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I


THE BAD PLACE







SONG 1 · the novice lies upon a sunny mountain above Lake Rotoiti / he slumbers amidst sweet nature’s noises and the issues of onan




Wanked warm on the mountainside,


on a sunny hunangāmoho palliasse,


mānuka high at my headwards,


down we watched, the trees and me,


a while the shining still-sweet Rotoiti water


in its bice and flicker-banked sink


beneath the labour-level sun.







No wonder then snooze and slumber in me,


honeying the eyesoft muck within


with sunny rheum.







No wonder then the keas’ grating calm,


the koromikos’ bottled gongs,


the mozzies’ buzzy yaws,


the clouds’ mutewhite beautbright


sliding slow.







And my seed in my hip,


its separate milk


running


at the mouth of earth.





SONG 2 · a terrible beast appears at the edge of his snoozing vision / which is a vegetable sheep / the novice apprehends an awful mortality in its eye




And then, upon a sudden


bomp, fuck me, am I not


eye-to-eye, I am not a foot off


with this exact vegetable ram!


A soft white bristle-back slumbery thing,


hunched blurry and bump on the earth,


woolly with white-flower and leaf-flesh.







A panting cloud-accordion


as I saw it in the blue above.







There its melancholy glue-lens:


there, ah! tell me not it knows not death,


its own end, and ours, and everything,


for it stank there,


sunning its rank-rot,


stagnant and wheezingfast,


bewildering about it all,


and its fair snout and all at the end.







And I too in its eye afloat


with the world in a glass.







Dear companionable soul.





SONG 3 · the first encounter with Mr Beckett / who ascends the mountain track into view in some usual dress and boots




And then hard upon (and I for a sec


quite summer-birdwit, drowsing


on warmish whispers)


as if that were not enough for a sunny day,


comes first a hat –


serviceable, but not quite the thing –


to be followed anon by


spectacles, saucers and glass, one pair,


heliographing all over the bloody show,


that seemed two little suns


rising from tussock, and next,


after,


a fawn turtleneck,


and a black something mostly the rest rising,


maybe a suit I think,


which would fit, following that is,


and a little shining, with the shoes surely


of a fashion for the feet


of a man


of the happy strenuous


walking kind, but hid


at their ends notwithstanding


in scree-shambles,


erosion, down-dust,


dormant colluvial fans,


and glorious nature’s weed.





SONG 4 · the novice meets Mr Beckett / he questions himself concerning the purpose of this visit / Mr B is not pleased to be out / the novice rises




Who are you, I sang, still from the supine,


that comes to my dream if it is one,


summer and pleased with my own,


waking or sleeping if it is or not,


trickling scree on the mountainside


above the lapis lake I like so well?







Ha, it replied, whattering to a stop.


It’s your Saaaam.







Baa. The little white bleaty flowers.


He halted upon the horizon hexactly.


I hastened my flies to their buttons.


Shall I cry now immediately lead on,


I considered,


or pause or linger,


or bask even


at the edge of this intelligence


driven betwixt heav’n and earth


with the fixture of an idea of marble perhaps?







I am damned lost and what vile vicissitudes,


it growled.


Though it should be surely you.







I rose from my silly straws


like a falling plank


reversi.





SONG 5 · Mr B leads the novice into the sky upon the promise of visiting eternity




Is this the resurrection


that I cannot believe in? I cried,


with a small twang to the absolute upright.







Resurrection be damned, said Sam.


Come, and we shall see anon,


hermeneutically,


the abode where lost bodies roam


in the lovely dispensation


of supernal mechanics.


It is just up there,


above us somewhere if you will.







He waved his arm into the sky,


which was entirely blue,


except for the small dibbling clouds.







Will?







I took his wearied gall-scuff hand,


and out we stepped whoa!


off the pittering fall of the mountain,


over the brightblue lay of the lake,


I a little damp here, about the pocket,







off our whenua


and into the sky.





SONG 6 · the novice describes the meticulous exactitude of eternity / where it is / how it moves / and that it is made of each day done forever held in recurrence / and visible to those properly equipped




Shall I tell you, ye souls of this world,


of the ichnographic air?


It is indescribable, unfortunately.







That if we had not pursued particularly


upon the collimations that we did,


that we should not have arrived at the precincts


that we have?







That hangs there, ah, patulous


past Te Mangōroa,


at the velocity of p there


(wherever there was [or is], though exactly indeed


it certainly was [or is] {which cannot be everywhere


qua everywhere, as some misportion of space


must be possessed, as some catenation of time too,


to the paths, or ways, or directions indeed


of getting there, and the period took}),


consequent to the above,


each day that has, to our mean understanding,


(as mean shall I say as a quarterglass merely a day,


and our sipping care not to spill for very fear of it)


done, in its goddamned entire entirety,


and every detail to the uttermost and the utterleast,


at the inspection of who


may attain the acceleration,


and the perspicacity,


and the way,


and the path (or the path),


and the direction (or the direction),


to find it,


keep up beside it,







and have eyes to see?





SONG 7 · they arrive, after a relative flight, at The Bad Place / a description of its five-dimensional and interminable increase




We did not flee, we did not fly,


But in the twinkling of an eye


Became another place,


Despitto Time and Space.







Hello, here it comes, said Sam.







We did not light, we did not land,


But hovered in the integrand,


Bright as titiwai,


Shiftless as the sky.







And may they be lost who have lived?


I asked. To which he said, Behold!


See, they are lost and they live!







This is a Bad Place.







And each day all and ever done I saw


was a white room,


even from end to the end of time,







which there is not, with a white window,


each fixed next to the next,


and on and on, about and about,


and beyond all and each,







pale cities breeding on each preterite mo,


in five degrees, being thus: A in a line,


B upon a surface, C within a space,


D tesseractually, E additionally a wing,


so to speak, made upon the passing time,


that is to be understood passing,


that is going by and not in the least going away,


possessing only a present


in which to damn one’s self.





SONG 8 · they reach Wing 1, where the Falsely Contented must forever run against time in their hopeless desire to be saved in another day / the novice recognises A, and asks to go down and speak to him




Why this is hell, nor am I out of it.


Where are you damned?







And the milk air’s mouth,


and the endless city’s burgeoning,


and its endless faring,


and no hope to go back.







Come and look, said Sam.


Some are fitted with a sliding extension.







And I saw the slightly damned


seeking in atomic winds their there,


to wind there their them back,


back try back breaststroke and sprint


and again run at it and again at it


and again again again again at it


again to gain a different day,


the thud of bodies near no door,


in white rooms seeking a door


to a different day.







Shall we take the lift down? said Sam.


I hung in his hand.


I would speak with one, who I saw was A


from the ski-school of my holidays.







The possibility of my word


whispered a wandering veil of shade,


like soupsteam, along their hopeless cell.







Ah, cried some, do you think of spending time among us?


Their voice, no voice, a sylkothread white of some soul


let down and the voice near no door.







Go down to him sure, said dear Sam.





SONG 9 · the novice nervously descends / Wing 1 described / the novice speaks to A and sees for himself the hopeless struggle to go backwards




So and I did.


Unsteady, I asked, might I fall,


tripping tentative from his brotherly grip


down the long white ceiling


to the bloody long white toilet.







All that fall, said Sam, may be caught.







A landscape of furnishings loomed


like a medley of cow positions in a mist;


here a bedside lamp, there a sofa for two,


and yonder a nest of acrylic tables.







Of course, called the faintering master’s eloquence now,


caught falling, yes, they may not be raised


once more to their former eminence,


but they can be caught, at least.


It’s a fair arrangement.







Safe from the torment’s unturning tide,


I billowed down in my crisp, embarrassed pants.







‘Hiyotoho! You that are there,


that cannot relive this day!


A!’







A red grill-apron knotted up his knees


where he stumbled and clawed for advancement,


but could not beyond the tables.







I am A, he wept,


not striving to amend my unthinking hour,


but seeking familiar comfort elsewhere,


where I always was.


I took, contented, what was given me:


have pity on my agony!







The periwigged lamp,


longing to be knocked arse over tit,


encouraged his effort in vain.







This was their moment.





SONG 10 · they climb to the kitchen of Wing 1 / the lonely dancers / they reach the bedroom / the novice speaks without comfort to the truckled woman / they prepare to descend to Wing 2




We clambered the air to the kitchen.







These are the souls that never lived, said Sam,


that dance in the trough of time.







It was a kind of Twist,


on bottles of water,


lurching at plastic cobblestones,


and cushioned from fall always.







I am B, cried a girl


with fingers areach at my whispering shadow.


Lend me your phone.


God, I am alone.







We glid up the carpeted stair


to a bedroom in white with white,


and the tiles weeping rusted globs


at balls and bars of chrome


that lay still at the wardrobe’s mouth.







Why am I here? called a bedcapped whitely


woman from the bed.


Oh, one of you comes here not dead!


What will become of me, say?


What will become of me, pray?







Why nothing, my lady, will come of you,


but only this that you are,


for this is forever and all.







The lift is usefully near, said Sam


and offered his arm.


You know, he sighed aside,


I envy her almost.





SONG 11 · they journey to Wing 2 where the selfish Liars, Deceivers and Flatterers sit about a fondue table fixed upon each others’ hearts / the novice speaks to C, D and E




Going down.


There was a fatuous little light that said 2.







Second floor! cried Sam,


where a stain of pissyellow


dreeped in the opening lift,


and our order of oxygen.







Liars, Deceivers and Flatterers!


Those general bastards.







We came to a soft-hissing halt here


at its most orrible, and ascended a little stair


to the spattered, infinite-almost box


of stillness, each-agony, and blood.







Amongst the million in this stained diningroom


crouched three that I knew.


What, C! D! and E!


Are you here! At the round-revolving tabletop,


weaving and turning, turning and weaving


the great sulphur-stained silver kettles


farting fondue about their knit-pictured jerseys


and their brylon skipants.







And there they will look, as the room sails,


silent and still in the merciless stars of infinite-gone,


at each others’ hearts, who had lived by their own.







It is the silencing of silence,


at last and without end.


How are you here, who I knew,


and the lives of the parties?





SONG 12 · how C passed by / the novice scolds her / how they must barf for each earthly excuse / the liar D and the toady E / Mr B and the novice make for the lift




She is here for the loss of a cold cold man,


She is here for the loss of a penny,


She is here for the loss of a lost old man,


She is here for the loss of many.







Clear a path for thy heart,


oh deceived deceiver:


for, see, it was not one life,


make what you can of it,


and damn the rest.







Here, haunted with baconbits, sisters of vomit,


spilled over teeth and tongue,


dropping in knitweave and nylon,


each a word that had been,


at the ting of a wetcheese fork.


For they have set their skins


aside for another:


her heart seen in the rent of a pullover


knitted with reindeer, and a wire-cuttered chest.







What did D do? Lied to be funny.


What did E do? Flattered for money.


Hearts of cheese.


Save me please.







Jesus, what a racket of peeled organs!


We slopped our mucal way


through lino and babycham


to the butchery lift.







O Beadalbane! O Tamburlaine!


O Charlemagne! O Aquitaine!


O the pain, O the pain.







Fucking nonsense, said Sam.


Let us descend.







To the whines of deflating flutes.





SONG 13 · they are surprised in the lift / the golden man and his first million years / his headphones / the hopeless message of hope that is his eternity / they arrive at Wing 3




Christ! Sam leapt back


from the pus-oiled door


as it badbreath’d open.







Within was a man. Resplendent,


but for the bruisy tarnishings of his golden dress.


Ah, said Sam, collecting his dignities,


a new arrival. Shall we inspect his label?







It was tied to his quick with a piece of tinsel,


and flapped eager-doggily about his nether parts.


‘A Bloody Great Liar’, I read. It was the lift then,


first for a million years, up and down, up and down,


for him and the headphones glued to his ears.







And ever he will hear the only lie that matters.


Sam pressed the down bulb.


And what is that? I said.


Take yourself for a small listen, said Sam.


He will thank you for it. The bastard.







We lowered through the universe,


and I shuffled nearer to the golden man.


The eyes had ceased to search.


I lifted one creamchrome podlet


a little off his face, with a small rip,


and laid my better ear to its meshy mouth.







Sooooon, sooooooooon – a round, merry voice it was –


this will end, this all will be over,


maybe so at the next supernatancy,


maybe upon the titubation following,


up and down up and down


sooooon soooooooon it will end,


and the sunshine grass with your favourite daisies,







Bimbom the Donkey and tomatoes on toast,


maybe so upon this —







Clonk. We debouched in a nivosity,


and the door shut upon his golden earnings.





SONG 14 · Wing 3 described / whiteness and fatal darts / they advance cautiously / they hide behind a stone and look for the Hypocrites, those of Bad Faith




This ghastly whiteness that we stepped out on unseen


was punctuated with fearful,


sudden, sharp, swift, whistling


commas, colons and semicolons.


There appeared to be no fullstops


as far as I could see.







As a matter of fact,


we could not tell what it was


that punctuated this ghastly whiteness,


but only that it was puncutated.


Exclamation mark.







And marks. Oh, what marks!







Get thee behind me, hissed Sam.


This is a kindness. Believe me.







We tippy-toed forward together,


I clinging to him and behind all week,


from etiolation to etiolation,


upon the Hypocrites, and their Bad Faith,







wherever they were.







Whizzzzz! Swissssssh!


Swizzzz! Whissssssh!


Splot! Split! Splat! Splet! Splut!







Aha! Sam inched behind an albescent boulder.


A rent in the cloud. Look. Can you bear it?







I strained my eyes upon cod-goggle proportions


and prepared my soul to be struck athwart


by the pity of it all,


when I could bloody make it out.





SONG 15 · they observe the plain geography of Wing 3 / and see what is apparently a strange monster / which Mr B identifies




We cowered uninjurable


amongst the spunaway atoms


of a white metagalaxy.


Boulders, said Sam, cleaning his glasses


with a plain handkerchief.







We had, upon our sight then being suddenly


used to the darkness of whiteness,


a tolerable view of the intervening plain,


though the weather was changeable,


and whiteouts and brightbouts


followed hard upon one another


or did not and persisted


pretty much most of the time.







What is that? I asked Sam,


having glimpsed dashing about the fog


an awful, strange creature with six trotters


and unsuitable heads


in several directions at once.







That, answered my dear guide,


peering at the spectacle through his spectacles,


is a triumvirate of Vicious Pietists,


and there behind that bloody lunatic


the Kolkottan Tridentine –







ow! ouch!







Eek!







For he had seen them, and so had I,


punished.





SONG 16 · how the Hypocrites, bound in threes, and with transferable heads, strive to shelter behind one another from the arrows / how their triple knots move in this bound struggle / how they are shot / the novice sees G, an acquaintance




Seeking amidst the terrible swirl and whirl


of analgesic brume, three-tied-together as they were,


as all were, dotted tripping triply the pale expanse,


to not protect each other but themselves from


the pointed punctuations of the air,


the Badly Faithful stuttered back and forth


in fear-retiring fashion, trying each to make cover


of the other. In this way, a countless,


insect horde of tribound deaths


mopped, grovelled, mowed and withdrew,


beating retreats that could not be backwards,


sheltering behind the two that sought themselves


never to be not behind the two that were not them,


ever-changing, exposed, behind,


exposed, behind, exposed, behind,


like a plait of white, slimed hair


without hope from —







oh ouch! ouch! ouch! ouch!







arrows.







Which came in flights, in showers,


flesh-splashing shatters, exploding


breast upon chest upon breast upon chest,


as each was wound unwillingly to the fore.







They fell splat into the whiteness,


bunch-speared: and revived,


quailing from their next destruction,


more fearful of the same agonies.







Surely, I cried, that is G from the Brewery!


No, said Sam, tucking his fawn turtleneck


up upon his chin for the cold white mist,


that is his head. He is there, where he pointed,


with the head of H, and sometimes of I.







They are, you will see,


all wrongheaded.





SONG 17 · he speaks to the head of G, though it is wounded / he cradles his friend / who tells him that he did not lead by example / the novice is moved / he considers how man might be saved




I spoke to it while it was down.


I leaned close to it, that is, the noddle.


It seemed foolish to address the bottlewasher’s trunklet,


though there was more of it, and though it was he,


for, though it was nearby, it had another’s head.







It was a pleasing decision, and Sam agreed to it.







I tiptoed where they lay, all three,


and he, unfortunately for him, in the van,


his sweet head transfixed,


his otherman’s body all opened with arrows


and bleeding and broke.







O G, what have you done? I called to his ear,


cradling the corse of H in my arms, attached as it was.


White corpuscles streamed down my bush-shirt.







A Tall Knight damned me, which he wept at.







His tears fell upon his I. I cradled both bits carefully.







I, who danced a furious puha on the beach,


pāua-feathered and afraid,


led dear kin to death         doubted in danger


word-warrior unwilling          by the white-wave sea.







It is a fair moral observation, said Sam,


which will not do him an inkling of good.


Never light so faint as theirs.







But I was sorry.


Can we not learn still too late to be good?


Can knowledge not save us? Repentance not raise?







Not when each day, and each hour


streams like a star into everness.





SONG 18 · they leave G (with H or I) and have lunch / and continue across the landscape of Wing 3 / they look back upon the carnage / and approach the lift once more




I laid them gently down all.


The skull-stuck arrows,


helms of thorn-wood,


sharp enquiries, punctuation


seeking reasons both in brains and bollocks.


And tramped away.







Sam and I shared a meringue and a Chinese gooseberry


at the top of a narrow saddle over the pass


to the lift yum. Ascended beyond the mists,


we sucked our spoons on a wet whāriki.


For this was a great, white room,


like its own geography.


For the armies of misdeed were many.







Sam crackled at his small confection,


whose edges flew into fragrant dust on the wind.


And the hairy snack-skins blew away


like little mice


into the wafting world below,


canescent essence of ice.







And below us in confusion they fell,


and fell again before fierce flocks of arrows


flown from goodness knows where,


spouting white blood, and they


squirming back and behind in their squirmy threeknots,


thinking to save what something else thought


was its body, ah,


and climbing back into life


to be torn into shards of belief,


to be risen again.







The wide wide wide wide plain.







So, sadly refreshed, we gained


our battered elevator, and made ready to slide


to a deeper appal.





SONG 19 · while they wait the lift to Wing 4, the novice asks Mr Beckett how men are judged for their punishment / the guide explains that between the theories of purpose and fatuity we elect the way we live, by which choice we are judged by our own souls / the lift appears correctly




What is the judge of us, Sam?







The lights on the lift indicated


Up and Down and Arrived.


It was certainly not.


But the rattle, approaching or dying,


seemed from above.







Judge my arse, said Sam, brushing his suit-jacket,


and gazing up upon the white shaft,


that boomed like a bullish eructation.







We sat on a Spaniard to wait for the bucket.


Its pricks bled us not.


Sam gazed into the cheese-coloured omneity.







The aether trembles for an instant,


and we are gone. And each immortal maggot


strives upon its purpose, and knows that there is none.


Sam put his stout and failing shoe a little on the black side


upon his knee a little on the worn side,


and continued. I hearkened ever nearer.


Between these dreams that lie


upon the two breadths of a snowflake,


we each alone elect the conduct of our soul:


and by this favour of a breath’s length


we ourselves have judged ourselves


by every lost eternal hour


that you may witness now.







The lift screamed Really Arrived


with little tinpot sparks.







Aha! All aboard! cried Sam,


a little smiling on the courtesy


of our machine, which crashed open


upon his last full-stop


with a small burp of burned geranium.







Which did not suit him.





SONG 20 · a description of the journey to Wing 4 / and of Wing 4 / the power of descriptive writing / the Exploiters




Clish! Hum. Whoa! Whoosh! Rattle! Whoosh!


Whoosh! Screech! Wobble. Bang! Scrape. Hiss.







What a fucking interesting journey, said Sam,


as the doors goyled apart.







I stepped out with an innard of some sort


caught


on my hobnails. Ugh.


Had it been from before, or some shredding to come?







I looked out where Sam walked on ahead.


A bloody great staircase leaned into the whitish beyond.


A bloody great red carpet of stains up it.


And all about, the foul fairyness of bubbles.


And at its foot a pale snot-tinted lake


a-twinkle, all a-twinkle in moonlight.







Come, said Sam. I caught a little flappingly


up with him. And we bibbled through


the falling fantastic frothikins. They tickled our extremities.


They biffed and boffed like rubber pearlets


in swirls of zephyrs incarnate.


Bubbly bubbly bubbly bubbles everywhere.







Veils of pale exhausted grapes shook


in worn-electric sud-curtains.







This is the distillation, remarked Sam evenly,


baffing a path amongst the exploding balloonicules,


of longer work.







Do you mean Descriptive Writing? I asked.


Tis the meaning sucked itself from nothing much


in both cases, he replied:


contractions of the damned.







Behold the Exploiters!







We had reached the first filthy red stair.


I agog.





SONG 21 · the Exploiters and their flesh purses viewed upon the stairs




Fondled in a blipping swarm


of merry piss-acid blibs,


these new unshapen creatures slopped and stretched,


howled and hauled upon the staircase.







What are those sacks, so wax-podged and doughy,


so argillaceous, medullary and overripe,


that these loose and kneaded, sad and luckless things


lug and kedge from step to step to squelchy step?







I enquired.







Ha! barked Sam. It is themselves;


the bloodhound flaps of dropsical flesh,


laded with coins of iron, core and gold.







I poppled my way more near.







The carpet squished with trodden phlegm.


I saw a man whose hapless lobes and arsecheeks,


breast and scalp, hung


in dragging loads amidst the moiling muck.


I saw a woman hauling at her own


full-grounded thigh, that thumped from stair to stair


and fetched her over. Bompf. Bompfitty-bompf.







Down she goes! roared Sam.


It is a cruel sport, I replied.


They have writ the tune themselves, he said,


whose burden now is only what they won


at need’s expense.







It is a cruel sport.





SONG 22 · questions concerning the top of the stairs / the novice recognises J and speaks with him / who sings of an employee he wronged




And what do they strain to tearing to grasp


at the top of the stairs, dear Sam?







Some lie of their salvation, I wouldn’t wonder,


he replied. And yet I knew he knew I knew he knew,


and that it was.







And will some, I asked,


still in some soft despite of hope,


for I see some far away


upon the stairs amidst the bubbled clouds,


up up there, where the light burns


like hydrochlorics, with little little toils


of strangling bags, come at last


to the last stair of all?







Oh to be sure, said Sam,


and recognise the lie, for it is theirs,


and start upon the next grand climb


upon a pink and gangrened carpet


ripped from the Odeon in Buncrana,


to gain perhaps the inkling of a promise.







And there is J! I cried, upon the fourth!


Oh! Crash! No, upon the third stair.


May I speak with him about his hope?







Be my bloody guest, said Sam.


Only do not stand too long in the burning mucus there,


with your boots of only metal, lace and leather.







Ah, what have you done, dear J? I asked,


dancing upon the third stair like a full bladder.







He had called elves to work in his garden.







He had paid them the price of a pea.


And he sobbed for a pardon.


And wept to be free.







So I squelched away.







And he pulled at his sag-silver scrotum,


that thumped and squeezed at the shagpile.







And I tiptoed back to my guide.





SONG 23 · they look beyond the staircase, where the Ruthless suffer heart-attacks on a clothesline / the novice retreats in confusion / they make for the lift across the beautiful Plain of Pity




I looked beyond the awful stairs


where Sam said, There is more.







Strung aloft along oh woe a line of steel


between two tower’d Mt Pylons,


the Ruthless hung on cabled hooks,


aswing from elongated ears,


and crying to the cream unknown.







And now, and now, and now, and now, again,


their stuttered forms in puppet pain


along the long electric string


jangled, heart-attacked and stung


each minute that forever holds


with power,


which perhaps had once been then theirs.







I staggered back against the pantry door.


Who deserves this? I cried.


They who think they do, said Sam.


In all the ages of the world


these million knew the same.







And are there other rooms for other men? I asked.


They are numberless as the judgements of our hearts.


And other wires? I asked again.







I cannot even imagine, I cried,


and slumped to the pus-tiled floor.







Come, said Sam. Cheer up, cheer up,


there is worse to come.







He took me by the arm and led me to


the pretty Plain of Pity, whose


creek-and-kōwhai, mead-meandered shape


proposed it to the sight of all the damned,


to torture them with loss.







Ah, how fair it was, awave with water, pollen all apop,


autumn-russet wheat, cornflowers and Afyon poppies.


I thought of home. They would be picking the hops now.





SONG 24 · they await the lift to Wing 5 / the novice looks backward / he asks Mr Beckett what place He has been given in judgment / Mr B replies that he will know, for he will be given another guide there




We waited, I atremble, on a cushion of kānuka.


Sam cleaned his glasses gently on his turtleneck,


with thoughtful circles.


The little flowers twinkled like milk stars,


dreamed with moments of amaranth.







I turned to look back.


The crackled bark and bristles


beneath gave me away.


Sam, dear Sam, did not scold me,


or give me cause to believe his cause.


Even with the tear in my eye.







There, in a vastness of obnubilated pearl,


the ended and eternal world lay all before me.


There, a tiny endless string of hopping silhouettes


like ants expiring jerky in hot cream.


There, the vast busy high red stair


fading into roseate curds.


There the falling eructating pops.


And all about a waste of beauty.







Oh Sam, I said, have you come to this?


Sam replaced his blueblind glasses.


This is given you, he said,


because you are not dead.


Happily, I am. Ah, here is the lift.


When we are where I know I shall always be,


I will tell you, and you will know.


There you will leave me thank Christ


for something with a little more diversity of hope.


Get in.







The last swirl of mucilage in the arched sky.


I wiped away my more mere tear.





SONG 25 · they enter the lift down to Wing 5 / the man in the lift behung with cats described / Mr Beckett urges the novice to speak to him




Fuck me sideways! cried Sam, right upon entering the can.


Another bloody bastard stowaway!


Get back, you shit.


He flapped his fingers at its face.







It stumbled into a metal corner.


I looked about for a label.


What was this black-blue creature going up or down?


What was his fair living fur coat,


fairywise or incorruption?







It is there, said Sam with a point.


Stapled to its bloody curtailed genitals.


And it said, ‘A Bloody Great Pimp Bastard’.







‘Aah!’ it cried upon the instant,


for the coat came alive, for fair fur coat it was not,


with an ululation of mewing screech.


And in the lights of vertically passing hell-fires


beyond our little iron grille,


whilst we descended,


I saw him hung with cats,


intoothed and all inclawed,


scrabbling to remove their own sunk fangs


with useless terror,


and skid-blood hindlegs.


And down we went with a swish too,


coloured bright red now and then.







Soon, said Sam, the pussies will stop a moment,


to prolong the novelty of a new attack.


Speak to him while he stands,


in a manner of speaking, before you.







You may call him K for Kunt.





SONG 26 · the Bloody Great Pimp Bastard / the problem of the continued destruction of the flesh explained




O man hooked and cut called Kunt,


I said, tell me why your glory


is long last all gone.







And he told me







That he cruised the streets of Whangerei,


With Annie and Danny and Fanny and Faye,


And whistled sweet as a nightingale,


Pretty lambs for sale!







And the butchers came and bought them there,


And he heard their cries in the evening air,


And he drove away and listened not.


Pretty lambs for the pot!







The lift hurtled flicker-flash down down down,


licked with fires through the iron mesh.


And Sam’s clean glasses glittering away


like some bloody heliographic morse gone mad.







And the cats, I whispered. How can they still


have flesh to tear in a thousand years?


Will it not be a flayed and unfeeling bone by then?







There is no worst, it is all the worst.


The quick may never o’ertake the slow,


for when it has reached where the slower was,


the slow has moved, nolens volens,


a little on. Ha!







It is thus with the rending of flesh.







And K cried aloud in his tin,


with a terrible Aaaah!





SONG 27 · they emerge at the suburbs of Wing 5 / a description of the general view / they tramp across the shitbog of buried men / to a sign that says Plunderers




Dear God and Jesus Christ to be out


of that pernicious bollocks, said Sam,


as we hurried into a feuillemort sky.


For the cat-coat had started with a start,


like an electric thresher behind us.


The doors clanged, and up he ripped.







Here, said Sam waving generally, live the Abusers,


whose many is necessarily subsectioned,


of the world, ha! if you can call it living.


He peered dully away


at a cataclysm of poisonous, white,


and ginger-rusted towerblocks,


rather worse for wear (the towerblocks),


warping beyond a shit-belching marsh.







It is a pretty hike, but we may stop


and bend our ears upon the way. Come.







We crossed the bog carefully, like Jesus was it


on the Sea of or was it a Lake?


I held hard to Sam’s harsh hand.


Had we been fishers of men


we might have made a tidy catch.


But there was no mercy nor pity to spare.







Mouths aflood in stool and chunder


bobbed and went under.


Amber ordure, blood and fluxed,


gushed forth from their voided discomfort beneath,


and slapped up their occluded gasp-holes.


I pinched my desperate nose.


Behold, cried Sam, a sign!


I swung my skull instinctively to the sky.


It was mostly unpleasant.


Have you learned nothing?


There is no salvation here.







And the sign said: Plunderers.


The P and the L were a little unspeakably splattered.


Which made a little joke.







We floated forth.





SONG 28 · a little comfort and advice from Mr B / they gain the Stadium-Bath of Hogs, where the Plunderers are inescapably eaten / their blood drains away




You may find this hard, little brother,


said Sam, as we ascended the fried concrete stairs


to a claw-shredded door.


For we approach the greater horrors.


But man has made this bloody crux himself,


and are you not a man, and must bear it.







He threw the raddled plank aside.







What may I learn from this? I cried,


throwing my hands before my eyes.







That you cannot go on. That you must go on.







A vast porcelain valley lay all before me,


longer than my unwilling sight could measure,


like some undreamt of Empyrean’s bath,


infestedly pullulating with numberless souls


and their match exactly in hogs.


Eaten and chewed in snarled snaps and snatches,


each little Plunderer scrabbled out his agonies


upon the smooth, cool, white, unclimbable


bathsides, seeking ah seeking forever escape,


but sending only their stumped river of gore


into its floor, from where it swirled


in a wave like an almighty’s haemorrhage


down a plugole the size of Cork.







The air was a veil of blood,


except that veils are usually


modest and sweet,


modest and sweet.







The quicker.


The slower.


The worst.





SONG 29 · the novice asks for release, but there is none / he questions his guide concerning multiple judgement / the existences of which Mr Beckett confirms /upon his asking, the novice is told that there is a place of hope elsewhere




Take me away, I cried.


Sam turned at me impatiently.


There is no away, he said.


This is the eternity of one moment.







And what, I demanded,


if one should hate himself


for many things, and many times?


Shall he be here and there in this place?







You may find your alphabet of men again, said Sam,


in universes parallel, tangential, digital,


cardinal, aliquot, reciprocal,


commensurable, incommensurable, logarithmic,


exponential, fluxional, transcendental,


rational and irrational. All of them as ghastly.







And is there no hope, under this deathly sky, I asked.


What can change that is done? said Sam kindly.


This is your mathematic physics, yea,


and your physic mathematics,


not some bloody milkand-


water bastard


ethological


shite!







Is there a better place,


I cried with trembling lips,


where there is a star to be seen above,


and there is hope to change in the end?







To be sure, said Sam.


We shall come there by and by.





SONG 30 · they climb to the next door / where the first Abusers are impaled by flora / a woman smells hope upon the novice / the novice comforts her / they move cautiously into the hideous hall




We climbed to the teetering top.


The foetid penthouses reeled in a wind


of whipping wormwood.


I used my eyelids as a hood.







Ah, said Sam, here we are at Number Twelve.


Knock, friend, and enter.


I performed the first hopelessly as the second


I should say and was invited to the third


by a woman worn by a branch.







There is one among us, she said,


while a series of twigs drove their way


out of her skull, who is not dead.


I can hear the rags of joy


hiding upon his breast


like sunlight, ah sunlight, so long lost


in memories of pain.







Surely it is L, I said, taking her thorny head


into my hands. And she wept that kindness


for a moment softened the bough in her lungs.


That it might hurt the more on its hardening again.


I know what you have done.







We tiptoed to the hall.


Of merry cherry wallpaper and convolvulus linoleum.


A barometer like an eye among wooden leaves.


An umbrella stand of elephant foot.


A lobster telephone.


A dead bracket lamp of fused ideas,


fringed with golden nylon.







Putrid, said Sam.


Along the hall


people come and go.





SONG 31 · they watch the second Abusers with no minds / and those grown through feed the third Abusers with exploding arms




Kindness of all kinds forsaking,


Watch them, sweetheart, tormenting


who envy them their pain.







I saw such things as I shall write,


for I am man, and these were once the same.







To feel the need no longer, said Sam,


is a rare deliverance.







These with the ferruginous bathing caps,


he continued, are the men who have lost their minds.


I do not, sure, mean thus mislaid.


I mean they have none.


They have been taken away.


In this eternal, inexistent panic


they have become the instruments of dies non.







And these, the floratically impaled,


in the manner of your dear friend L,


would die to be their rose,


their palm,


their olive tree.







And I shall write that here I saw


these remnants of thought and hope


feeding hand-grenades to quailing men,


and reeling in the bloody scraps they made.







We tiptoed back upon the torn limpid splatter-wash


of things divinely made by time,


who once read newspapers, drank milk,


and gave with love gifts at Christmas day.





SONG 32 · back at the Bog of Shite, they pause for morning tea / the tethered ghosts described / the novice questions Sam concerning the imagination / he replies that it cannot save the damned




And now, thank goodness, adjourned upon an isthmus,


back amongst the Bog of Shite.







Macaroon? said Sam, spreading his handkerchief nicely


across an overkecked mess of mince and mousse.







We gnawed ruminatively. What would I not have guven for a lemonade.







I cast my eyes about. The towerblocks reeled.


The purple skies wheeled.


Grey spurts rushed upwards from the city


of the damned, spraying, and fell back.







Hundreds, thousands, millions,


and not one escaped atom there.







Sam, what are they? I asked,


failing and falling ever over the dreadful din?







They are the tethered ghosts, said Sam,


casting his macaroon into an oesophagus


that floated peristalsistically near.







Have we souls then, I asked,


and should we hope despite it all?







Souls? Souls? said Sam. Damn it, child,


they are the pegged minds of men,


seeking separation from their awful duty


in the skies of fancy.


But they will not get away.







Can we not then even imagine our escapes,


when we can conceive such torments?


It was a quiet question.







Flight is in vain, said Sam pityingly.


Beyond, ah, far beyond it will come,


because you think it might,


but not they, not they.







Evolution’s pigs.





SONG 33 · they wait for the lift for Wing 6 / the novice asks if he will bear the terrors to come / a riddle game / what the terrors are where they are bound




We reclined having eaten on our elbows eventually


at the shaft, and hearkened to it coming,


boom boom boom boom boom boom.


Sam idly picked the black velvet daisies


that whispered in a velvety way in its leveche.







Can I bear more? I asked him softly.


Ah, said Sam, playing with a panting panicle,


we are done here now


with the old vernacular biting and ripping.


And the screaming, I enquired,


and the gnashing of teeth?


Oh of course them as well to be sure, he said.







I sat up from the lamenting lawn.


What could be more awful? I asked tremblingly.


Ah, imagine, he said.







Shall we play at a riddle. Sam sat up also


from the lamenting lawn, at hands with a pansy.







The lift was apparently busy elsewhere.


At least the button still said UP, as well as DOWN,


and also ARRIVED AGAIN.







What is and is not? said Sam with an academic smile.


Where have we been and must go?


What do we not believe in but know to be true?







Death, I replied. That was easy.


And what is worse?


Imagining death.







That, said Sam,


getting up in a tangle of pantcuffs and boots,


is where we are going.







Oh good, I said, as the lift scraped down


at last to us


ironically.





SONG 34 · they rush in the can down to Wing 6 / here they see the Killers of Life and Imaginings rushing transparent at the eternal edge of death




We hurtled down at an angle of forty-two and a bit degrees.


Hang on to your drawers! said Sam.







Thus it must be


when one enters the kingdom of the mind.







Sixth Floor, counting downwards of course! cried Sam.


Behold, these Killers! And he flung from the biceps.


Though the doors were not yet open, it was a great gesture.


Though then they schmoozed out. Upon a dreadful silence.







Upon the darkling plain a mighty multitude of men


ran squirming in their vasty voyaging knots.


Each held his two transparent arms 


about his black transparent skull,


and rocked like jokes of grief.


Each glass jaw with gums


like indian ink, and teeth acrack with fear.







You will not know,


because you cannot feel,


that they are on the very brim of death


always and knowing that they will be always nailed


into the fixed eternal moment of their deaths.


Frankly, it is not bearable.


Yet they bear it always, like a burden


that they cannot bear.







This is no thing imagined,


it is the very dissolution of existence,


the mind all gone but nearly nearly gone,


teetering in terror upon the last rip and flood


that drags extinction down upon a little light


into forever’s nothing. Always. On and on and on.


A sad immortal mortal end.







I dropped thud to my knees.


The glass plastic seethrough throng


swarmed silently at their eternal utmost fright and finish.





SONG 35 · the novice recognises M and N and tries to speak to them / he is joined fingerwise to N for one second / he faints




Ah! There is M! I wept.


For he, who I had loved, his bitumenic brain and jaw


rubbing at his caving


but never caving


cellophane cranium,


roamed in snaked and useless shakings-off


the dying land that never died


as good as dead and wishing so.







And N, surely, from the archery,


who loved the shining Mongolian bow,


his wheat-white beer and Sunday lunch!







Oh my friends! I hurried at the heaving mess


of last but lasting horror’s glass stampede.


What ever could you do to earn a place


in this great panic, who were once


amongst blue wallpaper, and the sofa


and the television, with a sausage on a fork?







They will not answer you, said Sam,


putting his hand against my cheek softly.


They look forward to the long black night,


but it will not come though it is but


a fearful finger-breadth away.







But here, near you now, is your friend,


the sorrowed killer N.


Take his finger in yours but for a second,


and you will feel what he will feel forever.







And forth I flew to the pellucid man.


A little waltz perhaps for old times’ sake! cried Sam.


Two! Three!


And thus we touched.







And I fainted upon an instant at the touch:


You will be gone forever.


You will not exist, eternally.


You will fucking die.





SONG 36 · the novice wakes to a vision of hope / Sam explains from whence it has come




And I saw, in a golden bubble,


amidst this great dark plastic silence,


most of the men who had ever lived


under a white tree,


and yellowglass pears on it,


in a day of moderate sunshine,


a kind of Pakawau springtime,


and hardly in much of a hurry


to do anything


but be sunshined


and, well, amongst.







And the bubble stayed,


a little flattened where it sat,


and then bounced gently,


to the gentle amusement


of the field of gentlefolk within,


and bounced a little higher every time,


like an arseabout progress of earth-bouncing,


and burbled bobblingly into the darkness,


gleaming away like a slumber-heavy cat’s-eye.







Hm. This has come, said Sam, a little shortly,


from a day once upon a time


that you passed, if the hour returns to you rightly,


with dear M and darling N himself,


upon a fair furlong of lawn and daisies,


where you shot the varnished bow, ah!


to be followed hard upon by Sunday lunch,


with any amount of wheat-white beer,


and a sausage with blue wallpaper


on a television with a fork in a sofa


or some such sweet contented bollocks.


Which is to say


that man may be damned in a moment,


though he be fat and fair forever else.







I lay a little on my back more,


and watched the upside-down men


with glass heads winding by


on silent screams and cracking teeth.





SONG 37 · Sam prepares the novice for the descent to the Wing of utmost damnation with a small talk / a sight of O




And now where we will go,


to the most dreadful,


is a long way down.


I have sandwiches for the journey.


Some strenuously bactofuged Weisslacker,


and Ammerländer Schinken,


pink as rosepetals and dewed.







I could not detect his tone.







It is, my dear friend, a crowded land,


and you could not bear it,


ha, I cannot bear it,


who can bear anything?


It is none of it easy,


but that it has to it


the happy life forever in its sight.


For they who yearn in torment there,


their torment is its sight: for you,


for you it is the glaucous passage merely


to a better place, where I will leave you.







Leave me? I asked quietly.


Shall we go? he replied. We began to do it.







O there is O! I fell to my corduroys.


The grey dust bulged


like a cat under a blanket.







O O! I cried. Long use of terror


had ground his skull to sand. He stalked


beseeching something always not to die,


a screaming sack of glass-bound dust


with two popped eyes


convulused like pleached electric wires


black with the odour of shortcircuits.







O O, what did you kill?


And I heard his indian-ink-soaked larynx-beach


weep in waves O not please again not please again.







Again and forever, said Sam.


We will go now.





SONG 38 · they take the lift to Wing 7 / a jackal-headed companion described / his label misread haha




The lift crawled with olivaceous rotted honeysucklestems.


Steam jellied at the metal walls,


questing miasmic at our recoiling apertures


with leatherette glove-probes


anointed with catfood and boiling water.







I made a face.







Imagine that, said Sam. Bonne bouche?


He opened the sandwich-tin.


With an alpine scene.


Which suddenly clished to the floor.







Holy Mother of Jesus God! said Sam.


Fuck me in the Folterzimmer!


What is that?







Ein etwas emerged from the hot, percolated stench.


A small white skirty and sandals,


succeeded by the handsome breast of a warm brown land,


and a tremendously ridiculous cardboard head-creation


with salient ears and aureated eye-oles,


all in the likeness of a er …







Doggy?







The label! The label!


In the name of all the bloody angels!


cried Sam, recovering the Samnaun Alps.







It says, I exclaimed,


fumbling with the little beige cardboard


in the difficult optical conditions,


that he is A Nudist.







Bugger me, said Sam, eyeing the creature,


is this now a fresh sin?





SONG 39 · they shoo the creature to its corner / cheese and ham sandwiches described




Get back, get back, you foul and frantic misconception!


Sam advanced upon it, threatening


with the blue sky of a May Swiss afternoon.
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