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It’s been rough lately for the Lord of Darkness, with ex-girlfriend drama rearing its head at inconvenient moments, ancient gods returning to take over the universe, and Satan’s own unstoppable laziness. But whatever. Satan is okay, and he thinks you’re okay, too. This whole eternal damnation thing is all a bit of a misunderstanding. He runs Hell as a resort, kind of. A vacation spot. The point is, he’s not a bad guy. He’s trying to save Heaven and all of creation, and he only has a dimwitted giant, a surly waitress, and a monkey to help him. So, a thank you might be nice. Maybe buy him a cup of coffee next time you see him. And you will see him. It’s the Apocalypse, and all that.


Michael Paul Gonzalez lives in Los Angelese. michaelpaulgonzalez.com









INTRODUCTION:


CHRIS KELSO IS A PRETENTIOUS WANKER


by Chris Kelso


I’m in hospital right now, but I remember…


…Walking around the corner and turning into my local pub – a run-down shite-hole called “The Wifebeater”. You get an eclectic bunch in here usually. I see Cleary, the local head banger sipping froth from his pint. He sees me and waves me over. Cleary is in an art-rock band called “Fuck Almighty”. They perform demonstrations and are fairly political – they’re also completely shite. That’s not the point though…apparently.


- Alright my old son – he says.


Cleary is a good 5 years my junior, it annoys me when he calls me “son”. He knows I’m a writer and likes to undermine me.


- Any gigs? – I ask disparagingly. His face drains of all colour.


- No. Nothing yet.


- Ach well, chin up.


Inside I’m smiling like a smug bastard. A cell phone glows through Cleary’s jeans. He excuses himself to take the call.


At that moment, Danny Mclean has arrived – a man of unwholesome proclivity – the local nutter. A pale fear overcomes me. The last time he was here he killed a man, a man called Archibald. They say Archibald’s head was so beaten up that it went completely black, septic black.


Anyway, McLean is pretty untouchable, seeing as how his wee brother is a copper. He’s a bald, squat specimen with no visibly obvious presence, but his reputation precedes him. His face is a map of scars, a series of fresh cuts overlapping on his left cheek. I turn to the counter and order a pint of Fosters, trying to ignore the mental cunt who’s just entered. That’s the thing about “The Wifebeater”, I only come here because I appear more intelligent and successful than the regular clientele, but when murderers and thugs start popping in for a swift-half it sets me on edge, makes me question my strategy. Cleary sits back down on the stool beside me, his ridiculous poodle haircut wilting at the fringe. He looks anguished.


- What’s the matter with your face? – I ask.


- That was my bloody guitarist ‘Roach’. He’s got meningitis. How typical is that?


- Bloody typical aye.


‘Roach’ is a stupid name for a guitarist.


- A week before the big gig at Spoons.


- Chin up, maybe mental Mclean will fill in for ye.


I don’t know why I said it.


I am prone to moments of reckless abandon when in the company of people I feel superior to.


- Here, I think he heard ye…


Christ, please don’t have let him hear me. I swivel on the stool and see him coming towards me.


FUCK.SAKE


- Alright big man – he says eyeing my profile up and down.


- Aye…


- You’re wee Chrissy Kelso, ain’t ye?


- Aye…


- Heard you were writing wee books n’ that…


- Aye…


- Well excuse me if ah don’t ask for yer autograph big man. Christ sake, ah could write a book if ah wanted to!


- Course you could, it’d probably be better than mine!


Self-deprecation is wasted on this head case. I adopt an apologetic tone.


- Look, Danny, I’m really…


- Yer really what? Really sorry? Ye fuckin should be wearing that scarf!


Everyone in the pub laughs on cue. Mclean grabs a fistful of my scarf and lassos me in until I’m inches from his gin soaked, scar-ridden face.


- You no from Cumnock?


- Originally from Cumnock aye.


- Well then why the fuck are you comin into this pub dressed like a fuckin poofter?


I don’t know what to say. I am from Cumnock, but I’m keen to dispel that factoid around biographers and journalists.


I’m terrified of confrontation. Mental Mclean has illuminated something I’d previously failed to resolve in myself, an intrinsic flaw of the personality.


I really am a pretentious cunt to these people.


Danny untightens his grip on my scarf and with one swift motion tears it free of my neck. He wraps it round his head like Rambo’s bandana, limping his wrist and adopting a feminine accent (which I believe was meant to be an impression of me). My humiliation made complete when Danny decides to get out his cock and balls and proceed to dip them in my pint of Fosters.


I’m overwhelmed by a need to fight back, defend myself. It’s the Imperial Youth VS the Antiquated Brutish Old BASTARD…


I have the backing of some of the greatest young minds of our generation, of any generation!


I pick up my pint glass and toss the pissy beer over Danny Mclean’s hideous mug…


IMPERIAL YOUTHS ASSEMBLE!!!!


I am now in hospital…


Chris Kelso is the editor of Imperial Youth Review, author and illustrator.
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CLAIM 30% OFF THE RETAIL PRICE


Scan this QR code to buy Chris Kelso’s novel Schadenfreude for 30% off the cover price.


RRP: £8.99. Offer price: £6.29
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INTRODUCTION:


SWEET MERCIFUL FUCK,
THERE’S AN ISSUE TWO


by Garrett Cook


Well. Fuck. Holy shit. We made a magazine. It’s a good magazine too. There were a lot of people who said we couldn’t do it, but…


Shit. That’s a lie. Nobody said we couldn’t do it. This project has been blessed with love and support and passion from the getgo. Nobody said no. Nobody said “fuck you” or “show me the money”. By the way, we’re working on that. This mag costs an arm and a leg, but it’s still what some people pay for a takeaway burger. And unlike McEvil, we won’t feed you crap.


Every time I turn around, someone puts hand to brow and says “reporting for duty”. So, Issue 2. We got so much support and so many subs for Issue 1 that we barely had to get any new material for two.


The love is exploding. And if you, dear reader come around for Issue 3, you’ll be seeing plenty of gooey, pulsating juicy meaty bloody tasty love. But the Issue in your hands is a great one. Full of talent, full of exuberance and because I moved female contributors forward to Issue 1 from the getgo, full of testosterone.


Sweet merciful fuck, we made a magazine. We made a blog where contributors can do as they please, we made safe places to transgress and a haven for love, friendship and revolution. We’re not as big as we could be, but I’m proud and happy and shocked to bring you Issue 2.


We’re great is what we are.


Garrett Cook is the fucking editor of this fucking magazine.









SPEAK OF THE DEVIL


by Don Webb


The devil rears his head in many guises. He’s there when a teenage Satanist yells the Infernal Names from the Satanic Bible, He’s there when the pious Yezidi calls upon the Peacock Angel, he there in Scottish curses (“May the Devil walk behind ye!”), and he is there in resplendent glory in the works of George Bernard Shaw, Anatole France, Mark Twain and Robert Irwin. He shows up as a tempter, a trickster, a friend of man, a merciless accuser. He is in myriads of cultures – sometimes holistically part of the pantheon among American Indians and West Africans, sometimes a culture hero in Greece, a Patron of rulers for the Aztecs and some Egyptians. He can be a She with names like Hecate, Asarte or Kali. The devil reflects both what we fear and long for. Let’s look at his trappings and Names, and see what He mirrors for mankind, and as a bonus I will throw in a powerful Invocation that 99% of you would be scared to ever utter.


We’ll start with trappings. The Devil is said to appear if spoken of. He loves Midnight and cross-roads. Humans recognize the power of darkness in their lives. It may be well integrated in powerful humans who use their dark side – Pride, Aggression, Desire – to achieve their wants. This aspect of the Devil was well-charted by Ayn Rand’s writings on greed or by Jung’s writings on the Shadow. But many humans are run by their dark side rather than running it. Addiction, cruelty, aggression make the human different than other animals. We disturb the natural order. Look at our species at its worst and you will not mistake man for something as noble as a wolf or humming bird. But look at our art, our music, our strivings of the mind and once again we see that something is different about humans. We know that this difference is always there, a secret hidden in every heart, so we fear calling it forth. The Devil is always very near. He loves Midnight for three reasons. First Midnight is the sign of potential in time. It is that moment when today becomes yesterday tomorrow becomes today. Today is the place of action where we have the greatest freedom (but feel most enslaved). Tomorrow is the home of our desires and dreams. Tomorrow is the unmanifest, from which we call all things. Yesterday is the repository of advice and momentum. Because of the way we keep time in the West, Midnight alone touches these three magical realms. Its significance can be felt by anyone – even the least magical human you know is overcome with this triune mystery every New Year’s Eve. The second reason that the Devil loves Midnight is that it is a time when human beings are acting on their own schemes. Unlike the healthy light of the workaday world – midnight is a time for lovers, dreamers, revolutionaries and thieves. Lastly the Devil loves Midnight for magical reasons. If you want to change consensus reality, you will have greater luck when most of the humans around you are asleep. Now to a large extent we realize (as Gurdjieff did) that most humans are asleep all of the time, but the time of physical sleep is when most humans shut down the top structures of their brains and allow their old brains to reprogram based on the day’s data (I will write about this phenomenon more in a later article). The Devil loves cross roads for two reasons. Firstly they represent places of decision. The archetype of the Devil is about making the decision that goes against the grain of the world – what place more than a cross-road asks the question “Where do you want to go?” And you may rest assured that the Devil takes the stand of poet Robert Frost on this one. But cross roads have a secondary meaning as well. They are places where you can meet people unexpectedly. The synchronicity of meeting the right person at the right time is wrapped in the archetype of demonic initiation. As humans we can draw on three sources of models to make our decisions. We can draw on our own experience, we can draw on the experiences of the people around us (our family, our culture), and lastly we call upon recorded experience – we read about it, we saw the movie. But when we meet a new human we can be inspired by his or her experience. Even a short meeting with as gifted teacher or a culture hero (or villain) can open all sorts of possibilities to a human. Oedipus lost his lot by slaying the man (his father) he met in a cross roads. If one can be open to the new, as a source of perspective one is open to Prometheus stolen fire or Satan’s apple. Combine these three archetypes and you will find the Devil easy to call up. Let’s look at some of His names and see Him as an archetype of human experience.
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BEARDS

by Michael A Rose

Do you like my
manly beard?

The ladies
sayit's
scratchy
when they
Kiss me.
Some say it
tickles their
noses. Some
lodies like
that, but
some do not
care for it.

When I eat
a cookie
ittle bits of
the cookie
get caught in
it. I find

Some random
facts about
beards: Whiskers
grow five and a
half inches per
Year. An average
man spends 3350
minutes per
lifetime shaving, T
do not shave, so T
have more time to
Kiss ladies.
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