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EDITORIAL

Life is indescribably complex, and with sentience, how could solitude be
indefinable. It is both simuétausly possible? Part of us wants to break
homogeneous and beautifuly down those wall s ey
heterogeneous a unity that is also a touch other individuals, to rid ourselves
diversity. It perpetuates itself via of the selimposed burden, because
contradiction and complexity. By deep down, we know that no matter
attempting to pin it down and define it, how %r emar kabl e’ wel| a
we unweave ourselves from the peopl e, itd¥s altogefth
intricate web of existence. But in the
end, al l our ma n m8aolve et epdgulal o Natue hdeneasd
and s¥hs¥% are not hi rcanplexty,raad therefore, ewenything
attempt to fashion a fortress we hopewe create is subject to the laws of
will withstand the effects of entropy. entropy. Our mania for fabricating
Yet, paradoxically, entropy is the structures is merely an attempt to
creative force itself, viewed from a simplify, to control, and in fact,
limited and anthropocentric pecipe. constitutes an affront to Nature. The
truth of the matter r&p onecan define
In our innate desire to be human nature, including us, the editors
Yar emember ed ¥, t o bd thizzipublicadiont and wézmakd o (b e
Yal oved?, we erect chimsvoe préetences tovthdt. ISsffice itamjd
sever ourselves from the Given, from say that we deal with ethhuman
anything that t ugs conditionj wheraver avdi modeyer iitr ajb |
direction. We cling to ludicrous ideas of manifests itself. We acknowledge that it
our Y2i ndi the davea ¢fiat yoi t en appears to 3
uni verse that coul tméttpostuang @n bdbue past,. or lan tt |
little, in our quest to assert ourselves,af f ect ati on of Yaa njlg s
we increasingly lose sight of the very e x peri ence t hat onljy
thing we seek to promote. is against the walks one capable of
shedding the protective illusions, and
Yet, there is always a part of usthatic omi ng face to f acle
aware, that suffers. Our natures are notnature, whatever that may be.
entirey solitary. In a universe teeming




THE ELEVENTH LETTER

Dear PM, dondt know. drinkmim s h |l
my hand and a spliff in my hand,
You donot know whantl was tafiracted| to khe . dark
Maybe you do. Ma y b enderhandesl bethye of tthingstand
doesndt know. lek m pan and.eould tcdmmunécate a
without a drop of alcohol which bit more freely and widely th en,
hadndot seemed a probdluledin@tindl 8t iGlelt ' 0
I snodot , you Kknow, Wwarke stutf arel probablg enjog it,
remember the last time | had a for funkds sake. vV
drink, which is why | said 6 nt h places before where it was a bit of
we e k w.iltimhsbbe twige that, that, you know, a bit of the blinds
maybe three or four or five or six pulled during the day, and the
times that since | last had a spliff. black room and hash and sex, and
I n fact, I t dsd me wseuraftdrhwandsy a rp®per wallow in
of It And |1 6ve jBatrogugeksd umpl abe al t
fags as well. Hotel. Not that | knew that at the
time. | only caught up with him
None of this seemed to matter | ast mont h. Any way|,
until | read the second issue of bad. | stayed quite a while. Days
Paraphilia Magazine and without the sun in the flicker -
somebodyods tale oft apemetliidnd ear d b u
other, which mentions drink and liked it. | saw the attraction but |
spliff, as some column in the didndt fancy the tafftt
Sunday papers might mention tea
and biscuits or wine and cheese, Ther eds dar kness an
almost a prerequisite for being darkness and to my mind, the two
there reading the magazine. seem connected. My little friend
having UVF carved into his face
I felt deprived. Iwhern they cabight ug ih that gahkt
that maybe | was missing in North Belfast. It was stupid t 0

anything. | t 0s n o thinktwh aould tdke al shovtoait. | a

particul ar | vy heal t hy lescdpedédut motrbefoeen saw their

unhealthy oneohl t 6 sattopsuas tthey killadk & fish in
Japan, still alive as that proud



Nipponese diet takes off the flesh. wasnot al ar med by
| doubt the UVF murder gangs di dndot thi nk emnleet he
listened to Nick Cave but, all the t hem. I wi s h I '
same, | know that when there are gueasy with piercings and want to
empty beer cans used as ashtrays turn the strobes down and mute
i n a | iving room tthe asquedl acsfn ihe feedback
the sun for eternity and the bin is Observe the Curfew. | can hear the
not emptied and grass gravd s dar k
matter i n the wallpaper, t hat | 6 m
somewhere near their place. THEY Not t hat | Om a
COULD BE NEXT DOOR. man or anything like that. And |
do have that Velvet Underground
Soée, | 6 m fuaaky td o o LP.sl geem to have been homeless
stay for more than a few days for years now, with a little period
even for the strange, cathartic sex here and a little period there in
t hat wi pes t he s | baetiveen, c bbue a nowherd 0 th
rather stay in the bath near the particular to be but in this shaggy
mountain with a candlelit and the dog of a story. So | see a lot of
window open to the sun, the different places and fuck a lot of
moon and the stars. different faces. And | fit in as
much as | can for as long as is
Not t hat | O-wing a  neressad;. Only if they really try
Christian or anything like that. | to make me a tool of dark desire
kept my O6original 6 willitun alhdadt myseidfeMostly o
be doing fine patching together a |l 6m al | sweetness
bit of this and a bit of that and real |l vy. |l tds just
standing back to have a look at it. me, darkness.
It still looks like the tree to me.
And | dm stil]l or i gli preder ,barbecues ik rao back
Despite the tyranny of the fungal garden under a cloudless sky. Not
historian, The Precedent of The t hat | 6m t oo fussed
United Stats, | stand with the born donodt really 1ike
yesterday as they invent the play own way, though. | get bored
for today. quickly. ~ Whether friction or
sucti on, | Om reall
No, what | was trying to say is and thatos whyhd dm
that | wish | liked tattoos, that | space invader as a temporary

0
0




secretary. Sur e, Thi8 lisl the haiycpt éhat gebed ra

l etter. You t hi nk tholsé@ndhcultf o me | e s s
because | keep running away from

the enclosure. They say an Not t hat | 6m pur el
Engl i shmanods h o me king of mans yow endetstaral.. |

But as far as | can see, an know where th e underground is,

Il ri shmands home i sandHh hase pari@d$ wheml go righto
| O dather book a flight to an the way under it D
upturned boat in a remote field never see because 0
and sleep there and wake up with there but me. | dug down deep
the birds and the dawn than and came up dirty, and when |
pretend or try to pretend that | surfaced, | was in The Building
enjoy the dark fraternity of the T h at Oese youhlost stuff went.
ni ght . I dondt , y oYie ahpar wishUyaul cewsdsget lit & m
wor king on a mix thhaak.l Iljtudsst alalndit n h
get off the fader smonel iDiodhstdowcer.r yAn|dI
darkness and detritus and trash looking after it. When the
couture that bog down for bog moment ds right,
downi ngds sake maklegeenméundvaBut thisois no
listen to Wings. exhibition. This is not a ticketed

event . That 06s why 0
OMartin Luther, Phydu Narmpassive eaansumption for

you. Do not sell after 1999.
l tds not whatds in those trash bags,
it os t he bags t h e mshe meastime, | live & rthis ¢exgit
and feathered. Who put all that and do rewiring jobs, build
there in there? Whonnedtisg tuniels betwdeh yosr
here label? Run away and catch place and the exits of The Building
yourself on. | empty them out and | 6ve forgotten wherfe
throw the bags away, and then are. But it will be opened. | am not
take what was in them and put alone. | have a submarine and
those out among the sunflowers. know the depths, but you see, |
A Dbilt of sun and UdUbaydr d iwieghdtowans helf e
rai n . | &dm not i n t thege vihens it rseems thab fthe
exchanging one bureaucracy of surface of t hings o]
categorisation for another just head peace because some punk
because it has a lipr i ng, y O ktimeorigt.has done a previous bad




wiring job thatgds
the crowd on your corner and
buzzling up the whole present day

crib with a shitepile of critical

ris thase weeds the @uckiottioh
upstairs. You see
and | l T ke to growi |t
not interested in filling in any

(@]}

constipation. Ah...t h e r a mr o ddompetitiod lertry forms or peer-

sort it out. Wait a minute, can
somebody give me a hand here?

When you saw the way, you

group evaluation sheets, no
contracts to supply the
supermarkets, no phone-calls to
PayPal ds Del hi operflat

di dnot as k., | ken o w. No di scour s

for you. You went up there and
you fucking changed that light -
bulo and revealed the whole
Kathedra)] and you who have seen
everything gave notice, because
not for nothing are you known as
The Editor, survivor of
regeneration, the wealth creator,
playing The Pop Group at low
volume under the sheets. Your
specialty is that just when Hope
thought she had it all to do, your
electric mainline came on instead
of the electric chair and that
funked our plan to skill those old -
skool kids on the block. You went
ahead and invented literature, son,
and we stand here and see to it
that your time and your space
smash through into today. This is
our origin.

Deeper underground
passage toThe Gardenyou know.

|l tds the place to
above it, you can get the fuck
under it, where the roots are and

| 0 m not particul ajrl
anybody round to see my flowers

but if you do come, bring a pair of

shades because these things is

bright and in colour.

To grow things | need light, the

sun. | should have been born in a

warmer climate, me. | need the

rays, you know. And probably |

should be writing for a magazine

that s beewmsothe 8unc atjje d
Goddes s, t hat one. .
her n avhae évas it? That

would be more in my | ine. But
magazines dedicated to Sun
Goddesses are few and far

between.

When | see the way
yoknow. No discour e

go down there and fucking change
that dused dnd jewire tthe twhate
diagram, and not even God who
bees everythingywdllthave aoticed, r if|s e
because not for nothing am |
known as the sub-bassist, the king



of the low frequencies, the stealth
bomber, playing radio silence at
top volume under the radar. My

specialty is that just when The Pope

thought he had it all
deconstructed, the electric light
comes on instead of the electric
dri | |, and
to drill I nto
You go ahead and
Futuri sm, son,
and see to it that time and space
were smashed only yesterday.
There is no sin in originality.

invent

from t he
the hell-f i re yoknow,
bl azing rock
behind that there dark cloud. You
see, I Kknow
depressed, when that fucking
suddenly and

| Cc Oome

cloud comes
without warning ju st when you
were about to get naked and
declare that the most important
part of the tree of knowledge is

not mo mo s appl e
motherfucking seed. But then,
you see, it gets you, this lack of
l 1 ght , and y ou

better to run bare-assed and
barefoot in the sun than toll
underground for a pittance and so
I tos al l
know what itos

down there in that pit for a while,
when you think you need the

wh a't

forget

back t o

money to buy shoes to put on

your chil dr omhavesto f e e[t

forget what you were trying to do
in the sun and for the light while
in your bare beauty, and | know
wh at I tdos i ke t
prison and long for the day of

t hat 61 | reldagzecakd | knpw we hllehave tb a n
t h i smake doowith pkroledaid congugau | |

visits and the little packets that get

a n dtraded fot thes papen that Hakes e

days upon days just to get your
grubby little mitts on, and | know

how much those little packets can
cost, and

ther e, you Kknow,

neéded itklee tkoe ybet o

when it gets to be another routine,
and one without further purpose
that it all becomes intractably
dark, this dreadful addiction that
seemed to make a day under the
dark cloud better but ends up

eing the Warkest cloud ef all, the

one that binds you to the cloud
and blinds you to the silver lining.
t hat it s
Wh at can you
your sick dog down painlessly,
but you, you who have to live in

s/iglen eeraed di® in \8olencaaunlelss |
| i k gou wamt tohdee like a leabthasfella y

off the tree and browned on the
ground until it rotted into mush,

how youbo
f ithere evennwhen ithieyd ro longert
b wotk thé rhagitk thdy idig early on
t h a tbécause thepmagidk twaes aleeady in

do ?



some days you just have to want
to cancel your subscription, and
then they tell you that somebody
else had opened your acount.
What can you do?

Ah, but 0]
| 2 Now i
Il 1 ke | dm t he
Dark c¢cl ouds. Not

anti-everything. Different things

on different days.

| 6m something el s €.
comfort, though, is it? You and me
in our tribes of one. Sure, it can be
lonely, but be not seduced by the
uniforms that come along to take
us back into re-generation. Being a

w | & m g ettbé of org isia tit likeabeireg nheé t
0s s oundifirstgpccuarendes iofta nawaostraen of
I n

r bagtérit.. | think bydui might tbé @nn .

t b odyde wetad. ladnd oI
dot e. That 61 |-body,0 . B e
OK?06 Workain isd@ation eamdyrelya ¢ t .

| like revolving stage s . | & m updmguantum telepathy to defeat

man who comes on and starts
spinning plates while scratching
my own back.

| © m -this and anti-that, anti-
you and anti-me . | Ove
kung-fu grip on the heart of the

the surveillance state. (Can you
hear me?)

And dar kness, yoknpw
only the cover of might as you

g orbss awer from there to here.
T her e & soonofarlone in the

anti-matter . | t doesnsubh. @k e | mknowa you

bad person.

| mean, Crowley was a gas
because..but | do like trees and
ani mals and grass
for a sunny day by the river
without any of you lot around. |
mean, | can live in the rafters up

there iIn my own ass quite
comfortably and see you across
the way there looking out of y our
skylight at the same time as me
every day. Ther eo slLifenand Times of Miclwa¢l K aby

view, is there? Is that all that
Facebook was about?

understand. Really. You do.

| have some seeding to do now, so

| 6d better be get ffi
watedng ank gyome gdlate rapinaingl

later. When | get them all going,

youol | know about t
we get them all going at full

speed, we will rejoice in the final

extinction of humanity from this

beautiful, beautiful garden.

J.M.Coetzee was published by
Secker & Warburg



COLUMN

THE LAST DREGS OF POVERTY : BEAT-UP - THE
GENERALITY OF A PITIFUL MAN

Text and Images by Jim Lopez

Heruvwula rattl ed,
have to hump to get a dry-martini
i n this place?56
she raised her glass and gagged,
ol t will not be
kill you alll!léd

Amnesia quickly sets in retarding
or eliminating the memory of the
man. There are no recollections of
the warmth, tenderness or
frictitous moments. She is
THROUGH and all that remains
of the man when he is brought up
by a second part
simple and murderous question,
OWho are you

The man vanishes into a Mr.
Nobody; a

Women give the impression that

men quickly slip out of their

conscience unless a man has
fathered a child with a woman,

then he slowly fades away. But

the man who has not attained
fatherhood is immediately done

away with, annihilated or

bani shed

0 Wh eofisigned gogan ¢ropty| forgotten

compartment somewhere in a
Wyoman wiehe eshe tlooka theé dodr
and spits out the key.
necessary for me
The My opi c My t h
Man has had a reason to be done
with  Woman since they were
expelled from the Garden of Eden.

t

Women cyclically remind men,
once a month for seven days
straight, of how reckless and
careless Man was back in the
Gasden tfdr distemirg N Wénsn,
and ruining everything for

y

tal ki ewgrybadyout ?0

Woman enticed Man to ignore
reas®) or .todbe more reasnable
than was possible; thus, living in a

psychotic pirateds p
spin. This was Marn]o0 s
for not taking responsibility for his

Act . Womanos puniflsh

not taking responsibility for her

Act, was to live in Her inescapable
coercions of false securities batted
with a scornful eyelash that



entices another misfortunate

situation.

If men and women could figure

out the simple lesson of teaching
children about the impermanence
of concrete objects and the
immanence of migrating forms,

men and women would have a
refined eye and a magnificent
mind to enter, act, and live in the

world.  But the immunological

impasse is that objects and forms
are in a state of decay. Organisms
are either at war for the purpose of
individual survival or learn ing to
barter in order to achieve social
stability.  This is the obvious
arcane and archaic problem that is

left in the care of every social
creature that is inherently situated
as individuals in a world where
some are marked for subjection
and others for mastery.

But is there a natural order other
than decay?

Possibly. But certainty of a
natural order when natural law is
not fixed is a begging expansion,
while my own decomposition is
nothing but an invalid will that

sips from the Eucharist cup.

Pitiful: Men have a tendency to
petrify at a rapid speed when a
loving  romantic  relationship
comes to an end. The velocity of
decay, during the demise of a
relationship, is accelerated when a
love-affair ends with a woman
who O0justao
iIs a disgraceful ending with no
respect or gesture for what was
shared and said between the two.
She smelled, she saw, she tasted,
she swallowed, she nourished and
she shit.

And why?

becomes



Because Man was impelled to
listened to ambitious Wome n.

Women dond t
not really. A man whose greatest
quality is to listen does not
harness a
and respect.

Woman wanted Man to reign.
Therefore, Woman handed Man
the fruit of knowledge. Woman
wanted Man to reign with love in
his eyes and with the weight of a
perilous world on his back; Man,
however, was not erected for the

want me n

womanos

task, yet being a showoff, as Man
was, he took a bite.

Men rlevers keaven their women.
They forever carry them in their
minds. Some men think of their
wolmeni asnteophees, dne soraermen
think of their women as gems, and
some men think of their women as
companions they lived with, never
forgetting that they shared a
moment  together, as they
attempted to imprint an immortal
posture in a world defined by
contradictions.

| assume that the reader is astute
enough to keep in mind the title of
this monody, and favor me with

the benefit of the doubt that
serendipity is a mordant and
torpid reality in my life. | am
more than aware of the fact that |
am speaking in metonymical
generalities, but | do so by and for
the mere fascination that in my
inductive study | have found the
percentages to be in favor of this
attributive generality. This does
not establish, nor imply, a truth; it
does, however, necessitate a
conversation, and indicates that
there are organisms that spurn
bartering in favor of a complete all
out warfare, regardless of the fact
that human beings are creatures
who cannot escape their condition

13




of metabiosis, yet organisms
cannot escape war with the sef.
have a

Women tendency to

prohibit men from setting up too

many decorative pieces in the
house. | suppose the reason for
this is so that the man will leave

nothing behind that reminds the

woman of him. For Christ sake,
women even live longer than men,
so he better not leave anything
behind.

Does anyone feel as bad for a
widow as they do for a widower?
A man who out -lives his woman
humps the rest of his life cradled

I n Odysseusb®d
woman who out -lives her man
seems to get on with life in a more
noble fashion.

We all know there are maniacal
and fiercely dominating men, who
beat the beauty out of their
fearing, dedicated women. These

men are the viperous vapors that

| ead to a rash
but then, there exists those men
who explore the world, knowing
they do so, as imperfect men who
are dying. The exploring man is
cognizant of his imperfect
knowledge; thus, he is a man
attempting, with his best efforts
put forward, to communicate as

on

honestly as possible, which is an
imp erfect endeavor.

Why is language an
form of communication?

imperfect

Because the anatomy of language
and the methods we employ, at
this moment in history, are subject
to multiple interpretations and

misunderstandings by the

multitude. The explorer attempts
to overcome this inherent obstacle.
(Whereds the

There is, nevertheless, one sure
unifying, universal truth: men and
women have a fundamental need

| o n @d mattex.s €ven those Ahat say

they donot do.
miserably heart-breaking about a
women 0 s
FINISHED. Sheds not
mindful of a simple courtesy or
generous posture to remind
herself that she once had a man. It
really beats up a man and hastens
the process of the 2nd Law of
Themodymamiecsy 6 S as s ;

Everything is decaying or burning
up as the shared properties
between matter, heat, and friction
continue to speed further away
from their origin.

When a man enters a woman there
is a part of him that never wants

14
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to forget his mother, the source of
his life: the vagina stretched
around the head, unless it was a
caesareanbirth.

People seem to pose their manners
with a stoic posture when coping
with the death of their father;
however, when their mother dies
I tds acceptabl e

venture to say that even little girls
get over their
rapidly than they do their
mot herds deat h.
that anyone ever gets over either
parentds deat h,

~

parentos

Women appear to be more cgable
and ready tailored for getting over
the loss of lovers than men are.
Women know that the exploring
man has an inability to forget his

wWo men . These
women need to make an
impression so that the aching man,
who ponders over his mistakes
and his womanos
say something to the world about
her through his desire to
effectively communicate with the
sublime. This is usually done
through the archetype of the
Legendary Lovers, who are being
drubbed as discursive drivellers
living  dissolute lives, while

fat her 0s

corporations buy and defeat as
many forms of humanity, by
manufacturing and selling a bare
minimum of human
characteristics .

Alchemy is a three act play with
value as the center of tragedy.
Cynicism is the life of a dog not a

f onegatven &ss. tlois @ philosoghy r
behavior and fall apart. | 6d

that exposes its member by lifting

its leg in the memory of time.
death more
Per haps Odysseusb®d

Twnaitssfor ius alla slis gomention

Odysseus continued his travels.

r eAggasr drdamts acrose fthe darke
char act er wine seas, where he attempted D

recreate scenes of transcendence
unt i | h e answered
falling at the feet of his master.

In the paragraphs of prose may be
found poetry. In the style of

0 a dtanzas paetry onaysbé lost, never

to be found, like a passive voice.
Thus the hair of the dog sheds his
drunkenness only to gain the

Cc oquestiore f drynkemmess. hlttis the

definitive guestion of
Hermeneutic Reception Theory,
which is distilled in the drink of
nobility.

The question of nobility is the
same question of intoxication. But




the question of intoxication is not
the same as nobility.

Aluminum will never oxidize;
however, all questions and
answers corrode in their
enunciations.

If a relationship heats up the base
metal to a critical temperature,
and the relationship is willing to
hit the oxygen handle the
relationship will reach Rapid
Control Oxidation, and a bonding
emerges from the flame.

On what terms and by what
properties are the strongest metals
created: Compressive Strength,

Tensile Strength, Flexure Strength,
Malleability Strength, etc, etc, etc.?
Iron and Carbon are natural
metaphors. They are the cohesive
strengths that shape distinctive
relationships nurturing revelation
out of its stigmatism.

The question of the eye is the
recreation Oedipus. The
recreation of the world is the
creation of the person of vision.
The slanting of the East slants into
t he We s t
breasts. And if the East is the
Orient does that mean that the
West is the Disorient? Someday,

wedre going
our orientation.

It is irrelevant, whether | know
who is who or what is what.
What is relevant is that | know
what who might become.

Why deliver sarcasms through
understatements when  Sapir-
Whorf Theory understands the
orelatived and
language? Tone is a message not
dependent on words. Syntax is a
dangling vein left on the gnawed
bones of good
in a Paleolithic desert.

There is no truth but of course
there is truth.

Is it true that syntax is the only
way that one can arive at
understanding what someone else
is attempting to communicate?
What can one truly convey
through letters? Someday it may
be possible to start a story with no
syntax.

Sure this man/woman generality
may be easily explained as the

bet we e nramblags poh a anars pitying his

loss. Of course Odysseus was
fortunate to have  shrewd
Penélopé hold suitors at bay as
she weaved an unending sweater
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of commitment for her husband.

Women probably suffer as much
as men when parting. But women
still live longer and get th e house,
and | 6m not t al
house simply as a physical object.
Il dm tal king
the man adored because the
woman decorated it with her

charm, and her nurture, and her
wit, and her curves, and her grace.

Every woman that a man has
loved becomes a supernova in his
universe.

K i

about

Woman is the Star that outshines
Man. There was no reason to be
mobile without her.

Shgwasankpiratian. HerhAbsence
and my Missing have created a
vanisheng df evergtieing thdt avas
everlasting, and | am left with the
truth of the matter: that | must
bear the burden of my foolish
faults.

She was my woman in a time
when we both quoted T.S. Elliot,
only it wasnodt

was a time when the Banking
Institutions subordinated, in some
obscure way, the Dog of Cynicism.

There was a time when the dog
came about. It was a day of
grapefruit and sun  dried
tomatoes; a day of beans with no
means; a day when man was a
slave to the dog, because the dog
was a slave to man. It was an
evolutionary occurrence stamped
as a good day. It was hot and it
was cold. It was a Testament of
neglect, a Testament of regret, and
a Testament of lament. It was an
addiction to failure and an
obsession for pleasure.

From these generalities | have

endeavored to established
patterns of abstractions that are
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neither theoretical nor indifferent.
| have merely ascertained ideas of
myself and others through

oppositional language which is

both bruised and unripe. The
prevailing conceptions of worth
and value distort my ability for
self-determination. | have used
generalities merely to rearrange
and situate myself in a world of
contradicting generalities which
prevail over the entire species.
My intention has nothing to do
with wrong or
compassion, responsibility and
fuck-off, also known as
Benevolence. | wish all well, but |

right . | t 0s

donot have t he
Maybe a woman is simply saying
she has no more energy when she
Oj ustao

| turn, therefore, to Robert Graves
to end my pitiftul apostrophic
anacol ut hon,
without  the magical and
protective love of women; and
both sexes lose power unless they
can take recourse to manual crafs
and constant
about
(What Has Gone Wrong?)

To be continued©é
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