂmpnfm
thmkjngmdhmw,hndnh:nlhilﬁndlnmhuhﬂiuﬁﬂ,
Hﬂrd[hhntubulutmd}ndmthcbqinﬂn.dthchind;utum
mfmmthcbl-mdlnipmrminmthc[utwhmthcm:rh
reabsorbed through the walls to cxorete un solid and whole bot in
qﬂﬂthrnkmuunh.ﬁllﬂmduth:dmm'lniuduwmchiuﬂ}:
#x:_pcindwﬁdw{thmzmdmmufﬂ}m{}udlmum
chut:n;dmupqnuuinmdkumuftumdhumc,iu:mnﬂ
md@hmﬂ:udmuth,‘hhmviﬂmunluﬂhtrmquhhnd
ndmlﬂj‘mrmiﬂ‘:rf.ﬂﬂ.!ﬂl!ﬂdimdlﬂnchlﬂmﬁdurnf
m&ty.ﬂwh:uabqvndmdlcuu;ﬂriumu:hmmghmpuu
kxoc the nooez of Hfe. Is it cnotgh to way, "What o waste all effert
chia™ A root that abways grows In the direction of the yvailabie
ﬂt:r,DnrwinumFdﬂmdmpﬂmufﬂx;mﬂiutpntfdlhaa
thoot, o7 a root, did not ke place in a straightbine buot |
lplrdmurn..Than;hupcthpqdunmthiukinnrﬂgh iney, The
respoase of o phmt © wounding causes enough spacclrtion and
wander to form 2 basls for the kind of Acthm that ranges from
Trndhm‘:nm@htuﬂxm:mtymu{mhmﬂnﬂth.m
Lﬂ!‘n{f[htﬂ'{-l]ﬂfﬂlddﬂﬂﬂitﬂl[htlﬂdﬂpﬂ]lﬂjﬂlﬂﬂtmﬂna
wherem the Nighi-Scented Stock chose thelr petaly during the day
bulupmupuduﬂ:.hﬁmnupudlu,hﬂmmmhed,ctmhim:dm
ahixcke, dmuphlnﬂa:mdluru,mbin;nmthcpﬂinh
droop. This & bke the (Hebraie) Just Man's extreme sensidvenen o
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, 1t depicied tn&.:imanEntxmk.ﬂ}nupﬂmmuf
ﬂﬂpﬁiﬂn&:mﬂmmﬂmﬁndjmd.ﬁu!mmmﬂ}t
horror movementy nthc‘o'::rmF}yTupwmduﬂuhu:ﬂtﬁ.mﬂd:h
Mﬂmm'lmm+ﬁ:wmmhﬂt
vented soch an intricate thing but ther cumberaome gay ovensy
pexformed waaks nonaroredly well, Ah, an Nick would sy, the
mﬂnit:m&tud:u{plmnwherdnthqmmpﬁnnmhln;c{nrﬂ
than themed ves, Nudnhmh-imbtlphM,lndlmpim
ItﬂnLThdnhmfunh:plu:kj:mhmji;udthcpmuhﬂb{mt
peeins @ safe and simple life, content with homble ways, of infnite
medd oo, But mam, to walk, ks hipmedf with him.
'Whunﬂ:hvuhimﬂbdﬁud?'Hmukﬂ.Thrcmdh:Igﬂt
whidnnﬁu‘uﬂpuituﬂ;mbdn;hhcklndmlhdnwltmm
it:dfﬂnm!lmd:h:tulhyuihthrm;urpdﬁhm%?kmc,un
Antisthenes, fs content with iteelf, without rabes, without words,

W.,.tumwhﬂmﬁhbﬁﬂ:}lﬂﬂiﬂ
nnkuu:bimmrhmd:mdndﬂmfwth:ﬁmldnmwﬂfqrh.
Butwhmdﬂmindl[u,ihﬂtdﬂmqmm:_&um?mt_]upp
hmhﬁunamnmnhtummmmimm‘ﬂumnul
hmmbcin;h:mmhjm,mudmﬂu,chmﬁ.ndﬂ,mn-
:lm:u,mmﬂmﬁnm.ﬁudﬂ}nthjnpthﬁhncn}nﬁbumﬂ}m
(cm.:hu;u},ﬁk:uhﬂ:,mch.:kydeuldﬂmh:nuyd:rm

' g e L mﬁmm:bh;

. rati o of wrban squalor crsu
ﬁﬁh?n&wminﬂﬁlhutﬁuﬂﬂjmmmfmﬂu
di:mtimufmind{rtmuﬂndnﬂluimﬂmiThcmmhmlgﬁrpm—

and commaic : _

munﬂndhnmmiﬂn;mﬁﬂ!' iy e fowr of soenething racdically missiog
fmmm;mn:k:—up.ﬁ'cnuyununntb::h:r:u:ﬂ.lthﬂm
pot-being-there which
pallﬂftﬂ:ﬂ.tﬂli‘lill[tmil‘ﬂ

}mldlmdﬂulﬂkhﬂ:rﬁhlnimgﬁhﬂtrmwttfmuqﬂ:rr—
ﬁm,mntmhﬂhckmdmmicmmm}ngjmgﬁuu}t.
Kiemperer's interpreiation of Beetroven beat exemplifies thia.

1t

ttln:ll:i.nm:l:r!-i-t-ijtttwhtnlti.l.

Sowvinsky's mucabre dancew abwo wp their epimt from o The
Listener, pubtractad uererly, from himeed, opens his Life's door to the
demon's kpock. Matise's mude bahers by the sea cootort theom-
stdvey with the cnchanted pdety of the terrible dumee orhich ke
place in the very bright amd dheer cndours of 8 sweltering pounday.
The connection i msle berween nfghomare and daylight. It (s the
maudible sound of o child's mind clenching itself sgainet the blow of
sudden life. Then, Hambst begins to think that fortone is berter
sctrined rhao us, thar, s Menonder mod, chance decda mattern
better than ourseddves,

i 1o tive orer agein, having more provisioos for the roed
than I heve moad 1=fi. Like Cato the Censor, Ioning Grerek 1o bos obd
age, | am learning o epeak funt when I need o learn o be silemt
foreyer, Words are an empty bag, & rowing rouml seven il of it
all. Their bely at Esster follow her mwun trins rnging oo a donlkey
anul fire aits hardy when winrer koves an okd hag. I am burnt oo the
brewkaeeth words. Threir tireeless sneer 1o all. Meaning bl 1o
thrmigh hodes in b romof and droms seftly here and there collecting
m pocid ey that soon extend their tenmmckes &l over the Boor where 1
waich the pushies in oy 'widss leak favter and favter with mesndng to
flood beyond reognidon my emblitered days with Blunche
Goodfutaer, Amaron. And we grew 1o kpow 2o and less of owch
other. Tt 1he oernory would not set into the sctting mm, that green
and fropem phinew (o the wide blge ses where broken hearts woe
witcked omt of their wovnds. A biind dky bleached white the mel-
Ject of Mo booe, skinming the omotoos from the frctare to

reveal the grief underseath, And the sorror reveats me, o naked and
rilnersble fnct.




