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INTERESTING TIMES:
FREEDOM

By Andrew Maben

No reprieved prisoner could have
felt greater joy and relief than | as
| walked out of the front door for
the last time and made my way to
the station. | took off my tie, that
throtting symbol of all the
repression of the last twelve
years, and stuffed it into a pocket.
On the train | sat alone and silent,
my heart bursting with freedom
and the possibilities that finally
were open to me. The whole
world would be my playground
now. It would be a summer of
stretching my wings, exploration
and modest adventure, at last |
could begin to live.

My first destination was a
celebratory farewell to my Royal
Air Force fantasy o | had signed
up for a glider training course to
be held at an RAF base in Essex.
The freedom of flight opposed
the constraint of my cadet
uniform, which | would wear for
the week and then never again. It
seemed a fitting symbol of my
new beginningé

At our orientation lecture the
instructor informed us that

gliding is safer than being at

home. He then went on to say

that a student had died the
previous week, hardly confidence

inspiring, but went on to say that

the boy suffered from epilepsy

and hadnot bot her e
anyone.

The planes were WWII vintage
two-seater trainers, heavy and
unwieldy, and it was my luck to
be assigned a somewhat
overweight instructor. The first
flight was nonetheless
exhilarating. A tow cable was
attached at the nose and a high
speed winch pulled us down the
grass strip. As we gained speed
the craft reluctantly left the




ground and seconds later my twice the elevation | was

instructor pulled back on the supposed to be at. Oops! | pulled
stick and we began to climb. My the release. The plane seemed to
fear of heights had me gritting jump for joy, as did my heart. An
my teeth and clenching my fists utterly  sublime feeling of
as the ground fell away below us freedom swept over me. The
at an alarming speed. And then plane seemed as light as a feather
there was a loud click as he under my hand. It was a glorious
released the tow, a jerk, and a sunny day, a few small puffy
peaceful quiet, the only sound the white clouds cast their dappled
gentle soughing of air in the shadows on the earth that lay
wires. With the release of that outstretched beneath me. Those
attachment to the ground, my moments were perhaps as close
fear dissolved, replaced with a to unalloyed joy as | had ever
gentle exultation. come to in my life. | flew on, long
past the boundary of the airfield
After the requisite number of before finally banking to make
training flights, | was deemed the turn back. | still had a lot of
ready for the first of two solos height to lose before | could make
that would earn me my my landing and so | went into a
certification. fairly steep dive. The airspeed

rose and | pulled up, exulting in

0Dond6t go too highthanpgowemdbdndof reedqd
too far, 6 my i nstructor tol d me .
0Good luck! 6 | must have been drunk on the
euphoria, because | find my
| gave my thumbs-up, the ground memories of that summer are
crew signaled the winch, and | even more fragmentary than
was on my way. The plane usual. | have clear pictures of
became airborne it seemed almost some events, hazy recollections of
instantly, and when | pulled back others, and frankly almost no
the stick bounded upwards like a memory whatever of my state of
rocket . I n no t i me mihddbeéyord ¢hatdniti@ dushtoh e
prescribed height, but had excitement and anticipation, so
scarcely covered half the usual all I can offer are a couple of
distance. Just a bit higher, | told vignettes surrounded by a rosy

myself. And somehow, b ef or e |héaze.

even traveled as far as the usual

point at which we were used to The last weekend of July brought
releasing, | had reached almost the Windsor Jazz and Blues




Festival. | must have met some
people during the course of two
days, surely?
my little tent and sleeping bag
and found a spot in the
campground, where | surely had
neighbors.

The line-up was extraordinary,
with many bands | had long
wanted to see live: the Yardbirds;
Cream, in what was billed as
their first major show; Geno
Washington; the Move; Spencer
Davis; the Small Faces; the
Wh o é

Honestly the only thing | recall
with any clarity is the end of the
Whoods set . They
My Generation, after a brief
introduction by Roger Daltrey in
which he claimed that after
tonight there would be no more
orgies of destruction. They
blasted through the song. Daltrey
moved to the footlights and
glanced down. He casually
kicked out one of the lights.
Cheers from the crowd. He made
his way systematically along the
row of lights, carefully
extinguishing each one.
Townsend drove the neck of his
guitar through the front of a

speaker cabinet. Banshee
feedback. Howls of approval
from t he crowd.

drummin g became an assault.
Daltrey smashing his microphone

| 6ve

into the stage, into the cymbals.
Townsend monomaniacally

smashing dhis ayutar | repeatediyk
on the stage floor. Moon kicking

pieces of drum kit off his

platform. At last there was not a

single piece of equipment on the
stage that was not almost utterly
destroyed. The band walked off,

leaving only a high pitched

squeal from a single amplifier.

And a crowd whose earlier

cacophonic approbation had by
now subsided into stunned

silenceé

| know | went to Rock to see that
summer refuge one last time, and
| must have slept on the beach as
haertaioly lad nowherd ebse, but
again memory is overwhelmed. |

do recall a party in the dunes
where | earned my beer by
opening bottl es

| did all my traveling by hitch-
hiking, and on my way from
Rock to wvisit Uncle Reg in
Weymouth | had a rather
remarkable encounter. Dropped
at a lonely hilltop crossroads
somewhere in Dorset in the early
evening my prospects were not
looking good. There was almost
no traffic, and none of the drivers
showed the least inclination to
stop. Time passed. | waited. |
enjoydad othed salmy summer
evening. | waited. A big black
antique Rolls Royce appeared,

wi t h




drew closer. | eagerly extended
my arm, thumb extended,
hopeful. The car slowed a little
and my heart leapt in
anticipation. For nothing, the
Rolls rolled past. In the rear
window, two girls turned around

to wave. Yeah, | thought, ha
fucking haé |
road and gave them the V sign.
The car suddenly braked and
stopped, began to reverse
towards me. Once again my heart
leapt, but this time in fear, as |
took stock of my isolation. |
pictured the driver beating me up
and leaving me to spend the
night in the ditch. The car
stopped a few feet away, the
driver jumped out and | steeled
myself for a drubbing. But he
picked up my bag and, grinning,
told me to hop in. After he put
my bag in the boot, we both got
in.

oOoHel | 06, a
somehow looking familiar, and

her tone suggests | should know
her . I & m dr awi

blank, and | 6 m t oo
as usual, to admit my failure to
recognize her. And why is she so
caked in makeup, in contrast to
her simple peasant dress?

OHel |l 06, I
attempt at a confident smile that |
may have imagined would signal
my recognitio n.

b eautoiYfewsl,

OWhere are you goi ng
oWeymout h. ¢

0Great! We <can take
way . Howds it been ¢
oWel | | | | ef t Cor

stepmpoeadniingt osodhepretty

00h, | used to hitec
with my boyfriend, but | just
canot anymor e. I

d a y s &néther dazzling smile.

| turned back to the front. Gosh,
sheds so beauti ful,
decided that when we got to
Weymout h, | dd ask h
drink.

Meanwhile the girls were having
a somewhat odd conversation.
OWhat a day. 6

| gyiwrids,dnBbhe hay
do it. o6

od kmoow.l &t e

embarrassed,

ol t seems so cruel,
those sheep over the edge like
that. o

| could make no sense of it

answer wthat ewietrh an

And so we arrived in Weymouth.

] ? 6

er




oWedl | j ust
of t he hot el
moment . 6

I nerved myself to ask her out.

But then we were there, in front

of the Grand Hotel. There was a
crowd on the pavement outside,

spilling into the street,

holidaymakers and

photographers. | turned to the

back to ask her.
the penny dropped and | lost my

nerve. Finally | recognized Julie

Christie.

Abashed, embarrassed, chastened
| retrieved my bag from the boot,
offered my thanks and slid away
into the crowd. It was a long walk

t o Regds, and |
How could | have not recognized
one of my icons of beauty? Why
could I not have had the courage
to ask her out anyway? She was
so natural and friendly, and from
the sounds of it she may have
welcomed the chance to get away
for a whil eé
realized that she must have been
on location for Far From The
Madding Crowd, and the
remarks about sheep at last made
sense.

Reg had invented a revolutionary
new sail, and had build a small
boat to try it out. He had some
hopes that the new rig might be

drop
We 0 | Hsseniadly theh esail e dispemsed a

y aonsidecefl ffor ithe @lympicst

with the bottom of a conventional
Bermuda sail, tapering to the
mast both up and downwards
from a point a little below half -
height. His claim was that the
part he had cut away contributed
mostly drag and so the new sail
would be far mor e efficient. He
proudly showed me his article in
Aa d yathling t dnagazimé e that
explained his invention. The
main drawback was that the
boom had to be at the broadest
part of the sail, meaning it had to
comprise two curving parts, one
on each side, and the mechaism
for running the rigging was a
litle cumbersome. Nevertheless
b the little aaft wasextsaerdirfarily
fast and manoeuverable. Alas, his
Olympic hopes were never
realized. A few years later
though, the sail showed up in a
new configuration: as the rigging
of windsurfersté

Mu ¢ And st fanallyeback tol Eastbourne

and the eagerly anticipated start
of my first Art School term. But
also to face living at home. At
home with the parents who had
abandoned me to the prisons of
boarding school for so many
years. Now they wanted to keep
me under their watchful eyes,
just when | was beginning to
taste the possibility of freedom.




SPOOK HOUSE

By Kate MacDonald

L It is then that the great house starts to move, rattling forward, a body
stricken with delirium tremens,
pockets of dust shaken loose as our anc
the thrill of momentum buildi
slow a while and then self up,
floating like a spirit above the r
The old haunted house with its Iepre is costume folded
around him, leaves of a head of lettuce turr]in own. et

. —

we experience

~

~

OWel come aboard on
0Take ca g0 st ays
From the edge keep aloekout
' For as it flies
e *  The house pl
wi t h we

a.;l |
h a‘

and

We 8 v e
Us together,
I would swear
people asking 1e N0 owWs Whe
It does seem |
that underlying fe -

that this is no. tri 1 < festival

- ~_ride could be sb_re C I .

/-to believing that gﬁr\ dered along a p i held no
C

i 0 go.
eard those voices, their uneasy murm etraying ‘

real design, nothing e :
- and not be singed witfie
ripening above the rows 0
that have seen too many like

y, their fear

| know | have been here, because | know how everything will unfold. |
know that the woman in the brown jacket .
wi || fold f i '




face of one who has not felt compelled t o act this rolé in many months.
The ride affects each one differently, but |

can guess them all. In the absence of memory, this knowing is a sort of
psychieds trick. I should be back
with Madame Zolta, telling the crowds the small gestures that will form

the foundation of their future.

0You have no plans to marry
You say

And indeed it is a bachelor

You will stay

And die a young mano

That boy asked his girlfriend to marry him on the  way out of the tent, |
believe; she turned him down and left him

to the wild of life and he died three weeks hence, besotted, falling under
the wheels of a train. It matters not

to Madame Zolta, who tells a bald businessman in a trenchcoat that his
son is not his own and laughs when he thinks

she speaks in metaphor. | like to think she got her powers riding on the
roof of the haunted house as | do, remarking

how things are ever the same and learning that all shall pass here again,
without remembering. | like to think that

we are alike, her and |. She probably knows and finds it funny, that |
would envy her her little power and her place

among the scamps and oddities whose peripatetic lives we cross
through, looking for entertainment.

Now and again it shakes, this ancient house, as it sails forward into the
darkening sky, carbon over steel,

limp fingers of gelled rain slapping at our faces, loosening the dirt on
our untended vessel; and with each shudder

growingi n i ntensity, the voice of the

sense the real magic is about to start.

OFor Godds sake hush!é

Our ugly guide insists.

oYouol | babble without pause
and miss

n the

house



the main even o
The main event is subtley lo qu'jo one here; begins with the unfurling
of the sails that catch t '
that bear us up further so thatthe ground below begins
to come into focus,

see
| never heard but that |

eunuchds voice, is w

o’ '
..- ol Ty - A
ﬂ"“ of hig ‘.' by ‘the bearded lady eats messily and
.

'e/. er }. on& attraction to the
adame Zol an's tent has a tail, a curled
. toher, o .
. ' people who must kno‘what they are hurtling towards without
s ' knowing it is already done. )
. ." . t the fringe of the grounds, ostracised by even his peers, the man who
‘swallows pain
crucified for the aghast few, he sg’nells of lead and chrysanthemums an d
speaks in croaks and clucks
unintelligible to all, save the lion tamer, who placates him with the
occasionalfglass of whiskey.

the 5
look at he

ssy -eyed lust, .g

"
0] p I‘nlﬁat the dough -headed

S~y
1V

:

éts by now, stirring

bours, he makes the




befuddled d shrugs and laughs;

her childrer their backs to her in abject horror. She is heavy on
them, her sé'blubbering

lashe ] ] holds them as the world peels back its skin for them

to see fromithesshordlof safety.
They do not's 't phantom yet. Against childr en he is useless, being

rumo urg ~ eydl !l be back, of course
unable to/r e house and its mysteries and unable to think them
away. | knowsths ame back
drawn by tha '- i ) alwa t) ing to pin his drifting shadow to my
shores. | koow 1at | car P
but know not.) 1 myself here.

e ‘
And then he u the house, the fragments of those

alls
L
ié.ep nor adventure, hung on the

ihe{n move %@Q@ both groups

: -~f\

still trappedi
and wongderir
.

molde

like
picklng-gbse flesh
Who are tﬁey and V!h)fi oy Ste
come here? And neither of us e
The apparition raisﬁ ands a
spirits and form a sp. y
each leaves the re

brethren as if not
The clever tncl@p

s ! L
;1 the centre, then rejoins his

Y .. i ; n Jeaps stgnge passagﬁ thé‘

 clap, we c‘ap until our ears ache ™ Q

. 4,

- . b .
down, force out his secreﬁs, get him to tell me
dance and —$ e———

ollow me and he will teach me all}hat is hidden in him. |
: re before and yet .

| still hop at off all the arranged bodies, some soft and aging, some
like summer fruit: perfect, firm and ripe,



| still dream that it will be me he choos
will see the shards of himself in me
and take interest or pity, it is al
chooses no one, for he never do
only ushers the little ghosts ba
all, his way of giving perfuncto

t afterlife, that h e
But tonight he

d night to us

And wordlessly we drift bac
metal sound and weight of the
is on us, dragging us back tc
were as ordinary as cotton,
the fabric that links the e
descend the creaking ba
always in want of repair,
one by one to pass, no

g until the
%’)ened, as if it
ordlessly we

m for one by

0Good night, :
Good night, gentlemen
edll see you
in Hell or in Heaven
Good night. ¢

The host salutes by taking o e ticket -taker and
the anchor-man
until t hey do the same, unt
toward us, not in deference
but in fear. And thus do | pass, full of t ace again, | have been here
before, I dono k nc when.

My eyes are closed for S im approac hing,

comingdownonme &

like a raptor, ending what | ‘

granite heads

When my eyes open, | re
be with me.

ys think you will



PROMPTED BY MATHEWS

By Chris Madoch

James Mann smiles his| nd ok
smile.

Hesd quit e cut e
man and is cutest by far when he
smiles ambivalently.

When James Mann smiles his
large eyes twinkle. He is mouse
haired, blue eyed, of average
height and overweight.

| t dtomeattendjot that he's
fat.

Big can be alluring. Large, with
the distinctive elegance of the
large, he is attractive in the way
that all aliens are. Strangely
imposing.

He definitely has something
about him. Nothing quite focuses,
there is no certainty to put one's
finger on, nothing definite. The
6gb6 word having
him endlessly has somehow
never stuck.

James is finished with the
outside for the night.

The outside can do what it
wants, be what the hell it wants
to be, he's out of it.

The car is garaged.

J ames dvwaencaadis off.

The German electric kettle is
on.

James is successful. Jim has a
right-on life. He has a job, a

f douse,aa canalded s a warm

overcoat and an automatic, hands
free, mirror chrome electric kettle.

James has a means of shutting
the dark night out, a facility for
putting the cloying reach of the
outside firmly behind him.

Jim is so clever. He is so adept
at survival in this age of capitalist
acme that the kitchen table is
laden with overflowing carrier
bags. Rewards.

Spilling their entrails these guts
applaud him.

That was good, that Ilast
hunting trip, stimulating.

H eddparked the car hurriedly,

b estealthilphe thought] hisanmnd on

the thrill of the chase. About to
exit the car, his head filled with
the unravelling routine of cain,
trolley and revolving door, he'd
heard an

aild

shouted, followed by an

60i! Youl! ©

shouted even louder.

H eddlooked up then, furtive at
first, and then with increasing
fear, like an unarmed native




parting tall grasses and being
surprised by a Panther.

Advancing towards him at that
time, shouting, snarling, waving
black polished boots and a smart
clip board was a neo Security
Guard wearing a black uniform
and a black peaked cap that
inanely announ ced his
provenance with both the name
of the supermarket and its logo.
You know precisely the type.

| say neo because nobody in
their right minds believes that
these are true Security Guards.
These fucking neos are not what
it says on the fucking packet, they
are Mickey Mousers

Everybody knows that true

Security Guards, have been
anally raped, carry real guns and
emotional scars from extremely
violent mercenary service in West
Africa.

You know the sort of service,
service where Landrovers are

decorated wi t h
where heads are decapitated and
stuck on poles at Vvillage
boundaries, service where white
mercenaries appear on camera
blacked out, their voices
sounding like they are on triple x
Prozac.

They are, all of them, sick as
dicks-on-sticks fuckers!

Everybody knows that true
Security Guards have real

criminal records other than ones
for petty thieving and parking
violations and pissing in public
places. Everybody knows that
true Security Guards are proper
psychatic cunts.

This particular fucking pants
Panther with designs on ripping
into James
someone d h eaguely
remembered from his teaching
days. Or somewhere else. Or
both.

This was not a proper kippered
cunt.

This was a young man whose
baby features used to shine on
Friday afternoons in a remove
class double-plus designed as a
dustbin for bored fifteen year old
illiterates, wasted kid s too thick
to see the sense in bunking off.

These were giggling kids still
excited by the underwear pages
of Home Shopping Catalogues,

v i evankers sidi yet graduated to real

fucking or crime or shooting up.

Mathews always was a clean
boy.

Meticulous Mathews.

You could always rely on
Mathews to have a clean
handkerchief [spunk-rag] in his
trouser sao pocket .
the kind of boy that really did
wash his hands after using the
urinal.

Mannos



&ir.0 Mathews had said to his
ex-teacher, the dim light of
recognition barely registering,
&ir.0 d erépeated. He was
pointing to the yellow lettering
that filled the adjoining parking
bay.

6Di sabl ed
Mathews had spouted, his voice a
mite too high on account of his
excitemead tcleared Hiesd
throat . Checked
di sabled now??d

Now this was a glorious

guestion because Jim very often
felt disabled. He would regularly
look at his monthly bank
statements and feel uncommonly
fucking dis abled. He would try
weaving his way up the high
street through a minefield of
pushchairs and shopping trolleys
and lovers arm in arm or down
each other's throats and he would
feel overwhelmingly enfeebled.
And there had been vast tracts of
his life to date through which he
had not walked or run but very
definitely limped quite definitely
impaired. But, at that moment,
faced with Mathews in a fancy
dress uniform and heavens

i servitel y .

6 No . @ sditle énjoying the
authoritative brevity of his reply.

There was one of those
silences.

Anything could have
happened.

It was then he remembered the

Par ki nagskwardo rotcgsiord he had

stumbled upon him, left s chool
and on dangerous ground, and
had exacted a little more than lip
60Are you

Mathews could have been an
evolving serial killer, at the very
least a severely disturbed person.

This minor contretemps with
an ex teacher might well have
been the secret subonscious
trigger to have unleashed a knife
attack of startling ferocity.

James could have been
eviscerated, spread all over the
car park and the
tabloids.

It was not to be.

James saw that it was not to be
and James Mann saw that the
game was up. He wanted to
screamfuck offat the little upstart
but he opted to be charismatically
pleasant.

6Dondt [ k nhe'dv
askedj tlacking thet @ar and
turning on his accfuse
know now. Mtloewsd r e
Well. Well. Haven't we done well.

knows how many old
school daysd axes
grind, he knew he'd appeared
rather too well, rosy almost,
indeed a touch over perky.

y ofu ?




A uniform . Delicious. You always
said you want ed

Mathews had at once backed
off, confusion finally giving way
to recognition. The two men then
walked towards a tangle of
silvery trolleys lost in mutual
reminiscence, a long jump injury
on Sports Day, a 6 Bfdr First Aid.
An unpleasant cheap zip-fly
entrapment.

There was a shug Security
Guar ds 0 - a&Shutaptoviding
more than sufficient privacy.

Jim smiles to himself, content
that he got so fluidly out of it and
the rest. He sets about moving
the kills from his plastic hunting
pouches to his stashing places;
dead chocolate covered digestive
biscuits, comatose preprepared
vegetables, tins of dead things,
cans of dead things, cartons of
dead things.

Jim switches on the portable
TV.

More dead things.

That
himself, that too clean, too kind,
far too neat and ironed Mathews,
he was cleared of aggravated
rape of a fellow scout at sixteen.

He was up for rape and his
nickname was Spam on account
of the sparsity of his pubic hair.

Ha d nittbeen evident for all to
see that the boy was not

Mat Iséhimksngtoh e 0

biologically prepared for extreme

0 n @enetratiot?h os e . 0

The police never knew though,
did they? They never knew what
had gone on in the April of his
fifteenth year. Few people knew
the truth of that.

Jim then catches the tail of a
broadcast, a public information
insert between the national and
the local news. It is a new
concept, the two minute feature,
something developed from the
runaway success of music videos
and advertising, something for
the promotion of community
awareness.

It is blatant propaganda.

There is a doorway in the film
and animated in the doorway are
three persons determined to
prevent the entry of a fourth.
They are screaming, these three,
washed but dowdy, one of them
a man who keeps touching his
crotch with one hand and waving
a wooden crucifix with the other.

@ond wake him! Dondt b |
wa k e ltheymsdream.

@ray for him to come. Yes.
Pray for him to come again.

But td vaké him! No.
Never, never wake him.

This is good here, as itis.

Saved!

ood




Whatever gave you the idea
that we want to be saved?
Bugger off! Go on. Get the fuck

out of i t! o

Mann watches as the one who
was turned away goes, she has
not lost her smiling face. She is
not sloping away. She has not lost
her dignity.

There is a caption. It reads-
On e p esr J2sus @& another
p er s &atah.

He switches the telly off.

Another dead thing fit only for
transmitting shit.

James finds it much more
difficult to switch off his memory

of the spurned but dignified

woman with the co nstantly
smiling face. But that's the whole
point of it. Then, in a sudden rush
of what he perceives to be
insight, he announces to himself-
perpetual benevolence!

Constant  benevolence, he
decides-t h aitl 8 s

She has usurped her natural
fear of fucking death with the
entirely unnatural monster of
constant fucking benevolence.

He confirms it, yes, she was a
woman of constant benevolence,
retaining her dignity  but
nevertheless electing to be
spurned.

Why?

The question stumped him.

She wore a plaid skirt, pleated,
and a bland cardigan beneath a
fawn plastic mac. She appeared
childless. She was fiftyish and her
hair was mousy and her tights
were thick and she had held aloft
her good book against the rain of
abuse.

She deserved her spurning.

Sh albloody earned it.

She had gone, unarmed,
protected with nothing more than
her beliefs and her plainness, out
there amongst the perils of the
heathen outside world to win a
fucking good spurning.

It did her proud.

It did her proud and home
knitted back a deal of good to be
lashed raw by mass insult.
Abused repeatedly as a child |
shouldn't wonder, he told
himself.

Mar vel | otutsthat yos n 0

almost never hear of anyone who
was abused just the once.

Yes. Abused and abused again
she was, becaus®f her bully of a
f ai t hve allWeebthe type, a
mouse in the supermarket, a lion
on the doorstep.

And, repeatedly abused she
becomes the abuser flogging the
dead horse of unquestionably
dead remedies.




Well, there was her personal
war Lord hidden in her fucked
up head versus their opposing
war Lord hiding behind the
closed door.

It was always going to be an
impasse, the one faith cancelling
out the other and the resulting
void inviting faithlessness,
lawlessness, mayhem.

How fucking stupid the whole
thing was.

The sick god botherer fucks.

Di dtrth@y know it was little
more than an ancient drug culture
designed to ease the pain of
knowi ng rebomgtodie® 6

S h £adh sleepers and Sherry.

Spiritual
it is.

Medi eksa |l t @
n at $ olckch@ave ho!

Ha din &hey noticed how
foreverhad died?

Di dtrih@y know that time is
always running out?

But it was only on film.

The film was only part of the

celluloid dream that James
refused to dream. The dream
goes if it moves, shoot it to fuck
on video. If it sells, celebrate by
throwing a party. If it doesn't,

stay at home and call it fucking
art.

ecstasi

@ainatr d

James made Assam tea for
himself.

He is very domestic.

He likes his creature comforts.

His surroundings say as much.

The small house is spacious,
airy. Afraid to lose this feeling of
space James has let it remain
sparsely furnished. Minimalist. A
sofa. A lamp. Some art.

You get the picture.

This style has many benefits to
recommend it.

What you would spend on

more, you spend on less, so you
can afford quality. James liked
that.
e Syeststséldomn &tay longh dou
pays your money and you
generally get what you pay for.
No more complicated than that.
Rent a body.

There is much less to dust.

Decorative objects have to be
chosen with great care. The
western  world is  already
overstuffed  with carelessly
chosen decorative objects. It is a
sickness. A wasting disease. A
disease of wasting valuable
resources.

| & idvasive.

Invading sick as fuck products
appealing to sick as fuck minds
or sheep or white trash with
money to incinerate, floods the




shopping malls like so much
effluent.

Turds disguised as pottery
figures.

Things to sit on the telly.

Dead things.

James has a lacquered brass
Buddha.

With such comfortable
starkness colour becomes
increasingly significant. A
Parchment as distinct from A
Cream. A Magenta. A
Delphinium. A Violet. It can
become quite a worry.

Eau de nil is extraordinarily
good for stress.

Monotone is as good a solution
as any.

James likes black leather.
Waistcoats. Chaps.

He took the black tea and the
chocolate covered digestives into
the lounging space. Putting the
tray on the polished floorboards,
he sat on the black leather sofa.
Leaned back. Thought about
some music.

Thought.

Yes.

The hunt wasgood today.

Delicious.

It had turned up anysexual
Mathews, Mathews and rabid

Caroline Pikenard. Both of them
carrying a juggernaut's worth of
secrets and lies.

There was always a certain in
the pants frisson to meeting
Carrie Pike, even fleetingly. This
was because Carrie Pikerard was
openly false, which was
refreshingly erotic in itself, but
also because she was generally
credited with putting synthetic
finger nails into the pornographic
film industry.

Carrie went through life
wearing a noticeable signature
taint, the scent, aimost, of having
been there during the shooting,
when the big guns swung over
well oiled abdomens and shot
their implausible load creating
gobsmacking strings of pearls.

God!

How we envied her balls!

She really was the bollocks.
She'd done everything there was
to do in the sex industry. We
reckoned evenhshdgged
Alsatians. Donkeys.

How we gossiped about her
Californian  Silicone. How we
surfed the late night cable
channels for her old movies.

We all saw her tits.

We saw her pleasured raw wet
bits.

We were there!




James saw her fearlessness.

Of all of the people he had met
on his journey she was the one
most able to live in the moment
and bugger all the consequences.

She was not a child, though she
was capable of wilful
childishness. She was an adult
who could forget, for most of the
time, her own mortality. Her
inevitable death rarely if ever got
a look in.

Not even in the rush hour.

Not even in a crack house.

Consequently, for almost all of
the time, she had no use for
religion or belief systems or rules
and regulations of any kind.

James thought her impossible,
easily the gentlest of all possible
sociopaths. In debt to a degree
that you just would not believe
and a fine cook, she took to
throwing lavish dinner parties on
supplementary benefit. She was
the first full blown spiritual
anarchist he had ever met.

He had, of course, and quite
ridiculously, fallen in love with
the idea of the circus of her at
once. The Big Top. The tumbling
intercourse. Trapeze sex.
Tightrope cunnilingus. But, for
some unfathomable reason he
had never quite managed to be
the ringmaster and fuck the arse
off her.

Was he liable to become
unbalanced?

Without a catch net, would he
ultimately break his neck?

The act of holding her in awe,
he had decided, was the most
likely culprit. For men at least,
there is nothing less like an
aphrodisiac than the
phenomenon of holding a
woman in awe.

Carrie suspected he was gay
anyway.

As yet undecided, although it
was all a matter of linguistic
juggling, James Mann, was
almost there. Almost ready to
agree as much about himself, at
least in part. That is to say in
respect of the only part that
matters to a man.

His head was arguably hetero
but his dick was decidedly homo.
It happens. Mathews knew.

This situation was a magnet for
farcical relationships and made
reciprocal oral sex a very hit and
miss affair.

No matter.

She was unreal, a wraith, after
all. Disembodied flesh displayed
splayed, widescreen, open crotch
in macro close-up, the very
epitome of a cat with its throat
cut.

Caroline Pikenard was nothing
much  more than  prettily
arranged ectoplasm.




And suddenly there she had
been, the huntress in mid-hunt,
hovering like an angel between
gondolas of cat food and
dogwood, visibly debating the
diet of her furry familiars. She
had swamped him in smil es and
heady perfume and she'd printed
Revlon lips in lipstick on his
h unt eheak and he had asked
her something, probing in that
incorrigibly gossipy way of his.

It was-

GAre you still with your
camer aman?ao

S h @ dooked a little sulky
when she told him.

O0resd

Crumbs from the crumbling
biscuits littered the pale grey
floor boarding. He was
undecided about the music. He
was unhappy about the thought
of a book. He was out of sorts
with the home cinema.

Thought. Still caught.

On still days, he was
remembering, you could follow
the pale smoke sky-writing as it
rose silent from the crematorium,
its chimney stacks hidden from
the playing fields by a long line
of tall Poplars. This wall of trees
would usually funnel up and
away all of that unwelcome
breath of the burning dead with

its reek of urine soaked
winceyette and cigarette singed
moustache.

On warm, Spring days with
just a light breeze it was different.
On days like that James could sit
there, on his school lunch break,
marking pitiful essays and
breathing the dead in, poetically
ingesting an air soup composed
of the various remains from the
local hospices and the bagged up
offal from the ER morgue. He
once wrote a poem about it.

When this poem was written
he ripped it into tiny pieces and
floated them on the beck that was
the boundary between two
Counties.

And on Sundays these fun-for-
the-community acres, adjacent to
t h e Crails, mauld come alive
with boot and ball, with
screaming profanities and
steaming wind.

There was always a battle of
the colours.

The blue army with the yellow
feathers would attack the goal to
the right. The red army with
beads and shells would oppose
them.

In the middle, on the centre
spot there would sit a head, its
hair matted and its eye sockets
empty. Some




memento  from
s h o u twbndér.

It was The Security Guards
First Eleven versus The Surrey
Clerks Of Court Eleven.

They will cancel each other out,
James had said to himself once,
and into the void will thunder
cunting madness.

Angola

One such Sunday, at what
would have been half-time,
though the pitches were empty of
anything but crows, James was
on a recreational across the war
zone to the farmland beyond.

There was a small coppice
beside the beck, a deep
shelterbelt of Hawthorn, Bramble
and Silver Birch through which a
Celtic knot of pathways had been
driven by both Deer and
determined boys on bicycles.

You stepped out of the
jaundiced, urban light and into
the mossy illumination  of
leafworld, a place of mystery and
magic where dwelt the greater
and the lesser hidden forces such
as elfin folk and higher selves.

Two strides in, James stopped
in the dank doorway his dark

jacket mottled by the dust of
catkins, his nose assailed with the
scents of moist soil and rotting
leaf.

This was not a new place.

Oh fuck! Mighty fuck. He had
been here before.

He had been here before and
the memory of it was mounting
an attack on him. He felt an old
shame make a sudden attempt to
swamp him, it was like a moist
cloth pressing against his face, at
once blinding then, at the same
time, stifling.

He knew this sensation.

It was weakness.

Weakness, with its sudden
sheering presence always had
him fumbling for his Asthma
inhaler, always had him feeling
that he shouldn't be discovered
with the pump in his mouth, his
breath held and his eyes as wide
as a creature who's just smelled
the slaughter house.

What he wanted was to be
away from that
in virtual reality.

What he wanted was to be at
home, alone, safe in his bed, his
hand at his groin, his length
stiffening and his eyes closing, the
daylight beautifully dulled by the
pale curtaining.

You get what you want in
virtual reality.

How good it always was to be
in isolation, with God, and doing
something with your genitals that
feels that good.

pl acfe.



Carrie...now what was the TV
channel that your legs were once
wide open on?

They could have been great
friends, the alien messiahand the
celluloid whore. Indeed there
was no one else more capable of
hearing his confession.

She never heard this
confession.

How, one day, when the chalk
and talk had finally dried up,
nothing came. That was the day
when nothing had come out to
play in a very big way.

How, one day, when a great
improbable chasm opened where
a class of thirty two disinterested
faces had just besn, he to all
intents and purposes, calmly
downed his pencil and walked
away never to return.

H edd remembered a distant
friend, a city desk journalist,
who'd been on his way home on
the five fifteen out of Waterloo
when, shortly before Woking, he
had looked down to discover
what was itching his feet, only to
find that everything below his
knees, trousers, socks, shoes, the
lot, had disappeared, vanished
from view.

It was a stress induced illusion.

But it was fucking convincing!

He had stifled the scream and
broken out into a sweat so great
that people in his vicinity began
showing signs of urgent self-
interest.

Shortly before arriving at
Winchester, the tips of his
brogues had reappeared.

He walked home.
Legless

You see, it is true, some of us
have it in us to be very brave,
even artists. And not so very long
after this bravery, he had the
courage to quit his job in the city.
No more prostitution. Just
exqui sitely
sake- spiritual riches
homelessness and bankruptcy.

James ha remembered that.

Materialist suicide.

That day, in that moment he
had remembered the in-therapy
lookon t he
told him the story.

It was one of those looks that
said- what happened was tragic but
also very funny butplease don't
laughb e ¢ a u s avhat elieaybody
wants to do and | want you to be
exceptional. | want you to be the one
person that | know who is not afraid.

Well, James was not afraid.

James knew how playful the
mind could be, whimsical even.
There seemed to be no limit toits
creative potential.

Sober.

attrsact i
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The fledgling Mathews was
flying.

Mother Carrie was fearless.

James,the son of Gadwas not
afraid of the fucking school
anymore.

He watched the school pencil
roll- HB, blank, HB, blank, HB,
bloody blank. It rolled extremely
slowly as if there was all the time
in the world for it to travel across
the grey Formica. There was
nothing to impede its painful
progress. No apple. No gum. No
string. James was not an
obsessive confiscator.

Eventually it reached the sharp
edge of the grey Formica then
stopped. It stopped as if
commanded by some cosmic
intelligence that had suddenly
shown mercy.

That grey Formica extremity is,
more often than not, as far as any
of us are prepared to go. That is
to say- we will do it, wedl
embrace the dramaof it up to the
precipice, right up to the very lip
and then lie still, going absolutely
no farther.

We generally cop out.

We mostly opt in to seven days
of psychiatric care- sleepers,
drugs, waitress service.

Most of us, in any case, are
pretty much summed up by the
legend- All talk and no action.

He looked at the class. They
were unmoved or unmoving,
thoug h h e cdeade dhich,t
and they were very definitely
silent. No talk. No action. It
didn @ compute.

As you might imagine, the
pervasive silence of a roomful of
adolescents was very strange. It
disturbed his equilibrium.

| am unsteady, he told himself,
| am unsteady and unsure of
whether or not | am ready. There
was nothing for him to hold on
to.

This was not life. This was not
death.

This was a prelude to real
change.

This was the last and the first
breath.

He left the room in the way one
leaves a cinema halfway through
an unsatisfactory offering from

Hollywood, the brain -dead
tutting, the swing doors clapping.
James imagined it was applause,
the kind of welcome that a star
receives eveprdobeef or
anything.

He passed the Deputy Head's
office with its door wide open so
as to suggest an invitation or that
nothing untoward could ever
happen there.




That
as much.

Teaching
said so.

Teaching is not a science. H d
gone on, once.

It is an art.

The best teachers are gifted
artists.

They have
nourish the
children.

At best this school was a
disgraceful farm, a bloody
disgraceful production line of
sheep that all looked suspiciously
the same.

At worst it was a fucking
abattoir.

wa s dctoldahpm

no t

the artistry to
natural gifts of

How fucking neat it was to
engineer a liberal open door
policy as a smokescreen for a
whole shopping basket of child
abuse. That was how it was.

Tidy cruelty.

Fabulous masks of benevolence
masking faces of pergsting
fascism.

Are we really surprised? It
always was in our nature to be
something other than what we
seem.

Like one boy whose smell was
like a cry for help.

There was this one boy whose
odour fell on deaf ears. He

H ecoOllected his faeces and kept

them in his desk- it always raised
a laughkamadngst the dtdf. 6
I me a n ve ya utd be

congenitall yyodtaf t

be buggered by your blind
f at h e dfun avaypthey said,
anyone with half a brain would.
We d hear the tapping of that
fucking stick and leg it!

Like one boy whose genitals
had waved goodbye to
childhood.

This coal black fifth former was
an eye opener.

0 Go théyd exclaim, the men
with  Toy Town degrees in
Physical
g i $ doidg to be injured by that.

That.

One look at that and wham, it &
enough to make leshians of the
| ot o f

hope you enjoy your stay mean,
truly massive. Majorly
memor abl e. 0

A bookies book was opened
and bets were duly laid. James
remembered. Eleven inches was
odds on. How could you possibly
forget.

Sir- that is Mr Mann, English
and Art, he always believed that
he was firmly in the front line. He
was.

Educati on,

st whickech man.l A ©
real life- Welcome to Barbados |



He believed he was the last
true teacher to be given a full
contract in the whole of the
United Kingdom.

This was, very likely, true.

Almost i mme d i a tdédey
heavily under fire from right
wing revisionists. They were led
by balding cunts in tweed jac kets
with leather patched elbows.
They were pipe smoking
vegetable growers of bloody
straight rows of spring greens
and bloody straight canes of
string beans.

What was there
problem?

Fear of prostrate c a n c e rs,
what their fucking problem was.
That and jealousy. Fucking
prostrate cancer, jealousy and
loneliness.

|t tdedruth.

fucking

Like all of the boys spared by
peace, Mann was at war, allied
and marked.

And the unarmed boys were
hit by anything to hand.

It was like a drug.

They were pure white.

They were like cartridge paper
before the point of the pencil
kissed it.

Then the pencil kissed them,
covering the blank canvas of their
faces in a scribble of lies that

went by the name of Christian
moral responsibility.

And they were hit by hands
engorged by rage and loathing
and middle-aged frustration.

h eThey were routinely beaten,

bended and upended into a
shape that somehow resembled
conscripts.

These
volunteer.

These wer e dbevers
pass exams no matter how many
times you moved the goal posts.

These were boys expecting to
be unemployed for years.

These were candidatesneeding
to &d rdped.

These were children trapped
by a system eager to unzip its
flies and do the fucking lewd
business.

wer e d bever s

Once upon a time, Mathews,
who now knows all there is to
know about disabled parking,
had it in for Kipper Clarkson.
Kipper, two years his junior, had
the kind of urchin face that did

well in advertisements for
charities. He had freckles and
wiry unkempt hair and River
Phoenix eyes. It meant thathe did
less well in the school
playground than he did in the
classroom.

Kipper Clarkson had put it
about that Mathews was a girl, a




freak of nature. This was not
altogether surprising since at the
end of the Christmas term of
Mathews' fourth year he play ed a
dame in the school pantomime-
cast largely because of his
paleness and the fact that his
voice had not yet broken.

Meanwhile, his various winter
excursions into the school
showers had earned him the
nickname Spamon account of the
hairlessness of thepuppy fat that
covered his pubic bone and the
distinctive, luncheon meat
pinkness of the diminutive
features that hung there for all to
see.

These bare facts, five whispers
distant and downl oaded into the
cavity
skull, resulted in the ball-game

t hat was t o | ead

demise. The teasing little rhyme

went- Mathews is a girlie, no
oiscungi n e

girl friend
wurly wher e t shime
This ditty was, as you can
imagine, accompanied by
obscene gestures. Then there was
that later occurrence- the police
never knew though, did they?

od secHnd yegarsr 0

They never knew what had gone
on in the April of his fifteenth
year. Few people knew the truth
of that.

That poor fat sap.

| & @ot difficult to get very
pissed off.

What do we expect to find at
every turn?

Apologetics?  Saints?  Fair
minded folk? Women in scarves
with gloves and a glut of
homespun goodness? These days
it's relatively easy to get very very
pi ssed sod breeze.l Bub
Mathews in a half-baked

uniform- t her e 0 s a que

Prompting.

Jim suddenly started one of his
little spasms- in fact a full blown

attack. bot h boysa
He could smell death lurking

in the room- an uncommonly

enticin@ cosktail of ksisat, Spunk

s amd  deomerfied urine.  He

confidently smirked. James was
blessed with miracle tablets for
these life-threatening occasions
and they usually worked.




...barely missing on a frozen pla in to nowhere...

(or how | exploded my own ticket)

By A. Razor

...the drive was all night, in some
places so cold it felt like piss
might freeze in the wind. We left
Minneapolis and  descended
toward Lawrence after some
rounds of houses and bars, not
for anything important, just
because there seemed to be some
mystery to the trip | was now a
part of.

Grant was going to take us to see
a great genius that he needed to
see, but for some reason he dil n &
want to go alone, so he had
conscripted a guitar player,
Kevin, myself to play bass, and a
kid named Zack, that idolized
Grant, to play drums. Grant had
played drums in a band before,
but di dnot I i ke
Bob, his old guitar player in the
previous band,
(pl aying the dru
said. | was in a fog, so to speak,
drinking constantly, sadly
missing LA, SF and NY
simultaneously, trying not to do
too many drugs (yet these were
the worst dope fiends in town, so
| was obviously frustrating my
efforts).

So, not really understanding or
caring why Grant had to show up
to see his ool d
band, | agreed to leave with
them, under cover of darkness, in
a 0672 Buick
November night in the late 80s. |
guess we were going to play a
song or two for Wiliam S.
Burroughs, at his hacienda in
Lawrence, KS, which seemed
reasonable for some reason |
could never really put my finger

t  on. Mainly | wanted to just move
down the road for a minute and
get away from myself. Grant
seemed to be acting as if he was
doing me a favor, which is
always annoying when a junkie
does t hat for

t o likedtheey airettrying to Ypuitcospnee.
weird credit for a later date for

h a domdihing i thaé dwouid t have

ms hgppefhed anyway. m, 6 he

| think Grant is an alright guy,
but he is also kinda creepy when
heds | oaded, wh i
any room to judge anybody on,
but he was being extra strange
and kept offering me pills and
coke, which | refused graciously.
Pills would just irritate me into
craving something stronger and

forji

El ectr a
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from what | had seen there was
not enough coke in that bag to
even begin to scratch my itch that
starts with a taste of that shit.
Plus, | had to do some of the
driving and coke is not my
favorite driving indulgence. | had
a little less than a gram of speed,
a few tabs of mescaline, a bag of
Alaskan Thunderfuck and a fifth
of Old Log Cabin Straight
Bourbon Whiskey to keep me
warm, as the Buick had a
malfunctioned heater. | knew it
was a myth that booze would
keep me warm, but it at least
would keep me numb to the cold.

| had to admit | was interested in
seeing what Burroughs would be
like, his book Naked Lunch was
proving to be as prophetic in
clearer terms than anything
Nostradamus had ever written
and | was certain that the end of
the world was near, so | was
hoping to see if he would make
some special sense of the Mayan
Campbellistic  spiritual cut -up
rhetoric and shed some light on
what he knew about this coming
apocalyptic end game.

We drove through the night and
played musi ¢ and when
driving 1 was in the back
watching the desolation of the
cold pains go by. There had been
some slight snow that had melted

away, but the last few days were
well below freezing across the
midwest and there were traces of
ice and snow every so often, as
well as barren tree branches
which gave the world a sinister
and cataclysmic tone.

The sun was coming up over the
rise as we pulled down the long
drive way that seemed to turn to
a dirt road and crack like ice
under the balding tires. | was
sure we would be waking the old
doper up at this time, but he was
wide awake and ready to receive
us. Hot tea, a Moroccan blend of
course, with honey and biscuits.
After we shared a joint outside
between Kevin, Zack and myself,
we came back inside ard had at
some tea and chewed a little on
the biscuits in the massive farm
style kitchen. The guys had done
blow, | was on the crank, so the
biscuits were more of an
accessory to dab honey on than
an actual breakfast treat. Finally
Grant and 0 Us dé
introduced himself to us, taking a
keener interest in young Zack,
emerged from the hall with a pair
of breech loading shotguns.

I wasnot

ol am currently
for a show in New York City, |
invite you all to participate out in
the back forty, where my amigo,

at



Soliz, will be preparing my
materials for this undertaking. |

hope the refreshments were
suitabl e, i f
Uncle Bill announced, with

perfunctory annunciation.

| begin to remember the story |
heard of this guy being on the
run in M exico and shooting his
old lady in the head while they
were playing a game of William
Tell. | tried to quell my internal
angst. | liked to be the only one
with the gun. This kook might
shoot somebody accidentally on

purpose again. Worse, | might thing | di dnodt know
have to shoot him. | will drop this good dope in Minneapolis.
geezer, literary merit or not,
before | let him shoot me with a While | was lost in all that
12 gauge and have his Mexican dizzying thought, Zack had
houseboy bury me in the frozen begun regaling the old man with
wasteland of Kansas. tales of varmint hunting up on
the Iron Range since he was a real
0So | wonder whi c h littterkid and professedito besthe
the most proficient with a best shot in the world, which I
shotgun. | need you to be a damn was always told is bad form,
good shot because, upon missing, because now everyone knows
the work | have previously done who to shoot first)|
wi |1 be obliterat e tdawd wad mised about €hdoting.t
each one of us in the eyes as if he The old man was really taking an
was sizing us up for something. | interest in the kid and Grant was
began to feel like 1 was in the beaming as if he had brought a
wrong part of the prison. Kevin Rhodes Scholar to a retard
had brought his acoustic guitar convention.
out and was beginning to range
over some classical scales in a oYoung man, I mi ght

way that let on to me that at some

point in the last 10 minutes while
| thought he was bringing in his
gear from the car, he had

e v e rprocurec: & goadsskaot of dope. It

c o ul davedlteen lthe crap they
scored in Minneapolis, because
after  they obtained that
overpriced bindle we all took a
hit of it off the foil and it had the

after taste of burnt sugar with

aspirin instead of Persian brown
heroin that Walter, the guy
whose basement we were in,
proclaimed it to be. | was
disgusted and revolted from the
taste. It was probably a good

upon you for more than your

W



musical skill on this day. | hope
you are up to the task at hand.6
Uncle Bill ds pausi
were not foreign to me, it was
classic junky sleight of word
drama diversion, only with a
Harvard backwash and a St.
Louis upper crust wrapper that
was his trademark. It was so
exact to how his words jumped
off the page | was remembering

in Minneapolis on the previous
night. | was in there with Grant
g hea nvas telihg raes i cowd
have a fifth of whatever | wanted.
| was about to have a look at the
Elvis decanter collection, that was
gathering dust (a good sign for a
whiskey freak like me) on a shelf
high above the cash register,
when | noticed a strangely
shaped bottle sticking up from

little phrases and storylines from behind one of the E
his work. Bukowski had once expert at casing the areas of old
tol d me , 0The bestliquowr stores r to find | that
speak exactly how they write, but negleded bottle that had aged
beware us, our heads are full of long enough to have the true
shakes that are biting us on the spirit of consummate distillery
inside, you see, and whenever we inside its glass walls.
open our minds near you, they
wi || bite the shit Whiskdy age$ very gracefully, o . 6
| reached into my army field usually will be 4 years old, at
jacket pocket and pulled out the least, when it hits the shelf, if it is
5th of whiskey, uncapped it, took Bourbon. If you can find a bottle
a pull, capped it and returned it that, for some reason or another,
to my pocket. | did it in one has been neglected then you have
smooth, slow gesture and no one the equivalent of a score as
noticed enough to ask for a hit. | infinite in its blessing as a pot of
was very fucking pleased with gold at the end of a rainbow.
myself. Elvis decanters are notorious for

shelf life in some stores and are
Old Log Cabin was a Bourbon my usual target, but today thi s
whiskey that was not made in old bottleds edge ¢
Bourbon County and was the and | ask the man behind the
only one | knew of that was not. counter i f I can se
It was made by a guy named buy it?é the | iquor
Booz since 1840 in Pennsylvania. i n hi s best oOyou b
| had found this fifth in an old Grant i ntervenes, 0
liquor store on Lyndale and 22nd how much for it?06 h
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furtively searches for his cash, the
last thing a dope fiend ever wants

to do in a liquor store or
anywhere else for that matter.
0 Why, I i magi ne
for it.d as he

smile and his eyes narrow a little
behind his horn rimmed glasses.
Grant looks at me an d
canot j ust have
something easy, you gotta make
shit hard on

says,

was, but | did want the whiskey
and | did want the secrets that the
old man might spill and | figured
some impromptu jam session in a
2 OKarcsas | bawn r vehitel $omed old
c r abeatnik geezar paintecdsanethigg
was worth the price of admission.
Hell, it was the golden ticket in
ahe eamndy bar at this point, but |
a wdsadetdrmined to hi ioutwardly
put upon in appearance, because

e Vv er y dhatewa® the best way to deal

with these kind of prima donna

ol know what I wa njinkiesy ou asked
me what | want. Simple as that. o |
keep my emotions level before oOBewar e of whor es
the old codger thinks | really donot want any mon
want the potential golden means is that they want more money.
goodness in that bottle that will Lots more. Beware of religious sons
quench my egotistical sensation of bitches. Make sure you get an
that | am being put upon by agreement from them
Grant and | deserve a reward for
the intrusion on my alleged -William S. Burroughs
serenity.

0OYou want some Col a
Now | am not Gr ant &yithsl havesspme drgmpoMexice
for bass player, but | am a good that is still made with cane sugar.
choice in that | am non- Soliz, bring some of those bottles
judgmental about what other's of Cola for everyone, as the
are doing and | W®&BAt mMiansd been exlt
weirdness, so he was plying me shouts down the hall. | clear my
with a 5th of whiskey because he throat before | re
di dndt want to br i Wagttoamxisvth any Lola,
might be a problem on this trip. but I will take a Cola to drink out
There was some inner sanctum of the bottle. 6 For

that he and Burroughs seemed to
share and | was pretty sure |
didndt want to

felt like being offered a drink in
this house at this time it was

e v e Hnpatative that Lpiatg my disgain

W h
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for shenanigans. | never let
anyone mix me anything,
anywhere, anytime. And |
definitely dondt

bourbon in Cola. Soliz enters
from down the hall with a case of
CocaCola bottles and fixes the
host a glass of Stolichnaya, Cola
and something from a small
brown vial. | am confident |

spoke at the right moment on my
behalf. None of those
shenanigans for me. He says
something in Burroughs ear and
then disappears back down the
hallway.

Suddenly, a man appears who
greets Grant with a knowing
handshake. He is wary of me
from across the room, and he is

even mor e wary
presence. Kevin has been
Otuningd his

and is oblivious to everything. |
am now positive there is some
high grade dope in my midst.
The man makes his way over to

gui t athat alittld

i ke everybody
quickly as | half-laughed. The
speed still pumping me outward,
miready 5td anti@pate arything.
OAl right t hen,
wal ked back
Bill ds6 side of
side glance at the kid, who was
still regaling Burroughs with
some half-assed story about
killing someth ing small with a
shotgun. Personally, | would
have rather
getting killed with the perfect
calibero story
critter getting blasted with too
much firepower by a dumb kid
with no regret
had always liked it best when
Bugs Bunny jacked up Elmer
Fudd when | was a kid. On the
oother Haad; kl0 kinda always
wished that the coyote would eat
fucking sannbyinge
roadrunner for a change. It was
then | realized that there were
only two people here that
definitely had good murder

me and introduces doriesslikel that todo tell. mnd
Hol t z6 he says as ndiher okustwera shewing any
firm hands hake that | return with signs of talking about it right
my best sneer smil enow. &iRca zmine, IBad Inever
say calmly. He is almost giggles. inspired books or poems, |

oDid your mom
he asks.
0She named me

me, but you can call me Razor

n a me figyreduhere was tortydone story

in the room that | wanted to hear.
My fast paced speed drone was

wh at slosvihge enowgimdod the point

where | would now realize that

el s¢g.
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some marijuana would be the gonna hot knife some
ticket to some random Grant asked our host, who
conversation. moved slow and meticulous to

unwrap and reveal to all of us the
Evidently, | was not the only one brick of hash in all its glory.
who was thinking cannabis. oWel |, |l wuswually have
oUncle Bill dé went atigarettawithh sorheltobatco gnd
desk and unlocked it. He rolled low grade pot that Soliz gets from
up the top and the loud sound some of his amigos, but, |
stol e t he thunder supp otstee kédds had t|o
uninteresting story. He pulled this point, my weed was burning
out a red rectangle about the size a hole in my pocket, so to speak,
of two sticks of butter. It was a ol have some high gr a
satin material that wrapped what some Alaskan Thunderfuck, |
appeared to be a brick of hash. could roll some of it up with the
0OThi s i s s omet hi nghash. Htamould aomy takd mhe a
friend bestowed upon me second. 6 The ol d ma n €
recently and | am prepared to was agape and everyone looked
share some of its intoxicating at me as though | had spoken out
ef fects wi t h you. .of6 ttihren,oll@utmaln di dnodt
b e g a nt,is Hashish .that comes determined to call this shot.
with a golden seal of crossed
scimitars and an Arabic poem O0Al askan Thunder|fu
that is recited, quite thoughtfully, Burroughs pronounced every
before making art, sylamewgh hig sing soagrgradel
Everyoneds attenti bonevapemomhumnchtei on, 0|.

old man, and | had to admit it
aroused a hint of jealousy inside
me.Tohave ofriendsé
smuggle me top notch hashish
while | ambled around my house
and drew in visitors to regale
with stories, this was the life. |
doubted very much | would ever
know it from his perspective, but
| felt it must be the pinnacle to
reach for, regardless of its
i mpossibilities.

like an amazing manifestation of
agricul tural pur sui t
nebdead for & graeh tight. | paced
over to the table, pulled out my
baggie with the sticky buds
inside it, and sat down ready to
begin rolling the grass and the
hash together. Grant was a little
put off, but I knew what his
hustle was. He wanted to steer it
toward smoking some H. | was
optettyostire thatitheee was some




top drawer heroin in the midst
that Grant and Kevin had already
had a taste of. Standing around
doing knife hits of hash is easily
transformed into to a dragon
chasing
want to go that route just yet. |

like the open kitchen space and
the conversational promise it
held. The rest o the house
seemed darker and strewn with

books, art and memorabilia. |
liked the sparseness of the
kitchen. | was also still tweaked
and didndt want

closed in than this. Burroughs
moved over and placed the
whole brick to my left as | was

tearing the sticky bud down to its

calyx. When | had a decent pile of
it, | turned to the brick and

picked it up. It was everything he

said it was, except Golden Seal
Hash. This was Bekaa Valley
hashish from Lebanon. | knew
the markings and the consistency
and the odor immediately as | ran

a lighter along its edge. It
crumbled nicely, but had an oily

texture. It was opiated with

essence of raw opium, most likely
harvested from poppies that
grew near the hash plants. This
was arms dealer grade
contraband. | had obtained some
of this in a bar in the East Village
of NYC called Downtown Beirut.

| got it from a Druze mercenary

expedition

who was holding some of the
best Persian brown | had ever
done as well. He was trying to
unload a bunch of Czech
0Scorpiond
walk@&luaway fiom dhie duhdiet
deal, but | never forgot the stories
of the hash fields he told me
about. Or the way that shit got
me so damn wasted. | wondered
why the old man would pass this
for Gol d Seal

sense. | figured | would hold my
mud on it for now. The opiate

t o comgemtt woald yat feastr esettle

Grant down. | also figured it
would do me some good as well.
Stories were already being told
without words being uttered. |
like this kind of magic. The hash
joint | rolled looked like a mini
Louisville slugger. It was time for
everyone to step up to the plate.

| notice my new friend, Jim, only
took one turn on the J. Normally,
that would not mean anything,
but for the fact that he kept
taking it as if he would hit it,
pausing, playing it off whil e
appearing to be distracted by
whoever was talking, then
passing it without ever taking his
turn. This was potent stuff, but
why the act? | was grateful that |
had the foresight to bring my .45
and my back-up piece. | mean,
this was going to be weird, |

ma.c hi
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knew, but | actually felt like there
was many levels of charade and
illusive behavior at work here,
more so than the usual junkies
jockeying for position on a race to
the big spoon in the sky. There
was an equation | had not put
together completely. | wanted to
call back up to Minneapolis and
invite some friends down to the
party here in Lawrence that we
would be playing music at
tomorrow night. | just needed
some familiar faces. That had me
feeling a little more self-assured
as the effects of the joint bega to

wash  through the tweak.
Everything was going to be all
rightt  Nobody was really

conspiring to do anything. | was
just a little edgy from driving
through the cold night on tweak.

| felt better already. Fuck Jim for
not partaking, he seemed like a
real stick up the ass, anyway. He
was affectionate towards
Burroughs in a way that meant to
send a message to all of us. He
was the protectorate, he was
watching us when
looking at him. | had developed a
sense for this over the years. Still,
Burroughs was the one with a
shotgun near his person. | could
flip the table and shoot them both
dead in a heartbeat, if | had to. |
might have to hunt the Mexican
down. Nah, it

wonot

| got to shake the craziness.
Maybe | could use a nap before
we go blast guns in the back 40.
At least some cold water in the
face.

0James, | wi | |

to the store and procure more 12
gauge shells. The double ought
buck shot will be sufficient. Also,

some 9mm for the broom handle,
which Soliz is cleaning and
reassembling as we speak. Are
there any other requests from the

store?d6 Uncle Bill
ol woul d i ke S 0ome
some dark chocol at e.
| rustle from my stupor to
interject, without

would like five 20 round boxes of
.45 ACP Black Talons, or Hydro-
Shock if the Black Talons are not
avail able. o
taken aback. I t
did not bring any extra ammo,
and it seems we will be shooting,
so since you will be buying some
bullets, if you get some for me, |
woul d appreciate i
w ehick vaedr | eam @tlittle angry
about the difficulty | have with
speech,  which helps my
pronunciation somewhat, but
gives the air that | am angry or in

pai n, I suppose.
gun wi th
way that almost cracks his voice

i kemeant oaddilagscent
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were you thinking? What if we

piece on him. You knew that

got pull ed over 2?0 whbdn waosu rastked hi m
thinking | would get pulled over, Kevin interjects after he breaks

and | didnot . Do n & but bfuhs tnodding gbitarl plag ,

Grant, we are here now, if you l ong enough. oOFuck,
donot want me updr i vdion gy oua @k ways <carry
with you, | got no problem with Zack. OFucking peopl
t hat , but donot f utchkaitnbgs bmhsyt, m@yack. 6
ball s right n ow. the kidtad g to shomtahim down,
necessary. o6 Grant twaesn pcomhtaibh yes at
thinking he could find another want you to find another way

bass player somewhere in this back. I donot want
college town, but then, not one back with wus ar med.
who would be willing to go along doing his best to be all put out,

with this scenario without a lot of but, it was like Kevin said, he
prodding. Grant liked to boss his knew when he asked

band mates around if he could,
but | was not one of them. | was
just a wutility

need any proddi
have any opinion regarding his
penchant for strange behavior. If

it was about to get as strange as it

seemed to me through my mental
haze, | needed ammo, and when
in doubt a hundred rounds

always  seemed reasonable
0 What type of

you brought with you, as

uninvited as it might be, my

son?d& Bur ked with his
head raised, looking down his
nose at me. ol t

.45, | have had it worked on a

give a fuck. | was going to play
the gig, collect what was due,
p | a laagrwith th& aldibealt dadtly achch 6 t
ng. geA my helad uvistedn Blabody
was going to stop it. Not now
anyway. 0So, can
then?¢

| had not noticed it until now, but
Jim was red in the face angry, like
he wanted to come at me and
h a n daveg wn slapgng e fight or
something. Burroughs looked at
him and spoke real
a s he write down the specifications
for the cartridges, James, or can
pgoColrte meanlbe r Cutph e m? 0
mands voice breaks

¢

0s

little.o6 | reply, fainguii ngl encH lkeai® Wedt
quality of my firearm will earn would be best if he wrote them
me S 0 me respect. dooGonme i Dnj ust any o

Grant, you know he always has a

maybe you should just go with

me .
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me. 6 A

mi dwest winteros

was just the ticket to shake off the
chilling night

chance at

ffacws.s hFrost i on  everything.
mPatchres af gce and tsreow ke a

pattern on a jersey cow that rolls

d r i wofkeinto tikeFdistanee tdthe poid ,

does your car have ah e at er ? 6éof the horizon where the sunlight

come back. ol t
mo st certainly
OLead the way,
get up from the table and a bit of
warm dizziness hits me. A little
movement will be good for my
soul.

The pick-up truck is a classic, an
old Apache. | climb in and he
starts it. | sit there in a blissful
silence for a moment. The engine
is really cold, but | can hear every
chug of the intake, ignition,

exhaust cycle. | can listen to
engines make music as they
warm up. The oil lubricating

more and more from the top
down as it viscosity rapidly

changes with each profound
increase in temperature. The
mixture of the air and the fuel as
the carburetor adjusts its jets. The
valves in the heads getting less
sticky and more fluid with every

counter-balanced turn of the
crankshaft. This engine has an
exhaust leak that is the song it
sings this morning.

It is now morning in full effect.
The cold air is like a glass lens
bringing everything into a sharp

isacompressedkinto a ashagh glintt

d o etlwmat sivallosva gostrastihg flocks
t h eaf bids with gsagtaring $urst.

There is still so much that can
happen on this trip, but for the
moment there is a peace and a
chance to catch my breath as the
truck rumbles down the winter
roads of Kansas.

The gun store in the distance
pulls me nearer like a moth to a
lamp and a certain fate. | am
woozy by the time we get there
and the morning sunlight is not
blocked by enough cloud cover at
this point. Even with sunglasses |
look conspicuous and tweaked,
so | try to imagine that this is the
gun store back in San Berdoo and
it makes it seem
My buddy, Jim, has gone looking
around for some things and |
figure | should just go straight to
the back where the ammo is
obviously maintained behind a
counter that is womanned by a
dirty blonde mid -twenties girl
with a serious expression and a
far away stare, like she was lost
in a lament about something that
missed her or passed her by.

k e




OExcuse me , I
some 45 ACP ammo. Specifically,
Black Talon or Hydro-Shoc k. 6
figure get to the point and then
maybe ask whatds
her life. What the hell, | have
been talking to dudes all night

and all morning and a feminine
perspective might go with some

am

rédimeokkcustomers have stopped
moving and are closely paying

attention. | am actually bolstered

by this somewhat. | figure they

mmust sséensgme f freaksnout this
way from time to time due to the

likes of Burroughs and his

cohorts that populate the area.

good ballistics real well about ol think | have hes

now. oWel |l , you mu projecthyow are taking eartl in.

pesky boar infestation to sort out Old Man Burroughs is shooting a

or you are on your way to Kansas bunch of shit up out at his place

City to shoot SkBeo me quiteoanhit thgse daysoYou some

says as she cracks a grin. It is a hired gun from some strange

nice snappy comeback that is place?6 She asks wh

eerily on the same wavelength as up as she brings some boxes to

myself. | immediately feel relaxed the counter for my inspection.

and a very interested in hearing 0Yes, you have hear (

some mor e. ol am ouwt t bern askgshbokatd |

practice with some liquid filled the three types of boxes she sets

containers and | need ordnance in front of me. | am in a habit of

that cavitates well for the never touching bullets with bare

optimum outcome. 6 fingers, so | | ook,
my hands near t he K

0Sounds | i kdeamaticn oyoe ppen the Gold Saber and

out come, if you askhome. i totb wméechl easd

on the Black Talon, | know | have
the Hydro -Shock. Gold Saber is
good, as well, for
and moves to the shelves behind
her and searches for my request.
ol wi |1l a d miictis oeh a t
of the goals that | aiming for. | am
going to shoot some cans of paint
and | want it to make a big
spl atter. It i s
am noticing some of the more

f o the @oid Sabe tcompsr i $O0epert .

She looks a little awkward at first,
thénh ahe . dealiZ2h ewhat umyn s
hesitation must mean and she
begins to open and display each
boad nfaammad, taking one round
out of each and laying on its side

on the rubber mat that is in front

of her on the counter. | notice that

box, while the Black Talon and

)




the Hydro -Shock is 20 rounds per
box. I donot
time. | know the abilities of each
round and it seems that the
ovariety is the
comes into play here. Especially
since UncleBi | | 6ds guy
the bill 0Gi ve
Black Talon and the three boxes
of Hydro -Shock and a box of the

Gol d Saber . ¢ I abauty you wamindp out to his

confidence and here a few property, would you still want to

muffled responses from the store hang out?06 | spun i

behind me. | make out two in a smooth, but tweaked,

di fferent 0 J elsast s 0 s delivesy nthaat hia her quick and

one OMother Fucker .sthight. She immediately
grabbed a pen and a slip of paper

She bagged the boxes and said, and scrawled so quickly |

ol ol |l take 't hese uhpught she midghe putothe hpenr

counter where they will check through the rubber

you out and you can pay there, get off her at 3, call me around

t hey donot trust 3m&8O0.wi th a

register of my own. 6 She giggled

a demonic little smile at me that She harded me the slip of paper

made my heart a bit lighter than and smiled. She had a

it had been before.

oYou wup for a
am more than handy with a .45
mysel f. I 611 bri

| see a bit of fire in her eyes that |
had missed before. She was either
on some substance similar to
mine or she was batshit crazy and
entrusted to a wall of gunpowder

and lead. Either one was a
fascinating enough possibility

and the offhand chance that both

want

s pa Icfe

me playifgrire @ bamd fore & padyf

shoo

ng

might be the case was the most
interestingv a ghing  h e rhad
contemplated in awhile.

your number | will call you after
shecking owiti myg host. | am

tomorrow night, so | do have
some free time. If he is reticent

shaggletooth that was cute as an
alligator in heat and a tomboy
attitudeg that dvad t ney sconfpleté
attention. Self-sufficient women
thaty hawew struck man oveird of
independent happiness always
seem to raise my spirits higher
than anything else possibly can.
Now | really had something to
look forward to and | could care
less about any of the politics back
at the pad. It seemed like the
stakes had been raised and an

pobul af edbevindil Il € ng 1
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even more exceptional experience
was to be had. However, every
silver lining has a cloud that
covers it. When | got to the
register counter Jim was there

and he seemed a little and approach so fast, | was very
disgruntled. taken aback. | was dso stumbling
a little on his estimation of the
0You candét just ingiré asyaneédwgger. o
meet over to the compound. And that he came here all the time and
that is a bit more ammo than was | got the picture. Catfight Royale.
asked f orkeBurrougls n o Thesk two had words in the past
i s made of money. 6 and Jimwaws aosering np aabit of
bit of a tear. | had to chuckle at a latent hostility toward her. |
him though. 0 Wh at 0 wokesl odown uat rihg ?sérap of
he snapped. OLook,pampeaen,. [0 Tdild y 6 was
not tell her she could come. | said above the number. | am quickly
| would ask and | would call her. falling in love with my new
I dondét fuck with friend pllye Ah iukcenditiomah t .
| also appreciate that Mr. and platonic love, of course. A
Burroughs is not made of money, man who never touches bullets
but | feel that is a more adequate with bare fingers has to be careful
selection of ammunition and | everywhere.
hope that | am not impeding on
anything that might rock the ol understand, Jim
boat. | just want to have a good assured | would not want to wear
time and | was told it was not my welcome out or mistake a
goingto be aprobl em. 6 | dkindnesd for a weakness. | have
really expect the reaction | got the same expectation of others in
back from Ol 0 Ji my Bown hbwme. 6 | sai
nobody seemed to be behaving coul d be, continui
how | expected around this however, forget the nine milli
camp. rounds, so if you get those
brought up, I need to use the little
ol hope | didnodot clbhomegs of bomsdérudasked

right now. You are a guest and an
artist in your own right. | j ust try
my best to have

heart always. | am not trying to
ma k e a probl em.
expect you to offer that crazy
dagger an i nvite
Jim came back with a softer voice

t d

the register the bathroom
whereabouts and he pointed over
B i td theGcampingrgeaeseation bf the t

Th

ng,




store. | walked away from Jim
and his weird flip -flop vibe. | was
drained from all the strange
energy. | needed a pick me up.
When | got into the closet sized
bathroom that doubled as a mop
sink area, | pulled out my coin
bag of crystal and poured some
on the bit of skin where my

thumb and forefi nger met. | did
the blast and turned on the sink
so my sniffling would be covered
by the sound of the running
water. The burn got my attention
and, as the drainage gagged me a
bit, the meth stiffened my spine
right up .

0...barely missin

t i ¢ kis far) éxcerpt from the as yet unpublished ndvel Plains Drifter & an

aut obiographical

as he drifted from coast to coast between his birthplace of Brooklyn, NY and the California
surroundings where he spent most of his childhood.
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