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‘Discomfited by being a seer as much as an elective mute, Ed Atkins, with his mind on our crotch, careens between plainsong and unrequited romantic muttering. Alert to galactic signals from some unfathomable pre-human history, vexed by a potentially inhuman future, all the while tracking our desperate right now, he do masculinity in different voices – and everything in the vicinity shimmers, ominously.’


— Bruce Hainley, author of Under the Sign of [sic]




 





‘How can cadavers seem so alive, speak so eloquently? Atkins’ prose is urgent, sometimes even breathless, seeming to stumble over its own material conditions. His is a unique voice that captures a truly embodied intelligence.’


— David Joselit, author of After Art




 





‘Atkins’ writing spores from the body, scraping through life matter’s nervous stuff, leaving us agitated and eager. What’s appealed to us is an odd mix of mimetic futures. Cancer exists, tattoos, squids, and kissing exist – all felt in the mouth as pulsing questions.’


— Holly Pester, author of Go to reception and ask for Sara in red felt tip




 





‘If you had to pick one artist currently having a profound impact on his contemporaries, you would have to choose Ed Atkins… He programmes almost all his computer animation himself and writes exceptional stream-of consciousness poetry that feeds into his works.’


— Francesca Gavin, Dazed and Confused




 





‘Few young artists so instinctively grasp the zeitgeist as does Ed Atkins. In his films, computer-rendered avatars overflow with emotional monologues, and a virtuoso digital aesthetic is undercut by a fixation on flesh – death and decay are recurrent subjects.’


— Martin Herbert, Artforum




 





‘For writing which is so dense, so thickened, it moves quickly. It has the vertigo effect of the comments thread which has spiralled out of control, drawing our eye down the page quicker than we can take it in. Sometimes it says “etc.” simply, perhaps, because it does not have time to draw breath. That is also part of why it never finds the bottom, never settles for the worst, any more than it allows itself to be entirely intoxicated with its own motile, palpable, extraordinary pleasures.’


— Mike Sperlinger, Professor of Theory and Writing, Kunstakadamiet Oslo




 





‘I overheard someone say that Atkins’s installations are hard to like but impossible to forget. It’s not often that contemporary art scares me – but this sure did.’


— Daniel Birnbaum, director of Moderna Museet




 





‘Everything here lives in the uncanny valley, that strange space of revulsion that holds the almost human – what’s us, but not quite.’


— Leslie Jamison, Parkett




 





‘A Primer for Cadavers is a book I have been waiting for – Ed Atkins is one of the great artists and writers of our time. He draws attention to the ways in which we perceive, communicate and filter information by combining layered images with incomplete fragments of speech, subtitles, drawing and handwriting. He describes this approach as “an attempt to address the body hole, rather than privilege sight [or] hearing… the work finding its home within the body of the reader”. It underscores the ambivalent relationship that exists between real and virtual objects, between real and virtual conditions and between us and our virtual selves. A Primer for Cadavers is a brilliant book!’


— Hans Ulrich Obrist, author of Ways of Curating




 





 ‘Ed Atkins knows that “your body is deaf, mute, dumb, and, more, importantly, dangerous. No use talking to it, is there? Anyways, it’s busy.” Isn’t it weird to have a busy body, especially one distributed on many “platforms”, across media? In his writing, Atkins slows down that preoccupied body, puts it back together, thrusts it into the “imaginative context” of “particularly effusive relations”, murders it, zombifies it, tears it apart again in that old medium of the written word. He puts it on trial, he writes, but finds that it in turn tries him. File your amicus curaie. We all stand with him.’


— Andrew Durbin, author of Mature Themes




 





‘When it is, in years to be, that Ed Atkins incarnates his own adjective, aspects of the definition (high, low and all points in between) so laid down will dwell in part on this – (t)his fascination with how we tell the world through a medium that is not the world.’


— Gareth Evans, writer and curator




 





‘Ed Atkins comes across as a writer who makes art. His body of work includes screenplays, audio, and videos that are the visual equivalent of a poem: sentences of image and sound are layered rhythmically, punctuated by repeated motifs.’


— Kathy Noble, Art Review




 





‘Atkins’s arcane “Squinting through a prism of tears” audiovisual poetry, with its Ballardian bouquets of language, is impossible to imagine coming from any other time than Right Now. After watching one of his shorts you may have a sense of being touched in an obscure spot that you did not know existed.’


— Nick Pinkerton, Artforum
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AN INTRODUCTION TO THE WORK





Dears –




 





Millions of urgent, mega-bereaved children will hurl wills wedged inside denuded plastic bottles and at cursed lakes forever choked with same,


X. A little later, after-hours, lining the shore they’re, um, perfectly normally reflexively force-gagging one another with forebear’s forefingers – which come in stiff pairings (snapped off at the love), tightly parcelled in red paisley bandanas that are now, we understand, browning and sodden with an unchecked gravy of same,


X.




 





Said ramming home so said summoning asphyxial opinions and sadly so soon after our super-hot bodies disentangled,


X. My mind is in your crotch,


X, while I sit staring at this piano’s tremendously INTELLIGIBLE anachronisms; the acceptance of this pen’s disabilities; the blithe arrogance of a fat analogue wristwatch,


X. Conservatively speaking, the machine-chamfered tools of late phallic whittling abound and universally, so honestly,


X, very much capable of honing any stubborn shape into the absolute SPIT. Normally, blunt knives designed as such and held just so for really wholesome bruising, in the main (a particular pedagogic method: firm, spheroidal fruit wielded inside ivory, Egyptian cotton pillowcases). So very nearly a joke, right? A cut, then, is only WORRIED into the world once weeks are spent on one rose-maddening patch of WINNING inner thigh, which, er, resembles nothing so incisive as the act of a blade, but rather ripping or snagging of clumsy child portions from a dim source with your monstrous fingernails,


X – under which we will retrieve dark evidence of that vast out-of-town mattress of toxic green moss and a lover’s forensic picnic at the site thereof, comprising Alertec® ‘corroborated’ by kale and vivid yellow slime-mould, right? Recuperated, if needs be, post mortem. That’s a threat. Hence the urgency around will penning, if law is to be so very previous.




 





Other weeks the whole thing just feels so, um, dumbly squandered on worthily enervated abstinence; your sole vignetted eye kept till bloodshot and weeping on today’s such-and-such remedial shrine, fucktard. Remember,


X: everything here is edible; the keys, the shiny red car, the ring fingers, the police, those sad looking people queuing at maybe a product launch over there; the very tarmac, the very overcast sky – the very shit unfurling so conventionally down your leg. All of it perfectly cooked sous vide and in thin black bin bags secreted behind the wainscot and with zingy rats slashed and wrung out, concentrated – reduced – under really not the whole world’s scrutinizing gaze by that haunted dog,


X: apparently readily available at the deli counter in enormous, autocratic supermarkets, which I can totally believe.




 





It can take years to reach a wrong full term, I guess. Also, please excuse the quiet. Excuse the quiet in here. Caught between discounted stud-walls where eloquent, eminent agonisms once rehearsed for avid audiences who fucking owned the subtleties of understanding. Quarrels that danced slow and deliberate into a love already defoliated of all the travesty-heart-shaped and weaponized amplification equipment. And notably angry vestigial language delivered from vulgar podia, erupting as ‘red’ from one of the five or six noise-making rifts I seldom though now envisaging quality hecklers of this unwaveringly dysmorphic façade. Well, my darling interlocutory passerine, who tenderly repossesses the sorely possessed over and over and through a mouth rapaciously giving out entire hissing summers of wet green noise to drown out nothing so much as ignorance,


X, which tends to the long-dead blue-sky-thinking thaumaturges, whose blood is now so despoiled of oxygen they may as well be forcibly identified as dreaming acanthuses, leaves carefully lifted in the already known to be futile hunt for a pair of jewel-like lungs or simply something recognizable as genitals.




 





Generally speaking there’s been no DEARTHS identified with acceptance: of and under those factory-distressed clothes distressingly haired moles skin tagging and slowly peeling back in awkward equivalence to nictitating membranes, only without eyes to ‘get at’; all the better to prevent cowardice being rehomed ahead of more deserving, tax-paying parties – such as your terrifying, mercenary sensibility,


X – which no doubt the very headwater of your historic ALONE. Better to gag again,


X; better to express when you’re considerably dissembled; virtually deformed by the absence of sensory testimony and into some sort of mythical – né declawed – Monster of the Text, executed in long-handed blue-blood rope burn. So seeping out from the cuffs, the dock and the cute courthouse.




 





Whip pan to interior: this very real, tight bedsit, door bolted – and we might consider those two or three rectangular electrical recta that are getting busy the moment, merrily disgorging dark, rich, beautifully observed and oversized severed heads of handsome MEN – one by one and interminably; each emergent identikit countenance a stunning, flickering pageant of fucking superlative psychic expression! Most of which super-referents you’re oblivious to,


X, and how sad you might feel if that too weren’t a sensation out-performed with more coherent BRIO than you had thought attainable and not, of course, save for the shining, grinning plastic craw. O! the shame that flushes your system arrives simultaneously alongside a total disinterest concerning each expression’s unimpeachable, tear-jerk humanity, which makes the whole rig seem irreproachable, really. Enviable certitude presented similarly irrefutably – benchmarking and desktop delimiting the vernacular of possible/impossible experience and its insufficient representation. As in: what will suffice to prevent disastrous interpretative divergence? – The judicious application of exclamation marks? A deft shuffle of enthusiastic dark-haired auditionee surrogates? (A proxy for tears is creditable,


X, but of loving blood-stifled collapsing chest-cavity wha?)


The Mirror Stage retrieved at last, taken away from those principled elephants and great apes of flattering anthropomorphism, gifted with calm irresponsibly to the exposure-wrecked pigeons, staggering out from beneath frowning underpasses, feet eroded by sustained contact with fried chicken and potato guano, exhausted; soft skulls poison-shrunk from olid and discarded black seed on spiked sills, or the swing of dull, unchecked toddler’s fat leg. And it dawns: slowly rising flocks, the SMUT OF THE SUN, as if a beak could crack a smile over a thousand years. And here lies hope,


X: The London Met, humbled, hats off, numbers I don’t even need to see with water-cannoned eyes. And it isn’t, um, beautiful but instead monstrous, the heraldic crest of a troll emblazoned on everyone’s tongues to lick past wounds because they taste groundingly cheap.




 





Desperate regurgitation the denial of this economy’s omnipresence, even if and simply semantically. All there is left for me, gesture-wise, is the rejection of a huge thumb forcibly grafted for fingered value picked like a scab from the shea-buttered surface of every single plush tendril coming from your wondrous being,


X. The only way in which figuration is DE-violated and molecular-level insubordination could possibly repair otherness is how I just now liked to think as a description of love,


X. And fleeting: a bridge formed by leaping jets of whetted electrical current, subsequently misting in the blinding sunlight. The turning-down of productive, progressive use with just a cuddle,


X? Otherwise we might just fucking forget it and deservedly decamp: rejection the sole property of spirit-levelled sense-makers and, um, your home,


X, which is reaffirmed as a limited capacity pine lung stowed beneath sea-level.




 





No one hears you,


X. Though my searing wish would be to join you in there; with you and up against you. An unfettered pair of dampening husks curled together like savoured and pre-sucked Pringles. With somehow our lips and ears enfolded for whispering in circular breaths,


X, and aimless affirmatory conjurations and memories lisped with precise neurological terminology to simply galvanize the inaccuracy inside our heads and more than likely, tomorrow, as our brains turn to sparkling mush without curtains drawn and finally come together. Murmured try-outs of proper synonyms for love.


As in: I love you,


X. (Self-chiding for retarded vocabulary where it really counts: sighed into your face,


X. There’s an idea that adequate performance recognition is the line of contingency for affective conveyance,


X – whereas it’s v. clear that the irreproachability of you, sung to the moon in one of those perma-wilting falsettos, yields something that returns you to your embodied self, which gets loved as such and like a rash.)


Ergo, kisses possible not just for lips relish but applied thwarting warring apparatuses and rather than the tart foley of bullet on plate metal or breeze-block, sound-tracking instead in an orgy of agonistic stringed instruments bowed with taught and very willing vermilion guts and discordance is cherished. LIKED.


The need is unquestionable, though occasionally attempted dismissal with that self-same stately wave of the hand that labels evil though never inside of a young head. Ribbons of ticker-taped loathing drift down to no ground, remember? Like air-to-air ruination.


Will you write to me,


X? I will seldom respond, if ever. As wherever I go, there I am: beneath beneath beneath, sucker-punch doubled-over into stress positioned speech in nasty unisons – some benevolent thing seeming-listening with stupid honourable prosthetic ears while from the mouth a few inches down and degrees perfect rotation: a vituperative, electrical bugged buzz-hole both sooth-says all this unreal and unmeant encouragement while through an adjacent hot air vent sucking correspondent oxygen (which I require for living,


X) from my lungs well in advance of the hopeful trachea, the plucky larynx, the dewy-eyed tongue and comedy teeth, all earnestly poised to pronounce, errm, the simple possibilities of disliking anything but in supra-agreement, etc. And what if I want to disavow the possibility of abundantly replacing an experience with some Legion other’s mediated imagery?

















RAZOR





Drifting off, I imagine a razor blade gliding along the central seam of my scrotum. The weight of the testicles makes the wound yawn


apart, disgorging the contents, silent-spulled across the small sheet and weird thigh room tween my legs.


It’s a recurring, pre-slumber thought that, once summoned, loops unresolvedly.


Lying there as an unfortunate patient lies on the operating table: senses dulled by anaesthetic fug while horrid quasi-perception continues to function.


Albeit like BROKE strobe and from some forensic perspective over there in the head


of some sort of man at the foot. I can see every glim a-snag of the razor’s edge, every tautening and subsequent slackening of the skin before and after the blade – every dull slip of my


private gore under the duvet.


Feels like something between that, um, lurch when seeing/hearing your foul enemies vomiting, and the subliminal shiver DONE certain pieces of music.


It feels internal and nervous and impossible and wet the spark of muscle and bone nerve like live copper wiring veins and plumbing the marrow, scoop-hollowing out and pitching me into absolute sensation.
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A TUMOUR (IN ENGLISH)
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INTRUSION





Extruded from a previously unnoticed orifice situated somewhere on your reverse. [EYES ROLL BACK]




 





Some sort of duct at the very centre of the crown – a tiny pinprick in the eye of the eye of that whorl of hair dreamt up by the skull. Somewhere near the root. Perhaps haloed by a few telltale white hairs, blanched by sheer proximity; SCALDED by hot zephyrs vented from the orifice. (Those hairs are thinner, too. Worried (as in ‘worried’) to distraction, they’re not sleeping properly. Perpetually bolt upright despite the considerable application of calming hair products. (Clays, waxes, mousses, creams, putties, etc.)




 





/




 





A grove of silver birch trees at night, signposting the mouth of a cave, are plucked one by one by the light of my torch. The light interrupted by a stooped figure. Not a cave but a slate mine, long abandoned. Abandoned but sporadically occupied by local teenagers. They go there in the nocturnal depths of summer to conduct their bored, occult ceremonies. Thousands of them, sat cross-legged on the soft soil and hard rock down there. A mile down. Breathing in unison, quarrying into one another and the slate-shagged earth with nothing but their combined languor and a bucketful of veterinary drugs passed hand to hand to ass to mouth. An orgy of fecklessness and animal despair. Then a disconsolate voice from the mouth of the mine confuses the scale and petrifies the trees. 




 





/




 





An elegant hand, while caressing the head, lingers too long at the crown. A finger delicately tracing the perimeter of the orifice (an idle game at first, an infinitesimal sentence, tactile-signed quickly on your head. You understand that those peculiar etymological roots common to both ‘comfort’ and ‘vestigial’ are being discussed by fingers and skull. […] You understand more than you can speak). A tight black dot only apprehended as an opening and not a mole or a fleck or a biro-written full stop when you run your finger over it. A narrow jet of sulphur-inflected air FORTHCOMING. An inhalation to be taken for the alleviation of depravity – a geological vent VENTING the gas generated as a by-product of the process of maintaining the memories of forthcoming commitments – a wind instrumentalized by the distinct corrugations scoring the edge of the hole – the note, pitched in wasteland, is a kind of harmonic overtone between two inaudible voices, whispering down the precious, velvet network of a bat’s ear (a tear welling in the bat’s right eye) – a damnable draft, its true source remaining unknown despite your increasingly desperate search about the walls of the flat – we must submit to wearing an extra layer at all times – a stream of compressed air delivered from a canister, intended for photographic purposes but employed here to dislodge satisfying fragments of STUFF from a gap between the staves that make up the tabletop. An emergency TRACHEOTOMY – an incision made using a paring knife – an old fashioned paper straw jostled into the gash – precarious, gargling breaths drawn (praying that the wetted, sagging straw will hold till the paramedics get here) – a familiar whistle, through the chipped gap between your two front teeth (‘Camptown Races’ or whatever – a blowing, aimed as precisely as possible at the flame of a candle – the slightest ripple to interrupt its verticality (LIQUID SHADOWS across the walls) – the straining fan inside the old laptop. Etc.




 





/




 





Situated at the precise cranial antipode to the burnt tip of your tongue, as seen protruding between your teeth, just a little, like the cat’s. An idiotic, lobotomized expression landed heavy on your face. And the tip of the tongue burnt, a tiny hemisphere raised angry, red – a sore, snagged by the incisors with alarming regularity while eating, maintaining the sore, keeping it from calming, reminding you, with every sharp nibble, of the miniscule orifice at the top of your head.


One day, the escaping breath, the gas, becomes liquid – wetting the cap you’ve taken to wearing for shame of the hole. A dark liquid. Black semen. Thick ink. And an alarming amount. Discharged when you’re worried, maybe, too. When everything feels on the brink of collapse. You’re career, you’re life. – In those moments when you feel the shameful fraudulence of your existence, your undeserving, your absolute worthlessness.




 





/




 





You make your excuses and scurry off – to bolted toilet cubicle, to carefully unpeel the cap from your head in private: gluey black liquor extend like the ill mozzarella. Examined, rubbed between finger and thumb. Held up to the nose and fuck! Running your head under the cold tap, trying hard not to splash water into the orifice. For fear of exacerbating the problem – we’ll shave around it, maybe try to stopper it with some sort of makeshift bung.


I’ve noticed that the white hairs are spreading. I mean, there are more white hairs in the vicinity of the hole now. Spiralling out. And the smell is worse than before. Meatier. I can almost taste it, acrid at the back of the throat.




 





(Did you always have such a prominent cowlick?)




 





The next morning, there’s an object lying heavy on the pillow beside your head. A black amber to the liquid’s sap, it looks precious. Coated in that residual black amniotic SLIP. It looks meteoric; something perverse delivered from a vacuum by a blind midwife – birthed from a vast wet mouth attempting to describe a terrible fire. Coughed up on the table in the interview room – an audible *slap* as it hits the veneer tabletop – a disgusted silence falls. A pause – long enough to make the holding of a breath uncomfortable – then, as the screen FADES TO BLACK, ‘Die Moritat von Mackie-Messer’ FADES UP.


[And the shark, it has teeth,


And it wears them in its face]
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MATERIAL WITNESS OR A LIQUID COP





My daughter says she loves to ice-skate. Which is utterly absurd to me: I staggered out of the fucking desert!


Or, when did you find out? – Or rather, where were you when you found out?




 





My answer will be an improvisation and not a meditation. Trace evidence. An interview being a crucial step in the processing of a crime like this. Also, a certain channelling going on here. Clairvoyant practice. Mediation. As in, I am a medium. 




 







 





Or remembering thinking: I used to have a favourite dish but now there’s a mosquito bite rising angrily between the third and fourth knuckles of my right hand. And so,


How did that happen?




 





Or that you might begin by drawing a link between the distended tummy of an undernourished child and that protuberant bite. The mosquito here acting as a kind of intermediary of metaphor and context. A meta-topology of pregnancy in evidence here, also – the entry hole of the bite corresponding to the navel; the hungry belly the anaphylactic swelling, etc. Also, of course, the vaster, brute correspondents of famine, pestilence, etc. – the APOCALYPSE!, dawning in huge ebbing clouds of dry desert horseflies, read tentatively as if a kind of occult smoke signal or a flock of Scandinavian starlings. The drone to drown out your PLEAS, perhaps. Or that single, angry red eye of Jupiter, repulsing everything, sick to death of the sight of everything. Fucking hell!


– I use the hardback edition of The Great Red Spot and Other Vortices, as a makeshift weapon whenever required.


Or those phenomenally black plumes of smoke that suffuse the news. SUFFUSE everything.


At night I can’t even see you.


Black smoke emanating from some genuine tragedy: a terrible fissure in the rock.


Later, a sandwich-board near the site of mourning declares: ‘The Gestation of a Cosmic Maggot!’ on one side – and simply ‘OUT’ on the other. That easy, pub, pseudo-longhand – chalk pen with plenty of comic outline. 




 







 





Or that sadly, I’m allergic to anthisan. To all antihistamines. Or perhaps merely INTOLERANT. – Though intolerance suggests some sort of ethical failure – that my reaction is unethical. Which is possible, I suppose, as regards some fundamental comprehension of the circle of life, SYMBIOSIS, etc.


Isn’t there some precedent for the administering of an analgesic by the mosquito? By CHOICE? Doesn’t their proboscis deliver something like an anaesthetic? – In amongst the cocktail of potent natural drugs to thin the blood and prevent coagulation? Aspirin?


Perhaps that’s what I’m allergic or intolerant to. Perhaps that’s where the unethical is righted. The perversity of the swelling in response to the mosquito’s generous administration of anaesthetic.


Or the Superior, Middle, Inferior frontal gyrus. In FORGET reference to the frontal lobe, Precentral and Postcentral sulcus: in reference to the central sulcus; Trans-occipital sulcus: in reference to the occipital lobe. There is an attempt here to get into the world – to get out of this unreal. 




 







 





Or the admission that I bought a knife.


Beech wood handle and a high carbon XC90 steel blade. Preemptively. In preparatory self-defence. And I’d walk about in the evenings, turning it over and over in my pocket, fondling the soft-metal cuff that restrained the blade inside the handle. Catching the foolish eyes of passersby, firing a look as if to say: What I would do if you fucking so much as fucking, etc., You just fucking try it you fucking, etc. And, beneath: WHERE CAN WE FLEE TO NOW?


Manifest destiny stalking the streets. And – as should be clear to anyone present – not just mine but everyone’s. Shuffling inexorably toward the same wet hollow.


An ancient mass grave prophesied all of this – isn’t that amazing? The depth of the grave, the position of those interred, the way in which each was dispatched with a single SMITE, etc. Each characteristic of the thing to be read as another warning. From history. Though I don’t suppose there’s any other way of reading it. Like the kind of expression worn by the surprised dead.


Or the question of a weapon. A weaponized question.


Or the platitudinous, ‘As vital, thrilling and life enhancing as anything in modern fiction.’ 




 







 





Or a simple list, a curriculum of sorts: Black Powder, Black Magnetic Powder, Silver or White Powder, Fluorescent Powder, Black Powder Fibreglass Brush, Silver Powder Fibreglass Brush, Fluorescent Powder Brush, Camel Hair Brush, Magnetic Powder Wand, Black and White Lift Cards (100), 2” FP Lifting Tape, 4” FP Lifting Tape, 1 1/2” Plastic Tape, Scissors, Tweezers, Permanent Marker, Ink Pen, Pencil, ‘L’ Square (Carpenter’s Square) or folding scale, 6” Scale, Small ‘L’ Scale, 12” Ruler, 30’ Steel Tape Measure, Hand Magnifier, Blue LED Flashlight, Box of Silicon Casting, Alcohol Wipes, Dust/Mist Disposable Mask, Photo ID Card, Small Jar of Plumber’s Putty, Roll of Evidence Sealing Tape, Sterile Swabs (10 or 11), 16” or larger tool box with lift out tray.


Or the kind of uncomprehending expression worn by those confident mortals – those alien and most dangerous people – whose expression is one of bafflement that you didn’t just go to the doctor at the first sign. What’s wrong with the doctor?, they ask, IN ALL SERIOUSNESS. Their reading of the situation is always so terrifically BASIC, expedient.


For once, PLEASE don’t offer a fucking solution – just listen, PLEASE.


Or those arseholes grinning, laughing in the cinema as you silently weep. That sensation of utter, obscene disparity.


Or the crimson flesh, the crimson fatted mosquitos, those crimson skies, those crimson dresses, the crimson lips, that crimson flower, all that crimson blood. 




 







 





Or the gap in the journal here. A few pages missing. The next entry – July 7 – simply reads, ‘?’, followed by a list of repeated consonants – the first capitalized, followed by a string of lowercase, as is customary:


‘F’


‘S’


‘T’


and, most ominously:


‘J’.


Being an attempt, perhaps, to document the language of the mosquito. At night, whining obscenities into your ear. Calculatedly obscene stuff, just before tucking in and blacking out.


Or necessary cowardice. As in, running away. The refusal to get caught up in the situation is, in some ways, the baldly ethical thing to do. Though I’m not sure you could live with yourself; always looking over your shoulder. Or jerking your thumb in some depraved parody of a hitch every time a fucking hearse rolls past.


Or the wings, the dangling legs, the weaponry, the flight path, the disease. Legible. – But again, should I try to READ a thing like that? I’m not sure the findings would HELP in any real way. A lifetime spent (SPENT) translating the devilry of insects. 




 







 





Or the clumsy, ‘Elegance, verve and style!’


Being symptoms that correspond to the functions controlled by the area of the brain that is damaged by the bleed. Other symptoms include those that indicate a rise in intracranial pressure due to a large mass putting pressure on the brain. Intracerebral haemorrhages are often misdiagnosed as subarachnoid haemorrhages due to the similarity in symptoms and signs. A severe headache followed by vomiting being one of the more common symptoms of intracerebral haemorrhage. Some patients may also go into a coma before the bleed is noticed.


Or the risk of death from an intraparenchymal bleed in traumatic brain injury is especially high when the injury occurs in the brain stem. Orange peel used to rehydrate some ancient, prehistoric tobacco.


Or we return. Back to them plumes of black smoke.


Reading THEM.


A hushed, economic language. A neverending longhand – the pen dragged about, never lifting off the paper. A retarded, BRUTISH hand, as evidenced elsewhere as the disappearing actor of the disaster. No caps: a treacly runnel of lowercase ink, kerned to within an inch of its life. Monosyllabic words drawn out over pages and pages.


Two hundred words for ‘sorrow’, listed alphabetically.


No full stops, just ellipses.


The longhand of death, really. 




 







 





Or someone once writing something about the difference between losing a limb and being horribly scarred. The former, a piece of you lost – the remainder still being fundamentally you. Whereas with the latter, you are irredeemably CHANGED, and entire. In the example I’m thinking of it was a burns victim. An index of tragedy. Interesting thought, however, to reverse it – to understand an absence as an index.


Or the deep folding features in the brain (an envelope), such as the interhemispheric and lateral fissure (a deep-sea vent), which divides the left and right brain, and the lateral sulcus, which ‘splits-off’ the temporal lobe, are present in almost all so-called quote unquote ‘normal’ subjects.


Or that my longhand is pretty much defunct nowa-days. Having amalgamated into a handful of simplified gestures: the swipe, the pinch, the trace, the drag. The tap. The jab. The Poke. My longhand now only employed if required to sign something – which is in itself an increasingly rarified experience. And each time I do I feel further away from any proper, expedient use of longhand. Writing my signature these days feels slowed, dumb – guided by a blind, obstinate hand.


Memories of SELECTING a signature, then rehear-sing the hell out of it. Such a simple seeming constitution of self. Today I plump for Grotesque or Gill Sans** predominantly; Baskerville or Century Schoolbook on occasion. As representative typefaces. 




 







 





Or, I should remind, maintained only by ARCHAIC rituals. A once proud pragmatism, boiled down to a decorative tic. Like the sediment-gathering lip on certain amphora. Like fucking amphora, FULL STOP.


Or ‘expedient meaning’. What might that be? Sounds lazy, dangerous, to me.


– Well, it might be qualified somewhat as a kind of ‘First Meaning’. A meaning that’s simply sufficient to progress but is pretty much acknowledged by everyone as more or less intuitive. I remember Luce Irigaray answering a complex question from the floor like that. A long pause, then saying, ‘This is my first answer.’ I remember that. Something about provisionality, plurality, etc. Though I neither remember the question itself nor the event. Also, I think of Badiou or someone very similar to Badiou saying something like: ‘This answer will be an improvisation and not a meditation.’ Which is similarly SWELL, I think. Again, I can’t remember the question.


Or that, in an attempt to remember more, I had this pixellated quill and inkwell tattooed on the back of my hand. A pretty complicated image, I thought. A few good ideas in there.


A history of indices being one.


Or this tattoo here of an elephant (African) and this one of a piece of knotted string. 




 







 





Or that an index of absence is an interesting thought. Like the missing limb of that amputee over there. The LACK at the end of the forearm as a perverse index.


Along THESE LINES I had this lack tattooed across my forehead. Made sure it was in reverse so that every time I look in the mirror I’m, um, reminded.


Or that understanding the relationship between the brain and the mind is a great challenge. A great challenge. One that shouldn’t be taken lightly. Do not underestimate your own mind, for pity’s sake.


Or the admission that, WELL, I’ve killed in dreams before. Wacky, soft-focus murder where PURCHASE with fists or whatever weapon was impossibly slow and treacly, with the result: sleight. Similarly, running away was always a problem. As if on a particularly resistant treadmill. This is classic stuff.


Or culpability. Cytoarchitecture. Which, incidentally, I have no real grasp of.


Or – picture it – cowering behind the low walls of some recent ruin, I’d pick off distant targets with an ornate silver pistola. Not that I actually ‘shot’ anyone ‘dead’ – just that my aiming and squeezing off of a round (quiet, wadded) would result in the DROPPING of some figure on the horizon. Death lurked some way off. Reality at arm’s length.


Or CONSEQUENCES, you fuck. Which reminds me: incredulity about the possibility of a mechanistic explanation of THOUGHT drove most of humanity to dualism. A terrible error with terrible, terrible consequences. 




 







 





Or the admission that I’ve sleepwalked AND SIMILARLY. Oh, only ever doing banal, habitual stuff, like fixing myself a jam sandwich or pissing into a waste-paper basket. Though once I did apparently complete a particularly intricate Airfix kit. Transfers, paint and all. I remember the model was part of a subrange of model kits from pre- and a-human scenarios – in response to the demands of those children who had no interest in war machines, cars, architecture, humanity. Mine was a pterodactyl, though I distinctly remember a nebula, a deep-sea cephalopod, and a cross-section of an astral spider’s egg sac as other possible projects from the range. Complicated stuff like that. ‘The Ninth World’, the range was called.


Or that I might then quietly think of the case of the woman in LA who, one cool spring night, murdered her entire family. Slid out from under the covers, padded into the bathroom, retrieved the blade from the Gillette, returned to the bedroom, slit her husbands throat, went next door to the daughter’s soft room and did for her. Then, um, drove some fifty KILOMETRES to her parent’s home in her pyjamas and slippers – let herself in, PADDED up the stairs, and ended them where they slept. Drove home, crept upstairs, took a piss and went back to bed. BESIDE THE HUSBAND’S CORPSE. She’d been asleep throughout and was subsequently acquitted in court.


Or I say, in response to this and so much more, ‘That can’t be right.’ 




 







 





Or something like that. Diminished responsibility, at least. The thing that sticks in my head is that scene where she’s sleep-removing the blade from the razor. Such an intricate operation!


That and the look on her face throughout: complete serenity. A markedly beautiful sleeper, she was.


Or we remember Tarzana. Where she lived. Remembered in fragments with surf-rounded edges. Smeared edges. Legato edging.


No sound – slow-motion – tight focus. 




 







 





Or there’s nowadays, by which time she lives in the void and of course glancing occasionally at her hands as if in an attempt to catch them off guard. Her hands were lucid where her mind was not. A dreadful thought, that: lucid hands. That we understand anatomists as describing most of the cortex – which is a slice of the brain, after all – the part they call the ISOCORTEX in most, and something else entirely in HER – as having six layers, though not all layers are apparent in all areas – and even when a layer is present its thickness and cellular organization may vary. Several anatomists – if very few I’ve ever met – have constructed maps of cortical areas on the basis of variations in the appearance of the layers AS SEEN thru one of those cheap plastic microscopes. One of the most widely used schemes came from Brodmann, who split the cortex into fifty-one different areas and assigned each a number (some anatomists have since subdivided many of the Brodmann areas). For example, Brodmann area one is the primary somatosensory cortex, Brodmann area seventeen is the primary visual cortex, and Brodmann area twenty-five is the anterior cingulate cortex. Something like that. Brodmann area twenty-three is, I think, entirely missing in our example. Which might go some way to explaining the lucidity of hands, in her case. As discrete from the lucidity of the mind. The absence of area twenty-three being connected to certain cases of Cotard’s syndrome, also – the syndrome being a rare neuropsychiatric disorder (or genuinely neurological, in the case of a lady from Tarzana) in which the patient holds a delusional belief that they are in fact dead (either figuratively or literally) – that they do not exist, are putrefying, or have lost their blood or internal organs. In rare instances: delusions of immortality. 




 







 





Or the recollection of that Peter Lorre vehicle, The Hands of Orlac. Or perhaps it was simply called, MAD LOVE! Lorre plays an insane surgeon who transplants the hands of an executed murderer – a notorious strangler, to be precise – on to the arms of a concert pianist who’s been in some dreadful, HAND-RELATED accident. The preposterous result of which being both the pianist’s inability to play anything bar ‘Chopsticks’ with his new thuggish hands, and a proclivity for strangling.


I remember a close-up of the transplanted hands: hairy, perhaps tattooed. Comically unsuited for piano playing.


Or the thought that material CANDOUR is something else.


Or those examples of typical trace evidence in criminal cases that include fingerprints, hairs, fibres, glass, paint chips, soils, botanical materials, gunshot residue, explosives residue, and volatile hydrocarbons (being arson evidence).


Or the truth, then, rising up in great black plumes from that slag heap of noxious stuff.


Or we could chant, together, eyes closed:


Seagulls wheeling above


Great steppes of guano.


Or a detail to the northwest: a wet, dead fox with ropey URBANIZED tail. 




 







 





Or that wonderful correlation between the romantic lexicons of snakes and smoke. Those forked tongues of flame, too. Though perhaps, really, there’s a similar sort of EASY correlation between snakes and more or less everything. Snakes being a pretty fundamental shape, a pretty fundamental movement. The topology of a snake is pretty much just a sausage, isn’t it? A turd by any other name. Which is the material RESET. In the end, etc. SCAT.


Or, O! those horrible tan-lines from wearing a Casio and a wedding ring. I took the watch and the ring off at 3.30 (a.m. or p.m., who knows. Besides, it’s analogue), to fling in a sorry bundle at the retreating back of my soon-to-be-ex-spouse.


Or another dream where I’m employed as a kind of evidence gatherer in some subterranean world. My task is to retrieve those incriminating items that suspected criminals might have tried to dispose of by flushing down the toilet. At one point I find a severed finger. I bag it up and send it off to the lab for tests. Which involves me posting it through a fissure in some rock. After which I look down at my right hand and too late realize that the finger is mine! I comically slap my forehead with my good hand, pause, then continue about my business. Evidently this sort of thing happens all the time. And it occurs to me that this position I hold – a kind of forensic binman – was bestowed upon me as punishment and for killing my family in my sleep. In fact – and this dawning as a very real and very terrible revelation – I am here gathering evidence for the prosecution AGAINST me! The finger! I curse myself for being so easily suckered. A recurring dream, that. 




 







 





Or the too-late comprehension that my body will testify against me. I plead innocence in spite of my blood-caked hands. A plea for a revision of the location of culpability! As in: it’s fucking cellular! – If a murderer’s hands, transplanted on to the delicate wrists of a concert pianist, are still a murderer’s hands… Well, what then? We’re all doomed, is what. Doomed to incarceration and (self-)flagellation.


Or this damnable case. The exception that proves the rule, no? Though anyone who knows about this sort of thing will tell you that it’s no fun at all playing the juridical guinea pig.


Or subsequently the entering of a plea of diminished responsibility. As if responsibility were scalable. – Surely you either take it or not, are given it or not. What you do with responsibility is your responsibility. End of. 




 







 





Or, while the juveniles are almost transparent, adults are dark brown and covered with a gelatinous sheath. This truth seldom revealed. 




 







 





Or there’s THIS, off the TOP OF MY HEAD:


(((((Hindbrain – Myelencephalon (thoughts of he), medulla oblongata (Saguaro, Papago, Arizona, 1938), medullary pyramids on the horizon, inverted; medullary cranial nerve nuclei thrumming (wing beats), inferior salivary nucleus (DROOL), nucleus ambiguous (?), dorsal nucleus of vagus nerve (the pains of the WEST), hypoglossal nucleus (New York, 1941), solitary nucleus skulking elsewhere THAN HERE (X, in a moment of reflection, gazes idly at a kitten from the comfort of a bed. The informal quality of her kicked-off shoes and the soft way the kitten seems to blend into the wooden floor connote the quiet and casual tone of the scene, a relaxed time of serenity and ease). Metencephalon: pons!; respiratory centres heaving, laboured; pneumotactic centre (Santa Fe Engine), apneustic centre (Church Door, Hornitos), pontine cranial nerve nuclei (Cracked Earth, Borego Desert), chief or pontine nucleus of the trigeminal nerve sensory nucleus (V – (Abbr. CoPNotTNSV, or something. Seldom used, that); motor nucleus for the trigeminal nerve (V: spinning through a great dollop of neural grease, applied – a tiny kitten, barely able to open its eyes, mews in protest against the confinement of the hands that hold it. To us, this squirming creature represents the most positive, joyful thing there is: NEW LIFE, BURSTING WITH PROMISE…), abducens nucleus (VI – ‘Dante’s View’), facial nerve nucleus (VII – lost: Ranch Market, Hollywood, 1956), vestibulocochlear nuclei (vestibular nuclei and cochlear nuclei – NUDE) (VIII – for the pronouncing of Latinate glottal stuff), superior salivatory nucleus (the accurate spit), paramedian pontine reticular formation (hot coffee!), cerebellum (particular), cerebellar vermis (April – that is the fool month, isn’t it?), cerebellar hemispheres (axioma – juniper), anterior lobe (Iceberg Lake), posterior lobe (an elevator is a small and intimate enclosure, yet the people who ride it are often anything but intimate. In this impersonal record of an elevator ride the operator, looking rather forlorn, seems not so much human as A PART OF THE MACHINERY), meri, flocculonodular lobe (dangling), cerebellar nuclei (dunes), fastigial nucleus (a laceration), globose nucleus (online), emboliform nucleus (sleight…), dentate nucleus (hardened, in this case). Midbrain (mesencephalon: a plateau of dried grasses – thousands of different genuses, swaying in unison with the wind and shaded in great damp patches by the clouds): tectum (tacit), inferior colliculi (cochleal mess), superior colliculi (scrabbling inside; a writhing), mesencephalic duct (cerebral aqueduct, Aqueduct of Sylvius – a round man; one of the earliest defenders of the circulation of the blood in the Netherlands), cerebral peduncle (a retired fisherman, deprived by old age and failing vision of the dignity of work), interpeduncular nucleus (dependent), midbrain tegmentum, snagged; ventral tegmental area (approaching the core), RED NUCLEUS (staring right back at that churning eye of Jupiter, fearless), crus cerebri pretectum (velveteen cord); forebrain (prosencephalon: Antarctic ice cap, a volcanic plug; the ‘throne’): diencephalon (Greco-Roman), epithalamus (a threshold), pineal body (slumped), habenular nuclei (A desperate plea), stria medullares (culpability, see?), tenia thalami (NOVATION), third ventricle (abstruseness), thalamus – meaning ‘chamber’ – anterior nuclear group (Aruba!), fermenting, anteroventral nucleus (contrary motion), anterodorsal nucleus (slumped, irretrivable, I fear), anteromedial nucleus (The Warm Jets), medial nuclear group (‘He was an extraordinary performer’), medial dorsal nucleus (In praise of…), MIDLINE nuclear group (‘satisfactory’), paratenial nucleus (reuniens nucleus (a vineyard worker in the Cognac region of France stands up to the camera with the serene gaze that comes from pride of workmanship – seemingly unconscious of the ironic contrast between his threadbare suit and the expensive liqueur his strong hands toil to make), rhomboidal nucleus (data recovery), askance – intralaminar nuclear group (baffled at the sight), centromedial nucleus (a night in), parafascicular (!) nucleus (for days we watched this woman feeding stray cats and dogs. She was outraged when she caught us stalking her with our clumsy box camera), paracentral nucleus (we are divided on this), central lateral nucleus (another plateau, this time of rock scored with deep fissures), central medial nucleus (a future involving emigration to a planet in the Goldilocks Zone; disaster before reaching it), lateral nuclear group (behind another barbed wire fence, no longer serving its purpose, the parched Dust Bowl stretches beyond empty buildings to the horizon), lateral dorsal nucleus (an effect to make the image judder and jump with faux interference), lateral posterior nucleus (lateral, mind), pulvinar, ventral nuclear group (a tobacco sharecropper), ventral anterior nucleus (two men walking their bicycles down a dusty road that leads into the central Mexican town of Xichú; for a moment they are silhouetted in the light filtering through the trees. The smallness of their figures, the twin church spires that are the only clue to the nearness of the town, the trees towering over the scene – all combine to make an unrepeatable, split-second record that testifies to the ever-changing nature of life on the road), ventral lateral nucleus (life on the road), ventral posterior nucleus (asinine!), ventral posterior lateral nucleus which is solely iterative, ventral posterior medial nucleus (X wears a scowl, permanently), metathalamus (the implication being total), medial geniculate body (another example of life frozen into immobility), lateral geniculate body (squat, horrid), thalamic reticular nucleus (crawling through ducts, vents – below, everyone else is already dead), hypothalamus (limbic system) – (HPA axis) – anterior medial area… Umm… Parts of preoptic area (preoptic stains where the eyes will determine to take root – alternatively, shadows or bore holes or buttonholes – like a specimen pinned to a wooden wall, verdigris, shockingly bright, encrusting the copper pin): medial preoptic nucleus (something akin to those vestigial or prestigial stalks leaping out of the foreheads of primordial, deep-sea fishes), suprachiasmatic nucleus (UNRELENTING REALISM), paraventricular nucleus (UNRELENTING REALISM), supraoptic nucleus (mainly forever), anterior hypothalamic nucleus (the lowest, supporting branches), lateral area – consignments of antivenin (SPINNER at frame; a glance in our obnoxious direction). Parts of preoptic area: lateral preoptic nucleus (dark), anterior part of lateral nucleus (light), part of supraoptic nucleus (blinding); other nuclei of preoptic area: median preoptic nucleus (scabbed), periventricular preoptic nucleus – tuberal! – medial area (a certain limbo perceived) – dorsomedial hypothalamic nucleus (the hour was three a.m. when these boys were at work in a bowling alley. Three pin boys went unseen, presumably because they were even younger.), ventromedial nucleus (the potter slumped at his wheel, the handle of an awl protruding from between his shoulder blades), arcuate nucleus (light weaves among the receding columns of plane trees and statues), lateral area (the angle of view), tuberal part of lateral nucleus (at Versailles, even nature was used to serve the kingly design…), lateral tuberal nuclei (Jesus’s blood…), posterior (a light supper), medial area (eggs, done some crude way), mammillary nuclei (part of those mammillary bodies – enacting their groping, desperate love), posterior nucleus (a frightening symmetry of limbs), lateral area (caryatids based on extraterrestrial beings), posterior part of lateral nucleus (the basement of Debenhams. Working there), OPTIC CHIASM! – subfornical organ (stout), periventricular nucleus (rotund, attractive), infundibulum (dreaming of X), tuber cinereum (that rhythm), tuberal nucleus (an erection), tuberomammillary nucleus (furtive looks cast!), tuberal region (beneath all of that), mammillary bodies (they approach. Let them!), mammillary nucleus (Painswick churchyard); subthalamus (HPA axis) – thalamic nucleus (pine), zona incerta (lopsided), PITUITARY GLAND (HPA axis), neurohypophysis (a watched sleeper), intermediate pituitary (strychnine), adenohypophysis (A groundbreaking work of genius), telencephalon (cerebrum) CEREBRAL HEMISPHERES […] white matter (semen, wax – a dietary viscosity): corona radiata (splintering light), internal capsule (fragments of Etruscan civilization; residual, vestigial), external capsule (a plummet), extreme capsule (latterly a novelist and film-maker – talks with passionate erudition, disarming candour, and acerbic wit about the early influences that shaped him and led to his pioneering… etc.), arcuate fasciculus (kneeling, cradling that ever-heavier head in your arms), uncinate fasciculus… subcortical hippocampus (medial temporal lobe), amygdala (limbic system) – (limbic lobe) – (paleopallium – a sumptuously befurred promeneuse! A darkening leaf-mulch! A terrifically painful bout of! Retreating into the dark, away from an island life), central nucleus (autonomic nervous system), medial nucleus (accessory olfactory system, becalmed), cortical and basomedial nuclei (main olfactory system, though currently not working), lateral and basolateral nuclei (frontotemporal cortical system – currently imagining everything as hostile – a classic anxiety attack. A first foray after a fever into the snow: the world’s rhythm suddenly aggressive – suddenly unbearably aggressive, as if attempting to shake you off of it), base head (limbic system) (limbic lobe) (archipallium), dentate gyrus (memories of an exile), cornu ammonis (CA fields – ‘to the Duke’s health, 1899’), claustrum (Albert Angelo), basal ganglia, wrapped around some poor sucker; striatum (archipallium), dorsal striatum (again, slumped), putamen (unfurled, but not like a flag), caudate nucleus (camels sculpted from white limestone; the stink of your oral hygeine), ventral striatum (a document; phoney aging), nucleus accumbens (removed!), olfactory tubercle (retrieved!), globus pallidus (forms nucleus lentiformis with putamen; a chain reaction of stunning beauty), subthalamic nucleus (sincerely yours), substantia nigra swollen, rhinencephalon (paleopallium – a whole animal), olfactory bulb (once chastized for the theft of some shameful […]), piriform cortex (lamprey-like), anterior olfactory nucleus (a pilgrim boy carrying a miraculously replenishing basket of food), olfactory tract (an eloquent preacher), anterior commissure (arching), lateral ventricles (prolegemon), cerebral cortex (neopallium), frontal lobe (he healed the severed foot of a man who had cut it off as a penance for kicking his own fucking mother!), cortex (also, preaching to the fish), primary motor cortex (precentral gyrus, M1), Brodmann area 4 (concerning supression), (primary motor cortex), prefrontal cortex (before before), supplementary motor cortex (diagonal wish), premotor cortex (a plague), gyrus (Martian), Superior frontal gyrus (this and other stories concerning your fading marriage), middle frontal gyrus (a stupendous effect), inferior frontal gyrus (droplets of human blood. In addition to analyzing for DNA, the droplets are round and show no splattering, indicating they impacted relatively slowly, in this case from a height of two feet. – Incidentally, the coin in the picture is an old five pence piece, which is a little odd.), Brodmann areas: 6, 8, 9, 10, 11, 12, 24, 25, 32, 33, 44, 45, 46, 47, etc… – all of which concerned with simply regulating the rhythms of your wretched heart. Parietal lobe (opened the wrong fucking way), cortex (a disaster!), primary somatosensory cortex (S1), S2 (two), posterior parietal cortex (proof of identity), gyrus (more of this), postcentralgyrus (primary somesthetic area) – OTHER – precuneus (linked to Padua, Italy), Brodmann areas 1, 2, 3 (primary somesthetic area); 5, 7, 23, 26, 29, 31, 39, 40 (all of which concerned with the delicate sculpting of metaphor), occipital lobe (SWIVELLING), cortex (a smooth pan), primary visual cortex (V1), V2 (two), gyrus (more of this), lateral occipital gyrus – OTHER!… Cuneus, Brodmann areas 17 (V1, primary visual cortex), 18, 19 (two of which are obscured in the print I have – the other seemingly a king of neural machete – hacking out a path. Rusted, no doubt), temporal lobe (famous, the), cortex (derogatory, if you ask me), primary auditory cortex (A1), A2 (Two), inferior temporal cortex (an attempt – unsuccessful – to seduce X. Clumsy, in retrospect), posterior inferior temporal cortex (certain rules concerning dissection. Or vivisection), gyrus (simply), superior temporal gyrus (accusations! Accusations!), middle temporal gyrus (some would say this were a too-late suppression of the truth), inferior temporal gyrus (controversy, certainly), fusiform gyrus (provocation – fingered), parahippocampal gyrus (the story of voodoo), Brodmann areas: 9, 20, 21, 22, 27, 34, 35, 36, 37, 38, 41, 42 – all of which concerned with governing the musculature of those various sphincters dotted at strategic points about the body), insular cortex (scenes of sexual abandon suggest lust as the cause of humanity’s downfall), cingulate cortex (resplendent in shocking pink!), subgenual area 25 (the garden), anterior cingulate (malade au coeur), posterior cingulate (amici del cuore), retrosplenial cortex (resplendent in sacking, for fuck’s sake!), indusium griseum (born in Berlin, of all places), Brodmann areas 23, 24 (a necessary retardation); 26, 29, 30 (retrosplenial areas to augment reality); 31, 32 (a counter movement). neural pathways (that machete): arcuate fasciculus (the sound of thunder…), cerebral peduncle (now distant wing beats), corpus callosum (prattling), pyramidal or corticospinal tract (or a Bremen physician, sixteenth century), major dopamine pathways (wine made from mandrake), dopamine system (pining for the loss and consequence of Ultima Online), mesocortical pathway (sleep is death), mesolimbic pathway (deadly nightshade), nigrostriatal pathway (certain uses), tuberoin-fundibular pathway (an action RPG that’s perfectly tailored for the pick-up-and-play crowd: in other words, it’s a likeable confection that’s as witty as it is insubstantial), serotonin pathways serotonin system (X failed to find a wide audience during their lifetime, and in death likewise), raphe nuclei (chapped lips). And the motor systems: motor system, extrapyramidal system (banned in 1943), pyramidal tract (agape), alpha system (we agree the ceasefire – the conditions being too numerous and complex to relate here), gamma system (nucleic acids, I should think), NERVES – SPINAL CORD – BRAIN STEM, CRANIAL NERVES, CRANIAL NERVE (0), OLFACTORY NERVE (I), OPTIC NERVE (II), oculmotor nerve (III) (an entropic relationship related here), trochlear nerve (IV), trigeminal nerve (V), abducens nerve (VI), facial nerve (VII), vestibulocochlear nerve (VIII), glossopharyngeal nerve (IX), vagus nerve (X), accessory nerve (XI), hypoglossal nerve (XII), neuroendocrine systems; HPA AXIS – vascular systems: VENOUS systems, CIRCLE OF WILLIS (arterial system), blood – brain barrier (terrifyingly thin), dural meningeal system (do you think we), brain-cerebrospinal fluid barrier (deadening pain in those injured or burnt), meningeal coverings (modelled on a door key), dura mater (a hunchbacked man and an ancient-looking midwife help a woman birth a brood of huge brown eggs), arachnoid mater (the astral spider, enwrapping the planet), pia mater (he turned his bulk to profit), epidural space (gigantic, slick, imposing and archaic), subdural space (sumo providing the unlikely inspiration), arachnoid septum (130 years of pointless history), ventricular system (devolved), cerebrospinal fluid (LIVE CHAT), subarachnoid space (tentative steps), third ventricle (3rd), fourth ventricle (in every port), lateral ventricles – anterior horn, body of lateral ventricle, Inferior horn, Posterior horn, superior cistern, cistern of lamina terminalis, chiasmatic cistern, interpeduncular cistern, pontine cistern, cisterna magna, spinal subarachnoid space…)))) ETC. – brought to LIFE. 




 







 





A map of my brain, charted crudely on the deck of an ancient junk.


AND a pretty heavy shitstorm. 




 







 





AND the brute indomitability of a list. We are all of us incorrigible.


Or what about these neglected horror-hands, eh? They itch – they’re too big, too heavy. I feel clumsy, drunk. And they taste… metallic. As if infused with OLD blood. I can scarcely trot out the melody to ‘Greensleeves’ anymore, let alone get back in the studio to record my sophomore album. 




 







 





Or it’s opacity, irony and incoherence. Or, irony, incoherence and opacity. Or with that mosquito bite as a glorious full stop. I should think that you could come up with a whole, weird parlance of punctuation from various bites. Vampire, snake, etc. Anticipatory pseudo-ellipses. Waiting for an end result – revenant transformation, anaphylaxis, DEATH, etc.


– A friend of mine had a vampire bite tattooed on his neck. Which is pretty good, if you ask me. Tattoos in general in regards to representation. Like the tattoo of a mole or a scar or that WARREN of liver spots. There’s something gloriously wilful, pre-emptive about something like that. Self-defence, your honour!


Or there’s the thought that a depiction of a vampire bite seems to encompass something essential about a tattoo. Affected rebellion, DISAFFECTION, a kind of proud dysmorphia, deferred impotence, membership, affinity, rejection, sociopathy, artifice, ancestry, some pseudo-masonic furtiveness, tolerance, adulthood, adolescence, taste, faith, primitivism, KITSCH, statement, submission. My grandfather had a vast number of tattoos. On account of several years in the merchant navy, I think. Predominantly they comprised a kind of dermic map of the major ports of the world, applied using whatever local method to crudely depict some local icon or object.
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the battle, enjoying the peculiar sensations, getting

a grip on the controls of this vehicle and its tastes.
Suddenly the tumour feels a terrible pain sear down its
spine and wheels round to discover a cavalry soldier
standing over it, a long foil unsheathed and plunged
deep into its back. The tumour collapses, paralysed
(some vital nervous subsystem has been severed) and
the soldier, smirking all the while, proceeds to skin
the tumour alive, scraping fur back from raw mus-
cle with remarkable proficiency. Within moments he
whips the entire pelt from the trembling body with a

flamboyant gesture. He hangs this over

a geodesic net of sticks to dry out.
He turns back to the tumour,
now exposed, uncooked — and
sets to dis- embowelling

it. Heaving gore from a
gash opened from chin to
genitals. A cold hand pulling

it ALL outin great fistfuls to
reston THE DRY EARTH. The

SLAP! of alung on THE DRY EARTH, etc. Each
organ, each unrecognizable form, will serve a purpose.
‘We understand. If not as foodstuft for the hungry
party (loitering a ways ofl), then dried for aphrodi-
siacal use, or stretched into something like a hat or a
condom. “This thing (holding up a fistful of wet red)
will be consumed by me at the height of a ritual. It will
endow me with special powers [...]. This thing (a sheet
of sagging caul, like brown, once-worked pizza dough,
hung over two fists) will be draped over the lowest
branch of the nearest pine tree, thereby appeasing

the ire of that Peculiar Fleshy God. This stuff (a jet of
milky-white liquid expressed from some pink hosing (a
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funereal-fantasy and the next, ever-

heavier dose of drugs? This as you unwrap

another book about alternative medicine from a
friend who has absolutely no idea what to say to you.
They look at you from behind pea-souper eyes, head
cocked to one side, brow crumpled, a ‘tut’ coiled on
the tongue ready to be employed in disbelief and
agreement at some sad whatever from you. Yes,
you're implicit in this exchange — what else for it?)

(Save for tonight, perhaps. When you, up above, are

out, alone, trawling the local bars for
something — a fight, perhaps.

Sex, maybe. Probably neither.
Probably just an affirmation of
disaffection, of the romance of
your condition. A performance
of melodramatic proportions,
soundtracked in a style after John
Barry’s ‘Mid- night Cowboy’
theme (the romance of prostitution).

And down below, in that gutted recess, the tumour
turns over and, in a parallel movement, enters another
dream-territory, via a previously unnoticed interior
screen door. Inside, the Staked Plains yawn smashed
teeth and a battle is pitched between an indigenous
horde and a uniformed wedge of cavalry. Gun smoke,
whistling arrows, harmonica. The tumour, in the guise
of a buffalo, picks its way through a carpet of corpses,
each more riddled with arrows, more unrecognizable
than the last. The tumour comes to a figure so
arrow-suffused as to have transformed and happy

into a hillock of spiny grass. Spiny grass daubed with
cuckoo spit. And the tumour starts to graze, forgetting
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coils of cartilage, skipping the need for the hairs,
twinned with the cilla that wigs your lungs, that waft
to the movement of the air that etc. etc. None of that.
A brutal hole gouged out of your inner ear, leading
straight to that dank region of the brain, seldom used,
that can be purposed kinetically. A Harry Partch
instrument, unrealized. — A Polyphonic Microtonal
Spirit Organ (PMSO). This sound is not sound.

— A stink, then, ushered in by the KETTLE DRUMS,
crashes against your nose, struggling upwards, into
your flaring nostrils, and, impatient, permeating your

skull, and head- ing deep into those
dangerous WET- LANDS of'the
brain. Fluores- cent yellow putty
ROUNDING OFF all those
annoying vortices. And

it's something like SAGE,
only intensified a hundredfold;
lined, beautiful- ly, with a shine
of slurry. Gan- grenous tissue

& BRASS — the metallics of blood,

frankfurters — an illicit KISS of acidic, chapped,
sphinctal, corky LIPS. Hills as far as the eye can see,
each one composed of raw sewage with a propensity
for lilac, perfumed toilet roll; a swatch of magazine
perfume smeared with a CRINKLE (expressed on the
piccolo) over a sea of bald, sweating heads; greasepaint,
daubed over a dense wall of UNKEMPT GENITALS
|...] All of this collapsing, inevitably, into taste in the
mouth, and gagging, retching, vomiting, over and
over. (The honesty afforded! The thrill of it all!) (Piss
sloshing in slo-mo waves, foaming at the crests, bluing,
mingling with extra-thick Domestos; rafts, dinghies,
plastic kayaks disguised as rim blocks and toilet





OEBPS/a054_online.png
unpredicted. As in, you didn’t know what you were
going to say until you said it. The name ‘Greg’. E'TC.
Each of these utterances echoes in such a way as to
imply a third aspect, something between your voice
and the cavernous echo. You describe it later, in the
interview, as like double-tracking on your voice, like
a chorus addressing the audience with dramatic irony
(the audience skulking silently in the darkness, ahead
or behind. Probably behind) — relating a truth
CONCERNING you but UNBEKNOWNST to
you. This chorus gazes out through your function-

less eyes, uses your mouth to communi-
cate — embedding their laws in that
slight trough between voice
and echo. This cave, you think,
is a theatre. But I'm not

an actor, you think. At least,
not in a tradi- tional sense.
I do suspect T'm an actor. You
whisper some- thing, apparently
under your breath. Something some-

thing something. You picture your breath before you,
hanging in the air, perhaps drifting over the surface of
an audience member silently pacing backwards, inches
from your face, not breathing, not making a sound, just
observing you — all-pupil, all-black eyeballs swivelling
maniacally in ample sockets. Only it’s too dark to make
any of this out. Still, in absence of any confirmatory
sensation, this is all certainly true. Finally, with a sharp
inhalation, your loving hands find something: a sur-
face, maybe the back wall of the cave. Simultaneously,
the acoustic changes to something closer. The dead-
ened air of a summer path somewhere at around about
sea-level. And underfoot it feels like moss. Or maybe
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OUTUYV that while ago). Rods are good for mono-
chrome vision in poor light (that figure... down by the
scout hut at 3 a.m), while cones are used for colour and
for the detection of fine-grain detail (A Frans Lanting
coffee-table photography book — loads of them — in a
bargain bookshop called BOOK WAREHOUSE or
similar. Adjacent: a stack of pink, branded book-cum-
play kits. These a RIOT of spangling girlification).
Cones are packed into a part of the retina directly be-
hind the retina called the FOVEA. When light strikes
either the rods or the cones of the retina, it’s converted

into an electrical signal of very low
wattage that is THEN relayed

to the brain via the OPTIC
NERVE. The brain then
translates the electrical signals
into the images we, um, see.
This description is a simplifica-
tion and is gen- erally only ped-
dled in preschool textbooks. ‘E’ is
for Eye, ete. (‘C’is for cyclophosphom-

ide, etc.)) (Polyphemus again, depicted on the following
page, with a long-winded description of how he might
have seen, plus a pedantic revision of his encounter
with Odysseus according to diminished depth percep-
tion. The drawing of the scene is in unfixed charcoal.)
[GIRISTLE gathering treacherous in your eye socket,
mate. Vapour swilling into liquid, ever more viscous,
until, at the opportune moment, it hardens completely
— the difference between snot and dried nasal mucus,

a scabrous pinnacle presented to the wandering finger,
dislodged, PULLED, unexpectedly releasing a great
divestment of moist, gelatinous snot; a pendulous tear,
tipped with a splinter wedged under fingernail (pulling
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with the scandal. [...] Deeper inside the cave there’s a
dramatic diorama of skeleton Neanderthals surround-
ing, as if in a Nativity, a smaller skeleton, prone on

a great slab of rock, with each encircling Neander-
thal plunging a sharpened, now-petrified stick into
what was presumably its abdomen. The scene comes
alive in the flickering light of your flaming torch. [...]
Deeper still is the epiglottis, flexing its cartilaginous
wings to usher you deeper, downwards, through the
brawny pothole. There are taste buds on the epi-
glottal wings, each one an eyeball that winces and

weeps as you sweep your torch close.
(The dreams of the tumour
are sluggish things and

are generally banal. Sartorial
error, embar- rassment in

the workplace, inappropriate
sexual fum- blings with
half-forgotten acquaintances,
etc. These vapid revelations inevita-

bly disappoint. Though they do point out an opaque
truth concerning the mundanity of this disease, the
boredom of that possible death. And God! the fucking
demands to undertake white-water rafting, balloon-
ing, bungee jumping and the like — the demand for
some pre-death disco — is a terrible, obliging myth
started by a cabal of countercultural gurus turned
Silicon Valley cunts. The coercion of positivity, the
demand to BE BRAVE, BE HAPPY — to face death
LIKE A MAN. ‘Man up’ and ‘grow some balls’.

You confess to feeling this duress. How on earth is one
supposed to respond when the only thing that really,
truly appeals in these final days is COPIOUS weeping,
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WHEN everything I say is heavy with leeches of
clotted shit, loosened with piss from the inside of your
cheek to hang as accidents in the most inopportune
location (public somewhere); blood or something less
dramatic, less decorous, caking the sheets, the mattress,
the walls, the floor — tinting the windows as if for a
brothel or an Argento scene or both or after the crash,
in the ditch, everything illuminated by the brake lights
— the last, too-late dream of the Toyota, now upturned,
leaking its passengers in meaty chunks all over the
place. After a moment’s pause, each discreet piece

vibrating, moving, rolling up the hard
shoulder and onto the road — speed-
ing off to join the billions of
other homeless swatches of dead
bloody tissue in a fusional
orgy —the very crucible
within which the tumour is
founded. That spheroid of
terracotta clay, handled warm

by the hands of those closest to a

quiet, moth-wing death — indented with the inopera-
ble, a palmistry of NO FUTURE, every life-, fate-,
ete.-line trickling into a microscopic hole — fired in

the kiln, glazed with a slip of machete grey, used as the
basis for a soup. Retrieved from the bottom of your
bowl at the end of the meal. No — retrieved from your
throat — you're choking on it so ] WHACK you on the
back, between the shoulder blades, hard as I can, and
that dislodges it, and you fire it out at an amazing rate
and it smashes the window, splinters the tree, bores a
perfect hole in an apple, tears an Ace of Spades playing
card in two, bluntly pierces the earlobes of an entire
youth club (all of this in super slo-mo and to the strains
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rather, that you wouldn’t mind confusing yourself
with a robot. That, seeing Yul'’s face melting off to
reveal that thicket of wires and glowing LEDs, made
you yearn to be some insensate robot capable of
functioning in spite of any wound, any infliction.

You're intimating your suffering.
Sitting through two Michael Crichton films — sitting

through any two films — was very, very difficult.
You were constantly swerving between diegetic

absorption and abject, pained reality
throughout. I didn’t notice: I was
engrossed in the film. I drank my
way through a six-pack of
Kronenbourg. You drain a
whole bottle of Oramorph.
It’s tricky, you say, because
apparently one builds up a
tolerance to the analgesic effects of
low-dose morphine pretty quickly. So

I need more and more to provide the same relief, you
say. It's particularly good for the relief of the growth
pressing HARD on my vertebrae; this fistful bastard
makes getting comfortable almost impossible, you say.

It’s also difficult to watch anything particularly
emotionally manipulative. Any emotional wrench-
ing — regardless of how flagrantly sentimental or
gratuitous — is increasingly difficult to deal with.

I cry at the drop of a hat, you hold back. The same
goes for music: Barték leaves me sobbing.

I wept uncontrollably listening to West Side Story.
Paralysed by Suite bergamasque, Baden Powell.
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made unrecognizable by your tuneless hum (I strike
up an accompaniment on my teeth, striking them like
amarimba with my thumbnail (the temptation always
to go for the William Tell overture, only as covered by
Spike Jones: all belches, thigh-slaps and glottal tics).)

/

Then you say, ‘The only chance you get is the one
you take, and we laugh like jackals. This time, as so
often, laughter leads to spasms of agony. Sorry, I say.

‘But it’s worth it?’, an open hand on your
shoulder. You're bent double before
me, one hand to your chest,
tears on a face

I find hard to recognize, let
alone console. It’s exhaust-
ing, you say, later. So we

go for a nap.

(You nod off to begin a nightmare
confrontation with the tumour,

to demand, somehow, the cessation of its aggression.
The tumour answers — first in rubbery squeaks, then
renting sounds, a sort of lower gargling. This is the
only way you can apprehend the thing: in dreams.
Sprinting through the long wet grass, away from the
terrible oasis of security lights and the tumourous folly
and its familiar occupant — heading for a long shadow
on the horizon you take to be a line of trees. The sound
of your heavy breathing alongside the swishing and
quiet thwap of the grass. Somewhere behind you (you
do not turn to look) comes your own SCREAM, fil-
tered through everything (Auto Filter, Auto Pan, Beat
Repeat, Chorus, Compressor, Corpus, Dynamic Tube,
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foam and liver spots. Stubble, too.

In the summer, these markings increase relative to
the sun’s stature. Despite the tumour being buried
in the meaty darkness (take every opportunity to
imaginatively apprehend your INSIDES, Kiril).
The tumour is effected by the movements of the
heavens in various ways. — For instance, the
moon’s waxing and waning produces a horrif-

ic pullulating of black gunk from what I thought
was stubble but is in fact a network of gaping
pores. It sweats according to the lunar cycle.

Uniquely, the occa- sional fascination of
Saturn appears to induce a certain
bioluminescence in the tumour.
This can be per- ceived ever so
faintly through the fat, muscle
and skin — and the summer-tog
duvet — that entombs the
bastard thing.
(Sitting upright in bed, staring

bewildered at your PLUMP
torso, which hums with a halogen heat and the
illy fluorescence of a Timex wristwatch.)

1,216 billion kilometres away, Saturn screams
a ridiculous question to the black.

A man-eater is most likely
to fulfil its name when the moon is on the wane.

Statistically speaking.

/
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you remark. (Occasionally, the three-disk multi-
changer midi hi-fi (Aiwa) would swallow a CD and
you'd have to take it to the hardware shop to have

it retrieved by means of invasive surgery. Tom

7¢’s ‘Estudando O Sambo’ was TAKEN more than
once. When returned, disgorged, you could have
SWORN there was an extra instrument playing at
the hellish climax of ‘M4’; an extra filter applied to the
miasma, one that revealed that the thing was actu-
ally alive and ALIVE with crawling, treacly move-
ment. Or something subliminal, backwards, etc.))

MISERY GUTS!

/
Would you mind checking
the mole on my shoulder?
Tt feels different today, somehow.
Shifted, in some way... I don’t
know — would you just take alook? The

shoulder feels frozen, unknown. It's not mine, that’s
for sure. It feels tectonic. The blade beneath, I mean. It
feels like a shard of Easter egg. (Subterranean move-
ment of plates only registered on the surface through
the tiniest change in that raised brown mole: a con-
gealed excrescence where the loamy juices beneath the
crust of the crust have bubbled up through a miniscule
shaft: bone marrow, browned in the air, scabbed, but
still soft, pliable, its morphology precisely the same

as my leg which, ever since the tumour spread to the
spine, has refused to obey the proper etiquette I fling
down from my brain. Kicking passing orderlies, shrug-
ging the doctor off the edge of my bed when he perches
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EQ Eight, EQ Three, Erosion, Filter Delay, Flanger,
Frequency Shifter, Gate, Grain Delay, Limiter, Looper,
Multiband Dynamics, Overdrive, Phaser, Ping Pong
Delay, Redux, Resonators, Reverb, Saturator, Simple
Delay, Spectrum Utility, Vinyl Distortion, Vocoder,
Arpeggiator, Chord Note Length, Pitch, Random
Scale, Velocity; AKA: Altretamine, Hexalen, Aspar-
aginase, Elspar, Bleomycin, Blenoxane, Capecitabine,
Xeloda, Carboplatin, Paraplatin, Carmustine, BCNU,
BiCNU, Cladribine, Leustatin, Cisplatin, Platinol,
Cyclophosphamide, Cytoxan, Neosar, Cytarabine,

Cytosar-U, Dacarba- zine, DTIC-Dome,
Dactinomycin, ac- tinomycin D, Cos-
megen, Docetax- el, Taxotere,
Doxorubicin, Adriamycin,
Rubex, Imati- nib, Gleevec,
Doxorubicin, Liposomal,
Doxil, Etopo- side, VP-16,
VePesid, Fludarabine,
Fludara, Fluo- rouracil, 5-FU,
Adrucil, Gemcit- abine, Gemzar,

Hydroxyurea, Hydrea, Idarubicin, Idamycin, Ifosfa-
mide, IFEX, Irinotecan, CPT-11, Camptosar, Metho-
trexate, Rheumatrex Dose Pack, Mitomycin, Mutamy-

cin, Mitotane, Lysodren, Mitoxantrone, Novantrone,

Paclitaxel, Taxol, Topotecan, Hycamtin, Vinblastine,

Velban, Vincristine, Oncovin, Vincasar, Vincrex,

Vinorelbine, Navelbine. All the gang.) You surge for-
ward, stumbling, weeping, still clutching the brochure,
delirious, POOR THING. Under the influence. Any
autopsy ignorant of your condition would have a field

day. Luckily? at the hospice, they know full well.

/
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oak trees. It's muggy out tonight. You creep down the
decline approaching the folly and pause on the edge
of the grass — on the threshold of some tacky decking
that’s incongruous to the rest of the design. Perhaps
added by the estate agents in an attempt to expand a
demographic, to downplay the more recherché aspects
of the folly. You wait, breathing heavily, and the
security lights go off and you're plunged back into the
black. The folly now perceptible only as black mirror
on black ground appealing not to the eyes but to that
edgeless ache that radiates out from the tumourous

core of your body. A kind of echo-location
that reports the folly as either
microscopic, or roughly the size
of a garage. You can't help
let out a yelp that, though
immediately stifled by the
hot night, sets a dog barking
somewhere and, after a dreaful
moment, a light to appear ina
previously unno- ticed window on

what must be the first floor of the folly. Net curtains
obscure the detail within, though a figure is discernible
in silhouette, sitting up with stop motion immediacy
—rearing up as if from a nightmare. Like a felled tree
in VHS reverse. Something about its shape — sloping
shoulders and bulging head, flimsy, oddly-jointed
arms, what appears to be a mouth, gaping — something
about its movements — panicky, maybe — turns your
stomach. Anyway, it's GOTTEN up now, staggering
somewhere — presumably to see to the dog. You can
hear it, the figure, whispering, mumbling, perhaps to
itself, perhaps to the STUDIO AUDIENCE. And
then another YELP in the darkness, and it’s your own
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the lumbar vertebrae, to the thoracic vertebrae,

to the cervical vertebrae, to the simple skull.
Something like that, a wreck surrounded by wads

of wet soil and a scattering of brown pine-

needles (thrusting your head deep into the mountain of
pine-needles assembled by a hoard of oversized black
ants, awaiting some sort of epiphany. After a moment,
plucking up the courage, you open your eyes.)

— Check the fucking mole, PLEASE!
A kind of ar- chitectural folly
at night, the security lights

— hundreds of them — flicking
ON as you ap- proach through
the tall, wet grass. A stadium’s
worth. Instinctively you fling yourself to

the ground and crawl the rest of the way on your stom-
ach, pulling yourself forwards on your elbows (your
legs dragging useless behind you (‘Christina’s World’))
and you're quickly drenched. As you approach you
can see that the folly apes the shape of your tumour.

The facade rendered in an expensive-
looking veneer: a pink, marbled veneer
inspired — it says in the brochure — ‘by that
unique scrotal surface of the tumour’.

It seems the folly squats in a slight culvert of the
grounds and is shaded by the splayed limbs of a line of
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Propping the tumour against the door frame, you mark
anotch at its highest point with a chef’s knife what was
to hand. The tumour moves away and turns to admire
just how much it's grown since the last mark. Along-
side these increments, another, unknown progression
is charted, this time in black marker pen on the white
gloss of the door frame. According to the dates (hun-
dreds of them) this set traces the shrinking of something
over the course of roughly sixty years. Towards the
bottom, the markings are fainter, the pen running low.

/

Massaging cocoa butter into it after
a good wash.

/

A comput- er-generated
sphere, skinned in pale tones,
with a bump-map that emulates the

scales of a fish. The polygon count is tremendously
high — consequently the frame rate as it rotates there
is — at least on your ancient computer is pathetic.
Juddering & skittering on its axis. You decide that the
best accompaniment to this would be Sun City Girls’
‘Lies Up The Niger’, maybe solely cos it’s playing
AT THE MOMENT

and at any given moment ‘Lies Up The

Niger’ will be playing somewhere in the world),

but it also seems to arrest something of

the failing movements of the sphere.

And so you add a grotesque, green lens flare. And
the grinding sound of rock on rock. And a subtitle in
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hold the lens in place but they also play an important,
manipulative role in vision per se. When the muscles re-
lax, they yank on and iron down the lens, allowing the
eye to see objects (bucolic landscapes) that are far away.
To see closer objects clearly (the too-close face, loom-
ing in for a drunken, booze-saturated snog), the ciliary
muscle must contract, shrivel up in order to thicken the
lens. The interior chamber of the eyeball is filled with

a jelly-like tissue called the VITREOUS HUMOUR.
This place is like a flotation tank — meditative, though
not for you and your hysterical claustrophobia. A wet

elevator. The surpris- ingly cramped belly
of the massive-est whale. Anyway,
after passing through the lens,
light must travel through this
vault and its stagnant pool of
stinking vitre- ous humour be-
fore striking the sensitive layer
of cells called the retina. The
retina is the inner- most of three tis-
sue layers that make up the eye. These

are unimaginably thin. The outermost layer, called the
SCLERA, is what gives most of the eyeball its white
colour — the rest of it provided by a complex system

of mirrors erected to reflect the image of a scrubbed
femur. The cornea is also a part of the outer layer.

The middle layer between the retina and sclera is called
the CHOROID. The choroid contains billions of blood
vessels that supply the retina with nutrients and oxygen
and also removes its waste products in an undocument-
ed process we all find incomprehensible. Embedded

in the retina are millions of light sensitive cells, which
come in two varieties: RODS AND CONES (rods of
uranium; paper cones for drinking water-cooler water
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After a pregnant pause, he solemly intones:
“There is no undoing this process;
you cannot unread these words.’

Finally, and not without a certain tone of
provocation: ‘You can, however, simply stop
reading and arrest its development.’

At this he snorts, and the recording is over-
whelmed by pink, fleshy noise (a sine curve
as a sine wave as a fat palm smearing).

He was, of course, referring to this text.
The one HERE, puny in your
hands, ever so unassuming
(your stupid assumptions).
Reading it will summon a
tumour to the slick walls of
your innards, spawning there
with no more goading than
the reading of asequence of
specific and insist- ent words. Their

insistence is beyond question: they will summon a
tumour. There is nothing equivocal here; success — not
necessarily your conception of success — is assured.

/

A bare bulb hanging from an olive-green strand of
nerve. A nerve ending as fibre-optic light source,
only more frail. A BUTTER GLOW smeared
over the upper aspect of the tumour, oozing down
its pulsating flank, pooling in those grey-pink folds
at its base. Light is hard to come by down here.
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Turned somehow, as if on a lathe or a potter’s wheel.
Disturbingly regular vertical rivulets score its
surface, becoming closer together at the per-

ceived apex of the tumour. These look sore, AN-
GERED (pink trimmmed, grading to a deep

ruby at depth); a permanent puckering achieved
through that perpetual submersion in methanol.

As differentiated from your cooling bath water.

Perhaps it appears larger than it really is due to the
optical distortion of the thick glass of the apothecary

jar (long-sighted), or the still preserving
fluid it’s suspended in (a certain gigan-
tism observed |...] metres down,
on the cusp of where the sun’s
light peters out: a refraction to
excuse a vast Cthulu drifting
past with a wash of low brass to
pronounce its name

(your meagre head-torch
eventually find- ing the huge

crockery eye that, in the instant, gaze met, cleaves
you in two)). Or it’s in fact /arger than it appears to
be, and the complex sequence of lenses and mir-
rors you arranged for the express purpose is
WELL OFF.

Look, I'm not the best person to ask, but you could
look it up online. There'll surely be a
forum devoted to it.

There’s still time.

Freckles, too. Freckled with both rabid
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This much so familiar. So at this point, the word’s state
is closest to gas. Though it’s very much really not at all
in any way gas. The gas of a Gas Giant — impossible to
comprehend, though apparently scientifically verifiable
(the science, blah blah, eludes yours and my slow wits).
Imagine GRISTLE whistling in through your pu-
pils: tiny jets of GRISTLE through your pupils. Tiny
jets rushing in through your massively dilated pupils
— the pupils of a HOP HEAD. This gas is visible, is
GRISTLE. There. (At this point, a section clarifying
the workings of your eye: The human eye belongs to a

general group of eyes found in nature called
CAMERA TYPE EYES. Instead of
film (or full- frame digital sen-

sor), the human eye focuses
light onto a light sensitive mem-
brane called the RETINA (jab-
bing at it with thorny twig).
And here’s how the human eye is
put together and how it works: The
cornea is a transpar- ent structure found

in the very front of the eye [my emphasis| that helps to
focus incoming beams of light. Behind the cornea is a
coloured, ring-shaped membrane called the iris (think:
nebula). The iris has an adjustable circular opening
called the pupil (think: sphincter), which can expand or
contract depending on the amount of light beams, rays,
whatever, penetrating the eye. A clear fluid called the
AQUEOUS HUMOUR fills the spectacularly slim
space between the cornea and the iris [my emphasis|.
Situated behind the pupil is a colourless, transparent
structure called the CRYSTALLINE LENS (think:
the plastic beak of a cuttlefish or -esque). Ciliary mus-
cles have the lens surrounded. These thuggish muscles
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a near-as-damn-it sphere between their two dorsal
palms. This, however, is a fleeting form: almost imme-
diately — after a couple of ponderous moments holding

the spheroid aloft between forefinger and thumb (and
perhaps a couple more moments observing the Celtic
dying of the other hand’s palm with terracotta blush)
— the sphere will be squashed into a disk, the disk then
rolled into an extruded spiral, the extruded spiral then
homogenized, SUBSIDED into a cylinder. A few
moments attempting to flatten the ends, then the clay is
discarded. (We found one of these on the bedside table

which happened to be weighing horrible-
heavy on the manuscript they’d

been desperately trying to finish
before the end. You got bored
reading it, perched on the

edge of the bed, and, against the
assumed propri- etary etiquette
of the mourn- ing, declared it
insipid (!), deriv- ative (!), tepid (!),
and promptly burnt it in the incinerator

in the back garden, along with a mountain of exercise
books we’'d claimed from the skip a month before. A
month ago, we wanted to keep everything. This month,
October, is a more realistic month. We have no room
and we and our current shit must take precedence.
A-men! you cry, jostling a gardening cane in the blaz-
ing incinerator, sending a particle effect of embers and
ash up into the TWILIGHT. Again, you've managed
to polish off a whole plastic bottle of Oramorph, while
I, unimpeded (wel/, to the best of my knowledge) only
had a couple of glasses of red. Incidentally, it’s the red
you brought home the other month (that same month
that feels so, so long ago — that month of resolutions
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from the ocean and flying off into space...” ETC.
/

Then we watched Westworld — another Michael
Crichton movie adaptation. He might have even di-
rected this one. It's much better. Brutal and certainly
less intellectually pretentious. There’s no attempt to
explain the intricacies of the robot cowboys, knights
and Romans that wander about the three themed
Worlds for the titillation of the human guests. At this

time, technology is sufficiently advanced
for this sort of shit to go on, that’s all.
Of course —and this the same
lesson provided in Jurassic Park
— the robots go wrong, and
the film swings into its moral,
paranoiac fina- le. Best of all is
Yul Brynner as a cowboy robot
baddie, who plays the fall-guy robot
for the wealthy tourist’s sheriff’

fantasies — turning mass murderer and terrifying nem-
esis to the film’s heroes when the robots malfunction.

Afterwards, we talk about his perfect bald head, so
easily confused with a latex industrial product; his
handsome, serious face moving with animatron-

ic uncaring. Lifting his face off to fiddle with the
thicket of wires and glowing LEDs behind it. Fling-
ing a flask of hydrochloric or sulphuric acid at his
face. Both these scenes remind us that this isn’t Yul
Brynner, but a robot; not a man but a machine. That
we should never confuse the two. But you say you
wouldn’t mind that: being confused with a robot — or
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you wish you could get it. Perfect drift: a lunar tide,
sucking the hair eternally. Perhaps even a few fizzing
bubbles added — an excess of demonstrational effect —
to CONVINCE. On the surface, the lens of the cam-
era BOBS, the upper half of the image relatively clear,
though flecked, again, in an effort to convince, with
droplets that act as prisms to the image), while the lower
magnifies. Bifocals, then, worn by someone clearly in
need of something more variable, less harshly deline-
ated. Certainly a relative of ours. Mitochondrial. And
in the distance — seen in the upper, above-water half —a

dramatic shoreline: the shoreline of a
fictional island —a Skull Island,
if you will — that forbodes,

presents a front of jagged cliffs,
screeching seabirds, a
crest of jungle visible beyond
all that —a cave, its mouth
aretarded gape —swilling brine
like mouthwash or drool over
KEEN, sharded rocks. An ominous

tone from the soundtrack. Still, you decide to strike
out, front crawl, towards what looks like CERTAIN
DEATH. Fool! — You can barely swim! (The cam-
era shoots upwards to take in the whole scene — your
pathetic figure receding against a swollen, dark blue
ground — then the island whole, as we pass through a
winding sheet of cumulus cloud — a vast, protruding
geometry is revealed, to the shrill, discordant strains
of a string section, as to be a perfect metaphor for your,
um, tumour. A lay estimate might put it at four or five
miles across. Your SCULLING figure is now invisi-
ble and the scale of the shot starts to buckle under the
considerable weight of the analogy, the sea resembling
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wrench of pain)) will be heated up, mixed with some of
the blood from your head. The mixture poured into a
well-greased cake tin and baked.” All of it going to good
use. Though at the moment, everything accruing in
one huge slag-heap of bits and stuff beside the soldier.
Finally finished, the soldier stands, exhausted and
coated in blood, eyes and teeth obscenely white against
red ground. The tumour feels DE-STRESSED.)

/
‘Waking with a start, it takes the tumour a
moment to wriggle free of the dream
and remember where it is — what
it is, what'’s possible, what
the END ofall this might be —
and to resume its brooding,
SUB ROSA (*). You crash
in through the front door.

/

— You know what I mean. I mean: the tumour is
growing at an exponential but forecast rate. AS IN,
nothing unexpected has happened. To

interrupt its enlargement, as in. AS IN, there’s
nothing to worry about. Save for the tumour,
which may or may not be on the war path.

/

A cave again, this time somewhere in the Arctic circle.
Or bored into the side of a ridge in the Himalayas. Or
a mine in an abandoned colony on Neptune, a sign
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of mascagni) — shattering the windscreen of the red
Toyota Corolla, straight into the forehead of the driver,
sending the car careering off the road, and it flips and
flips and flips (we hope against hope it will land right-
ways), crashing down hard on its roof with a speak-
er-blowing CRASH. The brake lights on in the dark,
the passengers eviscerated by the impact. The spheroid
of clay rolling back to the residential home to accu-
mulate another layer of clay, Slip & Fire — the meat,
MECHANICALLY RECOVERED and patted by
blue-plastic-gloved hands into one massive meatball to

be eaten at the climax of the meal, by you,
while all the rest of us are served
Mr. Brain’s Faggots on a bed

of slowly drying mash and a
thin wash of’ Bisto. Occa-
sional glances thrown in your
direction as you struggle
with the task. ‘We wash it
down with lager; you have been
served a tankard of Oramorph, which

you have been instructed by the doctor you can now
knock back with impunity, which what when you
readily do do between great gobbets of tumour flesh.)

/

(That, um, great and terrible deity, unnamed, cast as
the gravitational antithesis to a supermassive black
hole, a boundless protrusion that repels everything,
is apprehended everywhere. Physically manifest
omnipotence: What a terrible thing! Fleshy sur-
face right there - RIGHT THERE - perpetually
kissing up against you, breathing its hot, belched
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the wooden ‘bones’. The skull, notably. At the crown,
the vines converge around a panel that depicts, in
something Runic, hieroglyphic (we can somehow read
it, though), the growth of some thing — the swelling
thingy eventually takes over a body, replacing what-
ever anima the body might have had with a kind of
liquid-clay shadow that, for a while at least, functions,
albeit at a very simplified level (eating, drinking,
sleeping, fucking, shitting, etc.). Accordingly, it takes
a while for the others to notice. Eventually, however,
the fluidity of the surrogate begins to be stymied by

state change into dry, cracked earth at
one extreme, and brown smoke at
the other. These states are more
conspicuous in their difference
to the original — the person, the
being, whatev- er. ‘Harder to
cuddle’, is how the hieroglyphs
put it. This leading, inevi-
tably, to the sad ostracizing of the

surrogate subject.

Stepping back, it’s clear you've made a complete mess
of Yul's head. Shit. Latex skin peeled back, split —
hanging in obscene sheets down his back — parcels of
cabling jutting stiff in every direction. And that beauti-
ful mahogany edifice revealed shining with a beeswax
lustre, the intricate designs of vines creeping up and
about the wood in precise, burnt gullies. Not vines but
briar, densely thorned, leading up to the cranium and
the hieroglyphs whose object, it seems clear now, is
that frightening deity of CGI'd fat and flesh — a capsule
of pulverized flesh, worshipped or at least beatified.

A future foodstuff, genetically engineered and grown
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Align towards the spine

[

Then he says, ‘Reading this text will conjure a tumour
up inside you. It will materialize in your colon (or per-
haps your wet brain, or your left kidney, or tucked and
beneath your right testicle, clustering inside your ova-
ries, your pituitary, your breast, etc. (his parenthetical

tone as if suppressing aburp)), and it

will, um, do so as a direct result
of your having read this.
Adding: ‘“The dimensions

of the tu- mour will be
exactly pro- portional to the
amount of the text that you
read. A micro- scopic kernel of
tumourous tis- sue has already

shuddered into being cos you've stubbornly read
this far. Every word, every letter, swells the tumour.
According to the size, shape and etymology of the
word, not to mention the role within the structure of
the surrounding sentence, paragraph. Typographic
affectation will also EFFECT the proliferation of the
tumour, as will the injudicious use of punctuation
and that peculiar syntax of the infirm that threatens
to collapse into gratuity and morbid self-pity at any
moment. As in: infirm syntax, POORLY grammar.
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and potentials and sex) from the posh shop. NOT

the usual cheap shit. Now stood on the counter top
in the kitchen with one of those rubber stoppers in
it. Not the cork, that was decimated in the opening.

/

You're still not really eating. You can taste nothing,

apparently. Which I find hard to STOMACH, consid-
ering the effort I put into the meals, night after night. A
protest, of sorts — though you could easily call it denial.

1 like to think (not ‘like” again, a lie) that
it’s the tumour’s taste. That the
tumour is the one with the
ashen palette, the overly sweet
tooth. Sug- ar sprinkled
liberally over Original Alpen!
A WHAM! bar, etc. The
juvenile desires of that cellular
rapist that is, at this moment, the
size of a golf ball or a gobstopper. I fuck-

ing hate golf; you say, and we share a smile. The camera
plummets in, past the smile, down through the red lab-
yrinth and slows to a stop before the altered tumour —a
false idol to that fleshy god, always-already rendered
in the latest HD technology — an Nvidia graphics card
with some unholy amount of memory, running on a
quadruple, quad-core thing with two massive monitors
— one for editing on (vivisection), the other for view-
ing the rendered footage. The rendering on the hair

of the GOD: moving in treacly gusts, slow, as if held
underwater, snagged in the hatch of the bathysphere by
the sleeve of the bathrobe it went in wearing; wet-look,
clumped together in attractive, sinuous ridges, the way
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Later on, in the forest.
Cool sunlight. Shin height brume. Dead trees.

You're a state.
Clothes hanging in ribbons and you're covered in
shit.

Falling to your knees, you begin to frantically fill your
cardboard trug with the various fungi poking through
the decaying forest floor (conocybe, predominant-

ly — along with a few morels, a cep and — careful —a

jade-gilled death cap) — eating the odd one.
Meanwhile, the tumour shuffling
around Sains- bury’s, pushing
a demi-sized trolley, picking
up everything from the
shopping list you provided
—avocados, broccoli,
cabbage, cauli- flower, carrots,
chilli, any weird- er cruciferous
vegetables, figs, flax, garlic, grapefruit,

red seedless grapes (the convalescent's archetypal but
tokenistic foodstuff), kale, liquorice, some sad-looking
button mushrooms under cheap cling, mixed nuts,
oranges, lemons, papayas, an overpriced punnet of
raspberries, a few boxes of Jacob’s Creek Syrah, a
bushel of rosemary, a bucket of bladderwrack, sam-
phire, a tight wet brick of tofu, sweet potatoes, lots of
tea (green), a few of those pupae-like cassavas, tomatoes
on the vine, turmeric, turnips. Collapsing in through
the front door, slouching towards the kitchen, a quick
glance at the clock, and it starts preparing dinner.
Chopping everything up roughly, flinging it into a
slate-coloured cast iron oval Le Creuset casserole.





OEBPS/a014_online.png





OEBPS/a057_online.png
mints, cast about, crewed by lepers, lizards in cute
naval rig, fat naked apes, your unfazed mother, etc.))

(When a boy or girl grows up to sufficient size or

age (fat, adolescent), a Pa-lo-tle-ton is set apart for his
or her EXCLUSIVE use. This thing right here is a
buffalo robe, neatly dressed, made of a full skin, with
the head fastened by the LIPS to the heads of their
lounge-like, willow beds. The On-ta-koi is the ordinary
robe for the bed. It is only a half robe, mind, and cut
off at the neck ALSO. The hide of the Pa-lo-tle-ton is

carefully taken off, with all the skill of
the taxidermist, so as to preserve
its full covering of the head, with
even the horns and eyes and
EARS AND LIPS, and also
the legs down to the hoofs,
and sometimes even the hoofs
are retained — even, perhaps,
sods of drying earth as wedges
protruding from the base of the

hooves — even, occasionally, the skeleton of some
Neanderthal foetus, dangling limp from that stiletto of
earth. Beneath that, newspaper spread out (the sports
section) to catch the clods of mud satisfyingly freed
from between the underdeveloped toe-bones with a
butter knife. This is the way it goes. Tough shit.)

/

Itis a well observed fact that, when provided with an
appropriate amount of terracotta clay (as opposed to
that grey, Comprehensive School stuff), elderly
outpatients in particular will more often than not roll
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widely TRACKED and in the centre, written in
poorly animated, warmly graded blood (same blood
drooled by the cartoon vampire that replaces the
MGM lion at the beginning of The Fearless Vampire
Killers). Set in Grotesque, BOLD and of blood.

The theme tune — some unreleased Wolf Eyes

track — careers in like a bad steel bull. Cred-

its roll from top to bottom and are also set in
Grotesque, but Light and coloured fluores-

cent pink on acid green. Strobing, perhaps.)

(ETCETERA ET- CETERA’, sung by
Yul, on his own in his trailer on the
set of The King and 1, staring
blankly at the golden brocade
and deep-red flocking of his
fabulous, regal coat — staring
into one of those make-up
mirrors, lined with spherical
bulbs. He’s on call. A cigarette
steadily burning up in the ashtray to

his right (left in the mirror), a glass of bourbon and
slow-melting ice to his left (right). His head ema-
nating a certain heat (a haze loitering as a halo).

On closer inspection, beads of sweat prickling through
the heavy, crude Asiatic makeup. A small patch of
putty covering a particularly nautical vein that pumps
fiercely on his left temple. Not a vein, but an untidy
rise of blue cabling just beneath the latex skin. Blue
cabling threading through what turns out to be — not a
skeleton of bones, nor a metal armature, but a mahoga-
ny scaffold, Renaissance in its engineering, Baroque in
its florid detail! Tiny pyrographic vine motifs enwrap
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hanging above the entrance, proclaiming something in
some unknown pictographic language. A pall of Nep-
tunian dust. Inside this cave it’s unbelievably cold. And
dark. The kind of darkness that threatens to gouge out
your fucking eyes. The kind of darkness that submerg-
es, strangles. There is a smell in here — something for-
saken, aeons old, still clinging to the impervious walls.
Walls like sheet-metal once used as a massive, geologi-
cal griddle for the exclusive purpose of cooking buffalo
a la plancha. Or some sort of megafauna, awkwardly
straddling those final, absurd dinosaurs and the modest

mammals concurrent with us. The smell of
these things cook- ing against these
walls, and over the course of a
million years or so — the heat
supplied by the weltering blood
of the conti- nent — suddenly
soused by the instantaneous
appearance of a massive ocean
FLOORED with vents and
infested with coe- lacanths. Then all

of this ICED. (Seen in bored time-lapse with sweeping
soundtrack) [...]. Towards the back of the cave, the smell
intensifies then swerves into something faecal. (You can
feel the darkness on your outstretched hands — the shit-
ty stench under your fingernails; the cold, of course, is
IN YOUR BONES.) (The acoustic is worth mention-
ing here. Reverberating footsteps describe something
like a tunnel, the walls either side are surely close — just
beyond your flailing fingertips, though the entrance
behind you and the whatever before are both uncertain.
The peculiarities of the echo in here. You blurt out a
couple of incoherent yelps, then a yell that’s threatening
enough to shock you. Then a weirder noise, something
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breath into your lungs (the smell of sausage meat,
coke, onions); its thick nylon eyelashes scraping
upwards against your cheek, opening, blind).
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surface which reflects its surroundings but not people.

Harry concludes from the classification of the event
which sent the ship back that The Habitat crew is fated
to die: it would not have been an ‘unknown event’ if
they had lived to report about it, he reasons. Harry
soon sneaks back to the spaceship, and finds a way

to enter the sphere. Soon after, a series of numeric
encoded messages begins to show up on the habitat’s
computer screens, and Harry and Ted are able to
decipher the messages and converse with what appears

to be an alien (which calls itself ‘Jerry’),
which has been trapped in the
sphere. They soon discover
that ‘Jerry’ can hear everything
they are saying aboard The
Habitat. Har- ry’s entry into
the sphere pre- vents the team
from evacuat- ing before the
arrival of'a pow- erful typhoon on
the surface, forcing them to stay below

for almost a week. A series of tragedies then befalls the
crew: Fletcher, the navy technician, is killed by some
aggressive Sea Nettles, whatever the hell they are; a
giant squid (crockery eye) attacks and damages the
station, killing Edmunds by completely pulverizing
her body, Ted by blasting him with a large fire blast,
and Barnes by slicing him in half with a computer-
operated door in the ensuing chaos; and sea snakes
attack Norman. Jerry is the cause of these incidents.

Eventually, only Harry, Norman and Beth remain. At
this point, they realize that they have all entered the
world of the perfect sphere, which has given them the
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yelp, impersonated, parodied, sarcastic from the voice
inside the folly, from the figure. Dragging, arrhythmic
footsteps FOLEYED to excessive perfection. And you
lie as flat as you can, eyes wide to the darkness (you
very quietly comprehend an infinitesimal

version of this scene being played out inside your
body). The door to the folly — white, double-glazed,
hushed — opens. And there it is: huge, wet. A brown
towel around its midriff, hair all over, a smile, wet eyes,
genitals visible from your prone position — breathing
audibly, with a slight whistle to it, a labour. Surveying

from the doorsill, the security lights ON
again — and you're surely plain as day
now, lying there, wet, crippled,
clutching the brochure —
pathetic cunt —and sure
enough the figure looks
down at you and smiles. Its

fat, overly haired head cocked
like a fucking animal. And it
waits patiently for an explanation,

though it knows perfectly well what has happened, why
you're here. So you say, YOUR VOICE CRAZING,
‘Do you live here?’.

And it turns, unblinking, smile unwavering, away
from you, and goes back inside. You stand up and
follow it in, closing the door quietly behind you.

And you know how to lock it because you have a

door like this at home. Not at your home, but at

your parent’s home-your home — by lifting the han-
dle back on itself, & THEN turning the key.

/
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pattern on the curtain. Another in the artex’d wall.
There’s nothing for it, no solution to be found to your
endless problems. And beside you, sleeping soundly,
your partner is elsewhere — they cannot comfort you.
In the morning you’'ll have to leave, you'll have to
abandon this life. It was never going to work. Idiot.

— You return to the bundle of insolubles,

converging now into one huouge fleshy orb,

and you decide to SWALLOW IT, tears well-

ing AND UP, and you feel it move slowly,

with difficulty, down the alimentary canal).

/

Ifit’s like this in the morning,
we'll go to the doctor.

Of course, in the morning,

it’s like this.
/

(In terms of surrogates, the durian fruit looms as
the paragon. But in this instance and at this stage

a satsuma or a clementine (whichever is tarter) is
probably more apposite. Something about the tex-
ture as analogue for some rather graphic skin condi-
tion, tempered by the alien colour — a colour seldom
found in the body but one that, when thrust into the
imaginative context, might imply some particular-
ly effusive relations: iodine & mould, for example.
The lurid orange lichen sharp-popping on the side
of the headstone.) A podgy, jolly little sphere. ( )

[...] in the middle of the South Pacific Ocean, a
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Like the inscrutable face of a vinyl record, bought
without inspection from a charity shop: Bobby Vinton
sounding profoundly, prelingually deaf, his
accompanying band made up of death-rattling lungs
slumped gross all over the bandstand, his voice an un-
intelligible burble of senile regrets (Dolly? [...] Do/ly?)

A glass marble, retrieved from a SCROTAL NET
SACK (caul, offal), shot through with a beautiful
tumbling horizon of reds, greens. This then slotted
into the flapping socket to affect the rosier outlook
(fucking close the OTHEREYE).
Chin up, matey.

(The stubborn Brazil

nut, refusing to yield

entire, shat- ters DULLY,
insisting upon the
employment of your lower
incisors to re- trieve a vestige
of what should have been — could have

been — glorious, complete Brazil nut. Next, the walnut,
halved, conjures the thought of a laboratory mouse’s
exposed brain, opened to the probing electrodes of a
demented Harry Harlow acolyte. SHRIVELLED. A
lunatic twitch on the mouse’s face when the brain gets
poked with the dental instrument. Or a cocktail stick.
The experiment justified as revealing conclusive proof
that a walnut, half opened, is a pretty good representa-
tion of a mouse’s brain. This does not, um, wash.)

The solitary eye of Polyphemus, rendered in black-
figure. Elsewhere in the blockbusting show, the same
eye found, blinded. Incredible detail in its ruin!,
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power to manifest their thoughts into reality. As such,
all of the disasters that had been plaguing them are the
result of manifestations of the worst parts of their own
minds. The name ‘Jerry’ turns out to have been
erroneously decoded and is actually spelled

‘Harry’; it is Harry’s subconscious communicating
with them through their computer system whenever he
is asleep. At that point, Beth’s suicidal thoughts mani-
fest themselves as triggering a countdown to detonate
the explosives that were brought along to clear away
the coral. They abandon The Habitat for the

mini-sub, but their fears manifest an illu-
sion of the space- craft around them.
Norman finally sees through
the illusion, and punches
the mini-sub’s emergency sur-
facing button. The explosives
destroy The Habitat and the
spaceship, but (unknown to
them) the sphere itself remains
undamaged. As the explosives detonate

and create a huge blast wave below it, the mini-sub
rises to the surface, to be quickly retrieved by the
returning surface ships, permitting the survivors to
begin safe decompression once on board a navy ship.

The film ends with the three deciding to use their
powers to erase their own memories before being
debriefed, in order to prevent the knowledge about
the sphere from falling into the wrong hands. Thus,
Harry’s paradox, in which they are alive yet no

one has learned about the ‘unknown event’, is
resolved. As they erase their own memories of’

the ‘unknown event’, the sphere is seen emerging
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out some vestige of yer brain: a sneeze with the EYES).
This then swallowed (aided with a slug of whisky and
ice water) — entering the digestive system —
PSYCHOPHARMACOLOGICAL AGENTS.
Gristle, similarly to every word uttered mute by these
pages, contains — within I'TS shifted, congealed state,
behind the eyeballs and on — a certain amount of
SOMETHING SIMILAR to dimethyltryptamine
or some such. As with psilocybe or other fungal mani-
festations (the closest similitude), GRISTLE

(for example) might be more

common, or per- haps more effective,
according to the season, according
to certain cos- mic

alignments, etc. For instance,
this month we're in: the
manifest effect of THIS
MONTH WE'RE IN
upon the effect of the words you're
subsuming will directly influence
the texture of the tumour. We're in”.

Those aforementioned rivulets will trace a more drunk
path — will steer a more wayward path across the sensi-
tive outer [...] of the tumour. The result will discern the
metaphorical boundaries — Aztec, Houndstooth, that,
um, mouth of an angler fish — these are brought to mind
more readily than, say, the fluid cursive of a coin toss.
This is seasonal and should be well noted. In about half
an hour you'll come up, and dependent on the height

of the sun in the sky, the temperature of the earth,

the humidity levels, the alignment of the planets, the
amount of gamma rays suffusing the air, the contrast
and brightness of the ambient light levels, the duration
of the GREEN RAY as the sun DIPS (the lolling head
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— And it’s not cathartic, not at all. There is no solace
in feeling these things — they are merely catalysts
for my own self-pity, primed to drag me back to the
despondent self-absorbtion of my fucking illness.

Sphere and Westworld both allegorized my condition,
and sent me plummeting into a Pit of Despair, from
which it will take me a good few hours and some
consistent distraction to pull myself out OF FROM.
Those few things I can bare are those things that nei-
ther offend nor inspire. Nor do anything, really. Soap

operas are perfect, for example. Sport is
perfect, for exam- ple. Fucking darts,
or something. Snooker. Ski
Sunday. A con- temporary chil-
dren’s book. A magazine about
cars. Something flat but capti-
vating. Abso- lutely smooth.
A massive sheet of stainless steel,
heated by the sun to an agreeable
temperature (spring sun. That forgotten

sun returning after a lifetime of winter blacks, greys).
You lie on it unselfconsciously, not caring who sees.
Nature documentaries seem like a good idea, so long as
you don't fall into that anthropomorphic trap and start
romanticizing the plight of whatever baby whatever.

Whatever. Find that thing, and cling to it for dear
life. Otherwise it’s emotional immolation for you.

(At the end of Westworld, Yul Brynner’s demented robot
kills the protagonist, then turns to the camera and
shoots a single round from the hip to turn the screen
black. Sad Jimmy Bond. "I'HE END’ appears
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on the side of a fallen tree, accidentally discovered by
dog walkers some time in the twenty-

second century. Meat-spheres. One of which mu-
tates, gains the power of thought, rebels, enslaves,
becomes a god, devours and devours and devours
everything till there’s no sustenance left. Etc.

- You go. I'll clear this ungodly mess up.)

/

The tumour, span- ning many acres now

— many leagues, fathoms (lots of
archaic measure- ments) — turns
over in its sleep. Sweating. It
begins to snore erratically, air
sucked in past various puddles
of various sub- stances of var-
ious viscosities, at least one of
which rainbowed and flammable
— gathered in those rock pools at the

threshold of [...]. It's an unbearable sound — somewhere
between a landslide and a child grinding their scabby
milk teeth. Somewhere there’s a mouth, webbed and
underdeveloped. Somewhere. Teeth as stalactites and
-mites at the mouth of a cave used exclusively for the
maturing of a provincial cheese that it’s illegal to carry
on public transport. That, even in the region it hails
from, is considered an acquired taste, and is commonly
seen at open-air markets writhing with maggots whose
digestive secretions lend the cheese its peculiar charac-
ter. Tiny yellow smears of excrescence providing the
SINCERE tang, the reverie. It all proves too much

for us, and we sprint away from the fromagerie giggling
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ofa CPR dummy), the number of spawn that makes it
to full-frog in the dismal pond (if you can even call it a
pond) at the bottom of the play area under the shade of
the diseased walnut — dependent on the alcohol content
of the home brew, the result could well be horrific.

/

Feel its tentacular motion inside your florid gut!
Writhe in RAPTURES as your cells are subjected to
The Peculiar Rummaging! [...] The twisting, groping

shoots of that triffid word,
‘GRISTLE’, spreading out,
casing into your desperate open-
ings. Rimming them with its
Stratopharia Cubencil-blue
tongue; — quiv- ering, blind —a
fractal degen- erate of only a
few of the darker colours, though
cach one as rich as Guatemalan
chocolate or cacao nibs, even — bitter

stimulant halved like a capsule of cyanide disguised as
a tooth (the initiation rite involved the dashing out of a
full four teeth with a tiny geological hammer wielded
by someone else’s mum, the gang whooping) and swal-
lowed as if a spot of bile: with a wince. This fractured
disappointment spreads out, a patch of time-lapse
mould in a forgotten Petri dish, and infests your entire
body and in a flash — blooming (tired) then receding,
until coming to rest, hardening into that clot, into that
ballbearing tumour right up in your IN. Meanwhile,
upstairs in your brain, VISIONS! (accompaniment
by Josef Van Wissem or Carl Stalling or Smegma

or Evangelista or Kim Doo Soo. Any or all of these
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italicized Helvetica Neue that describes, in half-baked
sentences, an historical exhibition of fetishes and
reliquaries from antiquity to now — ending with the
proclamation that this sphere is the patron saint of last
words. — Or of people right there on the cusp of death
who decide to turn to faith at the last minute. Or of
those who turn into corpses before their turn.

— The patron saint of comatose children, of
Alzheimer’s patients, of people buried beneath the
rubble, resigned to death, surrounded by those
already dead. The music segues seamlessly into

‘Computer Forms’ by The Shadow Ring.
Glockenspiel and aggressively
out-of-tune guitar — a voice

asking, “What will they write
about when all the buttons have
been pressed?...’ and you answer,
in your bed- room, aimed at
the back of the head of your
sleeping partner, in a whisper:
/

(Those desperate hours (though they may only be one
or half or just a few elongated minutes) in the abyssal
stretches of the night, lying there, racing over and over
the same worried groundlessness in your head — a
sightless, senseless probing of your fears, ailments,
aspirations, forgotten errands (years ago or hence),
lost purposes — all lashed together into a huge fuck-off
ball you struggle within AND IN your arms like a
bald cuckoo you're forced to parent. ‘What will I[...]?",
you mouth to the ceiling. ‘How will I ever [...]?", you
think, tracing over and over the idea of a face in the
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Swamped in olive oil and the majority of the red wine.

The tumour devouring the lot as is, #on cuit, then
throwing it back up and into the pot and popping it
shaky on the hob, bringing it to the boil, then turning it
to a simmer for the next forty minutes. Radio 4,
distortedly loud from a tiny Roberts radio,

the tumour sat massive and oozing under the

kitchen table, waiting. The cat seems to like I'T.

/

(And every one of these words
spiralling into feedback,
infecting to the point of nausea
to UPCHUCK that toxic slough
— though not all of it — some
residue re- mains to baste

and bolster the tumour, which
seems to act as a kind of magnet for
that sort of shit — the meatier, bloodier end

of things — the ragged, in-season behind of a put-upon
ape — a raging, throbbing red light to illuminate every
inch of your guts, flooding it all with that stultifying,
sordid light to connote depressed and stricken sex,
lumpen weight, splintered taxation — this month, here —
this month —8 the month after the previous month that
was CERTAINLY free, clean, demonstrably clean.
Softcore, soft focus, nubile, RIPPED. BUFF. Picture
lens-flaring morning light (mid-morning), Egyptian
cotton sheets, perfect, dumb specimens of blasé human-
ity writhing happily beneath. The lexicon of privilege,
an economy of virility, futurity, the texture of insipid
emotional nerve endings, etc. So different now,
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industrial foam. The SURFACE beneath your hands is
something else, something wet. Some of that slime that
musters orange on the side of an autumn tree, perhaps.
Clammy. Like the way one might imagine the hands of
the week-long dead. The underside of a banana slug.
The snout of some big game. Some excrescence to be
dealt with in the preparation of some exotic foodstuff.
The combined foreheads of an entire residential home
on the brink of closure, bowing to the pressures of

a suspicious inquiry. The thickened space between.
Unimaginable on Neptune or any of its moons. It's an

internal texture, a non-surface not meant
to be touched; it is a non-surface,
absolutely indescribable
because — un- der any other
circumstances bar invasive
surgery — it would not be
exposed to any kind

of NERVOUS APPREHEN-
SION. So it smells of nothing,
looks like nothing, feels like nothing,

sounds like NOTHING. Only here, at the

back of this frozen cave, the surface springs into
vivid, terrible being at the first touch of your
trembling fingers. Every sense is arrested simultane-
ously, bombarded with EXTREME PREJUDICE:
agreat rent in the PRECIOUS silence of the cave. A
glissando of atonal percussion founded upon a
shifting clay bed of sub-bass; a thick seam of brass
pumping vast swathes of ridiculously oiled muscle,
torn, sprained, PULLED into taut potentials, suspend-
ed, irresolute chords spinning the treble and carving
a fresh tunnel down and to the left of your ear drum,
circumventing those flimsy bones, those trilobite
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there to pronounce another plummet in my condition.
I peel back the wet covers and study its terrible con-
dition: as if that of a bog-person: a cold-case dredged
from the depths of a peat bog somewhere in northern
Europe, every limb preserved perfectly. But of course,
NOT. Everything crushed, curled, browned in the
preserving juices of the peat, made material. Cham-
ois leather springs to mind. Certainly not flesh. And
upon proper investigation it quickly becomes appar-
ent that what was presumed to be a recent death (that
the leg had recently changed under the duress of the

encroaching tumour) is actually an ancient
incident; this peat-logged stretch
of sinew was committed to the
earth THOU- SANDS OF
YEARS AGO. — That it was the
victim of some terrible rite,
pegged at each extremity to the
earth with briar stakes and ropes
of hair, left to the whim of the earth,
to starve under the grey, standby-sky

—under the twenty-mile-wide eye of the goddess of the
sky. Over the days that it takes to die, rain provides
some satiation but also prolongs the agony — it takes

up sucking the peat-gravy from the earth that, in turn,
sucks and licks at the skin (fingertips puckering, not
from the blissful bath water; fingernails working them-
selves free (their housing, come to think of it, NOT
UP TO THE TASK)), transforming it into a barely
living homunculus. Then finally it succumbs, and the
earth swallows it whole — but holds it in its mouth like
amint or a thermometer or a slug of mouthwash. [...]
Countless years later, my leg lies in the bed,

attached to my hip bone (the pelvic girdle — to
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some sort of amniotic fluid (maybe, as movement is
less apparent from this GOD’s eye vantage, agar jelly)
amongrel iris surrounding the tumour-island, pro-
truding sore and alien and thrumming in the midst of
such uniformity. A shark’s fin in its emotional affect.
This coming as something of a shock. Importantly, this
predictability does #or diminish the effect. We both
cry. We hold one another. Later, I admit [...] the geology
of the tumour seems to confound human physiology.
As in, geology does not belong inside your black-red
innards. A stone. Only it looks man-made, like a mus-

ket ball or something fucking else. Different
to those stones thataccrue asa
result of stress or your diet

of cigarettes, vodka. Though
of course, it’s precisely that,
all of that, catalysed by
this text. Gall stones, kidney
stones, oto- liths, teratoma,
ete. It's crucial we RECTIFY
any confusion in this matter: the

conjuration that this text performs — is performing
right now — is reliant upon the context it finds itself
in — within — inside your would-be steaming guts.)

/

As previously discussed elsewhere, a model
of the process might be like:

Words — a word — for example, ‘GRISTLE’ (though
sentencing, paragraphing, type, kern, track, etc. is criti-
cal. And those parenthetical inverted commas are a ter-
rible concession) — seeps in through your bovine eyes.
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thousand feet below the surface, what is believed to

be an alien spacecraft is discovered after a ship laying
transoceanic cable has its cable cut and the United
States Navy investigates the cause. The thickness of
coral growth on the spaceship suggests that it has been
there for almost 300 years or THEREABOUTS. A
team made up of marine biologist Dr. Beth Halperin
(Sharon Stone), mathematician Dr. Harry Adams
(Samuel L. Jackson), astrophysicist Dr. Ted Fielding
(Liev Schreiber), psychologist Dr. Norman Goodman
(Dustin Hoffman), and a member of the US Navy

(Peter Coyote) are tasked with
investigating the spaceship. The
team (along with two navy
technicians) are housed in

a state-of-the- art underwater
living envi- ronment called
The Habitat during their
stay on the ocean floor. Upon
entering the spaceship, the

team makes sev- eral discoveries.

The first is that the ship is not alien, and that it is in
fact an American spaceship. They assume, due to the
years of coral growth and the sufficiently advanced
technology, that the ship is from the future. The last
date in the ship’s log, 06/21/43 (21/06/43), does not
indicate the specific century (!!). The last entry in the
log details an ‘Unknown (Entry) Event’, which depicts
the ship apparently falling into a black hole, resulting
in its trip through time. The ship’s mission involved
gathering objects from around the galaxy to bring
back to Earth. An item of particular interest is a large,
pertfect sphere in the cargo hold. It is suspended a few
feet above the ground and has an impenetrable fluid





