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JUST PASSING THROUGH
THE city was open to the nomad.

Colin Charteris climbed out of his Banshee into the north-ern square, to stand for amoment stretching.
Sinews and bones flexed and dainty. The machine beside him creaked and snapped like alanded fish,
metal cooling after itslong haul acrossthe turn-pikes of Europe. Behind them the old cathedrd,
motion-less though not recumbent.

Around them, the square fell away. Low people moved in alower dley.

Charteris grabbed an old stiff jacket from the back seat and flung it round his shoulders, thinking how
driver-bodies FTL towards disaster in a sparky modern way. He jacketed his eyes.

Hewas ahero at nineteen, had covered the twenty-two hundred kilometres from Catanzaro down on the
lonian Seato Metz, department of Mosdlle, France, in thirty hours, sus-taining on the way no more than
ametre-long scar along the front off-sdewing. A duelling scratch, kiss of life and death.

The sun faded pale and low over St-Etienne into the fly-specks of even turn. He needed a bed,
company, speech. Maybe even reveation. Hefdt nothing. All his ani-marting images were of the padt,
yes-ter-day's bread.

Outsde Milano, one of the gresat freak-out areas of all time where the triple autostrada made of the
Lombardy plain ageometrical diagram, hisred car had flashed within inches of amultiple crash. They
were al multiple crashesthese days.

Theimage continued to multiply itself over and over in hismind, contusing sense, confusing past with
future: awhed till madly spinning, crushed barriers, gauged and gaudied meta, fanged things, snapped
head-bone, sunlight worn like thick make-up over the impossibly abandoned catagasms of degth.
Stretching in the square, he saw it till happen, fantastic speeds suddenly swallowed by car and human
frame with that sneering doth of the super-quick, where anything too fast for retina-register could spend
forever spreading through the laby-rinths of consciousness.

They till died and cavorted, those cavortees, in the bone-box in Metz cathedral square, infection
goreading, life stutter-ing. But by another now, they would, the bodieswould, the bitswould all be negtly
packaged in hospita mortuary, a mass embroidering the plain-burning candlesin an overnight crypt, the
autostrada gleaming in perfect action again, the rescue squads lolling at their whedsin the Rastplatz
reading paper-backs. Charteriss primitive clicker-shutter mechanismswere busy il rerunning the
blossoming moment of impact.

Pretending, he forced his gaze over the cathedral. It was several centuriesold but built of a coarse yellow
stone that made it - prematurdly flood-lit in the early evening - look like a Victorian copy of an earlier
model. Europe was stuffed with these old edifices and more lay in the stratabelow, biding their time,
soundless, windowless.



The ground fell steeply at the other end of the square. Steps led down to anarrow Street all wal on one
sde and on the other al prim little drab narrow French worn facades of hutches closing al their shutters
againg the genera state-ment of the cathedral.

Across one of the housesasign read, ‘HoOtel desInvalides .
“ *Krankenhaus ,” Charterissaid.

He dragged a grip out of the boot of the Banshee and made towards the shabby Hotdl, walking like a
warrior across desert, apilot over arunway after mission ninety-nine, acowboy down silent Main Strest.
He played it up, grunting every other stride. He was nineteen.

The other carsin the square were a scratch bunch, al with French neutral numberplates. Removing his
gaze from his own landscapes, Charteris saw that this part of the square functioned as a used car lot.
Some of the cars had been in collisons. Pricesin francs were painted on each windscreen. The cars
stood apart in their corra, nobody watching them, no longer itinerant.

This city seemed closed to the nomad. The Hétel des Invaides had a brass handle to its door. Charteris
dragged it down and stepped into the hall beyond, in unmitigated shadow. A bell buzzed and burned
insatiably until he dosed the door behind him.

As hewalked forward, eyes adjusting, the hall took on existence - and another existence patterned with
patterned tiles where other people jurassickly thickened the air and a shadowed saint stood upstairsin
dim - and dusty detail. A pot plant languished here beside an enormous piece of furniture, arectangular
and malignant growth of mahogany, or it could be an over-elaborate doorway into a separate part of the
establishment. On the walls, enormous pictures of blue-clad soldiers being blown up among scattering
sandbags.

A smdll dense coffin-shaped figure emerged at the end of the passage, black in the black evening light.
He drew near and saw it was awoman with permed hair, not old, not young, smiling at him.

“Haben Seen Zimmer? Bin Personn, eine Nacht?’
“Ja, monseur. Mit eine Dusche oder ohne?’
“Ohne”

“Zimmer Nummer Zwanzig, mongeur. s gut.”
German. The linguafrancaof Europe.

The madame gestured, called for agirl who came hurrying, lithe and dark-haired, carrying the grand key
to Room Twenty. Madame gestured again, disappeared. The girl led Charteris up threeflights of sairs,
firg flight marble, second and third flights wooden the third being uncarpeted. Each landing was adorned
asthe hal had been, with large pictures of Frenchmen dying or killing Germans; the period wasthe first
world war.

“Sothisiswhereit al began,” he said to the back of the girl, ascending.
She paused and |ooked down at him uninterested. “ Je ne comprends pas, M'sieur.”
That's not a French accent, any more than Madame's was Kraut, he told himsdlf.

No windows had been opened on these landings for along while. The air was tarnished with al the



bottled lives that had suffered here, pale daughters, spluttering grandfathers with backache. Congtriction,
miserliness, conservation, inhibition, northern Europe, due for any any change, good Chrigtians al rejoice.
Red limbslegped again asif for joy within the bucket-ting auto-strada cars. Leaping desth alwaysto be
preferred to desiccating life - if there were only those two dternatives.

Hisown quicksilver life proved there were decksfull of aternatives.

But those only two - how he dreaded both, how his crimson-bound fantasy life shuttled between them,
seeking the releases. You must choose, Charteris, the grim man said tight-lipped: one more deadly
mission over the Mekong Delta, or else spend ten yearsin the Hotel in Metz, full board!

He was breething hard by the time they reached the threshold of Zimmer Twenty. By opening his mouith,
he could gasp in ar without the girl hearing. She would be older than he - maybe twenty-two. Pretty
enough. Took thelong hard climb well. Dark. Rather angular calves but good ankles. Stifling here, of
course.

Motioning her to stay, he marched past her into the room. As he crossed to one of the two tall windows,
he threw his grip onto the bed, noting the loose-cash jingle of springs. He worked at the window-bar until
it gave and the two halves of the window swung into the room. He breathed deep. Other poisons.
France!

A greet drop on thisside of the HOtel. Smdll in the street bel ow, two bambini pulling awhite dog ona
lead. Looking up a him, they became merdly two faces with fat arms and hands. Thaidomites. The
images of ruin and deformity everywhere. England must be better. Nothing could be worse than France.

Buildings on the other sde of the aley. A woman moving in aroom, discerned through curtains. Further,
awaste Ste, two cats stalking each other through Utter, dryly computing the kinetics of copulation. A
drained cana bed full of waste and old cans. Wasn't that a so a crushed automobile? A notice scrawled
largeon aruined wall: NEUTRAL FRANCE THE ONLY FRANCE.

Certainly they had managed to preserve their neutraity to the bitter end; their experiencein thetwo
previous world wars bad encouraged that sort of tenacity.

Beyond the ruined wall, atree-lined street of unnecessary wideness, with the Prefecture at the end of it.
One policeman visible. A sireet light waking among bare winter branches. Francel

Turning back into the room, Charteris surveyed its furnish-ings. He approved that they should be dl
horrible. Madame was cons stent. The wash basin was grotesgue, the lighting arrange-ments of afrankish
hideousness, and tie bed expresdy de-signed for early rising.

“Combien, M'amsdle?’

Thegirl told him, watching for his reaction. Two thousand six hundred and fifty francsincluding free
lighting. He had to have the figure repeated. His French was poor and he was unused to the recent
devauation.

“I'll take the room. Areyou from Metz, M'amsdlle?’
“No, I'm Itdian.”

Pleasure rosein him, a sudden feding of gratitude that not al good things had been eroded. In thisrotten
stuffy room, it was asif he breathed again the air of the mountains.

“I'vebeenliving in Italy snce thewar, right down south in Catanzaro,” hetold her in Itdian.



Sheamiled. “I am from the south, from Calabria, from alittle village in the mountains that you won't have
heard of .”

“Tdl me. | might have heard it. | was doing NUNSACS work down there. | got about.”
Shetold him the name of the village and he had not heard of it. They laughed.
“But | have not heard of NUNSACS,” she said. “Itisa Cadorian town? No?’

He laughed again, chiefly for the pleasure of doing it and seeing its effect on her. “NUNSACSisaNew
United Nations organisation for settling and if possible rehabilitating war victims. We have severd large
encampments down aong the lonian Sea”

The girl wasnot listening to what he said. “Y ou speek Itdian well but you aren't Itdian. Areyou
German?’

“I'm Serbian - aJugodav. Haven't been hometo Serbiasince | wasaboy. Now I'm driving northwards
to England.”

As he spoke, he heard Madame calling the girl impatiently. The girl moved towards the door, smiled at
him - asweet and shadowy smile that seemed to explain her existence - and was gone.

Charteristook hisgrip to the bamboo table under the window. He stood staring for along while at the
dry cand bed; the detritusin it made it look like an archaeol ogicd dig that had uncovered remains of an
earlier indudtrid civilisation. Hefinaly unzipped the bag but unpacked nothing.

Madame was working in the bar when he went down. Severa of the little tablesin the room were
occupied by loca people, jigsaw pieces. The room was large and dispiriting, the big dark wood bar on
one side was dwarfed and somehow set gpart from the functions it was supposed to serve, atabernacle
for pernod. In one corner of the chamber, atelevision st flickered, most of those present contriving to Sit
and drink so that they kept an eyeonit, asif it were an enemy or a best an uncertain friend. The only
exceptionsto this rule were two men at atable set apart; they talked industrioudly to each other, resting
their wrists on the table but using their hands to empha-sise pointsin the conversation. Drab eyes,
imperious gestures. One of these men, who grew a puff of beard under hislower lip, soon reveded
himsdf asM'seur.

Behind M'seur'stable, standing in one corner by aradiator, was abigger table, a solemn table, spread
with various articles of secretarial and other use. Thiswas Madamé's table, and to this sheretired to
work with some figures when she was not serving her customers behind the funered bar. Tied to the
radiator was alarge and mangy young dog, who whined at intervals and flopped continually into new
positions, as though the floor had been painted with anti-dog powder. Madame occasionaly spoke
mildly toit, but her interests clearly lay dsewhere.

All this Charteristook in ashe sat at atable againgt thewall, Spping apernod, waiting for the serving girl
to appear. He saw these people as victims of an unworkable capitdistic system dying on itsfeet. They
were extinct in their clothes. The girl came after some while from an errand in the back regions, and he
motioned her over to histable.

“What'syour name?’
“Angdina”

“Mine's Charteris. That'swhat | call mysdlf. It'san English name, awriter'sname. I'd like to take you out
foramed.”



“| don't leave heretill late - ten o'clock.”
“Then you don't deep here?’

Some of the softness went out of her face as caution, even craftiness, overcame her; momentarily, he
thought, she'sjust another lay, but there will be endless complicationsto it in this set-up, you can bet! She
said, “ Can you buy some cigarettes or something? | know they're watching me. I'm not supposed to be
intimate with cusomers.”

He shrugged. She walked acrossto the bar. Charteris watched the movement of her legs, the action of
her buttocks, trying to estimate whether her knickerswould be clean or not He wasfagtidious. Itaian

girls generdly washed more scrupu-loudy than Serbian girls. Bright legs flashing behind torn windscreen.
Ange-linafetched down a packet of cigarettes from a shelf, put them on atray, and carried them across
to him. Hetook them and paid without aword. All the while, the M'seur's eyes were on him, stainsin the
old pailu face.

Charterisforced himsdlf to smoke one of the cigarettes. They were vile. Despite her neutrdity in the Acid
Head War, France had suffered from shortages like everyone e se. Charteris had been pampered, with
illega accessto NUNSACS cigars, which he enjoyed.

Helooked at the television. Faces swam in the green light, talking too fast for him to follow. Therewas
some excitement about a cycling champion, a protracted item about amilitary parade and ingpection,
shots of internationd film stars dining in Paris, something about amurder hunt somewhere, faminein
Belgium, ateachers drike, abeauty queen. Not amention of the two continents full of nutcaseswho no
longer knew where redlity began or ended. The French carried their neutrdity into every facet of life, with
TV ther eternd nightcap.

When Charteris had finished his pernod, he went over and paid Madame at her table and walked out into
the square.

It was night, night in its early stages when the clouds still carried hints of daylight through the upper air.
The flood-lighting was gaining on the cathedra, chopping it into aternate vertical sections of void and

glitter; it was a cage for some gigantic prehistoric bird. Beyond the cage, the traffic on the motor-way

could be heard, snarling untiringly.

Hewent and sat in his car and smoked a cigar to remove the taste of the capord, dthough sitting in the
Banshee when it was motionless made him uneasy. He thought about Angelina and whether he wanted
her, decided on the whole he did not. He wanted English girls. He had never even known one but, since
his earliest days, he had longed for al things English, as another man he knew yearned for anything
Chinese. He had dropped his Serbian name to christen himsdf with the surname of hisfavourite English
writer.

About the present state of England, heimagined he had no illusions. When the Acid Head War broke
out, undeclared, Kuwait had struck at al the prosperous countries. Britain had been the first nation to
suffer the PCA Bomb - the Psycho-Chemica Aerosolsthat propagated psychotomimetic states, twilight
rup-tured its dark cities. AsaNUNSACS officid, he could guess the disorder he would find there.

Before England, there was this evening to be got through. ... He had said such things so often to himsdif.
Lifewas so short, and also so full of desolating boredom and the flip volup-tuous-ness of speed-desath.
Acid Head victims dl over the world had no problems of tedium; their madnesses pre-cluded it; they
were dwayswel occupied with terror or joy, which ever their inner promptings led them to; that was
why one envied the victimsonetried to ‘save' . Thevictimsnever grew tired of themselves.



The cigar tasted good, extending itsmildnessal round him likeamist. Now he put it out and climbed
from the car. He knew of two aternative waysto pass the evening before it was time to deep; he could
egt or he could find sexua companion-ship. Sex, he thought, the mysticism of materidism. It wastrue. He
sometimes needed desperatdly the sense of afemae lifeimpinging on hiswith its unexplored avenues and
possi-hilities, so stae, so explored, were his own few reactions. Back to his mind again came the riotous
movements of the autostrada victims, fornicating with desth.

On hisway towards alighted restaurant on the far side of the square, he saw another method by which to
sructure the congedling time of a French evening. A down-at-hedl cinemawas showing afilm caled SEX
ET BANG BANG. Heglanced up at theill-painted poster, showing a near-naked blonde with an ugly
shadow like a moustache across her face, as he passed. Lies he could take, not disfigurements.

Asheaein the restaurant, he thought about Angelinaand madness and war and neutrality; it seemed to
him they were dl products of different time-senses. Perhaps there were no human emotions, only aseries
of different synchronicity micro-structures, so that one ‘ had timefor’ one thing or another. He suddenly

stopped esting.

He saw theworld - Europe, that is, precious, hated Europe that was his stage - purely as a fabrication of
time, no matter involved. Matter was an hdlucinatory experience: merely adow-motion perceptud
experience of certain time/ emotion nodes passing through the brain. No, that the brain seized on inturn
asit moved round the perceptua web it had spun, would spin, from childhood on. Metz, that he
apparently perceived so clearly through all his senses, was there only because al his senses had reached
acertain dynamic synchro-nicity in their obscure journey about the biochemica web. Tomorrow,
res-ponding to inner circadian rhythms, they would achieve another relationship, and he would appear to
‘moveon’ to England. Matter was an abstraction of the time syndrome, much asthe televison had
enabled Charteristo deduce bicycle races and military parades which held, for him, even less sub-stance
than the flickering screen. Matter was halucination.

Herecdled he had had apre-vison of thisillumination upon entering the Hotel des Invalides, dthough he
could not pre-cisely recdll its nature.

Charteris sat unmoving. If it were 5o, if all were hdlucination, then clearly hewas not at this restaurant
table. Clearly there was no plate of cooling veal before him. Clearly Metz did not exist. The autostrada
was a projection of tempord confluences within him, perhaps ariverine duologue of hisentirelife.
France? Earth? Where was he? What was he?

Terrible though the answer was, it seemed unassailable. The man he called Charteris was merely another
manifestation of atime/ emotion node with no more redlity than the restaurant or the autostrada. Only the
preceptual web itself was‘red’ . ‘He' wasthe web in which Charteris, Metz, tortured Europe, the
stricken continents of Asaand America, could have their being, their doubtful being. Hewas God. ...

Someone was speeking to him. Dimly, distantly, he became aware of awaiter asking if he might take his
plate away. So the waiter must be the Dark One, trying to disrupt his Kingdom. He waved the man off,
saying something vaguely - much later, he redlised he had spoken in Serbian, his native tongue which he
never used.

The restaurant was closing. Flinging some francs down on the table, he staggered out into the night, and
dowly cameto himsdf intheopen air.

He was shaking from the strength and terror of hisvision. For what passed as an instant, he had been
God. Asherested againgt arotting stone wall, its texture patterning his fingers, he heard the cathedral
clock begin to chime and counted auto-maticaly. It wasten o'clock by whatever time-level they used



here. He had passed two hoursin some sort of trance.

In the camp outside Catanzaro, NUNSA CS housed ten thousand men and women. Mogt of them were
Russian, most had been brought from the Caucasus. Charteris had got his job on the re-habilita-tion staff
by virtue of hisfluent Russan, in many res-pectsdmost identica with his native tongue.

Theten thousand caused little trouble. Most of them were confined within the tiny republics of their own
psyches. The PGA Bombs had been idea weapons. The psychedelic drugs concocted by the Arab state
were tasteless, odourless, colour-less, and hence virtualy undetectable. They were cheaply made, easily
delivered. They were equaly effective whether inhaed, drunk, or filtered through the pores of the skin.
They were enor-moudy potent. The after-effects, dependent on size of dose, could last alifetime.

So the ten thousand wandered about the camp, smiling, laugh-ing, scowling, whispering, still as bemused
asthey had been directly after the bombing. Some recovered. Others over the months reveaded
depressing character changes. Their guards were not immune.

The drugs passed through the human system unimpaired in strength. Human wastes had to be rigoroudy
collected - in itsalf aconsiderable undertaking among people no longer responsible for their actions - and
subjected to rigorous pro-cessing before the complex psychochemica molecules could be broken down.
Inevitably, some of the NUNSACS staff picked up the contagion.

And [, thought Charteris, | with that sad and lovely Natrina...

| am going psycheddic. That godlike vison must have come from the drug. At least rainbows will flutter
inthose dark valeyswhere | shdl tread.

He had moved some way towards the Hotel des Invaides, dragging his fingers across the rough angles of
the buildings asif to convince himself that matter was till matter. When Angdlinacame upto him, he
scarcely recognised her.

“You werewaiting for me,” she said accusingly. “ Y ou are ddli-be-rately way-laying me. Y ou'd better go
to your room before Madame locks up.”

“I - I may beill! Youmust hep me!”

“Spesk Itdian. | told you, | don't understand German.”
“Hepme, Angdina | must beill”

“Y ou were well enough before.”

She had sensed his strong angular body.

“I swear ... | had avision. | can't face my room. | don't want to be aone. Let me come back to your
room!”

“Ohno! Youmugt think | am afool, Sgnor!”
He pulled himsdlf together, recaling the way of thought.

“Look, I'mill, I think. Come and sit in my car with me for ten minutes. | need to get my strength back. If
you don't trust me, I'll smokeacigar dl thetime. Y ou never knew aman kissapretty girl withacigarin
hismouth, did you?’

They sat in the car, she beside him looking at him warily. Charteris could see her eyes gleam in the thick



orange light -the very hue of time congealed! - dicing off the walls of the cathe-dral. He sucked therich
sharp smoke down into hisbeing, trying to fumigate it againg the terrible visons of his psyche.

“I'm going back to Italy soon,” she said. “Now thewar's over and it is certain that the Arabs will not
invade. | may work in Milano. My uncle writesthat it's booming there again now. Isthat 0?7’

“Booming.” A very curiousword. Not blooming, not booing. Booming.

“Redly, I'm not Itdian. Not by ancestry. Everyonein our little village is descended from Albanians.
When the Turksinvaded Albaniafive centuries ago, many Albaniansfled in ships acrossto the South of
Italy to sart life anew. The old customs were preserved from generation to generation. Did you hear of
such athing in Catanzaro?’

“No.” In Catanzaro he had heard the legends and phobias of the Caucasus, chopped and distorted by
halucination. It wasaSav, not an lllyrian, purgatory of dienation.

“Asalittlegirl, | was bi-lingual. We spoke Tosk in the home and Italian everywhere else. Now | can
hardly remember oneword of Tosk! My uncles have al forgotten too. Only my old aunt, whoisaso
called Angdlina, remembers. She singsthe old Tosk songsto the children. It's sad, isn'tit, not to recall the
language of your childhood? Like an exile?’

“Oh, shut up! I've never heard of Tosk. To hell withit!”

By that, she was reassured. Perhaps she believed that a man who took so little care to please could not
want to rape her. Perhaps she was right.

They stared out at the tangerine stripes of the square. People passed dowly. The used cars dumped on
their haunches listening to the distant noise of traffic, like new animas await-ing bettle.

He asked. “Did you have amystica experience ever?’
“| suppose so. In't that what religion is?’

“I don't mean that suff!” With his cigar, heindicated the illu-minated stone outsde. “ A genuine
sef-achieved ingght, such as Ouspenski achieved.”

“I never heard of him.”

“Hewas a Russian philosopher.

“I never heard of him.”

Already he was forgetting what he had seen and learned.

As he nursed his head and tried to understand what was inside it, she began to chatter, tongue delicate
againg teeth and lips redeeming the nonsense.

“I'll go back to Milano in the autumn, in September when it’ s not so hot. They're not good Catholics here
in Metz. Areyou agood Catholic? The French priests - ugh, | don't like them, the way they look at you!
Sometimes | hardly seem to believe any more. ... Do you believe in God any more, Signor?’

Heturned and looked painfully at her orange eyes, trying to see what she wasredly saying. Shewas very
boring, thisgirl, and without aternative.

“If you areredly interested, | believe we each have gods with-in us, and we must follow those.” His



father had said the same.

“That's stupid! Those godswould just be reflections of our-selves and we should be indulging in egotism
to worship them.”

Hewas surprised by her answer. Neither his Italian nor histheology was good enough for himto reply as
he would have liked. He said briefly, “And your god - heisjust an externaisa-tion of egotism. Better to
keepitingde!”

“What terrible, wicked blasphemy for aCatholic to utter!”

“Youlittleidiot, I'm no Cathalic! I'm aCommunist! I've never seen any sign of your God marching about
theworld. HEsacapitaist invention!”

“Thenyou areindeed sick!”

Angrily laughing, he grabbed her wrist and pulled her to-wards him. As she struggled, he shouted, “ L et's
make alittleinvesti-gation!”

She brought her skull forward and struck him on the nose. His head turned cathedral-size on the instant,
flooded with pain. He hardly realised she had broken from his grip and was running across the square,
leaving the Banshee's passenger door swinging open.

After aminute or two, Charteris locked the car door, climbed out, and made his way across to the Hotel.
The door was barred; Madame would be in bed, dreaming dreams of locked chests. Looking through
the window into the bar, he saw that M'seur till sat at his specid table, drinking winewith his crony.
Madame's dog sprawled by the radiator, still restlessy changing its position. The eterna recurrence of
thisevening, amorgue of life.

The enchanter Charteris tapped on the window to break their spell of deeping wake.

After aminute or two, M'sieur unlocked the door from inside and appeared in his shirtdeeves. He
stroked histiny puff of beard and nodded to himsdlf, asif something significant had been confirmed.

“Y ou werefortunate | was till up, M'seur! Madame my wife does not like to be disturbed when once
she haslocked and barred the premises. My friend and | were just fighting some of our old campaigns
before bed.”

“Perhaps | have been doing the samething.”

“You'retoo young! Not the pesky Arabs, the Bosche, boy, the Bosche. Thisvery town was once under
Boscherule, you know.”

He went up to hisroom. It wasfilled with noise. As he walked over to the window and looked out, he
saw that alock gate on the dry canal had been opened. The bed of it wasfull of rushing water, coursing
over the car body and other rubbish, dowly moving them downstream. All the long night, Charteris dept
uneasly to the noise of the purging water.

In the morning, he rose early, drank Madame'sfirst in-different coffee of the day, and paid hishill.
Angelinadid not appear. His head was clear, but the world seemed less sub-stantid than it had been.
Something was awakening and uncoiling within him, making the very ground he trod seem treacherous, as
if invisible snakeslay there. He could not decide whether he stood on the edge of truth or illusion, or a
yet unglimpsed dternativeto ether. All he knew was his anxiety to escape from old battle picturesand
gae capord smdls.



Carrying hisgrip out to the car, he climbed in, strapped himsalf up, and drove round the cathedra onto
the motorway, which was dready roaring with traffic. He turned towards the coagt, leaving Metz behind
at agradudly increasing speed, heading for hisimagined England.

Metz Cathedral

Strong verticd linesfamiliarise
Andienlove. Yet the cathedrd
Escapesits statement after dusk

When for the tourist trade they floodlight
It and dl-too-solid piety

Fragmentsin its own enormous shadows
Of buttresses, porches, pedling pillars.
Nothing familiar then: acage

For something frightful? So you park
Outside and maybe make ajoke

About the modern restorations

Being turned into a 3D Brague:

So much worsethan it's bright:

And head towards the nearest bar, where
Horizontd linesfamiliarly

Provide the indifference of abed.

NIGHT-TIME

Night-time

Thetown deeps. . .

| pretend to deep

By the cloacamaxima

The clock strikes

Midnight - yes, that'strue
Enough. How goes the song?
A boy wanders across
Thefiedldsamong the peonies

O Serbial have another name
All things have other names
Andwill that changethem

Andwill that changethem
As| am changed?

Looking for hisloved one's
House. . . . Let'shope her

Bed springs did not clang!
Night-time

The town deeps

The springsdtrike

And | wander across
Themidnight fidds



Looking for the house
The house wheredancing is
The Girl at the Inn

The city was open to the nomad
Thefountain sparkled for hislips

But a theinn the girl who served there
Had nothing to spare atraveller

Thetravdler settled at theinn
Although heleft hishill unpaid

Thegirl nolonger held him srange
Oneday shelet him clasp her lightly

And then that night he clasped her tightly
Now sheletshim clasp her nightly
Wrongly rightly clasp her nightly

Thetraveler sang
Heloved thegirl
And was captive of the city

Thiswastheir tiny persond story
Like perhapsto many others

Or why e se should he say the curiousthing
When smiling to her smiles one day

Although | loveyou dearly love
Therésnothing persond init

And then that night he clasped her tightly
Stll sheletshim clasp her nightly
Wrongly rightly clasp her nightly

The Knowledge That the Car is Going to Crash

The knowledge that the car isgoing to crash
The ponic jungle blowing through itstunndls
The certainty that bodies burst apart

Iswith meas| put my foot down

And racia memory'sthe dangling chain

That earths meto aneolithic road

Earlier youths and stabs of unearned knowledge
Milano blinds my eyesits dust

Somebody said “I knew the blazing plane
Was going to crash before | clambered in®
A premonition isn't quitethe same



Thing asthe suffering

What if | knew that every word | spoke
Fdl into Slence degp asany sea

Or saled it drunken derelict should that
Stop up athroat others have used

| am not powerless even though the power
Was never mine the blaring plane came down
Though vulnerable | keep the power to wound
Draw blood from bloodless faces

The knowledge that my car isgoing to crash
Ismy inheritance and monkeystake

Then - seats before the jungle blurs again
Can't daunt me as | put my foot down

Zimmer Twenty

Thegloriesof LaPatriein coloured lithographs

All up and down the airless stairs

TheHunsare aways running. Not my battle. But helaughs
Suppose that Zimmer Twenty redly cares?

This bed's a battlefield for unconsumated doubts
Madame would charge morefor it if she dared

It'sso familiar worn sheets dry canal. Before she shouts
Suppose that Zimmer Twenty redlly cared?

To spesk to him of childhood - and in my native tongue
Or foreigninmy old aunt's prayers
Exiled committed in this beastly town and not so young Suppose that Zimmer Twenty redly cares?

How often Zimmer Twenty seemsto care

The duice gates open every midnight to the flood
Every dawning morn more debris thrown down there
They're not good Catholicsin thisrotten town

Fat old M'sieur with fingertips dl brown

In Milano Milano there's better blood

Behind the other shutters neutrdity islying
| givemysdlf defy them. There

My body's breath mists up the pane crying crying
Who's Zimmer Twenty? Should | care?

BOOK ONE Northwards top
THE SERPENT OF KUNDALINI
AT the French port, they were sceptical, smiling, nodding, looking wizened, walking behind their barriers

in aclock-work way. He stood there waving his NUNSACS papers which later, on the ferry going
across to England, he consigned to the furtive waters.

They let him through at the last, making it dear he would find it harder to get back once he was out.



Asyet he had nothing to declare.
Oncethe French coast and customs were left behind, hefell adeep.

When Charteris woke, the ship had aready moored in Dover harbour and was absolutely deserted
except for him. Even the sailors had gone ashore. Grey cliffsloomed above the boat. The quays and the
seawere empty. The void was made more vacant by its transparent skin of flawless early spring
sunshine.

The unwieldy shapes of quays and sheds did nothing to make the appearance of things more likely.

Just insde one of the customs sheds on the quay, aman in ablue sweater stood with hisarms folded.
Charteris saw him as he was about to descend the gangplank, and paused with hishand on therail. The
man would hardly have been noticeable; after al, he was perhaps thirty yards away; but, owingto a
curioustrick of acoustics played by the empty shed and the great dope of dliff, the man's every sound
was carried magnified to Charteris.

The latter halted between ship and land, hearing the rasp of the waiting man'swrists as he re-folded his
ams, hearing thetidd flow of hisbreath in hislungs, hearing the infinitesma movement of hisfeetin his
boots, hearing hiswatch tick through the loaded seconds of the day.

Very dowly, Charteris descended to the quay and began to walk towards the distant barriers, marching
over large yelow painted arrows and letters meaningless to him, reducing him to acipher in adiagram.
Still water lay palidly on hisleft. His course would take him dose to the waiting man.

The noise of the waiting man grew.

The new vison of the universe which Charteris had been granted in Metz was till with him. All other
human beings were symbols, nodes in an enormous pattern. Thiswaiting man symbol could be degth. He
had come to England to find other things, adream, white-thighed girls, faith. England, the million
manarchies of ruined minds oerthrown.

“Thisdeadnessthat | fed will pass,” he said doud. The waiting man breethed by way of reply: acunning
and lying answer, thought Charteris. The motordeath images were gone from his crucible. Unstained
porcelain. Bare. A flock of seagulls, white with black heads that swivelled like ball-bearings, sailed down
from the cliff top, scudding in front of Charteris, and landed on the sea. They sank like stones. A cloud
did over the sun and the water wasimmediately the brown nearest black.

He reached the barrier. As he swung it wide and passed through, the noises of the waiting man died. To
stand here was the ambition of years. Freedom from father and fatherland. Char-teris knelt to kissthe
ground; as his knees buckled, he glanced back and saw, crumpling over one of the yellow arrows, his
own body. He jerked upright and went on. He recalled what Gurdjieff had said: attachment to things
keeps dlive athousand usdlessI'sin aman; these I's must die so that the big | can be born. The dead
images were pedling from him. Soon he himsalf would be born.

He was trembling. Nobody wants to change.

The town was large and grand. The windows and the paintwork, Charteris thought, were very English,
The spaces formed between buildings were also dien to him. He heard himself say that architecture was
akinetic thing essentialy: and that photography had killed its true spirit because people had grown used
to studying buildings on pages rather than by walking through them and round them and seeing themin
relationship to other urban objects. In the same way, the true human spirit had been killed. It could only
be seen in and by movement. Movement. At homein hisfather'stown, Kragu-jevac, he had fled from



gtagnation, itslack of aternatives and movemen.

Conscious of the drama of the moment, he paused, clutching his chest, whispering to himsdlf, Zbogom!
For the thought was revelation. A philosophy of movement. ... Sciences like photo-graphy must be used
to adifferent purpose, and motion must be an expresson of stillness. Seagullsrisefrom aflat sea

A gtony continental city in the grey prodiga European tra-di-tion, with wide avenues and little crooked
aleys- a German city perhaps, perhaps Geneva, perhaps Brussels. He was arriving in amotor
cavacade, leading it, talking an incomprehens ble lang-uage, |etting them worship him. Movement. And a
sullen English chick parting her whitethighs, hair like clematis over white-washed wall, gpplause of
multitudinous starlings, bea-ches, night groaning with weight-lifter strength.

Then the vison was gone.

Simultaneoudly, al the people in the Dover street began to move. Till now, they had been stationary,
frozen, one-dimen-siona. Now, motion gave them life and they went about their chances.

Ashewalked through their trgjectories, he saw how mis-cellaneous they were. He had imagined the
English as essen-tidly afair northern race with the dark-haired among them as startling contrast. But
these were people less sharp than that, parti-coloured, piebald, their features blunted by long
inter-marriage, many stunted with blurred gestures, and many Jews and dark people among them. Their
dress dso presented a more tremendous and ragged variety than he had encountered in other countries,
even hisown Serbia

Although these people were doing nothing out of the ordinary, Charteris knew that the insane breath of
war was exhaled here too. The home-made bombs had splashed down from England's grey clouds; and
theliquid eyesthat turned towards him held adrop of madness. He thought he could still hear the
breathing of the waiting man; but as he listened to it more closely, he redlised that the people near him
were whis-pering his name - and more than that.

“Charterid Colin Charteris - funny namefor aJug!”

“Didnt hego and livein Metz?’

“Charterisis pretending that he swam the Channel to get here.”

“What's Charteris doing here? | thought he was going to Scotland!”
“Did you see Charteris kiss the ground, cheeky devil!”

“Why didn't you stay in France, Charteris - don't you know it's neutral ?’

A woman took her smdl girl by the hand and led her hurried-ly into a butcher's shop, saying, “Come
away, darling, Charterisraped agirl in Francel” The butcher leant across the counter with ahuge crimson
leg in hishands and brought it down savagely on thelittle girl's head - Charterislooked round hastily and
saw that the butcher was merely hanging ared boloney sausage on a hook. His eyes were betraying him.
His hearing was probably not to be trusted, either. The arrows still worried him.

Anxiousto get away from the whispering, whether red or imaginary, he walked aong a shopping street
that climbed uphill. Three young girlswent before him in very short skirts. By dowing his pace, he could
study their legs, al of which were extremely shapely. The girl on the outside of the pavement, in
particular, had beautiful limbs. He admired the ankles, the calves, the dimpling poplited hinges, thethighs,
following the logic of them inimagination up to the sensuoudly jolting buttocks, the little siwelling buds of
fruit. Motion, again, he thought: without that élan vita, they would be no more interesting than the



butcher'smest. An overpowering urge to exhibit himsdf to the girlsrose within him. He could fight it only
by turning aside into ashop; it was another butcher's shop; he himself hung naked and <tiff on ahook,
white, and pink-trottered. He looked directly and saw it was a pig's carcass.

But as heleft the shop, he saw another of hisdiscarded I'swas pedling off and crumpling over the
counter, lifdess.

A bright notice on awall advertised the Nova Scotia Tread-mill Orchestra.

He hurried on to the top of the hill. The girls had gone. Like amoth, the state of the world fluttered in his
left ear, and he wegpt for it. The West had delivered itself to the butchers. France Old Folks Home.

A view of the seaoffered itsdf at the top of the hill. Breathing as hard asthe waiting man, Charteris
grasped somerailings and looked over the cliff. One of those hateful phantom voices down in the town
had suggested he was going to Scotland; he saw now that he was indeed about to do that; at least, he
would head north. He hoped his new-found mentd state would enable him to see the future with
increasing clarity; but, when he made the effort, asif, it might be, hiseyesght misted over at any attempt
to read small print, the endeavour seemed bafflingly self-defeating: the smal print of the future bled and
ran-indeed, al he could distinguish was anotice reading something like LOV E BURROW which would
not resolveinto GLASGOW, some sort of plant with crimson bloomsand ... aroad accident? - until,
trying to grapple with the muddled images, he findly even lost the direction inwhich hismind wastrying
to peer. The breathing wasin hishead and chest.

Clinging to therailings, hetried to sort out his random images. LOVE BURROW was no doubt some
sort of Freudian nonsense; he dismissed the crimson Christmas blooms; his anxiety clustered round the
accident - dl he could see was agreat pergpective of dashing and clanging cars, aligned down the
beaches of triple-carriageways like atournament. The images could be past or future. Or merely fears.
Alwaysthe prospect of crashing and tumb-ling climaxes.

He had |ft his car on the ship. What was ahead was unknown, even to him with the budding powers- in
abreathless moment like aducking - and the seawas grey. Clutching the railings, Charterisfdt the
ground rock dightly. The deck. The deck rocked. The seanarrowed like a Chinese eye. The ship
bumped the quay. A cdll to mugter stations amid starling laugh-ter.

He stood at therail, trying to adjust, as the passengers | eft the ship and their cars were driven away from
the under-deck. Helooked up at the dliffs; gulls swooped down from them: and floated on the oily sea.
Helistened and heard only his own breathing, the rasp of hisown body in his clothes. In or out of trance
he stood: and the quay emptied of people.

“Isthered car yours, Sr?’
“You are Mr Charteris, Sr?’

Sowly he turned towards the English voice. He extended ahand and touched the fabric of the man's
tunic. Nodding without speaking, he made hisway dowly below deck. Slowly, he waked down the
echoing belly-perspective of the car deck to where his Banshee stood. He climbed in, searched in his
pocket for theignition key, dowly redised it was dready in theigni-tion, started up, and drove dowly
over the ramp onto English concrete, English yellow arrows.

He looked acrossto the customs shed. A man stood there haf in shadow, in ablue sweater, arms
folded. He beckoned. Char-teris drove forward and found it was acustoms man. A small rain began to
fdl asthe man looked laconicdly through Charteriss grip.



“Thisis England, but my dream was moretrue.” he sad.

“That'sasmay be,” said the man, in surly fashion. had awar here, you know, sir, not like you lot in
France. Y ou'd expect a bit of didocation, sort of, wouldn't you?’

“Didocation, my God, yed”

“Well, then -

Asherolled forward, the man called out, “ Theré'sanew gene-ra-tion!”
“And I'm part of it!”

He drove away, enormoudy dow, and the dimy yellow arrows licked their way under his bonnet.
TENEZ LA GAUCHE. LINKSFAHREN. DRIVE ON THE LEFT WATNEY'S BEER.

The enormous gate swung open and he felt only love. He waved at the man who opened the gate; the
man stared back suspicioudly. England! Brother we are treading where the Saint has trod!

The great white lumpish buildings along the front seemed to settle. He turned and looked back in fear a
the ship -where - what was he? In the wet road, crumpled over one of the arrows, lay one of hisl's, just
asinthevison, discarded.

Only now did he clearly recall the details of the vison.
Towhat extent wasavison an illuson, to what extent aclearer sort of truth?

He recollected the England of hisimagination., culled from dozens of Saint books. A deazy place of
cockneys, nursemaids, policemen, dums, misty wharves, large housesfull of the vulne-rablejewd lery of
beautiful women. That place was not this. Wéll, like the man said, there had been awar, adidocation.
Helooked at these people in these streets. The few women who were about moved fast and furtive,
poorly and shabbily dressed, keeping close to wals. Not a nursemaid among them. The men did not stir.
A curse of dternate inertia had been visited upon the English sexes. Men stood waiting and smoking in
little groups, ungpesking; women scurried lonely. In their eyes, he saw the dewy glints of madness. Their
pupils flashed towards him like animal headlights, ferd with guanin, the women's green, the men'sred like
wolf-hounds or anew animd.

A littlefear clung to Charteris.

“I'll drive up to Scotland,” he said. Bombardment of images. He was confusing his destiny: he would
never get there. Something happened to him ... would happen. Had happened - and he here and now
was but apast image of himsdlf, perhaps a dead image, perhaps one of the cast-off I'sthat Gurdjieff said
must be cast off before aman could awaken to true con-sciousness.

He cameto the junction where, in hisvision, he had turned and walked up the steep shopping stret.
With determination, Char-teris wrenched the whedl and accelerated up the hill. Under sudden prompting,
he glanced over his shoulder. A red Banshee with himsdf driving had split away and was taking the other
turning. Did that way lead to Scotland or to ... Love Burrow? His other | caught his gaze just
momentarily, pupilsflashing blank guanin red, teeth bright in awolf snarl.

That'sonel I'm happy to lose...

As he climbed up the hill, helooked for three girlsin mini-skirts, for a butcher's shop. But the people
were the shabby post-catastrophe crowd, and most of the shops were shuttered: al infinitely sadder than



the vison, however frightening it had been. Had he been frightened? He knew he embraced the new
srangeness. Materidism had asilver psycheddic bullet through its heart; the incal culable took
vampire-flight. Thetimeswere his.

Already, hefdt acooler knowledge of himself. Down in the south of Italy, that was where this new phase
of life had festered for him, in the rehabilitation camp for the dav victims, away from his paterna roof. In
the camp, he had been forced to wander in derangements and had learnt that sanity had many
dternatives, afix for individud taste.

From his persona revalt, definition was growing. He could believe that his forte was action directed by
philosophy. He was not the introgpective; on the other hand, he was not the smple doer. The other I's
would be leaves from the sametree,

And where did these thoughts lead? Something impelled him: perhaps only the demon chemicas
increasing their hold on him; but he needed to know where he was going. It would help if he could
examine one of his cast-off I's. As he reached the top of the hill, he saw that he still stood gripping the
railings and staring out to sea. He stopped the car.

As he waked towards the figure, monstrous things whedled in the firmament.

His hearing became preternaturally acute. Although his own footsteps sounded distant, very near at hand
werethetida flow of hisbreathing, thetick of hiswatch, the stealthy rustle of hisbody insdeits clothing.
Like the man said, there had been awar, adidocation.

As hishand came up to touch the shoulder of the Gurdjieffian |, it was arrested in mid-air; for hisglance
caught the sght of something moving on the sea. For amoment, he mistook it for some sort of anew
machine or animal, until it resolved itself under his startled focusinto aship, acar ferry, moving closeinto
the harbour. On the promenade deck, he saw himsdlf stan-ding remote and till.

Thefigure before him turned.

It had broken teeth set in an indefinite mouth, and dark brown pupils of eyes gripped between baggy lids.
Its nose was brief and snouty, its skin puffed and discoloured, its hair as short and tufted asfur. It was
thewaiting man. It smiled.

“I waswaiting for you, Charterisl”

“So they were hinting down in the town.”

“Y ou don't have any children, do you?’

“Héll, no, but my ancestry goesright back to Early Man.”

“Youll tell meif you aren't at ease with me? Y our answer revedls, | think, that you are afollower of
Gurdjieff?’

“Clever guess! Ouspenski, redlly. The two are one - but Gurd-jieff talks such nonsense.”
“Youread himintheorigind, | suppose?’
“Theorigind whet?’

“Then you will redisethat the very timeswe live in are somewhat Gurdjieffian, eh? The timesthemsdlves,
| mean, talk nonsense - but the sort of nonsense that makes us smul-ta-neoudy very sceptical about the



old rulesof sanity.”
“There were no rulesfor that sort of thing. There never were. Y ou make them up asyou go.”

“Y ou are not much more than akid! Y ou wouldn't under-stand. There are rules for everything once you
learn them.”

Charteris was feding amost no apprehension now, athough his pulse beeat rapidly. Far below onthe
quay, he could see him-sdlf climbing into the Banshee and driving towards the customs shed.

“I must be getting along,” he said formdly. “ Asthe Saint would say, | have adate with destiny. I'm
looking for aplace caled...” He had forgotten the name; that image had been self-cancelling.

“My houseis hard by here”
“| prefer asofter kind.”

“It is softer insgde, and my daughter would like to meet you. Do come and rest amoment and feel
yoursdlf welcomein Britain.”

He hestated. The time would come, might even be close, when all the gates of the farmyard would be
closed to him; hewould fall dead and be forgotten; and continue to Stare forever out through the window
at the blackness of the garden. With asmple gesture of assent - how smpleit yet remained to turn the
wrist in the lubricated body - he helped the waiting man into the car and allowed him to direct the way to
his house.

Thiswasamiddle-class area, and unlike anywhere he had visited before. Roads of small neat houses and
bungal ows stretched away on al sides, crescents curved off and later re-joined the road, rebellion over.
All were neatly labelled with sylvan names. Sherwood Forest Road, Dingley Ddll Road, Herbivore Drive,
Woodbine Walk, Placenta Place, Honeysuckle Avenue, Cowpat Avenue, Geranium Gardens, Clematis
Close, Creosote Crescent, Laurustinus Lane. Each dwelling had anest little piece of garden, often with
rustic work and gnomes on the front lawn. Even the smalest bunga ows had grand names, linking them
with amythica green nature once supposed to have existed: Tal Trees, Rolling Stones, Pan's Pantiles,
Ocean View, Neptune Tiles, The Bushes, Shaggy Shutters, Jasmine Cottage, My Wilderness, Solitude,
The Laurustinuses, Our Oleanders, Florabunda.

Charterisgrew angry and said, “What sort of afantasy are these peopleliving in?’
“If you're asking serioudy, I'd say, Security masquerading as alittle danger.”
“We aren't adlowed this sort of private property in Jugodavia. It's an offence againgt the state.”

“Don't worry! Thisway of lifeisdead - thewar haskilled it. The values on which thismini-civilisation has
been built have been swept away - not that most of the inhabitantsrediseit yet. | keep up the pretence
because of my daughter.”

The waiting man began to breathe in acertain way. Charteris regarded him curioudy out of the corner of
his eye, because he fancied that the man was accomplishing rather an accurate parody of his daughter's
breathing. So good wasit that the girl was virtualy conjured up between them; she proved to be, to
Charteriss ddight, the one of the three girlsin amini-skirt he had most admired while waking up the hill,
perhaps ayear younger than himsdf. Theillusion lasted only asplit second, and then the waiting man was
breething naturdly again.

“All pretence must be broken! Maybe that isthe quest on which | cameto this country. Although we are



strangers and should perhaps talk formaly together, | must declareto you that | believe very deeply that
thereis a strange force latent in man which can be awakened.”

“Kundaini! Turn left here, down Petunia Park Road.”

“What?’

“Tumnleft.”

“What else did you say? Y ou were swearing at me, | believe?’

“Kunddini. Y ou don't know your Gurdjieff aswell asyou pretend, my friend. So-caled occult literature
speaks of Kundalini, or the serpent of Kundaini. A strange force in man which can be awakened.”

“That'sit, then, yes | want to awaken it. What are dl these people doing in therain?’

Asthey drove down Petunia Park Road, Charteris redlised that the English middle-classes were standing
neetly and attentively in their gardens, some were performing charac-teristic actions such as adjusting ties
and reading big news-papers, but most were smply staring into the road.

“Left here, into Brontosaurus Broadway. Listen, my boy, Kunddini, that serpent, should be |eft deeping.
It's nothing desirable! Repulsive though you may find these people here, their lives have at |east been
dedicated - and successfully, on the whole - to mechanical thought and action, which keep the serpent
deeping. | mean, security masgquerading asalittle danger isonly asmal aberration, whereas Kundaini -”

He went into some long rigmarole which Charteris was un-able to follow; he had just seen ared

Bansheg, driven by another Gurdjieffian I, dide past the top of the road, and was disturbed by it.
Although there was much he wanted to learn from the waiting man, he must not be deflected from his
main north-bound intention, or he might find him-s&lf in the position of adiscarded |. On the other hand, it
was possible that going north might bring him into discardment. For thefirst timein hislife, hewas avare
of dl lifeésrich or desiccating dternatives, and an urge within him - but that might be Kundalini -
prompted him to go and talk to people, preach to them, about cultivating the multi-va ued.

“Herésthe house,” said the waiting man. “ Pear Tree Palace. Comein and have a cup of tea. Y ou must
meet my daughter. She'syour age, no more.”

At the negt little front gate, barred with awrought-iron sun-set, Charteris hesitated. “ Y ou are hospitable,
but | hope you won't mind my asking - | seem mysdlf to be dightly affected by the PCA bombs-
hallucinations, you know - | wondered - aren't you aso abit - touched - ” The waiting man laughed,
making hisugly facelook alot uglier. “Everyone's touched! Don't be taken in by appear-ances here.
Believe me, the old world has gone, but its shell remainsin place. One day soon, there will come abreath
of wind, anew messiah, the shdl will crumple, and the kidswill run streaming, screaming, barefoot in the
head, through lush new imaginary meadows. What atimeto be young! Come on, I'll put the kettle on!
Wipe your shoes!”

“It's as bad asthat? -”

The waiting man had opened the front door and goneinside. Uneasy, Charteris paused and |ooked about
the garden suburb. Kinetic architecture here had spiked the viewpoint with a crazy barricade of pergolas,
patios, bay windows, arches, extensons, dl manner of dinky garages and outhouses, set among fancy
trees, clipped hedges, and painted trellis. Watertight world. All hushed under the fine mist of rain.
Neighbourhood of evil for him, small squares of anaemic fancy, wrought-iron propriety.

Hefound himsdlf a the porch, where the gaunt rambler canes dready bore little snouts of spring growth.



Thered be afine show of New Dawn in four more months. An en-chantment waited here. Hewent in,
leaving the door open. He wanted to hear more about Kundalini.

At the back of the house, the waiting man pottered in asmall kitchen, dl painted green and cream, every
surface covered with patterned stuff and, on a calendar, a picture of two peopletarry-ing in afield.
Behind the frozen gestures of the couple, sheep broke from their enclosure and surged among the harvest
whest to trampleit with delight.

“My daughter'll be back soon.” The waiting man switched on asmall green-and-cream dumpy
streamlined radio from which the dumpy voice of adisc-joker said, “ And now for those who enjoy the
sweset things of life, relax right back for the greet dl-time sound of one of the great bands of al time and
we're spinning thisone just especidly for Auntie Floraand al the boys at ‘NostdjaViga, The Crossngs,
The Tip, Scrawley, in Bedfordshire - the great immortal sound of you guessed it the Glenn Miller
Orchegtraplaying ‘Moonlight Serenade’.”

Out in the garden winter birds plunged.

“*All timesound’ - you arefor music?’ asked the waiting man as he besat time and watched the treacly
music asit rose from the kettle spout and steamed across the withered ceiling.

“My daughter isn'tin. | expect shell be back soon. Why don't you settle down here with usfor abit?
Therésanicelittle spare room upstairs - abit small but cosy. Y ou never know - you might fall inlove
with her.”

He remembered hisfirst fear of the waiting man: that he would detain Charterisin the customs shed.
Now, more subtly, the attempt at detention was again being made.

“And you're afollower of Gurdjieff, areyou?’ Charteris asked.

“Hewas rather an unpleasant customer, wasn't he? But amagician, agood guide through these
hdlucinatory times.”

“I want to waken astrange force that | fed ingde me, but you say that is Kundalini, and Gurdjieff warns
agang wakingit?’

“Very definitey! Most definitey! G says man must awake but the snake, the serpent, must be left
degping.” He made the teameticuloudy, using milk from atube which was lettered Ided. “Wevedl got
serpentsin us, you know!” He laughed.

“So you say. We aso have motives that make our behaviour rationa, that have nothing to do with any
snaked!”

Thewaiting man laughed again in an offensve way.
“Don't laugh likethat! Shdl | tell you the story of my life?’
Amusement. “You're too young to have alifel” He dropped saccharrine pillsinto the tea.

“On the contrary! I've dready shed many illusons. My father was a stone-mason. Everyone respected
him. He was big and powerful and harsh and sad. Everyone said he was agood man. Hewas an Old
Communigt, apower in the Party.”

“When | wasasmall boy, there was arevolt by the younger generation. They wanted to expd the Old
Communigts. Students everywhere rose up and said, * Stop this antique propagandal Let uslive our



lives” And in the schoolsthey said, * Stop teaching us propagandal Tell usfacts!’” Y ou know what my
father did?’

“Haveyour teaand be quiet!”

“I'mtalking to you! My father went boldy out to meet the students. They jeered him but he spoke up.
‘Comrades, hesaid, ‘Y ou areright to protest - youth must aways protest. I'm glad you have the
courage to speak up because for along while | have secretly felt as you do. Now | have your backing, |
will changethings. Leaveittome!’ | heard him say it and was proud.”

And he heard now the all-time orchestra never dead.

“I became fervent then myself. Sure enough, father made changes. Everyone said that the young idedlists
had won and in the school s they taught how the Old Communism had been okay but the new
non-propagandist kind was better. The young ringleaders of the revolt were even given good jobs. It was
wonderful.”

“Politicsdon't interest me,” said the waiting man, tirring histea. “Do you care for music?’

“Fiveyearslater, | had my firg girl. She said she would let mein on a secret She was part of a
revolutionary group of young men and girls. They wanted to change things so that they could live their
livesfredy, and they wanted the schools and newspapersto stop al the propaganda. They determined to
expel the Y oung Communigts”

“For me, it wasamovement of terrible crisisl | redlised that Communism was ajust system for hanging
on to what you had, no better than Capitalism. And | redlised that my father wasjust abig fraud - an
opportunist, not an idedist. From then on, | knew | had to get away, to live my own life.”

The waiting man showed hisfurry teeth and said, “ That's hardly asinteresting to me aswhat | wastelling
you about the serpent, | think you must admit. There's no such thing asan ‘own life.”

“What isthis serpent of Kunddini then? Come on, out withiit, or | could pretty easly brain you with this
kettlel”

“It'san dectric kettlel”
“l don't carel”

At this proof of Charteriss recklessness, the waiting man backed away, helped himsdlf to asaccharine
pill, and said, “ Enjoy your teawhileit's hot! Forget your father - it's some-thing we dl haveto do!”

“Yesdree, one of the great onesin the Miller style. And now for awel come change of pace -”

Charteris was conscious of amounting pressure inside him. Something was breathing closeto hisleft ear
and seding away.

“Answver my question!” he said.

“Wall, according to G, the serpent isthe power of theimagination - the power of fantasy - which takes
the place of ared function. Y ou get my meaning? When aman dreamsin-stead of acting, when he
imagines himsdlf to be agrest eagle or agreat magician ... that's the force of Kunddini actingin him...”

“Cannot one act and dream?”

Thewaiting nun gppeared to double up, sniggering in repul-sive fashion with hisfiststo his mouth. Love



Burrow - that was the sign, and a pale-thighed wife beside him. ... His place was there, wherever that
was. This Pear Tree Palace was atrap, adead end, the waiting man himsdlf an ambiguous either / or /
both / and sign, deluding yet warning him: perhagps a mani-festartion of Kunddini itsdf. He had got his
tasksin thewrong order; clearly, thiswas a dead end with no aternative, a corner of extinction. What he
wanted was anew tribel!

Now the waiting man's sniggers were choking him. Above their bubbling din, he heard the sound of acar
engine outside, and dropped his teacup. The tea sent adozen fingers across the cubist lino. Over hisfigts,
thelittle doubled figure glared blankly red at him. Charteristurned and ran.

Through the open door. Birdslegped from the lawn to the eaves of the bungalow, leaden, from
motionlessness to ingtant motionlessness.

His heart's beat dragged in itstime-snare like aworn serenade.

Down the path. Therain had lured out a huge black dug which crawled like atorn watch-strap before
him. The green-and-cream radio till didled yesterday.

Through the gate. The sun, set for ever withitslast rays caught in mottled iron.

Totheroad. But hewas adiscarded dternative. A red Banshee was pulling away, with one of his
glittering I's at the whed, puissant, full of potentia, multi-valued, saviour-shaped.

Heran dfter it, calling from the agphdt heart of Brontosaurus Broadway, legping over the gigantic yellow
arrows. They were becoming more difficult to negotiate. His own powers, he knew, were failing. He had
chosen wrongly, become auseless |, ddlying with an old order instead of seeking new patterns.

Now the arrows were aimost vertical. LINKS FAHREN. Thered car wasfar away, just ablur moving
through the barrier, speeding unimpeded for....

He still heard breathing, movements of clothes, the writhing of toes inside shoe-caps. But these were not
his. They belonged to the Charterisin the car, the undiscarded |. He no longer breathed.

As he huddled over the arrow, gullstumbled from the cliff and sank into the water. Over the se, the ship
came. Up the hill, motors sounded. In the head, barefoot, anew age.

There had been awar, adidocation.
TIME NEVER GOESBY

Y ou must remember this

That beds get crumpled skirts get rumpled
And hedges grow up into trees

Cinemeas close and the parking lot
Losesitslast late Ford

Everything goes by the board

But Time Never Goes By

And when true lovers screw

Novety wears off the affair's off
Perfumefadesfromtheair

The bright spinning coin will tarnish and
Themiser forget hishoard

Everything goes by the board



But Tim Never Goes By

The watch kegps ticking true enough

But time's glued down to something stronger
Itsafixture Do enough

But every second's a second longer

Try your best you'll be impressed

Every minute has centuriesin it

It'still the same old story
Characters change events rearrange
Plot seemsto wear red thin
Coffinscdl for running men

Hated or adored

Everything goes by the board

But Time Never Goes By

NOVA SCOTIA TREADMILL ORCHESTRA
ROSEMARY LEFT ME

Beyond the buildingsthe buildings
Beginagan

Beyond recording the old records
Spinagan

It's sort of sad itskind of safe

It seems so sour

Thethingsthat are past will fortify
The menace of the coming hour

My Rosemary left me outside The Fox
Sad| smet said | didn't care

Then why do | keep her pubic hair
Tied up in ribbon in a sandalwood box

Now I've found Jeanie cute as you please
Tight little skirt and lesther jerkin

Soon I'll get the scissors working

History comes bobbing on back like knees

So | go ahead tho | know ahead
Winds blow aheed

Two steps forward one step back
Trodden in another tread

Beyond recording the old records
Spinagain

Beyond the buildingsthe buildings
Beginagan

THE GENOSIDES



LITTLE PAPER FACES

He goes through the land
Histomorrow in his pocket
Heseeksaland

Where the facesfit the heads

Little paper faces
Little paper faces
Little paper faces
Y eh, with hand-drawn expressons

He crosses over the sea
Rilgrim of the Pilgrim Age

He hopesto see

A different mask beneath the skull

Little paper faces
Little paper faces
Little paper races
Y eh, with crayoned experience

Little paper faces
Little paper faces
Little paper faces
Y eh, papered on the paper bone

THE ESCALATION
BOOK ONE Northwards top
DRAKE-MAN ROUTE

SO maybe thiswasthered Charteris or apersond photograph of him wire-whedling towards the
metropolis none too sure if matter was not hallucination, smiling and spesking with atone of unutterable
kindnessto himsdlf to keep down the baying images. Uprooted man. Himsdlf aproduct of time. England
aproduct of literature. It was agood period and to dissolve into al branches - great new thing with all

potentias, prosperity and prenury.

He saw it, see-saw the new thing, scud across the scudding road before him, an astral projection
perhaps, dl legs, going al ways at once. A man could do that.

He wanted to communicate his new discoveries, pour out the pro-fusion of his confuson to listeners, in
madness never more nerved or equilustra, al paradised by the aerosols until the un-clipped hedges of
mind grew their own utopiary.

His car snouted out one single route from al the possible routes and now growled through the iron-clod
night of London's backyards: papierméché passing for stone, cardboard passing for brick, only inthe
yellow fanning wash of French headlights; pretence dl round of solidity, permanence, roofs and wallsand
angles of ady geometry, windows infinitely opague on seried deepers, quick corners, snickering
bayonets at vison's angles, untrodden pavements, wide eyes reflected from blind shops, the ever-closing
air, the epic of unread sgns, and under the bile blue fermentation of illumination, roundabouts of concrete
boxed by shops and awhole vast countryside rumpling upwards into the night under the subterranean
detonation of unease. The steering whed swung it al thisway and that, great raree show-down for



foot-down Serbs. Song in the wings, other voices.

Round the next corner FOR YOUR THROAT’ S SAKE SMOKE avan red-eyed - atruck no trokut! -
inthe middle of the guy running out waving bloody leather - Charteris braked spilling hot words asthe
chasing thought came of impact and splat some clot mashed out curving against awall of shattered brick
so bright al flowering: aflowering cactus a Christmas cactusrioting in an anatomica out-of-season.

Car and images dominoed into control as the man jumped back for hislife and Charteris muscled his
Banshee past the van to a hdlt.

All dong the myriad ways of Europe that sordid splendid city in the avenues Charteris had driven hard.
He thought of them spin-ning down hiswindow thrusting out his face as the vanman came on the trot.

“Y ou trying to cause a crash or something?’

“Y ou were touching some speed, lad, come round that comer like you were breaking the ruddy speed
record, can you give me alift I've broken down?’

He looked broken down like dl the English now narrowly whoop--ing up the after-effects of the Acid
Head War, with old leather shoulders and elbows and a shirt of macabre towelling, no tie, eyeslike
phosphorescence and a big mottled face asif shrimps burrowed in his cheeks.

“Canyou givemealift, | say? Going north by any chance?

The difficulty of the cadence of English. Not the old smple words so long since learnt by heart asthe
gdlant saint dipped into the villainous captain's cabin pistol in hand but smply the trick of drawing- voca
from the mouth.

“I am going north yes. What part of it are you wanting to reach?’
“Whét part are you heading for?’

“I - 1 - where the Christmas cactus blooms and angelina flowers -”
“Heck, another acid nut, look, lad, are you safe to be with?’

“Forgivemel it'sthey you see take you north okay, only I'm just abit confused by anywhere you want
| go why not?’

He couldn't think straight, couldn't aim straight though he sighted hisintellect at the target the bullets of
thought were multi-photographed and kept recurring and stray ricochets sponged back again and again
like that succulent image that perhaps he thought sniped him from his future -and why not if the Metz
vison was true and he no more than a manifestation on aweb of timein which matter wasthe
halucination. Bafflement and yet suffusing ddight asif agreat havering haversack waslifted off hisback
amplifying under its perplexities such persond problems asright or wrong.

“If you fed that way. Y ou are aforeigner? France was not affected they say played it cool stayed neuter.
Friend to the Arab world. Lost dl loot, | say. Okay I'll get my gear name's Banjo Burton by the way.”

“Mine's Charteris. Colin Charteris.”
13 Gm.”

Burly of shoulder he ran back to the van al conked and hunched fifty yards back, struggled at the rear
and then returned for help. So Charteris not unloath climbed into the Silent stage set of this quartier



looking about licking the deso-lation - London London at |ast this ouspenskian eye beholdsthis
legendary if meagre exotic scene. Lugging at the back of the van the other man Banjo Burton pulls at
something and between them they drag it machinery across the indoor road: a passing speedster and for
amoment they are both outdoors again.

“What you got here?’

“Infrasound equipment,” asthey load it into the back of Charteriss car backs bending grunting in work
lonely company under the night eyes. Then stand there half-inspecting each other in the semi-dark you do
not see me | do not see you: you see your interpretation of me |l see my interpretation of you. Moving to
climb into the front seats heftily he swinging open the door with unrecorded muscling asks, “ So you're
French then areyou?’

“l am Serbian.”

Gresat conversation stopper dammer of doorsinternaly quasi-silent revving of enginesand away. The
start and bastion of Europe oh they know not Serbia. O Kossovo the field of blackbirds where the dark
red peonies blow but then on into the Turkish night of another era of the mobility soothed soon the
shouldered man beginsto manifest hisflat voice asif speed harmonised it.

“I'll not be sorry to get out of London and home again though mind you you certainly see some funny
things here make you laugh if you fed that way | mean to say people are more open than they used to
m”

“Open? Minds open? Y ou don't mean thoughts flowing from one to another like anet aweb?’

“| don't mean that asfar as| know. | don't get what goes on in the heads of you blokes though | don't
mind telling you. And when | say laugh it'sredlly enough to make you cry. | was up in Coventry when
they dropped the bombs.”

Thelight and lack of it played across his cragged face as he fumbled for acigarette and lit it very closeto
his face between avolcano crater of cupped hands al &fire to the last wrinkle and looking askance with
extinct pits said through smoke, “I mean to say thisisthe end of theworld takeit or leaveit.”

But this goblin had no hex on the charmed Charteriswho sang “ In English you have a saying where
there'slife there's hope and so here no end - one end maybe but a straggle of new starts.”

“If you call going back to caveman level new gtart, look mate I've been around see | got abrother wasin
the army he's back home now because why because the forces al broke up - no discipline oncetheair is
full of thiscyclodelic menl'l fal about with laughing rather than sand in agtraight line like they don't get it,
eh? So smilarly where's your industry and agriculture going without discipline| tell you this country and
al the other countries like Europe and Americathey're grinding to a standstill and only the bloody wogs
fit to hold aspoon and fork.”

Asthey clattered up along forlorn street built a century back archaic blind shuttered shattered in the
stony desert just for the sheer ddlight of going Charteristhus: “New dis-ciplines grind from the stand only
the old bind gone | can't argueit but industrid's a crutch thrown away.”

Can't argueit but one day with atuned tongue | will my light isin this darkness as his face splashes flame
S0 the sweet animd lark of my brain will be cauterise aflamingot of golden flumiance.

Though by the deadly nightshade sheltered figures rankled in vacant areas moving in groups with new
inginct and on missing dates derisive the city's cats a so tabbled in doubled file for every shadow a



shadower.

“Y our army brother got the aerosolvent?’

“Got some sort of religiouskick like hiswhole brain's snarled up. Wide open to what ever comesaong.”
“Aswe were meant to be.”

Banjo Burton laughed and coughed at the same time pouring smoke asif it were dl he had to give.

“Bust open I'd say that's no way to go on Eke. Mark my wordsit'sthe end and cities hit rea bad like
London and New Y ork and Brusselsthey copped it worst they're sinking with all hands and feet. Still a
man doeswhat he can so | run the group and hope like | mean not much one man can do after all if
people aren't going to work proper they've got to do some-thing so they trace for the sparky sound
right?’

Tunnelling in his own exploding reverie where awhol e sparse countryside under the sun rustled with the
broken dreams of Savs he sgndled “ Sound?’

“I got agroup. | manage them. | also launched the Nova Scotia Treadmill Orchestra. Used to bethe
Genosides. Re-member their ‘ Deathworld Boy’ 7’

“I wasthinking your van should you just leave it?’
“It wasn't mine. | picked it up.”

Silence and night fading between them and between furry teeth the jaded taste of another sunrise until
Burton huddled deeper and said again, “I got thisgroup.”

The camp had been full of eyesand thereit had al started hisfirst promptings on this solitary migration.
“What group?’

“A group like. Musicians. Y ou know. ... We used to be called the Dead Sea Sound now we changed to
The Escalation now we're going to have infrasound like and the grest roar tiding in over the heady
audience in surges of everyone doing, hisfruit-and-nut-most.” He waved his hand at the sky and said,
“Theresno equation for ared thing what you think?’

“Mudcianseh?’

“Aye damned right musicians.” He began to sing and the |ost references added one more siratum to
Charteris tumbled psycho-geology where many castled relics of experience lay. Untaught by hisold
politico-philosophica system to dig in-trospection he now nevertheless eased that jacket and shovelled
down into his un-common coreto find there ore and dways either / or, and on that godamnbiguity to
snag his blade and whether there in the subsoil did not lie Kidd's treasure of al possibility, doubloons,
pistolesfor two, and gold moidores to other ways of thought.

Blinded by this gleam of previous meta he turned upon the singer huddled in his shadow and said, “Y ou
could be another strand to the web or why not if al routes | now sail are ones of discovery and
screaming up thisavenue | dso circumnavigate myself with as much meaning as your knighted hero
Francis Drake.”

“I reckon as you've gone wrong somewhere thisis the Portobello Road.”

“In my hindquarters reason's seet | seel St sail unknowing but that Christmas cactus may be ashore and



isthere not afar peninsulaof Brussels? Trying to look into a possible future port.”
“I don't know what you mean man look where you're going.”

“I think I look | think | see. Enchanted mariner ducks into unknown bays and mewith alaurel on my
brow | see. ...”

Charteris could not say what he saw and fell silent in adaze of future days, but what he had said moved
Burton from histrental mood to say, “If you're keeping on down the Harrow Road | have afriend in St
John's Wood name of Brasher who would aso be glad of alift north like a sort of religious chap in many
ways a prophet with strange means about him and god's knuckleduster when he's crossed.”

“Hewantsto go north?’

“Aye hiswife and dl that that. And my brother that | told you he wasin the army well he acts as sort of
disciple to Phil that's this bloke Brasher he's abit of atouch nut but he's reckoned a bit of a prophet and
hewas in this plane crash and don't tell me it wasn't god's luck he managed to escape...”

The dow bonfire of unaccustomed words flickered on the tired minds consuming and confusing leaves of
yesterday but for Charteris no meaning sunk low in the cockpit of his pre-destined dreams where the
ashes of father domination were atrance-element and just said lazily “We can pick him up.”

“He'sin St John's Wood I've got his address here on abit of paper wait abit like he's shacked up with
some of hisdisciples. | tdl you saints and seers are two apenny just lately, better turn off at this next
trafficagnas”

Weren't these lay songs and carnd fictions abrighter fire than any burning in aregulation grate blessed by
clergy or afunerd just the darker extension of forestslightsillusonsthe frugtration of materia branchesin
lesf-fall or flooded delight where my dad went down.

The whole town had turned out to attend his father's funera. Only he stayed at home. Findly, impulses of
guilt and love sent him out, dressed as he was, to join the mourners.

Heavy rains had caused flooding, and the floods had delayed the progress of the funerd. It was growing
dark. He drove dong thewinding vadley road in the car: lately hisfather's car now hisby inheritance. His
father's old raincoat lay on the back sest. He did not like to throw it out. The car held the smdll of his
fether.

It was dark under the mountain. The swollen river glinted. Between him and the river were broken and
twisted trees where people went to laze on summer afternoons; lately, parties of picnickers had taken to
driving over here from Svetozarevo, leaving their beer cans under the bushes. Now the beer canswere
afloat. It was not easy to see where the degps of the river began. The water was running fast and stern.

He could see solitary people waking on the other sde of the river. The bridge was down; he could not
get across. He drove on, winding and twisting round the rumps of mountainside.

A few lamps marked the other bank of the river now. A smal rain began to fal, smearing the lights. He
could just make out knots of people. When he came to the second bridge, he saw that alarge areain
front of it had flooded; he could not drive across. Stopping the car on abank, he climbed out and started
to wade through the flood. Music was playing on the far bank, coming to him fitfully. He caught hisfoot
on something sub-merged under the dark water and fell, landing on hands and knees. With acurse, he
got up and went back to the car. He drove on.

Now he could see the cemetery across the intervening waste of waters. His father had been agood



Communist; hewas going to get agood funera, with an Orthodox priest presiding, and mem-bers of the
Party present, humblein their raincoats.

Thelight wasragged from wild clouds. Anidand, a mere strip crowned with elders and beeches, stood
between him and aclear view of the funera party opposite. When he stopped the engine, he could just
hear the voice of the priest, and could make out the man's head under alantern.

He drove farther down the road, then back, looking for a better vantage point. There was none. He
contemplated going al the way back to the village and then starting again down the other road; but it
would take too long. and by then the ceremony might be entirely over. Painfully lack of aternative.
Eventually, he backed the car acrosstheroad - there would be no more traffic on it today - so that its
nose faced out towards the flood.

Heturned on the headlights, letting them glare across the river, and stood by the car with the door
hanging open, staring across himsalf. Rain clung to hisface. It was redlly impossible to distinguish what
was going on. He paddled among the flooded trees, staring, staring, at the far bank.

“Daddy!” hecried.

And past the greeneyes swinging right past Stones with headlights and Leeds Permanent all bordered up
aglimpsed group of girlsrunning down adark turn legs and ankles what the blackbirds on the bloody
field or through my poppied dark auto-breasted anti-flowered the desired succubae come to me with
their dark mandragoran flies.

Lost vison. Other avenues. The naturd density of loins.

And dl these drunken turnings as again they lost themselves a smplified pantographic variablegeometric
seedimensiona welt-schmerz-an-schauunger-strass-hol e of light-dashed caverns rum-pussed in the
stoned night were names to beat on inner ears with something more than sense: Westbourne Bridge
Bishop's Bridge Road Eastbourne Terrace Praed Street Norfolk Place South Wharf Road Praed Street
again and then more con-fidently up the Edgware Road and Maida Vae and St John's Wood Road and
past Lord'swith the unread signs and now more rubbish in the streets and on the rooftops gliding
un-obtrusively another turning worlds day and so to where the man caled Brasher lived.

Here so long had been his drive that when the man called Burton |eft to give acall Charterisdozed ina
dover head down upon the steering whed and let thislongplanned city sub-gtantiate itsalf around himin
dawning colour. In his shuttered deep he saw himsdlf drawn from the ground multi-pronged and
screaming with severa people standing ceremonially but their heads averted or under cowlsto whom he
was then able to speak 0 that they moved through whole sparse countrysides of rooms and chambers
and compartments, aways ascending or descending stairs. Though al was mallegbleit seemed to him he
had awinged conversation with two two women but one of them was maimed and the other took wings
and burst out from awindow for some sort of freedom athough they heard an old man cry that beyond
the sprawling giant of abuilding the buildings began again.

When hewas aroused he could not say whether it was he that woke or the serpent within him.

Banjo Burton wastaking at the car window without making himsalf understood his face landscaping so
Charterisfollowed him towards crumbling semi-daylight house and that appeared the correct procedure.
Mention of breskfast chill cramped in the dull limbs part still down in cup of coffee at least hospitaly
south of Italy and my nose gill smarting from that blow in Metz they're upstairs he went after along the
million grave.

Old grey stepsto the old brown building tucked in iron railings curled to adilute Italian mode and in the



grey-brown hall black-and-red tiles of the sameillusory epoch and everywhere on every side gpart from
the murmuring of voicesrich dull rich dull parttern-ing making claims delaying senses - asking dway's of
each moment wasit eterna could one walk through the hall and walk forever through the hall: become no
more than an experience of the hal as tiff-legged from the car onein the hal's embrace and the
murmuring these ephemerd hdls eterndly retaining.

Then again another sumptuous time-bracket and the millenia-ephemerd world of the worn stair-carpet
asking dwayswhat can be the connection between this and that moment except deep in the neovortex of
old gpemen in mas-querading mansions and the smell of England tea old umbréllas jam trees and maybe
corsets? And the voices nestlings at the rocking lifetop.

Utters at the top of the stairs and another time-bracket somehow one comes through them with people
milling and what really goes on who sees or in my father's head. Patterny people dl minority men and
women with hands Byzantine and kindly expressions born to ingenuflect. Pinkness below the high hair.
Dove voiceswith one voice angry madbulling the china-shoppers about it: the bullman for the crestfalen
times al head and shouldersal bitumen surface blunt as ablock shaking Charteris hand saying “My
name's Phil Brasher I'm you will have heard of me| lead the people the new Proceed making extricate
from the dull weavings of mundanity -”

“Proceed what?’

“The name of the new religion you should of heard of it they know me better in Loughborough afailed
saint there Robbins announced me inadvertently in the market with crowds howling like dogsin grest
schemuzzle of rdevation | wasborn.”

And now they gazed at each other under a naked bulb with Charteris al asmooth man but for the
garting English whiskers histongue awaysin an easy niche and only sound within the eternal squedl of
tyrestoo late and the erctic gridlestone of bodieslying lively on the highway jumped up and jerked of f
speedwise. Opposed to him Brasher everywhere chunky and wattled from suit or cheeks or breeksa
fine managerie odour and premesting him no favourable aspect of the future. They were both betrayed as
beyond the recording old records began again.

How they saw each other. Each in isolation shipwracked. Always afarther coast benesth the coastline. |
now my own mariner seized from sealess Serbia crossed at last the saint rowing with muffed oars down
foggy Port of London to the crimeship or Sir Francis circumaggraving the globe under my own prowess
crossed the eggless waters to these shores this man this mantle,

They saw each other in afrost of violence crystalised recognised - a thousand sdlf-photographing
photographs fell about them on each aglimpse without its clue afist awrist ashoeawal aword acry
Charteriswe cry we hear hisvoice cry Paradise. What crazed triumph as Charteris foresuffersin utter
puzzlement but yet did he not dready do it al in menace of future hour.

In contrast Brasher he. Ashen he mounts back his anger on an unsound rampant saying, “I'll not ride
anywhere with you or where the lorries sweep. Isn't therés alimit alimbo alimit somewhere isn't there?
Y ou must know that | am the great Sayer and cannot in my mouth's teeth be dumb before these my
followers.” They cheer and bring thin coffee always offstage like little paper faces. “ Now you arrive here
and fatal events begin spreading forward aong my trail and every premonition to an ashtip. See dl how
even death is multi-valved and in its colour black nearest brown. Back into the traffic no not I! No more
moving no more movement only to still and takewhat | teach.”

And al those present said, “Not the ashtits. Sickle ourselves on stillnesss,” like the backrow of the
chorus.



But Burton drew Charteris asde and said, “It'sthe PGA bombs he's not too bad will be glad to get home
to hiswifeit'sjust he's psychic sees abad image in you like and the menuts of afuture hour.”

Bombardment of images. Pdltocrat. White thighs with peonies curling between and the walk up narrow
dair, bozur m'sieur. All that he took and let the others burst about and drank histhin naked
carcinomatous London coffee asthey milled and mixed paper lipsover chinalip al textures
communi-casement.

And Brasher came near again something in asuit and narrowly said encouraged by Charteris absence of
aggression, “You aso pedd abdlief, my foreign friend? From France if my infirmation is correct.”

“Now | arrive here and fatal events spread forward along thetrails. | am quoting, but we are nothing to
each other and | have no word yet. | was amember in my own country of the party, but enough of thet,
I'm dazed here maybe not fully awake the afflict of that Arabian nightmoil.”

The heavy man now pressed againgt him againgt the banisters.

“Tell me nothing you parisher thisismy perish get it | had amiraculous survivd from the air crash were
going to hit great wheeling scabs of metropolis mouths teeth and you keep quiet. I'm the Sayer here” As
panic dammer asif hedill fdl.

“I'll be getting on if you object. Objectivity of speeches. | have no feelings and the day spurs me, or
Burtoniif he till wantsto come.”

Tremor by the sde of the mouth speaking independently.

“Come on Phil,” says Burton and to Charteris, “ He's coming but he's just suspicious of you because he
saw you in the crashing plane, an gpparition. On him ridesthe word like.”

“Nonsense,” said Charteris. “ That countryside rumpling up-wards your distorted vision it was Brasher
that interweaves my thoughts! | get it now the plane diving down to, well. I'm going thanks. | want no
part of thisman'sdream nor did | ever fly with himin any plane.”

Asif this abdication soothed Brasher he came forward again and barred Charteris way brushing aside
Burton saying, “On that plane among the vestal virgings southwards you usurped my sodding seat and as
we came-”

“Driving, driving, | have not flown, now get that through your acid head -”

“I only spared the flashing plashing, and dl those cute little bits of stuff - now look here my foreign friend,
| have aright to my share of any bits of crumpet as suffer conversion to Proceed and you -”

“Let him go Phil, he only offered you alift to Lough aong with me so are you coming, and thislot and
your harum can come on after.” Thus Burton and in a closed sentence for Charteris, “He's an old mate of
mine or wastill religion got him - now he'sworse to manage than the Escalation. Everyonésthe solo
indrument in this scene.”

So wasit that with papered-on cheers from the walk-on parts they took the legend down the dirty
creeking stairs and to the floor below thetiles returning and in the darkness waited for amoment
unknowing within the shelter of the judas house before the inward-gazing judas-hole: and then went forth.

Precognition isafunction of two forces hetold himsdlf and aready wished that he might record it in case
the thought drifted from him on the aerosolar light. Precognotion. Two forces. mind of course and al'so
time: the barriers go down and somewhere awhite-thighed woman waits for me -



These are not my images. Bombardment of others images. Autobreasted succubae again from
Didlocations.

Y et my image the white-thighed, dthough | have not seen them dready familiar like milk indde Venetian
crystd dl the better to suck you by. But my precognotions dipping.

It's not only that mind can legp aside from its tracks but that the tracks must be of certain property: so
there are stages | have crossed to reach this point the first being the divination of time as aweb without
merely forward progress but al directions equaly so that the essential | at any moment islike a spider
deegping at the centre of its web aways capable of any turn and the white thorn thighs turning. Only that
essentid Gurdjieffian | doof. And secondly the trip-taking soaked air of London tipping me off my
traditiona cranium sothat | dlow mysdf amulti-dimensond way.

Zbogom, what am | now if not more than man, mariner of my seven seizures.
More than pre-psychedelic man.

Me homo viator

She homo victorine

She haunts me as | hope to haunt her. Not so far north as Scotland.

In histreadmillrace he was on her thought scent moving along the web taking afirst footfal conscioudy
away from antique logic gaining gaining and losing aso the attachment to thingsthat keepsdivea
thousand usdlessI'sin aman'slife seeing the primary fact the sexud assertion that she took wing whoever
she was near to these two strange men.

Then he knew that he wasthe last trump of hisformer forma salf to ascend from the dealings at Dover
by the London lane and the other caught cards of his pack truly at discard trapped in old whists and
wids

He had anew purpose that was no more amystery only now in this moment of revelation wasthe
purpose yet unrevealed. Magica now he played the car scudding and leaping and bouncing from the
surface of the road to the madland of the midlands. He wondered if voices cried his name or a paper face
tore screaming down to living flesh.

Low hillswhirled by like bonfires.

And while Charteristook hisfrail barque into strange seasoned sess, life on the textbook level continued
in the back of the Banshee where Brasher uncomfortably crouched next to the group's equipment held
forth to Burton once more of histraumatic trip when the wingsfailed the pilot's part of reason.

“I knew the flaming plane was going to crash before ever | got into it.” Brasher reliving the dramaof his
predictive urges dl terror cottaat hiswattles.

As his smple sentence speared afew facts on the materia surface, they twisted under and swam to
Charteris through the accumulating fathoms of his flooding newness, garbed in beauty and madness

speckled.

Brasher's plane was one of the last to fly. It brought the members of the Stockholm Precognitive
Congress back to Gresat Britain on flight 8614 leaving Arlanda Airport from Runway 3 at 1145 hours
locd time or maybeit was later because the airport clock had taken to marking an imperceptible time of
itsown and your pilot was Captain Mats Hammarstrom who wel comes you a bored-looking man whose



wooden face concedls amael strom of beauty caught from the falling aerosoused air.

Takeoff kindly fasten

And soon we're over the frosty snowy terrain astonishing

Suggestive contours showing through the ecologica extract aBen Nicholson low rdlief with public hair

Frosted lakes new formations tracks to abstracks spoor of industry neat containments of terrain scarred
forests pattern appearing as we rise where no pattern was where no pattern wasintended. Models too
precisefor truth marvellous

Clouds scraping ground. As clouds thicken sun lights them draws a screen over the world so on the
fantastic stage-set a new world solid appears untrodden by man whiter-than-white more-than-arctic
world of cloudbergs where nothing polar could survive miraculous

All this mindmoving while trim succulent young air-hostesses minister to the passengers pretending in their
formal blue uniforms courtesy SASthat they know nothing of ersex. To nobody's deception. The
masquerade keeps the serpent deeping forms part of the formalised eroticism of pre-psyche-ddlic times
that these nubile and gleaming maidens should minister to men above the cloud formationsincredible

Old concepts of godliness harnessed to conceits of airline schedules
What price the crack-up Brasher

The maidens are antidotes to this bleak world of freedom and their secret confined spaces stand aone
againg theidiot acreage of sky tremendous

Their suggestive contours show through the uniformal abstractslow reliefsin high style delicious
Délicate unpruned lips offer smadl torque before atailspin

Pane begins to descend perhaps Brasher flinches at the white land as it rushes up but no impact. Isplane
or cloud intangible. So swallowed by these mountains and valleys on which nobody ever built
erewhonderful

Great whedling scab of metropolis below thirty thousand streetscars cutting through the primaeval
concrete crust. Silver paterna Thames threading through it a.curling crack of sky and your Captain Mats
Hammarstrom takesiit into his capita notion to land upon it

All Brasher had lumbered in his bare cranian retort were an old Cortinaand alorry with Glasgow
numberplate. So much for precognition. Next second. Y our Captain got. Tower Bridge. Sap. In. The.

Owspenskian Eye.

“The plane sank in the flaming river like astone and | was the only one who survived,” concluded
Brasher.

Charteris nearly ran into agroup of people he swerved they scattered and adrenalin generated cleared his
bran.

“Peopledl group,” he said. “ Changed living pattern.”

“Aye, wdll, it'sthe bombs,” said Banjo Burton. “ They're re-grouping, lost al loot. Ideas of solitude and
togetherness have changed. They listen to anew sound semi-entirely.”



“I waslucky to get away. | nearly drowned,” Brasher in-sisted.

“It'sanew world,” said Charteris. “I can begin to hear it like an earquake.”
“The group will be glad to see me back,” said Burton. “The Escaation.”
“My exploration of it,” said Charteriswith the vehicle vibrant.
“Loughborough will welcome me,” said Brasher. “And my wife of course.”

Charteris was laughing with arandom note to mesh into the engine noise. The silver thread of road his
narrow seaand he Sir Francis? Then where these Englishmen went might well prove his cape of good

hope.
“Thisinfrasound redlly breaks people up,” said Burton.

“Robbinsis no more than afeeble pseudo-saint,” said Brasher. “1 must train up anew disciple, find
someone to madter theillogic of thetimes or generdly clamp a baffle onto the flux.”

“Tranme” sad Charteris.

The road ran north and north and always on never homesick its own experience. They saw towns and
houses and sometimes people in groups but more often trees heavy with anew black wooden winter
growth and everything stretched very thin over the great drum of being. Juiced the car caperilled
frowards north-woods. And the three men sat in the car, close together, also apart, with their wits about
them knowing very littleindeed of al the tilings of which they were entirdy aware. Functioning. Of a
function. Exigting in more ways than they could possibly learn to take advantage of .

Fragment of a Much Longer Poem

Ohoneday | shall walk ahead

Up certain sunken stepsinto ahal
Patterned with tilesin black and red
And recognise the colour and the place
Aswell asif | once waked back

In time up certain sunken steps

And cameinto ahdl with black

And red tilesin acertain coded

Pattern that makes me think | tread

Up sunken stepsinto a hallway and
Confront atiled floor patterned red
And black which makesmethink | stand

Circadian Rhythm

I've got circadian rhythm

Y ou've got circadian rhythm

Weve got circadian rhythm -

So the town-clock's stopped for good

Inthe night-time | see daylight

And my white nights outshine daytime -
It beatstheliving daylight

Out of one-timelifetime



Soill my living daylights down my shirt-front
Chase my living nightmares round my shirt-tail
All my trite cares

They'rejust rag and bob-tail

So I've got circadian rhythm

Y ou've got circadian rhythm
Weve got circadian rhythm -

So we ain't going home no more

THE DEAD SEA SOUND
The First and Future Paradise

Weadl know it -

Therewas primordia epoch

In which everything was decided
An exemplar for future ages.

Let'ssayitagain-

Y ou glimpse it sometimes behind bedroom
Curtains - a paradise and then

Catastrophe! They condtitute the present.
Meaning what we do how is an end trgectory
Trajectory.

When| loveyou love

Theres nothing persond init.

The decisive deed took place before us
Essentid proceeding actud.

We must confront mythic ancestors
Unlesswewish for ever

To bedriven by our whirlwinds
Toliveinthar old nogtdgias.

Paradiseislingering legend in our day
Theworld's smilesarefew and wintry.
And the mountains no longer shore the sky.
But one may be amountain even now -
It'snot too late! - if you pursue your sdlf

If you can make cosmic journeys

Be a shaman not a sham man.

Dangersliein the saf, serpents

Lurk but there are new animas

And auxiliaries and tongues

To help psychopomps and singers

(Listen to birds and the throat of the cockatoo!)

Friendship with the animalswho are
Beyond broken time, and schizophrenics:.
Bliss of other bodies. the paradisiac



Journeys beyond lifeand
Death: pushing of utteranceinto
Mystery of myth: these are the four known ways

To the seat of the Free Degthisthesn

The Freewho liveinthe Tree And on the many motor-roads

The Cosmic Tree Until we attain incombudtibility
Abovethe Sea Wefly initsqudifying fact

Of Being Man the driver close To the ultimate tick
Weadl know it And abalition of that curtain time

All wehavetodois Whichkilled

Wake and know it. The primordia epoch.

Fall About Laughing

When wetd| them that werein love

Men'll fal about laughing

When thelion gets around to lying down with the dove
Men'l fal about laughing

When they try to work the machines
Menll fal about laughing

Ride abike or open acan of sardines
Men'l fal about laughing

What happened to the old straight line
Isno affair of yoursor mine

Or the guys who run the place

It's such an awful disaster

When the mind's not the master

Y ou can't even keep astraight face

When we say that the wild days are back
Menll fal about laughing

When they find out that we're sharing asack
Menll fal about laughing

Men'l fal about laughing

THE DEAD SEA SOUND
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BOOK ONE Northwards



MULTI-VALUE MOTORWAY

SHE too was obsessed with pelting images. Phil Brasher, her husband, was growing more and more
violent with Charteris, asif he knew the power was passing from him to the foreigner. Charteris had the
certainty Phil lacked, the gestalt. Certainty, youth, handsome. He was himsdlf. Also, perhaps, asaint.
Also other people. But clearly abit hipped, a heppo. Two weeks here, and he had spoken and the
drugged L oughborough crowds had listened to him in away they never did to her husband. She could
not understand his message, but then she had not been sprayed. She understood his power.

The pelting images caught him sometimes naked.

Nerves on edge. Army Burton, played lead guitar, passed through her mind, saying, “We are going to
have acrusade.” Lamp postsflickered by, long trees, a prison gate, furry organs. She could not listen to
the two men. Asthey walked over the withdrawn meaning of the wet and broken pavement, the hurtling
traffic amodt tore at their elbows. That other vision, too, held her near screaming pitch; she kept hearing
the squedl of lorry wheedls asit crashed into her husband's body, could see it so dear she knew by its
nameboardsit was travelling from Glasgow down to Naples. Over and over again it bit him and hefell
backwards, disntegrating, quite washing away his discus-son, savage discussion of multi-vauelogic,
with Charteris. Also, she was troub-led because she thought she saw a dog scuttle by wearing ared and
black tie. Bombardment of images. They stood in aweb of adternatives.

Phil Brasher said, “1 ought to kill Charteris.” Charteris was eat-ing up his possible future at an enormous
pace. Brasher saw him-salf spent, like that little rat Robbins, who had stood as saint and had not been
elected. Thisnew man, whom he had at first welcomed as adisciple, was as powerful astherisng sun,
blanking Brasher's mind. He no longer got the good images from the future. Sliced bread cold oven. It
was dead, there was a dead area, dl he saw was that damned Christmas cactus which he loathed for its
meaninglessness, like flowers on agrave. So he generated hate and said powerfully and confusedly to
Charteris, “1 ought to kill Charteris.”

“Wait, first wait” said Colin Charteris, in hisown English, brain cold and acid. “Think of Ouspenski's
personality photo-graphs. Therésahigh gloss. Y ou have many aternatives. We aredl richin
aternatives” He had been saying that all afternoon, during this confused walk, as he knew. Ahead abig
blind wall. The damp smudged crowded city, matured to the brown nearest black, gave off thisrich aura
of possibilities, which Brasher dearly was not getting. Charteris had glimpsed the world-plan, the tides of
the future, carried with them sailor-fashion, was not so much superior to as remote from the dogged
Brasher and Brasher's pa e-thighed wife, Angelina, flocking on aparald tide-race. Many dternatives,
that was what he would say when next he addressed the crowds. Power was growing in him; he stood
back modest and amazed to see it and recognise its sanctity like hisfather had. Brasher grabbed hiswet
coat and waved afigt in hisface, an empty violent man saying “I ought to kill you!” Traffic roared by
them, vehicles driven by drivers seeing visions, on something called Inner Relief Road.

Theirrdevant fist in hisface; teeth in close detail; in his head, the next oration. Y ou people - you midland
people are specid, chosen. | have come from the south of Italy from the Bakansto tell you so. The
roads are built, we die on them and live by them, neura paths made actua. The Midlands of Englandisa
gpecid region; you must rise and lead Europe. Start anew probability. Less blankly put than that, but the
ripeness of the moment would provide the right words, and there would be asong, Charteriswe cry! He
could hear it dthough it lay sill coiled in aninner ear. Not lead but deliver Europe. Europeislad low by
the psychedelic bombs, even neutra France cannot help, because France dingsto old nationdist values. |
was an empty man, amateridigt, failed Communigt, waiting for thistime. Y ou have the aternatives now
to wake yoursalves and kill the old serpent.

Y ou can think in new multi-vauelogics, because that isthe pattern of your environment. Thefist swung a



him. The entire duggish motion of man aming it. Angdine'sface wastaking in the future, traffic-framed,
dark of hair, immanent, luminous, freight-ful. It seemed to me | wastravelling aimlesdy until | got here
stone cold from hotter beds too young father | called you from that flooded damned bank.

“I wasjust passing through on my way to Scotland, belting up the motorway in expedition. But | stopped
here because of premonitions shy as goldfish thought. Think in fuzzy sets. Thereis no either-or
black-white dichotomy any more. Only a spectrum of partialys. Live by this, as| do - you will win. We
haveto think new. Find more directions make them. It'seasy in this partidly country.”

But Brasher was hitting him. World of movement lymphatic bursting. He looked at thefist, saw dl its
highways powerlines and tensons as Brasher had never seen it, fist less human than many naturd features
of the man-formed landscape in this wonderful traffic-tormented area. A fist struck him on the jaw.
Colliding systems shock logt dl loat.

Even in this extreme situation, Charteris thought, multi-vaue logic isthe Way. | am choosing something
between being hit and not being hit; | am not being hit very much.

He heard Angeline screaming to her husband to stop. She seemed not to have been affected by the PCA
Bombs, carrying her own neutrality through the brief nothing hours of the Acid Head War. But it was
difficult to tell; bells rang even when classrooms |ooked empty or birds startled from cover. Charteris had
atheory that women were | ess affected than men. Stridu-lations of low tone. He would be glad to
measure Angeling's rhythm but didiked her screaming now. Bombardment of images, linked to her
scream - theory of recurrence? - especialy toads and the new animal in the dead trees at home.

Therewas away to stiop her screaming without committing onesalf to asking her to cease. Charteris
clutched at Brasher's ancient blue coat, just asthe older wattled man was about to land another blow.
The great whedling scab of metropolis. Behind Brasher, on the other side of Inner Relief, lay an old
building made of the drab ginger stone of L eicestershire, to which amodern glass-and-sted porch had
been tacked. A woman was watering a potted plant in the porch. All was distinct to Charteriswhile he
pulled Brasher forward and then heaved him backward into Inner Relief little watering can of copper she
had.

The lorry coming from the north swerved out to avoid. The old Cortina blazing along towards it spun
across the narrow verge, swept away lady's glass-and-steel porch, copper can gone like that, and was
itsdlf hit by apost office van which had swerved to avoid the lorry. Thelorry still bucking across the road
hit another oncoming car which could not stop in time. The world's noise on granite. Another vehicleits
brakes squedling ran into the wall within feet of where Charteris and Angeline stood, and crumpled to a
prearranged device too quickly, cicatrices chirping open. A series of photographs, potentidities
multiplying or cancdlling, machines as bulls herded.

“So many dternatives,” Charteris said wonderingly. He was interested to see that Brasher had
disappeared, bits of him distributed somewhere among the wreckage. He remembered the multiple crash
on the autostrada near Milano. Or wasit atrue memory? Was the Milano crash merely a phantasm of a
mind aready on the swerge of delision or some kind of dream-play-back awry both the crashes the same
crash or another his own predestination aready in the furniture maybe wrong ddivery wrong addrents
from the dreamvel ope where that stamping grind unsorted the commuitations of the night's post orifices or
who knew who was in serge of what when on.

At least theillusion was strong on particularity with the photograyes unblurred. If it happened or not or
would or did it on thisinterna recurrence was ajolt, sparky as al agebra, and he saw atremendous
tightnessin the blossom of the implact and shapes of wreckage; it was likeamarvellous- hesaid it tothe
agirl, “Itislike amarvelous complex work of sculpture, where to the rigorous manformed shapesiis added



chance. Wider theory of numbers aids decimation. The art of the for-tuitous.”

She was green and drab, swaying on her hedls. Hetried looking closdly at the aesthetic effect of this
colour-change, and recalled from somewhere in his being asense of pity like aserpentstir. She was hurt,
shocked, athough he saw abetter future for her. He must perform a definite action of some sort: remove
her from the scene and the blood-metal steaming.

She went unprotestingly with him.

“I think Charterisisasaint. He has spoken with great successin Rugby and Leicester,” Army Burton
sad.

“Wideto whatever comesaong,” Banjo Burton said. “Full of loot.”

“He has spoken with great successin Rugby and Leicester,” Robbins said, thinking it over. Robbinswas
afaded nineteen, the field of hishair unharvested; he was the eterminal art sudent; his
psychedelic-disposed persondity had disintegrated under the efflict of being surrandied by acid heads,
athough not personally caught by the chemicas of Arab design.

They sat in an old room dark bodies curtains drawn tight and light ablur on the papered walls.

Outsde in the Loughborough streets night and day kept to the didogue. Smal dogs ran between stone
seams.

Army used his uniform as barracks. Banjo had been athird-yearer, had turned agent, ran the pop group,
the Escalation, operated various happenings; he had run Robbins as a saint with some reward, until
Robbins had deflated one morning into the role of disciple cold cracked lips on the blue doorstep. They
al lived with acouple of moronic girlsin old housing in the middle of tumbletown, overlooking the square
high moronic rear of F. W. Woolworth's. All round the town waited new buildings designed to cope with
hypothetical fast-growing population; but conflicting eddies of society had sent people hearing echoesin
each other's rooms gravitating towards the old core. The straggle of universities and technical colleges
stood in marshy fields. It was February.

“Wall, he spoke with great successin Leicester,” Burton said, “made them believein asex-style”

“Ay, hedid that. Mind you, | wasasuccessin Leicester,” Robbins said, “ Apathy's like bricks there to
build yellow chapels on somefidds you careto name.”

“Don't run down Leicester,” Greta squeaked. “1 came from there. At least, my uncle did the one with the
dancing cat | told you about ate the goldfish. Did | ever tell you my Dad was a Rispa-rian? An Early
Risparian. My Mum would not join. Sheonly likesthings.”

Burton dismissed al reminiscence with asweep of hishand. Helit areefer and said, “We are going to
have a crusade, burn trails, make a sparky party of our Charter-flightboy, redly roll Play the
noise-game.”

“Who's gone off Brasher then?”
“Stuff Brasher. Y ou've seen our new boy. He'sasong!”

He could seeit. Charteris was good. He was foreign and people were ready for foreigners and exotic
toted even in atuning eyebdl. Foreigners were exatic. Charteris had this whole thing he believed in some
sort of intellectua thing fitted the machine-scene. People could takeit in or leave it and still grab the noise
of hissong. Charteriswas writing abook too. Y ou couldn't tell hewasred or phoney it didn't matter so



he couldn't switch off.
Thefollowerswere dready there. Brasher'sfollowing.

Charteris beat Brasher at any meeting. Y ou'd have to watch for Brasher. Big munch little throat. The man
thought he was Jesus Christ. Even if heis Jesus Christ, my money's on Charteris. He'sgot loot! Calin
Charteris. Funny name for aJugodav!

“Let'smake afew notesabout it, ” he said. “Robbins, and you, Gloria,”
“Greta.”

“Greta, then. A sense of placeiswhat people want - some-thing to touch among al the metaphysics, big
old jumbosin thelong thin grass. Charteris actudly likes thisbloody dump its dogshitted lanes. | suppose
it'snew to him. Well take him round the houses, tape-record him. Where's the tape-recorder?” He was
troubled by images and a presentiment that they would soon be driving down the autobahns of Europe.
He saw asign to Frankfurt, rubbed hands over his'Y orkskull pudding eyes.

“I'll show him my paintings,” Robbinssaid. “And hell beinterested about the birdsal closeloca stuff.”
“What about the birdsin dl areas?’

“A sense of place, you said with the jumbosin the long grapes. What they do, you know, like the city,
the birdslikethecity.” They liked the city, the birds. Took its bricks for leaves. He had watched, down
where the tractor was bogged down in the muddy plough, stood himsalf bogged dl day in content, the
landscape the brown nearest black under the thick light. It was the sparrows and starlings, mainly. There
were more of them in the towns. They nested behind neon signs, over the fish and chip shops, near the
Chinese restaurants, by the big stores, furniture stores, redemption shops, filling ations, for warmth, and
produced more babies than the onesin the country, learning anew language. More broods annudly. The
seagullls covered the ploughed field. They were dwaysinland. Y ou could watch them, and the lines of the
grid pencilled on the sky. They were evalving, giving up the sea. Woodgulls. The Greeter Mole Gull. Or
maybe the sea had shrivelled up and gone. Shrunk like melted plastic. God knows what the birds are up
to, acid-headed like everything else. Doing the pattern-thing themselves. “ City suitsthe birds. It has
built-in pattern.”

“What are you taking about?’ Sheloved him redlly, but you had to laugh. Hisdandy lion-ydlow hair.

“We aren't the only oneswith a population expulson. The birds too. Remember that series of painting |
did of birds, Banjo? Flowers and weeds, too. Like atide. Pollination ex-pulsion.”

“Just keep it practical, sonny. Stick to buildings, eh?” Maybe he could unzip his skull, remove thetop like
awig, and pull that distracting Frankfurt sign dripping out of hisbrain batter.

“The Pollination Explosion,” Charterissaid. “That'sagood title. | write apoem caled The Pollination
Explosion, about the deep pandemic of nature. Theideajust cameinto my head. And the time will come
when you try to betray me to leave me desolate between four walls.”

Shesad nothing.
“There could betreesin our futureif the brain holds up.”

Angdinewaswalking resting on hisarm, saying nothing. He had forgotten where he had | eft the Banshee;
it was pleasure padding through the wet, looking for it. They strolled through anew arcade, where one or
two shops functioned on dwindling supplies. A chemigt's; Get Y our Inner Relief Here; ahandbill for the



Escdation, Sensationd and Smelly. Empty shellswhere the spec builder had not managed to sdll shop
frontage, dl crude concrete, marked by the fossil-imprints of wooden battens. City pattern older than
wood stamped by brainprint. Messagesin pencil or blue crayon. YOUNG I'VE SNOGED HERE, BILL
HOPKINSONLY LOVESME, LOVESLOSTSITSLOQOT, CUNT SCRUBBER. What was a cunt
scrubber? Something like aloofah, or a person? Good opening for bright lad!

The Banshee waited in therain by aportly group of dustbins exchanging hypergeometic forms, moduli of
the cosmic run-down. It was not locked. They turned out an old man sheltering insideiit.

“Y ou killed my husband,” Angeline said, as the engine Sarted. Thefilling station up the road gave you
quintuple Green Shields on four gallons. Nothing ever changed except thought. Thought was new every
generation, or they thought it was new, and she heard old wild music playing.

“Thefutureliesfainting in the arms of the present.”

“Why don't you listen to what I'm saying Colin? Y ou're not bloody mad, are you?Y ou killed my husband
and | want to know what you're going to do about it!”

“Takeyou home.” They were moving now. Although hisface ached, hefdt in arare joking mood as after
winein the degp home foredts.

“| don't live out thisdirection.”

“Take you to my home. My place. Where build asort of project from. I've started making anew model
for thought. Y ou came once, didn't you, with Brasher in some untidy evening? It's not town, not country.
You can't say whichitis; that'swhy | likeit - it sandsfor al | stand for. In the mundane world and
France, things like art and science have just spewed forth and swallowed up everything else. There's
nothing now left that's non-art or non-science. A lot of thingsjust gone. My placeis neither urban nor
non-urban. Fuzzy s, its own non categorisable catasgory. Look outwards, Angeline! Wonderful!” He
gaveasort of haf-laugh by awall, hisbeard growing initsown slence.

“Y ou Serbian bastard! There may have been awar, the country may be ruined, but you can't get away
with murder! Justice doesn't just fuzz off! Y ou'll die, they'll shoot you!” There was no convictionin her
voice; his sainthood was drowning her old sdif, or whatever he had behind eyes.

“No, I sndl live, bejudtice. | haven't fulfilled any purpose yet, asailor but the ocean's still ahead, hey?”’
The car was easing on to the Inner Relief. Behind them, ambulances and afire engine and police cars and
breakdown vans were nuzzling the debris. “I've seen redity, Angeline - Kragujevac, Metz, Frankfurt - it's
lying every-where. And | mysdlf have materid-ised into the inorganic, and so am indestructible,
auto-destruct!”

The words stoned him. Since he had reached England, the psycheddlic effect had gained on him daily in
gusts. Cities had speaking patterns, worlds, rooms. He had ceased to think what he was saying; the result
was he surprised himsdlf, and this dation fed back into the system. Every thought multiplied into a
thousand. Words, roads, dl fossil tracks of thinking. He pursued them into the amonight. struggling with
them asthey propagated In their deep burrows away from the surface. Another poem: On the
Spontaneous Generation of |deas During Conversation. Spontagions Ideal Convertagion. The Conflation
of Spongation in Idations. Agenbite of Auschwitz.

“Inwit, thedirnlight of my deep Loughburrows. That's how | materidised, love! Loughborough isme, my
brain, here- wearein my brain, it'sal me. The nomad's open to the city. | am projecting L oughborough.
All itsthoughts are mine, in aculmination going.” It wastrue. Other people, he hardly saw them, caught in
burgts, crossflare, at last shared their bombard-ment of images.



“Don't be daft - it'sraining again! Don't go daft. Talk proper.” But she sounded frightened.

They swerved past factories, long drab wals, filling stations, long ochre terraces, yards, many genera of
concrete.

Ratty little shops now giving up; no more News of the World, Guinness. Grey stucco urind. Cod yard,
Esso Blue. A railway bridge, iron painted yellow, advertisng Ind Coope, snister wordsto him. More
rows of terrace houses, dentured, time-devoured. A compl ete sentence yet to be written into his book;
he saw hishand writing the truth isin static ingtants. Then the semis, suburbana. More bridges, sde
roads, iron railings, the Inner Rlief yielding to fast dua-carriage, out onto the motorway, endless roads
crossing over it on primitive pillars. Rallways, some closed, cand's, some sedge-filled, a poor sod pushing
asack of potatoes on the handlebars of his bike across adrowning alotment, footpaths, cycle-paths,
catwalks, nettlebeds, waste dumps, scrap-pits, short-cuts, fences.

Geology. Strata of different man-times. Tempology. Each dec-ade of the past till preserved in some
gaunt monument. Even the motorway itself yielding cluesto the enormous epochs of pre-psychededic
time: bridges cruder, more massivein earliest epoch, becoming amost graceful later, less sck-orange;
later till, metd; different abutment planes, different patterns of drainage in the under-flyover bank,
bifurcated like enormous Jurassic fern-trees Here we distinguish by the character-istics of this
medium-we ght aggregate the Wimpey stratum; while, alittle further along, in the shade of these
cantilevers, we distinguish the beginning of the McAlpine seam. The layout of that service area, of course,
belongs characteritically to the Taylor Woodrow Inter-Glacia. Further was an early electric generating
station with amock-turkish dome, desolatein afield. All art, assuaging. Pylons, endlesdy, too ornate for
the cumbersome land, assuaging. Multiplication.

The skieswere lumped and flaky with cloud, Loughborough skies. Squirting rain and diffused lighting. No
green yet in the hedges. The brown nearest black. Beautiful...

“Wewill abolish that word beadtiful. It carriesimplications of uglinessin an Aristotelian way. There are
only gradationsin between the two. They pair. No ugliness.”

“Therésthe word 'ugliness, so there must be something to attach it to, mustn't there? And don't drive so
fedt.”

“Stop quoting Lewis Carrall & me!”

“I'm not!”

“Y ou should have dlowed meto give you the benefit of the doubt.”
“Wll, steer properly! Y ou lost your loot or something?”

Heflicked away back onto his own side of the motorway, narrow-ly missing an op-art Jag, itsdriver
screaming over thewhed. | aso drive by fuzzy sets, he thought admiringly. The two cars had actualy
brushed; between hitting and not-hitting were many degrees. He had sampled most of them. The lookout
to keep was a soft watch. It wasimpossible to be safe - watering your potted plant, which was redlly
doing well, impossible. A Christmas cactusit could be, you were so proud of it. The Cortina, Consorting,
buckling againgt - you'd not even seen it, back turned, blazing in amoment's sun, Chrigt, just Sveeping
the poor woman and her pathetic little porch right away in limbo!

“Never liveon Inner Relief.” Suddenly light-hearted and joking.

“Stop getting at me! You'reredly rather crue, aren't you?’



“Jebemte sunce! Look, Natrina- | mean, Angelina, | loveyou, | dream you.”
“Y ou don't know the meaning of theword!”

“So?I'm not omniscient yet. | don't haveto know what itisto doiit, do 1?2 1'm just beginning, thething's
just beginning in me, dl to come. I'll spesk, preach! Burton's group, Escalation Limited, I'll write songs
for them. How about Truth Liesin Static Instants? Or When We're Intimate in the Taylor Woodrow
Inter-Glacial. No, no - Accidents and Aerodynamics Accrete into Art. No, no! How about... Ha, | Do
My Persond Thinking In Pounds Sterling? Or Ouspenski Has It All Ways Always. Or The Victim and
the Wreckage Are The Same. The Lights Acrossthe River. Good job | threw away my NUNSACS
papers. Too busy. I'll fill the world till my head bursts. Look - zbogom, missed him! What adriver!
Maybe get him tomorrow! Must forget these trividities, which others can perform. Kuwait wasthe
beginning! I'm just SO creetive at present, look, Angelina-”

“It'sAngeline. Rhymeswith ‘mean’.” She couldn't tdll if he wasjoking.
“My lean angd mean, Meangdine. I'm so credtive, fed my temple! And | senseagift in you too asyou

struggle out of old modes towards creams of denser feding. What's it going to be we got to find together
eh?’

“I've got no gifts. My matold methat.”

“Anyhow, seethat church of green stone? We'rethere. Almost. Partialy there. Fuzzy there.
Kunddinicaly there. Etwas there”

But this etwas country was nether inhabitable nor unin-habi-table. It functioned chiefly asan areato
move through adimensional passage, scored, scarred, chopped by dl the means the centuries had
uncovered of annihilating the distance be-tween L oughborough and the rest of Europe, rivers, roads,
rails, canass, dykes, lanes, bridges, viaducts. The Banshee bumped over a hump-backed bridge, nosed
aong by amunicipa dump, and rolled to astop in front of asolitary skinned house.

Squadrons of diabolica lead birds sprang up to theroof of the house, from ingtant immobility to instant
immobility on passage from wood to city. Sates were broken by wind and birds. Sheer blindness had
built this worthy middle-class house here, very proper and some expense spared in the days before
currency had gone decimd. It stood in its English exterior pluming asif in scaffolding. A land dispute
perhaps. No one knew. The proud owner had gone, leaving the local council easy winners, to celebrate
their triumph in agrand flurry of rubbish which now lapped into the front garden, eroded, rotting intricate
under the cresative powers of decay. Cans scuttled down paths. Caught by the fervour of it, the Snowcem
had fallen off the brick, leaving aleprous dweling, blowing like dandruff round the porch. And she
looked up from thelovely cactus - he had admired it So much, bless him, agood husband - just intimeto
seethelorry diding across the road towards her. And then, from behind, the glittering missile of the
northbound car -

Charterisleant against the porch, covering his eyesto escape the repetitive image. It had been, was ever
coming in the repetitive web.

“It was aconflux of aternativesinwhich | wastrapped, dl anti-flowered. | so love the British - you don't
understand! | wouldn't hurt anyone ... I'm going to show the world how -”

“Y ouwon't bring him back by being sorry.”

“Her, the woman with the cactud! Her! Her! Who was she?”’



The Escalation had taken over an old Army Recruiting Officein Ashby Road. These surroundings with
their old english wood and gymnast smells had influenced two of their most successful songs, * The
Intermittent Tattooed Tattered Prepuce’ and ‘A Platoon of One’ in the Dead Sea Sound days. There
werefour of them, four shabby young men, sensationa and smelly, cdled, for professond purposes,
Phil, Bill, Ruby and Featherstone-Haugh; aso Barnaby, who worked the background tapes to make
supplementary noise or chorus.

They were doing the new one. They could hear the ambulances il squeding in the distance, and
improvised anumber embodying the noise cdled ‘Lost My Ring Inthe Ring Road'. Bill thought they
should play it below, or preferably on top of, * Sanctions, Sanctions ; they decided to keep it for aflip
sdeif they ever made the old circuit of recording. They began to rehearse the new one.

Bank dl my money in dot machines

These new coinsare strictly for spending
Old sun goeson itsrounds

Now since we got the metric currency

| do my persona thinking in pounds

We haven't associated

Sincetweve and ahaf new pence of money
Took over from the haf-a-crowns

Life's supposed to be negotiable, ain't it?
But I do my persond thinking in pounds

Gretaand Fo camein, with Robbins and the Burtons following. Army Burton had logt hislovely new tie,
first one he ever had. He was arguing that Charteris should speak publicly as soon as possible - with the
group a Nottingham on the following night; Robbins was arguing that there had been agirl at the art
college called Hypothermia; Banjo wastelling about London. Gretawas saying she was going home.

“Gredt, boys, great, break it up! Y ou've escaated, like | mean you are now achoir, not just agroup,
okay, this secular gint? At Nottingham tomorrow night, you're achoir, see? So we hitch our fortunesto
Colin Charteris, tomorrow's saint, the author of Fuzzy Sets.”

“Oh, he'son about sex again! I'm going home,” said Greta, and went. Her mum lived only just down the
road in alittle house on the Inner Relief; Gretadidn't live there any more, but they had not quarrelled, just
drifted gently apart on the life-death stream. Gretaliked squalor and the arabesque decline. What she
could not take were the rows of indoor plants with which her mother hedged hersdlf.

Sder, they've decimalised us

All of thevauesare new

Bet you the five-penny piecein my hip
When | wasachildonthat old £. s. d.
Therewas apicture of apretty sailing ship
Saling on every ha-penny...

They were used to Burton's madness. He had got them the crowds, the high voices from the front aides.
They needed the faces there, the noise, the interference, the phalanx of decibels the audience threw back
at them in self-defence, needed it al, and the stink and empathy, to give right out and tear alarynx. Inthe
last verse, The goods you buy with this new coinage, they could have talkchant as counterpoint instead of
instru-ment between lines. May be even Saint Charteriswould go for that. Saint Loughborough? Some



people said he was a Commu-nist, but he could be al the things they needed, even become fodder for
song. They looked back too much. The future and its thoughts they needed. Lips close, New pose, Truth
liesin gatic ingants. Wll, it had possibilities.

With Charteristranced, labouring at his masterwork, cutting, superimposing, annotating, Angeline
wandered about the house. A tramp lived upgtairsin the back room, old yellow mouth like an
eye-socket. She avoided him. The front room upstairs was empty because it got so damp wheretherain
poured in. She stood on the bare frothy boards staring out at the sullen dead sea with shores of city
rubbish, poor quaity rubbish, becaming flocks of gulls, beaks as cynica asthe smiles of reptilesfrom
which they had originated. Land so wet, so dark, so brown nearest black, late February and the trains dll
running half-cocked with the poor acid head driversforgetting their duties, chasing their private cobwebs,
hot for deeper stations. Nobody was human any more. She'd be better advised to take LSD and join the
psychotomimjority, forget the old guilt theories, rub of old mother-sores. Charteris gave her hope,
seemed he thought the situation was good and could be im-proved within fuzzy limits, pull al thingsfrom
wreckage back. Wait till you read 'Man the Driver', he told Phil Brasher. Y ou will see. No more conflicts
once everyone recognises that he dwayswas a hunter, al time. The modern hunter has become adriver.
His main efforts do not go towardsimproving hislot, but complicating ways of travd. It'sal inthebig
pattern of time-space-mind. In his head is amulti-value motorway. Now, after the Kuwait coup, heis
freeto drive down any lane he wants, any way. No externd frictions or restrictions any more. Thus
gpake Charteris. She had felt compelled to listen, thus possibly accomplishing Phil's death. There had
been ariva group setting up in the cellars of Loughborough, the Méellow Bellows. They had taken one
title out of thin air: Thereésafairy with an Areopagitica, No externd frictions or restrictions, We don't
need law or war or comfort or that bourgeois stuff, No externd frictions or restrictions. Of course, they
did say he was acommunist or something. What we needed was freedom to drive dong our lifelines
where we would, give or take the odd Brasher. Moreirrational fragments of the future hit her: through
him, of course; aweeping girl, a- abaked bean standing like aminute scruplein the way of
f-fulfilment.

She wanted him to have her, if she could square her con-science about Phil. He was okay, but - yes, a
change was s0 so welcome. Sex, too, yes, if he didn't want too much of it. The waste lwayslay outside
the window. He was clean-looking; good opening for bright lad - where had she overheard that? Well, it
was self-defence. Wow that smash-up, still she trembled.

The gullsrose up from the mounds of rotting refuse, forming linesintheair. A dog down there, running,
free, so free, com-panion of man, dy among the mountains. Perhaps now man was going to be asfree as
his companion. Treesin their future? Green? Bare?

Tearstrickling down her cheek. Tearsfaling new from her sad speckled dreams. Evenif it proved a
better way of life, good thingswould belost. Alwaysthe loss, the seepage. My sepiayears. Sorry, Phil, |
loved you dl | could for six of them, but I'm going to bed with him if he wants me. The big gym-nastic
sergeant marching marching. It'syou I'm going to betray, not him, if | can makeit, because heredly has
some-thing, don't know what. | don't know if he'swhat he says, but heisasort of saint. And you did hit
him firgt. You hit him first. Y ou were dways free with your figts. Y ou were that.

She went downdtairs. Either that running dog wore atie or shewas going acid head like the others.

“It'sabastard work, amongrel,” he said. He was egating something out of a can; that was now hisway,
no meals, only snacks, the fuzzy feeder. Kind of impersondl.

“I'mamongrd, aren't I? Some Gurdjieff, more Ouspenski, time-obsessed passages from here and there,
no zen or that - no English-men, but it's going to spread from England out, well al takeit, uniteall
Europeat last. A gospd. Faling like PCA. Americas ready, too. The readiest place, aways.”



“If you're happy.” She touched him. He had dropped a baked bean on to the masterwork. It dmost
covered aword that might be ‘ self-fulfilment’.

“See those things crawling in the bare trees out there? EIms, are they? Birds as big asturkeys crawling in
the trees, and toads, and that new animdl. | often seeit. Thereisan intention moving in them, asthereisin
us. They seem to keep their distance.”

“Darling, you'rein ruins, your mind, you should rest!”

“Yes. Happinessisayesterday phase. Say, think, ‘tenson-release, maintain adiding scale, and so you
do away with sorrow. Get me, you just have ardief from tenson, and that's all you need. Nothing so
time-consuming as happiness. Nothing persond. If you have sorrow, you are forced to seek its opposite,
and vice versa, so you should try to abolish both. Wake, don't live auto-matic, I'll get it clear. Time... |
must spesk to people, address them. Y ou have some gift | need. Come round with me, Angdlina? Take
me on, share my sack.”

She put her arms about him. The big gymnastic sergeant. There was some stale bread on the table,
crumbs among the books he was bresking up and crayoning. Activity al the time, her windows, wind
over the turning mounds. “When you love me, love, therell be something persond init?’

“It'sdl evolving, angd, stacked with loot.”

When the Escalation came along, the two of them were haf-lying on the camp-bed, limbs entangled, not
actudly copu-lating.

Gretawept, supported by two of the group. Featherstone-Haugh touched a chord on his balalaika and
sang, “Her mother was killed by a sunlit Ford Cortina, and the road snapped shut.”

Ruby Dymond turned his cheeksinto apoor grey.

“Man the Driver,” Chapter Three. Literature of the Future Affecting Fedling of the Future. Ouspenski's
concept of mental photographs postulates many photographs of the persondity taken at characteristic
moments, viewed together, these photo-graphs will form arecord by which man seeshimsdlf to be
different from his common conception of himself - and truer. So, they will suggest the route of life without
themsdves having motion. Thetruth isin Satic ingants; it isarrived a through motion. Motion of
auto-crash, copulation, kinetic self- awaken-ings of any kind. There are many dternatives. Fiction to be
menta photographs, motion to be supplied purely by reader. Music as harpoon to deeping entrails, down
out the howls of smaller dogs. Action ablemish asaready in existence. Truth thuslike apile of photos,
sdf-cancdling for sef-fulfilment, multi-vaued. Indecision multi-incisve and non-automatic. Impurity of
decision one of the drives towards such truth-piles; the Ouspenskian event of amultiplecrashona
modern motorway an extreme example of such impurities.

Wish for truth involved here. Man and landscape interfuse, science presides. Machines predominate.

Charteris stood at the window listening to the noise of the group, looking out at the highly carved
landscape. Hedges and trees had no hint of green, were cut from iron, their edges jagged, ungleaming
with the brown nearest black, athough the winds drove rain shining across the panorama. Middays
re-duced job-lots from Coventry. Vehicles scouring down the roads trailed spume. Roads like seaslike
fossilised thought, coproliths of ancestral |oinage, father-frigger. The earlier non-sense about the terrors of
the population explosion; one learned to live with it. But mistakes still being made. The unemployed were
occupied, black midland figures of animated sacks, in-planting young trees aong the grand synclinesand
barrows of the embankments and cuttings and underpasses, thereby destroying their geometry,
mistakenly interfusing an abstract of nature back into the grand equation. Got to banish that dark



pandemic nature. But the monstrous sky, squelching light out of its darkest corners, counteracted this
regressive step towards out-dated reality moulds. The PCA bombs had squirted from the skies; it was
their region. Science presided.

Therewas apicture of apretty saling ship
Sailing every hapenny.

The goods you buy with this new coinage
Weren't made any place | heard of

They give out the meagerest sounds

But | don't hear athing any longer

Sincel do my persond thinking in pounds

| had agood family lifeand aloving girl
But | had to trade them in for pounds

The damned birds were coming back, too, booking their sap-lings, grotesques from the pre-psycheddlic
twilife, ready to squirt eggsinto the first nests at the first opportunity. They moved in squadrons, heavy as
lead, settled over the mounds of rubbish, picking out the gaudy Omo packets. They had some-thing
planned, they were motion without truth, fugitive, to be hated. He had heard them calling to each other in
nervous excitement, ‘Omo, Omo’. Down by the shores of the dead sea, down by the iron sunset, they
were learning to read, ahodtile art. And the new animal was among them by the dead ems.

Angdine was comforting Greta, Ruby watching her every fingertip, Burton was turning the pages of ‘Man
the Driver’, thinking of ablack and red tie he had worn, hisonly tie. Words conveyed truth, he had to
admit, but that damned tie had really sent him. He thought he had tied it round the neck of ablack dog
proceeding down Ashby Road. Spread the message.

“Greet, you didn't hear of adog involved in this pile-up?’
“Leave her done” Angdinesaid. “Let her cry it out. It'slike atide”
“Therésbeen adidocation,” Burton said.

“Hedid it, you know,” Gretawept. “Y ou can't have secretsin this city any more. Wdll, it's more of an
urban aggregation than acity, redly, | suppose. He pushed the whole chain of eventsinto being, piled up
al themlorries killed by mum and every-thing.”

“I know,” Angeline said. “ The heart dways so laden, the gulls dways so mdignant.”

In the old kitchen among gash-cans where a single brass tap poured a thin melody out of one note, Ruby
hed her done at |ast clagping her thin wrists by each tapering tendon her face il with youth initswhole
imprint.

“Don't gtart anything, Ruby, get back to play your piece with the boys.”

“Y ou know how | fedl about your continued days, how you aways play my piece, and now | seeyou lay
with Charteris”

She pulled from him and he caught her again, adight look of ox under his eyebrushes. “I mind mine, you
mind yours, you hip me Ruby though | know you mean well!”



“Look, the rumour is hekilled Phil -~
Frantic, and achurning mound of rubbish at the sill, “Ruby, if you aretrying to make me-”
“I won't kid, | never liked Phil, you know that, but to go round with the guy who did it -”

She was asthin from her lethargy as stretched teeth could make her. “ He has something that's al | know,
and hope | need among you scenemakers, | don't haveto trust him. ...”

In the next room they were calling and formationed birds dipped like deet across her vison. “Remember
me? | was around before you met Brasher, | knew you when you were alittle lanky girl | used to come
and play with your brothers, gave you your firgt kiss-”

“It'slooking back, Ruby, looking back,” despairing. “1 thought you loved me, you used to ride on my
cycle” “It'spast, Ruby.” Shewas afraid of her own tearsthe very nature of her grottoed self. Leaning
back over the choked draining board, she saw the face of him move across her visage like alantern
burning impatience, mutter, turn under its hair-bush and leave her there with the one-note melody
unlistened to but ever-piercing.

Creaming crowds in Nottingham to greet the Escalation, teenagers blurry in the streets, hardly
whispering, the middle-aged, the old, the crippled and the halt, al those who had not starved, dl those
who had not died from faling into fires or ditches on roads, al those who had not wandered away after
the aerosol s drifted down, al those who had not fallen down dead laughing, al those who had not
opened their spongy skulls with can-openersto let out the ghosts and therats. All were hot for the
Escdation under the seams of their grey clouts.

After two numbers, the boys, sensationa and smelly, had the crowds throwing noise back at them.
Burton stood up, an-nounced Saint Charteris, asked if anyone had seen astray dog wearing ared and
black tie. The Escaation howled their new anthem.

Obdol escent Loughborough
With dumthing to livethrough
Charteriswe cry
Issomething to live by

Try amulti-vaued dant
Ontheingant ingtant

He had scarcely thought out what he was going to say. The pattern was there, misty or clear. It seemed
S0 gpparent he fdt it did not need uttering, except they should wake and know what they knew. The dav
dreamers, Ouspenski and the rest, sent him travelling with his message through to his out-post of Europe.
If the message had validity, it was shaped by journey and arriva. He couldn't dways stand helpless
acrosstheriver. In Metz, he had redlised the world was aweb of forces. Their minds, their special
Midland minds had to become repositories of thinking aso web-like, clear but in-definite, instant but
infinite

If they wanted exterior models, the space-time pattern of commu--nica-tion-ways with which their
landscape was riddled functioned as amaster plan, monster plan of mind-pattern. Al the incoherent
repirationsthat filled their liveswould then fdl into place. The empty old nineteenth-century houses built
by new classes which now stood rotting in ginger stone on hillsides, carriageway's either approached or
receded like levels of old lakes, they were not wasted; they functioned as land-marks. No more egg-less
waters. Nothing should be discarded; everything would re-orient, asthe ginger ssone mansions or the
green stone churches were re-oriented by the changing land-scape dynamic, and the crash-ups escaated
to alove-in. Hewaslead of the New Thought. The Fourth World System, Man the Driver, would



appear soon, al would wake.
So the words sprang up like bolted birds.

Greta stood and screamed, “He killed Our Mum! Poor old girl with her flowers! He caused the
multi-maxident on the Inner Rdligf. Kill him! Kill him!”

“Kill him!” aso cried Ruby.

White-faced Angeline said from the platform for al to hear, “ And he killed my husband, Phil, you dl
knew him.” It was sin to her whether she spoke or not; she worked by old moralities, where someone
was adways betrayed.

Their troubled eyes dl turned to his eyes, seeking meaning, like starsin the firment.

“| thought they were going to crucify you,” said Feetherstone-Haugh after offering the Serb aglance
through perspectives|ater to be of more transfixion over the desiccated lustrums of western worships,
crowns of thorns, crosses of scorn, the love-kill. Y ou couldn't tell the bits of wreckage from the bits of
victims. He couldn't stop his heart beating.

“It'strue! Thelorry was sweeping aong the great artery from Glasgow down to Naples, In Naples, they
will aso mourn. We are dl one people now, Euro-people, and dthough this massive region of yoursisas
gpecia asthe Adriatic Coast or the Dutch Lowlands, or the steppes of centra Asia, the smilarity isaso
in the differences. It'sthe impact, as you must fed. Y ou know of my life, that | was Communist like my
father, coming from Serbiain Jugodavia, thet | lived long in Italy, dreamed al my while of England and
the wide cliffs of Dover. Now | arrive here after the didocation and fatal events begin, spreading back
aong my trall. It'sasign. See how in this context even death is multi-valued, the black nearest brown.
Brasher fdling back into the traffic was a complex impul se-node from which effects still multi-plicate
adong dl tenson lines. We shdl dl follow that impulse to the last fracture and serid of recorded time. The
Escalation and | are now setting out on a motor-crusade down through our Europe, the autobahns. the
war, didocation, to ultimate unity. All of you cometoo, amoving event to seize the static ingtant of truth!
Cometoo! Wake! There are many dternatives!”

They were crying and cheering, discarding I's. It would take on truth, be anew legend, anew
communication in the ceasdl ess did ogue, the ground complexes given younger significance. Even
Angeline thought Perhaps he will redly give us something to live by, more than the old fun grind. It surely
can't really matter, can it, whether there was adog with atie or not; the essentia thing wasthat | saw it
and stand by that. A phenomenon'sonly itself eh? So it doesn't matter whether heisright or not; just stay
in the Banshee with him. Pray the warmth's there, the loot.

Y ou couldn't tell wreckage from victim in the fagt-turning shade-shapes of obliquity.

Hewastaking again, the audience were cheering, the group were improvising adriving song about a
Midland-minded girl at thewhed of asunlit automobile. An ambiguity about whether they meant the
geering or the driving whed!.

Plugging the night's arifices with solid sound.
The Intermittent Tattooed Tattered Prepuce

Themoonlight of aJune night
Cadts shadows of crashing airliners
Onto the orthostrada of gaunt erections



Moonlight moonlight
Filling empty patios

And the big gymnastic sergeant's marching marching
And the intermittent tattooed tattered prepuce
Does bayonet practice on asweet civilian girl

Oh love's a crash a parade-ground bash
An auto-immune disorder from which issues
A pair of bodies destroying their own tissues

Left right left right left

In out in out on guard

Loversof theworld unite

Y ou've nothing to lose but appetite

If winter comes can the following one
Be morethan ayear awvay

Could this be toot because | fedl

The flying human parts and the bits of sted!
In an auto-concussion are the modern way
Themilitary way

Of committing love

And the big gymnastic sergeant’s marching marching
And the intermittent tattooed tattered prepuce
Does bayonet practice on asyphilitic civilian girl

Oh love'sasmash auniform cash

Negotiable when the moving parts pedling

Can autocade feding anti-flowered heding speedily stedling
And the big gymnastic |esther-cheeked sergeant's marching
marching marching

And the intermittent inter-continental tattered tattooed prepuce prepuce
Does bayonet practice on acivilised civilian sybaritic syphilitic

Bayonet practice on acivilised civilian sybaritic syphilitic

Civilised dvilian sybaritic syphilitic

Civilised dvilian sybaritic syphilitic

Supergirl

Left right left right

Moonlight moonlight

Up the motorways of love

PHIL, BILL, RUBY and FEATHERSTONE-HAUGH
SMALL DOGSHOWLING

When you sank on my kneein the buggy
Y ou forked your loving tongue in my mouth
And you worked me and made me come

Though your hair didn't fit you properly



| dtill resemblethe blur of your fingers
When the smdl dogs are howling

Tray Blanche and Sweetheart on the hem
Oh throw your acidhead at them

Lives deprived and broken
Bottles empty by dawn

While we were crotching together
Did you mind my shoeswastorn

Some place like amagic garden
My friendsdl cdl meRgah
And I'm ademon onthecello

Don't ask me what we're doing on the heath love
Because the estate has become divided
And were one with the ones who won

This place well the car broke down
But the street lampswere your tal wild lilies
And | couldn't hear the smal dogs howling

Tray Blanche and Sweetheart on the hem
Oh throw your acidhead at them

THEMELLOW BELLOW
DREAMING

Swept under deep's terminator
We send out blindfold signals

To aligtener in dim Andromeda
We send out our folded signals
Totheligenersin al Andromedas
Hoping dreading response

Beyond the lighted dleyways

The multi-motorways of time

Y esterday's day regurgitates

Itself back through thelimbic brain
Backwards rattling through orifices
Of ancient bugging sysems

Alpharhythms ddtarhythms

Dark transmissions old as sandstone
Wild aspop

Between communiques

Another deegp-form new-invented
Topiaries upwards outwards
Through our

Dull planetary bodies other

M essages secreted in the pores



Are aso played out backwards
On an unknown waveband

Thesethindgnds

Fipe from usin automated
Burds

To be picked up on stars
White dwarfs

Monitored in nebulae

| dentified

In other galaxies as

‘Dark

Bodies

hitherto quite unsuspected

And gl between dl human noises
Our figureswith their own intent
Run daylight and silence backwards

When you target into my
Perceptions

Am | reading you?

My fullnessisapart

Of your thinsgnas

My visons

Wreckage of your orbit

From ‘ The Thregpenny Space Opera
Another Dreaming Poem

My lettersdelay in their personal boxes
Uncertainty ison the whole my eement
And the astrabahns bifurcate steeply

Low temperatures
Curtainsdrawn tight

A blur on the papered walls
And the night branches drooping
On thefurred paths of grass

What you might cal my pessimism
Ismerely along dedication

Of involved enquiry

Passonate and still degpening

Into the lost events of everybody's

Days those past and those to come
And those standing on end unsorted
Inthe night's post orifices

The great well of persona stuff
| don't know or wish to know



Floods me with messages

Isit mysdf

| walk with or happiness

Found in the low night Street
Footsteps on the pavement
Echoing in more than one house

PATTERN MORE THAN CITY MIND

The

city has built-in pattern
city
city pattern
city

built-in pattern

Mnd is nmore than city
nore than city

M nd nor e
nore than
M nd city
Roads run |ike fossil thought
run
fossil
fossil
li ke fossil
M nd nor e
city
r oads
fossil
Built-in t hought
Gties
Cities have patterns
built-in
Gties

Cities have built-in patterns

nor e
M nds
are nore
M nds
M nds
M nds are nore than cities

road t hought s
A road fossilised

road runs

road runs
A road runs like fossilised thoughts

Roads patterns
runs
cities
fossilised
Thought s m nds



WERE ALL FOR THE DARK!
Or, Lifés Never Been Better

If you've ever salled on the ocean

Or cheered when aport hovein sight
There's one thing you'll know - that emotion
Is better indulged in &t night!

Sincethe timewhen old Noah
Spent those nightsin the Ark
With theanimadspairing -

It's best after dark!

CHORUS: Life's never been better!
Each night lastsa year -

Stuffed with women and music
And piss-ups and beer!

Thegirlsthat by daylight
Would blush to be stark,
Decidethat their blushes
Won't show in the dark!

CHORUS: Life's never been better, etc.

Just yesterday breakfast,
Wegot lit in the park -

And the fire went on burning
Till long after dark.

CHORUS: Life's never been better, efc.

Next morning so early,

We were up with the lark.
We shot it down dead and -
Crawled back in the dark!

CHORUS: Life's never been better, efc.

If you lose your way travelling
And the small dogs do bark,
All the sgnpostswill tell you -
‘Thisway to the dark!’

CHORUS: Life's never been better, efc.

As Jesus remarked once
To Matthew and Mark,
ToHel with Big Daddy -
‘Weredl for the dark!’

CHORUS: Life's never been better!
Each night lastsa year -



Stuffed with women and music
And piss-ups and beer!
Stuffed with women and music
And piss-ups and beer!

ANONYMOUS
THROUGH THE NEW ARCADE

My sweset sweet Phil so often brutal
My bloody Phil so sometimes gentle
The trouble was you didn't love enough
You didn't haveto hit him

Thoseyears
|'m too sentimental

Y ou were dways too bloody sodding rough
Y ou were too much like my mother
Completely misreading universal petterns
Thinking you could dways have your way

Oh Christ my sweet damned Phil

Y ou burst apart

Bits of body wreckage

| never knew | never knew another
Human being wasthét frail | aways hated
All that ranting made meill

Deepinmy heart
Youtired me

Even before my sticky-fingered schooldays
I'd learned to swest it out and al about

But I'm too sentimental

Hanging on to any hand that waited

Wil you inspired me

Y ou burst apart

Onceand so0 | stuck by you

Thefool | was

When you've been crated

You'll seeyoull seel saw

Theway helooked a mel liked it
And hetook your blows so gentle
And he spoke asif he knew

Of universal patternsfar beyond me

Perhaps he recognised | could be true
Trying to Love
Angline



Anjline

Angdea

Agdea

Adina

Adline

Can | miss-spdll your attitudes

Speech isslver slence earns no interest
Angelinethink of mein your own coin
Angline

Gdina

Jd ybeana

AgleGdine

In the timescapes of your counteocance
My hopes stand paralysed
Paraphrased in flesh and pore
OlIngdine

ltcheino

AgeOldIna

Oneday I'll getit right

STILL TRAJECTORIES

THE juke box played anumber called ‘Low Point X’. It was pub favourite the night that Speed
Supervisor Jan Koninkrijk was forced to stay in the second floor back room on hisway home from
Cologne. Helooked out over small cluttered mutter-ing roofs and heard the record, heard it again in his
deep, dreaming of speed and life'sintermittent fulfilments as the melancholy tug boats hooted outsde the
HOGtel where the Meuse became the Maars.

Thegirl inthebar, sofair, good North Dutch stock in that dull south Dutch town, hair dmost
milk-coloured, face so pale and sharp, interested in the sports end of the paper. The fountain sparkled.

Shetried to be nice to melast night, to smile with warmth Koninkrijk, speeding into Belgium, said to
himsdf. I'm not interested much in stray women any more, but her life hasamystery. ... The pathos,
having to serve five percent a coholic drinks and watch night after night games of cards played aways by
the same men, listening to the tugs and ‘ Low Point X’ . The numbskill acid famine snorting outside in the
aleys. Was she signdling for help? | snooped on did ogues of the blood, Only silence there except for
Low Point X Giving its coronary thud. ... I'd better get back to Marta, no signasfrom her prison. A wife
of shutters. Maybe thistime she will beimproved, so weary.

His Mercedes burned over the highway and hardly touched it, licking a one-sixty kilometres an hour
aong the autobahn from Cologne and Aachen through Brusselsto Ostend and so acrossto England. Al
now Arab-squirted. Fiercing his mazed thoughts, Koninkrijk kept a sharp eye for madmen: the
high-way's crash record was bad - his switched-on cops caled it Hotpants Highway since the days of
the Acid Head War. But this overcast afternoon brought little opposition, so he plunged forward,
whistled to himsdlf, joy, boy, joy, hoy jug-ajig, hug alittle pig, follow the band.

Shewould be dowing, fewer admirers, maybe one faithful one, coming to the bar every evening. Days
paid out in hurried washing-lines. Her good will under strain. She smiled and smiled and wasavictim. If



he pitied, he must still love. It was the possibilities she represented that he thirsted for. Her hand as she
gretched out for hisguilders. A fineline, ah, that marvellous mystery of the female, something so much
finer than just sex. Streamlined. Her little nails like teeth. With an un-Dutch gesture, he had kissed her
hand; they were aone; they had looked at each other, he not much the older. The room round them
colouring. Had put ten centsin the juke box for her to hear ‘Low Point X’ again as hewaked out. Just
to please her.

Had heredlly looked at her? Had she ever redly seen herself? Had she something to revea, hidden and
swest, to the man who went seeking properly for it? But that was his old romantic idea. No one went
seeking others any more; under the psyche-ddic rains, they mainlined only after themsalves - and never
hit true heights.

Helived at Adter, just off the Highway, in athin house. “My lifeisan art object,” he said jokingly,
heaving shoulders under shirt. There were the dternatives; hiswife's presence, that girl's presence, his
job, hispossible new gppointment in Cologne, his office, that mad Messiah in England; al were different
nodes of hismind, al were substantiated by different nodes of the planetary surface; neither of which
could be reached without the other; it was possble that one was the diagram of the other; al that was
certain was that the linking medium was speed. It was the mixer, the mixen, cultural midden. Certainly
there was speed, asthe did said, 175 kilometres, registering adso in the coronary thud.

For some miles, Koninkrijk had been neglecting histhoughts as his eyestook in familiar territory,
divedting itsdlf of former naturdistic implications. He was beyond Brussels now, the sound of its cold
kitchens. Here the enlargements to the Highway were on agrand scale. Two more laneswere being laid
in ether direction, thus doubling the previous number. But the new laneswere al twice the width of the
previous ones, to adlow for the fuzzy-set driving of speedsters under spell. Lips of senile earth had been
piled back, cement towers erected; long low huts; immense credit boards with complicated foreign
names, lamps, searchlightsfor night work; gigantic square things on wheels and tracks, yelow-bellied
cranes, scaffolding, tips, mounds, ponds, moun-tains of gravel; old battered cars, new ones gaudy as
Kandinskis and Kettels, mofettes like the fudged vents of corpses; and between everything chunky toy
figures of men in striped scarlet luminescent work-coats. Into the furrows he saw the new animal go.
These men were creating the whole chaos only for speed, the new super fuzzy speed, the catagasm of
snared minds.

He dowed at the Adlter turn. It wasimpossible to say how much he had been affected personally by the
sprays, but Koninkrijk recognised that his viewpoint had atered since they fdl; athough he wasworking
in France a the time of Arablitz; France had remained neutral and the old liethat Tenenti TV protege
less yeux. Piedboeuf. He dowed as he began the long curve off, its direction confused by impedimenta
of congtruction on either Sde. Adter was dready being eaten into under the road-widening scheme; the
old Timmermans farm-house obliterated, its fields gone, the footpath under trees destroyed.

The grim thin house occupied by the Koninkrijks was the only one |eft inhabited in the street, owing to
the improvements. Seismologica eruptions of the European psyche had thrown up amass of agglomerate
that half-buried nearby terraces. A bull-dozer laboured adong the top of theridge like adung beetle, leve
with the old chimneys where smoke had once risen from aneighbourly hearth. That was over now. There
was no past or future, only the division between known and unknown, sweeping on, terminator of a
phantom Earth. The daffodils stood stiff in the Koninkrijk drive againgt just such a contin-gency, keeping
the devouring detritus a bay, narcotic in their precison.

A thin rain, after moving across the North German Plain for hours, enveloped Adter as Koninkrijk
climbed from his Mercedes. The belowing machines against my silent house so festurelessand shein
there, and the new animal with its wet eyes watching. He was not sure about the new animdl; but he was



dow now, on hisfeet and no longer stretched at speed, con-sequently vulnerable. Unpedled. He bowed
his head to the drizzle and made for the closed opaque glass porch. She would have no such refuge of
privacy; only aback room behind the bar, al too accessible to the landlord when herose @t last, stale
from hisfind cigar and five-per-center, to try and fumble from her person that missing combination of
success he had failed to find in the hands of knock-out whist. Marta, as the unknown crept closer, at
least had privilege of her devious privacy.

Marta Koninkrijk awaited in this minute and al the other buried minutes a secret someone to crush her
up into life; or so she hoped or feared. She sat away dl the sterile hours of her husband's absence as if
the bright spinning coin would never tarnish or the miser forget hishoard. Time never went by. The
bombs had blessed her half into along-threatened madness, though she was not so insane that she did
not try to conced from her husband how far she lived away from him among the everfaling motes, or to
conced from hersaf how cherished was the perfection of immobility. She sat with her hands on her Iap,
sometimes reaching out with afinger to trace ahair-fine crack on thewall. Daring, this, for the day was
nearing when the cracks would open and the forces of the earth pour in while the new machines rode
triumphantly above the sprouting chimney-tops, bucking in like mnemonics of her degp-boring paralyss.

Koninkrijk had ingaled omnivision in the thin house for her. She could sit and comfort her barren self by
leaving the outer world switched off while the inner world was switched on. From the living-room, with
itsfrail furniture, glistening surfaces, and brilliant bevelled-edge mirrors, she could watch intently the row
of screensthat showed the other rooms of the house; the screens extended her senses, aways so
etiolated, pady over the unfre-quen-ted mansion, giving her unwinking eyesin the upper corners of five
other rooms. Faintly mauve and maureen, nothing moved in them al day except the stedlthy play of light
and shade trapped there; nothing made a sound, until the receptors picked up the buzz of an early fly,
and then Martaleant forward, ligening to it, puzzled to think of life assailing the fudged vents of her life.
No bicyclewhed turnsin the unpedaled mind. The omnivisonitsdf made afaint noiselike afly, fainter
than her breathing, conducted so tidily under her unmoving little bust. The stuffy rooms had their walls
hung with gleaming mirrors of many shapes and pictures of small children in cornfields which she hed
brought here from her childhood; they could be viewed in the omnivision screens. Sometimes, she flicked
aswitch and spoke with atremor into an empty room.

“Jan!” “Fether!”

The roomswere full of incident from her immobile bastion in awooden-armed chair. Nothing moved, but
inthe very immobility wasthe intense vibration of life she knew, so intense that, like agirlhood delight, it
must be kept covert. The very intensity amost betrayed the secrecy for, when the key in-truded
downgtairsinto the elaborate orifice of the lock, there gppeared to be a universe of time before he would
appear at the stair top and discover that long-tranced inactivity of hers. Only after severd millenniahad
passed and the radiations of un-digested thought subsided somewheat, and the rasp of the key registered
in each room's audio-recepter, did she steal quickly up, dodging the dender image of herself trandfixed in
every looking-glass, and cregp on to the landing to pull the lever in thetoilet, assuring him of her activity,
her normality, her earthy ordinariness. Into the lavatory bowl rattled afdl of earth. One day it would
flood the house and blank out the last mauve image.

Always when he mounted the narrow gtairsit wasto this sound of rushing water. He put hiswet
one-piece neatly on its hook before he turned and embraced hiswife, her fudged vents of concussion.
Dry compressed inflexible orifices tangentialy met. When he moved restlesdy round the room, disrupting
al the eons of tillness, the furniture shook; and from without, the obscene grunts of adirt-machine,
pigginginto clay layers. Lifehad lost dl itsloot, asthey sad.

“Any news?’



“I haven't been out. The machines. | didn't redly fed...”
“Y ou ought to get out.”
“It'smenacing. Even the daffodils....”

He crossed to the omnivision, switched over to Brussals. Momentary warming images. Burgting
latticework, phantom casements. Some confused scenes asif settling into deep water, in some sort of a
stadium. The cameraman could be on a per-petud trip judging by hisrandom hand. Unlike Germany,
here agovernment of sortstill held. Perhaps it was some kind of abeauty contest; girlsin bikinis
strutted, rakish of breast and mons, and many older women had turned up too -some at least in their
seventies, flesh grouty and wrinkled, al foxed pudding. One of them was shouting, angry perhaps at
getting no prize. Crowdsin tight macks, looking al ways, and the stripped shots of agrandstand roof. A
band played - not ‘' Low Point X’. Heleft it, looked at her, smiled, crossed to a narrow table and picked
up the paper, neetly folded. The noise romping across her un-wakened room.

“Y ou haven't opened the paper.”
“I didn't havetime. Jan -”
“What?'

“Nothing. How was Aachen?”’

“Weve got this British saint, Charteris, coming through Adter tomorrow, big crusade and fun you ought
totakein.”

“Who'she?’
“I'll haveto be on duty early.”
“Do you think hell - you know -”

“He'sagreat man,” spoken not looking up as he searched the muddied columns. Renewed piracy inthe
Adriatic. The Adriatic. New ocean, unknown to pre-psychedelic man. Many such hideous discoveries
made every day. Of what degree of redity?“A saint, a least.”

On page four he found it, abrief mention. New Crusade. Thousands rallying to support new prophet of
multi-complex event. From Loughborough in the heart of England's sormy industrial midlands may
emerge new movement for washing at least ten times brighter smiled Mr V oon and eventudly embrace dl
of war-torn Europe says our London correspondent. Prophet of multi-complex event, soap powder with
new secret psycho-tomi-metic ingredient Jugodav-born Colin Charterisisralying take place in absolute
darkness and Flemish observers agree that no thousandsto hisingpirationa thinking. Hisfirst crusade
motorcade through Europe isrefrigerators at Ostend at four p.m. today and leaves tomorrow for what
one commen-tator describes as several hundred incinerators automobiles pouring down here past Adter
at full speed, I'm bound to have more than one crash to dedl with; better ring area squads now.
Permanent dert from five tomorrow. Inform all hospital servicestoo. Show eager. The tumbling bodies
doing their impossible catagasms among rico-chetting metdsthe dirty private thingstoo beautifully ugly to
be anything but ahoke. Oh in my loins oh Lord disperse do they have the orangetip butterfly in England
thesekilling years?

Both inther frail beds, agulf of fifty-seven point oh nine centi-metres between them. Darkness and the
omnivision switched off but that connection nevertheless merdly dormant: there would be another time
when the currents would flow and the impul ses reestablish that which ancestrally was where the glades of



the forest stood like wallpaper dl round in mur-murous shade when the murderous mermaid pulls aside
her jalousie and letting in the whispering brands of braided hair stretching to the closed clothed pillows.
Koninkrijk he, suddenly rousing, felt the vibrations welling up through him. It wastrue, one wasthe
diagram of the other, and nobody could decide which. Either vast machines were passing a hundred
yards away on the arterial toad, shaking the house minutdly in its mortared dark-ness; or else
accumulated fats and slts were building up in the arteries about his heart, stirring hiswhole anatomy with
the premonitions of coronary thrombosis. If he woke Marta, he could presumably decide which was
happening; yet even then there was the growing ambiguity about what a happening actualy constituted.
He could now recognise only areas in which the functionvectors of events radiated either in-wards or
outwards, so that the old habit of being precise was mideading where not downright irrelevant. And he
added to himsdlf, before faling again into trembling deep, that the L oughborough gospel of multi-complex
was dready spreading, ahead of its prophet, like disease outrunning its symptoms.

Angelinewas crying in the arms of Charteris on the long damp beaches of Ostend, timescape al awash.
The Escdation dirged by adying fire: Her mother married a sunlit Ford Cortina. All the cars, most of
them oparted, many stolen, clustered about the red Banshee along the promenade where Belgians
loitered and sang, switched on by the rousing words of Charteris, goaded by music'sgrind.

Take pictures of yourselves, he had said, pictures every moment of the day. That's what you should do,
that'swhat you do do. Y ou drop them and they lie around and other people get into them and turn them
into art. Every second take a picture and so you will seethat the liveswe lead consst of <till moments
and nothing but. There are many still moments, dl different. Be awake but inwards degping. You haveal
these alternatives. Think that way and you will discover gtill more. Cast out ser-pents. | am here but
equally | am elsewhere. | don't need so much economy - it's the pot-training of the child where the
limitation starts. Forget it, livein dl regions, part, split wide, be fuzzy, try dl places a the sametime,
indecisvisetimeitsdlf, shower out your photographs to the benefit of al. Make your-self amillion and so
you achieve agreat il trgectory, not longwisein life but Sdeways, aunilaterd immortdity. Try it,
friends, try it with me, join me, join mein the grest merry multicade!

All Angdine said after was, “But you aren't indestructible any morethan | really saw adoginaredtie
that time.”

He hugged her, half-hugged her, one arm round her while with the free hand he forked in beansto his
mouth, at once feeding but not quite feeding as he said, “ Thereé's more than being just organicd, like
trandaterated with the varied images al photopiled. Y ou'll soon begin to see how fuzzy-sat-thinking
abolishesthe old sub-divisions which Ouspenski calsfunc-tiona defectsin the recelving gpparatus et go
on too persond aclosure. Be anti-breasted in a prefrontal sense. As| told the people, self-observation,
the taking of soul photographs, brings self-change, developing thered 1.”

“Oh, stop it, Calin, you aren't fun to be with any more when you tak like that! How do you think | can
hang on as| do, not without my own traits unappeased anyway. Did you or did you not kill my husband,
besides, | don't see how you can get away with this multiple thing; | mean, somethings are either-or,
aren't they?’

With Angelinahanging crossy on hisarm, he got up from the voluptuous sand and, moving to the weter's
edge surrounded by midnight followers, flung the bean tin into the gdilean dark.

“Whet things?’
“Wall, either I'm going to have your child or I'm not, isn't that right. | suppose apretty Sraight answer.”

“Areyou going to have achild?’



“I'm not sure.”
“Then therésathird possihility.” The chill thing flew to her.

Some of them had lights and ran clothed into the water to retrieve histin, sacred floggable relic, unmindful
of drowning, their beads floating about them. And the bean can moved over the face of the waters, out of
reach, oiling up and down with orange teeth, beyond the Sabine music. Beyond that, the ambiguity of
lunar decline and terrestrid rotation filtering into the dischance of blank night powder with new secret
psycho-tomi-metic ingredient.

A dirty boy there called Robbins, once been acclaimed a saint in Nottingham, ran into the water calling to
Charteris" Y ou are greater than me! Y ou contain al cross-references! So stop me drowning myself!”

Charteris stood by the margin of the seaignoring Robbins as he floundered, reading momentarily the
pinched timescapes of her countance. Then he turned towards Ostend and said, “ Friends, we must defy
the great either-orness of the crasslife that lived uslike automata, howl like dogsif needed! Hunt! Hunt!
Among the many futures scattled about like pebbles on his beach are acertain finite number of deaths
and lives. Hunt them! | see us speeding into agreet professond future which every blind moment isan
eight-lane highway. Beside our catcel eration rides splinternity, because the bone comes where the mest is
sweetest. Hunt me, hunt the true me, the true you. Tomorrow, | precog that death will swallow meand
throw me back to you again, and you will then see | have achieved the farther shore of either-orness. |
will discard the dis-location!”

“A miracle!” cried the pop group and the hepos and motor-caders and al weirdies adjacent to the night.
Angeline hugged him close, aware that he had to say nothing she could under-stand and still be
wonderful. Near him was happening and the general slamnation broached. Behind them, clutching the
holy relic of the bean tin, struggling and evacuating, Robbins went down into an unlit road beyond al
terrediria trgjectory.

The promenade like agrey ridge of firnin early dawnlight, life, lootless.

Beyond the pogt-glacid shelf, where lights burned between night and day, stood derdlict projects of
Hotds, petrified by the coming of French-built Arab arcraft; some half-made, blueprintsin girder form,
some half-demolished, al blank-eyed, broken-doored, with weeds in the foundations and leprous
remains of human habitation. Here from their cattlepsy crawled the crusaders, scratching themsdavesin
the ambiguous morning and blowing acid breath.

Knee-deep in hisgroins, thin in hisincreasing thicket, cult-figure Colin Charteristhe Smon Temple of
himsdf makes hisown mark in the greylight, emerging like alion from hislair, hismange of hair dl about
him. Some of hislarger jackals call agreeting, the Burtons, Festherstone-Haugh, little Gloria, thin dark
Cass, Rubingtein with an early reefer glowing. The hero half-coughsin answer, scans craftily the stoned
reigns of the beach, checksto see no great swest jall trees sprang up there in the constabulary of the
night, mi-poisoning them among writhing branches and the rough un-shaven cyanightmarinelightina
cdlout.

The old church in the Sumadijarags sweet hum of rotten fallen flesh and flowers and a buzzing bee where
the old fellow on hislast stone bed of al. Going with his so respected father and not aword spoken. The
very scent of the grass and walls and afine checker of stone. The prone face of shagged hair and
gristle-vaulted nogtril and hisfather lifting up amottled hand detached from the dab. Words droning likea
bee. The same sick falselight in the cdll. His own fear and comfort like key-in-lock and then the sick man
heaving himsdlf onto a spike of greaseflesh to reach - don't flinch Dusan! - and pat the budding coconut
of Colin'smange of harum -



Angeline wondered if her period would not come again today and boiled coffee for her lord and master
on afold-up stove; she was uncertain whether or not she felt sick and, if shedid fed sick, whether it was
because she was pregnant or because she dreaded the prospect of another day's crazy part-automatic
driving. Well, it was afuzzy set world like her shaman said and she of and with it.

Some of them were aready revving their cars or driving them over theice-rim onto the sand as being the
quickest way to extricate from the muddie of beached beasts crouched like whales with beetle wings.
Maintenance was going on to alimited extent, mainly in the sphere of bits of rope tying on bits of
machine. The sparky thing currently wasto fill blown egg-shellswith paint and then stick them on to the
bonnet with adhesive plaster; when you got moving, the paint peed out in crazy trickles or blew across
the windscreen and roof of the automaobile or, under sudden acceleration, the egg burst like a duff
ventricle. Only Charteriss Banshee was unadorned by such whims. Like France, it was neutra And Red,

“Where we going today, Col?’

“You know.” In the background, flutes and gritars.
“Bruses?’

“Some name like that.”

“Then where? Tomorrow? The day after, where?’

“That'sit. Y ou hit the mood exactly. The question marks the antidope for auto-motion. More coffee
there?’

“Drink thefirgt lot, darling, then you get some more; didn't you learn any such thing when you were a
boy? Didn't your father tell you? Y ou know, thisisn't acrusade - it'samigration! Animals not spirits,
revolt of youth you make melaugh!”

The coffee ran down his chin, he was only half-drinking, as he nodded his head and said, “ Sheer
inspiration, yes! Crusade has only one object. What you think's deported but the old-time? Migratory is
more ingtinctive, more options open.”

He expanded the theme as they climbed into the car, talking not only to her but to big mottled
machine-face Banjo and other people who impinged, Burton now nagging for favours. The Serb had
ceased to think what he was saying. It was the migratory converse; the result was that he astonished
himsdlf and this dation fed back into his system, rephotographed athousand times, each time enlarged in
aconflagration of spongation inidation or inundation of conflation, so that he could pursue more than one
thought smultaneoudy down into its deep loughburrows, snooper-trooper fashion.

Burton was bellowing something at the top of hisvoice, but the engines drowned out what he said asthey
began to roll dong the grey deserted front, away from littoral meanings, between echoing shutters and
sea. The new autorace, born and bred on motorway's, on these great one-dimensiona roads rolling they
mobi us-stripped themsealves naked to al sensation, beaded, bearded; belted, busted, bepileptic, tearing
across the synthetic twen-cen landskip, seaming dl the way across Urp, Aish, Chine, leaving them under
their refer-smoke, to the Archangels, godding it across the skidwaysin creasingack selleration bitch
youminusal in catagusts of living.

Great flood of tatterdemalion vehiclesin multicolour flooded out onto the Hotpants Highway, rushing
swerving* grinding, bumping, bucking, rupting, south towards Adter and the infinite, travelling up to
one-fifty photographs per minute, creasing axle aeration.



He lumbered up from the vast brown inaccess ble other-world of deep and went hurriedly to shave. In
the second bed, the wilting leaf of hiswife till silent among her own shades. As he looked at his
motionless face, Koninkrijk thought of the good North Dutch girl back in thelittle HOtel in Maastricht.
Baby you won't get no sex Off of meinlow point X. Thelast crash, driving with the cop fast to the scene
of the accident maybe the same today my form of gratification just avampire. It was alittle Renault nose
deep in adliff of lorry, asif snuggling there. The terrible anticipation as he jumped out of the still-moving
car and ran towardsit; in ayear of life, maybe one moment of truth; in ahundred miles of speed-track,
this one node. The crossover roads like ganglia of an aborted space-time. A tractor-driver hurrying
forward, explaining in thick Flemish accident. | saw un | saw un, he swerve out to overtake me, thislorry
pull up to let him by, see, this other chap don't pull up in timethefirst chap get clear away, ought to be a

bloody law againgt it.
Thereisalaw againg it, out my way.

Vaild All the luggage in the back of the car ajerry-built shrine tumbled forward over the shoulders of the
driver. He wears no safety belt of harness, is utterly smashed, yet he lives and groans, seemsto be
begging for something in - German?

The ambulance arriving dmost at once, hostile pedestrians dso staring in through the now-public car
windows. The uni-formed men ease the crushed driver out bit by bit; the lorry-driver and the
tractor-driver stand by, masking their helpless-ness with explanations and repested phrases. He swerve
out to overtake me. Koninkrijk with thisdirty curiosty, recalling it again now obsess-ively with salf-hate,
mauls over the blood-gobbed contents of the car after the ambulance men have teased most of the victim
Clear.

Hiscold little distorted image of the man-run world held only this driving and crashing, nothing else;
everything eseled to climatic moments of driving and crashing, the sparky techno-logicd fulfilment
offered by thefirgt flint arrowhead, the schizo-phrenic clash of man'sdivided nature since he con-jured
good and bad out of meshing phenomena - to dl that, crashung and drivung were the climax, ageared
aggression beyond sexuality or indeed any moment's action.

The chemicas could merely mask basics.

Eating and defecating and the rest were just preparatory processes,, getting the body tuned for the next
cyborg down the roads. His wife-defective. Things other people did were just substitutes for speed
death. Chinese peasants, grovelling up to their kneecapsin paddy longing for the day when they too
could enjoy speed desth. Congenitaly deaf, hearing only engines.

Helooked at hiseyesin horror. His mind was sucked to the constant subject. Profession had become
obsession. There would be another call today; he must get down to the station, fearing and hoping. The
Charteris crusade was invented for his particular philosophy Charterisisralying take placein absolute
darkness. He heard Marta switch the omnivision on as he unplugged hisrazor. Tremors till churned at
his core.

Theimmense diff of earth loomed even higher above his nest red tilesthismorning: chugging thingslike
match boxes [aboured up there, black against sky. New clay tumbling among daffodils. It was better in
the station of the Speed Police - morelike being in aliner, lesslike drowning in asea.

“Good morning, Jan.”
“Morning, Erik.”

Koninkrijk went up to the tower, where two uniformed men lounged, chatting, smoking cheroots. He



could look down through the glass roof of the duty room just below, seethe current shift relaxed with
their feet up, snuggled in wicker chairs, reading paperbacks and magazines. When the warning Sirened,
the room would be suddenly untidily empty, the paperbacks curly with open pages rubbed in the floor.

Most of these guys had the acid but kept on. Down in Brusselsit wasworse. Asfor Germany, Frankfurt
and Munchen were burning, they said.

Scanning the information pand, he took areading of traffic states from other stations along the Highway.
Building up from Ogtend.

Already; the first throes of the crusade were burgting through the arteries of the Adter stretch. From the
station tower, afine view; nobody saw it but Koninkrijk, as he read his own keynotes from the vast
maimed spread; the remainder of the dutyites grazed their minds among tales of big-breasted whores,
affrayswith Nazisin occupied Scandinavia, shoot-upsin Fort Knox. double-crossingsin Macao, or the
litter of the previous night's activities; two officers going off-duty exchange dirty soriesover a
concesson-price Stella Artois in the canteen; redlity had a poor attendance, and I'm redlly the only one
but even my eye's half ahead to the time when the English messiah Banshee jets past herein the saddle of
the speed desth king and hafback to the thought of that Maastricht girl maybe with her | would at last
find that certain thing O Lord God | know | don't often but what am | to do about Martais schizophrenia
catching her pardysis my fever meshing causes.

Do you think the emergency government can carry on eh they say it'sthe food shortage but the Walloons
are at the bottom of thisyou can bet Y eah food shortage they call it aworld famine but we know who's
at the bottom yeah we know who's at the bottom of it yeah Walloons.

What does shedo inthere dl day long and I'd have to move her at the week-end or they bury the house
tombs doleful voices but how will | persuade her Christ O Lord Jesus get out there move man move
leaveit al behind since her confounded father interfering old.

The warning sounded and he was down into the front park as the men milled. He climbed into N-Car
Five; the dam of his door was echoed by others. News coining over the car-radio of amulti-vehicle
pile-up on the south lane of the Highway two kilometres north of Aalter. Low Point X. All predicted.
Let's go and they roared under the underpass and bucketted out on the feed and from the feed on to the
Highway proper, yellow barrier barrels and red warning lights dicing by the hubs. Salivadying like atide.
Y acketter yacketter speedbeaches of the freeworld man-madman intersurface.

The speedometer histhermometer, cregping up and familiar dirty excitement creaming in him. For
someone the moment of truth had come big grind the necessary whiteout the shuttling metal desth 3-Ding
fast before the windscreen and till many marvellous microseconds safety before impact and the rictus of
amiling fracture as the latent forces of accderation actualised. Koninkrijk hated himsdf for this
greedimaginative vampact of his highflown. Already the cathartos were barking beyond the ditched town,
the PILE WONDER sign, the pasty dungheap at the V oey-nants house shuttered, and beyond the
road-widening the crashfences started on either side, cambered outwards and curved at the top to catch
escaping metd. Fast shalow breathing. The acute angle subtended by impacted heart-bleats on mobility.

The accident heralded itself ahead. Bloodstream flowing south faltered, dowed, dribbled. Koninkrijk's
vagus nerve fluttered with empathy. Somewhere ahead was the actud thrombus, dl but entirely blocking
the artery. The police car svung into the nearest emergency lane. Koninkrijk was out before it stopped
and unlocking the barrier between lanes, hoiking a wakie-takie with him. Sun warm on his shoulders
grasstoo long against the chain link got to keep nature out of this the weedicides this bloody war that
Arabian spray.



It was atypica nose-to-tail job, ten carsinvolved, some pig-a-back on otherslike rough parody of
anima or coleoptera copulating, sheaths split. Some il filtering through, al passenger heads craned to
see desperately want to know if man still stuffed with red blood, ichor, water, what.

“Koch, Schachter. Dedlormes, proceed to the rear, get the barriers up and bunker signas ten kilometres
back so that there's no further escalation.”

Moving forward as he spoke. Discipline the cover for lyric lymph-chug.
“Mittels and Arameche, keep anorthward lane free for ambu-lances.”

But they knew. They al needed shouting and excitement and the roar of engines. Everythingwasjust a
pattern, culled may be from the raped paperbacks on the station floor.

So like last time and maybe next time. Verismilitude eroded. A lumbering Swisstruck with Berne
numberplates dewed half-off the verge. Into it rear, nose crumpled, ared Banshee. Man wrapped round
the steering whedl, head against shattered screen, piled luggage in back spewed forwards over body and
shoulders, some broken open, passenger door broken open, oparted ancient Wolseley piled into rear of
Banshee, then terrible cluster of vehicles, British registration mostly, pattern-ed crazily. One shot free,
burning steadily againgt outside barrier, lying onits side. People running limping crawling till in trampled
grass shouting and crowding and curiosity redity loose among the psychos. The police helicopter
clattering up overhead, photographing it al, fanning smoke flat across the wreckage.

Climax of many dreams. Spilt seed of blood.
L oudspeakers barking farther ong the road as Koch got to work.

Ambulances arriving, men at the double with float-stretchers, doing their instant archaeology, digging
down through the thin metdlic stratato where life had pulsed afew tiny eons ago, surfacing with primitive
and unformed artifacts of flesh. Someone saying, “ The Banshee was Charterisscar.” Time converting
entirdly into activity as matter converted into energy. Lost races dredged here bit by bit from their
cumbrous armour.

Two hours work later, Koninkrijk sitting exhausted jacket off on the muddied verge, listening in adaze
to Charteris speaking to the e ect.

“Y ou know | half-foretold this would happen as we multi-caded south. Y ou heard the word. Hereésa
sort of semi-miracle as more-or-less predicted yesterday or whenever it was when we were at that
place. The only placeswe redlly need are the in-between places that aren't placesfor they are
trgjectories of maximum possibility - you see how forced stoppage in this place here created maximum
non-possibility for many of uswhich we cal desth, thelow point where al avenuesend.”

“All our avenuestake adiscard but we must play to our most multiplicity in the pack-up. Banjo my agent
hisavenueisright at adead breakage. All his phantoms nailed down under a shutter. He Burton who
hailed from the Midland carmaker city of Coventry stopped me as we churned out of that place begging
to be alowed to ride my Banshee. He had no sounds as to why but the whim so for that reason my
thrush Angelinaand | took to his heap while he in triumph rode the Banshee. Impulses are there for
usage. Soit can be dl explained away that he had some suicidal wish or that he as agood agent
stage-managed it to look like amiracle that | was spared from death as predicted or that if | had instead
driven no pile-up would have occurred: or that either this accident was dready pre-performed in any of
itsguises or that it wasin someway willed by meor usal photoed corporately from some messianic
drivein our hidden mindslike the serpent of our bosoms. If you al seek dutifully for the certainty of this
occasoninitseternd recurrence, each of you will find adifferent solution more satisfying than othersto



you, which clips a specidity into the ego-bracket, and so that will be regarded by you as the most
‘probable’ solution dongside dl possibles: so like renegade com-passes you will each point to adifferent
pole of truth, where on thisribbon al will indicate a personal mean. That'swhat we sdefor isn't it. the
difference? Don't get automatic! That | beg you to treasure, relish the uncertainty, shun certainty. search
the fuzzy s&t, for when you find accepted probability, it must surely be aconspiracy not to be free
between two or more of you, like the old pre-psychedelic ideologies of non-permissive
non-multi-society. All this| shall say less certainly in my book Man the Driver, but never moreinspiredly
than now in this sparked-out moment by the org-up of buddies where thisloss so beltsusin.”

He pitched forward on hisface as Angdine ran forward to break hisfal. The uniformed police, the tatty
audience, sun-specked, entropised again. The day hinged forward with mobility-gain.

Koninkrijk saw his chance. Running forward to two police, he said lowly, “ Get him into my car and let's
take him back to H.Q. The coming prophet!”

Hewas ditting up on the hard white bunk picking with afork at police hamandbeans on ahard white
police plate in the hard grey migrainey room, with Angeline hard by him. and Konin-krijk respectful
ganding.

“ Another miracle? I'm only moving on the big web. But | will see your wife, yes, bombardment of images
tellsme. It dl floats us nearer to the lithocarp Brussels and her dternativesto transpelt for Burton's. Also
| intuit she could have aneed for me. Or asort of need for which we could subdtitute afulfilment.” He
half-amiled; Spping a atumbler of water, Sfting the water across his paate, seeing the plastic glasswas
madein France: Duraplex.

“Hehasasort of impersona thing helps people.” Angdine said.
“| think sheis schizophrenic, sr. She flushesthe what's-it when | comein.”

“Wedl do, most of us. Thewish to live more than one life -natura now, asthe brain complexifiesfrom
generation. Theworld will soon tolerate only multi-livers. All pedestrians are at their exits. Y ou too? No
dream world or semi-realised thing aborting in the mental motorways?’

Slight bricky flush concedled under Koninkrijk'sjowls. All the joys and sorrowsredly aborted into a
secret drain-life of autoplexy none shared except for her blue eyes, the tired willowy hand stretched over
the sports page of a Maastricht paper.

“They do clash sometimes. I'll drive you to my house. Shelll bethere.”

Thegirl Angdiine cametoo. So hedid not live entirely ingde himself, or else found there echoes from
those about in her head of weeping black hair. So he could be a genuine messiah -but what nonsense
when he himsdlf claimed but semi-messiahhood, and after all Europe wasn't the Levant wasit? In under a
kilometre, small space to burn the gas and the thin house present.

Wondering where he was he recdled al past confidence and frenzy and signed to them that he would
enter the thin coffin door aone.

“Very well. | warn you, youll find her reserved.” Nervous glance a the woman Angeline. “Not pretty,
my wife. Very thin, | think the spring disagrees with her, she can't unwind.” Who was without these
faluresintheir gationary time?



And father had said that she should have anew bicycle

On her birthday at the end of May, as summer

Began; but they had been too poor when her birthday arrived
And he had given her instead a carton of crayons -

The very best Swiss crayons -

But she had never used them just to show her displeasure.
Because she had wanted to rove the Ardennes countryside;
And perhapsit was since then that her father had been cold
To her and ceased to show hislove.

Sometimesit dmost seemed that if she kept rigid ill he might appear stern
In one of the other noiseless rooms, dark

And showing hisdight and characteristically lop-sded amile,
Saying, Marta, my child, cometo your old Papal

She had arranged the mirrors differently in the rooms.
Stacking them so that she could also observe the landing
Viaoneof theviolet-tinted screens

The maureen-coloured mirrors

With aside glance down dong

The meancholy perspective

Of the sair-

Case.

Later, shewould have to move hersdlf

To clean the house; but she so much preferred the sight of her
Lair in abstraction through mirror and screen

That first she must be permitted

Thevigil of watching and listening the morning through,

Of watching and listening al mornings through.

All her private rooms were unused by other

Persons; nobody was alowed

To comeand go in them; their Silence was the sanctity

Like even unto the sanctity

Yeaof St Barnabas Church

Y eawherein she had vidited, visited every Sunday
Asachild with her parents every Sunday iffly

Dressed in Sabbath clothes;

But this secret slence was of adifferent qudity;

Each room she surveyed possessed individual silences.

One, amorericketty silence,

Another amore rumpled one;

Ancther avened Slence;

Another like a cross-section through caf's meet,

With ayoung-patterned texture;

Another with adomineering glassy slence;

These deserted quiets were more balmful and constricting
To her viscerathan April'sflowers.

A darker shape of slence ruled the stairwell.

Stedthily she moved her atentionto it and

Came upon her father standing

Therewaiting amid the shade.

In hisattitude of great attention she knew him. “Martal” “Father, | ...



Am here!l” “Don't bedarmed!” “Oh, Father,

Y ou have come at last!” She could not understand but
Delight grew high and flowered in the stalks of her confusion
Tdling itsdf asadwaysin aburs of penitence

And sdlf-reproach, till her lips grew younger. He

Attempted no answer to her flow, advanced

Towards her through the mirrored rooms, walking

Délicate asif hesaw

The ancient barbs she dill cultivated sharp

About his path. Sheflung hersdf a him, dl shehad to give
As she gave her salf-denigration, closing her eyes, clutching
Him. He hdf-leaned, haf-stood, half-understanding

The scent of traumain the scene, glancingly taking
Inthefetishistic idols of emptiness on the bare walls, seeing
Again the clever duplication of life she had contrived

Imaged in the bottom of his French plagtic tumbler: Duraplex:
Shehasher dternatives. “Live

In both worlds, Marta, come with me!” “Father, you give
Meyour blessng onceagain?’ “I give

Y oumy new blessing - fuzzy though you may find it, you must
Learnto live by it, you undersand? My wishisthis,

That you sojourn with nobody who desiresto forceyou to live
Ononeplaneat atimedl thetime: time must bedivisble
And dlowed gordian complexities. Y ou must be

At oncetheering childasweadl are

And the reasoning adult aswe dl try to be

No strain placed on either

The two together tending towards

The greetly hopeful state we hdf-cdl godliness

Isthat semi-understood?’

” And Jan, Papa?’

“For awhileyou cometo live with me and Angdina

And let your man go free, for he has been more cut

By your trammelsthan you. Y ou must learn to bide

Outsde

Where congtriction binds |ess, so one later spring you may
Cometogether again to find water flushing in the earth
Closet.” “I seefather.” Now she looked at him and realised
Like atrump turned up

Hewas not entirely her father, but the revelation had no
Poison: benesth the last moment's hand of mighty truth
Anather shuffled: that in truth Martadid not want her father
And would now sprout free of him and hismirroring
Eyesthat saw her only with disfavour: so her lips

Growing younger amask cracked and fluttered

To the carpet unnoticed. “Jan

And | will meet again, Father? After | have duped him so badly
With my hateful secret passon al these over-furnished
Years? Thereisnofina parting? “Wadll,

Therésredly no find meeting.



It'syour own collusions that conspire or not towards

Another person - but you'll seedirectly ... Comeaong
Theresadaffodil or two |eft outside in the wet and soon

Sweet rocket will flower in your secret garden, Marta.” She
Looked at his eyes. They went down the sairs, undusted

That and every following morning, leaving the omnivision working

Still. The cracksrioted on the walls like bindweed, flowering in peeled distemper; and asthey grew more
open-lipped, the rumbling town-destroying machines clowned over the roof-tree and clay pouted through
the fissures. The mirroring screens showed how the earth soiled in through every whis-pering room,
bringing familiar despoliation; but by then the sweet rocket flowered for Marta.

Jan d 0, asthereformed crusade turned south, turned east, burning histyres and singing the song whose
words he had forgotten and never known, towards freer arms whose meaning he had never known,
where the Meuse became the Maars.

BOOK TWO Southwards top
AUTO-ANCESTRAL FRACTURE

FOR Charteris fingering a domestic thing, the shadowy city Brusselswas no harbour but astraight of
beach dong the endlesslitterals of his season. The towsers on the skyline lingering spelled acast on his
persistence of vison. He had no interest in privateering among those knuckled spoils. So his
multi-motorcade pitched on apaved grind and tried to pre-figure the variable geometry of event.

But on that stainey patch grounded among the fossil walls and brickoliths his myth grew and the story
went over big what if each ear made him its own epic? The smal dogs howled underground bellsrang on
semi-suits and song got its under-tongue hesting and the well-thumbed string. Though he himsdlf was
anchored deep in the rut of atwo-girl problem forgetting other fervours.

Charteris they sang to many resonances and the spring'sill-winds sprang it back in areal raddle of
uncanned beat and alaughter not heard the year before.

Some of the crusaders cars were burning in the camp asif it was auto-da-fé day, where the drivniks with
cheerful shuck had forgotten that the golden juice they poured down the auto-throats would burn. Like
precognitive mass-images of the nearing future, the reek of inflammation brought its early pain and
rednessto thefatidical flare. Tyres smouldered, sending ablack stink lurching across the waste ground
where they all shacked.

Y ou coughed and didn't care or snow was peddied in deeper gulchesto the vein'sdigtraction. Thelittle
fugitive shaggy figureswere anew tribe, high after the miracle when the Master Charteris had died and
risen again in asparky way after only three minutes following the multi-man speed desth up at Adlter.
Tribaly they mucked in making legends. Bead groups flowered and ceded, Iyrics became old history
before the turning night whedled in drawn. Some of the girls rinsed underclothes and hung them on lines
between the kerouacs while others high-jinxed the boys or got autoerotic in the dicky seats. A level
thousand drivnikslocusted in the stony patch, mostly British, and the word spread inspired to the spired

city.
There lifespendulum ticked upside down and the time was rape for legendermoan: for the hard heads and
the business hearts found that their rhythms now worked only to aless punctilious clock and speculation

had another tone. War had turned the metrognome off chimein generd pixilation to awhole new
country-dide upbraided.

What raised the threshold a bit was the Brussels haze. The bombing here had been heavy asthe



millionaire Kuwaiti pilots themsevesflipped in agone thing and the psycho-chemicasrained down. Life
was newly neolithic, weird, and drab or glittering as the hypo-glossal towers staggered. Appaling shawls
of illusion draped across the people where the grey mattered. Occult lights fill velled the rooftops and
auroraboredlis clouded the corner of the eye. Jamming their stations signa's of new bodies scarcely
suspected before or different birds of intent. It was a place for the news of New Saviour Charteristo
nes.

Many came, some remained; many heard, some retained. Food was short and disease plentiful, plague
grunted in the backstreets of the mind, and cholerain the capital, but the goodfolk had thrown off the
tiresome shacks of Wesciv and unhoused cults of microbes and bacteria; this was the spon-taneous
generation and neutral Pasteur had been wrong. These circadian days, you could whistle long your own
bones and the empty plate held roses. In Flanders field, the suckling poppies rose poppy-high, puppying
al aong in the dugged days of war's aftermyth. Gristle though the breast was al were at it. So it was
gregarious and who cared.

Of these the Escalation was foremost. Among the petering cars they made their music, Bill, black Phil,
Ruby Dymond with his consolations and Featherstone-Haugh, plus Army and their technicians who saw
that the more sparky sounds reached tape. This day they had escalated to anew format and anew name.
They now hit the note as the Tonic Traffic and had infrasound, ground from Banjo's grinder machine
worked by Gretaand Flo, who shacked with them and other musicniks.

Through mirror-sunglasses they peered at the oneway world, frisking it for telling didocationsin which to
savour most possibility. The flat wind-smoke covered them part-coloured. They had anew number going
needling into the new stationsto redlly pierce wax called Famine Starting at the Head. Sometimesthey
talked round the lyric or with laughter sent it up.

On the Golden Coast cymbals start to sound some place like a magic garden I'm just ademon on the
cdlo. Flay the clarinet pretty good too man!

In histent-cave Charteris with two women heard the noise and distant other flutesin flower-powdered
fasetto, but had his own anguish to blow through the stops of strained relation-ship.

Stranding his pearl underseersto glaub the timeskip of Ange Old'sfarceitstragictory of otherwhensand
al plaugticities made flesh in the mating. Like him fashioned from parenta |obotomy truncated by the
maingpring glories of arain shower danting through the cora trees where greened the glowing white of
landscape. Figures moving dragging dropping en-during in her glowworm eyes the candlesphere of
halucidity she'sthe mouth and checkbox of my hope'sfacid tissure to come back like soft evening's
curtains. It'swhat | seein her dl al the peoniesthe blackbirds the white-thighs dl and if not her al dl |

see of any voyaging.

Y et Marta has her own unopened chambers of possibility thelocked door calling to my quay my coast
Bohemian coast my reefsthat decimate steamships. On the piston of thislater Drake lost in spume
rankest aternature.

“Do meafervour! | try to work on this document of human destiny and you want to know whether or
not | took in the dack with Martalast night. Why not trip out of needling my ater-natives? Get from me!”
The celling was only canvas billowing, standing in for plaster in aruinous convent later old people's home,
which the autobahn-builders had half-nudged out of the way asthey drove their wedgesinto the
city-heart. Unde-molished now amost salf-demolished thiswing flew the Charterisflag; here hisdisciples
clustered elbows brick-coloured as plaster peppered down like the dust of crunched hourglasses. As
garving Brussals besieged itsdlf for amiracle domestic dramaflourinched.



“Oh entropise human detestiny!” Angeline was washed and white like concentrate campallour, il
cdculating againgt the aftermaths of warcalculus, still by the chemicals not too treblinkered. “1 don't want
to know if you dacked because | know if you dacked you dackered Martatonight last night every night
and | just damned won't stand it, so you just damned fuzzy-settle for her or me! None of your
ather-whoring herel”

“All that old anti-life stuff snuffed it with your wesciv world -from now it'samulti-vulva state and the
office blocks off.”

“Y our big pronounce! Hotair your viewsto others, stay off top of Marta, you grotnik!”

“Mest injection and the life she needs. Angdl, pumped in, like the big gymnastic sergeant you sing. She
has no impact with frozen actions like long disuse now quickened with the fleetsin for her. It | poke some
import dl'sloveinfar unwar and the sailor home from the seizure! Be pacific!”

“Seamy Azov! And you messiah on ashemensplash asand whenisit, eh? A matlottery! Over my
bedboddy! Don't you kindermarken me mate why how you can comeit | don't know -look at the
consolation! Prize her legs apart you'd belicky! Caspian kid! - All dribbled-rabble and emuctory!’

“I'll baltic where my thighsthew my honey, | the upand-coming!”

“Y ou subserbiant Dalmatian! From now on you go adriantic up some mother tree - just don't profligainst
me! Didn't | the one who moist you most with nakidity remembrane to mem-brainfever pudenticdly, or if
not twot hot hand gambidexter pulping lipscrew bailing boat in prepucepeding arbor of every obscene
Sance?’

She now had the big bosombesting act, buckaneering in the dusty haf-room before his ambiguity, riding
to master and be mastered, knowing he punched her husband in the traffic, gesturing with scatologic to
the greyer girl, Marta on the master's corner couch cuckoobird unsinging. Phantom nets of mauve and
maureen joined them like three captured parrot fish, web of twain, chain of time.

“Did | ever say you were not the sparkiest? Or the bell-ringing belle-blottomed? Sap out of it angedlfish
and don't parrot membrain theré's suck athing as polygam.”

Among the dark hair the branches of her face in tempest.
“Bombadtard it's to be she or me and now's your morment of incision. Cut it out or cut your rigging!”

But he broads ded advanced grasping her by the united fronter so that when she tugged away the blouse
torn buttonsfaling like broken teeth and one escampaigning teeter. He laughed in lust and shrouds of
anger. She dapped him across hismolar plex he aquick one to her companion way and they cavorted in
atangle-wordsthe nettingroll.

For first time Marta brought her unbending mind and body to attention scudded to hisrescue from the
bedspace where they had seemed and tuckered and with a dexterritory he landed them both judies with
squirming gust for ked-whoring and his digit rigid as he had voided mannymoon to squire their accunts
and cummerbendle in their scrubberies dualigned by redl and pseudoprod tongs and clappers
circumjascentedly. In out in out moonlight moonlight.

They lay repanting. Martasaid, “ Oh forgive me, Father, but you gnaw my need to bring me back where
the circulation sammers.”

He said nothing in afluid state. Around lay the pages and quires of the ream of his destinotionary tract
Man the Driver in which hetried by shortcuttings from the sparky philisopher to prime mankindly on the



better way of awareness.

Angelinasaid, “ To think that al your thinking comesto this and you so big in the mind can't seethe
world's dippered across the plimsoll line with you just some damned wandering bump swelling with the
warfdlout's megabreath doing two defeated damesin adungy belgunmaden bad! What's there of
metavison ak?’

Momentarily the roseplink lining parted and he saw with her eyeslavatory life going downheded al the
way as he fledabout of madness and hiveless ones begged him to be for them and be for them the big
beatal and endal to some bitter end. Scrambling back, he said to spark himsdlf, “I amthegratel am
wherefoolsburn for greater light and from me shal come anew order beyond your comprehandling.”

Chancein that room sat also while the ceiling billowed the dark man Cass. He now managed as Charteris
agent from the dark English Midlands dl hislife asdf-punitivein anarrow way pinned behind a
counterpain in drapershop where having broken out he now netted his advantages at fifty-nine eleven
threeayard dl right and gaudy as the smiling tout of Saviour Charteris flower-breasted plus other
Sadines

Many-monkeyed in his head he rose now saying, “Hail the great | am! Hail chaptered Charteris! All burn
for greater light from you. Y ou fisher usagreater net of possbilities and what you photograph is
multi-photographed with al possble vaue.” He sprawled a Charteriss pedesta for hisidol to claim him;
but Charteris cooled: “Y ou better go and fix the cascade down to the main Frankfurt route. Under my lid
the sgn gtill burnstherein aprecog frame.”

“Sure, welll skim the menu of possibilities but first you have to spesk in Brusselswherelifesred looty for
us and people know you miracled death's adltercation where the carcentinas buckled.”

Sweat dry on askin of eagerness.

“No growth that way, Cass, believe! In every in every no line no loot on Brussels my bombardment of
images dries me out. Famine starting &t the head tells me we take our bellies away from the emptiness of
aBridles brushoff.”

Stll he had no confidence in the meet of his glazed tongue.

From the corner of his eyes, the femaes under aflapping lid swung like two monkeys. Treesgrew on
beaches. New animalslurked. Wall angles hinged.

“You cal the dance! Y ou are the skipper of the new Ouspenski order beyond our compension and | ship
with you the greatest.” Thus Cassslittle horn piping.

So saying but Cass rode on the motorcade a prey to more than piety and thusin the cholera courts of the
capital. The pitted music of the back streets was his quarry. These thousand rocket-ting disciples
gathering quantity asthey moved had a needle for some supply and just a cosy cosanostrato keep them
smoking aong towards the profitable reefsin a paragitical pass. He came out from the ruined building
gathering air and dragging in asort of awareness before jetting off for the centre.

Waves of redity came and went, breaking over him, drenching him. Wall angles hinged. He was aware
where he was going yet at moments the streets appeared a transparent rues, he imaged that thiswasjust
another mock-up of the quest he had follyed al hislife, looking for somefind authority perhaps: the
centra point of the quest never reveded itsdf, so that he was driving on the B route. He sang aline of
Ouspenski's: Men may torture themselves but these tortures will not make them awake. Also Charteris
so worked in him that he said to himsdlf: Y ou see how | released more potentiditiesin you, Cass- you



carry on severd livesat oncel

Men may torture themsalves. He could write it for the Tonic Traffic or the Genosides or the Snowbeams
to sing. Their numbers had taken over the nine-to-fives. They must make themselves avake. The
magician hypnotised his sheep and they turned to mutton believing they wereimmortal. All flocksthereto
be preyed on, and this new kind no exemption. Soon to be cassoulet. He always drove at more than one
wheel, whoever took lead car.

In the centre of the city, people whistled aong their own bones though the empty bowl held roses. The
European dis-location had harvested no fields and canned no fish. In hospitals, nurses with pro--dromic
eyes dreamed idands, doctors smiled in lunar orbits whistling down syringes or snubbed their scalpels
abscess-mindedly on submerged patient bones. Although it's true the bakers ritualy baked in massive
factories; the formulas were scrambled and even what was edible did not al reach mouths, for the
digtributors so hot for truth drove their loadsinto amnesiac fields of wheat and lay theretill they
fecundated in the calendar of decay. The parliament till took its conclave but al the ceremony these last
two months had brought were these laws passed: alaw to stop the drinking of the good earth; alaw to
prohabit hats from becoming unseen when the sun set; alaw to make Belgian hounds sing the night away
like nightingales, with an amendment asking catsto try their best in that melo-dious direction too; alaw to
permit rednessin traffic lights; alaw to abolish the plague; alaw againgt Arab invasion; alaw to extend
the hours of sunshinein cloudy winter months; and afar-sghted law to encourage al members of
parliament to be more industrious by the granting of six monthsleave to them per annum.

Cass had the secret contacts. A drink in abar, aritua holding of the glass, a certain stance, a procedure
of guarded phrases, and there was help for him and he smoking secretly with seven men. Who said to
him at the end of an hour or so: “ Sure, it'sfor trade the maximum goodness that Charteris gets billed big
and comes into town. Come he must. Y ou go and see Nicholas Boreas the film director and put to him
what we say.”

And Casswas given certain assurances and pay and moved aong to see the mighty and highly-sung
Boress.

Under the tawning in the semi-house time buckled and they were still saddled by the sporadic barney
with Him down-trodden in amulti-positional stance on a chaircase and Martaracked on the bunk-up
while Angeline barn-stormed about the gesticulating room, rehorsing her old nightmares.

“Faceit, Calin, you're now stuck on an escalation okay ride along but just don't forget the old human loot
likewhat you did to my husband or maybe that's al gone overhead in your reding skullways maybe
maybe not?’

“It was the Christmas cactus there blinding as the lorry swerved and | could never make you understand.
Don't go through dl that again. It'sthe velocity, girl -”

“Verocity nothing you killed him and why should | pull down my knickers and open up my pedy gapes
for you to come in beefs me oh the sheer sheer tears of every diving day and now | shape and rave at
you and who knows through the encephdlic centre you have shot some of that seamin’ acid so I'm
hipping too and like to flip oh meanin' Christ Colin what and where the dung day dirt is done and you
know how | itch | never dote a damned desire without my shift and al my upbringing undone!”

And Martasaid, “ Y ou're chattering your passion into threads Angdl causeisn't there enough | mean he
can the carna both twomescence and | don't mound no mora mem-brane in athreesome and we sort of
sgerly! Isn't the organ-grinding the big thing?’

So she seemed to flip and like a seafouling man embarked on culling Martafor afrigid and bustless chick



while egging her on with premaritimely oathsto revea what a poultry little shrubby hen-penned cand
awaited bushwanking or the semenship of motiongoing loiner under her counterplain and how those
specious sulcal lockswere just the antartickled coups of man's ambit or if moretrapica then merdly
multi-locked the vaginisth-mus of panamamal

Thus spurred dim Marta unbuckled and pulled enragged away her entire and nylonvestmentsto kned up
flagrantly tightitted the dander ovaswith an undividud stare took them like young im-pork-tunny
pigs-cheeksin lividinous pamysiry squeezing to pot them smoothly at dl rivels cried the heir erect
command insprict the gawds meanwhile thirgting out her chubby plum-den-dum-dum with its hennaed
thatch of un-own fedds and throaty |abyrings of kutch with cinnamons di-splayed.

The other sneered but he to her cheeky pasture lured advanced to graze and on her stirry eyepitch clove
his spiced regarb asif hisuniversion centered there his mace gpproaching friggerhuddle. She now as
never evoluptuary bloomed in her showy exinbintion outward easily spread her amative flower by rolling
sernbawd rumpflexed to make him see the fissile smole of spicery fragiloquent of tongue dmoist

articul pate well-coming with spine archipelavis and her hands abreasted eagerly. He snared his bait
engorged in cleft vessalage like alandlopped fissureman on the foreshawm groined.

“So that's the little spat that catches the bawdy muckerd the briney abasement where we scomber at our
libertined gaol!” So far dl jackular but now asdtier infection. 1 teened tined without embarkration down
that ditway my jolly tarjack yearning for the fretdown of this narrow fineconment swished-for
incunceration ounspesking O where noughtical men wisdly feast in silence a coop or lock-up maybe
Ange but for the brightest cocka orys no lighthouse but a folderol oflesh es-pression-less no land-mast
cer-tainly no buoy yet more than polestar to the marinader the milky wet itsdlf the yin-and-yank by which
life orientsthe loaddtir that aweights al tonninch on the popul ocean incontinents awash the very
auto-incestra fracturn between generoceans mother of emoceans gulf where the seacunning sextant
geersand never more gladly flock we to that flocculent in carcerationen like sheep incult cumbency on
thelong combers O so furly | will my rompant chuck of gristle uncanvasto cell and serve as croptiveto
her in the shuckling socket and set soul for dungeoness!”

Helaunched himsdlf to the briney swell with merry horn-poop in her focde and cox'nd every vibrant
stroketill her un-fathom ablepuddle deigned and drained his saloot but her aglued mutions rollocked on.

Angeline waked impotiently outside and some of thetribe noted or did not note - caught in their own
variable relaion-ships - how her face was fleshcrumbled with folded eyes. So it was these days and no
one had too much in mind of others though the mood was good - too wrapped in selfhood and even
selfishness to aggress, no matter who aggrised, on alcohal or the needle. She was thrown to a sexua
nadir and would not bed, not with Charteris, not with Ruby Dymond even when he folked up the blues
for her, backed by infrasound and its bowel churning effects. Even for her it was getting not for-red, as
the war-showers il lingering acidly in the old alleyways, curled into her and she too dug the spectrums
of thought made visible, legping up exclaming from alondy blanket to see her-saf sometimes surrounded
by the wavering igneous racks of baeful colour: or a gentle moments able to watch bushes and ems
erupt in crusty outline singed by the glow of cerebra sundowns, in which climbed and chuckled afresh
unbesten generation of mammal-phibians, toads with sprightly wings and birds of lead and new animals
generaly that with feral stealth stayed aways out of focus. So it was aso with Nicholas Boreas but more
splendidly trumpets with icing on. He too had more inhabitants than reached consciousness and drank
news of the motorcade miracle from Cassin hispdatia bath. A mighty figure he was, bare without ahair,
though with a poet's eye he had schillered his breasts and pate by dint of abronze lacquer to lend asort
of piebad digtinction. His Sower waswater hyacinth and in the foetid warmth of his gpartment the
tuberous plants multiplied and festered. Having heard Cass's spid, he pushed his current nymph aside
and did under water, neptundlike, snorkel between crowned teeth. There submerged, helay asina



trance, letting the feathery floating roots caress him, tickle hislax flesh, gazing up between the stiff fleshy
leaves, nibbled by snails, nudged by carp and orfe burgting past his eydidslike coronary spasms.

Findly, herose again, hyacinth-laurelled.

“I'm in full agreement with your suggestion aslong as| can makeit my way. Pour al my geniusin! It
should be agrest film: Charteris Auto-Trip or some such title. Maybe High Point Y ? The first panorama
of post-psycheddic man with the climax the emergence of this messiah-guy after the colossal smash-up
on the motorway when he was killed then risen again unscathed. Ring my casting director on this number
and welll start auditioning straight away for someoneto play Charters. Also well want smashees.”

Whitewha e-like he rose, brushing black ramshorns from his knotted shegpshanks and the band began to
play. In hisveined eye gleamed the real madness; again he could explore - now on the grandest
mafiabacked scale - the fissured continent of desth. His best-known film was The Unaimed Deadman, in
which awhite man wearing suitable garments dowly killed a negro on a deserted hdliport He had been
ingpired to find anegro willing to volunteer to give ared desth to art; now his messianic power would
transfix on alarge scae the problem of the vigour-mortisintersurface.

Attended by the plushy nymph, Boreas began to issue his orders.
His organisation staggered into action.

Theideawasthat the film should be made with all speed to take advantage of topicaity. Archives could
be plundered for effective passages. Except for the climax, little footage need be newly shot Episodes
from The Unaimed Deadman could be used again. In particular, there was a sequence showing the
Optimistic Man doing histopologica topology act which seemed applicable. The Optimistic Man walked
aong awide white line with hands outstretched, his hands and head and the white linefilling thewhole
screen againgt the ground. The cameradowly disengaged itself from his shoulder asthe line became more
intricate, risng upwards like a billowing roof, revealing that more made |ess sense for the Man now
seemed to be doing the impossible and walking on the rim of agigantic eye; but, with increase of dtitude,
the eyeis seen asthe eye of ahorse carved from the flank of an enormous mountain. Sowly the whole
horse comesinto view and the Man islost in distance; but asthisanomaly clarifies another obtrudesitself
for we see that the great downland on which the cabbalistic horseis etched isitsaf adtir like aflank and
itself cabdine. Thismystery isnever clarified, thereisonly the nervousindecision of thewhole hill's
glimpsed movement - we cut back to the Man who now, in awhite suit, stretches himself out wider and
wider until he can saddle the horse. He has shed al humanity but bones; skeletally, he rides the charger,
which isgiven motion by the rippling flank on which it isengraved.

There are sequences from ol d-fashioned wars, when the processes of corruption sometimes had a
pre-synchro-nicity to mori-bundity, and a shot of anuclear bomb detonated under-ground, with awhole
sparse country rumpling upward into agigantic ulcerated blister and rolling outwards at predatoria speed
towards the fluttering camera. There are sequencesin shuttered streets where the dust lies heavy and
onionsrot in gutters, not a soul moves, though a kite flutters from an overhead wire: somewhere distantly,
aradio utters old-fashioned dance music interspersed with static; sunshine burns down into the engraved
dreet; finally ashutter opens, awindow opens, an iguana pants out into the roadway, its golden gullet
wide.

After this came the Gurdjieff Episode, taken from a coloured Ukrainian TV musical based on thelife of
Ouspenski and en-titled Different Levels of the Centres.

A isabusy Moscow newspaper man, bustling here, bustling there, speaking publicly on thisand that. A
man of affairswhom people turn to; his opinion isworth having, his help worth seeking. Enter shabby old



Ouspenski with an oriental smile, managesto buttonhole A, invites him along to mest the grest
philosopher Gurdjieff. A isinterested, tells O he will certainly spare thetime. G reclines on asunny
bedstead, derdlict from the mundane world; he has aflowering moustache, already turning white. He
holds on to one dippered foot. In his shabby room, it isnot possibleto lie: nonsenseistaked but not lies
- the very lines of the old dresser and the plaid cloth over the table and the empty bowl standing on the
deep window sill declareit.

The window has double casements with alever-fastener in the centre. The two halves of the window
swing outwards. There are shutters, latched back to the wall outside. The woodwork has not been
painted for many years; it rests com-fortable in morning sunlight, faded but not rotten, seamed but not too
sear. It wears an expression like G's.

G giveswhat isagrand feast for this poor time of war. Fifteen of his disciples come, and some have an
amost Indian un-world-liness. They St about the room and do not speak. With lying out of the way,
presumably thereislessto say. One of the disciples bears aresemblance to the actor who will play Colin
Charteris.

In comes O, arm-in~arm with A, and introduces him with some-thing of aflourishto G. Gisvery kind
and with flowing gesturesinvites A to it near him. The medl begins. There are zakuski, pies, shashlik,
palachinke. It isa Caucasian feast, beginning on the stroke of noon and continuing until the evening. G
smiles and does not speak. None of his people speak. A politely talks. Poor O isdismayed. We see that
heredisesthat G has set thismeal up asatest of A.

Under the spell of hospitality, soothed by the warm Khagetiawine, A sets himself out to betie public and
entertaining man who can enliven even the dullest company. The chorus takes the words from hismoving
lipsand tellsuswhat A talks about.

He spoke about the war; he was not vague &t al; he knew what was happening on the Western Front.

He gave usword of dl our dlies, those we could trust, those we couldn't, and had a bit of innocent fun
about the Belgians.

He gave usword of Germany and how dready there were signs of crumbling: but of coursethered
enemy wasthe Dud Mo-narchy.

And here he took more wine and smiled.

He communicated al the opinions of the public men in Moscow and St Petersburg upon al possible
public subjects.

Then he talked about the desiccation of green vegetables for the Army: a cause with which he was
involved, he said: and in parti-cular the desiccation of onions, which did not keep aswell as cabbages.

Thisled himon to discuss artificid manures and fertilisers, and agricultura chemigtry, chemigtry in generd,
and the great strides made by Russian industry.

And here he took more wine and smiled. He then showed how well he was informed upon philosophy,
perhaps in deference to his host.

He spoke of mdioration and told us al about spiritism, and went pretty thoroughly into what he called the
material-isation of hands.

What else he said we don't remember, save that once he touched on cosmogony, a subject he had
somewhat studied.



Hewasthejolliest and certainly the happiest man in the room. And then he took more wine and smiled
and said he must be off.

Poor O had tried to interrupt this monologue but G had looked at him fiercely. Now O hung his head
while A heartily shook handswith G and thanked him for a pleasant medl and avery interesting
conversation. Glancing at the camera, G laughed dyly. Histrap had worked.

Afterwards, G jumps up and sings his song, and the disciplesjoin in. Gradually, the whole screenis
choked with whirling bodies.

Whilethe film was being pieced together, a French actor caled Minstral was engaged to play Charteris.
Because France had been neutral in the war, Mingtra was one of the few pre-psychedelic men left in
Brussels. He played tough roles. When not filming, he kept himsalf apart, ate tinned food sent from
Toulouse, meditated in a Sufic way, occasiondly visited two young Greek sigtersin the suburbs, and
looked at volumes of beautiful photographs pub-lished by Galimard.

Boreas's script director, Jacques de Grand, made hisway out to the motorcamp on the lunatic fringes of
the city with ahaircut full of gentian hairoil. He wanted to get some back-ground for the messah'slife,
him and his success-drive both.

When de Grand arrived at the smokescream, the messiah was sitting on an old bedstead, picking his
toes, from histwo women he had only bad images; they would not yield to his hedling power and hewas
feding severd things at once, that nothing could be done on any level unlesswomen wereinvolved in
cregtiveroles, that they were trapped in ahistory jely, that he was adiscarded |, and that the world was
on the whole perched on the back of aradioactive tortoise,

“We're very fortunate to have you here at the early stages of your career, Mr Magter, and witnessing the
firdt miracles. How you like Belgium? Planning to stay long? Planning to resurrect anyone in the near
future? My card!”

The card held ahand in it on adetachable body material-isng in rubber smokelp.

“It wasthevison | had in Metz. That's what betrayed me on my adjourney north up the web of
photofailures, fleeing thet Itdian camp.”

“I see” Quick gpplication of more refreshing hairoil, head chest mouth. Nom, but the PGA wasthick
hereand dl hair growing whispersoniit. “Y ou say photofailures, | gather from reports you enlarge
Ouspavski's thought?”

“Well Eke Ouspavski | dig the west got too hairy with every-one and so the Arabian nightmare was just
ajustice and on theill-painted poser the near-nordic blonde grew a moustache like a shadow across her
force..”

“And so how about some more erectionsin the near future? Please speak clearly into the visiting card.”

The whole mesozoic mess-up of the best west pretensions going themselves with the bunsturning to
gutter and sllenceis golden but a Diners Club card gets you anywhere. It was the whole city of aruined
verson | had, hetold de Grand. “Now Europe's bracken up from abasic oil-need-greed and beggars
can ride s0 even Gdlinaand Martaand me can't get dong in aharnessand dl clapped out of the big
ambushes of Westciv, eh?’

“I see. Youthink the bill's at last been paid?’

“Yes, the treadhill, trodden back to low point X and the city open to the noman. My friend, that was a



short round we trod, less than two hundred degenerations the flintnapping cave-deepersfirst opened
stareyes and we break down again with twentieth sensory perception of the circuit...”

“I see. More hairoil quick, and you think we're back where we squirted?’

“... which bust be thetimefor real avakening from machin-dity and jump off the treadsinto anew race
that | will lead.” And the new animasfaling out of new trees on the old beaches of stone.

“Yes, | see, Magter. So you have no definite painsto in-surrect anyone in the near future?’

“Angdinasessif she's not by now hyacinth-hipped the waters of sickness wrys and where we might have
been basam only balsa on the fiord but me urgenus impatiens spends on merdly the unhed-ing
womenwound that hel otrope witch tows me with its blood-stone balmy fragrance unaveiling nector's
womenwound me my ackill-easehed .”

“Y ou motion the waters of sickness, so you don't entirely rile out the passibility of insufflationin the
near-flowering fuchsa?’

Taking back the visiting cod hefiled his nail-dropping in afiling gabinetto.

“I am afugitive from that perfumarole yet dl beneath our feet the quakeline blows and vulcanows which
runway liesfirm aground for dl thisilyushineisaflight merdy from other ilyushins and not from anything
caledred.” Thebroken wind of hissail lay under the tall shrouds of offices,

“I see. | seewhat you're goating at. Like there's been adisul-cation. Hair owl? No? Tell me couldn't you
practise on adead child if we brought you one?’

Charteris coughed his eyeblink aworld gone then back in itsimposture. Lies he could take, not
disfigurements

“Perfect sample of what I'm trying to gut over with the prolgpse of old stricture of christchen moralcold
al pisserhill it is are phorno-graph-able smirch as childer-masti-cation to be hung by the necro-phage
until strange phagocyte of the crowd.”

“So you deignt insufect anyone in the puncture?’
“Lonly Anginaand the flowerhip-syrup girls.

He coughed. When world came back steadied, in the big carred-up arena, tyreswere still burning. The
smoke crawled and capered a black nearest brown; up the side of aruinous housewa |l where wallpaper
hung montaged, its shadow grew like wigteriain the palid sun. Over one side, some disciplesin gaudy
hats and ruby beards were making asing-in on the torture song. Another, aguy stoked an old auto with
its upholstery in flames by flinging on petrol arcing from acan. The flamesflowered at him and herolled
over yelling. Severa people looked across him and the unbelievable patterning of it al, lifes gaudy grey
richesricher richness. The world of motion-in-gtiliness. All rested here today from the speed death but a
migratory word and they would be away again, switched on to the signal the Master would unzip from his
banana-brain. Right now, even as he proclaimed, al possibilities were open to them and under the
crawling black tyresmog lay no menace that did not aso swervefor poetry, so thetribelet al burn.

A dirip of the motorway south of Brusselsto Namur and Luxembourg had been closed to traffic,
Boreas's men worked and swested, hundreds of them, many skilled in electronics, to fake up the big
smadin.

Some got through their work by being cowboys. Yipping and ye ping, they thundered down upon the



frightened cars, which stampeded like mad steers dong the course, tossing their horns and snorting and
backfiring in the canyon of their cavacade. Branding irons transfixed hot red figures.

Other men from Battersea treated the steeds as underwater wrecks. In mask and flippers, down they
sank through the turbid air, securing limpet cameras to cabins and bows and battered sterns which would
record the moment of the mighty meta storm, rigging their mikes unfathomably, helter-scootering.

Other men with mottled cheeks worked asiif they were charge nursesin an old people's home. Their
patients were as smooth as they were tiff of limb, dummies with nude sexless faces, dummies without
female fractures or male mizzenmasts, non-nava dumm-ies, dummieslacking meat-muscle or
tem-perature who pretended to be men, dummies with plaster hair and amenorrhoea who pretended to
be women, dwarf dummieswith a semblance to children, dl staring ahead with blue eyesimpevious,
upholdersdl of the couth past wesciv world that could afford to buy its saudistruction, dl terribly brave
before their oncoming deeth, al as unspeaking O as G desired.

Ruddly, the charge nurses pressed their patients into place, the backseat-drivers and the frontseat-sitters,
twisted their heads to look ahead, to stare Sdeways out of the windows, to enjoy their speed deathride,
to be mute and unhairy and non-drivnik.

It was an dl-day labour, and to wire the cars. The crews revelled that night in Namur, shacking inan old
HOotel or deeping in abig marquee tent pitched on the banks of the Meuse, with abeat trobbing like a
temple. Boreas went belting back to Brussds and with ashivering sight stripped virgin bare, gripped tight
the snorkel in his crowned teeth and sank benesth the feathery roots of hiswater hyacinths. The plants
were spreading like anylon nile, growing in the steamy atmosphere over the floor and up the black-tiled
wdls.

“Escrape from these lootl ess psychedeics showing their barbed crutches round the eyes,” he gruntled
walowing, “asif | don't own al my own univorce!”

“Don't you believein Charterisas new Chrigt, darling?’ the nymph asked, floating pasturised cowdipson
the sumper surface. Shewas ddiciousto his sght and taste, good Flemish stock.

“I bedlievein my film,” he said and grasping her aligator-like in hisjaws he looted her down into her
depths.

Next day refreshed and bellyrolled, Boreas drove down towards the scene of the faked authentic speed
death with his script director de Grand who gave golden speech about the Master between crania
embrocetions.

“Okay, so he was kinky about children and gone on flowers and didn't seem to have plans about bringing
anyone back from the deadly nightshade. Similar to thousand of people | know or don't know asthe
case. Did you get aglimpse of hislife story?’

“Y ou know those ruins out by Sacré Coeur, boss? They had afive gallow saturation bomb on them
when the Arab air strike came down! Y ou can't hardly see out there. | was switched on mysdlf and it
seemed to me hislogic was dl logo-griph and missing every fourth syllable of recorded time. That fabled
bird, the logogrip, took wing, wasredly hippocrenein dl his gutterance, where | way-did but could
never plum.”

“Cut out that jar-jargon, de Grand! A hell of ahelp you are! What about hishbird?’” Chin belly and balls
are jetting promon-tories.

“I tell you the logogriph, the new pterospondee, roasts on his burning shoulder!”



“Hishird, hisjudy! Did you get to spesk to her?’
“Hementioned apart of her with some circumlocation.”

“Godverdomme! Get her and bring her to mein my pallase tonight. Ask her to dinner! Shell give methe
low-down of thisMaster Man! Have you sot that straight in your adderplate?’

“Isregistered.” And bennies quickly swigged downin ail.

“Okay. And get some more snow ddlivered to Cass - some of the mo-tor-caders need a harder ticket in
the arteria lane. Com-prenez?”

They march from each other together in the web.

Hisunit was dready setting up the crash-in. Technicians swarmed about the location with cowherd and
keelhaul cries. By somebody's noon, the carswere all linked umbilioudy with cables to the power control
and the dummies sitting tight. They ran through the whole operation over and over, checking and
rechecking aciduloudy to seeif intheir hippie state they had overlooked atechnicolor time error. The
four-lane motorway was transfilmed into a great racetrick where the outgoing species could stunt-in for
itsone and only one-way parade, agreat tracerack in tombtime where sterile generations would last for
many millis-econds and great progress appear to be made as at ever-accelerating speed they hurtled on,
further from shiftless and forgotten origins the unknown target. This species on the vergin of extinction
bore its role with detachment, waxed unsentimentality, was collected, chaste, impeccable, punctud, stiff
upper lip, unwinking gaze. Remembered its offices and bunga ows of iron sunset. Itslean servants,
ragged even, not so; excitement raced among them; they dl believed in this authentic moment of film-life,
cared not for afake-up, daved for Boreass belief, harboured their dimensions.

And to Boreaswhen dl wasready came his chief prop man, Ranceville, with shoulder-gestures and dime
in hismouth's corners.

“We can't just let them gadarinelike thidl It's sadism! They are as human asyou or me, in our different
way. Couldn't there be thought inside those china skulls - china thought? China fedings? Chinalove and
sncerity!”

“Out my way, Rancevillel”

“Itisnt right! Spare them, Nicholas, spare them! They got china hearts like you and me! Death will only
make them realer! Red chinadesth-in!”

“Miljardenondedjuu! Wewant them to look redl, beredl. What'sred for if you can't useit, | ask?
Now, out my way!”

“What havethey ever doneto you?’ The mouth dl daving lotion. “What have they ever done?’
Boreas gestured, brushing away afly or snail from his barri-caves.

“I'll tell you something deep deep down, Ranceville ... I've dways hated dummies ever Since china
shop-rows of them stared in contempt at me asapoor small boy in the ruptured aleys off Place Roup.
That's how | began you know! Me adirty dum boy, son of a Flemish peasant! Weren't they the
privileged, | thought, al beautifully dresden every day by lackeys, growing no baggy genitals, working or
spinning clean out the question, glazed with superiority behind glass, made in god'simage more than we?
Dimmies| cdled them to bdittle them, dimmies, prissy inhi-bition-istsl Now these shop-haunting horrors
ghdl diefor the benefit of mankind.’



“Y our box-official verdict, so!” Gesture of agaudy cross.

“Okay, Nicholas, then | ask to ride with them, to belt in boldly in the red Banshee beside these innocent
chinahands. They're snless, guiltless, coal - I'll bleed to death with them, that'sall | ask!”

Open mouths gathered al round turned their stained suspicious teeth to ogle gleaning Boreas, who waited
only the splittest second before he bayed from his mountain top

“Get looted, Ranceville! You're hipped! Y ou think you can't die - you'relike adrunkard deeping in the
ditch, drowning for ever because he didn't redlise there was astream running over his pillow!”

“Sowhat, if the drinking water has drunksin it, okay, that provesits proof. How can | diethe death if
those dimmiesare not dive?’

“You'll see how red aphoney degthigl”

Now on the waiting road was silence while they chewed on it. Like workerswho joined a continent's
coasts by forging anew railway, the unit stood frozen by their finished work, awaiting perhaps a cascade
of photographsto commemorate their achieve-ment of new possibilities. while behind them fashion-ably
the unlined pink facesignored them from the cars. The mouths came forward now, to see what Boreas
would say, to hear out the logic, to try once again to puzzle out how desth differed from deep and deep
from waking, or how the spring sunlight felt when you weren't thereto dig it and flesh and chinadl oneto
me.

Boreas again was swegting on the heliport, in his blood the hard ticket of harm as he filmed the climax of
The Unaimed Deadman, had the negro, Cassius Clay Robertson, fight to start up the engine of hislittle
glasswindowed invalid carriage. And then the longshot of the white man in his suitable garb running
impossibly fast with big gloved hands from behind the far deserted sheds, the black sheds with tarred
asphdt sides, running over for the kill with mirth on his mouth. Now he could have red death again, had it
offered, because the occasiona man was hepped enough on art to diefor it.

“Okay, Ranceville, aslong as you seethisisthe big oneway ride, well draw up awaiver contract.”

Ranceville drew himself up thin. “1 shan't waver! Asthe Master says, we have abolished the one-ways. |
believein dl dternatives. If you massacre innocents, you massacre me! Long live Charterisl”

The watching mouths drew apart from him. One pair of lips patted him on the shoulder and then stared at
the hand. Some sighed, some whispered. Boreas stood alone, bronze of his bare head shining. The
invaid car had fired a last and was dowly lurching on the move. The white man with the terrible anger
had reached it and was hammering on the glass, rocking it with hisblows. They'd had ahovercamerain
the cab with Robertson then, with another leeched outside the misting glass, and used for thefina print
shots from these two cameras dternately, giving arocking rhythm, bursting in and out of Robertson's
terror-trance.

“Get yoursdlf infocus of the cameras!” Boreas cdled huskily.

With asign to show he had heard, Ranceville climbed into the old Banshee, a scrapped blue model they
found in ayard by the Gare du Nord and had hurriedly repainted. Ranceville had red on clothes and
hands as he squeezed in with the dummies. Their heads nodded gracioudy like British royaty inan arctic
Wind.

“Okay, then we're ready to go!” Boreas said. “ Stations, everyone!”

Hewatched dl his mouths like ahawk, the only one sane, whistling under his breath the theme from The



Unaimed Deadman. Thingswould fal gpart thistime from the dead centre.

Martawas sprawling on the bed practicaly intearsand said, “ Y ou don't understand, Angelina, I'd no
wigh to pot your joint out, but my loaf was nothing, not the leanest dice, and | wasjust ababy doldrums
until the Father came adong and woke al my other I's and freeked me from my awful husband and my
awful prixon home and dl the non-looty things| try now to put outside the windrums.”

Angelinasat on the side of the bed without touching Marta. Her head hung down. Beyond, Charteriswas
holding agtarve-in.

“Fine, | sympathise with you when you stop whining. Weve al had subsistence-living livesin rich places.
But the way things are, he belongsto me you've got to get yourself another mankind. Therell bea
group-grope tonight - any grotesgue grot they grap-ple - now that's for you instead of al this
ruin-haunting here!”

“And supposing | pick on your Ruby you so despise! My lifésaruin and the light dwindles on the loving
couple. The Master said to me Arise-*

Rupture al that, daisy! Y ou just don't spark! Look, | know how you fed, the big love-fedlings heart-high,
but it wasn't like that so don't try to hippie out of it. All he did waswalk in and make an offer asyou sat
sngleinyour little house! That doesn't mean he'syourd”

“You don't understand. ... It'sardigious thing and mauve and maureen webworks come from him
binding me! With his sweet rocket it's a sacrament.”

The celling smmering like asaucepan lid and Angelina hit her with awelp of rage and cdled her dl
mangey mother-suppurating things. “Y ou Early Chrigtian whore! Go throw yoursylph to other loing! He's
my man and staysthat way!”

In anger, she drove the Martafrom this ruined arena out, and then hersalf collgpsed on to the single bed.
There she gtill waswhen de Grand riled in, dipping alittle packet to Case before he sought her out. She
lay and let time set over her not unpleasure-ably, idly listening as the raucous noise of a song and plucked
gringsfiltered in the shadow, wondering if anything mattered. That wasthe crux of it; they weredl
escaping from a state where the wrong things had mattered; but they were now in a state where nothing
mattersto us. At least if | can till thing thisway I'm sane - but how to put it over to them and that they
should be building ... The possibility exists, and some days he does build: dmost by accident likea
weaver bird adding an extraroom for teenage chicksto creep up at the back where it stark and on the
garesabig woman al al naked bottoms and beasts. ... Bum weaver yes Colin he ill hasthe glimpse. ...
A sort of genius and might stage abuild-on. ... Pull thislot together must make nun listen maybeif | put it
inasong for the Tonic all get the message. The table you use the table you take immense suck cesslikely
me running naked through loveburrow. ... Old Mumma Googstae. ...

As she dozed he entered, not uncivil with untrimmed mous-tache, de Grand, of secret history in plenty
parishes.

“Excuse you saw meinterviewing for the film the Master. Second time I'm pleasure of drivnik-vigting.”
“I'm thinking. | know it's extinct. Blow!”

“What inteligence! I'm full of aspiration. | left my own child to come on this quest to film the lootest
Magterpiece.”

“Bloody typica. Go back to your child, Paddy, marry her, bear lots of lovely morechild, marry them off,



live humble, avoid oil-shares, stay away from the excitements of master-peace, rumpling upwards and
rolling at speed towards the fluttering artnik.

“The director needs your prosfessona guy dance routine to ingght the Master to him. Has adinner
cooking wed loca inddlicacies and you tenderly invited.”

She sat up and tugged down the flower-blue shirt and bongo beads she was wearing, her modernity unfit,
forgot arrested flow, with an effort focused on him.

“Thedirector you say?’

“Nick Boreas of The Overtaker and The Unaimed Dead now moving to High Point Y to film your
husband's lifein compaint colour. The great Nick Boreas you must have heard.”

“He wantsthe truth about Charteris? Isthat what you are saving? My god, these stinking runes are so
high I'm dmost inde-chypreable - Boreas wants the truth?’ She fanned hersdlf, he dso, gasping like
fishesin amean lake.

“Y ou have me defused a moment. Excuse - some pomaid! We're making a movie not agospd we must
want materid like asort of biogriffin job, right?’

:The mythic bird what e seis struth! A movie you say! Y ou my opportunity | zip on my head boy and you
take meto your leader now?” With nails shetriesto cam her wild dark hair.

“My fiat awaits delighted.” He with abyzantine bow.
She paused. “ Y ou driving? Y ou're so high, no?’

But hewasin astudio car with hired driver and they yawed towards the fossil-pattern centre with
moderaterisk to life.

On the brittlements of the town aurorasflattered in a proud mindflagging and old phantasms took
trilobites at her. She was a guttered target for their technicolon pinctuated in asingle frame asthe n
went home, fedling her face flatten and baloon asif centred in awhirling telescopular Ste.
Tumul-ta-neoudy, the broad Leopold I1 doughed its pavements for grey sand and cliffs cas-caded up
where buildings were, un-pocked by window or stratum. Turning her tormented head, she saw the ocean
weskly flail the macadam margins of shore bearing in change, long, resounding, raw - and knew again as
sometiresome visiting pro-fessor of micro-scopic sanity made clear to her that hear again repetitively iron
mankind zinc was on the dide between two elements, beaten back to sea-wrack while he prepared to
digest another evolutionary change and none the less stranded because motors roared for him up the hell
and highwatershed.

Such sounds seemed sexplicable, nexplicable, inexplicable, pli-cable, lickable, ickable, able, sickable.
Shewas ableto differentiate the roar into eight different noises, dl flittering towards her under the cover
of each other. Thingsthat did and fused let out aparticularly evil gargle, so that she grasped de Grand's
mous-tached arm and cried, “ They won't dlow meto be the only one left sane, they won't dlow me!”

Wrapping amoist hand about her, the scar of hislips un-hedling on the face pustuleits genetic dide
screaching, he said, “Baby, we dl swing on the same astral plane and theré's anew thing now.”

And in the variable geometry of her mind, grest wings re-tracted and the thin whine let in Stratosfear.

Boreas rose black, deadly-eectric, face masked and goggled, hyacinthine from his bathpool, beetling
baldbright, not un-manly, aeunuch but with fullgorged gppendages. A paatid mea was being prepared



in the next room.
“Let mefed youfirs.”

“I'minno feding mood.” Age-old Angdline. Heinvited her to swim; when she refused, he reluctantly
came from the green water and swaddled himsdlf in towels, quite prepared to wreck her.

“After themed, the rushes!”
“| don't swim, thanks.”

“Youll have abreast stroke when you see the dimmies caroom into their smash-in!” Full of tittering good
humour, he led her through, a hdliogabbic figure eight of aman and she bedraggled with alittle brave
chin, saying, “1 want to talk serioudy with you about the lying-in-state of our old world.”

He paraded with her dowly round the grand room, already partly hyacinth-invaded asthey foliaged
intricoarsely across the wallpagan, he speaking here and there to the chattering mass of hisinvitees, al to
Angedline maroonly macabre and flowing from the head as part of the mythology of the pagpse and from
their infested breath and words crawled the crystalagmites she dreamed of dreading in the cord city trees
without window or stratum.

A speech was made by one of the gaudier figmiesin atapestry, beginning by praising Boreas, ascending
on abrief description of the stedl industry of anearby un-named state, and working through referencesto
Van Gogh and awoman called Marie Brashendorf or Bratzendorf who had brought forth live puppies
after anine-day confinement up the scales of madnessto a high seareferenceto Atlantic grailsand the
difficulty of making sdlami from same. Then the company sat or sporawled down, Boreastaking afirm
hold of Angdinato guide her next to him, one great hand under her shirt grappling thelife out of her left
breast into multi-variable contour.

Thefirst course of the banquet was presented, consisting only of hot water tainted by a shredded | esf,
and al following courses and intercases showed similar liquididity in these hoard times, except for warm
dicesof bodding, and no silence settled like at the G mealtime heled usdl amerry dance.

“All theknownworld,” shesaid didingin, “losesits old staples and in only afew months everything will
drop apart for lack of care. People who can must save the old order for better times before were al
psychedelic salvages and you in your film can show them how to keep agrip until the bombeffect wears
thin, do a preachment of the value of pre-acidity and the need to rebuild wesciv.”

“No no no, cherie, concoursely, my High Point Y isan im-proach-men of the old technological odour,
which was only built up by reprunsion and maintained by everyones anxiety, or dummied into inhabition.
Okay, soit al go and no worries. Y ou hushind is asaviour man who lead usto agreater dustance away
from old steerotypes and anew bdief intheimmateria. So | picturehim.”

“Okay, | agree as everyone must that there were many greedy faults but put &t itslowest wesciv
maimtamed in reasonable comfort ahigh population which now must die badly by plague and starve off
toitslast wither.”

“Y ou tak to wrong guy, girlie, because | enormoudy like to see those ferretty technilogy people die off
with dl the maim-tamed burrgeoisie and black in the ground dump in bulldozing.”

“Y ou shock me, Boreas. And who then will watch your epix?’

Slices of Christmas cactus succulent and inedible were placed before them.



Hetook her with his roystering gaze she so thin and succu-lenten.

“I will eyemy filmg! To the ego egofruit. For me only isthey made and to enjoy! For long sincethe sixties
have | and many lesser I's pouring clout our de-compos-tiond fluid medium preparing for this
dessinte-gration of sorciety and now you want again the tripewaiters and oilgushers and the offices
clattering?’ He spped shdlowly at thelong sour gueuze-lambic asit cameround. “Balsto the late
phase we've been through.”

“Some of the old evils maybe die but worse till live on.” She would not sup. Her eydlids|ow.
“Welive authentic now and the new way which your husbond cries!”

Under her waif-thin lids she gauzed at the continuum mumbling guests al butterflies or hot rock without
rest and each in an amber dockdrill of our mechanissmusthat to new born retinal grasp showed in ever
moo and ghestune.

“And are these the authenticks as you mountain?’ Scorning.

Grinding his heavens-gravel-stone teeth, resting predirty ham on her pecked muscle, “Don't perspine for
the judge's tone when you're jabbed in the witless blox woman!”

So for thefirst time she muddied into revelation and the Sllent goose grass was again in motion that Colin
grasped society went in autod egp his ennemas enemy and wanever jungle he battled init lay only a
March day's march from her own plot. In even his sickmares might be more hedlth than thisfat man's
aticles.

“Why did you invite me here?” And vonnegutsy whinesin her visceration.

“Not for the size of your bobbies mine are bigger you dim spratlady! Listen, | want the word on your
man we know you have athing or true against him and that'sfor revelation.”

“If | damned well don't?’

Butterfliesand hot rock flowed up the hyacynth panelsto the bright openings of numerous beetel mouths
of thetracery.

“If you don't theres multi-ways of setting an entire squeeze-in round the motorcave and such | warn you
solo voce here and never!”

“Areyou threatening me?” All round her the artichokers were unheard as her head's mainline flowed
more regularly in this duress and she viewed with clarity his mantled cheeks and eyes of menace.

“If you don't want your motorcod tempered with you'll peach me the laydown with dl loot on how your
saviourboy committed amurder in the British traffic, didn't he?’

And the whole sparse countryside unrolling to her camera, dodging - “Who'll temper with us - you? Our
little motorcade triesto ride in innosense but aways an evil parashitting grip stranglesit you know you
know know what | mean the Mafiawith their hard relief are maffiking?’

Hisjelly flesh was suddenly hard contracted and the mouth gash sealed and done. “Don't say that name
in here or youll bein asdedley lying with the lovely lubrication gone and nothing swinging babe be
warn!”

Now al jungular noises cease and the dusky rook hovers.



She was standing again in the ruined garden where sweet rocket sent its sprays among the grass and
thistle and her mother screamed I'll murder you if you comein again before you're told! No flowers or
fruit ever on the old entangled damson trees except the dripping mildew where their leaves curdied in
brown knots perhaps she had seen them among the branches the new animal the fey dog with red tie and
been inoculated with the wildered beauty of despair againgt this future moment's recurrence.

Music now played and the vegetattles chattered on as two flower-decked seamen sang of black sheds
down arunway. Onelast ssormblown look, Boreas had did ocated and was seen away on the otherside
where the mob was most like amarket marakeshed with hippie hordes and de Grand in oil-welled mirth.
Moving forward, this throng swept up Angeline and broke her into aadjoining private theatre. “What's
therush?

“Y ou don't swing! They're coming!”

The celling flew away the nightbox closed and glaring careyesfilled the screen with coloured rettle 54 3
2 One buildings surged and broke along the autobahn at troglo-daybreak in grey unconvincing weether,
autostrata punctuated by windows, their boxrooms stuffed with the comic strip of family bedroomdress
asdl rose crying “Magter! Charteris!” in braces and curling clips. Now paper familiasfolds and rises
from hisbreskfast seridly liftsthe kidsinto the roaring garage monsters gentle mongters gentile masters
one by one gliding and choking earring their human scarifice out dong the dangerous beachesflashing in
variable geography oriented againgt accident of the urban switchbank.

Thefilmisasyet unedited. Again and a second time the mechanicd riptide roars along the breach
discontinuity of time and space armoured armoured green and grey and blue and red arace indeed and
carried helplessin them the whed born onesfrom their brickhills.

The dummiesregister percognitive impulses of the coming crash. Scenes of the resurrention flash like
traffic controlsin clarkeian universe, they view themsealves digointed in the rough joinery of impact
amortised in the outstretchered ambulanes and findly in the sexton's sinkingfung drowned by stink and
gonein their own neutrifaction benesth the wave freeze. With unwinking blueness they view unwivering
black-ness and with waxen cam survey the chindined vacuumsin their dollyskulls of thisannulity their
last civil divorce.

Now from far above ravening like the aerosoiling arabs the eye takes in a checkerboard black-and-white
of roads marked lie adeserted heliport with the far black sheds of Brusselslying low plungeslikea
hypodetic to disgorge the main artery of shittlecock. It's plain lanes erupt into prefognotive shock asforce
lines fault lines seismographic lines demarcation lineslines of variable geolatry and lesst res stance lines of
cronology besom out from the future impact point. Towards this webpoint scudding come the
motordollies. They till have severa age-long microseconds before point of intersex and times abol ution.

In the leading car from Namur rides fashionable cool Mrs Crack dressed to the ninesfor high pointina
teetotal expatriate sun-and-fun commando suit in well-tailored casud style of amond green nylon
gaberdine of aknockout smplicity deep patch pockets and ample vagind versatility trimmed in petunia
piping planned to contrast with asnazzy safari hat of saffron acrylan especially designed for
crunch-occasions and scarlet patent dingback shoesin nubile moygashel. Her house is dways cool and
free from hairy guests of the nonconformist world because she uses new imma-culate Plastic with the
exciting new impeach-coloured plastic coa-ting and atruculent egg-timer free with every canister so get
in the egg-time today! Interviewed just before her desth, Mrs Crack explained, “It'sfuzzy man. | so
admiremy lack of vitdity.” Laid her head back unspesking on surredistic pillow, applied Sunin the new
egregious shade.

Theinterviewer riding bareback on the bonnet thrust the mike at her superbly tailored husband Mr Servo



Crack gtting ex-gatic-aly back not driving in the driving seet with no facia or racia hair painted bronze
head and lips to match who said, “We both moddle many dapper uncreased outfits often in public
windows of shops and such places where the elite meet to be neat this we enjoy very much on account of
antiseptic lack of any form of marital relations you understand thisis not my son in the back just a prefect
smdler dummy and ared growing human called Ranceville because as you know my wife Mrs Crack
Mrs Historecta Crack that is actually has no capillaceous growth upon her addendum in fact frankly no
addendum so of course no capillary attraction since happily | have no gentians or testaments, in the
manner of pre-psyche-delic mankind so we are just goodly friends and able to congti-pate on the old
middle-class virtueslike dressing properly which escalated Europe since hansegtic times of courseto the
glory of god and his gentleman's gentleman the pope of be-loved memory.”

Hewas preparing to say more and the gonaddi cts were chuckling and fumbling each other inthe
darkroom for counter-evidence of non-dummiehood when the lemanster encasing Mr Crack flung itself
armoured againgt amongter raving in the gpposite direction. Mr and Mrs Crack suffered extinction. Their
perfect boy aso impeccably crunched. Unfortunately the camerafocusing on Rancevillefailed to work so
that hisfina blood-letting gestures were not revedled to the celebrating eyes.

Now the whole cock-up took on the dobber-dob motion-rhythm of orgasm sowards the climax of the
film and the wet-mouthed awedience watched expectorately. More terrible than humans, the dummies
caroomed giffly forward in the dow frames pressing towards point of impact in tethered flight stretching
their belts as over towards the scarring windshields they bucketed eyes of blueness till and dl around
them gloves and maps and michedlins and scattering chocolate boxes parabolaed like pigeons startled at
the buckling of the sdesand Hill the honest eggshell eyes and spumeless lips arted into nanoseconds of
futurity. Gravitidd waving limp arms swinging tiff shoulders unshrugging make-up staying put them swvam
their butterfly in the only sdine solution to the decel eration problem.

All the other armoured lemmings rushed to be in on the destruction. Expressions blank of dismay the
dummies had their heads cracked and chipped and knocked and shattered and ground and mashed and
eggshdled and blown away with new miracle Crump aiming their last ricocheting nanocheek towardsthe
impactpoint of speedeath theipaccint of speeethipint seethiintegthihiii.

Time and again the cameras peegped on the unbleeding victims and on the cracking tin carcases that with
rumptured wingsin courtship dragging ground tupped one aonther beetle-bowed in the giddyup of the
randabout, till the toms built up an audiction and their cheers were heard above the hubcab of
metalurging grinderbiles. But Boreas wept because his film had frightened and to the mainshaft struck
him.

Histears scattered. Once they had had a goose to fatten and in the long blight of summer where the
damsons festered it made some company with its Smple ways not unapproachable. Once her mother
brought it out abucket of water in the heat for it to duck over and over itslong head and flail its pruned
wings with pleasure scattering the drops across small Angdline. She heard the wingsflail now asout she
crept nostalgic for the gormless bird they later ate.

At last she came back wearily to where a broken Stella Art sign buzzed and burned in the desolation of
their parking lot. She stood there in awet shift bresthing. Under the mauve and maureen flash her face
showed like a shuttered street from which might crawl iguaneous things. But just amentd block avay
where she only blindly knew directions alane stood in old summer green some place like amagic garden
where ayoung barefoot girl might drive her would-be swans and never think of harsher either-ors.

A smdl rainfilled the incommense thoroughfares of night but till among the guttering buggies stilled
tangents of smoke and rib-roofed skeletombs aguitar string or flute fought londliness with londlinessand
apoppied light or naked carbulb gave the flowerdpeopl e nightpower. Oh Phil the small dogs how! don't



ask mewhat I'm doing on the health Col. She plashes the raddlepuddlesin adim blue fermentation. A
round of vestal voices plays noughts and crosses her subterranean path with awhole sparse countryside
rumpling the stone-trees. Such shadowsin her way she brushes off knowing the netsthat await her in the
shalows of anightsunk city. She crounches and pees by old brickhaps. Oh don't be pregnant in this
tupturned world!

Sickly 4till bedummied by theill winds she staggered through her own grotesquely shatteredporch to find
the blanket cold and stiff and Charteris not in. Groping with al menaces she unsandaed hersdf and
beneath crawled heavily. Charteris not in not in the starve-in ill? Small sound not rain not dogs reached
her and immediate anxieties peopled the grotto with haggard dimmies haf in flight with speed asclosing in
on her she propped and stared. Even hoping-fearing it might be Ruby Dymond?

In the corner Martaonly sniffing on abroken chair, lumpkin in the fluttered darklight with her crushed
appedl.

“Get to bed girl!”
"The toad is going to get me pushing up my thinghs.”
“Go to deep stop worrying till tomorrow. The holed world's had enough tonight.”

“The throbbing toadspower! It'strying to force my skull up and climb into my barn my grain and then
motor me away to some awful dimy pool of toadstales!”

“Youredreaming! Pack itin!”

Laying down her tawdry head she tucked her motherless eydids on her cheeks and took herself far away
from drivniks agoosegirl in an old summer lane drove her would-be-swans barefoot. And cellos hit a
seldom chord.

Every day Charterislike abird of prayer spoke to new crowds finding new thingsto say giving outwards
and never deegping never tired sustained by his overiding fantasy. Two three days passed so at the big
garve-in for Belgium's famine or Germany's bad news. He sat with acan of beansthat Cass and Cass's
buddy Buddy Docre had brought him half-forking them into his mouth and smilingly haf-listening to some
discipleswho parrited back at him aloose interpretation of what they had gleaned in dl enthusiasm.

When he had filled his crop enough he rose dowly and began to walk dowly so as not to disturb the
ripples of the talk from which he dowly wove his own designs haf-hearing of thefishernet of feding. In
these famine daysthey dl grew gaunt he especially captain on his scoured bridge his face clawed by
multi-colour beard to startling anglesand al of them in their walk angular stylised asif they viewed
themsalves from acrow's nest distanced. Partly thiswalk was designed to keep their flapping shoeson
their feet and to avoid the litter in the lands Stirred by thin breezes breaking: for they had now camped
here three unmoving days or weeks and were acircus for the citizens who brought them wine and clothes
and sometimes cake.

Charteriskept his gaze steady as hair hid his eyesin the wind hover.

Cass said gently to him amost singing, “ Thisevening isour great triumpha entry, Magter, when we bresk
at last from this poor rookery and the lights of Brusselswill welcome you and show your film and turn the
prized town over to you. We have prepared the ground well and your followersflock in by hun-dreds.
Thereis no need to motor farther for here we have afine feathered Jerusalem where you will be welcome
for ever.”



Sometimes he did not say dl that he thought. Privately he said to himself, “While under the lid thefinger is
gtill to Frankfurt how shdl we do more than park overnight in Belgium? How can Cass be so blind he
does not seethat if thereisno trip thereis nothing? He must be eyelesswith purpose.”

So he swooped down upon the field of truth that Cass and Buddy pushed and that Cass like Angeline
had no habit in hisdark draper suit. Behind his shutters he saw bright-lit Cro-Magnons fearful in feathers
and brutaly flowered hunt the ponderous Neandertha through fleet bush and drive them off and decimate
them: not for hatred or violence but because it was the natura order and he uttered, “ Tredelic man must
leave our caves aswe reach each valley.”

“Caves! Here'sawhole hogging city oursfor the carve-in!” said blind Cass. But there were those present
who dug the Master and soon this casudly important word of Hiswent round and new attitudes were
born in the bombsites and a solitary zither taking up this hunting song wasjoined by other instru-ments.
And theworld sailed too amid me Master's brainwaves.

Leaving the others asde, he stylised himsdlf back to his ruined roost where Angeline sat with her back
curved to the light unspeaking.

“ After thefilm tonight dl possibilities say weflit,” hetold her.
She did not look up.

“Leavethewill opento dl winds and the right one blows. Thisisthe multi-valued choice that we should
snarl on and no more middle here.” Echoing hiswordsthe first engine broke air as crude maintenance
started for the farther trek; soon blue smoke ripped farting across the acid perimeters as more and more
switched on.

Sill shehad no facefor him.

“Y ou're escaping, Colin, why don't you face the truth about yourslf? It's not a positive decison - you're
leaving because you know that what | say about Cass and the othersis awhole sparky truth and you
hope to shake them off, don't you?’

“ After thisfilm and the adulation weflit on ahead-start. Maybe a preach-in.” He fumbled and haf-lit a
half-smoked cigar with an old fouled furcoat over his shoulder.

She stood up facing him more haggard than he. “He pushes but you don't care, Cal! Y ou have the word
about the Mafia but you don't care. It was through him Marta died but you don't care. Whatever
happensyou don't careif weal fal dead in our trips!”

He was looking through the cracked pane. Mostly now they sat around with atrance-in going even
among therolling cars. But the beer brigade could caper - one of their plump girls danced now in the
sted engraving air of aJew's harp dow but sturdy.

“Thisplace haslogt dl itsloot so well take in my film and then welll giveit ascan and well blow. Open
up another city. Why don't you dance, Angel pants?’

“Phil, Bobbins, now Marta - oh, you redly havelost dl loot yoursdf, man! Y ou wouldn't careif you got
cut dead yoursdlf and to think | stood up for you!”

The cigar wasn't working. His hand twitched it into a corner, he moved to the door's gape.

“Y ou usethe old fleshioned terms and fedlings, Angle, al extinct with no potentidity. Therésanew thing
you aren't with but | begin to gravel. Somewhere Marta got awrong drug, somewhere she caught



hipatitis or pushed hersdlf over. So? It's down-trip and she had athing well never know in her mind, a
|atent death. She was destined and that's bad. We did the best and can't bind too much if she freaks out.”

Lying with the lovey lubrication gone and nothing swinging.

"Wl | bind, for God's sake! | could have helped her when she mewed to me about atoad levering up
her skull or whatever it was and instead | sogged back like the rest of them! It was the night of the
filmrush and now tonight they let the complete epic roll - | see more deeth tonight - right herein the
toadstool | seeit!” Sherapped her brow asif for answer.

“Flame,” hesaid. “A light to see us off by | seebut | don't see you dance like that chubby girl her cheeks.
Angey, you can't motorcade - | want you to stay and shack in with the golden Boreas in Bruxelleswho'll
carefor you and is not wholly gone.”

Shethrew hersdf a him and clutched him, holding round his neck with one hand stroking hisbeard his
hair his ears his pileum with the other. “No, no, | can't stay amoment in this stone vortex. Besides, my
placeiswith you. | giveyou loot, | need you! Y ou know your seed isseded in me! Have pity!”

“Woman, you won't stay slent at Ouspenski's spread!”

“I'll switch on, I will, and be like you and al the others. I'll dance!”

He side-stepped and the vague promises of a mind-closure near engine stutter.
“Y ou don't take one pinch of loot to my sainthood!”

“Darling, we don't have to take that come-on straight!”

Half to one side he pushed her peering through his own murk and the broken-down air, muttering, “ So
let's get powered!”

“Colin, - you need me! Y ou need someone near you who isn't - you know - hippie!” Her eyes were soft
again thewild goose-girl.

“That was yesterday. Listen!” He pointed among the buck-ling roadsters. Ruby Dymond's voice - Ruby
aways s0 turned-on to anew vibration - lifted againgt a Tonic rhythm singing.

Fearsome in our feathers brutaly flowered
We warn the predelics we're powered

We warn the preddlics we're powered

We warn the predelics we're powered
Fearsomein our feathers and brutally flowered

The Word gathered loot as gearskicked in.

And another voice camein shouting “ There are strangers over the hill, wow wow, strangers over the hill.”
In the back-ground noise of backfiring and genera revving and the tooth-aching zither sound. More
plump girlsdancing.

“I need only the many now,” he said.

They required little to eat, clothes mattered not much to them, in the strengthening air was the gossamer
and hard tack of webwork. What they were given they traded for the preciousfluid and thisstored in
tanks or hidden in saucepans under car seats so that when they had to go they had plenty of go - those



who ran out of golden gas got |eft behind sans|oot sans end.

By evening, arackety carqueue moved towards the blistered dome of Sacré Coeur and citycentre where
every pinnacle conceded itsiguana of night. First came the Magter in the new red Banshee his Brussels
disciples had brought him astribute, saluting with Angelinahuddled despairing in the back seat. Then his
tribeindl gay tarnation.

From one shuttered day to the next his mindpower fluctuated and now wheelborn again he, finding the
images came fagt, tried to order them but what truth they looted seemed to liein their random complexity.
He radiated the net or web to al ends and to cut away strands was not to differentiate the holes. Clearly
asthe patternsturned in dow mindsbreeze he saw among them an upturned invaid car with whed s ill
spinning and by it lying a crippled negro on his back lashing out with metal crutches a astrangely dressed
whiteman with machine quaities. Near at hand stood in separate frame afat bare man with painted skull
shouting encouragement by megavoice.

Smultaneoudy thisfat bare man lay floating in alake of Same.

Simultaneoudy thisfat bare man lay in the throes of love with abare bald female dolly of human scae.
Simultaneoudy thisbare bad dolly was Angdine with her suffering shoulders.

Simultaneoudly the face was cracked. Chinagriefs seeped from wounds.

Startled, he turned and looked back at her on the back seat. Catching his glance, shelifted her hand and
took his reassur-ingly, mother to child.

She sad, “Thisgood moment isan interim in our long deline.”

He sad, “Wear thismoment then withit al baraka asif you had it comfortable on your feet for ever in
the timeflow,” and at the prompt unprompted words hiswhole ornate idea of rein-carnation in endless
cyclesflooded his hindusty horizonswith eternd recurrence.

Outsde their moving windows faces clystered with hunger and hope.

Shesad, “They acclam you in the streets asif you did not come with downfdl for them,” gazing at the
action.

Casssaid to him looking angrily at her, “They sdute you and would keep you herefor dl the evers,
bapu, asthewhed turns”

Thin-cheeked children of Brussdsran like wolves uniting in apack packing and howling about the car -
not al acclaiming, many jeering and attempting to stop the progress. Scuffles broke out. Fights kindled
near the dowcade and spread like a bush fire among the stone forests. Half amile from the Grand Place,
the cars piled to astop and crowds swarmed over them. Some of the drivniksin the cars wept but there
was no help for them, the police force having dissolved to rustle cattle on the ignoble German border.

At |last the Tonic Traffic managed to climb free and with other helping hands set the infrasound machine
with its husky rasped throat extended towards the bobbing heads. Itslow vibrations sent agrey shudder
across the crowd and avision of the sick daybreak across unfilled land where an old canal dragged
straight over the landscape for ahundred versts. With many hands raised to steady the terrible machine, it
progressed and the crowds fell back and the other autos moved forward so they grated gradudly to



Grand Place, with the group bellowing song and al present taking it up asfar as able, detonated
underground with awhole sparse country rumpling upwards and rolling at predatorial speed towardsthe
fluttering heart with every kind of looted image.

In the Grand Place, ahuge screen structured of plastic cubes had been set up on the front of some of the
old Guild houses. From the Hotel de Ville oposite, a platform was built peri-loudy out. High resplendent
equinoctia on this platform sat the golden Boreas with shadowy men behind him and amid cheering the
Master also ascended to Sit here among the hatcheteers.

Thus met the two great men and the Bapu knew thiswas the fat bare ego of megavoice who could
radiate powerful drama-dreams and later a song was sung telling that they exchanged views on exitsence
with particular reference to what was to be considered inside and what outside or where deautomation
lay: but the truth was that the huobub in the square below was so great that both were forced to play
Gurdjieff at their own feast and even the offering of Angeline as adolly substitute which the Master
intended had to be forgotten she shrinking never-theless from him.

Chilled wind rose, petds sweetly scattering. The square had been given rough nautica celling by immense
canvas salls stretched over it and secured to the stone pinnacles of the guilds encrusting the titled place
like stdagmites. Thisceiling kept off the seasond rain that fell aswell as supporting strings of
multi-coloured lightsthat glowed in asquare way. Now it al became more sparky as the bulbs swung
and fluttered where the whole sky was one big swi-tched-on-stdllation with Cassiopela dancing and
ton-weights of conserved water off-loaded with grotesque effect to the Tonic Traffic dirges. Then the
circuitsfailed and al milling place svung unlit except by torches and one randy probing searchlight until
unknown warriors funerd-pyred a bright-burning black motor-hearse.

The night was maniac over saif-sold Europe.

Fighting broke out again and counter-singing, a car was over-turned converted into variable geometry
and st alight to preda-tory dogans. It was abig loot-in with action al round.

A colour dide show beginning, the crowd settled dightly to watch and smells of reefers densed the
choleric air. Glaring colours such as delft blue ornamentad red dead grey tabby amber persian turquoise
eyebd | blue cunt pink avocado green bile yellow prepuce puce donkey topaz urine primrose body lichen
man cream arctic white puss copper jasmine thatch Chinese black pekinese lavender jazz tangerine moss
green gangrene green spitoon green dut green horsy olive bum blue erotic silver peyote pae and afaint
civilised wedgwood mush-room that got the bird were squirted direct onto the projector lens and
radiated across the place where the pinnacle cliffs of buildings ran spurted and squidged amazing hues
until they came Eke great organic things pumping out spermatorrhoeic rainbowsin some last vast
chthonic spectra orgama-shem of brute creogulation while the smal-dogging sky howled down-falls and
shattered coloured lightbulbs.

The junketing eferetted into every nanosecond, not al in many sparky spirits for those who wished to
leave the square for illness or emergency unable to exculpate alimb in the milling mass. Some weaker
and fainter Bruxelloisfell beneath beating feet to be beaujolaised under the press. Cholerahad to loot its
victims standing astheir bursting sweets ransacked to fertiliseitsaf al round the strinkled garmen but
bulging eyes not making much extinction in exprulson between agony and ecstasy of a stockstill
stampede sparked the harm beneath the harmony and many perished gaily unaware they burst at the
gland and vein and head and vent and died swinging in the choke of its choleric felation.

Only when morning dutted at its lucid shutters the last crazed chords and colours writhed away did the
paint-spattered herd gather what their rituals had wrought. From the cattle-pen-sonersrattled a great
and terrible exdamor! Severd who had in delurium clambered to the prismatic pinnaclesto lick the



suppurating hues now cast themselvesfor afind fling down to the fast-varying-geometry of the
groundwave. The rest with remourning strength dancers horsevoiced singers drugees gaunt thievestrue
believers boozers and paetooled lovers crept away into clogged sde dleysto coven their despair.

Only then as Boreas crawled off the platform to lie again in peace under the caressing feathers of his
heated pond did the Master speak to him.

“You arean artist - come with us aong the multi-vaue mazes of our misson. Y our film caught dl the
Spirit of our cause my life my thought the ungpesking nature of spontagnous living in mystic Satel”

Then Boreasturning his grest bare head and naked tear-lined cheekslike udders grey with dawn: “Y ou
supid godver-domme acidheads and junkies dl the same you live insde your crazy nuts and never seea
thing beyond! So you mastered my masterpiece, wasit? Pah! My fool man de Grand was supposed to
bring the cans of film but in his stinking state forgot - and once caught hereimpossible to leave again the
cattlepen. And so my magterpiece my High Point Y unseen and unshown this golden importunity!”

“Wesaw it dl! It sparked right over with tota lootage!”
Sck with disgust diveting.

“God knows what you thought you saw! God knows, | swear I'll drown mysalf, shoot mysdlf, harpoon
myself to death, never film again! Not only is my masterpiece unshown but not one of your armada
knowsit or missesit. Thisisthe nadirene anti-death of art!”

Bitter and acid, Angdinesrank morning laughter bit them.

Charteristook in breezy semi-grasp Boreas's coat and pointed at the emptying square of stood
squampede grey in washed-out light but ambered by flames that now consumed the pinnacles recently
putrescent in other taints.

“Y ou have no faith in transmutation or my well of the miraculous! Y our oldtime art has caught alight at
last! Every-thing you Boreastried for broke fire materiadly and burnsinto our sounding chambers! Y ou
are my second blazer henchforth, Boreas, ablack wind blowing off the old dternatives and hurricaning
those who cling to what was, electric, dectric, see the sgn! What you making here in newchanced
happens! Stdlar art!” He laughed and cried tired dregs leaping legping.

Through his blandering tears stared dectric Boress, clutching at his bare brow, screaming, “You
gurglingodfool - your rain-bowheaded randyears have st fire to the place! It'sthelast loot! My poor
beloved city burning! Bruxelles, Bruxelles!”

The poison that powered their inner scrutinies seeped into beetling baldbright Boreas so he saw himself
tumul-ta-neoudly making the cripple till upon the cabbalistic asphat making couch among alake of
flames making love to adummi-vulvamaking Age old Inasuffer him. Hisface cracked its banks china
thoughts depiggied. Boreas saw more of boreased self than he could dare or wish to see. He rocked with
unreason on the staggered balcony of outsight.

Manifolding with discardment he cheek in hand into the dull inner chambers of shade past old banners
toothed with black lions collided with the birdlike nervous drapery-deportment figure of ahuman
cassowary to hiss shoulder lept unmoving and ingtantly with locking blubber arm seized nun groaning and
yowling for accompaniment.

“l'amill - magigeridly ill'” Hollowly to hislackneed squir.
Thusthe blind bleeding the blind and dankring leech to leech upon remaining leechions highwayswhere



thiswesciv sinbiotefirst took its blindwhedling veinhold with the cohorts tormentain hurling knowhow to
the punchy vein and murk the scenariover evermorguetill savvy was ascavengersfiliure of which this
sciatic scattering long kuwaited just the last blood-strained curtain. After the legendary coherets among
the dark-faling walls of oh my westering world the venomilk of progress gainsits bright eclipse and
suppurages from the drawbridge-heads of cleverknowing Charteris gold-pated Nicholas Boreas and
black jack cass.

Nothing for Cass but this supporting role uneasy-eyed or never rubicond to shuffer with theruined
borean bulk out down alamenting grand stair and by tenuous tenebrous betelgrained deathsquared
dipwaysto Boreas luxconapt.

Therewith continuing cunning whines for succour, Boreas amost hauled him to his pool edge. But at the
sght of those bulbous hyacinths the castaway squedled like alifted root seeking too in the convex gilt
eyestwin unaimed deadmen of himsdlf!

“Y es, die-by-drowning, Cass, you undreaming schemer of your hire-oglyphed runways Wasn't it you
who brought this pyromanichee circusinto city just for hope of trade, Cass, for hope of trade? Y ou
neo-Nero para-promethean primp, they've sacked our silver-breasted capital, haven't they? Haven't
they? Under the gargling lilieswith your scant scruballg”

He wrenched and tugged in buttacking flapping angony but Cass was nimble and falling took the epicurer
man off balance with onetricky twisting cast of leg. Together they struck and smacked among showering
orfe and weed and tame piranhas glimpsing for a nanoment undersea eyes of each with sibyling hatred
widedly divinited benegth the parting roots. Then Cass was sourfacing and outkelping himself, evading
Boreas's docto-pu-ru-lent grasp to snatch from his stocking nestling aden-der beak of knife.

So they confronted, Boreas ha f-submanged with morses dotting his sunken suit. Then herecdled his
anger with flecked lungs, legped up brandishing hisarm and in megavoice again on set bellowed in long
burgting vein the terrors of his repudation!

Wilting Cassturned histail before the wind and like a deflayded animd ran avay somewhereinto the
smoking city-hiveto hide.

That cityhive and what its singeing symbolled did cosmic Charteris survey from the shaking platform.

Angdline shook the Magter'sarm. “ Come on. Masterpiece, let's shake this unaimed scenario before the
whole action goes Vesuviust Come on! Uncoil the Kundaini!”

He stood enwrapped staring as the centuries fevered to the edges and breathed and blew themselvesto
heet again and their stonesran in showerskill date cracked down the long glacier of mansard roofs and
hurtled into the extinct square below to be devoured with its old common order in the long morain of
diendtion.

He pushed her away.

“Calin! Colin! I'm not flame-proof if you are! It'sthelast loot-in else!”

Rich curtains at the windows of an old embroidery now re-leased anoise like cheering and whistling
swept the blaze and the crushed bodiesin the square below burst into conflagration with amazing joy.
One or two carswere dtill careening madly about to lie with black bellies uppermost lewdly burning tyres



gl rotating astheir votaries dragged themselves away. The emptying bowls held ashes and alascivious
flute held court.

Angdinawas having amild hyseric fit, crying thiswas London burning and dapping Charteriswildly on
theface. Hein hiseyes scribbled on the retind wall saw the graffiti of her blazing hate and al behind her
flameslike christmas cacti flowering with alorry coming fast recalled her husband the white land asit
rushes up but no impact and his blows and knew among the micros-econds lay atermind dternativeto
Slence her and have no more ingpector &t hisfeast for she as much as any of the predelic enemies among
the Neanders dream her speckled wake.

Shein her turn was not too wild to see aredder shade of crimson leap up hisretaining wal and with a
lesser scream now our valeysfal echoing before them now in our shattered towns the smoke dings till
asthe ulcerated countryside rumpled outwards at predatoria speed to her fluttering chimerashe did the
deight-of-hand and dodged him as he once more sprang and pushed clutching at his ancient blue coat of
Inner Relief but now no Chrigmasinnocence. Sipping hefell and at the rickety platform edge hung down
to see bloodied cobbles under surflare. With ingtinct she on top of him flung her bony trunk loading him
back and cosseted him and goosed and mewed and sat him up and like amother made al kindliness but
milk there though the sun novaed.

Half-stunned he sighed. “Y ou are my dl-ternatives,” and she half-wept upon him a such grudged sign.

Their hair singed and Buddy Docre camein an illusory moment with Ruby who fancied her and Bill and
Gretaydling murder. They together al but not in unison climbed tumbled down thefoul inner chimney
gair and ran among the flailing lava of another Eurape to the battered cava cade jarring to take off in
another street with the nervewreck d bangwaggon.

“Boreas!” cast the whiteface Master. “We must save Boread!”

And she glowed him amazed il in his headwound he had some human part that plugged for the
schillerskulled director. But she was learning now and now stayed silent at his murderous feast with
inward tremor knowing she would not break asingle crust if Boreas loafed or died as maybe the Master
minded: agulf of more than language lay between them.

Vanquished she tottered against Ruby his face moonstrousin the setglow and he grasped to the
smouldering pompous columns gasping “ Change gear Ange your way doesn't haveto be hisor my car in
the Chartercade you know that you know how | skid for you even since before Phil's day two rotten no
good bums-”

But he gave up as through her frantic goosetears she began on tearawy note that she was not good
enough for him was no good to any man deserved to die or could render to no man the true grips of
loves clutchment till the others turned back caling and Charteristook her failing wrist aoraptly.

For him the salf was once again in itsthrone called back from the purged night's exile and he commanded
no more as he faced the lack of hisown divinity in dl itsanarchic aternative. His pyre grew behind him as
they barged off across the ruby pavements for as Buddy passed areefer he flipped the photograph that
he had godded himself because they had to crown some earthly king then had forgotten that he was their
moulding not his make so tunndlling upwards through the sparce countryside the mole-truth set up itstiny
hill thet al was counterfate in a counterfeit kingdoom.

He had cried for Boreas because that artifacer could help blow blazes from his parky wavering nature



with the bellows of his coun-ter-faking craft.

Before red miracles he had to didocate the miraculousin him-self. New dogs shagged adong aleyways
with ties of flame. A man ran blazing down a sde street Dischorded impages of choleranis sang dong the
bars of his perplextives. All werein-fected from him and in that pandemetic lay his power to make or
sckentill natureitsalf couched underground.

A smoke pdl canopiled overhead the new angrimals swim-ming powerfully in it or hopping adong the
crestfallen buildings. Shops stood plagened open entrailed on the echoing grave-ments as men noised
abroad and struck at each other with fansticks more than one fire was buckling up its lootage as they
acidheaded out towards the oceanic piracy of their motorways.

FAMINE STARTING AT THEHEAD

Sheclad hersdf innylon

Walked the flagstones by my side
Thefeathered eagle

Totheskies

No more uprises

Instead a pam of dust grows

Y ou know that earthly tree now bears no bread
A hand outdtretched istrembling
Theflaggaff hasan enagn

Only madmen see

With famine garting at the head

Somejudy deliversapunchline
In the breadbasket today

No fond embraces

Are afoot

Death puts a boot

Where the bounce was once
Inamong thelistening liliesaslent tread
Bitethefruit to taste the stone
Throughout the Gobi seed awaits
Therainto stdk

Famine garting at the head

He only hasto say oneword
Roses grow from an empty bowl
In our shuttered streets

The carsroam

Don't need ahome

Or volume control

Wandering sizeless with the unaimed dead
We hear hisvoice cry ‘Paradise!’

On the Golden Coast the cymbals

Start to sound

Sdvation garting at the head

TORTURES



Theres no answer from the old exchange
| want to push inside you
Thesensationsyou find in yoursaf

May just be within my range

Grimly gtting round atable

Fifteen menwith life at steke

They may torture themselves but those tortures
Will not make them awake

The cards were somehow different

The board | had not seen before

Their iron maiden gleamed dimly cherry-red with sex
Down in the basement | reached Low Point X

Last year they stopped their playing
Phone just ceased to buzz

But if you find them there tomorrow
Better start in there praying

Reincarnation where the cobwebs

Are comes daily from your keep

We may torture oursalves but those tortures
Cannot break our deep

POOR A
(Gurdjieff'sMocking Song)

Poor A! Poor A! Now there's a clever man!
He only wantsto talk and heis happy!

| could have pulled histrousers off
Un-noticed, slly chappiel

Poor A! Poor A! What sort of manisit
Who only wantsto talk and he's okay?
| tell you everyone'slikethat -

They fill theworld today.

| might say poor old A israther better

Then somewild takniks | have met, a

Chap who in hisway knowswhat iswhat -
Onmilitary onions he knows quite alot.
Inasuperficid public way hetriesto find out Why:
And hed hateto think he ever told alie.

Poor A! Poor Al Heisno longer young!
He said so much | think and was uncouth
To guard againgt an awful chance
Toligento thetruth -

Heled himsdf amerry dance-

Hehid hishead in circumstance -

To fight againg the truth!



Disciples. Poor us! Poor usl Weredlly felt histongue!
He drank Khagetiaand chattered without ruth

To guard againgt hisonly chance

To hear G give out truth -

Heled usdl amerry dance -

Heleads himself adreary prance -

To smiteagaing thetruth!

To fight againg the truth!

THE UNAIMED DEADMAN THEME

Foreign familiar filthy fastidious forgotten forbidden
Suicidesreveation its sunnyside hidden

Death's black-and-white checker is down on the table
Fugitive fustian funebrd infinite formidable

Far down the runway the black sheds are standing
My lovetaksto mewith adelicate air

| am the victim the assassin the wounder

Her facelooks no larger as| stand close than

It smultaneoudy doesin my telescope sghts

But pleasant iswalking where emtrees paint shadow
If I firel might aswell hit me

| walked with her once where her ems brought their shadows
The dogrose dies now whiletheinvalid car

Barksvainly and | the n the wounder

On the runways the markings are no longer vaid
Hieroglyphs of asystem now long obsolete

No this button first love yesthat's the idea

If I firel might aswell hit me

Foreign familiar filthy fastidious forbidden forgotten

| sprinted adozen times over where rotten

Things grew and she cried for asweet-flavoured minute
Fugitive fustian funebrad formidableinfinite

LAMENT OF THE REPRESENTATIVES
OF THE OLD ORDER

(A dlent dummy dirge)

We kept up our facade

The unworld showed the third world how
And prized its pretty inhibitions

They undressed us

And possessed us

And now that times are hard

The unworld holdsits outward show
Too latefor usto change positions
They have dressed us



And confessed us
THE SHUTTERED STREET GIRL
(Love song for flutes)

Her face showed like a shuttered street
Under the mauve and maureen flash
From which iguanas might crawl
Golden gulletswide

She stood there in awet shift breathing
And just amenta block away

A lanelay in old summer green

Behind her pregnant eyes

Where ayoung barefoot girl might drive
Her would-be-swans all day
Or night for night and day are both

They don't apply

Therésdways summer in the dreaming ems
Till your last shuttered white year
Andwhilethesmdl rainfills

The thoroughfares of love

So her face in blue fermentation
When she crouches seems
Likean ever-visting miracle
As she pees by old brickheaps

There's whole sparse countryside
Buckling up from far
Underground as she stoops there
And our smdl rainraning

THE INFRASOUND SONG

Where the goose drinks wait the wildmen
Wait the wildmen watching their reflections
When the damson fruitsthe wildmen

Wild Neanders dream their speckled deep

They have their dances ochre-limbed to a stone's tune
And their heavy hymnsfor the solstice dawn

Their dead go down into their offices berobed

With ceremony. Their virgins paint

Their cinnamon lipswith juice of berry

They owned the world before us

Now their valeysfal echoing our footfdl
Intheir shattered towns the smoke clings till
Down the autobahn arrowsin the afternoon



Aswe drive them convert them or ride them

We are the strangers over the hilltop

Peace on our brows but our dreams are armoured
Fearsomein our feathers brutaly flowered
Pushing the trip-time up faster and faster
Pre-psychedelic men know that extinction
Sitsontheir hilltopsdl drearily towered

Aswe cavdry in with the master

Cavdry inwith the master

With tike master

AT THE STARVE-IN

Met thisgirl a the darve-in

| met thisgirl a the sarve-in

| said | met today's girl at the Starve-in
Protein deficiency's good for theloins

She said there's bad news from Deutschland

Y es she said there's bad news from Deutschland

She lay there and said there's bad news from Deutschland
Can you hear those little states marching

| raised my sdf kingly in the stony playsquare
Ground my elbow likeasaplingindirt

L ooked through the stilled plantangents of smoke
Proclaimed that even the bad news was good

We've marched under banner headlines
Closed down the stone-aged universities
Seedly fal upondly

Oh Prague don't dismember me please
It wasdl in the Wesciv work-out

Now we got some other disease

Met my fate in the work-out

Man, | met my fatein the work-out

No denying | met my fate in the work-out
And no one knows what's clobbered me

Rainbows a starvation corner
Theresrainbows at starvation corner

| keep seeing rainbows a starvation corner
Likethey're the spectrums &t the feast

Met thisgirl a the Sarve-in

Y esh met thisgirl at the Sarve-in
Ohyeah | met this pussy at the starve-in
And we dreamed that we ruled Germany
We dreamed weruled al Germany

It's One of Those Times



I[tssmply

One of thosetimes

when you're going to pot

one of those crimes

when you redly should rot
one of those times you do not

I[tssmply

one of those mornings
they've dl got you taped
one of those dawnings
you hoped you'd escaped

one of those mornings you're raped

Thecitiesarefdling likerain from the skies

The toadthings are leaving the ground as you watch
Y ou're laughing and dancing with joy and surprise
It helpswith that painin your crotch

Soit'sjust

one of those rages

that rupture and burn

one of those ages

you get what you earn

one of those pages

you wish you could turn

'Cosits none of your bloody concern
No it's none of your bloody concern
It knocks you sideways

None of your bloody concern

The Poison that Powered Their Scrutinies

The poison that powered their inner scrutinies
Seeped into beetling baldbright Boreas

S0 he saw himsdlf tumultaneoudy
Making the cripple il

Upon the cabbaligtic asphdlt

Making couch upon alake of flames

Making loveto adummy vulva

Making Age Old Inasuffer him

Hisface cracked its banks
Chinathoughts depiggied

Boreas saw more of his borearsed sdlf
Than he could dare or wish to see

He rocked with unreason on
The staggered bacony of insght
Manifolding in discardment
Ashiscapitd logt dl loot



MIRACULOUSIN SEARCH OF ME

It could dl haveturned out differently.
Indeed, to other pedled-off I's

The differenceis an eternd recurrence:
And the stone trees that erupt dong

My beaches, roots washed bone-clever
By the tow and rinse of change -

They shade oneingtance only of me.

For circumstance is more than character.

At thisbarefence | once turned |eft

And became another person: laughed
Whereese| cried and now st lingering
Looking at Japanese prints;

Or in arestaurant decked with pine
Conestaste in company

Silver carp and damson tart.

Along thewdls

Other I'swent, strangersin word and deed.
Alien photocopies, spooks

Closer than blood-brothers, more alarming
Than haggard face spectra in empty room,
Londlier than stone age campfires, doppelgangers.
They aremy possibilities. Their pasts were once
My padt, but in the surging whedls

And cogs become distorted. So, thisone -
On afar-distant spoke! - danced

All night and had splendid lovers,

Wrote love letters till kept locked
Treasured in abureau-drawer, knew girls
The world now knows by name and voice.

But this| chose to wander down

My stony beach, my own rejection.

My past isEkeafable. Truly,
Circumstance is more than character.
Whatever other pedl-offs saw -

My | was on the stranded aien land,

The restlessness of broken cities.

Mute messages that only after years
Open, the crime of vulnerability,

Petched land of people never known to be
Known or knighted, wild bombed world,
World where | taste the flavour on
Thetongue, knowing not if my other eyes
Would cdl it happiness or doom.

| am, but what | am -
Others may know, others may care. Only
The dear light goesin her hand



Away among the childhood trees.
In the perspectives of my mind
It never dwindles. | dwayslive
With mysdlf; and that's too much.
| need

The overpowering circumstance
The nogtdgiaof

That eternd return

Asif the unstructured hours

My uningtructed hours

Of day are pulped like
Newspaper

Andused onusagan

With the odd word

Here and there

Locked

Starting up out of context
Treasured

An old ghost

Haunting another

Discardmen.

Indeeditis

Alwayseterndly

Turning out

Different.

BOOK THREE Homewards top
OUSPENSKI'SASTRABAHN

SPARKILY flinging up stones from the tired whedl s the gravel-cade towed darkness. Headlights beams
of granite bars battering the eternal nowhere signposting the dark. The cuspidaughters of darkness
somebody sang play toe with the spittoons of noon the cuspidaughters of darkness play toe with the
spittoons of noon the cuspidaughters of darkness play toe with the spittoons of noon. Only some of the
blind white eyes of joyride was yellow or others but dtirely because the bashing the carsthe jostling in
the autocayed. And hob with the gobs of season.

In these primitive jalopsides herding their way like sham-peding cattletrap across the last ranges of
Frankreich that square squeezing country sang the drivniks. Cluttering through stick-it-up-your-assberg
itsnasal neutral squares its window-bankage to where the Rhine oiled its gunmottal under the
northstar-barrels and awide bridge warned zoll. Bresk lights aflutter red I'd ride therifled engines
ricochetting off the tracered flow below.

Cryogenetic winds bourning another spring croaking forth on the tundrugged land doing it dl over and
bloodcounts low at asmall hour with the weep of dream-pressure in the cyclic rebirth-redeath calling for
afast dossal round or headswill roll beyond thetida rave. RECHTS FAHREN big yellow arrows
splitting the roadcrown. Writhing bellies upward large painted arrows | etters meaningless distant burners
seducing him to asghfer in adigphram.

Clobwebbed Charteris stopped the Banshee. He and Angeline climb out and he wondersif he sees
himsdlf liethere annulled, looks up into the blind white cliffs of night cloud to smell the clgp of spring
bresk itsdternature. About him grind al the auto-disciples flipping from their pillionsand dl shout and



yawn make jacketed gestures through their fogstacks.

They dl talk and Gloriacomes over saysto Angdline, “Feelsto me | have bound the hound acrossthis
country before.”

“It'stheflickering of an unextinguished loveplay starting odour at this stde standpoint Glor.”

“So you say? It lies here under night yet? Like some other place! Y ou should say we wanted to come
here or was that some place else?’

Hearing distonished by the hour.
“Anyhow, | can cool inspection while we get the kettle on this groggy mote.”

And other yattering earvoices crying to him through the [abyrinths set in a concrete head of nightdoth he
Charteris Shaman with the painful yellow arrows dmost vertica more difficult to negotiate and maybe
transfixed his own powers water-coarsed. More than the voi ces, breathing, ominous move-ments of
bodiesingde clothes, writhing of toesingde shoes and dy growth of the corkscrewing curlsingde a
million pants locutions and didocations.

Breathing deep to force out his voice drown the sense of drowning he said, “We hit the present aimed
dternative friends. So let's doss down and tear off anew chain tomorrow rate where we stunned.”

Wraithlike in the dying beams, they pulled out sacks or piled together on backseats or afew took pains
to boil up coffee or teawith pae flames dazed upon their chained eyelids or fleeting countrysides
pillowed on their greasy locks of degp. So was Angeline's belly mountained with the Drake-Man's seed
but she nestled alone under blankets. He harboured to the girl who had joined the motorcad at

L uxembourg Elsbeth with her fine young Jewish warmth.

Humbly they dl had to narrow to the enemy breeth of night flood with their closing rhythms lowered body
temperature datted V enetian thoughtpulses that dl blankets and small fires and pillows could not dam or
defer for morethan

Deeper limbos other deaths crudler degps exist in which the fuzzed dternative I's stand watching peeling
off from the spool of probahility like negatives that never reach the developer haunting the dumberer click
of shutter snicker of rapid eye movement old self-photographs number the data-reducer

Aged amokanisms of comprension guttering

Mending morn he takes ddight knowing her juicinessin feding the touded dryness of crutch and turning
that unseen amile to mossture Whereon she wrickles and strokes his semi-erect griston with athigh giving
him mandate pulling plump arms compulsively about his neck congrictly harsh acid bresth of morn
mingled and the high old stinkle of feet and bum and body in the bag mantling them as he mounts
smesheth dl here and now be physica like dl stubble on the rolling summer mountains where the skies
steam upward over the incredible brow and motion everywhere in the sapient earth multi-limbed freedom
of the hest -

Breaking in the harsh cries of uniform throats and yells of drivniks together with some rumpling and
footmaching where the pace is fractured. This Rhine-bridge and enginesroaring dl hell out there and my
juices seeping unporpelled sort of semi-ohgasm shit it'sjust adimeoff mistime Elsbeth honeypit.

Big boots by his nose passing and Charteris emerges to dianoise the seem. Oh boy the metal camp or
mobile scrap-dump whedled junkade raddling the end of bridge noseto nose or tail like they just beetled
out the Rhine and disciples heads among them flowering in cool dazeslike they stargazed an astrobahn.



Bucketing about bigbooted the Deutscher polize faling around the bumpers and crying for order.
Charterislaughing and feding for hisjeans propped on one elbow.

“Hey, dig theingpired popular image of worldorder in this pure pink faces of authority shining and lovely
smarched uniforms spruce like pressed plants running!” But gathering his mind to take acloser fix on
them he snuffed that the Schwabe fell gpart uniform-wise many without belts or buttons or boots or
Klimpen-flashen-gewurst-klumpen to their name and even the jackets hung upon a bygone hook
elsawhere. Still for effect they scraped traffink jam noises from their throats.

One crusader broke from the autodump with his bedroll yelping and the big lorries had him down and up
and aone-two round the shaggy side-chops | eft right Ieft right moonlight moonlight to the fuzzwagon.

“Y ou try the uncivil disobendiate! God help you!” they yelled.
“Get this goddamned mobile scrap mobile!” they yelled.
“Thisisanicetidy police state not adrosshouse!” they yelled.
“Well have you Schrott-makers shot!” they yelled.

“Clear the way for thetraffic!” they yelled, though the road flowed as slent asthe river straight back to
Switzerland like cut doth and Army jumped up with hisflute and piped and others sang, “ Clear the way
for the traffic Nice clean autobahns we want to see Leave no human litter lay Clear the traffic for the
way” asthe cops schwarmereid in among their vehicles.

Onelooked down at al Elsbeth showed as she sat up, yelled, “ Ach ein Zwolf-persone-naus-schnitt!” and
she snatched her vest about her vocal bubes, crying back abuse at him with avingor jangled decibels
adding to the general racket where one or two cars started up and backed or bucked smokily on the
region great dizzy din.

Angelina came hurrying as he bent up and with attention in another part pulled at hisjeans saying, “ Colin
you see they're going to take our kids off to the nick if you don't do something quick we defied law and
odur by settling right down herein the traffic route forgetting it was going to be sunrise soon or
some-thing mad or esejust tired | don't know but you better do something quick.” On Elsbeth she could
not look the dark hair round her shoulders and al entrances dack.

“Only we're traffic the only traffic apart from us theré's no another car in dight it don't make a hold-up
holed up here.”

“Better go and tdll that to the Fuehrer here he comes!”

Pointing to abig white police car like a spaceship ayacht a heinleiner beyond reach of ssorms opening dl
ways and spilling most naticeably amighty man in awhite uniform big patched with athousand medals
like over-stamped bundle of laundry and boots and a cap with bright pesk while rammed in his
bathysphere amongter cigar gpproaching and two minions round him crying the Kommandant.

Then al the Schwabe crying “Who in charge here?’
Sawn trees on parade streetside.
Timelike anever-rolling steam.

Bridge of nerve-defying metdangles.



Sowly the cries sllence the scene and al stock-still except alittle morning breeze through which the
drivniks are thin and pale with hair that made them in England part of nature growing right down sweet
and unswept from hair and head and tips and cheeks and shoulder part of the pubic earth itself but here
on this barren not so damned good and andogous. “Who in charm hair?’

All get acharge or no one. Petrifaction of inner posture though Army pipes.

Heaving il his unzipped hipjeans Charteris he moves among the carmaze towards the white man.
Angdineat hissde smal but big seeing the eterna pattern as the object arrangement makes areadymade
more beautiful than planned an emblem of eternity capable of dowing time something he had known
before this marvellous he indgde the ducks-and-drake man skimming over adeeper ocean of truthin
which he wished to dive degper and degper away from the timestoo grave for mere communication on
an average plane or old grey steps mis-leading to old brown building rucked in railings curled to dilate
Italian-made and now up he'sin agrey-brown room black-and-red tiles of atranscendenta patterning oh
rest me again for ever in the minds murmuring mysterieswhere | belong and could walk through and walk
through forever the hall the long within withit for ever the pattern where time stalks sideways birds flying
backwards reemerge as lizards before the days never-ending.

“You arein charge of thisrabble?’ The brilliant laundry bundle before his unzipped eyes and what was
that place where | was| wasthere for a minute? eternity? Metzronome tick? In some late time-bracket
feasting beyond this schwabian illuson of the present tell them why not.

Did they hand me over old betraya ?

Raisng hisvoice, “I aninal command and to metime swings back off its hinge mersing thetiny present
- no, no, | tell you - | am Charteris. Paradiseisin mel fed it | know it!” Now he waved hisarms saw
them above him making off in the sky thisway that seeking the new dimensionsor old dimensions seen as
fresh dternatives as the birds cryrated into lizards and the new animainstantly back to stone. “What we
have seen isworth dl collgpse and the old Chrigtianity world sorightly in ruinsif you forsske dl and live
wherethereismogt lifeintheworld | offer. Therethelaternativesflick flock thickly by and again with his
hands and hair he conveyed to there the greet intellectua system that Man the Driver synthesised relating
al phenomenaand postulating a new map - amap he said wan-dering in and out of speech as dropping
hisjeans entirdly he climbed hair-legged onto the heinleiner car and rdlied them dl - aman deminiating
the topography related belaying a sparky rel ationship between this Europlexion and the explexion of
conventua time the time by which predecyclic man imposed himsdf againgt nature by armed marching
cross-wiseto con-ced body-mind apart hide dissiliuson.”

Cheering and singing only the cops stamped around and offered dias of non-radiance. He il
upbraidcast.

“And to these levels dso another pirate transmitter with emissions on the sdf-life-mitter band for you got
to mash your own consciousness into the introwaving road routage and the genera timeweb only achieve
by the disciplation of my thought the disciplation of proper erectitude like adisciplation of any distinct
order and to achieve finaly well you need what Ouspenski calls certain luggage and then the true Sdered
time can faze with your arcadian rhythms of living.”

“Get off my automobile!” said the big pink white laundry-bundle chief of police.

Two policement hupped Charteris down as he called, “For dl of you dso timeflow can hold the orbital
radiance of aspyersweb if you will follow me. Let your circharacters centrifuse in the spinrads of
centricourse! Follow me or you will drown in the flowing timeflow!”

So he comes away kicking asthey assmob and fling his pants at him wrapping round the timeflapperture.



Y ou are not adeep at this moment. Many things were like degp many things had no reationship to redlity.
Truer: redity had no relation-ship to the true things. They just built these wooden walls with wooden
windowsto sall on regardiess. Many thingsthat | said at that time must have surprised my companionsin
this strange adventure very much. | was surprised by much mysdlf. | stopped and turned towards G. He
was amiling. Hisold friendly fdliblefamiliar amile. “ Afterwardsit was very strange for me to remember
thethings| had said.” | waswalking along the Troitsky street and everyone was adeep.

The Schwabe officers conferred with rapid eye movements and athin cracked music sarted from the
escampade. Many thingsthat | said at thet time. The brilliant laundry bundle made clockwork gestures
parabolastarting and ending at low point X and two polizei grabbed Ouspenkian |.

Set a speech to clash a speech.

Orated the laundrobund in machine-style * Fine leadership | have appreciape and the exhaustation but
even god dmighty must here be circumstrict according to the authority of law and not park his car
contrary to stated regaations. Else there's dis-trum-blanches and the crumble-off of state and diction but
right hereis gtill my desportment and you hippiesare dl contra-veined. So it'sarest thishairs-birted
male-fracture do hisfresk-out inacdl! Move!”

“Hey, they're going to take away our saviour!” warcried Ruby Dymond running to Angelsde. Heflung a
redlity-object of unvariable geometry and metdlic origin in semi-lethal parabol and the other
degp-runners started to mill marvelloudy unstew-ing from their rancid and autobreasted pluckered in to
the uniform defeat. Hit aKraut for Easter. Then leaped the bold gendarmes a so acid-hipped but
swinging in the name of Ordentlichkeit to let battle commensurate with duty the PCA bombswhen
dissembling produced according to each character in its own intengfication.

By the perspective transfixed was the police point with its flags and sgns and from here gorged more
polizel dowly inflating themsalves with sdlf-pumping steps as they evolved themsdalves from the middle
distance becoming part of the fore-grind where the mass milled and Herr Polizeikommissar Laundrei
clasped enchanted Charteristo his postage stamps.

Ordentlichkeit having boots and truncheons won.

So amarch began dowly and with bloody eyes and ripgear and straggling struggle to the lock-up all
baretoed hepos while by the cobbles afew wooden pudestrials started at the de-linquents Herr and Frau
Krach and little Zeitgeist Krack who when pushed bobbed up again and soberly registered gut show
nodding as the procession hobnobbed to the great dapup HQ with many drivniks still plunching.

Now the harsh bones of that great creature were stone and its flesh mortar and plaster painted
democrappic ydlow lying in feigned fossl degp and Al its viscercadark and cool with power-failure or
the awful processes of parquet flooring turning corridors reflected dim outside light entrailing from al
surfaces congtantly interupted returning interupted broken continuous of a specia manufacture greylight
patent Y ou are no longer awake many thingsthat | said.

The blundering polizel themsalves bemused. Pattern of bars no moreitaianate where the reverie bursts
into the old brown building but industrial norm dull paralesto close the mind unblown. Clash of barsand
swinging blatterplang with no regard ringing unanswerable. The gttlich-kelts-ver-gehen of German
ganding-rheum-only.

Blundering they grey big honey copswith striding arms dull in the confinement Space swing swinging to
the repetitive doors themsel ves trapping on the wrong side and commense hammer-cry which the
disciples stand dumb-floundered like awhole new range of unfedling in abrown nearest black till one
judy shrieksthat they are merely stacked in the corridor. All begin panicake panicake round the shattered



vision down or up stone steps or mindless groins digested seeking exit. Bars bars fa se leads dead ends
long vitas dun greylight like abroken circuit entrailing from al sourplacesin the harsh bonestime's
loot-out rings un-answerable. More cops flushtuate in the hide-and-seek. Now bellies the whole building
rangoroudy. Mindfalen new racerapidly cell-dwellsand al anti-flowered. Garish darms zibbernaut into
cavitiesthe grot graves. Life down to the low point of textbook level. Lungs hammer limbs scissor feet
clatter in the machineage moment.

Clever guards damdamdam outer doorment. In the maze long vistas dowly the charterisers clobbered
and clapped into paralel cdlls. The harsh bones cease their crunk but from the lesser interstine sounds an
invishleflute

Entranced by Herr Laundrei's door stood his buddyguard Hirst Wechsel who opened to let in the Herr
and Charterisfollowed to pour them both thin schnapps but Charteris stood amazed to find amost
tanible redlity transformed into this particular figment with abare rich squareness of hard black forest
wood in even the softer thingswhilethe Laundrel cordially explained how the State now mafunctioned
owing to the temporary emergency following psycho-chemica spraying on which the scientists of the
nation were feverishly working to produce an infalible errorproof arabproof antidope that would
guarantee to the race that took it athousand years of sanitary sanity without deviationsin any direction
such as weakness brought on among even the most favoured of peoples though of course any old racist
theories were long discredited.

“| don't need to tell you as an Englishman that.” Laughing and even Hirst Wechsel operating musculature
of abroad grin.

However with the joking aside it must be privately confessed that the mafunctioning of government
aready touched upon causes certain complications of alegidative nature away and beyond the mere
dying of six or seven million fellowcountrymen from famine brought on from lack of organisation at the
head-quarters perhaps semming from the lack of discipline at the hindquarters any leadership vital to a
dynamic nation and one of these legidative failureswasthat he hereran hislittle policeforceasan

independent army you might say.

“What do you mean what you going to do with dl my friendsin the cellswe're no invading army only
tourigts tourists spreading thelight?”

Spreading the light was a happy expression wasit not of course one knowsthat light like al basic things
such as shall we say sex ismade of hydrogen but one can well imagine this sort of
hydrogen-com-pound-condi-ment to be spread on ones bread like butter you excuse of | joke and the
musculaure again mind-blowing.

“My friendsin the cdls?’

All dependent upon Saint Charteris himsalf. We two would talk it was necessary to establish if you were
agenuine leader but if so well here was this modest little army maybe alittle barebooted in the shdl we
say head but knowing well on which side of the condiment their light shone puit it together with the crying
need for aproper leadership to the country after al you could not be content with genuine messiah to
remain head only of those hairy thingswith peopleinside aragged flock of feathered friendslike anew
animas hopping from ingtant immobility to ingtant immohility legping from the lawn dose-clipped to the
eaves of the bungalow where the sunset for ever initsironed mottling how different oh my dear British
decline from thisa comic white-uniformed A busy Moscow newspaper man o its necessary to test you if
you pass of course dl pardonsdl round but when atraffic regulation isviolated it is after dl violated |
mean that is basc philosophy old man eh nicht war.



So comes forth Hirst Wechsd with forms laden for Charteristo fill while Laundrel quitsthe room. Sitting
at atablein un-kindly light he stares through the lines and dots and little boxes anweis-ungen defences
againg the light take multi-forms of dl theforms of dreaming activity is perhaps the degpest passivity is
true guise activity liesand thisisthe landt where the truly eat the lotus suffering is permanent obscure and
dark and sharesthe nature of infinity they even invent the concept of anti-suffering aclever formto
conced red angst and infectious diseaseif any suppose | pretended to fal in with hisideamight the
multi-word not be spread his clouted clowns al acci-dentaly aid me oh zbogom the old serpent but my
rotten thoughts far from the driving have no wing-ding next of kin my fruitful angeline something till gets
through perhapsfor your stake.

There hewrestled locked mute in the hard Rhenish light till Wechsdl brought him awarm sausage.
“How you love my boss?”’

“For meheisjust auniform.”

“Isnt it engorgeous uniform?’

“That'sincompatible,”

“I don't think so, | think it suits him atrest White just sets off his complexion.”

“Off-white”

“He doesn't exercise enough.” He bent lower so that his labroses were dmost in contact with the folded
labyrinths of statement. “He's more of athinker you see. He's a grest thinker he has his own |aboratory
here I'll show you while he's out come on.”

“This sausage is enough adventure my adversary.”

“Glad you likeit but look you see hisplace here.” It rocked over to another door flinging wide and
beyond again the stark geometry and pohlar parade of apparatus old Boreas with hisreditoys. He shook
his head and commenced resuming the patterplexity of the intraformity Wechsel hovered.

“Hewouldn't mind you seeing it not if | let you | don't quite know how he strikes you but he'sredlly a
very kind man indeed athinker and kegps himsdlf very clean insststhat | keep mysdf clean too finds you
lot very unhygienic you're not areal prophet are you you don't somehow look the part | reckon my boss
will come up with the solution to the world'stroubles | do | sincerely do heworksal night sometimes
goeswithout deep | never saw such asaintly man.”

State blood group and whether you have ever been donor or donator of blood or practised acupuncture.

“Hé'strying to synthesise Hydrogen 12 that's what he's doing in there synthesis saysthe Rhineriver isthe
main artery of the body corporate analogous to an actua organism which with a chain contraction would
convey Hydogen 12 from source to mouth and thusinfect the tota statement and spread from Germany
out into the oceans until the drupletsfructify the mondia globulein profit from hisinverson and never no
more by any deviation from the correctum orderly way of life you ought to concourse him about it ohiit's
ared privilegeto work for such a splendid man and for such asplendid man and for such asplendid
uniformed officia man he's marching marching marching of which the human raceis capableiscaperbleis
cape-er-bull!” All thisvoca accom-pani-ment to asort of sweeping jig about the black-forested room
with alightly pointed jacktoe fluttering and the odd coy pirouette to saint's unheeding back.

Down behind the pardld barsthey took some semiphysicd jerks at guitars and howled an improvised
stave in memory of colour and the wild-headed moment. To the bargemen this music clumped by me



over theliquid hydrogen 12 with afine echoing prison flow asif the great stone creature finaly foundered
itsvoiceinitstailpiece.

Abovedl that Menherr Laundrel revealed himself from under the white parcel and took on oblationina
blackforest-scented bath gristoning with Wechsdl to perform the mastaging dry him compulsively and
clad him in aflowing white towe ling bathrobe with white matching leatherboots ermindined. So came he
glowing forth murkless unto hisfeathery captive now socketted by the deep-eyed window watching
natura France gobble off the golden phdlus of the sun.

“Before| gotolabour dl night in my what | jokingly call my private den of dinks- cracklehund Hirst
makes with the musculature - you and | Herr Charteriswill have a discussion on philosophy and the
sexud dynamic for inthislittle be-leag-ured miniskirt of empire where we repdll the frontierswith
jock-strips against such penny barbarous tribes as the cascaders penis-envy sagecity as whores harden
to comeby.” Coughing clearing throttle wattle and daubed crimson uncontrollable freudian dipway fazing
him.

Groping in drawer of desk sitting down heavily letting robe flgp bringing out in fist mighty cigars. “Pardon,
we must be good buddies and talk with proper form and usury, nict war. Have anice big
Lungen-torpedo.”

“Don't use tobacco.”

“Wall, you should. Smoke aways smoke keegps me cam in this duration of stressyesyesvery good for
the nerve scenters and concentrates the mind on the objection - here take one!”

“I don't usethe stuff!”
“Wewill seewho usesit and who doesn't. Hirst get the Schnapps!”
“Immediately madter.”

“Hurry you fool!” He stood glowering in towelling the boy came and trembling poured two measures
from the bottle then adroitly downed the measure through an open throat calling smul-ta-neoudy for
more and shouting for one for Charteris.

“It'sjust prison poison.” Tipping it on the wood floor.

“Insulting dog!” He swinging aham in clever textbook demondiration of anatomical leverage connecting
with physio-gnomy of seated opponent with consequentia impact sub-se-quen-tid entropy-loss carrying
victim off chair continuity of energy in previoudy steady state universe. That will teach you when your
betterstry to show you courtesy men in dirty rags have to be polite and look after their mannersin good
order now get up!”

Herisesagaing gravity and the giantkiller smokes himsdf back into better humour behind grey sdf-made
curtain hazefinaly saying, “Now wewill discuss privately my sex problemsin abso-lute confidence. Hirst
kindly make yourself scared. Y ou see for aman like me in the very power of my prime and pink used to
violent exercise and and shal we say such con-stant hobbies as siwordplay and horseriding even since
ex-tremeinfancy for my grandfather and father harsh men and great believersin morti-fication and dso if

| say so with dl modesty both genital-men were profound thinkers and un-recognised scientific genius
who may yet save the world beginning with our own blessed soil - come | show you about my stinks den
as| tak - and theserare gifts dso going gland in glove with great adminigtrative qudities and strong gift of
leadership-Hirst!”



“Sr!” Anxious nose only round door executing own cute dis-arming bow and the musculate animate.
“Have | not strong giftsfor leedership?’
“The strongest and for what it'sworth aredly kind man indeed athinker -”

“Go! Youredischarged!” Marching into the laboratory waving historpedo like awand at the dchemaic
impedimentalowering voice to his own reverence, “All these rare qudities Charterisrare qudities and yet
how shdl | say. Though | am so bushy with al these schemes | am tornamented by the synthesis of the
fleshthesnsof thefleshand inthisasin dl things| am outrageous and prigpic it isatorment to mefor
how can | be holy itsthe one aspect of leadership | perceive im-mediately that you have and | have not
for itsthe sex centre perpetually overheating and my degenerative organ perpetudly tumessing. Naturally
once | have mangled to synthesise my Hydrogen 12 and release it in the Rhineflow then all such tortures
can be extirpanted and we stump out sex dtogether it rollsuswith arod of iron stump it out you hear -”
he tripped over a snaking cable and grasped the work-bench. “In aproperly functioning world this
random eement will not be introduced but till then in my torment | ask you what sort of help you area
seer and prophet can give methat isan order | give for the positive assistance of mankind and in
exchange my assstance on future.”

“Would the truth awaken you or your serpent?’

“| am adepraved man though a hero and savant and great leader. Y ou see | confess without
jurisprudence! Save me from that snake-in-my-grass| need your truth.”

“It isimport to know if you have the Kunddini -”

“Yesyes| admit | have practised that vile sin and fallen into many falaciousways so how am | to lead if |
am led by my un-ruly part.”

Gurdjieff dsothat dy old city shaman in hisworn dippers smiled under his moustache at Smilar questions
always coming back - eternal recurrence and the nostalgia of constantly repeated for people of lost
possibilitieswho had drawn away into a deeper dust. Histruth could betold to Laundrel in such away as
to defeat him and keep himin G & O powerlessness.

“Sex isanorma and natural way to horness energy and creete further possibilitiesin the organisms. Being
dpervasvelike hydrogen it forms one of the main springs of the multi-valued and self-creating fuzziness
s0 we find philosophicantly that everything people do connected with sex - politincsreliction art thestre
musicisall sex. People go to the theatre or church or sport event not for its own sake but smply because
therein the crowds of men and women isthe centre of gravity of sex. That's why people go to any
meeting or occasion or rally. Y ou are merged each more than you note in agenerd empathy. So you see
sex isthe principa motive force of al mechanicaness. Hypnosis depends upon it. So you must
ledgerdemise more room for this extralactivity among your other rattributes so become more

mechanicd.”

“Sol” Dragging in afever on the torpedo sucking down the smoky poison of the GO-warning. “ So!
Mechanicaness yes the great modern force dl working with the beneficiency of the machination. That is
how it will be under hydrogen-eration! Well strop this nonsense of astral bodies then and the whispering
anoise of spiritudity - only physical bodies doud then. Y ou areright. | will be glad and make mysdlf
machinelike.” He strode up and down. “Hirst!” Hirst. “Hirst be agood boy take this saint and lock him
up inasinglecell then first thing tomorrow we will make one lagt little testicle and see how the godhead
manages miracles.”

Asthey paced through the dim stonebone maze Wechsd said, “I don't know what you did to him but |



cantel he'sgoing to be adevil tonight I'm haf scared to go back there hisrod of iron!” Leaving Charteris
inadark locked place returning to his man-chine.

Charteristying back recaled as best he could the immortal conversation and foxy old G sayingto his
disciples that mechani-calness was the destroyer as he well knew and sex was not mech-ani-calness
when itsalf and not masquerading - pure when pure evil when sdf-deceiving - and here he had helped in
the disintegration of Laundrei inred G style by getting him on agterile trackway.

Once recurrent more experience of night in which a planet rounds itsimagrained edges and sky blancks
like an eyelid or the minds downcast clearing hevens daze echoes playback the dischard progrimm in
drems highspield Discofete.

But steamputteed kommandant made brief apparition at his bunkside to announce to Charteris
half-awaken yar the saintsworms of advice will be utilised to tranceform the polizei more mechanical he
must aso himsalf become robot-erotic marshdling dready phalis-cal-thenicsfor daily parage. Drill
square dl pressure and corrupt piston pulling pushing with eectonic force jackoff-booted polizel will
present forearms per zent fore ARMSS perfect euni-sion now mass-tur-bash-ing on the march commense
updown updown keep the tumessence there you in the rear wank that man links links links reckt links
moonlight moonlight stick out your chesticlesthere prick up the undressing in front no shooting before |
give the sommand shoot or there will be someone up on adishcharge

So the pend square shakesto footdrilling objection of person-elity like the sparse wilderness pillowing
forth and al the prairie under plough cracking thorowing up fooldrilling objects anjy

old coffins craking ramshack doors grimd open where look grabbling mummies of skeletal desrethe
nocterning dead hold to themsd ves weethered wallflowers in sepia phorno-gravure with my lurching
steps forced farce-to-farce grim-croaking incum-ber-land heavieswaddled | barely foot it down into
trumpery old decade church protestine that the sgn mis-laid my tread shell of smella-rage

furflying esumna dust dl al round al excrusmation of theimpalid rose out ostone damp damp sump
turannean roomour me my arms outstranked shaden light shaden light makes motet anthemist clearing
revilesthree of the gravure mumbos jumble fearwards at me futhorksin their scrolls two intently loading
on me trumperished rainment with schoden goods | hairglooms one whose armoured hanks dl
sack-wristed one a serafemae in the oldem broildered light and third fligger blackly small in fumired
drapery trangponting water before him Sauting to transfuse me from thisfissure | at his viscage of
necromercy cream | with object tennor openjewl! before the three am earn rem ream cream scream
creaming

He startled up at shaking shoulderhand and there was his penumbra cell and Herr Laundrei amoured in
white no colour anywhere from dreams. The oiled daze echoes pluckback of shady freudulence.

“Y ou - creaking out holy man al down the passage don't toll me your nightmars!”
“They were three here -'

“I'l have watched and parayed al nightlong now morning climesagain and | must make alast taste of
you.”

“What do you know of dis-inte-gray-ment and the night's boil down.”
“Dawn and the test-down for you holy howling man!”

Charteris pushed aside the rancid blanket and stiffly stood at the end of his spare of implements. Nobody



spoke or thought of food mindgrudl was concentrated on leverage of limb and closed probability.

So clammy-early it wasin the great stone creature that men lay bedburied in the gravy of yesterday only
the kommandant and Charteris burned two sallow candles of congtription. Star-exting-uish-ing light here
laid itsloot aside and stood mourning on stony vigil. Asthey descended greyshot down stonesteps from
the cells no waking sounds splashed. Although my snuffering bids me stay. Out by asmall rear door
stabbed by foggy chill with brain-witch-ing-day sulking the cobbled stains end gutter round the yellow
corner to confront the bleak new year of morning with awide submersed expanse flat wash of water
chimeraon which adrift a phlotasm of opal que eddifices.

Black maimed thing rising from the dosed front steps bulging towards them gestures and some tone
returns.

“Angdune! In disembroidered night you waiting for askiff on thistranducid tideto the far
world-wegther”

Sheransacked and clung to him her stark touch finding him subgtantid. “ Calin, darling. Oh Calin, you did
comefor mel knew you would! They said there was a state law against women having babiesin prison -
‘No women alowed to have babiesin state prison’ asif it was okay for men - so they locked me out -
I’ve been in some State -”

“It'sthe crossroads they nail usjust this marlarky day.”
“Calin I've been so frightened -~
“Maady love were dl nervended the least of worriesin thisimposition.”

Herr Laundrel spoke firmly, “We are busy, lady. Stand back, enjoy your compulsory freedom whileit
has you or there will be worse trouble we can dways gect you back acrosstherationa frontier. Stand
back.”

“Wait I'll beretiding.” He turned towards the misty Rhine of low pointsto avoid her gravied eyes. “On
such amorning like water Sowing from everyone's head the old hopel ess human thing that made misery
humantic.”

“Stand back from him, woman!”

He athing seen with no direct looking aways |ooming trailing scented metalic dust seizing of joints and
the nervending chris-ten-doom of the epoch.

“Coalin, leave this crimped luniform let's get away - Colin you hear me? What speedy offence are we
supposed to?’

‘Ploughed up mummies grappling in the dengity of this nether atmosphere demanding meif | own the
upper tributes.” Or with full-bellying sail becams my prowed course into the lumondtricity.

Kommandant with dicing motion fends her off uttering low counter-revolutionary cydlic sounds
designatory of machinery and with hisgrasp quick |eftrightleft motorvates hisfigurehead forwards through
the pd| across with every step the verge the lined lanes of astrobahn the marchens of the wide crewcut
embanksthe ruhig waters of dark-thighed Rhinedl veiled by low uncertain mornlight.

Here the phull-dicked imaginings of gaaxieslieraped to

Now | embank with each step on anew voyage these patterned halls know that entranced exitslie



cell-to-cell and on these horning ghats ripples ever spreading outwards to the banks of death my
persondlity strikesto every second of time's en-com-pass-ment with the ouspenskian eye drowsing in
light of this multi-pa-tity infinite riches of agod one human tread.

Quailed from their mae abrogation she as dwaysfell back into her second reposition stood in the vast
vacancy of space and her long submission drowned unknowing. To amend her carped de-forces she
preened the cress-fdlen hair glaring in ashard of mirror | had thisin Phil's day his days my fizzog without
the equality of Elsbeth well that's what Mum always used to say I'd never be what my brotherswere he
doesn't think enough of me | wonder why | hang around like | do honest | did try to break into prison to
reach you Col do my best I'm not abloody saint you know. ...

On dark grey muscles Loreldrei mechsto the edge of the shrouded flood and beckons stands ramrigid in
therigmilrole and utters 1 do believe you are adivineleader come again to lead and you shdl find me
pillar of discipline rather than discussion greater the force the more obedience demanded test mysdif to
the utmost aswe gather in intensity and momen-tum with al inner conflicts canaised and fina unification |
will be the new man of sted in your crusade but to you saint John beloved disciplin bare to beat about
and awhipping boy to al else stedlsted your right hand man march and convert and ‘ Hydrogen 12
molecularising the regiments of converts and no sex but autosex the machineries again restore correct
government superstricture everywhere under one leader for united world redlisation of paradise.”

Thus grandiloquently gesturing he might himself have advanced buoyantly upon the flood so
ravel-wrapped in the heavy swaddle of futurity or peering into more than mist. But checked himself on
the bank and elevated both hands for the pelissed shore.

“Givethelast proof | need walk acrossto neutra Frank shore and back again on the waters! Show mea
mirade”

He Charteris peered into the mist of al precarious passages one perhaps no more than others or bird's
flight unmarked through solvent air the golden hind through antipodean mazes seeing self-photographs
ped off in fluttering disarray dis-gorging by hair's gesture from the previous one with he the unknown
triggering agant-dedler. Which way was for-warmths? In this multi-perceptual cosweb was there ill
again asin the old maths world a unirection? Or he autostarring across afresh infirmament? How many
discarded duplicants of time how many sparky charges switched their currentstruned awry or thisbig
chance mist and he here in obscurity and discard with the sun set for ever itslast rays caught in mottled
iron further he for ever herein obscurity and discard with the vacant headlights fixed across that flood
with something dear going down to crossto cross!

But wet feet? Webbing?

Walking.

And blagting out of theold limits.

Digntegrating and redissembling beyond the old dis-locca-son.

The assumed world had its own appui-sances. From the dodgy vapours tauter-knifed one blunted braid
of sun among the clipped bank trees. Lit the couched vampours. Lit the night-flushed Rhine-bow. Lit a
figure striding on the far bank Charterisin ablack mack dy and dry spectral!

Staring double glaze of Laundre tottering on the brink.

Thefigurelooking back and sgnaling.



Charteristransfixed in terror. Jebem tepas mater! the horrors till my damned davonik addled acid heed
of schizogod!

Optic skull thought pertifozzing up through eystrils and
morifices crgpul ol sar welkanschauung

end in beginning's mouth serpent tail in serpent's mouth
my cerebely mindwind blowing it

fling yoursdf in and drown thisfalse baptistry of sdf this
tripped pretence.

But Laundrei screaming with aforged beief cried Paradise
dosed hiseyes

fell two pacesto the left

revelaion

vison triumphing over event

Gibbering sprawling hefdl to the ground spotted the master'sfeet clutched his ankles splurged his
pedestrian kisses there crying asif dl contractions were miracles and madness an escape from sdlf. Then
reeling up hetook to his own hedls and plodded automadly back to Polizei HQ.

Angdinawith feathersin her lair moved thinly through the washout bearing her femae burden and
knedling by him on the cobbles gazing down on man'sfirst disobedience and the fal-out of our mortal
minds lifted his head from the rhine-stone and cradled it.

“Oh my exile darling how the splashes flecked me from the down and you too on the very verge my love
my lover love”

“Angdalisten what aternatives. ... Either | walked acrossthe water or else we arefindly ruinous of the
mind and gluttony starting a the head fleshes out my phantasms.”

“There there my lovewe al must fight our way in and out the misti-cuffs remember it'sthe PSA bombs
isntit were only human.”

“Arewe any more? s Serbia sunk? What effects who knows for sure any more than when thefirst brain
blossomed who was there to cry for Kossovo. If that effect gives new dternatives | may have waked
across the water and be mad the same tune.”

“Well get away well go away I'll be good to you. South it's Switzerland and the cooler air less
loony-lunged.”

“But perhaps | must counter termswith what | am or ese stand starving at my own feast. Thispolizel
man with his sagging wrists and lungen-torpe-dos will escal cade me to the flower-pitching streets of
capita cheering and | in blessing raised above the motorcade my hand over al more multi-valued in their
add--leation crying Charteris Paradise and lib-erating them dl their eydlids autolipped with my celestine
kiss and my driving words echoed a every diestamped intake.”



“Coalinit'snot for you just temptation of afamily form. Y ou remember how they godded you.”
“My hand in the atobreasted egocade raised in motivalue over every man'saddle.”
“Not you not you my love. You il distinguish truth at heart!”

“And spreading my parts for-every-where Charteris - the only but is but can | go where they have
godded me when the green sparkling fuse of belief burnsin their mansons not mine! That's my question
not yours no one loots me. What happens when the contagion comes from them to me and not from me
to themwill | tire of itssmplicity their cheers merdy aform of invaid slence?’

On the old backteria bed hiswise big toe wagged to the moultitude.

He sat up bedraggled and round their human shoulders the shawls of mist drew away in sepiadthough
underground the new animasin rotted lead rodded and rutted in obscurity.

“Stay with me privately away from chariots my lovebird keep on our autocade into the cool
bewildernesses of the Alps.” | too have my presentiments to express and he could have been stark to the
fanaticides of marching menchen aword of leader-ship the old ambitions gleam its better aruined mind
than the old agonismsthey till wait by the reeded bank and that fiat white duggy bastart “ Colin you take
that escaading way into the capital with clouds of cheering fantiks and they'll crucify you.”

“I creamed openjewlled at hisvision over the water but the chanceisjust variable. Stop riding me.
\Woman be more multi!”

“Don't jeer & mewho'sin thefamily way by you you'l go theway of dl savioursand they'll crucify you.
They aways need another crucifixion. There's never enough for them!” Tears burst-ing now.

Heturned histwilight into her pregnant eyes at the distur-bu-lence there trans-fix-tured by her word. “Is
it another eterna recurrence then? Series of fake christs on series of faked crosses? How's the
multipliaity figure?’

Her head shook the ragged locks of it like dishabitation. “ Don't ask me Colin my old dad was a
methodist. He used to spout like Christ had anew ideaof individual saveinstead of massave so they
killed him because my old dad said we weren't redly individud yet - that sort of spiritual crap.”

“The capitualism of God's son with hisloser takes al and blessed are the earth-grabbing meek. Gogetting
what you have you hold like theworld's big deders but that's al done now. Wesciv's chunksfal off. The
individud's chunksfall off. Nothing holds.” Helooked to the sunken ground in wan con-tem-play with
cheeks shagged to pick at his appearing toe.

Shetouched him. “Even for afaked Christ it'srea death'sred isn't it S0? Y ou didn't want to die - didn't
in BrusHs”

The blackmacked figure dry and ingpectra in the mindwind.
He glared swift murder at her like adowsed headlight.

Standing he found which side of the river he stood and surely never on that neutral shore atrick of light
dill puzzling his mindfit miracle. Under the sawn plane trees he coldly said to her “ Go and sprout by stone
dam of dross| want to think.”

Y ou pulverise the mere shadow of cerebral shade she cried a him but then less bitterly with an clouded
gmile not to torture himself or believe shewould not wait. Why did she never give her animd fedingsfull



rein? More and more what it was he wanted seemed denied or she herself likewise with no refugein full
psychotomimicry.

The pardld bars till had awhichsdedness and that morning at wurst-time the mix-up again occurred so
that captor and captive could not determine their roles except by elaborate reference beyond their
bother. They fed well and in the pae pulped meat anyone could spit out the odd punctueeting fingermal
helped on by pepper seasoning and nature's which-sideness of eater-eaten question.

Onthedull air any bruised noses hedled and oiled calm of illusion deadened buttons that otherwise shone
spite. The big heavies had hepos insde which dowly rolled to fuzzier beats asthey warmed to acid
freakuency one polizel sang moonjune songs four hours at astanding.

It was anything time to undergo the dementd rituas of friendship that mystica state where reservetions
stand their sharp pointsin the corner and fires blurr in acommon grate.

Some of them unbuttoning their tunics reved ed amazing feeats of tato-temism etched in tomato pink and
ink-blink blue where one glimpsed disem-bedded legs pierced hearts tangles of thorns weep-ing faces
famous negroes dripping daggers mercedes battl e-ships ob-scene inscriptions and butter-flutes
go-thic-kly growing round breast or gristle so Gloria screamed from underneath “ Ooh this bloke's body's
his mind-map!”

All untold the fey atmosfuddie of sdforiented libidoting wooze trixfixed the congtabulary into poets
longhaired boxers instru-men-ta-lists vocaists medi-ta-tion-ers on a semi-syll-able card trick-expo-nents
voyeurs of the worlds box word-mun-che-ring fell ow-sophere semi-lovers of course with the greatest
pretens ons wrackonteurs charmers butchboys frenchmen twottissing mystics like-feathered nestlings
vanvogtian auto-biographers laughers chucklers starers argazers villagers and smple heart-burglars all
seeing themselves shining in their hip-packet mirrors.

Often they spoke of Charteris he had their licences. The wind blew from his direction but Ruby and the
group had their baffles up. Music took on ashidd if dl blows.

At the same time a dead | eaf whisked through the circle of vision over the step and was gone into the
darkness that always surrounded the circle of vision. But none of the watchers any longer cared for the
old movements.

To these unguarded guards now came packed and stamped Laundrel with his Hirst Wechsdl perched on
an epaul ette squed-ing he “Heraus heraus’ and Paulette “ Up you tumbling bitches’ dl over the
brothel-mongering assheadquarters to sprinkle them across the parryground.

Soon the ribble-rabble were hearing the glad news of stentorian tone gland-ruffling immensity Charteris
was son of god and would groove ahand in the march on Frankfurt and Bonn and Berlin esta-bdll-ish a
new odour and cheers from the unbelieving believers saying on to M oscow what about Moscow assisted
of course by his pop those present and the secret weapong Hydrogenous 12 and and new ornamated
selfrepeled Supersex mascodistic marchers but whatever the band played each had his own tune.

“These hyenas no longer have any respect for the state,” angrily crying Laundre.

“Nor theindividua either” - Wechsd turning into a cockatoo and brightly fluttering into the tropica
foliage underhead.

Under the sawn-off planes he passed with a certain tread certain tread certain tread patterning their
well-drawn branches spick span spick span how long to pass this one memorise its meaning shape how
long to pass this one memorise its meaning shape how long to pass or itsinterna shape the band is



grotesque

these trees automated in their neat dressing

roots ploughing through eternd metal and asphdt cracking
three old figures cryptic

robing me robbing me

the lights of other daze

grotesque istreeswith their winter crewcut

into each second the eternal nan-occu-rren-ces of isness and these treesistherejust onetree | keep
perceiving as| permeate more of the metzian webtime or al particles of mysdf soringing frommeon
random time trgjectories

al thewords| have said or spoken were minced of my blood my semen my moan-barrow of weeping
tissuein dis-inegetion

what isl intruthisintheir locdity not here
trees ruin metoo particular

and the specified woman

anornymous

al anonymousthat felty well in the lanquid dark againg thighs of unknown speech and every faculty
distended to some farther shore like aface with nothing persond in it just the big chemical loot-in of
eterna burn-down

in the nerved networks and elastic roadways of meisthetraffic passng for thought but this eternd
recurrence of trees signals methat no decision is possble that decison isimpossible for everything will
come again back to the same centre

dternatives must be more multi-valued than that | either go with Kommandant on his hasanno dominotion
or speed with Angd south but if one crossed martyranny if the other

another series of eltherors with death waysthefirst choice
somewherefind anew word new animal

transgress

intheir headsthey have only old words

inggting that history repestsitself

the stale hydrogenes of a previous combustion rolling in an old river and elder landscape footprinted to
the last tree gnarled landscape of | slamped flat by the limbous brain

itstheir behaviour and its geared experienceis lessening and cuts me down to sighs moraity nostagia
sentiment closurefdsight al | haveto drive through their old faded photograph of life



how that crumbling nightdream thunderclouds round my orizons

Helooked up hand on the trunk of the last tree before the square opened heavy swaddled and spring
held jacknifed in the winds.

Growing in the Rhine perspective was fumi-red-drapery dy and dry figurative -
the con-fructation”? the momentum of truth?

It grew and in the daggered sub-light clearly personed the familiar was the merdly familiar Crassthe
once-agent ex-drapist pusher scamp-follower lost or fled when Brussdls blurned showing histeeth now in
asmileof grating.

“Theeternd returns’ said Charteris. Up and down the bare bole spring'sfirst flies crawled acrossthe
corse of winter. Over the supplicatory amputree they hastened towards infinite points of intersexion and
in the top cropped branches thudded his great blackmacked bird leashing its vulturine feathers claws
beeks calling through its raw red wurst of neck.

“Madter forgive me you must have thought my feet were in the eternd flying dust and the impaled rose
from my sump-tura-nean stool.”

“I don't want to talk of decay.”

The fudtian feathers hed asmdl vibration. “Who knowswhat will talk or decay when dl people your
paradise of multi-vaour. | have kept under my wigspan and my grations led me hereto you. Y our
servant dill.”

“I don't want to talk Cass so come down from that Judas tree the looming decision of al direction and to
make some-thing new devise from under that old moustache while the wescivilians of lost possibilities
drawn into deeper dusk where the parallel barshavenoin or out.”

So Casstook hisarm and said, “| know of your system-strain Y ou're hung up on acurve. Earlier when
the mists were shipping to the tugladen mouth | saw and signaled you across the flux but you had other
directions. | am too poorly without potension to flutter up into your tree of notice but you areasrich asa
new Chrigt in populous and you must not park here by the rivenstribe but autocass on to domination and
the world your word.”

“Cass off! Back into the bare branches!”

“No | tell you winging the way to my master your humble serpent boarded with an old widowed
impoverished official who in hislong-rowed rooms above the Al zette ravines lodges two coach-drivers
and afilling station owner he tells me how the continent fillsinto smal strifesfor lack of leadership -”

“ C& o

“Spesk at the world's megaphone Master. These small strifes are your larger bartle-field or the states
your pulpit. Pay the big taxi fare to aRome address! Talk out the lungs cancer. Rocket right up the lordly
adralbahn. Flush the worlds motionsinto your own bowl and I'll back you.”

The door of the big square refrigerator burst open as Angeline came in upon her metatarsals her chicken
bones and plum eyes and the whole different meaning of sunlit succour sumpt.

“Hdlo Cass| thought wed lost you doing the suttee act in sparky Brussals.”



Lips bone-infested - “Y ou still camp-follow-ing you widowed mitel”

“Colin the fat commander isletting the boys unlocked in asort of panjan-dramo-nicaand what are we
going to do?’

Highting off the carrion cross he took her and half-kissed her murm-uring non-negot-iably relishing the
bold bare bonesin her like branches.

“Oh Angdline | see you're among the favoured yet | wish you'd tell the master to unpack his oyster and
smash the saviour-part into areal cruscade.”

“That'sal nonsense. Were trying to turn into human beings first Cass and don't need your snow-job for
ad”

Beady he preened among his black scales. “ Body's so wo-manish and nothing beyond. Y ou want him al
to yoursdlf don't you you sdfish bitch but times change and hel's got nothing to loseit's not like | mean the
Germany's not the Holy Land in any sense-”

But blank. World of total slence. Box off. A last mind-bowing didocation. He had hisfix with the
elementa and the deep dischian roots under the eterna subsurface where they deep-walked and the
elegant connections between love and death. He saw through. Dropped. Turned human.

To them he grew bearded beaded and feathered. Primal. Behind them the old grey square and
fine-formed town hall of an earlier dockage rich in history sauce now served in bright plumage asiit
flowered to hiswisdom.

“Ligten the multi-valued answer. All resolved. | had it in my dream turning down the old clothes.” Then
mute in hiswonder-ment so she asked him darling?

“Whatever you al think you think you al think in the old stale repeating masadistrick Judeo-Chrigtian
rhythm because itsin your bloodshed. Y our heritage taken or rejected dominant. Berich as Christ
indeed. But Croesus Christ isto me pauperised an old figment and just another capitalist lackey whose
had our headsisn't it? It'sthe higtiric recess over and over awestern eterna recurrence of hope and
word and blood and sword and Croesus vitimises your think-streams.” Continued in this blas-theme of
Chrigt Plutocrat schekel-grabbing bled-white christen-damn till Cassfluttered.

“| don't believein him either Master you know that.”

“No difference. History jellied and you can't drip out. Y ou're hooked in his circuit and the current
circulates” Bigger than thefirgt tiny Metz web so it grew in hismind another layer yet of Europlexion and
walking aong Troitsky Street he saw the old dimensions al shagged out and Christ on the clock-work
crosswith in hisgy brown eyesthat frantic glimpse of progress on the astral-plane and from our
desthbeds that vanvogtian upward surge into heaven'sarms. The cult of the third day the White House
open to any mother-loving son. All trans-dacted in the following lanes to metaphysica materids of the
insurance steam shovelling society and the space race.

Heaven ismoney in the bank. Y our cash helps our-cathedral Jesus saves his flesh negotiable anywhere.

“Colin love the world doesn't just begin anew my baby will have to have the past to build on and
rebuild.”

“Breathing the old west dust and breathing out the old west dust. No. That old ethic-ethnic LSD has
automated us two thou-sand years and now the fracture there's been amis-location so let'sjump it from
the steam-cross and say for ever farewel| to that crazy nailed-up prophe-teer. Look girl | don't refuseto



go your way or refuseto go Laundrei'sway or refuse to go Casssway or refuse to go any way. | refuse
to hit the worn-out Creased or anti-creased way. For me new tracks and stuff the old ding-dong the
belfrey-bdt.”

Casslaughing poorly, “No no if there's an opportunity you get in first that's nature!”

She was shaking her head running her toe in the dust asiif tracing out ahiero-glimpse of some secret
there.

“You're mad Colin Honey it not just Christ and dl that it'sabit different for you cosyou're a Serb there
are mountains in between but the West thing we're still on a Greek trgjectory of ordering knowledge Phil
told methat.”

“The Greek thing was okay but it would have got nowhere without the suffer-infusion of our naze-rin-ing
friend embodying the rags to riches poorman's son outalk outsmart white-house-in-the-sky
trouble-stirring miracle-working superman and then pow-wow-kerspl at-but-oh-boy-on-the-third-day
punch-line echoed ever since by every comic-stirup.”

“Magter Magter you can't changedl that.” Trembling out alittle reefer and suckling onalonglightin
viperbeak. “ Only through leading. Y ou can't change history. We're what we are.”

“Were dso what were not. See Cass| can't change the churn of history but it changed itself when the
sprinkler-bombs came now we live in awornout mode and the old Glenn Miller musicrap sill canting us
out of anew canticlein the old worn wesciv groove.”

“Maybeyou'reright. Lead usonly away Master well follow in blind belief!”

“Leading is out makes blindness and the old swing-dom of heaven isjust doppo-rific. Opium of the
pupil.”

She saw him new on afought decison. She saw him. She saw he saw himself. He saw himsdlf new. Still
lying but deeper lies? Mirror distortions embedded? Every moment its equivo-cation like atile pattern
she saw him new. In the omni-para-cusis she heard him defrock Christ. A womb-shelled thing broke and
bled. She stood outside hersdlf her scars her incompletion. Her first vision of the current time explosure.

From Cass's ears smoke poured and the tiny chambers even the metatarsalsin abig big scald like the
church of England burning up its bullion of belief and he craftily dipping out of the trans-vestory vanishing
into the haze asif exorcised.

She had been conjured. Limply by one arm taking him she moved up to anearby passing mountain and
there cried solemn anger that he ploughed up every midnight corpse that ever fell to makethem dieagain
for his psychoss. Charteris laughed knowing she had never seen insde achurch. She swore. The oathsin
banners marched the mountainside. She owned her aggression at last. She had born him long enough his
womanising his dobish-ness his selfhood and the godding. Now he must cut his act to play ahuman
off-stagerole.

He pushed her. “Y our act comes from the same cass pageant the cult of individuasbut it'samasslife
and death get it? Phases not people! Drop out that'sall, Angelbird. Dig that everything else has dready
dropped. Play to anew music right and dance to another measure down your long within. Cass off and
shack with Ruby or take me on my own road but | can't stand hafway up this mutterhorn.”

Scratching her head covering up sad for al losses she done locatered for. “Its Cass Colin Cass I'm afraid
of you're S0 helpless he just a paracide to any order he might do for you you know he emanates the old



iscarrot role. If the present's already past like you say Cassl| have you nailed.”
People were coming he heard and was glad to distract her.
He gestured to the band as they materialized into the plass. “I've the job for Cass.”

Jailgates gaped wide and the tumble-bellies on the bangle-drums were al in advance with brash-ing autos
percussed cym-balli-cdly al heads on the anony-mass.

So now hewarmed on theticking of another prayer whed turn-ing in his stream and al the faces blowing
to him were with their petals and the bloom of youthair cheeking them. So now was he not crusoed a
footfal further in thisidanded desertion and some would carry onto hisfarshore. So now though his
carriage had never taken him beyond the stony trees he sent his mark scudding across the printless
beaches. So now he grew her elbow-ing arm asthe force pressed at the instress of hisradiance.

Hurryburlying Laundrel came on the surge with the auto-ciples but Charteris stopped them. Climbed into
abench under asign that told the milesto Frankfurt old cosy sgn made metal from thelong attic storein
thought. Waved his arms caught cheers. People saddling like leaves under hisfarsight the whole seas
surge of them.

Told them: | wasin another vision. | broke free and dis-carded mysdaf my former selvesmy deep
chained .

Here through me the world tumbled to anew terminator.

Here we begin a new age the post-psycho-tomi-metic age free from anshirt shittoleths and the grey
grimmeages stripped off.

Here the old programming of Godspain got itslong last playback in the searoots of our occulture.
Herethe nails scattered from my hands and fingers.

In the square they milled and dedded | etting their origins down with mood music thrombic. The body hair
buttressed and limbs rebuddied. Metamorphin dipper waker-dip. What they heard they herded and
duicejuicesran underfoot. As heluted their ani-minds. Ages went down into oceanic undertow. Civilians
poured in and the old grey and biscuit buildings titaniced down into aglacia cobblesea. Inunvation of
hands, plattening feet of limbic brand. Churning flower-motion with eddying scruffles sob-streperpus
among the one-backed bests.

To one sde gpart Ruby with an own thing to peddle. Also Elsbeth sailing dl in self-massage grown apart
her two stout legs foliaging flesh belonging to the fused moment under the strain of canvas her sdience
gybesto gene-ration-ing point her wild delicacy a sapiutan as she fixeson him raiding from hisorificia
platform.

Now from his purgent words the mucous remembranes of the sinking swimmers distend to farcy forms
and the sapro-pha-gous outpour trans-fluxes the time's ergot so that while it floats into her labyrinthine
passages she fedl s the smooth buddoming trunks and timber shafts wheel and wheedle into grander
growth in her skeleton the sapling stalked stuff sup-planting bone nodes of branch staring under skin at
hip and pelvis shin breast and elbow her obnubil features suddenly the whole unatomy its soft syruped
holesits husks hairs and horned teeth bests

into greenamelled lesf!

Laundrel aways more anti-flowered broke his spate asked “What's the vision on when we moveto



conquer?’
“The broken off gods chumble over into obscrudity -”
“Okay, very satisfactory to know but theres fill the Berlin question.”

Hisold dy smile. “Now its your blastoff down the astra-bahn to the Straits of power while the wind
blows favourable on your high trgject. All go who will and nobody constrained in any form. | stay here.
Our photo-graphs pedl separate here.”

“No” - ship without figure-hind and he launched into the long machineries of avoca gripe while others
aso had their temperature and again mazed denizens pander to the labyrinths until findly Charteris barks

again.

“It wasmy vision Laundrel you astra-cade it while it just sustains me while you image yoursdlf into your
machine-dream-role.”

“Scheisskopf! Y ou haven't the face to back your prognosisl” Hirst fluttering and swatch-ing behind with
bird-life gestures of ascent.

“Y ou take with you my second-in-commandant the Cass here as my man in your camp.”
“Wechsd ismy aide-de-camp.” Peaching his plumage.

" ass makes liaison. Cass your new commander keeps him in amind of miraclesthe claws pruned and
darkness & the ninth hour.”

Dark brown pantry eyes glistering up the mottled dliff of medalled white seeking lodgement. “Meinherr
glad to be of service and tote the -”

“Action man and the junkered footfill dl autobreasted with al jointsin my pistongrip right? Right. It'sa
decision then. Herr Charteris we go to escalade in the name of glory and unity. We shal meet again.
Men! Men! Follow men! Action! Scramble! Form paltroons! Clap to ventricles! Astrabahn and utopial’
Cass and Wechsd astraddle--diddle as the revvrevv-revving struts and pattern merges from the millrace.

“Hydrogen 12 be with you” pronounced.
Sduters.

Now espousing their autos the deutschlanded gentry marry boot to rod hand to bar knee to rod bum to
seat helter to skelter in abarrack-roar of infective war-calls. The auto-caders aso spark their plugged
enzymes and batter backwards into the crass planes curling bumpers and blue monaoxide wolves through
the pack likeferd till everyonelegsor whed sliketight little humans under hair astride. But Army Burton
comesto Charteris“Hey you want your little master race girl any longer?’

“Thename?’

“Y our little master race girl Elsbeth?’
'She Jewish

They used to cdl that the master race.

No that was the Germans.



| forgot. Another world. Y ou want her.
Y ou want her you take her you going on with Laundrei ?

Also Ruby Dymond in human shape to Angeline grasping her hand in old-world form moving her behind
atreebole.

“Isthisgtraight Charterisis hiving off on hisown do | read thething right?”

“Ruby he's straightening out past the world. Who knows this chemi-fect may dl wear off in afew days
and old time start up again 0 | gtick with him and see he doesn't get himsdlf killed in the generd
curfuffle”

Hisfurtive shrugs of pain the hurt deegp under amoist pet. “But hetried to kill you honey - look leave him
he's got nothing for you the disintegration man himsdlf and you with me so cosy.”

“Sometimes he's kind to me maybe al | deserve.” Now from the long brackets of her inherited eyes
spark thefirgt tear.

“You dl screwed up, Angey, honest | hate to see you be done down and come off with us!”

His secret words fended her. Drawing up, wiping off her wet nose on a handback, she saysin bitter tone,
“Don't mix me up Ruby if heneedsmel can't helpit!”

“So you said about Phil and now this same mistake dl over! Honey | beg | got to go the others arerolling
now come on and this last time bresk your unlucky cyclel”

Stilly with acrumpled face, “Ruby - Ruby - he needs me!”
“I need you, hetried to kill you!”
“Wél he's desperate!”

Of asullen thewild ox sprouted under his eye-bushes, “ Oh fuck you you slly stubble bitch!” and with
that he was bending his giant back among the common melee with al commotion. All were multi-backed
to fusilage a ong dead reckoning; Army only faced the demasted master.

Looking around at the hoofers and the revvobiles with the groups starting up the Famineers and
Deutchofiles and aquick brainscan. We got to orient with the action don't let grass go under our teeth eh
itsalawn of asa

Briefly they made pamhistry. High road. Low road. Scotland afore ye. Never meet again. Therewedl
parted. Franfurt sign. Poxeaten poxibilities. Army farewell.

So the acceleration of mechanical joybox and the old foot-down thirst of essolution. Jerk of cerebral
juices destiny carvorting down the long within and the crazy interna kilo-metr-age a brown near black
ingtressed magter-acing. On the bumpers nestled the new animd plura in solidity and neer life asthe
pin-balling progress meshed from the plass. Lopped tree lopped tree lopped tree lopped-tree lopptree
stood ruinoudy neat the clibbeted rectung-stone cobbleslie red rodentures of the town hall biting sky the
buildings semi-sub-merged on their shodsand al else on alow primevil light aswheds bore tribe dust
smoke noise away dying sullen. In the lime embedded lost lingerers sank to the fossil mouth under drab
oolite.

The natives of the tableal mooched across the tattlefield or on fours dragged off the injured. Smal dogs



werethere tearing at fingers and jugulars as life dumped back to textbook level. Two figures stood
anonymoudy round the Frankfurt sign. Buildings burned with the cool air-burling flames of time.

Benesath this conbastion in shelfence sank the bronto-structures the rathaus and gaunt grandosaurs down
under the cobbleseawithout windowed sirata still chron-suming them--selves and on the tide big stone
forests bursting green and dl verdure trampling brack out the Rhine to what was in uttered mind-chaos
down-wards.

The saint with Angelinaexecuting the bipedal homosap walk on the way to the banshee dl
yelows-peckle as of toads bellyup-woods squeeping to right themsalves and chunksfaling off the
western wold where the dternatives ferdled. The car lumbering and she mutely asking where drained
from her own sacrifice.

“Where?’
“Héll swing to destruct with self-inflected Cassand dl.”
“| asked you where you think we going.”

“And dl the music-muckers with them to the endless endsthey clave dl dreaming they aren't dreamingin
Kundaini-coils,” under the sediment of long custom embedded. L ooking ahead at the rock-walls, tyres
twesting on curb-stones.

“Y ou don't care abit what happens to them Col do you!”

“A new continuum hasto dp itsdf from the screenery and potent-idity islow from old corpses so mulch
the old trodisues out of the world-body.”

Her young face shrunk back to its ultimate socket. “Y ou hate everything!”

“Schweitz doesn't line my inscape baby well push esst ... Anyhow Anj | love everything that redly hasa
g’]qﬁ.”

The rocking days closed over them, nights and afternoons with random wegther, her womb rounding
againg the cracked april day-flight, the whole gestation-infestation operayelling out on the revol utionary
stage with mumps of pelting birds pedling larvae popping buds paregoric eggsin the drain down-wardsto
emptying order-tors bared to the basdlt. Until dl his cogitations produced only To live with people Anj

be with people love them hate their user-penting deep, in amono-sigh.

So you gtill bregthe jesus-pirations!

Get disengtrangled of thisloot-in with Christ eh for gods ache its not for me that or you or anyone else
ever agamethat degthor-glory boy with his nailed-up mystery and mixing pain with promise has dl foiled
up virtue against crudelty and permanan revel oution of our clockwatch west so now we bregk the
sguare old charmed cycle. Be not do Anj be not do.

Amid the sprockets of his coinage he trod again the un-certain footage of hisfilm seeing how it dl fel in
eternal re-currents and eddies of beeping and borning with the ever-etrancing of stepsdide-waysin
tomb-time to the opening price of verture where the goahead geton-or-getout of caputulist Christ was
turd to ambivled materia-schism and every grass and brute caught for an exploit.

So as the Pleonastocene Age curded to a closure the banshee crumbled under the chundering glearbox
to grow up into deeply scarlet peony by the sacred roaddide where they finely went on foot with Anjie
meandering through the twilicker her golden grey goose beside her it inits beak holding gently to her



smallest twigged finger with Charteris choked in histhroat's silence.

Beneath them turned a greenfused planet where foliage un-screwed itsdf from the earthwork! and they
affected by itsfiedld down to the last gauss-root of being. The wayfarers on their way young-buds
straplings or grey elderswere of that earth-world impacted and she by this soothed Angey lifted from her
lost garden and said to saint in arecurrent phrase

All the known noon world loses its old staples and everything drops apart. Y ou should show us how to
keep agrip until the bomfact wears thin and fight the growing forest.

When there was no forest were mock-ups of forest. WWhen no PCAs organised religions as mock-ups of
the persond paradise. Learn it angel not too hardly that the ferrocities of white office-goers had to
crackup and tuck your city insde the only building is. Even in old concretions there pattered those our
star-casters who went barefoot to the real experience hold their faith.

Expurience of drugged disorient.
Disorient we want and the nonwestered sun of soma.

In the dark under piping bushesthe talk was al bodies they became interchanged statement to threnody
stamen to peony ransacked of all loved lute.

He had grown out of too many lifetimes but this span bridged al there was valued. For her too no longer
the grey-lagging little girl but that also. Some easement in the genera break.

To the evereast they talked and waked among the littling humlets with stopped steeples while to meet
them avrilanched from there even from Serbiaitsaf curled huntersforest away but aday now readingsin
itsroots small black ring-letting pigs and its boles whisper-faced little-men and its trunks the glowing eyes
and razor-bones of sub-sster-ly glowing eyes and razorbones and its branches the quick lead thing il
scunnered with eyes and bones enterba and in the leaves scabrerattle of birdsong and in the earth
beneath awhol e sparce temp-scape ciscum-stantial-ing the grotted world.

She broke with emed summer into twain and he glazed through the furry wires of hisconch to see his
baby girl with Anjy’slip of beads touch still between them the poor wages of pain words how
ever-gretched never pinioned truth flying feathers of love-nests sprawling a heroic dusks sumptuary in
feding mid-feding degpernd but the white dwayswinning aslight flgpped and varicosed in rustickled
veinsit cried at night barehead in all garrots where he spoke or harped slence as the concrete towers
regressed.

The girl needled her small tranjec-story by his side or sprang after the rum-patter-ing pigletsin golden
time so Anjy offered again seamly thewd thighsin splicing gesture. In him inar-tricu-l ate paiterns fuzzed
and fazed stri-dulant through leaf-moul ded entero-spection day-tripping beyond his old throught records
fobslled degp only sometimes distirred by menac-images someone aways drowning in bean-stained
waters beyond shingles behind aline of noctous epijean figures where shilluettes the sherd.

Living barefate in sheughs or hams where travellers now could share sdlaami and bread in humbled
roomsthey lodged craking ramshack many citizenslined to speak many he felt he could reckonise their
plane shapes crossing and recrossing between him and the recessed light all asked him What you make
of chrigtstearching or even Areyou anti-Christ

So he Friends think fuzzed in diseither-organisated for mid-paths neither for nor and what he said its
Those whore not for me are agrainst me just abit more punchy phallacy in westrun styletherésa
newtrality to cultivate to be more receptive look for shades patterns where this goodevil stuff cant rise he



startled too many hares for Man the Drover

The shinsof the flesh mere dimbic fantasy

Don't befor or againgt anyone only the waking thing that liesin deep
Hold firm to dreamament

Its the pattern of percertivity

Awakesthe greater deep

Don't think were too well made or permanent

Y ou are more merged each than you believe

Better sensuousthan sensible

All you must have within is outsi de among verdance Christ and the westering thing supposited theinsde
out

Never imagined where al the roads would lead

Here

Theeternd position

Y ou have to have been therefirst

Many theres

For the here no multernatives

Histhought chewed deeper and deeper into the rurdities as the herding greentides lipped diem
Other thought impacted two thousand years

Driver man became pedestrian. Be not do.

At times hetrod in every belief benesath a broken art sign or died again the thousand psychic desths of
croesus christs last autobile age

Barked the shins of the flesh under dogrosestill senescence.
Saw and herded many naked-assed children to become holy men and whoremongers and homebodies.

Taked less wondered more thought of crafty old G only a span along the net leaning on an old rope bed
picking histoes as chrisis miller-image hitler came and went.

Never knew anger dlowed him-self to be laughed at by strangers.
She knew they who knew did not laugh who laughed did not know
Y awned as the plumpricked autumn grilled her hearsole

Tried not to teach but learn from hisdisciples



Pedled off thelong long sepiage of photographs
Watched aeroplanesin another sky

News from the statedepartmented north not reaching
Scratched himsdlf

Taught the disciplesto st and weigh dust

All dternatives and possibilities exist through old mottled gums under a spreading square tree where
sometilessill lodged but ultimately of course

Ultimately they asked ligtening

Poignantly shdll | tell them

No way of telling anyone only through silence
Ultimady of course

They let the vast blackdrop curtain their waiting

In the hours of morning he said | will answer your ultimate question thinking that glowing eyesand
razorbones burned unattended

So under the sparky starcover helet her old arms hill him but the brain gill burned towardsits wisdom he
crept away from her guzzling degp amid the multi-brood climbed out through the stiffly holein ther
thatched roof lay flat there under pulverised galaxies

Put hisarm over the curved spine of roof rough and warm breething
Gigantic beast patient
My ultimate wisdom my nonsense

Suddenly wildly tightening the hateful faces of his dis-carded sdves when aman dreamsinstead of acting
faling by the wayside the dow bonfire of unaccustomed words had he had abad dream the archetypal
figures or was he dill lying arrowed on a hyper-borean shore.

Feding himsdf haf-dipping from the roof he roused ultimately of course
Keeping an fuzzed open mind

That wasn't enough the forests are back

Brainsjust an early model haf unwaked shaped for the forests

Y ou want it both ways

Did | haveit both ways

Made and destroyed lived and tomorrow maybe

Both means two more than two many ways many many ways my chief word to theworld Ive been
thought aswell as body spirit and prick soul and stomach both



Slipping back into old astotelian ways of thought dipping off this damned roof cold

Was aristoddle a so christ the proudwalker too old too damned old to think clearly back to nearderthal
times

Climbed dowly down off the roof woke one of his gran-daughters who went with care to blow on the
embers and brew him amug of redcurrant tea the warmth back to basics

Pinhole cameramy sight of shapesdl fluffed

Either too old or too young to think but who knows old angdline wherewasit | met her | loved her loved
her in my way loved her being in many women

Thought about waking her till dawn came then she stirred bent nearly double came patted his gnarled
hand and said something he had forgotten hisbit | had alittle speech for you

Heard too many of your speechesin my time you have to make your ultimate speech today do you know
what you are going to say do you ever know

Perceived that thisold placeisredly agrest beast cantering us over the nightplane

Give meyour animist patter again waking usdl up inthe smal hours

Oncethey were everlasting hours

Do you know what youre going to say theyll al be under the meetree expectoring you

Meant to tell you something personal angel something about a Sower or a cactus or something
Tyrannica redly he till had not cometo the end of words

What year was it where were they sheforgot findly he went out shuffling must be ninety who knowsif its
dtill this century even

| wonder if hewasjedous of christ
A doityoursdlf chrigtkit no nails needed

They were under the tree had his old bed there where they fliesflicked about in the peeving shade he
smiled his crafty old G smile and sat on the bed scratched histoes maybe he redly would tell them

They waited in droves

No knowing the calendar

On this specid day saint you were to spesk about the ultimate
Yes

Well, you pattemy people with hands Byzantine born to genureflect below the low hair weigh dust well let
it drip an hour or two we may not have beaten time but it no longer drives us desperate before it nothing
like a catastrophe to lengthen lifespan pledge my last liquors to humbug the hum-buggers and the ones
who never madeit

If they knew theflip old thoughts | blagpheme againgt my own holiness



Green and tawny under the tree the patterns they mean
Welearnt to St under trees again stop looking for better trees concentrate yourself under an inferior tree

One of his grandsons sneaking away he had news of an organised state north somewhere what was his
name that man dead now awhite sort of gown or uniform Boreas no matter

Concentrated on his big toes thelong within

Welearnt to St under trees again the longer without

Inthe old days

Now the empty bowl

But | can remember Stting inacar and driving dl through the night

Remember the old autostrada del sole thered lights paired tinily capable ceasdess countless swarming
pintabling under the hills and over the bridges viaducts mighty mountains headlines dicing neture in two
not athing ever likeit never no greater thrill we were dl little christs then own desth or sdl-vation right
therein your steering hands.

Autocrashesfull of orgone-content like copulation bayonet-practicide war nothing persond init only al
thingsinferfused and the exhaudt-throat snarling

The sparks died into the earth finaly
My capitd crime nogagia
Fault of early brain modd flickering

During thelong slence asmdl boy trotted round with fruit to eat and adisciple deferentialy handed the
saint an apple cut by his pocket knife the saint mumbled a segment

When they were dl slent he sat up toesin the dirt
They waited
He waited

Their dull conformist minds he would have to give them holy law okay but spiced with heresy let them grit
it right up their nogtrils

Ulimatdly he sid

At least they would dways hold him immoaobile in their eyes not exactly the posture he had once aimed for
but only fair he had tried genuindy tried

Toholdthemadl inhiseyes

It must embody what he had aways thought must enshrine him at the same time contain the seeds of his
liberation in another generation must be as old asthe hillsas old as the hills must gleam like headlights
were holy law and heresy he started again and they listened

All possihilitiesand dternaives exist but ultimately



Ultimately you want it both ways

Later much later when his old bed had been devoured they propped up the branches with long poles and
stuck asign on thetree and later till they had to build arailing round the tree and later till tourists came
metalboxed driving down from the north to stare and forget whatever was on their minds

BRIDGING HOUR IN WESCIV

Cryogenetic wings

bourning ancther spring

croaking forth on

the tundragged wrathland
scything it dlover

and the bloodcurrencies down
sunted figures anned inthe blasts
inner postures unrelented

to known corporeal gestures
stubble growing on man mire cloud
al linked by nanoseconds

loud with the permafogs

of marching equinox

the paradox of kernds blackly
gprouting sour green wicks

inthesmall northern hour
reptile hearts crawl dackly
lymphatic tensonstwist
necksof old lithite parrots
chuckling through engrammatic
vistions

the braincage

under the screw of dreamneed
rgectslogt dltermatives
anagrits of maters stream

in cyclic dumberth crawling
for afar stossal round

orrey edswill rold

beyontigd rave

THE MIRACULOUSBY NUMBERS

Recurrence 250-1
Reflexes 113114
Reincarnation 31 40
Reativity applied to art 73
gpplied to being

applied to knowledge
gpplied to language
gpplied to man
aopliedtoreligions
applied to worlds



laws of

principle of

of substancesto planes of universe
Reigion 229-304

liturgy

and man

origin of Chrigian Church

prayer

arelative concept

‘schools of repetition’

Repetition exercise of 260

Rites 303 314

Roleslimited repertoire of 239-40

SINGING JAIL BLUES

Something'sfamiliar about Sngingin ajall
It's one of those Stuationsyou

Hit racid memories of

Snginginajal

When freedom is compulsory sitting on ahill
Y ou'll sometimesfind you're wishing you
Could smell the can again

Snginginajal

Y ou sing your heart out

Or let afart out

Everything's a cock-up

Theonly timeyoure

Freefrom crimeyou're

Sitting in thelock-up

Don't want remisson or justice or bail
Down at the bottom it'sjust like

Thetop whenyou're

Snginginajal
ANGELINE DISCONSOLATE

Somewhere dong the unwinding road of chance
My feline lover dunk into another bed
Somewhere aong the unbending read of hand
He pamed himsdf off on another breach

With life-lines double-crossed in semi-trance
Hetook maiden voyage to another beach

And | am |eft disconsolate

Somewhere an unsubtle effleurage of cat
In the uncertain jungledom of If

Seduced him Auto-breasted fur-lined she
Somehow dl anti-flowered solehim

For his massage means more than meaning
More than buts poor purr-loined lover he



And | am |&ft disconsolate

Wherewasthewill involved inthis affray
Somewhere dong the all-winding road of chance
Where the decisions unlocked from careful chests
Somewhere And if the minor keys of guilt

Are played no more then how is happiness

More than an organ-peeling dance

And | am |left disconsolate

Alwaysin the bad old world guilt-lines
Somewhere would trip us dong the road of chance
But unlined now we spring-healed harm

Oursealves response without respons-

Ibility Thefountain only plays

A tinkering smple that effectsno bam

And | am |eft disconsolate

LIVING: BEING: HAVING
AnepicinHaku
I

Onthe Rhings chill banks
Somebody in araincoat

Nobody waking

Or ariver bird

Trying hard to memorise
The brown nearest black
Thisisatidy

Nation even its madnesses
Go uniformed

Weplace our faithin
Bigger and better messiahs
Or Hydrogen 12

Richer than God his
Son. No wonder we nailed on
The Cross Croesus Christ

| spat intheditch
It'stime we got the taste of
Nailsout of our mouths

Every day smoulders
In the ashes of burnt-out
Possibilities



Not thinking of death
And well-combed | came across
A blank sheet of paper

The leaden birds hope
That time's pulses flow past them
And we conversely

Inthar plush armchair
Of blood our lusts Sit waiting
For dawn or lights-out

Irrdlevance
In the darkness toothache while

Digging the hgppenings

Bad experiences
And the deaths of old countries
Make araree-show

Let's get personal
Or isthethigh on my thigh
Jugt itsown meaning

Together we dreamed
Freedom was compul sory
And both woke screaming

Oneraised fingertip
Her red lipsmoving smiling
CdIsmuitiplying

Stroking your dim breasts
And dender flutesflattering

A jumped-up penis

Tired dreams of action
Flowersin an empty bowl
A woodenrainfdls

World and mind two or
One? Funny how the smplest
Question blows your mind |

HIS PROWED COURSE

Gdaxy-crushing light dight on the pane
Flattersinto velvet

Stands stockstill while the early motes dance
And gloom nestles deeper down aflight

Of steps. Beyond the flowering window



The sceneof dl disaster isawash

Would you believe acrucifixion?

The icebaus eddy on awashed-out sound
Music of the luted galaxies

All the cold vigils of the nightshift

Have robed mefor my dilemma

Beyond the flowering windowpains

That input-output lends my daynight flights

THE DATA-REDUCED LOAF

Put it thisway The multidimensond gimulli

Suggest that the body lying on the eurobed

Isin someway ‘min€ The body that in someway's
‘Hers enters bearing awooden famine bowl

Empty of dl but sunlight which she sets

| go too fast Fivelinesare not

By any means n photographs The bowl
Her skirt thelinesthe changing light
The retinathat's salf-abused with sght
Shufflesthe negativesinto

The million-year-old data-reducer
Behind It'satime exposureredly

The changing light her legsthelegsthelines
Caught in my ancient processor

Why should | trust it?

Supposing | an achimera?

Put it thisway Perhaps amultitude

Of interconnecting cells were so arranged
About awooden bowl

In self-interest of course

That some progression could be made
Dimensiondly The bowl thetable

Itslegs her legsmy legsthelight
Swarming between her and the deep-set panes
All without meaning

Until the heartbresking isnglass

Of time seepsinto giveto stimuli
Relationship and passage

And permanence

Did some of thefluid jdly-up

The data-reducer? Light

That holds universes spellbound

With its speed Ingtant light

Inexorable star-extinguishing light
Towering dark-proof light

Kindly light velvet on my knuckles
Beyond anachronism spaceshipping



Light light recordbresking speedier

Than computer-thought

Light doyoufdl

And grovd and crawl with million year doth
Up the dudgy both-cana between retina
And data-reducer?

Doesthe old optic nerve

Sow you to child's pace?

Should these archaic forms

Of calf and floor and leg and bowl assume
Uptodate angles and distortions

Should anew geometry inter

Their degreesinsde my skull Should
In my presbyopia

There have been anew circuitry

To sort out time's passages and sight's

Should | fill beavictim of
Old nealithic close-work that
Excludes me now from possibilities?

Put it thisway Supposethat what | take
For ‘me islying on this mattress
Whenwhat | takefor ‘her’ arrives

Bowl in hand appearsto arrive
Achievesintimeand dimenson

A presence verifigble

Inmy old time-machining eye

The grestest novelist

Of our spaceltime wrote his novel

Five million words about an unnamed girl
Arisng one morning from her bed
Going across the room to open

Her casement window Of course he had

Thetacticd senseto leaveit dl unfinished
But heoveramplified

Has anyone ever opened

Or finished opening

The multidimengond stimuli

But timeisamultitude and to

‘My’ mattress what we chose to think
Is‘her’

The repetitive event of sex

Comesin eternal recurrence

Only the old data-reducers cut
The exposures down reducing all
Tounity Put it thisway



That ‘she ismultitudinoudy among

The motes and lines and famine bowls and beds
Which punctuate that Sngle node of time

For me and say that single node

Replicates

Endlesdy to thelast progressions

Of auniversa web

If there were roses or daylight in the bowl

If there was someonein the middle-distance
If thefaint soundsthat cameto'me

If | was there prepared to love

If we see anything but photographs
Tornfrom anedlithiceye

Put it thisway

Timeisamultitude

And ‘she’ far more than one

TOPHET
(Tophet: an ancient place of human sacrifice near Jerusalem; later aplace of refuse disposd.' Dict.)

| was prepared to sacrifice

Mysdf - or al ese but mysdf.

Too harsh. | dmost sacrificed

Mysdf. | would have done. One has

To be much surer timealows

Such liberty of gesture or

That the gestureis not just

In essence someone else's. |

Saved mysdlf to do some further good

| say somefurther good. Thetide of faith
Dawdled. What did | do unto myself?
Acidhead mind and flesh corrode. Too harsh.
| antherefusetip of dl | was.

Boot of Revelations

Letting thelr originsdown

with mooed music

The cattle milled and dedded

in the clapped out square
Boddihair buttressed

limbs rebuddied

Metamorphic deep-awake-adeep
perception flickers

Ashedisntegrates

himsdf

into their programmed
Brainclumps with unbuckled words
Bending the ticked time-factory



Each circadian partment stuffed
with old writs

Aswordsbegin dismigrate
upripe posturesfold

into aseaof herdivores
under the diss o' oot ness
words began

What they heard they herded
churned through mass orifices
fossls mouth-vented

EIGHTY

Under the scoured thatch

L ocked beams bar our disorder
Once maybe | had rdligion
Suffering had afuture

Now | need only ashawl

I'm acrab'sclaw

A broken wing blunted instrument
Won't work or play

Hisvensaredried string
Not even knotted
Histhoughts keep kicking
Every day further to thewell

Thisplace will never be home
Problems keep their old address
Now I'm just an old househol der
And the house holds me.

TWENTY

The days burn like ahairdryer Rattle

Out loud as Friday's money

Suddenly see problems like opening twots
Needing my thrust

Events make tyres strike concrete
Slicing meforward every direction
Negotiable Nights are jackpots
Giving back and front

Styledossit dl style

The city's open to the nomad
Everywhereshome and clear eyes
Never questioned

Friendswink liketraffic lights



| can do more than yesterday
Motorcame eon-like
I'm changeitsdlf

DEATH OF A PHILOSOPHER
Oh, no, hewent well at last - more hisold sf,
Andyet asif sure at last ... Perhaps the Way smoothes

For the Gooduns ... Cryptic as ever hislast words were -
Surprised - ‘So

Soon

Sooth

Soothes ...’

CHARTERIS

Hewas asdf-imagined man
Old when ill young

But theresaways
Timeand everywhere
Recurrently eterndly

A hiveof selves

Heleftintheair
Skeleton structures
Of thought

And thoughtlessness

To someof us

They areunfinished
Palacesto some
Sumsof nothingness

Anambiguity
Haunted him haunts
All mendarity
Hasanimd traits

The bombswere only
In hishead

On hismemorid tree
A joker wrote

KEEP VIOLENCE IN THE MIND
WHERE IT BELONGS
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