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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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	This novella The Platinum Raven is included in the paperback collection The Platinum Raven and other novellas published by EC1 Digital, which also includes:


	The Host in the Attic


	Apricot Eyes


	Hallucination in Hong Kong


	 


	Earlier versions of a few chapters of this novella constituted parts of the novellas Hallucination Downtown and Hallucination in New York, in the paperback collection Hallucinations (New York: Demon Angel Books), published only in the USA in paperback.
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RAVEN


	 


	
1  A sudden white rabbit



	 


	 


	Click here to watch the video-book version of this chapter 1


	 


	Easing out of sleep into half-sleep, Raven remembers what she is waking into, while carefully prolonging her comfortable haze of mind a little longer. She’s lying in bed at home, with her sleeping boyfriend’s naked warmth against hers. It is early one Monday morning, not long before her alarm-clock will be going off, and bright sun is coming through the gaps around the window-blinds. Keeping her movements gentle so as not to wake him, she squirms around to face him and brushes her black hair out of her eyes. The white sheet fully covers both their heads as well as the rest of them, and the sunlight is passing through the thinness of the sheet, so she has a clear view of this familiar face and body that she loves, that she has loved deeply for a long time now, lying not quite on his back nor quite on his side—her best friend in the world, right beside her in shared comfort and silence here, just where he should be. As far as the angles of his position allow, she arranges herself so as to lie on her side and to feel his skin on her own in as many places as possible, up and down their bodies, but neither so as to wake him nor to result in any discomfort for herself. The result is something between a half-embrace and a simple proximity, touching in three or four places in several permutations of limbs or shoulders but remaining apart elsewhere, here under this warm sunny tent of sheet. The biggest area of space between them is somewhere midway down their length, where they happen to lie curved apart in an approximate mirror image of each other. Raven shuts her eyes and lets herself drift back down into her own haze. Then she half-opens her eyes once more, and in doing this she becomes aware of a third presence, as there flickers up the image of a being she has not seen before—a small white rabbit curled up peacefully upon itself, right here in the rabbit-sized space between her boyfriend’s body and her own, in a state of semi-sleep like their own, its eyes half-opening and its perfectly white furry head and ears making slight movements from time to time, before its eyes close and its head and ears become still. Smiling, Raven whispers to herself in words she soon forgets, then sinks back into sleep, smiling still.


	An hour later she kisses her boyfriend goodbye, pulls her front door shut behind her and heads down a nondescript residential corridor past a series of anonymous doors, each bearing nothing but the number of the flat behind it. In the lobby at the end she summons a lift, and while it starts its ascent from the ground floor she wanders to the lobby window. Far underneath are the lower buildings comprising this development, which is the Lansbury Estate in Poplar, East London; and over there in the distance is the spectacular building she is heading for this morning. In the lift mirror she double-checks the appearance of her office suit, her make-up and her long straight raven-coloured hair, which are all immaculate. Outside she walks to the station nearby, where a southbound DLR train happens to be waiting ready for her. Hardly noticing the journey, so habitual is it, she travels four stops to Canary Wharf station, then takes the Jubilee line three stops west to London Bridge station. A few minutes later she steps into another lift, manages to close the lift-doors upon herself alone before anyone else can get in, and gazes at the building information beside the lift-doors while she ascends past offices on floors 4-28, past restaurants on floors 31-33 and past hotel floors 34-50, during the last of which the lift decelerates. Through coming here a lot, and through her lifelong curiosity about how enormous buildings are structured (a curiosity she registers as mildly quirky, which has no connection with anything else in her life), she is well aware of what is above her, though she has never been there: a spa on floor 52, apartments on floors 53-65, viewing galleries on floors 68-72, and the spire on floors 75-87. But now the lift has stopped and, as always, she alights on the highest of the hotel floors. For Raven works on the 50th floor of the Shard, high above London Bridge station.


	Despite this glamorous location, her job as a receptionist ties her to a phone that rings all day long, so in fact she encounters very little of this iconic building where so much of her life is spent. There are no windows she can see, from the seat where she is captive, and so generic is her immediate workspace that she may as well be working on the ground floor of a low-rise building in the suburbs.


	Throughout these work hours, although in physical comfort, she is much put-upon. Numerous people talk down to her, both on the phone and off it, and there isn’t much that can be done about this; it would seem to come with the position. The pay is not much and her horizons feel restricted. Still, there’s an economic downturn, the job is stable and it’s all she can access for the moment, so there’s no point in moaning about it. Nor does she forget that she wakes up every morning with a beautiful friend—the boy whom the sunlight lit so clearly through their clean white sheet this morning. Nor, this morning in particular, can she forget the enchantment of that white rabbit that appeared between the two of them.


	No; when she contemplates the bigger picture or looks at the news, Raven knows her own luck is well above the average. She sees the desperate hopeless anger of many around her; she lives in the real world. Despite the functionality of her life, she hasn’t forgotten that if such functionality isn’t proactively maintained, then the world quickly reverts to its habit of pressing forcibly into people with its favourite latent quality—the relentless, hard-edged, physical violence of reality.


	That’s the bigger picture. But there’s no denying, either, that the real world leaves a lot to be desired.


	 


	 




THE CHOCOLATE RAVEN


	 


	
2  The most beautiful building in the world



	 


	 


	Click here to watch the video-book version of this chapter 2


	 


	In the late morning, in the course of routing hundreds of phone calls at the reception desk, Raven is hit by a phone call of such vile, vicious, sadistic rudeness that as soon as she has put the phone down afterwards, her eyes start welling up. This happens to be followed by a rare spell of several minutes uninterrupted by any calls. During this, she first succeeds in just about conquering her incipient tears, and then just sits there in the cubicle, immobile, her eyes still closed, aware of the simple sensation of sitting in an upright chair and those constant, bland office sounds filtering indistinctly down the corridor to her…


	This closure of her eyes reminds her of the unexpected white rabbit’s slowly-closing eyes this morning in that enclosed space between the mirroring curves of the two bodies underneath the sunny tent of clean white sheet. She lets the peaceful magic of this picture settle over her, while distantly aware that it cannot be long before the phone will ring again, whereupon the rabbit will of course be put from her mind and the telephone will rule her once more.


	In fact she is interrupted not by the phone but by the scheduled arrival of a colleague to take over the desk for the duration of Raven’s lunch break; time has rolled on without her noticing. She heads straight across the tower to a small empty conference room, where she often goes for her breaks, because its lack of windows is more than made up for by its being almost always blissfully empty of people. She opens her packed lunch and starts eating, seated there in silence with her eyes closed again; and she decides that right here during this lunch break she will first brainstorm and then plan exactly how to make certain, for the rest of her entire life as a receptionist, that the white rabbit will conquer, dominate, overshadow and even somehow possibly supersede the phone in the cubicle.


	Sitting there chewing her sandwich, she finds herself instead picturing how she might look to a camera that was somehow able to see her from outside this angular Shard of glass and light, hidden deep within its angles, in this small antiseptic conference room, gazing through unknown partition walls and steel and glass towards the lens she’s imagining. This camera zooms in to a close-up of her unfocused, thousand-metre stare, and then zooms back out again to embrace a wider shot including her as just one little detail among a myriad other bodies and objects stuffed into this glass tower. But she frowns, for the tower now looks different from how it did before the zoom-in a moment ago … in fact, it looks like a different tower, and an altogether more monstrous one.


	Yes: from the middle of Dubai the tallest building in the world shoots up through the harsh dry heat, to the sky. It is the vaunting, inhuman-scaled Burj Khalifa. Visible from scores of kilometres away beyond the dunes or across the Arabian Gulf, it’s an elegantly complex, telescoping spike, of a stunning, otherworldly fabulosity—its beauty cool, mineral and icy in the undulating shimmer of the desert.


	And there she is inside it, just behind the glass, staring west from a window in her 63rd-Level apartment. Or rather, there is a woman whose face is just like Raven’s face, but whose long straight hair is a beautiful chocolate colour instead of raven-black; and without consciously choosing the name, Raven straightaway thinks of this woman as the Chocolate Raven.


	This woman is murmuring words to herself half-aloud, so Raven narrows her eyes and strains her ears to hear what they are, since they will probably reveal something about this person of whom she knows hardly anything so far. “Why, oh why,” she is murmuring, as she runs her eyes across the cityscape. “Why, oh why…” and Raven strains her ears harder, so as not to miss it when it arrives, as it does at last: “Oh why are such a vast majority of people so very clunky and stupid?” the Chocolate Raven asks.


	“Well you’re a shallow creature, aren’t you?” Raven snorts, back in her conference room in the Shard. “I was hoping for something a little deeper than that…” and she stops, in case her own words are being picked up somehow, over there in Dubai.


	She peers into the Chocolate Raven’s eyes, as best as she can: from this vantage-point in the outside air, the glassy surface of the 63rd-storey window is golden-brown in the late afternoon light, so it’s hard to make out the details of her, though she’s facing Raven full on. But no, she hasn’t heard Raven’s words, for now she’s merely gazing almost downwards to the Burj Khalifa’s base, where the world’s largest shopping mall, the Dubai Mall, sits beside Interchange 1 of the city’s main highway. Looking left, and being an avid shopper, the Chocolate Raven rests her gaze on the Mall of the Emirates, seven miles away—another gigantic mall that’s really quite similar to the Dubai Mall but sits instead beside Interchange 4 of the highway. Likewise seven miles further, beside Interchange 6, sits the Ibn Battuta Mall—yet another glitzy shopping complex, comparably huge. On the coast are the flashy high-rise towers of the Marina, and beyond them the industrial expanse of the power station complex. A little to the right is the Burj Al-Arab hotel, planted on its miniature peninsula like the billowing sail of a ship. And beyond it, the Palm Jumeirah, that enormous artificial peninsula shaped like a palm tree, best admired from space. Far in the distance to the left, she can just make out another huge palm-tree-shaped peninsula, the Palm Jebel Ali. And finally, those scrappy islets out ahead would be the aborted World archipelago.
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