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	Reviews of Rohan Quine’s novellas


	 


	See www.rohanquine.com/press-media/the-novellas-reviews-media for all links to the following.


	 


	“It would be remiss of me not to take this opportunity to bring people’s attention to a truly remarkable book. Rohan Quine writes right at the boundary between literary fiction and experimentalism, and his new collection of four novellas, The Platinum Raven and other novellas, is a genuine masterpiece. This guy is as good as [Sergio] De La Pava, and deserves to be the next self-published literary author to cross over into mainstream consciousness.” 


	“Rohan Quine is one of the most brilliant and original writers around. His The Imagination Thief blended written and spoken word and visuals to create one of the most haunting and complex explorations of the dark corners of the soul you will ever read. Never one to do something simple when something more complex can build up the layers more beautifully […] suffice to say he is the consummate master of sentencecraft. His prose is a warming sea on which to float and luxuriate. But that is only half of the picture. He has a remarkable insight into the human psyche, and he demonstrates it by lacquering layer on layer of subtle observation and nuance. Allow yourself to slip from the slick surface of the water and you will soon find yourself tangled in a very deep and disturbing world, but the dangers that lurk beneath the surface are so enticing, so intoxicating it is impossible to resist their call.” 


	“Rohan is one of the most original voices in the literary world today—and one of the most brilliant.” 


	“four stunning new novellas by one of the most exciting literary writers in the UK.”


	—Dan Holloway, novelist, poet and Guardian blogger


	 


	“Rohan Quine is a master of words, his world is also accessible, and it’s a place you definitely need to visit. With echoes of Jennifer Egan’s Goon Squad, Quine captures all that is beautiful, but he doesn’t shy away from all that is ugly. What links the four novellas together is that his characters are all searching for that something beyond the everyday, beyond the ordinary, and Quine is a god, having them dole out kindness and justice. In his world, everything that is commonplace would be annihilated. This is the kind of read you have to give yourself up to. […] When you emerge on the other side with a greater understanding of what it means to be ‘that animal called human’, then that will be the time to stop and ask, ‘What just happened?’”


	—Jane Davis, novelist


	 


	“Novelist Rohan Quine not only has several books out. He also has a career in alternative modeling and film to look back on. Naturally, he has gone on to make a series of silent short films to go with an audio track of the author reading from his work. It’s flooded with city lights, drugs and darkness. One foot in the New York Nineties, and one foot in today’s London, it’s both hypnotic and gut-churning.”


	—Polly Trope, novelist and literary editor of indieBerlin


	 


	“A cautionary tale [The Host in the Attic] of the potential corrupting power both of vanity and of the internet plays out in modern London’s high-tech dockland offices and luxury apartments, with brief forays to lavish West End hotels and country houses. […] As the story becomes ever darker, gentle touches of humour provide a little light relief. I particularly enjoyed the characterisation of the women, especially the wonderfully petulant Angel Deon […]. While at first this parable’s main purpose may seem to rage against the principles of a high tech, monopolistic, capitalist world that enable individuals to lead unspeakably privileged lives above the law, it is at the same time a cautionary tale against narcissism and the abandonment of love and compassion for others. This broader theme gives the story its true heart and depth. Quine is renowned for his rich, inventive and original prose, and he is skilled at blending contemporary and ancient icons and themes. […] an interesting approach to dialogue, blending idiom and phraseology from different eras, from Victorian times through 20th century popular film culture to the modern day. […] There are some classic moments of horror that are very filmic, including one on a par with the Psycho shower scene. Without giving too much away, I can imagine this book might put readers off accessing their own attics for a while.” 


	—Debbie Young, novelist and Amazon UK 1,000 Reviewer, writing in Vine Leaves Literary Journal


	 


	“This is an extraordinary writer. I am going to gorge myself on these novellas as soon as I possibly can.” 


	—JJ Marsh, novelist


	 


	“cerebral works full of brilliant imagery and invention. This series of novellas are all well crafted and designed to draw the reader in to the shifting realities of their settings. The title novella The Platinum Raven in fact has two young women in two narratives […] very vividly described. There are elements of magical realism and alternate reality throughout. At times the two Ravens appear to communicate but the levels of reality are enigmatic and intriguing. The Host in the Attic is a beautifully reinterpreted version of The Picture of Dorian Gray set in a high-tech dystopian world and a sinister computer global company—Mainframe Corporation, which appears to permeate every level of society. The hologram corporate image logo is in essence Dorian. All the main characters from Wilde’s novel are here in more modern form. It has a tremendous and horrific climax. The horror novella Apricot Eyes is a fast-paced horror tale in a nightmarish New York. Hallucination in Hong Kong is a mysterious tale of past and present, dreams and waking with horror and love themes. The whole collection is a roller-coaster of at times nightmarish perceptions and strange surreal happenings brilliantly imagined. The tales leave a lasting impression and I recommend highly.”


	—Alexander Gordon-Wood


	 


	“a riveting read. The novella The Host in the Attic in particular is splendidly Wildean: in it, [Quine’s] novel The Imagination Thief itself drives forward the plot of The Host in the Attic. He is a veritable Imagination Thief!”


	—David McLaughlin


	 


	 


	The following are reviews of Rohan Quine’s Hallucinations (New York: Demon Angel Books), published in print in the USA only, which included earlier versions of: Apricot Eyes; Hallucination in Hong Kong; and a few chapters of The Platinum Raven.


	 


	“I have now been reading Hallucinations with great pleasure […] you are indeed a star.”


	—Iris Murdoch, novelist


	 


	“He has no equal, today or tomorrow.”


	—James Purdy, novelist


	 


	“Sometimes Quine succeeds with things you wouldn’t think language could do, like describing a piece of music with an extended metaphor that reads something like watching the last half-hour of 2001.”


	—Ben Cohen, New York Press


	 


	“Hallucinations at the end of this millennium is what Lautréamont’s, Huysmans’s and Wilde’s work represented at the end of the 19th century […] a sadistically svelte structure on top of explosive, primal content that refuses to behave in a linear fashion. It can only be described as literature that strains between ecstasy and bondage […] one of the chic-est, most provocative things we have read in years […] one of those seminal works that goes on to be accorded the status of a classic.”


	—Wayne Sterling, New York Web


	 


	“The imagery is Apocalypse Now-era Coppola meets Wes Craven, or Edward Scissorhands meets Barbarella […] or Anne Rice (as screenwriter) on an acid trip […] the lilt and cadence of prose poetry laid end-to-end, resulting in a narrative that is frequently stunning […] sublime verbal renderings of the emotions and sensations of human love.”


	—Hayward Connor, Union Jack


	 


	“Most taut and clever in [Apricot Eyes]; it grips the reader and gives a provocative ride [… Hallucinations] develops ‘alternative’ characters with style and dimension, as well as challenging traditional forms of storytelling with admirable results.”


	—Tom Musbach, Lambda Book Report


	 


	“This is quite an extraordinary work, distinguished both by its originality and by the strength of [its] voice.”


	—Anne Hawkins, literary agent (John Hawkins & Assocs.)


	 


	“There’s a reality in each sentence of Hallucination in Hong Kong that neither depends on nor is blurred by all its virtuoso fuckings of the English language.”


	—Dr Michael Halls, Intercom Trust


	









If you’d like to be notified of future print and ebook publications, you’re most welcome to sign up for Rohan Quine’s not-too-frequent newsletter at www.rohanquine.com/sign-up. Rest assured, such emails will be at supremely tasteful intervals and your details will be shared with no one else.
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	Cover design by Jane Dixon-Smith, www.jdsmith-design.co.uk
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	This novella The Host in the Attic is included in the paperback collection The Platinum Raven and other novellas published by EC1 Digital, which also includes:


	The Platinum Raven


	Apricot Eyes


	Hallucination in Hong Kong


	 


	The Host in the Attic’s digitisation of the plot of Oscar Wilde’s The Picture of Dorian Gray was based on an idea by Ray Mia for a feature film, which became a screenplay co-written by Rohan Quine and Ray Mia. With Ray’s written permission, that screenplay has been converted into this novella by Rohan. Towards the end of this novella’s chapter IV, a few short paragraphs have been incorporated from Wilde’s novel (with minimal tweaks reflecting their new context), in homage to the great O.W.


	





He turned round, and, walking to the window, drew up the blind. The bright dawn flooded the room, and swept the fantastic shadows into dusky corners, where they lay shuddering. But the strange expression that he had noticed in the face of the portrait seemed to linger there, to be more intensified even. The quivering, ardent sunlight showed him the lines of cruelty round the mouth as clearly as if he had been looking into a mirror after he had done some dreadful thing.


	He winced, and, taking up from the table an oval glass framed in ivory Cupids, one of Lord Henry’s many presents to him, glanced hurriedly into its polished depths. No line like that warped his red lips. What did it mean?


	He rubbed his eyes, and came close to the picture, and examined it again. There were no signs of any change when he looked into the actual painting, and yet there was no doubt that the whole expression had altered. It was not a mere fancy of his own. The thing was horribly apparent.


	 


	—Oscar Wilde, The Picture of Dorian Gray.


	 


	 


	 




TABLE OF CONTENTS


	 


	 


	Title


	Copyright


	 


	 


	I  Imminent completion of masterpiece


	II  Portrait captures first corruption


	III  Addicted to the image


	IV  First cruelty of addiction


	V  Portrait infected and shut away


	VI  Horror beneath glamour


	VII  …A decade later


	VIII  The Furies close in and feign defeat


	IX  Nemesis


	 


	 


	Other titles by Rohan Quine


	About Rohan Quine


	Connect with Rohan


	 


	 





I  Imminent completion of masterpiece



	 


	 


	Click here to watch the video-book version of this chapter I


	 


	London wakes. Traffic grinds, commuters scurry and street-lights flicker off.


	A serious-eyed young woman, Alaia Danielle, darts out of a bathroom with a towel around her body, steps across a communal landing and unlocks the door to her flat. Inside, she lets the towel fall, opens a drawer, pulls on a clean T-shirt and checks the time.


	Seen in the mirror in a spacious modern bathroom suite, steaming water from a power shower pours down the slim, taut body of a man, Jaymi Peek.


	An unassuming man in a well-worn suit emerges from his suburban front door with a slice of toast in one hand and a full garbage-bag in the other: Rik Chambers drops the bag into a bin beside his front garden path, then stoops to feed the toast to a dog with a wagging tail.


	A late-middle-aged man with an air of easy authority, Marc Albright, gets out of bed, stretches, yawns and gives a couple of hearty slaps to the bare bottom of a naked woman lying on the bed, half-asleep until now.


	A glamorous woman, Angel Deon, sits in the window bay of a swish hotel room overlooking Kensington Gardens, finishing a luxuriously healthy breakfast.


	A sunny-looking woman, Evelyn Carmello, reaches around herself to cram a portable gaming console into the small rucksack she is wearing, re-secures the rucksack and heads for her door.


	Alaia walks onto the forecourt of the British Library at Saint Pancras, looking up as clouds move to cover the morning sun.


	At a full-length mirror Jaymi finishes fixing a plain ochre silk tie on a crisp white shirt. He is pretty and dressed with immaculate sharpness, his black designer suit anchoring the attire of a killer in business. He stares at himself with stillness, then turns away.


	Rik throws his jacket onto the back of a chair in a large, messy office heaped with IT paraphernalia, and within moments is inundated with paperwork, a ringing phone and demanding colleagues.


	Wearing an expensively casual blazer over a red and white striped shirt, Marc takes out a money-clip and begins to count out notes, standing over the still-half-awake woman.


	Angel paces the hotel lobby downstairs, entering and re-entering a number on her mobile, annoyed at being unable to connect.


	Evelyn enters Rik’s office, waves at him, takes off her rucksack and puts it onto a chair. She belches absent-mindedly, before remembering Rik is on a phone call, then she claps her hand to her mouth.


	 


	*


	 


	Later that morning Jaymi’s mobile rings and vibrates, where it lies in front of him on the polished wood of a long table in a gleaming conference room. Several large photographic prints are mounted on stands, each depicting in crisp and exquisite detail a single green carnation. Some of these blooms are against a white background and some against a black one. He turns his head and gazes impassively at them.


	“Hi, it’s me,” says Rik’s voice on the phone. “Can I tempt you to brunch?”


	“I’m tempted.”


	“The usual place?”


	“Sure.”


	Ten minutes later, a waiter serves of a glass of rosé wine to Jaymi and a white coffee to Rik.


	“How’s Fitzrovia?” Rik asks.


	“Tiresome. The client wanted a white background, the creatives wanted a black one. I spent hours persuading the creatives to roll over and accept white. Then the client changed her mind and demanded black, after all—but now the creatives are still stuck on white! So I can look forward to another tiresome afternoon persuading them all back to black again.”


	“Well, I’d put in a passionate bid for grey.”


	Their food is served. “How long have we known each other?” Jaymi asks.


	“Since the advertising awards, just after we received our accolades. We met briefly, but we were in separate agency cliques. You’d taken a leaf out of your creatives’ book and were wearing all black. Every inch of you.”


	“That’s right. I’m so glad we met!”


	“Yes,” says Rik, smiling with a certain sadness. “You know, we’re surrounded by such crass and cynical jerks, in our industry, but you’re still polite and open and sweet, despite everything. And now you’re about to go back and lavish yourself on those idiots. They don’t deserve you.”


	“You’re right. Today’s client doesn’t deserve any carnations, with black or white.”


	 


	*


	 


	In the quiet of the night, in his low-lit home study, Rik works alone, deep buried in his laptop. Programming code fills the screen, as well as covering stacks of print-outs heaped on the desk and floor. Several monitors are mounted on the wall above his desk. He sits back, hits a key and speaks: “Execute program code and initialise Holographic Operating System Template.” A monochrome holographic head shimmers into being, above a square black pad beside his laptop. The head is twenty centimetres high, rudimentary and featureless—a cipher of a human, without determinable gender. Flickering, it emits an androgynous voice, its lips a little out of sync: “Good evening, Rik.”


	“Good evening, HOST. What’s the square root of 1,000?”


	“31.622776601683792,” it replies, this number appearing on the laptop screen as well as being spoken.


	“Translate ‘carnation’ into German, Italian and Dutch.”


	“‘Carnation’ in German is ‘Nelke’; in Italian ‘garofano’; and in Dutch ‘anjer’,” it replies, as an array of related content appears onscreen.


	“List the biggest five news stories of the day, three hundred days ago. And what would I like to watch from today’s news?”


	“The following five news stories headlined with greatest reach, three hundred days ago: Russia discovers its largest-ever mineral deposits at the site of the Tsar Bomba detonation in Novaya Zemlya; China raises interest rates for the third time in the year, to calm global inflation…”


	Rik’s attention is held for a minute by his laptop screen’s array of historical photos of the monstrous 1961 detonation, contemporary maps of Russia’s Arctic mineral deposits, and graphs representing Chinese interest rates; and then it wanders to focus instead upon a row of three printed photos propped up at the side of the desk, each depicting Jaymi’s face. The photos were taken at different angles, forty-five degrees apart, as if Jaymi had been snapped through the panes of a three-panelled mirror mounted on a dressing table. Reaching through the HOST’s face while it is still vocalising, Rik picks up one of the photos, stares at it, then strokes the back of one of his fingers gently across Jaymi’s face. “Execute stop command,” he says.


	“At 10 o’clock on BBC9 the—stop command authorised.”


	“Access re-skin files on K drive.”


	“Files accessed.” New windows open on the laptop screen and the wall-mounted monitors.


	“Connect to Mainframe Corporation.”


	“Connection established. Password requested.”


	“Huysmans.”


	“Password accepted.”


	“Copy ‘Awards Ceremony’ video files.”


	Icons fly on screen. “Copy complete.” Rik opens the files and the monitors display various camera angles of Jaymi, dressed every inch in black, stepping onto a podium to applause, being handed an award. Rik is at screen right, already holding an award of his own. Jaymi turns and says something into Rik’s ear. Rik laughs and turns to look side-on at Jaymi, who is holding his award up, to scattered whoops. As soon as Jaymi first looks straight into one of the cameras, Rik freezes playback.


	“Open wire frame patch.”


	“Patch open.”


	“Begin key-framing video files. Subject: centre left. File name: ‘Re-skin Layer—test’. Begin test-render of HOST imagery, and test-format holographic avatar.” Frame by frame, the HOST begins an intensive analysis of the video of Jaymi.


	Rik is starting to drift into a doze, when he jumps awake at the hologram’s sudden pronouncement, “Test-rendering complete.” And right in front of him, there on the desk beside his keyboard, hovers the head of Jaymi Peek, in the form of a little hologram about the height of his laptop screen, staring expectantly up at him! It is only an initial rough test-render, of course: the real cladding for Rik’s Web-guide will come from a professional high-end film-shoot rather than a provisional video-grab such as he’s just effected from that awards footage.


	But in any case, how fabulous!


	How spooky, too.


	As he stares at his holographic companion, his thoughts drift again to his friend in the footage, in the manner of a cross-fade from the HOST’s face to Jaymi’s.


	 


	*


	 


	Settling at a table for two in Bar Chocolate on D’Arblay Street, Rik smiles in apprehensive pleasure, as the real Jaymi approaches him.


	As soon as their food has been served, Rik says, “I have a business suggestion.”


	“Go on?”


	“I want to use your appearance and your—your ‘movement personality’, I suppose—as the human model, the appearance or skin, for that new computer program I’ve been mentioning. It’s cutting-edge. It’s an interactive hologram, the next-generation browser. It’s more than a browser, though; it’s a new operating system. More, in fact. It adapts to each specific user until, over time, it sort of becomes the user… If you say yes to this, Jaymi, you will truly be a first. This is not just some pet project. It’s big, it’s real, and it works. I’ll give you a preview of its appearance, but that’s only a mock-up: what I really need is to capture the image of your face on camera from all angles, different distances, and with different lighting. Then I’ll streamline and fine-tune the results.”


	“This sounds incredible! What a thrill it must be, to understand those mathematical and computer languages. Long division is about my limit.”


	“Listen, Jaymi: if you do this for me, then I honestly believe you will get to be the face of the future, in many ways. You know me well enough to know I don’t tend to say grandiose things, but I’m saying this now and I mean it… So, how could you possibly say no?”


	“I’m not certain I would say no. In fact, I don’t believe saying no would be the decent thing. I’d even go so far as to say that ‘no’ wouldn’t be fair at all—it would be most unfair. So yes, please count me in! I’d say this calls for another drink, yes? I’m burbling. So tell me about this program, I want to hear all about it. Though I know you’ve told me snippets. I’ll get us another glass of rosé,” and he turns to seek the waiter.


	Rik closes his eyes for a moment, and smiles.


	 


	*


	 


	On the door of a corner office on the top floor of the Mainframe Corporation’s Soho headquarters, a sign reads “Marc Albright, CEO”. The following afternoon “Champagne” Marc, as he is often known, is inside, lounging back in an enormous reclining chair and bellowing genially in conversation with Rik, who stands on the other side of the desk. “So tell me, old boy: little birdies have twittered that you’re keeping dangerous company. You’ve been seen. With that mysterious and charming high-flyer from our biggest rival agency. If you’re plotting dark deeds, you should know by now it’s not easy to fool old Champagne Marc. Would you care to explain yourself?”


	“Don’t be silly, I’m not jumping ship. He’s just a friend…”


	Marc peers shrewdly at him. “…Rik? I do believe you’ve come over all unnecessary, like a blushing virgin.”


	“No, it’s not that, it’s—”


	“It’s not what? What is it not?… What-what-what? Oh, never mind that. There’s more, I can tell. Come on, out with it.”


	“I just need to do a couple of film-shoots. I was going to tell you soon, but I’ll tell you now. Yes, I’ve been working on a massive new project. It’s not ready, though … but … I don’t know, it’s just—”


	“Well, spit it out.”


	“It’s about the future, Marc. It’s about how we do things.”


	They both sit there, staring at each other. “Ah yes, things,” nods Marc wisely. “I don’t approve of things in general. But specific things can be of interest…”


	“Platforms.”


	“Platforms?”


	“Yes. Computer platforms, to be specific.”


	“Computer platforms.”


	“Converging ones. In my own time at home, I’m close to perfecting a prototype of a new convergent OS model, a browser designed to operate in what I’m calling the HOST environment.”


	“English, please.”


	“This is bleeding-edge, Marc. This’ll be the interface everybody uses, at home and in the workplace.”


	“I see.”


	“I just so happen to have chosen Jaymi to model for the program’s appearance and interface. You know, he’s convenient, willing to work for free, and so on.”
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