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EDITORIAL 
 

When analyzing and evaluating, the 

vast majority of human beings rely 

almost entirely upon the perceptible, 

often leading to reductive, and at times, 

erroneous judgments.  Whether it can 

be attributed to social and 

environmental influences, innatism, or a 

combination of the two is debatable, but 

unconscious self-induced confinement 

is the inevitable byproduct.   

 

Others possess the ability to see beyond 

the superficial, enabling them to make 

thorough, accurate assessments, which 

afford both free will and extrication 

from the seemingly preordained.  Their 

eyes are truly open, thus rendering the 

universe panoptic, and the possibilities 

limitless.  Unfortunately, these people 

are faced with the arduous task of trying 

to harmonize in a contrasting, dissonant 

world that revolves at a breakneck 

speed as the floor drops away. They 

are, in essence, trapped on an 

uncontrollable Gravitron that continues 

to spin, regardless of how many riders 

are thrown off. Ironically, the only way  

 

 

to endure is to succumb  ̧to tighten the 

safety belt and cling to the handgrips.  

 

 Of course, the instant this happens, 

pragmatism takes over, often 

obliterating the intrinsic ºidealism» that 

every human being possesses at birth. 

What½s most absurd is that the rigid, 

mechanical nature of ºnormal» society 

in fact conflicts with Homo sapiens½ true 

inherent nature, which has been 

willingly suppressed via life-sustaining 

ossification. Acclimation ̧ while 

necessary for survival ̧  equals 

compliance, which often serves as an 

obstacle to self-realization. 

 

Now the question is:  What would 

happen if human beings were granted 

consummate freedom? Liberated  ̧not 

from the indispensable laws, but from 

the prescribed restrictions, regulations, 

and everyday stresses that have forced 

them to adapt in order to subsist in a 

society that often breeds discontent? 
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COLUMN  
 

THE LAST DREGS OF POVERTY:  
 

A HOPSCOTCH BALLAD  
 

Text and Images By Jim Lopez  
 

The night started with a friend who 
wrung out his paint brush to be a 
regional manager for a Cable-TV Service 
Provider, in New York.  Now he canõt 

get off the sofa except to hit, shit and 
fumble his BlackBerry.  I had to fly all 
the way from Los Angeles to  Queens to 
smash an empty bottle of whisky, 
labeled, òPaddy,ó over his head, as he 
tried to mash my face in a pile of coke, 
which I rolled out of and got into a cab, 
alone; but not before he tossed $160 at 
me, and shouted, òHave a good time.  
Casino will b e waiting to tickle your 
balls when you get home.ó  His dog, 
Casino, was staring at me, panting, with 
a horny look in his eyes and I had the 
scratch marks on my arm to prove that 
the little devil was in the mood.  
 
The Holiday Cocktail Lounge was 
closed so I walked into Banjo Jimõs.  The 
band had packed up and gone home.  I 
was one of five left in the place: Doc 
Boggs, Freddie King, Lightning 
Hopkins, myself and a tired barmaid, 
wearing a red dress under her jeans and 
T-shirt.  Her smile was hidden by a 
slight, faint scent of hope.  We didnõt 
recognize each other as anything more 
than a drink and a money transaction.  
Maybe I saw more in her than she saw 

in me, or maybe she didnõt give a shit, 
as she broke a bag of ice loose on the 
cooler making a kissing sound. 
 

The cold echo of a bar-well didnõt say 
much of anything except, òThereõs a 
hollow sweetness in loneliness.ó  Her 
hair was weaved in a braid, and her 
down -cast gaze darkened her eyelids.  
Her small, firm breasts begged for 
motherõs milk.  She pressed her lips 
revealing the depth of her thoughts and 
the tightness of her heart.  Rusted, 
antique tears dripped through her veins, 
watering seeds oféseeds ofé 
 
Awe Fuck!  I canõt even smoke a 
cigarette in this place! 
 
New York: a city populated with 
cultivated  loogie-hockers; where a trio 
sings, òIf you need us, call us, or maybe 
weõll just come over and spit in your 
face.ó 
 
The barmaidõs rusted tears stained an 
indefinite seed of another vanished love 
that took too long.  I asked for another 
drink as my arms burned from holding 
the fresh wonder of what it meant to be 
treated as I believed I wanted to be, only 
I had no idea what that felt like.  
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She informed me that the she would be 
closing at 3:00 a.m., but she was closed 
long before that.  At least thatõs what I 
told myself, since I wasnõt clever enough 
to offer her what she wanted. 
 
Need is easy to figure out and 
accomplish.  Want takes a delicate 
charm that has no want of its own.  
 
How is it possible to listen to Doc Boggs 
without having my own bottle of 
whisky in front of me, a knife in pocket 
and a lit cigarette hanging from my 
mouth?  
 

 
 
You could hold a cigarette in your 
mouth in New York, but you better not 
light it, or youõll be arrested by the 

municipal chorus singing, òYou make 
me feel like a disease I never asked for.ó  
But who the fuck ever directly asked for 
a disease?   
 
New York is inhabited with a bunch of 
slow-walking kids trying to rule the 
world, and they think that they do.  
Whereas, Los Angeles is populated with 
exhaust-hungry werewolves, pr acticing 
yoga, believing theyõre a star.  New 
Yorkers are too unimpressed with the 
stars because theyõre too preoccupied 
with the dimming lights of culture.  But 
itõs still the York of New and there is so 
much damn concrete that one canõt help 
but be breath taken, especially when the 
pollution will rip your lungs out 
whether you like it or not.   
 
So what difference does it make 
whether I smoke in an empty space with 
a lovely barmaid fifteen feet away and a 
jukebox, which is the only thing alive in 
this place? 
 
This might be Banjo Jimõs but it sure as 
hell isnõt Jimõs Banjo.  But it is the nicest 
surprise Iõve had in a long time, so Iõll 
just hold my cigarette and have another 
drink.  
 
I swallowed like a graduate maudlin 
who auctioned off his degree on E-Bay 
and made my way to an òIrish Pub.ó   
 
The Spartans should have done the 
world a favor and cast us all down as 
blemished children.   
 
New York makes me want to wear a 
Dodgerõs cap and make love to a cripple 
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because she would be more honest than 
the rest of us. 
 
A corner church with wrought -iron bars 
was closed, as was the bar next door 
named òCompany,ó so a drunk has no 
alternative but to piss in the shadows of 
the sanctuary.   
 
Thereõs a òThirsty Scholaró popping up 
in every New England metropolis, 
because an Irish drunk sold the name 
and moved to Chico, California.  He was 
smart enough to bet a wide-point 
spread and cash in for a South American 
barmaid who gave him everything that 
he had been looking for in the basement 
while the music resounded bad taste.  
 
I found an òIrish Pubó a couple-a-few 
blocks away and sat at the end of the 
bar, listening to a punk song that 
screamed the romance is dead so give it 
to me anyway. 
 
A girl sat next to me, looking like the 
girl I feigned my virginity to.  She wore 
skin-tight, plaid shorts and a baby t -
shirt that hugged her tits and tummy.  
Not ordering a drink, she merely sat like 
a memory that could never go far until 
her mobile phone lit up and hustled her 
adorable Irish-Italian ass away.  Her 
effigy pounded the ponder of how it 
was that the Irish and Italians could 
have fucked each other so intensely that 
they spawned drunken children of 
loneliness who experience too much 
shame to whore themselves to the Kings 
and Queens in us all?  
 
The goblins perched high above the city 
as a darling girl slid over, smiling into 

my boots, mouthing close into my ear, 
òIõll be youõre Rock-N-Roll dream and 
cream your jeans into the gutter of my 
hopscotch court, you goddamn square.ó   
 
I choked, wondering if this would take 
five years or five seconds and then 
answered my own question, òIõm 
playing with myself.ó  She looked 
confused, which I took as a compliment.  
She asked me if Iõd ever write about her.   
 
òI already have,ó I answered.    
 

 
 
She reached down between my legs, 
pondering, òHmmm,ó which flattered 
me, but I ignored her because I wasnõt 
dumb enough to give her what she 
needed, which merely meant that I was 
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an idiot, because I could have gone to 
bed with this hot, young woman who 
probably wouldnõt mind squatting 
against the wrought iron bars of the 
Church and pissing on its black, steel 
rods.  But I couldnõt bring myself to be 
swirled and twirled by a pup.   Just as I 
thought she was done pounding her 
own ponders she said, òIõm looking for 
a healthier slob,ó which I had heard 
before from the gods, only they never 
closed out my tab, fearing the shadow of 
the cross that loomed over the coliseum 
in my grey beard.  

I missed the late train and Casino was 
anxiously waiting to tickle my balls.  As 
I traveled through the midtown tunnel 
with the window down, all I wanted 
was my cabbie, who looked like Ernest 
Borgnine in the movie Escape From New 
York, to look over his shoulder at me, 
with a broken enthusi astic smile, and 
excitedly announce, òHey!  I got Snake 
Plisken in my cab.ó 
 
òA Hopscotch Balladó by Jim Lopez 
first appeared in www.corpse.org  in 
2008. 

http://www.corpse.org/
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ELEVEN  LETTERS

 

1.  

Dear PM,   

You are K; his story takes place in the 
bed of K.  

K does not move because he is sleeping, 
dreaming.   

For and of The Building,  

Luther Blissett  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Luther_
Blissett_(nom_de_plume)  

 

2.  

Dear PM,   

K is not conscious that he is dreaming, 
and therefore, cannot actively make 
decisions in his dreams.  

You are K; everything you desire is 
already yours.   

For and of The Building,  

Furst Jaglen 

http://www.compsoc.man.ac.uk/~cow
/klf/building/1999_07_23/www.xdolla
rx.com/e1/jag_i ndex.html   
 

 

3.   

Dear PM,   

The order is that his desires are fulfilled 
before he knows of them, not that he 
desires and then desire becomes reality.  

In our awake state, we can make 
decisions that affect reality.  

K, however, only dreams but never 
realizes those dreams. His paranoia is a 
direct result.  

K is a dreamer. The Building is his state 
of dream.   

For and of The Building,  

Stewart Home  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Stewart_
Home  

 

4.  

Dear PM,   

K writes that, there are no tables beside 
the bed, or shelves, or stands to hold, 
say, a glass, an ashtray, a telephone.  

The Building is his dream state. By 
dreaming he negates the real world 
around him.  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Luther_Blissett_(nom_de_plume)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Luther_Blissett_(nom_de_plume)
http://www.compsoc.man.ac.uk/~cow/klf/building/1999_07_23/www.xdollarx.com/e1/jag_index.html
http://www.compsoc.man.ac.uk/~cow/klf/building/1999_07_23/www.xdollarx.com/e1/jag_index.html
http://www.compsoc.man.ac.uk/~cow/klf/building/1999_07_23/www.xdollarx.com/e1/jag_index.html
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Stewart_Home
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Stewart_Home
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The Building is the body of K.   

For and of The Building,  

Díre  McCain  

http://www.diremccain.com  

 

5.  

Dear PM,   

His dreaming is contained in himself, 
which is also The Building.  

Nothing happens in The Building unless 
K has some part in it, active or passive.  

Thus, K is the K of his dream, in that he 
is the focal point and omniscient being.   

For and of The Building,  

Dave Kelso -Mitchell  

http://stewarthomesociety.org/blog/?
p=670   

 

6.  

Dear PM,   

By dreaming, K stops time. Just like in 
myth and poetry time ceases to have 
consequence to K; his desires have 
already been met. K suggests that time 
is only useful in measuring the waiting 
period to realize desire. Faulkner writes 
in The Sound and the Fury that, time is 
dead as long as it is being clicked off by 

little wheels; only when the clock stops 
does time come to life.  

K does not have a watch; it is assumed 
that it is K who governs the flow of 
time; submission to the rules of a 
mechanical device would be 
incompatible with regal majesty.   

For and of The Building,  

Monty Cantsin  

http://en.wikipedia.o rg/wiki/Monty_
Cantsin  

 

7.  

Dear PM,   

At zero longitude , on June 23rd 2000, for 
K, dream becomes reality.  

The Building is a clock. K shows how 
time has become the gauge for reality.  

K emphasizes that not only does dream 
not conform to time, but dream cre ates a 
new clock for itself.   

For and of The Building,  

Karen Eliot  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Karen_E
liot   

 

8.  

Dear PM,   

http://www.diremccain.com/
http://stewarthomesociety.org/blog/?p=670
http://stewarthomesociety.org/blog/?p=670
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Monty_Cantsin
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Monty_Cantsin
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Karen_Eliot
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Karen_Eliot
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K captures the essence of paranoia when 
he shows how Kõs imagination produces 
it. K further reveals that imagination has 
another dimension of effect. It also 
enhances, and perhaps is the essence of, 
dream. Kõs imagination both makes him 
paranoid and creates an elaborate 
building around him. His imagination 
creates everything K hears; you want 
absolute proof that what you hear 
comes from within you, not from 
outside?  

The ultimate proof that K õs imagination 
in his dream state creates his K Space of 
noises comes when K writes that, òyou 
have had walls and floors soundproofed, and 
have sheathed this hall with draperies ...You 
need not bother covering your ears with 
your hands: you will go on hearing them all 
the same.ó  

Kõs Building is contained in his head, in 
his dream state.   

For and of The Building,  

Kingboy D  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_KL
F_films  

 

9.  

Dear PM,   

K is a rat who must build the labyrinth 
from which he proposes to escape.  

For and of The Building,  

Jerry Cornelius  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jerry_Co
rnelius   

 

10.  

Dear PM,   

K proposes that every person is K, a 
sovereign who exists entirely in our 
heads.   

For and of The Building,  

Robin Banks  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Banksy   

 

11.  

Dear PM,   

The Building is our own special reality. 
We are K because we do its perceiving.   

For and of The Building,  

Justin Kase 

http://www.thedjlist.com/djs/JUSTIN
_KASE/  

 

 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_KLF_films
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_KLF_films
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jerry_Cornelius
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jerry_Cornelius
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Banksy
http://www.thedjlist.com/djs/JUSTIN_KASE/
http://www.thedjlist.com/djs/JUSTIN_KASE/
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MENACING DAZE  
 

By Michael Roth  
 

Images © Chris Brandrick  
 
Public bathrooms are for fucking, 
shitting and fighting, in that order. 
David Michael K. knew the score very 
well, being an experienced cruiser and 
street fighter. Walking past the Firkin 
Pub, he could hear the din of voices and 
Lee Perry music pouring out  the front 
door.  

The fucking Firkin, he thought, running 
his hand over his cropped scalp. Should 
be able to pull a bird there. Thatõs if 
nothingõs changed. He shoved his hands 
into the pockets of his sta-pres and 
counted the coins with his fingers. 
Should be enough for a pint or two, he 
thought. Letõs give this a go.  
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He stepped in and headed to the bar. 
There was a raucous roar from a dark 
corner. He turned towards the loud 
shouting and saw a table of skinheads 
slamming their fists onto the table and 
laughing. Against the bar, waiting for a 
pint, he spotted an attractive woman 
with cropped black hair. She turned and 
he recognized her from his youth - they 
used to meet up at punk gigs years ago. 
While he had never fucked her, he 
always wished he had. From the look in 
her eyes, he knew that he had been 
recognized as well.  
      
òDavid?ó she said, òThat you?ó 
 
òGlory, yeah, been awhile.ó  
 
They exchanged a few more 
pleasantries, then he excused himself. 
      
òGoing so soon?ó 
     
òJust to the loo. Want to come along?ó 
      
òOf course!ó 
 
The bathroom floor was covered with 
piss and had that familiar odor of shit 
and anti -septic cleaner. They headed 
straight to the single stall, closing and 
latching the door. She lost no time in 
taking down his trousers and falling to 
her knees, swallowing his hardening 
member with a single gulp. Her 
technique was expert and she worked 
him like a vacuum cleaner. He wanted 
to get at her pussy. He sat onto the cold, 
stained toilet, lifted her short skirt and 
pulled off her cottons. She leaned back 
against the metal door, legs spread. She 
had a hammer and sickle tattooed across 

her pubic mound. David Michael 
nodded silent approval, no wonder she 
tasted so good.  He hated fucking Nazis 
and refused to participate in giving 
them pleasure. Here was a group of 
people who wanted to control who he 
could or could not fuck. Besides, most 
were rampant coprophiliacs, a practice 
too messy for every day shagging. He 
dove into her shaved pussy, tongue 
swiping across her hard clit. She 
shrieked in pleasure, banging her hands 
against the metal walls. After a couple 
minutes of receiving oral, she pushed 
David back onto the toilet and straddled 
his hips. She lowered herself onto his 
throbbing member, sliding in easily 
from the wetness of her hole. She 
gyrated vigorously, grunting a nd 
growling, pushing his body back into 
the damp plumbing.  
      
He felt a twisting in his bowels. He held 
back the shit poking out of his asshole. 
The million year old DNA codes were 
unraveling in his brain and within 
seconds his genetic wealth was 
explod ing into her cunt while at the 
same time he released his anus, sending 
the shit into the toilet with a splash and 
a loud fart.  She fell forward, muscles 
tensing then relaxing as waves of 
multiple orgasms went through her 
body. 
 
òThatõs what I needed.ó She said, 
standing up and stepping back into her 
panties. David gestured with his 
eyebrows, giving a surprised look. òOh, 
I love the feel of hot spunk in my 
underwear.ó she said with a wink 
before leaving the stall. òStop by our 
table, my friends will definit ely want to 



 14 

meet you.ó She called as she left the 
room. 
 
K. cleaned up, congratulating himself on 
the bit of luck and looking forward to 
some more prolonged shagging later 
that night. Hopefully, a group session 
with Glory and her friends. He heard 
the door open and the click of boots on 
the tile. 
 
òBack so soon. Hope you brought a 
friend.ó David Michael K. said stepping 
out of the stall.  
 
òWhat the fuck you looking at?ó the 
large skin said with a sneer. òFucking 
pansy.ó  
 
On his right arm was a tattoo of a deer 
jumping across a swastika. On his other 
arm, ôWhite Prideõ was tattooed in a 
gothic style. The skin was looking for a 
fight.  David Michael had seen yobs like 
this before. Guys who think theyõre 
tough because of their size without 
realizing that at l east half of fighting is a 
mental game.  Iõll dispatch with this one 
quickly, he thought, and then it will be 
on to a brilliant all -night fuck session. 
      
Stepping forward, arms raised slightly 
in a surrender position, David hoped to 
get in a quick head butt. The skin 
clenched his fists, ready to strike. So, it 
was not going to be that easy, he 
thought. He feinted with his right and 
shot out a quick left hook. A classic 
move and if executed properly could 
bust a jaw or at least stun the opponent 
so a further beating could be meted out. 
David Michael loved this move because 
if he missed with his fist he could follow 

through with his elbow. But now he 
would have to rethink this tactic. The 
skinhead ducked to the left, not taken in 
by the feint and punished Davidõs ribs 
with a couple of hard upper cuts. 
Quickly followed by a leg sweep. David 
Michael, already stunned and 
breathless, hit the floor hard, head 
bouncing against the wet tile. As an 
experienced fighter, David knew how to 
take a fall, but this attack caught him off 
guard. Instinctively, he threw out his 
legs for an ankle sweep but there was 
nothing but air. Arms up David was 
waiting for the inevitable kick in the ribs 
as he snaked his way along the floor on 
his back. Instead came a stomp to the 
stomach by a size twelve Doc Martin 
followed by a stomp to his face, which 
fortunately glanced off his arm. 
Otherwise, his face would have been 
driven to the other side of his head.  
      
The door to the bathroom opened.  
 
òWhat the fuck!ó came a manõs voice.  
      
òIõll do you next if you donõt fuck off!ó 
the skinhead retorted. 
      
This distraction was all he needed. He 
thrust both his legs, heels first, into the 
skinheadõs groin. The skinhead was 
pushed two feet into the air, howling, 
clutching his swelling  balls. David 
Michael got up, one arm holding his 
ribs, and drove a knee into the 
opponentõs face. He could feel the nose 
collapse and twist, splattering blood 
across his pants. The skinhead, 
obviously an experienced hooligan and 
one tough customer to boot, pushed 
David back against the washroom stall 
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with his shoulder. David knew he had 
to end this soon before the Naziõs 
friends showed up to stomp him into a 
pulp. He extended his thumb and drove 
it into the skinheadõs eye. He could feel 
this digit burrowin g into soft flesh and 
warm liquid. The skinhead collapsed to 
the piss-covered floor of the washroom 
stall.  
      
K. grabbed a wad of paper towels and 
walked past the stunned observer. Next 
time none of this fancy stuff, he thought 
sneaking out the back door, Iõll just ram 
my fist into his throat. Iõll have to let 
that shag session go for now. I donõt 
want to be around when the other 
skinheads find their friend. Of course, 
he enjoyed the fight game and rarely 
turned down the opportunity for some 
ultra viole nce. But there were other 
matters at hand. 
 
David Michael stepped out into the 
alley. Thinking of the fight brought back 
fond memories of his time with the 
Dumb Fucks, a firm dedicated to street 
fighting and poststructuralist theory. He 
formed the Dumb Fucks after reading 
Anti Oedipus by Deleuze and Guattari. 
His enthusiasm for the book, and his 
ultimate disappointment with the 
follow -up Thousand Plateaus, led him to 
take the work directly to the people 
with violence. Punch ups with anyone, 
academics and soccer fans alike, 
followed. But those times had passed. 
He turned the corner out of the alley 
and walked up the street with 
confidence.    
      
Cracking his knuckles, he felt good after 
the fight and fuck. He could feel the 

energy around him, as he was in tune 
with his surroundings. Things slowed 
down and he could navigate the chaotic 
flow of the streets. People were out of 
touch with their realities. They were 
alienated by capitalism, not to mention 
other forms of simian gov erning 
structures. And they had lost the desire 
to transcend these illusionary 
surroundings and explore deep 
surrealities.  
      
K.õs attention was drawn to the Tesco. 
Overhead, he noticed two pink saucers, 
just floating in the sky. They shimmered 
in the sun and had an almost 
translucent but metallic quality. No one 
else seemed to be aware of their 
presence.  
      
òFuck me.ó He said. òNot again.ó 
 

 
 
K. decided to contemplate the return of 
the pink saucers over a fry up and a 
pint. The first time he saw t hem was 
during some intense experimentation 
with mushrooms. He was using them as 
he worked with the Enochian calls as 
well as some higher circuit work he 

picked up from Robert Anton Wilsonõs 
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Prometheus Rising. In his downtime, he 
was reading Simulacra and Simulation by 
Baudrillard, Book of Pleasure by Spare 
and Eden, Eden, Eden by Guyotat. He 

discovered that by pushing his mind 
with magickal practice and drugs, he 
was able to contact alien entities. At the 
time, these entities did say that they 
would return  é 
 
òMr. K.ó 
      
A distinguished gentleman, probably in 
his mid -50õs and dressed in a designer 
blue suit, looked at K. while holding the 
back of the chair. 
      
òCan I have a seat?ó 
      
K. looked at him stone faced. It wasnõt 
the first time that heõd been cruised by a 
geezer. He nodded to the chair and 
resumed stuffing the eggs and ham into 
his mouth. See what this geezer has to 
offer, he thought, taking a sip of his pint 
of bitter to wash down the grease. 
òMr. K., yes I know who you are? Weõve 
been watching you, and think you 
would be a suitable candidate for a job 
opening we have with the Company. Itõs 
certainly a promotion from what you 
have now.ó 
      
òLook mate,ó K. gestured with his fork, 
òNumber one, Iõm not a rent boy. 
Number two, who the fuck are you?ó 
      
òSorry for not introducing myself, but 
Iõm sure we may have met before. Iõm 
the Doctor. And, Iõm afraid that you 
misunderstand me.ó   The Doctor placed 
a manila folder onto the table. òWe are 
conducting an ongoing work, an 

experiment if you  will. Itõs centered 
around the transmission of memes, the 
use of morphic resonance and morphic 
fields for their transmission and the 
utilization of waking dream -states or 
altered states of consciousness to tap 
into these transmissions. I canõt go into 
details right now. Itõs all here in this 
folder.ó 
      
K. picked the blood sausage from his 
teeth with his tongue as he eyed the 
folder. He became interested in magick 
at a young age. He loved the idea of 
psychic attacks and peppered his 
workbooks with sigil s that would 
charge when viewed or read. Later, he 
realized that most politicos and 
academics were essentially 
conservative, close-minded ideologues, 
no matter how radical their beliefs may 
be. He could take them out of their 
element by incorporating magic kal 
theory in his discussions of Marx or 
Deleuze. Not one for just talk, he took 
action and dove into full 
experimentation of Austin Spareõs sigils, 
the Enochian calls and the Abremelin 
working. He wanted to be well versed 
in all elements of combat, and these 
magickal weapons came in handy when 
he couldnõt use his size twelve boots.  
      
òOkay.ó This has State asset all over it, 
he thought.  
      
òAny questions?ó 
      
òWill I be paid for this?ó 
 
òOf course, nothing comes free after 
all.ó The Doctor said with a chuckle, 
although there was no laughter in his 
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eyes. òDonõt worry, just come by my 
office. Weõll discuss things further. All 
the information is right there in the 
folder.ó The Doctor stood up, ready to 
leave. 
      
òAnd what if Iõm not interested?ó K. 
said, staring at the Doctor, arms crossed. 
      
òYou will be.ó He turned to leave. òJust 
read the file.ó 
      
And he left the restaurant.  

 

 
 
David Michael K. stood outside a closed 
curry take-out. Glancing up the street he 
noticed a pudgy man in hip clothes 
walking up the sidewalk towards him. 
A person K. recognized.  
      
òThat bastard!ó K. hissed. It was Don 
Draper, an ex-comrade from Trotskyõs 
Hammer. Draper had not clocked him 
yet and he took the opportunity to slide 
into the doorway. Draper was an elitist, 
a sexist, and an asshole. These qualities 
have taken him far up Trotskyõs 

Hammer hierarchy. K. was a member in 
his youth, before forming the Dumb 
Fucks, when he believed groups like thi s 
could lead the way for a revolutionary 
transformation of society. But their 
priority was the weekly paper sales they 
forced their members to do. Selling the 
party rag was considered a 
revolutionary act, and at each party 
meeting there would be a detailed 
account of the weekõs sales with each 
comrade describing who they sold to, 
who they almost sold to, who they 
would have liked to have sold to, and 
who they did not sell to. The women 
fulfilled their roles by serving coffee and 
taking notes. The meeting would draw 
to a close with an accounting of the 
money taken in from the paper sales 
and a red star pin presented to the 
person who sold the most. The 
comrades would then withdraw to a 
local pub where they would argue the 
finer points of Trotsky, the Left 
Opposition and the Fourth  
International, while the female members 
stayed behind and took care of the 
children.  
 
K. refused to participate in the paper 
sales and this made him a pariah among 
the party functionaries. He remembered 
an incident well.  
 
òWhere were you yesterday? There was 
a paper sale on Commercial?ó Draper 
accused him in a loud voice, drawing 
the attention of other members in the 
room.  
 
òGetting my new bootséó he said. 
Draper let out a whistle.  
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òNice.ó He said sarcastically. òHow 
much did they cost you?ó  
      
òForty quid.ó  
      
òThat much for boots? A bit 
extravagant, donõt you think?ó he 
commented, gesturing with his cup of 
designer coffee. òYou can spend forty 
dollars on boots, but you canõt spare a 
couple of dollars for the dues box or 
bother to show up to  the weekly sale. 
These are important activities. You will 
have to re-examine your life and 
determine your priorities.ó 
      
A wave of disgust swept through K. as 
he resisted the urge to ram his fist into 
Draperõs face. He was still young and 
intimidated by those in authority.  
      
òI hear what youõre saying,ó he said, 
deliberately, fixing a hard stare. òBy the 
way, that Sawbucks coffee you have 
there. Isnõt that a bourgeois luxury?ó  
      
He raised his eyebrows slightly, not 
understanding the accusation.  
      
òWell, by buying a coffee from 
Sawbucks arenõt you supporting a 
multinational company listed on the 
stock exchange and well known for its 
aggressive capitalist tendencies. A 
company that routinely exploits its 
workers, that pushes any local 
independent ventures out of a 
community to dominate 
unquestionably. Not to mention the 
issue of perpetuating the squalor of the 
Third World by forcing them to produce 
cash crops like coffee for the privileged 
Western world instead of food for their 

own people. So Don, how much did you 
pay for that coffee?ó  
      
Don shrugged his shoulders. òItõs just 
coffee.ó  
 
K. left the meeting and never returned. 
Now here was the fat fuck walking 
towards him, a cup of Sawbucks in 
hand. He stepped out to face him. 
Draperõs face lightened with recognition 
as he saw K.  
      
òDavid,ó he said smugly, lip curling 
into a sneer. òDropped out of the 
struggle, I see.ó  
      
K. answered by thrusting his size twelve 
Doc Martin boot hard into Draperõs 
groin. The fat cunt lurched forwa rd, face 
red, fingers crushing the paper cup, 
soaking his hand with hot coffee. A 
gurgled croak came from his throat as 
the air left his lungs. Grabbing his hair, 
K. slammed his knee into his face. He 
felt the nose collapse. As Don fell to the 
ground, K. t ook the opportunity to put 
the boots hard into the comradeõs ribs, 
each kick landing with a satisfying thud. 
Standing back, he observed the 
twitching body of the ideologue, 
panting heavily, gurgling from the 
blood in his mouth and throat.  
      
òScum like you create power structures 
that mirror those of the dominant 
culture. You wield control in the name 
of the oppressed against the oppressed. 
Remember, the Bourgeoisie produces its 
own grave-diggers.ó  
 
As if his body and mind were operating 
in automatic, he raised his leg up to near 
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vertical as he executed a perfect ax kick 
down onto the back of the aging hackõs 
neck, snapping it instantly. Satisfied, he 
nudged the lump of flesh on the 
sidewalk with his foot. However, what 
was the body of Don Draper now 
appeared to be the body of a large 
monkey with sunglasses. Looking 
closer, he recoiled as he saw the lump 
was actually Bingo from the Banana 
Splits. It was not a person in costume. 
The character bleeding out before him 
was real. 
       
David Michael K. shove d his hands into 
his sta-pres and quickly walked up the 
street. He did not look back. He was 
afraid that thing would still be there if 
he did. 
 

 
 
David Michael K. felt disoriented. First, 
the pink flying saucers, then the Doctor, 
and now the gorilla. This was unusual 
for him. His practice had given him 
nerves of steel, but everything that had 
transpired over the last few days had 

caused a visceral reaction. If he had not 
carried out such intense experiments 
with psychedelics and occult ritual 
practice in his youth, he might have 
thought he was going crazy. Instead, he 
knew that he has entered a shamanic 
space as this feeling felt similar to DMT 
experiences from years ago. At that 
time, the entities he encountered under 
the influence informed him that they 
would come back to visit him 
periodically at unspecified times. He 
had no idea that they would manifest in 
this way. He navigated the streets by 
pur e instinct, eyes closed, until he fell 
through the door of his flat.  
      
òI just killed one of the Banana Splitsó 
he spat, lying on the couch. 
      
òYou what?!ó Cassie said, laughing. 
òWhich one?ó 
      
òBingo.ó 
      
òGood, he probably deserved it.ó 
      
òI thought it was Don Draper.ó 
      
òEither way. He had it coming.ó Cassie 
laughed even harder. She hated Draper 
from the old activist days. He resented 
her membership in S.C.U.M., because he 
knew that he had no chance to molest 
her on party retreats. She joined it to 
take the piss out of other so-called 
activists, especially men, even though 
the organizationõs gender prejudice 
grated against her class consciousness. 
She tossed K. a warm Boddingtons. 
      
òGuess what happened? That old cunt 
fired me!ó Cassie spat. òSaid it was 
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ôcause I stole some money. That slapper 
has money up the asshole. She gave me 
the toss ôcause I wouldnõt wipe her dry, 
wrinkled cunt. Thatõs abuse, that is. 
Pure exploitation.ó 
 
òYeah.ó K. said, distracted. He put the 
Scotland vs. England Six Nations match 
on the TV and melted back into the 
couch, Cassieõs voice fading into the 
background. 
      
òYou got to see this!ó she shouted, 
giving K. a kick as she pointed out the 
window.  
       
Outside, the street was filled with a mob 
of clowns. More precisely, they were 
skinheads with clown makeup. Years 
ago, a number of gangs came together in 
their enthusiasm for the film The 
Warriors. Factions took up the looks of 
their fictional movie counterparts. 
Outside were the Turnbull Furies - an 
alliance between the Baseball Furies and 
the Turnbull ACs. Everyone else just 
called them the Clowns. He knew that 
the Clowns were controlling the drug 
trade throughout the North. He did not 
realize that they had made their way 
this far south.  
      
òDid you buy anything from these 
freaks?ó K. said to Cassie, surveying the 
street below. 
      
Cassie shrugged. òYeah, some hash. I 
needed some quick as I was doing some 
workings with Crowley and I wanted 
the right vibe.ó She muttered. 
      
òThey donõt look too happy. Did you 
stiff them?ó 

òNo! I just had to get physical with one 
of the blokes who wanted to take a bit 
more than my money.ó 
      
òFuck me.ó K. said. He never dealt with 
gangs when it came to drugs. Too 
dangerous. Hippies were easier because 
they were all money and business, 
without the violence. That way, he 
could bring the violence if necessary. 
 
K. cracked his fingers, gearing for the 
inevitable punch up. He nodded to 
Cassie, who was now holding a 
collapsible baton. She grinned. He knew 
she was ready for some violence.  
 
There was a knock at the door. K. 
turned to Cassie. òLetõs do this.ó He 
said, the excitement of an impending 
fight rising in every muscle.  Cassie 
hurled open the door and swung her 
baton hard, anticipating a Clownõs head. 
The pleasant thud was the answer she 
was looking for.  
      
òTake that, childfucker!ó 
      
As their eyes came into focus, K. and 
Cassie noticed that instead of a gang of 
Clowns standing in their doorway, there 
was an attractive blond woman in a 
dark dress suit and her partner, a burly 
man who was now crumpled on the hall 
floor, blood pumping from his face.  
      
òDonõt you people look first before you 
hit somebody over the head.ó The 
woman said with a sneer. 
      
òFuck me.ó Cassie said, bewildered. 
òWho the fuck are you, then?ó 
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 òYeah, whatõs a posh bird like you 
hanging around this part of town.ó K. 
laughed, eyeing the fit bird, imaging a 
round of sexual athletics with her, 
Cassie and himself.   
      
òIõm Ms. Davenport. Iõm an associate of 
the Doctor.ó She said. òHe didnõt want 
any distractions for you, so he arranged 
to pay off your drug debt. The clowns 
want to assert a sense of authority and 
control. But, donõt worry, itõs just 
theatre.ó 
     
òOh, we werenõt worried at all.ó K. said. 
òHow did you know about Cassieõs 
situation?ó 
 
òWe know things, Mr. K. Itõs our job. 
And before you feel the need to indulge, 
think twice about who you associate 
with.ó She said with a sideways glance 
to Cassie. 
      
òWeõll be seeing you, Mr. K.ó Ms. 
Davenport kicked the man, who  was 
stumbling to stand. He held a now 
blood-soaked handkerchief over his 
face. òWalk it off.ó She said 
dismissively. The two disappeared 
down the hallway and into the staircase.  
      
òThat was fucking odd.ó 
      
òWell, theyõre gone.ó Cassie said, 
looking back out the window. òBut 
theyõve left a calling card.ó 
     
On the sidewalk was a very large set of 
balloons twisted to resemble a hand 
with two fingers raised.  
 
òYeah, up yours, too.ó 

 
 
The ringing phone jerked K. awake. He 
rolled over in his bed, letting it ring.  No 
one worth talking to would ever call in 
the morning. The phone continued to 
ring. Fuck me, he thought and, 
stretching across to the table, yanked the 
phone out of the wall. That takes care of 
that, he muttered, curling back into his 
sheets. 
      
Suddenly, the phone began to ring 
again. K. sat up and stared at the phone. 
I pulled it out of the wall, or was I 
dreaming, he thought, inspecting the 
cord. He looked at the damaged outlet 
on the wall and back to the cord 
dangling in his hand. Slowly, he picked 
up the phone and held the receiver to 
his ear, not saying a word. 
      
òMr. K.ó said the male voice at the other 
end. òWe have been expecting you. Do 
you plan on gracing us with your 
presence?ó 
      


