

[image: Cover]






[image: image]





Foreword


Raymond’s reign of terror started with a paper cut to a girl in a paper dress. Later there would be wooden caskets. But first: pulp.


Here at the Glass Eye Press we’re committed to publishing pocketbooks that are as stimulating for the senses as they are cheap to print and easy to secrete about one’s person. In autumn 1969 we reached our two hundredth release,* capping off a decade that has seen us share tales of regal indecency (Percy’s Powdered Wig, 1968), existential anguish (The Lonesome Abortionist, 1961), suburban psychosis (Mummy’s Milk, 1959), romance (Mouthful of Leather, 1965), historical drama (Kinky Tiberius, 1964), pop and pot (Yes Please, Mary-Jane Looseleaf!, 1967), police brutality (Pink Baton, 1966), mistaken identity (Le Fantasme Tangerine, 1968) and that throbbing totem of the Permissive Society, free love (Fucking by Candlelight, 1969).


Our novels offer an invigorating escape for any jaded citizen willing to slip into a Soho bookshop or Brighton coffee-bar* with two-and-eight jangling in his mitt. We offer something new. We offer something those lily-livered Establishment publishers beyond the Tottenham Court Road refuse with stock rejection letters bashed out listlessly on watermarked stationery. We aim to defibrillate the inhibited, to titillate the prudish, to slap awake this straight-and-narrow society – and yet it saddens me that many critics dismiss our entire output as filth. ‘Grubby books’!


Take the average man in the street. No, better still: accost any morally flexible, free-spirited, long-haired, multisexual debaucher in the gentlemen’s WC at Piccadilly Circus, and he will pretend never to have heard of our company! Is our reputation that bad? I fear it is – unless it’s just a dire lack of publicity.


There is only one thing in life worse than being talked about, and that is not being talked about! *


But still, for an outfit that sells so few books annually, we do get a hell of a lot of correspondence. In fact, we receive so much post daily, we had to change Audrey’s job title from Administrative & Secretarial to Head of Complaints. When Miss Audrey Hulme appeared in London in 1964, landing jobless on our doormat fresh from the Industrial Provinces, we weren’t sure if the mild-mannered dolly would crumble under the pressure of the Glass Eye’s numerous (blind!) detractors. We underestimated her. It seemed no amount of hate mail, sullied billets d’amour or death threats could faze her – although of course none were aimed at her directly. Audrey sensitively handled the housewives’ vitriol, humoured Mr Raven of Clench, Wilts.’s regular page-tearing and red-circling of supposed spelling errors,* and handed over to the police any threats of violence that mentioned myself or my colleagues by name and/or included detailed diagrams of weaponry and our body parts.


Bless her, Audrey reacted more strongly to the paper cut than to the human stool delivered to us in response to the giant truncheon-fingered gorilla climax of Pink Baton, an ending I actually rather admired. Brutal and transgressive, most certainly, but so far unparalleled in its blazing demolition of all pompous literary convention, stale moral values and supposed good taste.*


Novak drew first blood on the afternoon of Tuesday, 14th October 1969. What with the abundance of complaints following the release of Cannibal Cafeteria and perhaps our most controversial title to date, Langoustine Man, Audrey was late opening the letter that was to so transform our company. I remember she’d changed into a fresh paper dress for the afternoon: a flimsy A-line shift garnished with halved limes, lemons and oranges. As is habit, I was hunched woefully constipated in the water closet when she let out the scream. Not for the first time, I reached for the sawn-off shotgun I kept hidden under the loose laminate by the carnivorous plant. My hands were trembling but my colon hadn’t twitched. I left the toilet water without so much as a ripple and scrambled through to the office with my fly undone, ready to protect my fair complaints maiden.


The cocked shotgun wasn’t necessary. Audrey was sucking her thumb, sulking, while Mark ‘Davy’ Noon tried to console her, dressed in what appeared to be a peasant woman’s blouse and patent leather jackboots. At first I thought it was a razor blade under the seal – a tiny Mae West mouth was dribbling claret at the end of Audrey’s thumb. A mascara millipede slithered down her cheek. Before long, others came to gawp too. In fact, had it not been for the paper cut drawing blood – drawing our attention to the C5 manila assailant on Audrey’s desk – our Head of Complaints may have simply dismissed its contents as gibberish and discarded it without a second glance.


‘Dare we see what this deadly detractor was after?’ Harry Howling – Head of Sales, Marketing & Finance, body of blancmange – wondered aloud, plucking the letter from its holster.


‘Go on,’ Audrey grumbled.


The postmark said Mount Pleasant. The stamp was first class.


Moistening a finger, Harry unfolded the typed sheet and read:


Never-Neverland, Londres W1


10th October 1969




Dear Sir/Madam,


I am an ugly man, a meese meshigena-omi, but a fashionable omi. And soon to be a molto famous omi. Lell my lapper.


Esteemed publisher of glistening livers, myself and my devotees cordially invite you to join with us in this forthcoming fame. We hereby offer you an una-in-a-lavvytime lucrative share in the high-flying, hallucinating, espresso-schlumphing, pâté-nibbling, jibbering, both-way-swinging, reprogramming, reverse-servo-lathering, Polarising, paranoid, cobblestoned, mono-bothering, line-crossing, cross-dressing, omi-jarrying, lav-hammering Raymond Novak Experience!


In duey-chenta setta-daitcha-heksa junos (276 days, for those without the lingo), myself and my devotees will commit a fantastic crime, a fantabulosa crime that will revolt the mond. My nom will be on the oyster-levers of every daffy jittery civvy as news breaks of this dazzling atrocity. My eek splattered across the cover of every inky and glossy on the newsstand. The Establishment brought to its lally-caps. The system left thoroughly smashed and charvered!


In anticipation of my untimely (and yet molto likely) demise on this date (batons, bombas, pistolets and molto sang guaranteed – or else all costs reparkered to you in full!), I am screeving my memoirs. What I propose is: if you are interested, I will send you morso-by-morso each chapter as it is tap-tap-DING!ed out upon the lav-hammer.


I am your man. But I am a meese omi, and a coddy auteur to boot. My achievements in education have not been up to dick to say the least, but do not fear: I have enlisted the help of a devoted comrade – an award-winning scholar and author – to fantomscreeve (ghostwrite, if you will) my autobiography.


I want nanti dinarli for my liver, nanti advance, nix royalties, no money for this venture. Only immortality, the lavvy-everlasting. The chance to screech my story to the masses in the event of my (ultra inevitable?) death come next summertide. And you, in turn, have this una-in-a-lavvytime opportunity to publish my truthful screeve immediately as news breaks of this mostest fantabulosa crime. It will be a real humdinger, a bona dinarli-spinner, I assure you. REVOLTING!


Esteemed publisher, if you are interested, give me a sign. Post a petite handlebar moustache in the ‘Small Ads’ section of the INTERNATIONAL TIMES, and in return I shall send you, chapter-upon-chapter as they are bashed out, these most specjalni sensational memoirs.


Bona lavs,


Raymond Marianne Novak (alias Lord Never-Never, alias The Guru, alias The Emperor, alias Raymond the Bastard, alias Raymond the Ponce, alias Signore Shapeshifter, alias Les Divertissements, alias The Walking Contraceptive, alias Ray le Roy, alias Ray la Purée, alias Neptunus Rex, alias Mr Sanson, alias Keith Caesar, alias Raymond le Poissonnier, alias Raymond the Poisoner, alias The Prole Dandy, alias The Scum King, alias The Carnish Mincer, alias Le Dieu-des-Indésirables, alias Le Dieu-du-Jour ...)





Yes, I have no doubts this gushing gibberish would have been banished to the wastepaper basket had Audrey been first to read it, and not Harry Howling. Some of us were more familiar with Polari – the secret homosexual lingo – than others. Howling – soon our go-to omi-palone when it came to decoding Novak’s slippery slang – was a bold, thunderous queen. He had a mouth like a Billingsgate halibut and, if his cruising anecdotes were to be believed, a rectum more accommodating than a Salvation Army shelter. What he lacked in discretion Howling also, admittedly, lacked in financial nous, but the man was a favourite around the office – and now (at last!) a valuable asset to the company.


We huddled stiffly around Howling as he reread the note out loud, with gusto. Smirking, he navigated us through the linguistic assault course of ‘meese meshigena-omi’ (ugly madman), ‘lell my lapper’ (take my hand) and the verb ‘to charver’ (to fuck) – although there were other terms (‘reverse-servo-lathering’, ‘molto sang’) he’d never heard uttered by even the most athletic lips of Piccadilly.


‘What does he mean by this “petite handlebar moustache”?’ Audrey asked, still sucking the tip of her thumb.


‘“Petite” is French for “small”, dear heart,’ Howling scoffed, fingering his own jumbo Wilhelm II tache. ‘I think what the omi wants is a little handlebar mouser printed in the International Times, a nod and a wink as it were, if we want to read more.’


In light of the events that were to unfold over the next nine months (not to mention Novak’s explicit threat of violence in this initial greeting), the law-abiding spoilsports among you may wonder why we didn’t contact the police earlier. After all, we were no strangers to the constabulary, whether reporting the latest lovingly packaged turd, or watching blankly as the Dirty Squad turned over the office yet again in search of non-existent ‘hard-core pornography’.


In truth, on the afternoon of the 14th October we were divided as a company. Audrey, Trefoil and McKinley felt we should ignore the note. Emily wanted to dial WHITEHALL 1212 immediately. Davy and Howling were eager to hear more from the Prole Dandy.


Ultimately, it was the accounting ledger that cemented our decision. Only Trefoil, Howling and I knew the dire state of our finances – only we knew how close the company was to folding. Did Tate/LaBianca also come into it? Most definitely. The as-yet-unsolved Manson murders were branded on everybody’s brains back then. I didn’t want to miss the British equivalent, the scoop of the century. Violence sells, does it not? Reported to the fuzz, the DIs might’ve thrown cold water on the bonfire before we had the chance to feel any benefit of its heat. My colleagues’ moral compasses may have been spinning this way and that, but I saw a cool, steady stream of pound signs spewing forth from beneath that petite handlebar moustache ...


We did it for the money, dear readers.


Our ad appeared alongside personal stimulators, Reichian vegetotherapy and a Cambodian masseuse in the International Times, 67: a six-by-six-inch presentation of our latest titles (Cannibal Cafeteria, Langoustine Man, Jeremy’s Fingers, Sausage Sandwich, The Bearded Chambermaid) with some high-speed hyperbole from Emily (Publicity, Administrative, Secretarial & Kettle) and a miniscule but unmistakable item of facial furniture rendered by Mark ‘Davy’ Noon (Artwork & Design). The ad cost £3/9/1, almost twenty-six times the price of one of our humble bargain pocketbooks!


We lay in wait for five days, fourteen glassy eyes locked on the letterbox as the postman did his round. Twenty-three unconnected death threats later, a parcel appeared. We formed another stiff circle as Emily cagily picked open the seal, half expecting pink streamers, if not plastic explosives ...


What we found was altogether more unusual.


And so, on to the main event. While every effort has been made to present Novak’s memoirs in the state in which they were received, some insertions and omissions have been necessary for clarity, if not brevity.


Take heed of the footnotes. The constant flicking, rolling and recalibrating may irritate the eyeballs, but please do persevere. Whether knowingly or not, we all contributed to the footnotes, hence the first person plural. Sources vary: diaries were kept by myself, Trefoil and McKinley, microcassettes captured late-night ramblings, calendars fell prey to stream-of-consciousness Biros, hunches were scribbled on cigarette packets, paraphrased conversations may have been ill-remembered. As Director of the Glass Eye Press, I took the liberty of collating, editing and inserting the footnotes throughout, but by no means am I responsible for all opinions and anecdotes found therein.* Who knows? You may even find the footnotes more intriguing than Novak’s inflammatory prose. After all, the joy of reading comes not only from following the fates of a gifted author’s magicked-to-life mannequins, but from the sudden pyrotechnics that illuminate your brain when a certain word or phrase (unforeseen by the author) triggers a memory and calls for you.


Motionless we traverse countries we fancy we see, and your thought, blending with the fiction, playing with the details, follows the outline of the adventures. It mingles with the characters, and it seems as if it were yourself palpitating beneath their costumes.*


Thumbing through Flaubert’s masterpiece now, I feel perhaps the critics were right after all. Maybe our output to date has been worthless dross: grubby books barely fit even to wipe this now dysenteric director’s explosive anus. But I feel this one, this heroic tome you hold today, Raymond’s glistening liver, may yet make our fortunes. We have polished it so furiously we can see our own reflections in it. And probably yours too.*


Stanley Merritt (Director), The Glass Eye Press


The lavatory of Room 220,


Hotel Continental, Tangier, Morocco


September 1970





* Cannibal Cafeteria, P. P. Flake, 2/8. A fine introduction to our heroic empire. A rollicking, riveting yarn that follows a group of disaffected, mistreated waitresses as they turn the tables on their boss and their customers – resulting in some of the most salacious and stomach-churning culinary prose ever put to paper.


* We have a number of legitimate stockists but recommend contacting us directly for a full-colour catalogue priced at just 6d at: The Glass Eye Press Ltd, 28 Newman Street, London W1T 3ER (MUS 2794). Discreet packaging.


* The Picture of Dorian Gray, Oscar Wilde (1890).


* Incidentally, some errors in this volume are intentional.


* And only 2/8! Pink Baton, Dennis Mesh (1966). Free postage. Discreet packaging.


* And apologies: Stanley sometimes refers to himself in the third person.


* Madame Bovary, Gustave Flaubert (1856).


* ‘Probably not!’ you screech.





MISTER


ASTERISK*



RAYMOND M. NOVAK





* Our title. Judging by the hideous frontispiece and smeary typography supplied by Novak, he wanted to call his memoirs Dieu-du-Jour (‘God-of-the-Day’). For fear of putting off readers of anti-Gallic persuasion (and puffing more air into Raymond’s already overinflated ego), we felt Mister Asterisk was more appropriate.





EPILOGUE *



‘Le cadavre exquis boira le vin nouveau.’


Anon.





* Parcel containing three chapters, received Tuesday, 11th November 1969 – 244 days to go until Novak’s fantabulosa crime. Epigraph scrawled across the page in what appeared to be red wine: ‘The exquisite corpse will drink the new wine.’





The Inkies & Glossies Screech


NOVAK WEARS NANTI SCHMUTTA EXCEPT FOR A TAG ON HIS BIG TOE. DECOMPOSITION MODEL’S OWN.


Beyond the morgue, the newsreels, inkies and glossies screech:


MOGUES! MOGUES! MOGUES! *


GROTESQUE BLUNDERING NONENTITY RAYMOND NOVAK DEAD


ON ARRIVAL AT ST BART’S


Nix, nanti that. I wasn’t going to be remembered like that.





* ‘LIES! LIES! LIES!’





PROLOGUE


‘Tout ce qui peut être imaginé est réel.’*


Pablo Picasso, The Minotaur in Breton stripes





* ‘Everything you can imagine is real.’ It took us some time to discover this epigraph, let alone translate it, given that Novak had scribbled it in invisible ink.





Twenty-Four-Carat Yarn


BACKSTAGE, NOVAK WEARS FULL-EEK PANCAKE, INNUMERABLE BEAUTY MORSOS, GROSS RED LIBERTY BONNET, GOLDWORKED TROPICAL TUXEDO, SHARKSKIN BELL-BOTTOMS AND GO-GO STAMPERS. HE NELLIES THE MISTRESS-OF-CEREMONIES CLEAR HER GARGLER IN THE AUDITORIUM NEX-BOR AS HE ATTACHES HIS EAR-FAKES.*


‘Ladies and gentlemen, omi-palones and palone-omis, cut the cackle, please,’ the bearded-donna announces, her whiskers tickling the microphone. ‘It is with great pleasure I welcome you on this dolly noche to the Hotel Continental, Tangier. If you would care to lay down your claw-crackers and lift your opals from your Thermidorian lobsters una minuta. Shut your screech now. Thank you, thank you. Most gracious. Now, the molto perceptive among you may have already clocked the Gideons Bibbles in your libbages have been replaced by an altogether more powerful tome: this most glistening liver we are hereby celebrating this very noche …’


Some splendid eeks squint back at the bearded-donna from the cabaret tables. The high society, the grand and the bona have come out in force for tonight’s book launch, though many seem more interested in the complimentary bovaries and munja than the free livers. On the head table, Miss Bardo sips a bitter-gator in a gross Futurist Cleopatra headpiece, Bogey vogues up a cigarillo for King Hassan I or II, Christine Keeler jarries her last forkful of fromage de tête, meditational psych-folk duo Sage & Onion sit poised with their Hindi-strillers in the orchestra pit. Further back, other medsa-famous eeks flicker in the waxy glimmers: Melody Autruche and the Yé-Yé Dolls, the barkies of SS UNMENTIONABLE, the fantom of Madame O, a Barbary ape resplendent in a schvartz vogueing-jacket, catamites and cottagers, roamers and reamers, and the Director of the Glass Eye Press* sweating incognito under a blank bedsheet.


The tropical pomp seems better suited to a fascist dicktittler than a first-time novelist. Palm trees have been wheeled indoors, fountains spew foaming champagne and absinthe, the doormen carry pistolets. Hoisted either side of the arena, there are a dozen crimson banners shrieking bold slogans: LUBRICATE REALITY WITH DREAMS, INDIVIDUALITY FOR SALE! LONG LIVE THE SCUM KING! Et ceterarara. And the diners are all captive (if not captivated), lallies chained to the table-lallies. They began the noche cackling and reering, thinking the shackles were an amusing gimmick – but now their eeks have sunk, their ankles are smarting.


‘Please, do remain seated,’ the bearded-donna continues, as if there were a choice, ‘and please try to refrain from screeching or vomiting, ejaculating, parnying, barnying, rioting or spontaneously glimmering as our most treasured guest takes to the stage …’


Some of the diners vada one another with up- and down-turned oysters, uncomfortable now with the naff spectacle. Some discreetly scritch-scratch away at their lally-shackles with their cutlers.


‘… and so, without any further ado, please welcome – nay, even DIP YOUR EYES IN REVERENCE as if in the presence of ten thousand glimmering suns – The Guru, The Emperor, Le Dieu-des-Indésirables, and now published screever! Our right honourable comrade, Monsieur RAYMOND MARIANNE NOVAK!’


The bearded-donna Sieg Heils the spectators with Novak’s hardback liver clenched in her right lapper before gaily goose­stepping off the stage.* The lights dim, the Hindi-strillers let loose a hypnotic raga ‘L’Internationale’, sweet fogus-puffs seep out from under the rising curtain. Glimmer-fakements detonate. And then The Scum King appears, joshed-up to the nobbas in his gold-embroidered tux and bulbous Phrygian capella.


Raymond’s trusted devotees – pockets of sycophants planted about the arena – flap their lappers together and stamp their stampers, crying out in exaggerational awe. The applause seems to reassure the other spectators – some even join in with the odd ‘Yé-Yé!’ or wolfy-whistle, surrendering themselves to the savagery that this omi must be important after all. He certainly looks the part. For uno momento they forget their lally-shackles, opals fixed to the stage, hoodwinked into thinking they’re ogling the birth of some nova religious icon or rock-sparkle.


‘Good evening, my chovis, my children. Thank you. Merci beaucoup. You’re all very welcome,’ Novak coos through the microphone. He pirouettes, allowing the room a 1,080-degree ogle of his outfit. ‘Doppel-vented, mandarin collar, silk-lined.’ He unbuttons the jacket, illustrating his point. ‘The goldwork all embroidered by my fair lapper, twenty-four-carat yarn. Dry clean only.’


The schmutta would’ve looked ridiculous on any other pop – and in truth, it looks ridiculous on Novak. But the combin­ation of the smoke, the glimmer-fakements, the goldwork, the servo-spinning raga and the lofty grandness lent by the go-go stampers and liberty bonnet shushes the spectators’ ogleballs. The cult of personality! And fashion is a rapid-track route to personality, Raymond savvies this well. THE MAGICKAL CAPELLO. If The Guru were naggy, he would’ve been reered off the stage. Ô, if only these twonks could vada how hideous this omi is beneath the schmutta!


Hé-hé-hé-hé-hé-hé-HÉ!


Novak soaks up the last of the lapper-claps with a fist raised and opals closed, before launching into his ready-made intro: ‘I’m not certain when it occurred to me I had a specjalni talent for terror. Not until I was at least eleven or twelve …’


The Emperor’s mogue handlebar mouser shimmers with sweat as his voche booms through the PA system, at once effeminate, authoritative, froggy and anglo.


‘You may have gawped at the memoirs of other madmen and found hints in the petty batatats’ chavvyhoods that try to explain away their future atrocities. Is it not desperately tedious, however, chewing through the stodgy mille-feuille of a self-obsessed screever’s formative years? All chavvies are alike: bloody horrible – but mine was a specjalni brand of horribleness! And so, for those spectators who might’ve felt short-changed without it – like their handbags had been shushed from under their vonkas (cloakroom attendant has bolted, I might add) – I’ll supply the obligatory resumé of my feeli years. You might well cry: was it nature or nurture that made me this way? I savvy not. Until recently I had never met my father, despite loitering in his quongs for junos prior to him ejaculating forcibly up the Madame’s cunt. When I was growing up, I was told my dear papapapapapapapa was one of otta or nobba possible omis – therefore the lucky plucky spermatozoomer that tet-butted my mother’s egg must’ve been one of a potential 1,000,000,000 or so ...


‘Ô, the sweet, coddy mystery of man’s multifaceted, multifaked nature!’ I screamed into the grand silent auditorium.





* ‘Fake ears, Harry?’


‘Earrings.’


* As it happened, Stanley wouldn’t make it to Tangier until the footnotes of ‘Deserters’. But we’ll meet the rest of this motley crew before all that.


* To be frank, our initial reaction to this megalomaniac drivel was a collective sigh: ‘O good Lord, not another pulp novel about the Third Reich,’ etc. Almost a third of our output seemed to involve bloody Nazis. In fact, on the morning we received this first instalment, Davy Noon was applying the finishing touches to the enormous nipples on the cover of The Nuremberg Nymphos (Dennis Mesh’s latest effort, a prequel of sorts to Pink Baton). The molested Aryan bird in the centre bore a striking resemblance to our own fair Complaints Fräulein, igniting suspicions that Audrey and Davy knew one another a tad more intimately than they let on. But more on this later.





INTERMISSION


‘I want the utopian combination of security and freedom.’*


Lee Miller, disembodied nipplets turned Surrealist heroine





* Gold ink, perfect cursive.





Womb Muzak


NOVAK WEARS NANTI SCHMUTTA EXCEPT AMNIOTIC GOO AND THE UMBILICAL CORD LIKE A LASSO ROUND HIS PALLIASS.


Flink flas tigkrr tigkrrrr


Coogoo flimizz vee flimisst ba va


Shhoolgg fvvvvvvv!


Stakadaka do stakadaka drimlll


Staka do dakadaka do daka dee stakadaka do


Ondonk doodleburgle hooooooooooooooo


Rankledankle flizz bammtankoo


Neeeeeeex!


Ponk pa dee do ponk ba dfee dfo dfo do do do do do


Hishjish caga grimmelninnel mishnish


Neeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeex nee nix nee NEE!*





* Abridged. We weren’t sure if this nonsense poem was supposed to represent a foetus’s consciousness or the commotion outside the womb, but Novak felt it necessary to give us sixteen pages of it. As before, we were divided as a company after reading Novak’s first chapters, these fanciful false starts. Some of us were seduced by the deranged language – others felt we were clearly dealing with a deluded egomaniac, a charlatan, a timewaster. Unfortunately, like the diners in ‘Twenty-Four-Carat Yarn’, our lallies were now shackled to the table-lallies. Once we printed that petite handlebar moustache, there was no going back, no return-to-sender, no white flag to flap to escape the onslaught of perverse prose. Stanley, not known for his optimism, nevertheless saw the upside: the ad in the International Times appeared to have increased sales slightly. To celebrate, he took us out to a French brasserie in homage to Novak’s fantasy banquet, although it was cold, claggy carottes râpées we nibbled rather than Lobster Thermidor and fromage de tête. We were allowed one small glass of wine each. And we scrutinised Davy and Audrey’s body language but at best the lovebirds seemed hostile to each other and Audrey ended up storming out in silent seething rage, souring what was an otherwise fairly pleasant break from the office. Pressed later, Davy claimed she’d shown him some of her poetry the previous night and the closest he could get to a compliment was: ‘It’s wrong.’ Thankfully Audrey has not attempted to share her poesies with the rest of us. The Glass Eye Press does not accept poems. Except, grudgingly, this one.





PART I


MADAME OVARY


‘Nothing is serious enough to take seriously.’*


Marcel Duchamp, Normandy réspirateur





* Epigraph scrawled in mustard – most likely Dijon? If it were not clear already: we are not forensic scientists.





The Hostess*



NOVAK WEARS NANTI SCHMUTTA EXCEPT WOMB-DRIBBLE AND THE CAUL LIKE A CAROON ATOP HIS BALDY TET.


I landed in Normandy, June 1944. Or was it Paris, August 1944? Or possibly Londres, May 1945? In any case, it was a heroic moment.


My Old Mare was sometimes tight-levered, sometimes brootishly frank about the multi lovers she charvered in her feeli years. Roundabout the period of my conception, she claimed she had unprotected groin-groin with eight or nine omis – some consensual, some nantwar. While it worried me I may have been spawned from the quongs of the jackbooted batatats that molested her in the ultraschvartz in Occupied Paris, my Mare screeched much more fondly of the dorcas Resistance-pop she seduced in rural Normandy, the Surrealists who pricked her during various meshigena soirées in Saint-Germain-de-Prés and Montparnasse, the rakish rosbif racketeer she gaily gobbled in exchange for vogues and army rations, the hairless trapeze artiste, the Pyrenean shepherd …


When she wanted me to be a sophisticat, she told me I was full-froggy – when she wanted me to be more humble and tranquil, I was an Englishman. But more than anything she just wanted me to stay feeli, gay and free: free from the straitjacket of nationality, free from the rosary-garrotte of religion, free from the inferiority complexity of the class system. And, so it seemed, free from bona old-fashioned family values.


I never knew my Mare’s real nom. She called herself Madame Ovary – it might’ve been her joggering-nom* back in Paris, or maybe she vadared herself as a machine more than a mother: a pair of ovaries that accidentally created a monster. She was a loving palone but it was an explosive, erratic love on her own terms rather than consistent, unconditional dolly affection.


She was also somewhat partial to hatred. The duey Gross Wars had put flames in her brain. My Mare claimed she was born meshigena – a madwoman never destined to fit into norm society – but molto likely her scattiness was an allergic reaction to the absurdity of war, politicos and freedom-strangling austerity she constantly screeched and palavered about. She used the majestic plural when retelling her torments during the Occupation, which might’ve helped distance herself from the horrors but also made them harder to believe: ‘We were forced to give gam-jobs to the geraldines …’ ‘We watched them rip the fangs out of the gypsies …’ ‘We were raped repeatedly …’


Madame Ovary was a palone of contradictions: she claimed she was a Marxist despite having nanti respect for toiling proles, a penniless hag greedy for de-luxe goodies, a country crone sucked in by the city, a multi-linguist who regularly spoke gibberish.


In the 1930s she worked as a hostess at Le Spleen de Paris, a subterranean stomping-khazi in the Latin Quarter that attracted the witching hour fallout from the ajax Deux Magots, Café de Flore and Bonaparte: the breeding grounds of the Surrealists. Madame O insisted she’d charvered an eminent existentialist, kicked Kiki de Montparnasse up the corybungus, and regularly entertained the Surrealists with her mix of lingua franca, fishwife poissard slander and backslang that seemed to jetset direct from her unconscious. On Saturday noches she performed La Danse des Mannequins, her own macabre jitterbug involving several plastic lallies and the bold zelda contorting herself like a caboosh-crash victim or an anarchist before the firing-squad – and she was semi-famous for her drogle falling off whenever she came into contact with a kamera. It was this willingness to shed her schmutta that multiplied her appeal to the Surreal-omis – and before long she was appearing in their flickers. Or rather, DISAPPEARING.*


Co-sparkling alongside a Persian longhair, Lee Miller’s disembodied nipplets and duey-dozen pamplemousses in two silent shorts – LA LUNE PORTE UNE MOUSTACHE and LE CON DU CHAT* – Madame O’s acting career disappeared up her bushy hortus almost as soon as it was exposed. LA LUNE PORTE UNE MOUSTACHE disgusted audiences with its extreme close-ups of feet and a climax that was tantamount to cannibalistic necrophilia – LE CON DU CHAT was even worster. The flickers were banned by the Chief of Police after a riot erupted at the Studio des Ursulines and, despite only a pogi lapperful of ogleballs witnessing her scatty performances, the lav soon got out and the Madame was branded a gross putain around Saint-Germain-de-Prés: charming for an area already rife with bonarobas, weirdies and she-wolves. Her neighbours didn’t need to vada the flickers – the pictures in their tets were vile enough! The poor zelda was ostracised.


HOWEVER: rather than slithering back to Normandy or hiding away in the dungeon-like Spleen de Paris, my heroic Mare fought back, playing up to her nova demonic reputation, firing fists and mustard-gas expletives at any pop who dared criticise her lavvystyle, her acting prowess or the symmetry of her willets.*


As the abuse escalated, Madame O took first to heavy drinking, then (after her third arrest and second miscarriage) teetotalism and what she termed la vie de folie sobre, la vie d’avant-garde, or THE LIBERATED LAVVY. Sickened by the sneers of the petty-bourgeoistards and now maxi suspicious of the mogue magickal capello of alcool, she surrendered herself entirely to an altogether more intoxicating vice: Dada and Surrealism. Just as the Surrealists rejected coddy logic in favour of living out their daffy unconscious desires, spitting in the eeks of toff hypocritters and championing the servos of criminals and the insane, so too Madame O turned her palliass to decorum and moral servitude in favour of freewheelering creativity, gaiety, absurdity, lounging, scrounging and outbursts of unprovoked troublemaking.


This was living.


BOMP!


Madame Ovary’s mind blew on a Tuesday afternoon. She quit her job at the stomping-khazi, minnied aimlessly around the city in a medsa-wakey rev and alienated her so-called comrades by speaking auto-splatter full-time. She would sometimes be seen trolling the Boulevard Saint-Germain joshed-up as a papier-mâché triceratops, or perched atop the graves at Père Lachaise, tarred and feathered, squawking at the sol. She used the entrance to the Banque de France as an al-fresco pissoir. She goosestepped round and round the battyfanged outline of the Bastille, babbling insurrectionary bluster. And she was arrested for a fourth time after causing a caboosh to swerve into some pedestrians in Montmartre, but evaded gaol or the asylum since she could play a straight palone just as convincingly as a meshigena palone.


With nanti dinarli coming in (and her grizzly landlord by now full-aware of her reputation around the quartier as a perverse tartlet), Madame O was evicted from her apartment, but the lattyless off-the-leash lavvy suited her fine. She found revolving accommodation all around Paris: Métro stations, waiting-chambers, sideysnickets, strange omis’ chaises-longues, a hedgerow in the Jardin du Luxembourg. She would regularly walk the otta miles to Le Bourget aeroport for a free dhobi. She begged, borrowed and charvered her way into a few francs hither and thither – and, despite the mally cold and malnutrition, she convinced herself she was living this de-luxe Liberated Lavvy more purely than ever: freer and molto better off than the compliant drones she stumbled past on the strasses.


LIBERTÉ, INÉGALITÉ, INDIVIDUALITÉ!


The daydream ended in June 1940 when the trenchcoats and jackboots moved in: eagle-eeked twats preaching to some obscene supremacy caca revved up by a boiled egg in a blackshirt in Italy.


FASH BATATATATATS!


The restrictions on Parisiens before the Occupation were like fluffy handcuffs compared to the Nazis’ leather-fambler stranglehold. The froggy gendarmes who barely batted an ogle-riah when Madame O was caught cavorting with a kosher-omi duey months previously were now lapper-in-lapper with the Gestapo, diligently directing these same poor kosher-pops off to the Hell-camps and gas chambers.


An itinerant minny, Madame O feared she might be mistaken for a gypsy or some other subversive plop so she dollied herself up again, affected outward compliance, inwardly hated herself and prayed the Invaders wouldn’t unearth her degenerate double-feature.


What with so many deserters evacuating the capital, the Madame managed to get her old job back at Le Spleen de Paris, though she was now a stomping-mono* for gerry officers rather than froggy bohemians. The City of Light suffered shortages and blackouts, and so did Madame O, smiling and shaking her corybungus with blinkers on as Paris shrivelled for the Parisiens while it bloomed for the batatats in brownshirts. If she had the kishkas, if she truly was living this subversive vie d’avant-garde, the Liberated Lady should’ve fought back. In her revs she dug her stilettos into the SS Officers’ groins noche after noche, served up scatwurst sandwiches, pissed in der Weissbier – but in reality she blankly swallowed everything just like everybody else.


Madame O claimed she was part of the Resistance, but she was surprisingly evasive when I pressed her on her heroics. She was more forthcoming when she described the royal ‘we’ having to bend over for the Invaders at Le Spleen – ‘We were choked with black famblers, hot blutwurst breath on our fizzers, we were raped repeatedly, oyster, flange, ripped dish …’* – but she insisted I wasn’t a Little Hitler. In any case the Nazis were more occupied elsewhere by the time one of otta or nobba omis invaded Madame Ovary’s ovaries, but I savvy now I couldn’t completely rule it out.


ACHTUNG!


When Madame O fell pregnant twice before, she’d fantasised about bringing up a bona fide untamed, untainted lullaby-cheet in accordance to her beloved vie surréaliste – home-schooled in scruple-proof conditions, untouched by priests, unaffected by politicos, nanti birth certificate, nix fixed citizenship, a truly free pop unchained from the Gross Machinery – but the heavy drinking mortified the dream. Now she was off the alcool (healthier if not maxi well nourished), the Madame found herself with child again and yet it seemed Surrealism and Dada had perished. Many of the degenerate artistes she’d served at Le Spleen de Paris had fled or were dead: André Breton and Dalí in New York, Péret and Carrington in Mexico, Robert Desnos in striped pyjamas at Theresienstadt. And Madame O was disgusted that she’d abandoned her own daffy defiant mischief-making – disgusted that she and so many others were complicit in their city’s humiliation, bending over for the Nazis, over and over and over …


Even as the Allies piled in, my mother felt she couldn’t stay much longer in Paris. When the lights came back on and the swastikas came down, la ville de l’amour looked much the same as before, but it was like carrying on living with a fortuni chiselled husband who’d stuck his colin in the most meese greaser on your strasse.


At some point during 1944, Madame O (with me on board) crossed the Channel. Apparently her grand plan was for us to find somewhere to lavvy at full leisure in the Arcadian anglo wilderness, utterly isolated from all past, present and future polluting predatory forces – and yet somehow we ended up sharing a manky frigid bed-sitter with two other solo mamas in East Londres.


The solo mamas thought she was meshigena for deserting the newly liberated City of Light. Her froggy lingo attracted maximum resentment. Whereas before she’d been criticised for her debasement, her perverted gutter-lavvy – in Londres her nova neighbours saw her as opal-wateringly decadent and toff. Twas de rigueur in those junos for Parisien palones to pomp themselves up with pompadour riah in defiance of their humiliations and in glimmering contrast to the drab austere anglos – and thusly therefore the solo mamas presumed she had barely suffered during the war, the Occupation was merely a pogi inconvenience for the frogs, the Mare had clearly been mollycoddled – if not outright pampered and fawned over – by the toppermost Nazis. The poor zelda, yet again, was ostracised.


So what to do now?


Madame O swore she only wanted the bestest for me (including my own pouffed-up chavvy bouffant), but she wasn’t sure whether that meant resurrecting the Liberated Lavvy or following the Norm Lavvy like everybody else. London at that time was an ultra-Surrealistic city: battered and doodlebuggered, caught halfway between a rev and a nightmare, tugged along by l’humour noir and daffy desperate resilience. Madame Ovary still had a taste for nonconformity; she was more disillusioned than ever about the state of our coddy welt, disenfranchised, discombobulated. She felt there had to be a better lavvy than the one prescribed by the politicos – and London seemed the ideal, irregular playground. But was it not easier to just keep your tet down, grit your pearls and conform?


She wished I would give her a sign. She wanted me to choose a life for us: la vie surréaliste or la vie réaliste/la vie sécurisée/la vie enchaînée.* She couldn’t savvy if it was cruel or kind to bring a bambino up amoral (not necessarily IMMORAL), unregistered, untethered, uncensored, under the radar, politically uncorrected, free to choose how I wanted schooling, free to screech, think and act how I wished.


I was a reticent chavvy until I was two. If I had any intellect at all I expressed it only in gurgles and burped raspberries, but my first lav changed everything:


‘Dada.’





* Chapter received Friday, 14th November 1969 – 241 days to go.


* Stage name, nom de plume, nom de guerre?


* See ‘Nouvelle Vagueness’.


* The Moon Wears a Moustache (1938) and The Cat’s Twat (1939).


* ‘Breasts,’ Howling exclaimed, cupping his own lopsided tits.


Though it surely couldn’t endear him to the young supple queens of Piccadilly, Howling claimed he enjoyed getting fat as he got older. In fact, his weight gain seemed less a side effect of his lavish lifestyle, more the direct objective. Almost immediately after we’d hired him for our long-vacant Sales, Marketing & Finance role, Harry’s appearance changed dramatically. His thinning quiff turned arctic-white, he grew an enormous imperial moustache and he began eating monumental luncheons that rapidly inflated his waistline. Whenever visitors to the office commented on his transformation, Howling seemed to enjoy concocting a new explanation each time:


‘It’s a disguise, dear heart. I owe quite a sizeable sum to quite a sizeable man.’


‘A current lover desperately wants me to look and act like his old tyrannical sea captain.’


‘I broke my psychiatrist’s fingers and now wish to avoid the manipulative little turtle at all costs.’


We fear, however, the real reason may be down to occupational stress, paranoia, low self-esteem – something we are all, alas, quite familiar with by now …


* Dancing monkey?


* ‘Don’t ask,’ Howling tittered.


* Our Harrap’s French Dictionary suggests: ‘The surrealistic life or the realistic life, the secure life, the straitjacketed life.’





Carte Blanche*



NOVAK WEARS SOILED NAPPY, BIMPH SWADDLING, GROSS SCHVARTZ A.R.P. WARDEN’S HELMET. VOMIT STAINS MODEL’S OWN.


No matter how much I cried out ‘Dada’, Madame Ovary refused to believe I was pining for a father figure. I never once screeched ‘Mama’, and so she assumed I must’ve rejected restrictive family ties just as she had.


Apparently I was so desperate to live this meshigena vie d’avant-garde, I’d scream ‘Dada! Dada!’ almost hourly with a pink eek and parny flying out of my opals. Madame O didn’t need telling twice. She was sick of being shacked up with just the one pissoir between eight families, unable to express herself without confusing, offending or inadvertently battyfanging our gloomy roommates. The solo mamas irritated her with their emphasis on Christ-worship and bona lattykeeping, not to mention their daffy suspicions that she was trying to poison them with her Continental cuisine/her profumo was giving them servo-damage/her manicured luppers had been rifling through their ration books …


With nanti record of my birth (and Madame O accepted into the country with a mogue nom and mogue papers), we could effectively disappear. As it happened, my first lavs and second birthjuno coincided with the gloriosa Squatters’ Revolt of 1946. Hacked off at cramped conditions and the jammed waiting list for nova housing, civvies took the law into their own lappers that summer, seizing unoccupied buildings like squadrons of disgruntled malnourished cuckoos. While the squatters tended to shush abandoned barracks at mothballed military camps or sneak into de-luxe flats under renovation, Madame O and I did our latty-sharpering around the scatty bombsites of East London. We trolled through the blitzed streets of Stepney (if you could still call them streets), duey ramblers in a morbid mountain-scape of rubble, on the lookout for a latty meese and privvy enough to live our Liberated Lavvy in peace, and not attract any other cuckoos – or the constabulary.


The Château appeared to us as if in a dream: the only two-up two-down left standing in a bombed-out cul-de-sac near the Sisters of Mercy at Shadwell. The house claimed to be Numero 14 but its nearest neighbour was a Numero 93C almost chenta yards away. Tucked in the munge of duey rubble-willets, Madame Ovary christened the house le Château Chanceux: a lucky latty in that the bombas had somehow missed it, although surely it was earmarked for demolition eventually.*


Madame O wanted me to accidentally frap a cobblestone through the fenêtre to gain entry but, as it fell out, the windows were all smashed already. The Mare scrambled in through the kitchenette, found the front door clef hanging in the hallway, then welcomed me into our nova home-sweet-home with a startled eek. The eek was down to the state of the latty: aside from the shards of glaze around the carpet and a few fallen fakements, the rooms were perfectly preserved, each decorated natty with floréal wallpaper, rows of utensils and all sorts of antique livers, nova drogas and tinned munja. The libbages were in bona nick, the beds all made and laundry pressed. There was even a Singer sewing-vacaya with a fresh pair of pyjamas clenched betwixt its fangs. Was this an old kosher-tailor’s bodega, perchance? The latty had the feel of a holiday cottage clinging to an asteroid. There was nanti electric and the roof leaked when it parnied, but miraculously there was running aqua in the water-pump out the back, and a coal-glimmering boiler ready to be fired up downstairs.


For the first few weeks of our occupation, Madame Ovary expected the owner or tober-omi* to reappear and exorcise us. She couldn’t understand how such a dolly abode could survive the aero-raids, and why the owners hadn’t returned – although there was a clue in the absence of an outside khazi. Years later I’d sometimes rev about the omi or palone from Numero 14, struggling to enjoy a relaxing lag or caca while the sirens yowled around them. I pictured a doodlebug or V-2 flushing them direct down the sewage system.


Ô, THE INGLORIOUS DEAD


Once she was satisfied we weren’t going to be forcibly evicted any time soon, Madame Ovary lay down the foundations of what would be our most meshigena, mysterious nova lavvystyle. Allergic to work but ever resourceful, she provided for us by shushing coal, candles and cosmetics, swiping ration coupons, cajoling bodega-omis, flattering sailors and charvering spivs. She claimed froggy cheques were more valuable than shillings and soldis: ‘Just put on ze mozzst abhhominablé Fronch acc-ent,’ she would tell me once I savvied what dinarli was, ‘and trrry to pay wiz ze Fronch cheque-liver for ze trolleybuz, ze taxicab, tabac, pain, ze Untergrund, et ceterarara. Zen zee what ’appen! Most often you go freee …’


While Madame O scoured the strasses for our daily essentials, I was forbidden from leaving the Château or playing beyond the duey rubble-willets: the ‘only rule’. I didn’t mind much being left alone in the latty – especially after the mogues she told me about the outside mond. I savvy now it was more of an experiment than an upbringing, her playing puppeteer with my imagination, warning me of oppressive sneering toffs beyond the wasteland, forcing me to live a hermetically sealed lavvy in civvy-proof conditions. From juno uno she told me fash bats and sharpering-omis were after us, these evil eagle-eeked addle-plots who cruised the city, flushing out folk who refused to bend and grind out The Travails for the Fatherland:


‘Most people’s lavvies are dictated by the Big Whip,’ Madame O palavered at me continually. ‘What a poor, twisted mond for an infant: growing up only to be thrust into shiny lace-up booties, finding you cannot play no more, you have to work, to study, to toil, to answer to le Censeur, ze Boss Man, the supreme dicktittlers. Écoute-moi: the momento you stop ogling the mond through the eyes of a child, you start dying! Our default lavvystyles cannot be conformity, fidelity, compliance, suppression of freewheelering expression. We were all born to play, to doss, to shush, to smash, to rev, to love, to enjoy ourselves selfishly and liberally!’


‘Dada! Dada Dada!’


‘Exactement, Raymond.’


And yet, despite all her bluster, our nova exhilarating Liberated Lavvy was spent almost entirely horizontally, in silence, in full-blackness, in separate bedchambers. Madame O encouraged me to savour my dreams – ‘Humans deplore ze alarm clock! We hate waking, Raymond! Is there any further proof needed that we’re better suited to procrastinating, revving, relaxing and ruminating? We haven’t evolved to race ravenous out of bed to chase the next grubby shilling or franc! Our tets demand the oriel!’* – and she screeched at me bloodthirsty if she didn’t get her minimum kenza-hour beauty kip each juno.


Ogling backwards, she was probably more interested in her own freedom than mine. I fancy Madame O’s ideal lavvy would be contracting a long, non-life-threatening, hallucinatory illness and being sent to convalesce at a sanatorium in the green dreamy countryside. But still, she tried her bestest to bring me up a little libertine.


DO WHAT THOU WILT was more or less the gist of the Law.


Aware that birch-wielding teachers essentially destroy creativity by enforcing conformity, Madame O home-schooled me, mumbling Rimbaud, Baudelaire and the Marquis de Sade in my nells while I slumbered, burning my ogles with Surrealist paintings when I was awake and babbling an ultra bloodlusty history of the French Revolution in a queer anglo-froggy argot that I had nix choice but to adopt myself.


As far as I can remember, twas a more-or-less merry chavvyhood. Even when Madame O was fattygayed and skitterish, she only occasionally strung me up to the banister rails and cat-o’-nine-tailed my naggy carnish. Eventually I learned to lag and caca behind the rubble-willets instead of action-painting it across the walls. I wasn’t forced into any other hygiene regimes. My bod-odour was nix worster than the all-pervading drain stench. My milky pearls rapidly rotted out of my skull.


The way Madame O described it, le Château Chanceux was a bona fide haven, spoiled only by the old coco-palone’s increasing paranoia. As East Londres gradually began its rehabilitation, again she feared landowners or demolition-omis might turn up with writs and wrecking-balls, and she made me hide whenever she thought she nellied a social worker or eagle-eek swooping outside.


As it happened, I was almost three by the time we had our first visitor. When she nellied the knock, Madame O rapidly untethered my wrists and lallies from the bedframe and stuffed me SPLATCH! BLOP! in one of the cuisine cupboards. I remember the Old She-Wolf looked set for the bungery: pompadour riah, satin gown, full-eek clownesse maquiage.


I never got to vada the visitor properly but Madame O described her as a crocodile in a black scapular and cowl. She must’ve been a Sister of Mercy. Apparently the nun had clocked ‘alien voices’ coming from the battered Château and felt obliged to offer assistance/eavesdrop/interfere.


‘My good dear,’ the croc crunched in clipped King’s anglo, ‘how do you survive in such wreckage? Please allow me to help, to offer counsel …’


Madame Ovary warned me cloth-pops are sang-suckers, carnish-jarrying hypocritters just like all the rest. While I crouched in the munge betwixt the Bouillon Kub and broken biscuit tins, I had in my tet a terrible vision of a crashlanded avenging angel, a reptilian vamp sucking on my dear mother’s neck, turning her into a petty dehydrated walnut. Curiosity got the better of me – I creaked open the cupboard door and lento peeked my eek down the hallway. For uno momento I caught the nun’s opal – then secondas later there was just a black habit in a heap on the doorstep. The Sister had vadared the meese beastie staring back at her – and pronto collapsed.





* Chapter received Monday, 17th November 1969 – 238 days to go.


* Audrey, also a Stepney resident, tried to find the site of the Château but only came across blackened Peabody flats, cranes, lock-ups and grim seadog pubs on a three-hour-long traipse around Commercial Road. In many ways Audrey was our Madame Bovary: giving up her ‘provincial ways’ in 1964 to see for herself the spoils of the swinging city and ending up even more discontented than when she started. Audrey arrived in London aged seventeen and now, six years on, she seems utterly drained by the experience. Like many of the working-class dollies who come to the capital, the disillusionment grew as the realities of the Permissive Society failed to match the carefree pictures flowerbedded in her head. But it would take us months to realise the full scale of her problems – and by that time it was too late to help …


* ‘Tober-omi or tober-palone means a money-sucking, flesh-eating leech,’ Howling stated, spinning round and round in his dilapidated swivel armchair. ‘Or rather: a landlord.’


* ‘Our heads demand the pillow!’





Make Do & Mend*



SASHAYING UP AND DOWN THE HALLWAY, NOVAK WEARS SCRAPS, RAGS, A BROWN PAPER BAG AND PIGGYTAILS.


Though Madame Ovary always maintained I was a beautiful boy with a ‘wonderfully abstract visage’, she kept me from mirrors until I was eight. She might’ve kept me in the munge longer, only it seemed I was growing meeser and meeser with each passing year. Probably bestest to just get it over with, she ponced.


What started out as a perfectly ordinary, chubby lullaby-eek soon developed craggy shark-fangs, ratty-nells and bulbous fish-ogles that appeared to be permanently shut whether juno or noche. By the time I was eight, all my eek-features had squashed together into the middle of my tet, surrounding a flabby sniffly oink-vonka. My forehead expanded like a blank tombstone. My palliass humped. My chin retreated.


The frogs have the term ‘jolie laide’* to help flatter pops with an unconventional beauty – like Humph Bogey, Jeanne Moreau, Jean-Paul Marat, Serge Gainsbourg – but this was fuckering ridiculous.


For years my Old Woman insisted it was laudanum that made the nun fade. She claimed she’d drugged the croc and buried her under the rubble in a fit of anti-clerical mania. I believe this now to be caca. But still: most importantly the fainting fit proved to Madame O I wouldn’t get far on this coddy welt with such a startling visage. In her own experience of lavvying fancy-free, the Madame’s dolly facial symmetry enabled her to get away with more than a grotesque gutter-chavvy surely could. True enough, she’d swallowed a gross amount of abuse, condescension and scorn in her life, but she lacked the all-jarrying insecurity that comes when you’re not maxi convinced by the skin your skeleton’s wearing.


We couldn’t afford nova schmutta nor extensive plastic surgery, but Madame O savvied I required some form of camouflage to help me in the future, should I ever need to venture out into the city (or should the rubble-willets finally clear and THE CITY COMES TO US). She collected rags, plastics and loose threads while she drifted around Stepney and, after experimenting for months on the sewing-vacaya, she conjured up a strange range of cozzies for me. Any kind of uniform disgusted Madame Ovary (in fact, uniformity was probably the crux of what she was railing against), but she savvied I needed one if I was ever going to rub up against the civvies and not wind up in a freakshow or gaol or shallow grave.


Our first fittings were a disaster. Whether she dolled me up as low-class (cloth-capella, petty-pantaloons, sabots) or Little Lord Fauntleroy (top hat, monocle, vogueing-jacket, cane),* my glaring deformities refused to fizzle away. Ogle-fakes magnified my bulbous peepy opals. Liberty bonnets exaggerated my deformed eggy tet. Brown paper bags cut off my aero supply.


‘Mon Dieu, where did you get these frightful features, Raymond?’ the Madame growled. ‘You’re a beastie! Why do you not look more like your mama? Your délicieuse mère?!’


There was nothing else for it. After another week or so feeding and screeching at the sewing-vacaya, Madame O wrestled me into a drogle, a bonnet and a shyka of dolly blonde ringlets. She deflated my opals with ogleshadow, streamlined my eek with excessive blank pancake, goosestepped on my palliass to fix my coddy posture. I didn’t mind so much being joshed-up as a filly (I considered myself genderless back then, and probably still do: genderless, albeit with a grandiose multisexual throbbering cartso) – but twas the ferocity of the joshing that frightened me.


‘ACHTUNG, Raymond! Your face is a piece of degenerate art! If the eagles find you, they’ll tear you to morsos! They’ll crucify you!’ she squeaked, schonking me repeatedly with the powder-puff. ‘TOUTEFOIS! If you at least appear to be a petty mademoiselle, they might only rape you at the very worstest – like they did me! Like they did me, Raymond! And perhaps not mortify you completely!’


The palone was deranged. Deteriorating by the juno.


Once my transformation was complete, I wrongly ponced I was now free to frolic beyond our wasteland wonderland, to mingle among the general poplos, to meet and tinker with chavvies my own age.


‘NON!’ my Mare howled. ‘This costume is but a precaution, a safeguard should the eagles sniffle us out and mistake you for a grotty troll that needs decimating pronto. You’re not to mix with the civvies out thataways, Raymond. You’re not to leave me! Stay put, lay lowly. Out there you’ll be forced to conform – between these walls you can do whatever you please! L’incarceration vous libère! Oui? Non?’


At some point I must’ve suggested I’d like a brother or sister to enjoy this gay incarceration with, but her servo was full-paranoiac by now: ‘Other humanoids cannot be trusted, Raymond! My womb is closed for business! BLERGGH!’


Nevertheless, the Old She-Wolf must’ve been at least a pogi bit concerned about my loneliness. Uno juno in 1953 or 1954 she returned from her aimless wanderings with a bijou gift: a meese ventriloquist’s dummy she’d found round the back of the battyfanged Palace of Varieties.


‘Hé-hé-hé-hé-hé!’ she cackled as she forced the garish lump into my lappers. ‘Et voilà: un petit frère pour toi! Ô, mes chéris! Happy happy family!’


The cheet was disgusting: dead opals, chattering fangs, googly gendarme goggles, periwig, petite handlebar mouser, trenchcoat, helmet, black famblers.*


‘My beautiful bambinos!’


She christened the doll Le Bâtard, probably on account of him being a wholly illegitimate child – ignoring the fact that I too was a bona fide bastard. As it fell out, I would soon warm to the slack-jawed cheet as my relationship with my Mare frosted over colder and colder – but I distinctly remember parnying hysterically when I clocked the pair of us together for the first time in our pogi hallway-of-mirrors.


‘My twins!’ the Madame ribbitted. ‘La Belle et Le Bâtard!’


Whether down to the dummy’s frightening expression or my frumpy unflattering Battenberg-drogle, I was maxi inconsolable as I ogled us together in the dusty glaze – and yet my mother insisted: ajax to that gruesome petty morso, any jolie-laide freak would look truly fortuni.


Salty aqua rocketed from my sockets, turning our eeks to just throbbering hexagons, swirly spirals, then nantwar.


Little did I vada I was ogling into the future, Ô comrades. Raymond ‘The Brain Botherer’ Novak: master of disguise, line-crosser, cross-dresser, avid collector of mannequins …


And I would soon look fuckering fantabulosa in a miniskirt.





* Chapter received Wednesday, 19th November 1969 – 236 days to go.


* Literally ‘pretty ugly’.


* ‘Look, that’s like you, Davy!’ Howling hooted, showing him the passage. ‘Little Lord floppy-haired fop!’ To be fair to our dedicated parasite of fashion, Mark ‘Davy’ Noon’s military tunic and hobnail boots were more Lord Kitchener’s Valet than Little Lord Fauntleroy. Those of us born between the wars nevertheless found his taste for militaria baffling. Stanley and Trefoil served in the Royal Navy during WWII and McKinley did his National Service – and they hoped never to put on those disgusting fucking uniforms ever again.


* When finally we allowed Emily to read Novak’s manuscript, she had a strange response to this passage:


‘Is it me,’ she murmured, her cheeks turning the colour of raw pork chops, ‘or does anyone else feel like they’ve seen this character somewhere before?’


‘The doll?’ Trefoil responded. ‘I thought it might be Punch and Judy, the policeman. But then I don’t know – would his mother allow such a grotesque symbol of oppression into their home?’


‘No, no, it’s not that …’ Emily squirmed in her seat, feeling like some foul trick was being played on her. ‘I’ve seen it somewhere else, definitely … in my dreams … or … no … I don’t quite know …’


Such is the incisive insight you can gain when you allow your bloody secretary in on the creative process – and yet, as we’ll see, her rigorous scrutiny of the text would later turn out to be invaluable …





Kinder, Küche, Kirsche*



COWERING UNDER THE KITCHEN SINK, NOVAK WEARS AN OMI-SIZED OMO BOX, GENDARME GOGGLES AND A COLANDER ATOP HIS TET.


By the end of the 1950s, most of the action in the Château took place in the kitchen. Not only were the other chambers now practically inhospitable – leaking, crumbling, ultra-cluttered mouseholes – but the kitchen had all the vacayas to see us through our waking deeds: jarrying abstract munja, flushing away parnyaqua and dealing with unwanted lullaby-cheets …


The frogs love to ridicule bland anglo cuisine, but Madame O rebelled against it so strongly she’d often serve up dishes that were more like inedible artwork than nourishing munja. Rather than the traditional grey rosbif, terrapoms and gravy, Madame Ovary carved Futurist sculptoids from giant concombres, kidnapped snails from soggy paves, netted crayfish and flotsam from the Grand Union Canal, foraged for wild mushrooms, and – when available – smothered, stuffed and sprinkled everything (from corned beef bourguignon to roadkill provençal) with dream-enhancing, stinking French fromage.


As puberty dug its fangs into my kishkas, I retreated back into my revs. Ultimately the 1950s for me was a boring period made just about bearable by imagining myself elsewhere. Twas around the age of twelve I developed a beastly covering of bod-riah, and with it came an equally beastly – but not unwelcome – stream of highly sexualised dreams. I’d not yet vadared any dollies my own age, but still my subconscious teased and tormented me with a vivid nightly runway of delicious shapeshiftering beasties with squirty milky willets, palavering flanges, dishes puckering like pink fairground goldfishies. I awoke most morns with a cartso as hard as diamond.


Ô, those feeli dreams! I miss them.


Aside from the fantastical visions, the only other skills Madame O passed down were doom-mongering and tailoring. At first she introduced me to the sewing-vacaya to distract me, to help cut my cackle in sweatshop conditions – but she unleashed a monster …


Juno upon juno she would stagger downstairs and demand I darn her brutalised stockings, raise her hems, revolutionise her silhouette – but there was nothing I could do to help mend her ever-increasing paranoia. As the decade creepied onwards, the Mare’s scatty visions only worsened. Her palavering took on an ever more fatalistic slant, injecting me with this cateva atomic fear and reckless carpe-diem claptrap I still feel to this juno …


Pas Prêt-à-Porter


UN SKETCH


The scene is a poky kitchen at the bottom of a crumbling Victor­ian terrace in Stepney. The ceiling slopes down quite sharply from L to R. MADAME OVARY tips a bucket of grimy water down the plughole. It has been raining. The ceiling leaks. Mushrooms protrude from the walls like diseased nipples. Her son RAYMOND works frantically at an old sewing-machine down L. A blood-soaked umbrella stands by the sparkling hire-purchase English Electric Liberator up R.


Hanging over her grubby, but expensive skirt, Madame Ovary wears a cherry-red workshirt, but she manages somehow to look quite elegant in it.* Presently, she throws the bucket down.


MADAME OVARY. You’re going so rapid you’ll combust, Raymond!


RAYMOND. Does rayon burn easily, mother?


MADAME OVARY. I fathom so. Even sounds like that filth what killed the poor slopes at Hiroshima. Radium, was it not? Radon? Bof. That muck’ll probably land here soon enough, if the rayon don’t get you first. They say we’ll burn in the heat of ten thousand suns, Raymond. We’ll be drowning in a sea of fire. And if that don’t do us in, well, there’ll be thunderstorms of black rain. Black rain! Molten tar that is, son. Not like this stuff, grimy as it is.


She pours another bucket of rainwater down the plughole.


RAYMOND. Our house won’t be hit. It dodged the geraldines’ bombs, did it not?


MADAME OVARY. I dare say we’ll lose this place to the H-bomb sooner than to slum clearance, put it that way. Taking their sweet time, so they are, Ministry of Housing. Priorities elsewhere, no doubt. Fix up the bourgeois estates first. Not that I’m complaining, of course.


RAYMOND. Can’t we stop them dropping the bomb, mother?


MADAME OVARY. Do we have a hotline to the Kremlin?


RAYMOND. Not that I’m aware of, ma.


MADAME OVARY. All we can do is sit tight, try to enjoy ourselves while we’ve still got our faculties, while we’ve still got the feeling in our limbs, in our erogenous zones. And if they don’t drop the bomb, well, it’s a slow death-by-Capitalism all the same. The big-wigs, they should be pumping money not into diabolical weaponry but into new technologies to liberate us proletarians, to free us from the back-bending brain-drain of hard travails!


RAYMOND. You work, mother?


MADAME OVARY. I’m speaking more generally, Raymond. The big-wigs, these eagle-beaked Capitalists, they’ve got the coffers to make drudgery a thing of the past. Let the machines do all the work. Then use the profits to pay us proles to sit back. But the fash bats prefer to keep us under the cosh. They don’t like to share. A utopian future? Pah. Maybe in your lifetime you’ll see it happen – I fear I won’t in mine. So what else can we do? Bleed the present dry. Live for today because tomorrow, well, tomorrow we’ll probably all be drowning in a molten whirlpool of tar: hairless, cancerous, teeth and bones turned to sand or broken glass. Hence me asking you to politely do one upstairs tonight, if you’d be so kind. I’ve got a guest coming round.


RAYMOND. A guest?


MADAME OVARY. Don’t play ignorant with me, son. You understand what your mother means. My period of sleeps.


RAYMOND. Why not enjoy this one in the boudoir, the chamber intended for sleeps?


MADAME OVARY. Because every time the bed shakes, we get plaster, rainwater, wallpaper, bits of bloody masonry falling on our heads. It’s somewhat unromantic …


FIN


As I grew older, I savvied the Old Woman frequently bastardised the Surrealists’ ideas for her own selfish gratification. POR EXAMPLE: In the automne of 1922, the Surrealists embarked on what they called their ‘époque des sommeils’ or ‘period of sleeps’: a series of molto cerebral slumber parties that involved daffy séances in cafés or their latties as they sharpered for voches from the beyond. Experimenting with auto-screeve, trance states and psychotic jibber-jabber, the aim of these séances wasn’t to communicate with the dead but to liberate the unconscious, to throttle to life all the dormant beasties and weirdy feelings lurking in the murky depths of their servos.


Madame O had her own period of sleeps in the late 1950s, but hers simply involved sleeping with as many omis as she could get her luppers on. She claimed it was free love, but I got the impression she was making dinarli with her flange-levers. I was banished upstairs whenever she came home with a nova lover, so I couldn’t tell for certain whether she was charvering spivs or aristocrats, but these visits from my temporary Dadas often coincided with extra luxuries on the munjarry-table.


Along with the dinarli, toff munja and glittery groinage, the Madame’s lovers also gave her some less welcome gifts: racy spermatozoomers. She fell pregnant time and time again, and I took it she wasn’t molto enamoured by the success of her first-born by the way she terminated all the rest.


Madame Ovary had a Catholic’s approach to contraception, and a Satanist’s approach to abortion. Depending on how far gone she was, she’d fizz Coca-Cola up her hortus, schonk herself repeatedly in the kishkas, soak in a scalding mustard-biddy or jam the end of a brolly up her uterus until it rained pieces of foetus.*


Only once did I vada a broken-up lullaby-cheet. The petty pop was laid out on a vonny dishcloth, yellowish and spatchcocked with the tet on a separate platter. I didn’t clock it was humanoid at first. I mewed like a kitty, salivating brootish. I was so used to my Mare’s meshigena cookery, I wrongly ponced it was a marinated poussin with eels or somesuch exotic carnish. I was already chomping on its left lally when Madame O exploded. Uno bijou lupper dropped from my oyster. Her screeching caused a morso of cornice to drop from the ceiling.


BOF.


While there were nix ethics or morality taught in the Château, I rapidly savvied there were some cheets Madame O felt a chavvy shouldn’t vada. Love, above all, was an alien concept to me back then. Whenever she brought a nova lover over to the latty, it sounded like the Old Mare was being strangled – and sometimes even enjoying it. Her honks and wheezy gurgles invaded my revs. Whereas before I’d enjoyed stiffening over a tranquil stream of fortuni smooth fantoms, I now pictured a butch-omi twistering the Madame’s tet off while the two of them writhed about the floor like rabid abattoir beasties. What were the zots doing down there? Was this twisted love the norm? Before long, my filthy aggro-revs got so distressing I felt the only way to reset my servo was to vada for myself what goes on when an omi and palone make a baby.


Twas a midsummer noche, a gross fructish humstinker. Madame O had gone out to the bungery in her nova rayon drogle, Sophia Loren opal-shades and mandrill maquiage. More often than not she’d come home with some beery omi and make the strangling sounds, and so I decided this noche to conceal myself under the kitchen sink, ready for their return. I clambered into a grandiose Omo box, scissored a pair of ogle-holes and stuck a colander atop my tet. I snapped on Le Bâtard’s gendarme goggles, in case of squirty entrails or flying quong-sirop.


I’d been boxed up quatra hours by the time the Madame finally SPLATCH!ed back into the Château with her latest conquest, cackling: ‘Hé-hé-hé-hé-hé!’


She poked her eek into the kitchenette furtively, then dragged the spiv inways by his oyster-levers, kissing him furious. They were both drenched – twas parnying heavily outdoors, with the odd crackle of cloud-electric.


My boomboomer sped up as they scrabbled out of their wet schmutta. Madame O changed into a cozzy I’d never vadared before, which was mostly chains and skimpy schvartz leather. The omi was naggy now except for his stampers and almond-rocks, though he’d left his cravat on: probably some prole dandy stubbornness – or just forgetfulness.


Blinking through the steamy goggles, I learned a lot about baby-making that noche: the palone begins by whipping the omi until his corybungus turns blue, she insults him, she tries first to get pregnant down her gargler, he makes goose sounds, she shoves the tiplet of the brolly up his sphincter, opens and shuts it several times, then the palone becomes almost like a piggy, oinking on her lappers and lally-caps before the omi finally mounts her.


‘Groin-groin! Groin-groin!’ she exclaimed, snuffling brootish, her fizzer pressed to the grubby lino.


I watched with a twisted eek as the spiv rode my Old Woman round and round the lino, thrusting his beige bushy colin in and out of her parping flange, the pair of them grunting and ‘Groin-groin’ing and knocking over utensils. There was a toilet stench coming from them both, and toilet sounds. I’d been half expecting to get a colin myself, but the manky spectacle rapidly threw aqua on my arousal. Does it need to be stated I wasn’t arthuring away in that box?*


‘Baise-moi sur la Formica!’ Madame O demanded with the filthy gamp betwixt her pearls. ‘Groin-groin! Baise-moi sur la Formica!’


‘You what?’


‘The Formica! Do me on the kitchen unit, you silly sod.’


‘Right you are.’


The parny-storm hushed on the fenêtres as Madame O clambered onto the soiled countertop on all-quatras. The spiv, a petty Napoleon-omi, had all the enthusiasm but alas none of the lally-length. He struggled to reinsert himself, grimacing, yanking at the Old Zelda’s riah, desperately cocking his stubby lallies to nix avail.


‘Get on the box! Hop on the box! Allez, allez!’ the Mare urged, gesturing at the grandiose Omo box cowering under the sink.


Ô Jupiter. Does it need to be screeved: the spiv’s arva-hunger instantly evaporated when he lunged for my Cubist cocoon and clocked duey glistening opals blinking up at him through the efinked portholes. His prick shrivelled like a poked-up turkey wattle.


‘What is it?’ my Mare demanded. ‘Allez … ALLEZ!’


The spiv flick-flicked a quivery lupper in my direction. As I tried to shrink backways into the munge of the box, the colander fell from my tet, clattering to the ground.


‘Un espion!’ Madame O screeched. ‘A spy! A mole!’ She leapt off the countertop and scurried back into the safety of the pantry, meanwhile urging the spiv on with demonic spittle: ‘Kill him! Where’s Raymond?! ACHTUNG! KILL HIM! ALLEZ!’


The spiv swished on the spot, his eek like a forlorn parrot’s.


‘KILL HIM!’ my Mare bansheed. ‘This is a trespasser! The State wants to evict us! The State wants to eliminate us! YOU MUST KILL HIM! KILL HIM!’


To this juno I cannot fathom if my Mare was merely testing the spiv’s heroism, or if she savvied only too clear that it was yours truly in that accursed box, or if it was just plain daffiness to blame for her scatty mistake.


As the spiv sycophantically sharpered for a suitable instrument with which to pummel me to a rustique purée, I cowered dumbstruck in my primary-coloured cube. Had the spiv clocked the butchers’ efinks glimmering on the draining board, my grand lavvy-story may have been terminated right here. As it fell out, the twonk’s luppers alighted on an ajax potato-masher and, savvying I could probably hold my own against this somewhat primitive torture-vacaya, I hurled the Omo box topside-turvy and made a dash for the exit. En route to the back portal I was subjected to a frantic assault, the spiv windmilling and slicing the aero with drunken abandon, seemingly unfazed by the discovery that his prey was just a pogi adolescent troll in a drogle and piggytails. VLAM! SPLATCH! AÎE! At some point Le Bâtard chivalrously came to my aid, absorbing a bona few schonks and swipes before being violently cast from my lappers, landing just shy of the back doormat. Resigning myself now to a meese systematic mortification, I dropped to my lally-caps, curling up in the foetal posture with my eek tucked into my thrumming chest. Desperately I scoured my servo-banks for some last-ditch natty emag to overcome the vicious spiv, but ultimately twas my Mare’s bloodcurdly overilluminated scream from the pantry – ‘RAYMOND! PEEPING-DEVIL! BEGONE! BEGONE, YOU PERVERSE PETTY BATATAT!’ – that wrongfooted my naggy assailant and allowed for my escape. Like an electroshocked gibbon, I scrambled wildly for the exit, accidentally stamping on Le Bâtard’s startled eek as I battyflapped my way through the back portal and hurled myself outways into the thunderous coddy noche …





* Chapter received Friday, 21st November 1969 – 234 days to go.


* While most of us understood Novak is aping the British New Wave/kitchen-sink dramas here, Trefoil (a better reader than editor) recognised that Madame O has stolen the workshirt worn by Alison Porter in Look Back in Anger. Note the play on ‘Porter’ in the title (our doing!).


* Backstreet abortions were rife in the kitchen-sink dramas of the late 1950s/early 1960s. The hot bath/sharp implement method wasn’t uncommon, but Stanley’s preferred technique was to induce labour with a saline shot direct to the amniotic sac and then to soothe with strong painkillers. £40. Discreet service.


* The alert reader will have noticed that the story has presently taken a rather lewd turn. To help lower the temperature somewhat, now seems as good a time as any to address some Conservative legislation of the post-war years. Summer 1959 saw the passing of the Obscene Publications Act: a law that has cast a large asterisk-shaped shadow over our company ever since. Pre-1959, the three founders of the Glass Eye Press were engaged in the smuggling and distribution of outlawed ‘grubby books’ produced across the Channel: Dutch picturebooks mostly, or baffling yellow-jacketed novelettes written in salacious, slithery French. After the Act was passed, British publishers were now permitted to produce their own homegrown erotica, providing the work possessed that most slippery of qualities: ‘literary merit’. We set up our own little publishing house at once. Many of our (blind!) detractors may argue that not an iota of literary merit exists in our entire back catalogue – however, we never print gratuitous sex and violence for gratuity’s sake. What, dear reader, is your opinion of Mister Asterisk thus far? Do you consider the book obscene? Does it not at least reveal bright flashes of literary merit amidst all the shadowy writhing bodies and ‘groin-groin’ing degeneracy? We, of course, must argue that it does. We insist that these rather pungent scenes of conception and abortion are integral to the plot (or will become so, in these footnotes at the very least …), even if Emily, Audrey and McKinley (our own legal advisor, a so-called ‘man of the world’!) felt uneasy reading such descriptions as ‘parping flange’ and the raining of ‘pieces of foetus’. We can only apologise if any of you are offended thus far, but please remember: political correctness is not the default setting of any animal. Cross your legs, dear comrades, and read on.





Slum Clearance*



NOVAK WEARS FULL-EEK RUBBLE DUST, BATTENBERG-DROGLE, GENDARME GOGGLES, SABOTS AND PIGGYTAILS.


It was still warm out as I hoppety-hopped round our local play area: the chenta square yards of broken bricklets and latty-skeletons surrounding the Château Chanceux. The storm was over, but the rusty stink of thundercloud still clung to everything. Somewhere ajax a grupa of factories were churnering out a fantabulosa chemical sunset.


I rarely vadared any other poplos out here, but there was change coming to Stepney. Beyond the rubble-willets I clocked smoke rising from chimneys, the odd high-rise skytickler that wasn’t there last time I blinked. I nellied other chavvies’ voches – feeli fillies reering in the backyards of norm happy families – but I was forbidden to vagary thataways and join them.


Pausing for uno momento at the edge of a moony crater, I plucked a petty morso of fluff from the sole of my left sabot and savvied with some twistiness that it was Le Bâtard’s handlebar mouser. The cheet must’ve come unstuck when I inadvertently stamped upon the poor batatat’s eek in the heat of the battyfanging. I pressed the bijou moustache affectionately to my top lever, then, clocking that it smelled somewhat like a dicky pilchard, tossed it into the shadowy gaping O of the crater.


Le Bâtard had become a bona companion in recent months, absorbing my teeni aggro, playful torture and parny fits with unflinching opals. What the dummy lacked in conversation, it more than made up for in tolerance and obedience – and yet I couldn’t help pining for a bona fide humanoid’s touch as I trolled onwards, clambering up the crooked cod-Romanoid columns: these gross perilous rotten fangs of masonry that probably used to plot out the boudoirs of beautiful proles. Every juno the bombsite seemed different: a grotesque asbestos garden maze that shapeshifted with each spell of coddy weather. Lintels collapsed, lumps of grotty home-sweet-home rolled down the slopes, tentacles of plumbing waggled in the wind. I wondered if the government was trying to save dinarli, biding their time, hoping the elements might do the slum-clearing for them.


As I scrabbled to the peak of the toppermost rubble-willet, I felt more feral beastie than civilised civvy. My piggytails were like duey cateva serpents, my wolfy luppernails encrusted with a rancid unfamiliar sludge. I nellied the distant feeli filly reering again, somewhere ajax to a cluster of rosy-roofed latties and an industrial colin piping the aero with strawberry crème. Had that bijou donna been here, I wouldn’t have been able to palaver with her anyway, of course. Mine and my Old Woman’s tiny totalitarian state was unsuitable for outsiders – what with its specjalni lingo, all-pervading paranoia and resistance to norms – and I probably preferred it that way (knowing no other way). The feeli filly didn’t sound like a threat but, the way my Mare went on, she’d sever my tet and jarry my servo just like the rest.


I felt the rubble-willet give way a pogi bit as I clocked the spiv leaving the Château, joshed-up full-dandy again with his trilby pulled snug over his ogle-riders. He didn’t look all that poked-up but I savvied my peeping out from the Omo box had mortified the romance – if you could call that brutal display romantic. As with all the Madame’s lovers, I hoped never to vada this twonk’s unsavoury eek again – but was this just proof her anti-civvy palavering had worked, or was it bona fide envy that the spiv (and all those pops before him) had got closer to my Mare’s meshigena boomboomer than I ever could?


The sky turned from rancid Chambord to billowing purple velvet as noche dropped. Perched atop the omi-made Matterhorn, I nellied more pogi rimbumbles rising from the city: the lowly hum of humanity, sssssshsssssssshhhhhssssssshing pluplubashes,* birdies cheeping off-key lullaballads, idling caboosh engines, VadaVision murmur. This tranquil blank noise might’ve given the impression of a community at peace, were it not for the godawful riah-prickling shrieks piercing the aero somewhere immediately underneath my perch. At first I ponced it might be a critter in distress, a flapper or purring-cheet ferricadoozed by a malnourished fox or stray lightning-bolt – but then I clocked the humanoid expletives, the anglo-froggy distress call, and my thumper ached as I savvied it was my own dear mother caterwauling hysterical in the munge of the Château.


I wondered if it was romance after all. Then again, was I capable of recognising other pops’ heartbreak back then? Her screechings were not dissimilar to the twisted war-cries she let out while aborting her unwanted bambinos. I pictured her in the kitchenette, shaking a cocktail of Coca-Cola and methylated spirits up herself, lallies akimbo. But was it possible to make (and break) a baby that rapid?


As I peered down at the lonesome latty, I couldn’t vada the Old She-Wolf, but I soon had an inkling what she was howling about. There was a gross gaping fissure in the roof, causing a filthy aquafall in the master boudoir that was dragging the whole ceiling down with it. Occasionally the Madame’s screeches were drowned out by a VLOP! or dull PFFF! of falling plaster downstairs.


By this point we were used to the odd crumble, but I near enough vomited my own tongue when I vadared what happened next.


I remember it in sickly flickers. The Old Woman’s parnying was gradually replaced by the groan of Panzers or grizzlies, then a sudden clatter-shattering of bricks as the Château Chanceux’s luck ran out. The aqualogged roof went first, slumping with a shrill jazz-crackle of tiles. Then the chimney pots flopped, the fenêtres sparkled, and a dizzy mushroom cloud rose as the rest of the latty went under.


The reverbs were so thunderous I lost my footing on the rubble-willet, skittering downways on my corybungus, ripping the carnish from my thews and buttocks. Once I’d righted myself, I squawked for help with an oyster full of grit but, not knowing the exact anglo lav for ‘Help!’, I wasn’t expecting any dolly muscular hero to materialise.


When I was feelier, Madame O had warned me of a few lavvy-threatening dangers in the Château: glimmers, efinks, revving in biddyaqua. She’d never mentioned that the latty itself might collapse – nor what the contingency emag was should she be fatally ferricadoozled.


For a few minutas I was an ice-omi, regarding the mushroom cloud blankly. I don’t remember parnying at first. My gargler was dry. I had a full eek of rubble dust. Twisted Buster Keaton clown maquiage.


Lento lento I felt sick as the severity of the scenario unravelled in my servo. Turning away from the wreckage, I could just about vada the chemical skyline through the haze, the factory-pops still piping strawberry to the moon. The city frightened me, but I savvied my only option now was to go beyond the Château limits, to try to gather some local eagle-eeks to help drag the Old Zelda from her grave before it was too late, before it was made permanent. I waited another minuta for her to emerge from the dust cloud, but there were only the pogi silhouettes of metal pipettes twistering in the afterwhirl and prongs of battyfanged floorboards. A vulture or pigeon circled overhead, then flopped off elsewhere.


Pointing my platters in nix particular direction, I scarpered away from our poor ruined wasteland, the terrain rapidly turning from grey quicksand to dustbowl dirt tracks to cracked Vicky cobbles to smooth asphalte. What with the geraldines’ extensive doodlebuggering, twas difficult to pinpoint the nattiest route to the hallowed Land of Milk and Honeybutter. Up ahead I clocked a cluster of rosy terraces still standing, but as I drew closer I savvied the gildi palaces were just empty shells like the rest. A mogue flimsy B-movie façade.


I screeched the lav my Old Woman used whenever she needed help – ‘Garçon! Garçon!’ – but there was nanti garçon to be found.


The Blank City.


Still, unless the toppermost eagles had already snuffled out and jarried all East Londres proles, I savvied soon enough I would stumble upon some form of Western civilisation. Gas lamps crushed and stretched my shadow as I creepied onwards. Rimbumblings of stuttering traffic and blown whistles swelled on the sooty aero. Following the din, I ducked under the chugging-tracks and eventually emerged in the munge of a meese brick hulk emblazoned with bizarre military slogans:




THE SOUND & THE FURY


HIROSHIMA MON AMOUR


OPERATION PETTICOAT


ROCK HUDSON


NORTH BY NORTHWEST


IMITATION OF LIFE





The fortress had nix fenêtres. Duey butch-omis were guarding the back portals in black uniforms with downturned oysters. It was tempting to scream ‘Garçon!’ at them, but instead I steered clear, savvying it was molto likely some grandiose sharpering-khazi or gaol or gas camp.


Given my Mare’s somewhat one-sided palavering about the Westernoid welt, I was in a maxi skitterish mood now as I penetrated behind enemy lines. Any minuta I expected the city to erupt ultra-brash and monstrous from behind the naff crumbly poorhouses, an all-honking, all-glittering unfairground of inequality: feathered toffs mincing about in animal skins, voodoo priestesses pushing gildi coffins brimful with dinarli, chain-gangs of proles hanging from glimmering gallows, suicidal bonarobas joshed-up as gay arva-machines, factories jarrying humanoid carnish, neon swirlies scalding the noche with endless gruesome symbols of ze Establishment: bowler-capellas, eagle talons, imperial mousers, the scolding index lupper, the condescending ogle-rider, REGURGITATE, CONSUME, REGURGITATE, CONSUME …


My boomboomer was clashing horrifically as I dithered, considered backtracking, then boldly turned onto a brootish boulevard with the nom: COMMERCIAL ROAD. An apt nom, I ponced, given this was to be my first ogleful of the Capitalists in their natural habitat – and yet, as I savvied rapid enough, my screeching abdabs were unnecessary.


Commercial Road was thriving compared to the sterile dustbowl I’d come from – there were bungeries and bodegas open, trolleybuses and cabooshes growling on smooth asphalte, pops minnying about in identical worsted clobber – but what struck me mostest as I sprinted onwards was how harmless and frigid it all seemed in contrast to my Mare’s doomy palavering. Sharpering desperately for L’HÔPITAL or the CROIX-ROUGE, I was a pogi bit bewildered at first by the nova meshigena anglo lavs frittying in my peripheral vision –




GLASS CUT TO SIZE


NO DANCING


DOUBLE DIAMOND


FREE HOUSE


WRIGHT’S COAL TAR SOAP


RUSSIAN VAPOUR BATHS


TURF ACCOUNTANTS


NO LOITERING


QUALITY QUICK FROZEN FISH!





– but all in all the strasse was memorable not so much for its chavvy-jarrying eagles, but for the blank, twisted expressions on practically every drab pop who crept past me.


Drawn in by the latty’s throbbering strip-lights, I schonked my way through a pair of glassy portals marked VV and found myself in a vast supermercado teeming with malnourished robo-civvies. The bodega had its own baffling slogan – SAVE MORE AT VICTOR VALUE – and seemingly endless Perspex shelfloads of exotic produce (Tulip Chopped Ham, Pax Peach Halves in Syrup, Peppermint Aero), nix doubt plundered from distant battyfanged colonies. Brazenly I scuttled up to a dolly feeli couple examining a packet of fishfingers and screamed: ‘GARÇON!’


They regarded me like I was an overgrown maggot, eeks scrunched and lappers drawn into their chests, shielding their vital organs. Madame O had warned me the anglos cannot abide coddy manners, but I fancy twas my appearance that startled them mostest. Despite my Mare’s best efforts, my askew piggytails, ripped Battenberg-drogle and demolition maquiage did not give the impression of a norm well-adjusted petty filly.


‘Garçon! C’est le Château!’ I yelled. ‘The Madame, mortified! The Château SHRACK, CRASH, SHEBAM, SPLATCH! Oui? Nein? The Madame mortified!’


‘Pardon me?’ the omi polled, puffing his chest out, creating a protective barrier between his wife and me.


‘It’s the Madame, la femme, my mad-Madame,’ I repeated, still not molto comfortable with that lav ‘mama’. I splurted: ‘The Château, il pleut et CRASH, SHEBAM, SHRACK! Une grande catastrophe, my Madame mortified!’


‘I’m terribly sorry, squire.’ The omi scritch-scratched the side of his vonka. ‘I’m afraid we don’t have a tuppence to spare …’


The couple seemed less interested in fingering their fishfingers now. They scuttled off down another slick blank corridor marked EGGS as if this were a matter of gross urgency, leaving me casting quatra twisted shadows under the searing bulbs.




PHENSIC


FAST RELIEF FROM


HEADACHES





Ô MERZ. With soggy sparkles drooping in my opals, I left the frigid Capital-pops to their glittering packaging and empty slogans, and slithered back the way I came. The parny finally started flowing heavily and my piggy shyka flew off altogether as I raced back through the tunnel with the chuggers skreeeeeeeeeeering jeeringly overhead. I felt like I’d let my mother down, unable to find a comrade on a strasse bustling with poplos, and yet I savvied there still must be a chance of saving her solo. I crushed my luppers into fists as the asphalte turned back to cracked cobbles to dirt tracks to quicksand to rubble-willets again.


In a crisis, I savvy now adrenaline can endow any animal with gildi Übermensch powers. I prayed I had the strength to shift some rocks naggy-lappered and rescue my dear Old Zelda but, when I got back to where the Château once stood, the area seemed different somehow. The dust cloud had settled, coating everything in a thick off-white snow, and I couldn’t tell which pile of bricks was ours. For una minuta I was convinced I was in the wrong place – perhaps I’d re-entered the wasteland from a different sideysnicket, or the implosion had reshuffled the rubble. I recognised certain morsos of debris and the burnt Belgian waffles of old latty-fronts, but there was nix indication the Château had ever been here, and no clue as to where it had gone.


I scrabbled hopelessly through the gross wreckage, ripping the palms of my lappers open, but there was nothing humanoid to be found and before long the drooping munge made sharpering impossible. I curled up in the remains of an old khazi – a hermit crab in a bombed-out shell – and forced sleep.


Ô, THE INGLORIOUS DEAD


I declared an indefinite period of mourning. Ogling backways, it’s difficult to say if I was truly twisted, truly miserable about the Madame’s mortification – or just fearful for the future. I felt maxi lonesome, true enough – but would I miss any of the gay cheets we’d done together in the past? Did I ever feel real love towards the Old Mare? Or will she always be just a meshigena machine in my memory, a pair of ovaries that accidentally spat out a monster?


‘Mama,’ I whispered. ‘Mama mama mama.’


Nothing.


Nix.


Curled up betwixt the toilet bowl and a gross creepering wisteria, I once again took refuge in my revs, which were nix less sexualised even in this black period. I rejected reality, having ogled it up close now. I sweated and shivered through the fuzzy junos and noches, entertaining myself in a fantastical dreamworld far far away from the Capitalist tundra over thataways. I comforted myself with ever more outlandish visions of winky seahorses, many-lallied mannequins, Romanoid excess, pink-levered fleurs, Mademoiselle Marianne squirting the milk of liberty from her grand naggy copper-green willets. It seemed a perfectly agreeable gutter-lavvy at first, revving in my privvy hideyhole until the civvies finally decided to build a bona utopia upon this needy wasteland ajax. I pictured myself re-emerging triumphant from hibernation, crowned boy-king of this nova gildi paradise – however, the rev was abruptly cut short when I awoke medsa-way through the third noche, kishkas full-knotted and sweating icicles. In my feeli naivety I’d ponced I might be able to remain in suspended animation like a frozen froglet for as long as I liked – however, the hunger twangs were like a satanic fambler schonking me in the gizzard every other minuta. I wailed into the frigid rubble, unable to sleep nor dream nix longer. Ô, ACHTUNG and ALACK-O-DAY, et ceterarara. It crossed my servo that, had I been able to find the Madame’s corpse, I could’ve jarried morsos of her bod and carried on hiding and dreaming for at least another month or duey. Uno final act of true love: consuming my creator! But it wasn’t to be. There was always the option of a permanent sleep, of course – SELF-OBLITERATION – but I wanted to live. I wanted to live!


I just wasn’t quite ready yet for the coddy Western welt out thataways. Or was it that the mod mond wasn’t ready for MOI?


I tried to force sleep once more, shush another bijou minuta or duey of sweet sickly dreams to help bolster me for whatever lay ahead – but ultimately it was the bitterfrosty aero, the cateva kishka-pains, and not least the evil stench of humanoid decay rising from some unknown morso of the wreckage that finally forced me back towards the city, back towards Commercial Road, and the mysterious mass-produced future I’d been avoiding all this time, until now …





* Chapter received Monday, 24th November 1969 – 231 days to go.


* It took us an age to work out what ‘pluplubashes’ meant, coming across it only when Novak’s increasingly unsettling screeve forced us to delve more deeply into the Dada and Surrealist manifestos of the 1910s and 1920s. This sssssshsssssssshhhhhssssssshing lav sprouted from Hugo Ball’s 1916 Dada Manifesto: ‘Why can’t a tree be called Pluplusch, and Pluplubasch when it has been raining?’





PART II


THE ESTABLISHMENT


‘C’est vivre et cesser de vivre qui sont des solutions imaginaires. L’existence est ailleurs.’*


André Breton, The Pope of Surrealism





* ‘It is living and ceasing to live that are imaginary solutions. Existence is elsewhere.’ Epigraph scrawled in faint, quivery pencil.





A Sociable Beagle*



NOVAK WEARS HAND-ME-DOWN PYJAMAS, INCONTINENCE KNICKERS, NUMEROUS BRUISES.


They’d barely finished hosing my bod-fluids from the caretaker’s brothel-creepers when I was dragged back into the Governor’s bureau to face duey reptiles in juno-suits. Twas a queer office: a fogus-foggy salon stacked full of leatherbound livers and legal bimph,* with naff portraits of mortified Governors and a pair of antlers protruding from the oak cladding like duey gross petrified squirts of quong-sirop. The toff Vicky-era effect was beautifully ruined by a huge kidney-shaped avocado-green fibreglass desk, behind which the current Governor – a limp pallid fungus, like Bibendum if you sucked all the aero out of him – sat with the two lizards either side of him. One of the scaly legal-reps had riah the texture of treacle, the other the aura of having jarried only raw onion for a fortnight.
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