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      Unblinking stars chaperoned me to the dockyard where I drank with old ships. The world was more bearable at midnight. No soul-eaters masquerading as people. Dark horse raced to my hands. A cheap title printed across a flask once given to me by a writer I never met. I disliked his book, but his generosity tasted good on my lips. When ghost faces of abandoned loves scream at your heart—a stranger’s benevolence can keep you alive for a little longer. The whiskey sang to a tired audience built from my veins. I listened.

      “Are you lost?”

      “And now I’m found.”

      We sat on a bench commemorating someone who no longer mattered. I looked at her face. Moonlight suited her. It erased sins of wild youth. She moved closer. I smelled like poverty. Unwashed hair and unwashed soul. Wars were lost inside my eyes.

      “What’s your name?” she said.

      “Tristan Grieves.”

      “I’m Liene.”

      Her ear was small and naked. In the other she wore an earring—a dangling feather. I knew Liene was the kind of woman other women desperately tried to imitate, but how could you dress in someone else’s charisma? She had a style that spoke without an eccentric accent. A footprint that provoked curiosity in men like me.

      “You soak in strange hours, Liene.”

      “Whilst you just soak in alcohol.”

      “I’d rather soak in you.”

      She moved even closer. Her eyelashes were strong and thick, like little whips.

      “You want to taste me?”

      Whiskey devils blurred my vision. I thought about gullible lovers, climbing those words all the way up to her clever lips. Then how they fell and died when she spat them out.

      “Maybe under a different moon, darling.”

      Her laugh belonged to a lying child, but she stayed close to me. Cold fingers slept in my lap. I was a fool for white poison, two decades younger.

      “So what brought you here tonight?” Liene said.

      “I like drinking with wooden bodies. You?”

      Mischief travelled in her eyes, gaining speed as she unsealed a little plastic bag.

      “I bury my problems under a naughty avalanche. You want some?”

      She read no in my face, but held her gaze anyway. There was something behind those eyes—a dirty innocence etched on hypnotic, pale blue amulets. I watched her nose hoover borrowed happiness. Swans painted black by the night watched her, too.

      “We wear the same heart bruises, you know.”

      I heard a ball of accent, hopping on that word roulette. Her tongue had a passport to many places.

      “Tell me about your origin.” I said.

      Liene slouched, the weight of my question seemed too heavy for her. I waited. Above our heads, cloud bullies mocked us in their own way.

      “I’m an English soul, stranded in a Czech body.”

      Even her phrasing brand walked tall on the language catwalk. I rode on her pheromone thunder—feeling electric. I drank more whiskey and thought about her eyes.

      “What are you thinking about?”

      “I’m thinking about your eyes.”

      “Are you drowning?”

      “In big blue ice cubes, yeah. I want to meet them at the bottom of a whiskey glass.”

      I sold shares in grim insights and she still paid in smiles. I watched her mouth—a cocaine white theatre of teeth.

      “I read somewhere that Hell is the eyes of a lost lover.”

      “Is that why your nose orbits planet coke? You lost someone?”

      “No, Tristan. I was his Hell.”

      Her revelation nudged me off the bench. I lived on a past diet of hellish women. I gambled with fate and its petty love torments. I lost tears and hair and quarter of my weight to them.

      “Where are you going?”

      “Emigrating to quieter benches.”

      Drunk feet and sober instinct carried me away from that crazy bullet. I walked in hungry puddles and still felt like they were richer than me.

      “Wait.”

      I was arrested by the cry of need. Something in her voice had the power to command—to destroy. She moved with feline confidence, her hips narrating trouble.

      “What do you want from me, Liene?”

      “The tiniest vial of your help.”

      A vagabond fox trespassed on her shadow. For one night they shared colours, maybe even lies.

      “Help with what?”

      Those vixen eyes, spinning my every thought. I smelled her faux fur coat scented with opium and porn star dreams. She wished to be fucked, wearing nothing but that coat.

      “You think I like to be dressed in sweat of strangers?”

      “It’s cold and I like to keep my throat warm with a whiskey scarf.”

      The flask was dry, so I drank her old words. The tiniest vial of your help. Typing on red enigma—I felt tired, helpless in my own skull-sized hell.

      “Come to my place. If you lend me your ears, I’ll pay you in booze.”

      “Where do you live?” I said.

      “I live in-between hearts.”

      “Sorry?”

      “You know, somewhere on that fracture line when a heart is about to break.”

      She was higher than a suicide bridge, but the mud on her soul had my handprint in it. Moth soldiers partied hard under street lights and I wanted to eat their spirit. Liene finger-stabbed my shoulder.

      “Oi. Daddy Moth. Your fire is here.”

      My heart. A survivor of third degree burns, even when days still smelled like fire-daughters. I touched my chest and imagined a human pump—charred and ugly, slaving in a hospice for dying organs.

      “Wrong night for a heart attack, man.”

      “Hope you brought croc tears.” I said, waiting for a reaction that never arrived. The weather turned and God spat in our faces.

      “Where’s your den again?”

      “On the other side of Luton Arches. Walk with me?”

      Three words, hundred interpretations—all ballads for undefeated sinners. I weighed my temptation and lost to the hurricane caged inside of her.

      “Course. I got nothing to lose and nothing to drink.”

      “That logic is packing flavour.” Liene said, holding my hand. It was tattooed with scars and rain.
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        * * *

      

      We stood in someone else’s misfortune. A shelter for the homeless. Her eyes alone were a soundtrack to this funeral of egos. Identities trashed in unclean bodies on concrete beds. Living on knees in a world that nullified them. I wondered if impetuous decisions would total me a zero too someday.

      “It’ll start raining soup in a minute.” I said.

      Liene crushed half a cig under her heel. An old street lord picked it up as we walked away. I watched smoke eat the grief from his face in a city the colour of gargoyles.

      “Why do you linger among undesirables?”

      “Why do you?” she countered.

      “I’m one of them.”

      She told me the stairs were once caressed by fire and Russian feet. A redhead hooker guarded locks to her flat. There was something animalistic carved into her aura.

      “Why is she modelling semen shampoo on your doorstep?” I said.

      “Katerina? She’s got claws, man.”

      I followed her inside. The wallpaper looked like it contracted hepatitis years ago. I sauntered on a carpet pregnant with red wine stains and bad memories. She shrugged off her coat and lit a candle—held by the mouth of an absinthe bottle. A guitar born in a faraway Spanish region caught my eye.

      “Do you play?”

      “Only when I’m sad.”

      Poetry books that once slept rough on cold shelves. Skulls and forever roses. Age-old trinkets bought in cobblestone cities. I recognized the language of a passionate woman.

      “What are you thinking about?”

      “Something I once read.”

      “Tell me.”

      “A passionate woman is worth the chaos.”

      “And do you think I’m worth the chaos?” she said, handing me a glass of unbranded whiskey.

      “I think your chaos would bury my heart at the bottom of the Nile.”

      Liene showed me the white river flowing between her teeth. Her eyes narrated fog-clad riddles and in winter sparred naked with skinny intellects. I saluted her.

      “Thanks for the amber bribe. Why am I here?”

      “I want you to find someone.”

      Drinking bought me time, but not clarity. I knocked back a shot, then we both sank into her chesterfield three-seater. It was beaten by strong hands of previous masters. So was she.

      “What do you mean? I avoid people. I don’t look for them.”

      “No, but you look for forgiveness.”

      “And I’m not gonna find it here.” I said, feeling distraught by her acute temperament. We were empty crosswords, searching each other’s minds for missing letters. I could never guess hers.

      “Then help me find mine.”

      Liene got up and walked for a beer. The shape of her ass was still pressed in the leather. I thought about angles and reasons and cocooned agendas. Maybe I was another sad guitar she wanted to play.

      “His name is Boomerang.” she said, twin bottles in hand. I adopted one and gave it a home in my mouth. It tasted like a burned down bohemian orphanage. The inked fool on her shoulder spoke to me. I was often neck-deep in tarot meanings when night undressed the moon.

      “Come back.”

      “Yeah, sorry. Why the fool?”

      “Because I wanna eat continents and sniff stars.”

      “You like travelling?” I said.

      “I like to tumble through life, blind as fate.”

      “And spraying my poor man-brain with cryptic revelations?”

      “Hold up that membrane. It’ll shield you from the spray.” Liene said. I glimpsed a tongue on steroids hiding, poking, almost shy behind a skirt made of teeth. It shuffled words in a peculiar order and seemed so strong, maybe from years of lifting cocks and clits.

      “Flip my words like them tarot cards, yeah?”

      “You certainly know how to bruise with them.” I said.

      “Aww don’t be like that, daddy.”

      A siren cry raced outside on urban veins. People dying, undying if saved. The speed of luck. Desperate minds ruled these wasted streets. I rented bodies here. Home to me or other fat wallets.

      “Tell me about Boomerang. Who is he to you?”

      That name fell from my lips, worn and ugly. Something in her face changed. I clocked emotions dressed in secrets I did not know. Like his name was a severed limb she still felt. A phantom pain.

      “Exactly that—he’s my Boomerang.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I keep throwing him away, but he always returns.”

      “And he didn’t return this time?”

      More beer vanished down her throat along with unvoiced answers. She spoke in blinks, projecting letters on a blank heart. I breathed in a well-guarded excavation site. Not even god knew what was buried inside that pale core. I had to dig. My tongue, my shovel.

      “What else?” I said.

      “A fellow Czech. We worked together.”

      “Maybe he returned home, rather than your hands.”

      “Nah, he liked to stay close.”

      “Your boyfriend?”

      “My plaything.”

      I prayed for basket case fluency. How much did he weigh on her scale of feelings? More sirens punched through midnight wind. That noise was a vaccine against sympathy. I wanted to be the stamp on a postcard from hell. Let them die for once.

      “Why do you want him found?”

      “I’m bored without his obsession.”

      “You got him eating out of your hand, huh?”

      “Months of training.”

      “And you think I can locate him how?” I said.

      “Don’t play stupid. It doesn’t suit you.”

      “What?”

      “Katerina said that you knew this city’s every stain.”

      Her gumption sliced through me, sharper than hate. It seemed that reputation bounced fast between stains. I was mothered by greed, selling pleasure in all skin tones—eyes always calculating sums in flesh. She waited, mouth suspended on a thread my words could pull in any direction.

      “Maybe I can ask around for you.”

      Liene’s face relaxed. “Good. That’s all I want. I’ll text you his photo and address.”

      “Presuming I find this bloke. Then what?”

      “Find him first, then we’ll talk rewards.”

      I raised my beer-free bottle. “Liquid rewards?”

      She searched and found dirty clues, hanging from my lips. I thought about chance and her womb where unborn fantasies still grew.

      “I promise to feed you red and gold from the tightest pink, daddy.”
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        * * *

      

      I stumbled through the door, hearing familiar shadows. My place was a minimalist’s bible. A sad mattress washed in booze and woman’s spit swallowed the room. Charity bought clothes and discarded dreams lived on the floor. Half-brothers in glass castles loved to poison me. I ate sardines from a tinned sea of oil, chewing chapters by candlelight. I felt a little quake in my pocket. B wit u soon. Kat xx.

      She spoke three languages. I only spoke in redheads. More texts. Boomerang’s arresting visage now hung in my phone gallery. His onyx-coloured eyes wrote on me like a ballpoint pen. Maybe he shared memories with tortured elephants. A double knock.

      “That bitch is lying, yeah. I never said nothing.”

      Katerina was higher than a Boeing 747. I brought her down fast. She crashed somewhere between my hell and mercy. Blood always made her prettier.

      “Tell your nose to stop trespassing in my business or I’ll cut it off.”

      I fed her 100-calorie threats twice a week to keep her fear slim. She digested fast. I ran my thumb across her lips, a red bank taking cash printed on sin. They earned triple digits in a single night.

      “P-please. She was only askin’ round.”

      “You give heads, not information. How do you know her?” I said.

      “She paddles coke in the docks, man. Good shit.”

      Her hunger meditated on the sardine grave. Inside they spooned like half-eaten criminals. I heard their prayers down in my belly. Twice drowned souls skipping across clouds heard them too.

      “You eaten anything today? Excluding pussy?”

      The apple belonging to Adam and stolen by her throat jounced beneath freckled skin. A strange vision. I thought about tumorous pigeons in saliva rain.

      “I had soup.” Katerina said, eyes spinning away from mine. I whistled. A ticket to her meal. Greedy hand, a veiny elevator, rose to her mouth. Teeth split oiled bodies, painting her lips with the colour of fish breaths. She sucked on murdered strength one by one.

      “I hope your tongue will step beyond the canned border.”

      “I like living on cans, man.”

      “Or in cans.” I said.

      My old bladder forecasted wet warnings again. Thirteen steps to the bathroom. A day of my birth. Maybe death. I pissed away blood and some anger too. I had no mirrors. They told unpleasant truths about misspent hours. She dug glued-on nails in the skin of my carpet. Punters paid more for dirty habits.

      “You gonna find her little boyfriend then?” Kat said.

      Silence, my roommate, shuffled dust in the corner.
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        * * *

      

      Kat was long gone when I listened to blind thoughts scratch at the walls. They said I slept with a fire ant once because she marched through my deepest wrinkles. Bones also spoke against me. I jabbed words fast. Found Boomerang. Meet in dockyard @ midnight. She lit up my key to the world with one breath. See u there ~ L xxx.
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        * * *

      

      I smuggled lies in Moon’s fading mouth and watched stars choke on their own signs. The gate played games with guessing shoesizes. I pushed away the pivoting leg born in cement. Eyes that drank from every ocean greeted me. I felt rich salt beneath them rubbing on the poor thing beating in my chest. She still wore same colours as lung-cancer.

      “The kingpin of love…”

      “…looking at his dream empire.” I said.

      Veneer commando stood guard behind her smile. I bribed with expensive words, my only wealth. Maybe she’d surrender her body, if the figure curved far enough.

      “Glad to be part of it.”

      Liene hugged me. Her heart laughed when cruel love hammer struck—but I sensed weakness in iron storm. That flame hair always burnt my face with want.

      “You okay?”

      “I want to sleep with your hair. In my bed and in my grave.” I said.

      “Baby.”

      Her tongue was a charging bull. Maybe a Siamese twin, stuck to mine forever. I hoped. Our kiss carved coordinates on God’s ribcage. It was that sharp. I felt my wood drift on his blood.

      “Do I taste good under a different moon, daddy?”

      She remembered my words and the scent of knowledge. The water coughed jealous rings served on a wet plate. I only heard her incoming tide.

      “Let’s sit on that ugly bench’s face.” Liene pointed.

      I parked unfamiliar touch on her thigh, staying close to that little heat bunker.

      “You caught my Boomerang?”

      “I heard whispers from the winds he travelled on.” I said, rubbing harder. She ripped tactics from belly of Switzerland. A neutral zone in a genital war—her body. No protest. Triangle sauna her only encouragement. But then asphyxiation splashed on me. Fat rope raped my neck meat. I found no Boomerang. He found me.
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        * * *

      

      Moss hands breached. They pulled our boat away from land barons digging for their worm wives. My eyes were abyss realms. I felt like a mouth bubble on the last of the Chernobyl dogs. Cloud people above wore catatonic halos. They even dropped saliva grenades.

      “How do you know he’s the one they want?” said a voice that always returned to her.

      I heard a fat tongue caught in a lisp trap. Then foreign words bled around me.

      We stopped on a mud bank and the river pilot hands sunk again. The land of industrial brick giants, abandoned by father time. Boomerang aimed his rifle at where my heart used to be.

      “Move.”

      Footstep brigade somewhere—then she played on my eyeball field. Liene smelled like a transplanted aura, maybe a half-hatched promise.

      “I’m thirsty for red and gold from the tightest pink, baby.”

      “What?”

      “I re-bridged your souls.” I said.

      “Quiet, old fool. We never met.”

      Lie-powdered bullets, a clean shot through my stomach. That pretense pulled me faster than threats. We faced shutters inhaling rust. I watched her fingers preach to the shy lock hiding a steel eye. She was poison, a fume on sundown highway to locust city. A component of sin.

      “Don’t take it personally, there’s truth in her estrangement.”

      His breath reminded me of scorpions. “Meaning?”

      “Meaning she doesn’t know who you are. That’s why we’re here.”

      Boomerang rifle-nudged me forward. He was hostage to love even when his years wore grey. I had to be smarter than feelings. We walked on future burial ground, if my luck died on a cactus sword in a bone-thirsty desert somewhere. Stealing from Death’s minibar, my last thought. Maybe.

      “Stand right there, in that circle.” he said.

      Liene sobbed when a singing mirror reflected her body times five. Acid trips confused me less. Daylight geometry. An optical illusion. Loki of the glass. Boomerang read the wine list from my lips.

      “You’re not drunk. Do you see them?”

      “What is she?” I said.

      “An enigma.”

      Tiny emotional hands crunched up his face like old paper. I thought about upside down love bins and that look falling out everywhere. I knew she slept inside ink pots. And how she stained minds.

      “You in love, yeah?”

      “With one of them.” he said.

      “What?”

      “Five reflections, five personalities. When you die, they die, and only one remains.”

      “The one that loves you?”

      Boomerang threw me a nod. In dreams he wore her like a talisman. She was a delusion feeder. Hope in disguise. A red map to every heart.

      “Why me?”

      “Katerina is her sister. You introduced her to this sick trade. She hates pimps.”

      Sisters and their parasite politics. They manipulate faster than religion. I was the hooker God. The prayer, falling off a cliff. Family. What a fat-rich word. I felt bloated, cremated.

      “She came to me, man.”

      “It doesn’t matter. Every year we murder one of your kind. So is her ritual, her curse.”

      “Curse?”

      “You really have no idea who she is, do you? Her mother was a village Alkonost. She made people forget pain, forget grief. But it came with a price. They forgot everything they ever knew—to the point they never wanted anything again.” he said.

      “I don’t do witch lobotomy riddles, man. How do I fit into all of this?”

      I was a dwarf in his intellectual rat eyes. A stain on a blunt instrument. That subspecies scorn—hiding between his wrinkles. His shoulder rubbed against mine.

      “Liene inherited those abilities. In reverse. The personalities her mother wiped flowed into her daughter during pregnancy. They inhabit her. Once a year she forgets who she really is. The irony. Her mother made people forget. Now they make her daughter forget.”

      “And pimp killing somehow pulls her back?”

      “Yes. In pimp blood she remembers hate. The hate you inspired by selling her sister’s body.”

      I scoffed. “So? Katerina’s only ability is to suck dick.”

      “Shut up. You will die tonight and we will be reunited in your blood.”
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        * * *

      

      Boomerang’s rifle pointed at my head. I stared down the barrel, waiting to greet brother Bullet. My only family. I imagined his kiss, warm on my cheek. Penetrating me, mouth-fucking me. His heat burning inside me as I bled out goodbyes. Then I thought of her.

      “Can she do it? Please.”

      He coughed out cocaine anatomy. The place reeked of executioner’s soap. Liene stepped in. A ginger wall between us. His finger relaxed on the trigger. She unweaponed Boomerang and flipped 180. I winked hello. She dropped her aim, her gaze. My soul-magnet ruined her flow since day one.





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/the-hurricane-caged-inside-of-her.jpg
ERIK HOFSTATTER-

HORRICANE
CAGEN INSIDE
0K JHER








