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INTRODUCTION
 
My intentions in presenting this volume were not to collect a series of escapist fantasies, nor were they in fact primarily literary. It is true that areas of this book fall within the traditional fields of sci-fi, horror and fantasy, but I stress that this is merely a side product. I do not, however, wish to deprecate the efforts of devotees who have dedicated so much work to raising the public’s awareness of H.P. Lovecraft’s abilities and achievements. At the same time, Lovecraft has suffered much at the hands of unmindful critics and even more from uninspired and talentless imitators. For my part, the preoccupation with literary talent and academic respectability is besides the point.
My aim is to dig deeper, to bypass the superficial and access the subterranean channels of archetype and inspiration with which Lovecraft was connected. The current of semi-occult symbolism and shamanic imagery inhabiting his writings did not originate in his conscious, rational mind any more than that of William Blake or Antonin Artaud. Lovecraft’s direct ancestors have been frequently acknowledged (Machen, Poe, Blackwood etc), but we can also see in retrospcct how his contemporaries were simultaneously, yet unknown to him, working with aspects of the same primal material in many diverse ways.
One need only look at Lautréamont’s Maldoror with its delirious visions of flying octopi and imbecile gods, at the lurid polytheistic systems of Aleister Crowley and Helena Blavatsky, and especially at Artaud’s stage scenario There Is
No More Firmament.
I feel the man’s essential vision is being missed and devalued in favour of his lesser creations: the overtly hierarchical ‘Mythos’. It’s important to realise that this vision was received, usually involuntarily – mediumistically and shamanically, normally in dreams. While working in the field of ‘pulp’ fiction with genres which he, himself, deemed unworthy, he crafted morbid and disturbing allegories of social and biological upheaval; – cryptically prophetic and spiritually exploratory; – this latent content of his work now needs excavating.
In the cases in this book where the ‘Mythos’ has been utilised, it has been used only in passing – in the same informal way in which Lovecraft himself intended. To present “a kind of shadowy phantasmagoria which may have the same sort of vague coherence as a cycle of traditional myth or legend”.
A large part of Lovecraft’s driving force came from the frisson he experienced between the patriarchal vision of order, logic and reason to which he adhered, and the intruding chaotic, female forces from ‘outside’ – forces both disruptive and ultimately redeeming. This paradox was, for him, never resolved and I am of the opinion that his occasional misogyny and ill-considered racism both sprang from this gulf between these antagonistic sides of his personality.
At first glance, especially to ‘hard-core’ Lovecraftians, the connection between some of the pieces herein may seem tenuous. Look a little deeper and you will see the themes of myth and magick intruding into normal, mundane life. Man is seen from a universal perspective – his anthropocentricity torn to shreds. Visions of cosmic alienation, metamorphic desire, mutating sexuality – all direct or indirect descendants of his vision.
Hopefully, this book will not be seen as an attack on the efforts of messrs Joshi, Price et al, but as a complementary and parallel current leading to strange and fascinating waters.
Something that pleasantly surprised me when I embarked on this project was the fact that, independently of me, so many other people were re-evaluating Lovecraft’s work and reaching the same or similar conclusions. Alan Moore, Stephen Sennitt, Don Webb, Grant Morrison – all have intimated to me that they believe Lovecraft’s work should undergo this transformation.
The stars are right.
The Old Ones are returning.
–DM Mitchell, Editor
 



RECOGNITION
Alan Moore
 
Heat, fierce and lurid, cooks the hunched hotel-room shadows into boiling ink. Old water spits and sizzles from the radiator joints, their copper fittings thick as vertebrae and leaking dirty steam. A blind is drawn across the room's one window closing out the Boston night, adorned with faded robins, bleached vines and the memory of flowers.
Here is the ragged wheeze of sulphur-bitten lungs. Here are the woman's muffled squeals, made down her nose.
The sallow, vaguely foreign-looking manager is standing by the wardrobe, queerly still, gas-mantle stuttering on the wall behind him splashing careless light upon his back, a yellow urinary glaze upon his oiled black hair, its slick topography. His Easter Island face is lost in shadow, save there, where the gaslight catches on his glistening cheek and errant muscle twitches. By the door, the Cuban maid turns off her hearing aid and swallows hard against the parching heat. She grips the tunic of the bell-boy beside her, digging four grey nails into his sleeve while he sips hesitantly from a pale blue cocktail cigarette that's balanced in the other hand. His uniform, a threadbare Burgundy, is tainted with a sickly orange by this wan, uneven light and half unbuttoned down the front, blotched dark with gin. Stood in the juddering mantle-glow, their shadows cringe amongst the huge primeval flowers disfiguring the sweltered wallpaper. They stare towards the bed.
The Devil, red as tamarind, kneels in a rose of sweat-fogged sheets between the woman's arsenic-whitened thighs. His hairless body glistening as though freshly painted, one raw hand about each of her ankles where damp mocha hose is bunched. Her hands are bound with salmon shreds of nightgown to the condensation-beaded metal of the bed-head, fingers opening and closing like the thin limbs of albino crabs kept too long from the light. Balled up into a fist of silk her underwear is crammed into her mouth so that her cheeks bulge like an infant's. One suspender, spittle-silvered, has escaped the parted lips to trail across her chin.
He pulls her onto Him, onto His frilled crustacean shaft and her vagina steams. Convulsed by great magnetic shudders He is roaring, snorting like a murdered horse as He ejaculates, an orgasm of jewels that floods her womb with Turquoise, Jade and Chrysolite. Salt streams of Beryl and Jacinth run down between her legs, the blue-ticked mattress turned to a cathedral-glass of brilliant stains. The bell-boy clears his throat.
Up in the hotel room above, the travelling salesman, Winfield Lovecraft, kneels there with his ear pressed to the radiator pipe and hears it all. Behind clenched eyelids, luminous paretic visions swarm; provide the feverish tableaus that he cannot see. He listens while the devil and the hotel staff take turns to fuck his wife. Tears big as thunder-spots fall from his burning cheeks to splash against the flecked linoleum. This is his punishment: he'd never dreamed that Susan might be hurt.
Those long and cock-sore weeks, what was a man to do? A wife who sat there at her bedroom mirror working creams into the skin beneath her cheek-blades, face already pallid, clay-like. She refused to touch him. On the road, the women hoboes sat astride his lap for cigarettes, and farmer's daughters, just like in the jokes. One night in Marblehead that waitress with the bruised and skinny legs, not quite fifteen, had let him take her face down on a sprawling, dog-eared tumble of Judge magazines stacked underneath the stairs, exquisitely cross-hatched caricatures imprinted faintly in reverse upon her sweat-glazed belly, on her breasts.
Downstairs the chanted protest of the bedsprings is commenced once more and viral imagery is seething in the dark behind the salesman's eyelids, overlays of spirochetal consciousness; alien signals flickering along the raddled spine. He rises, stumbles to the window in his shirt-sleeves, pant suspenders trailing in loose intestinal loops to either side. Hooking his nicotined fingers underneath the jamb he wrenches up the heavy glass, dust-frosted on the one side, rain-smeared on the other; bows a slurred screech from the sash, its single vocal cord.
The third-floor prospect overlooks the rear of the hotel, dog-trodden yards where toppled refuse bins lay beached in typhous dunes, the tidal debris lapping all about them: bottle glass that glints up from drenched cinder like a constellation fallen on hard times; suggestive knots of rag; the emptyings of chamber-pots. The window yawns, inhales, draws sweet and septic breath into the room.
Planting his hands upon the blistered, sarcomatous paintwork of the sill he leans into the rotten night, a weather-eaten figurehead, lips barnacled with sores.
The words spill fierce and brilliant, a fan of white sparks shearing from a lathe, malarial poetry, hoarse canticles of ruin, abject glossolalia. They fucked his wife, the Devil and the bell-boy; came in spurts of coloured smoke across her poison-livid belly. It was all his fault, his punishment spelled in abandoned dresses strung along the roadside, rented cunts in rented rooms. Shaking and retching now he voids their names into the black, a gingham litany of women named for flowers, and saints, and executed queens.
Below, a window opens. Grey perfumes of broiling offal ribbon out through febrile mists above the garbage; tangle in blowfly trajectories. The pushy little wop downstairs is yelling for him to shut up, just shut the fuck up but he can't, he can't, there's so much more to tell, about his wife, her distant monologues upon their little girl until he'd had to slap her, Susan, he's a boy! A little boy! Her father, old man Whipple Phillips with his headaches, forehead purple, raging at his son-in-law when first he learned of Winfield's indiscretions. All of this the salesman bellows, out across the silent roofscape, scraps of echo snagging in the eaves.
Someone is hammering on the door, but nothing stems his pentecostal stream, chin wet from slobbered consonants. He is the monstrous father and his cheeks bulge with new syllables; a dreadful tertiary language that his son will one day echo in the loathsome coinages he picks to name his pantheon, his only children. From the open window of his hotel room, Yog Sothoth howls into the world's stink; roars and roars into the human dark.
In 1933, some thirty-five years later, Howard Lovecraft, in a letter to his friend James Morton, claims light-heartedly to be descended from his Elder deities: from Azathoth, Cthulhu and Yog Sothoth. There, four years before his end, he almost managed to decrypt the bas-reliefs raised in the R'lyeh of his sunken mind; almost exposed the Lurker at the Threshold as a travelling salesman, nothing more. Would he have screamed his father's name, like Wilbur Whately's brother, from a hilltop: College Hill, or Sentinel? Would he have recognized himself, his nature and his mannerisms captured in the frail, fore-doomed procession of his fictive victims; his narrators, driven mad or torn apart by Old Ones, things that suppurate and bellow in the sloughs of night?
“The body shrieked at me with a dead cry,
And all too late I knew that it was I!”
 



LOVECRAFT IN HEAVEN
Grant Morrison
 
Lovecraft picking scabs from the mirror, tearing away flakes of sick skin and dried blood, to expose the glistening surface beneath. Raw and wet, the mirror reflects the face of a monster – hollow-cheeked, two-eyed, pale and bloodless.
The mirror is dying.
‘Cancer of the glass,' Lovecraft is told.
He reaches out to touch the thing he no longer recognises as his own reflection. Long, feminine fingers pass through the glassy membrane, causing ripples and little cries.
‘God in Heaven,’ Lovecraft sighs. ‘It’s brine.’
The mirror fluxes, alive with uncanny tides and the odours of pure creation. Sweet rotten scent of biological mystery. He stares into the depths as something stirs far below, wakens and begins to rise. Storms and rain wrack the mirror’s surface. The thing is coming up from the deep, getting bigger and bigger. It is vast and primitive and he knows its name.
Dying on a bed in an overheated room. The air is thick, like a glue drawn into the lungs. There is something at the back of his head, scrabbling there where there is no light: rats sharpening their claws on the wood-panelled walls of the Pilgrim Fathers, the hiss and crackle of cerebral lightning. A slow, drugged voice speaks of the Ritual of the Stifling Air as the way through. Lovecraft whimpers, dying. His body is devouring itself. He can feel the cancer at work, the ancient crab in his gut, self-generating, self-begetting. He can smell the fishstink of it seeping through his pores. The old starry crab there in the pit of his body. Lovecraft’s eyes roll and the room divides. Angles collide and implode. In these last days, he often wakes from delirious sleep to glimpse the room reforming itself out of nothingness, the pieces flying together out of the void, as though magnetised, to re-assemble, like an explosion in reverse. Once, this strange reconstruction of things was done in a rapid, stealthy manner, now it occurs slowly, allowing him longer and longer periods of time in which to contemplate the Ultimate Absence upon which the world is founded.
Inside him, in the dead cell, he can feel what he knows to be words, like maggots, eating at him. Words giving birth to words and more words; all the things he dared not say. (And if words are maggots, he speculates in a clear space between gusts of pain, what do these larvae become when it is time to mature and metamorphose? What will come a-hatching from his cannibalised body?) He is becoming a thing of words, a word-crab built for descent into the dark. His own stories have turned on him in the wet interior night, growing beyond his control. Blind restless mouths, zodiacal pincers and claws, the deepsea smell of his death, like her smell, the archaic scent of his wife, his lunatic mother in her chains. His death that he smelled in the marine chambers of her cunt so long ago and refused to recognise.
The room is alive, more alive than ever, with unearthly angles. It extends itself into unspeakable trans-Euclidean topographies, breathing and shivering, presenting the dying man with grotesque displays of architectural deformity. The room reverses through itself, defying reason.
Words leak from Lovecraft’s papery skin and fume in the light. The Universe is made of words, he thinks. I have built my own tomb and furnished it. He strains to understand, teetering on the edge of an ocean of limitless ink. The ink of the Void in his pen, flowing out to stain the clean world. The room remakes itself. The candleflame by his bedside dips and flutters as the room eats oxygen and the flame is bent backwards, turning black. The wings of a moth whir against the windowpane, like the buzzing voice of a spirit stuck in a bottle.
‘The Inverse Flame is the Second Gateway,’ the spirit insists. The sentence is repeated several times and then dissolves into incoherence.
‘Cthulhu fhtagn. Ph’nglui mglw’nafh Cthulhu
R’lyeh wgah’nagl fhtagn.’
Lovecraft shifts his head and the room lurches. He looks into the wavering door of black flame but he cannot take the step through into the Cold Wastes. He snatches another breath from the abrasive air and falls from a terrible height back into the pillow.
‘All my life I have believed in the God of Reason, the Master Maker with his compass and dividers and his Plan. But the Gods are mad, blind horrors and all our lives are as the dust in their eyes.’
He dare not look through the tear he has made in the Veil. Lovecraft’s breath catches at the back of his throat and turns sour there. The galleries of his brain begin to flood with endorphins in a sweet opiate rush.
Stories disintegrate and fill the room like flying ash.
Ash in his head. A blizzard of atomic debris, stories tearing themselves apart, reconfiguring, creating new stories endlessly. A carrion storm of words eating him from within, descending upon him from outside. His soul, at last, faces annihilation.
Ideas condense from nuclear chaos. Lovecraft stops at the top of the hill to make some notes in his black book.
He wipes his brow, inclines his head to gaze at the vibrating Providence sky and walks on. In this late afternoon light, the town seems queer and otherworldly. Rooftops proliferate and recede into smoky chiffons of drowsing air. Providence seems to slumber and breathe, its uncertain horizons giving life to ambiguous forms: melting gables and rotting bridges and half-seen windows reflecting alien suns. He imagines the town as the three-dimensional shadow of something vast and concealed and then dismisses the thought as irrational.
Briefly, he studies his left hand, with its parchment-white dry skin and knotted tracery of blue submerged highways.
He can feel his blood, circulating through the buried tributaries and unlit canals of his body. His fingers crab and contract into a fist, the nails nipping his palms. He makes a few more jottings in his book and continues.
Evening sun casts a slow, syrupy light on the old stones of the cemetery. Lovecraft wanders among the graves, gently strobed by leaf shadows. A light breeze, the exhalation of spirits, stirs the branches as Lovecraft walks, a living man haunting the houses of the dead. He pauses at the graves of his mother and father and stares at the earth. A bird begins to sing, then changes its mind. Silence descends like a mist.
And in that silence, he can hear the creak and splinter of buried wood. He closes his eyes. The tattered, flayed corpse of his father is clambering through the wet earth into his mother’s coffin, prising the lid away with broken-stick fingers, eager for her fresher flesh. Mother, with blue-bruised skin, peels back her teeth and hisses.
Father, corrupt, insane, tears through her bridal veil, puncturing her rotten flesh and mindlessly fucking the punctures. The two bodies squirm and knot in a tangle of greasy, ruined limbs. Father’s swollen cock bursts and spills maggots, spits obscene crawling words. The earth goes into spasm, vomiting up the dead, exploding them into space.
The bird continues to sing, out of tune, hideous.
Lovecraft chews his lip, con-templative, and takes the notebook from his pocket. He writes two words – a title – and closes the book.
That night, he dreams of the spirochetes in his father’s bloodstream. He enters with them through the tiny fresh cut in his father’s penis. It’s some kind of reverse conception through this temporary door. It’s the breakthrough into another universe. The spirochetes spin like galaxies, bursting through from outside, joyously breaching Father’s outer walls. Lovecraft’s final human thought is to pronounce the barbarous words which open the gate, the dream incantation which becomes meaningless to him even as he utters it.
‘Treponema Pallidium.’
‘I dreamed that I was a syphilis bacterium invading my own father’s body,’ Lovecraft tells the dark room. Shadows hang in drifts from the rafters. In the hot dark, Lovecraft guiltily masturbates, finally dribbling infected come into a soiled handkerchief. No-one strikes him down. No God, no Satan.
No Heaven, no Hell. There is no judgement. The night is empty and sweats darkness.
‘IT LOOKED MORE LIKE THE FATHER THAN HE DID!’
The final breath seems to last forever. It buzzes there behind his teeth. He knows it is one of the Calls and tries not to utter it.
There is an eye in the disturbed mirror. It fills the space within the frame, protozoic, contemplating nothing but itself. The gilt frame of the mirror contracts towards a lens shape, as though it were the lids of the ophidian eye slowly closing.
Sonia’s cunt dilates in the New York summer heat.
The room is stifling and smells of the ocean. Lovecraft enters her convulsively, clenching back the nausea that bubbles in his throat. She loops her legs around him and lets out a long breath. She bites his ear, whispers some Slavic endearment. He does not recognise the words. He hears only the guttural grunting of something buried deep in his spine.
Atavistic sound of huddled inhuman things below disarrayed stars. The clock stops ticking and he empties his terror into her arctic gulfs, her cold wastes, her cellar spaces, going inside and out simultaneously. His prick goes soft inside her, with a great oceanic seizure and he finds himself walking along the traintracks.
‘Clearly, I was not made for marriage. Mine has been a solitary life and I find that I am best able to work under those conditions. I have, it’s true, often felt a certain kinship with many of the so-called Decadent authors of the last century, although I find in their work a lamentable tendency towards super-stition which I most certainly do not share. Illness and solitude do indeed produce a heightened state of creativity but we should beware of attributing to our delirious imaginings any objective validity. Never-theless, it has been my experience that from the rich soil of morbidity grow the most fantastic flowers of the Imagination.’
He passes the carcass of an empty carriage, rotting in the half light. Red rags are hung from the broken windows.
Weeds grow between the sleepers. From inside the abandoned carriage, he can hear the sound of a woman or a man whimpering. The windows flare with a putrid light and Lovecraft catches a glimpse of some diseased, abnormal thing rearing up against the glare. The whimpering increases in volume, becoming cries of pain or ecstasy. From out of the grainy, luminous dark of this unnatural evening come the mocking cries of whippoorwills. Psychopomps, human-headed birds, they watch from the reeds, attending Lovecraft’s disintegrating soul. When he passes through the gate, they will eat what remains, digest it and release the waste into the sleeping heads of humanity. Eating souls, shitting dreams.
Lovecraft pulls up his collar, following the rails down to the gutted corpse of a fishing town. Dark empty houses lean together across wet cobbled streets. Cranky spires and steeples twist towards a black sky abandoned by stars. The windows of the houses are hidden behind worm-eaten shutters. He looks towards the gutter, where a dismal glow shines up through the bars of a storm drain. Something moves down there, casting its own foul light. All the way down the cobbled street to the sea, he can see that same light feebly shining from each drain opening. Something huge beyond imagining is alive beneath the town, beating like a heart, extending its pallid fibres up into the homes of the townsfolk to change them and make them part of its nauseous substance.
Rotten skeleton wharves tilt crazily towards the unseen sea. Lovecraft carefully picks his way across the slick, crumbling timbers and stands on the on the edge of what seems to him the primal ocean. Black elemental waters, black sky. The void is full of tides and noises and the deepsea, primordial smell of Death. Air turns to poison vapour as the venoms of her cunt foam and roar, crashing against the rocks. He is on the perimeter of manifestation, on the turrets of the ruins overlooking the Abyss. The ghost-songs of the whippoor-wills resolve into insane fluting loops of synthesised sound. He recognises, from his own descriptions, the weird piping of Nyarlathotep which is the sound of the membrane trembling in ancient Night.
Lovecraft walks to the rim of existence and faces the ocean of unbeing. That is not dead which can eternal lie
And with strange aeons, even death may die There is a sound and the black tides begin to recede, drawn back by the gravity of something haunted and immense which fills the sky. The seabed is opened up to view revealing decayed timbers and the bones of shipwrecks and all the corpses of the monsters of the deep. Lovecraft’s body trembles uncontrollably. What nightmares lie beneath the inscrutable waves! What awesome terrors, what unbearable sights mankind has been spared! And now Earth’s oceans thunder and hiss, apocalyptic, rising up impossibly, peeling back to expose the naked planet, the abyssal depths and peaks, the colossal scale of derelict, unknown continents. At last, tainted piss runs downs Lovecraft’s legs as drowned R’lyeh rears up, unveiled in many-angled glory. The world is uncovered, the seas retreat like a filthy cloth drawn aside to reveal the face of an idiot leper. World eaten by maggots, boiling and bursting like a corrupted apple in space. He is witness to the revelation of the cosmic deformity of the Earth, planet of cancerous unclean energies. In terror, he curses the Mother, curses the great dark ocean and the cuntworld that is KUTULU’s kingdom. His shrieks are swallowed by the blackness and the curses curdle and clot in his throat, becoming invocations. And now, there is visible not only the physical intrusion of the unmade city, but its extension into higher spaces and latitudes.
His mother screaming mad in the Butler Hospital.
Endless howl of Nyarlathotep, the Faceless One, as the
Gates come crashing down. The whole world sick and
insane, peopled by drooling halfwits, morons swarming
witlessly like maggots dying on a corpse.
City of unknown luxuries and abominations, endlessly generating itself. He is surprised by how familiar it seems. He has dreamed it so many times, this fragment of the entirety that is KUTULU, which is planetary consciousness and the Mother of Masks.
Lovecraft scribbles through the night, possessed.
CHAPTER III – The Madness From The Sea The gap between eye and hand is closing. The words begin on the page, not in his mind. He is conscious of them only after he has written them. So much to write in the space of a breath. Visions of things ‘miles high’. (‘Miles’ being the only word he knows to suggest the way in which these thoughtforms extend in all directions simultaneously while occupying finite spaces on this plane.) He invents the blasphemous Necronomicon, only partially aware of the fact that he is evoking the Book into being. He is Abdul Al Hazred, ‘Slave of the Presence’. The Void flows as ink through his pen. He is unwriting the Universe. Thin and sickly, hunched over a desk, defiling white paper. The headaches, the break-downs, the terrors, the fragile child surrounded by books. Shadow of the devouring mother hovering over his sickbed. The Soul-Eater and the Gate. The pen nib sparks and ignites the paper and he makes contact through the Door of Fevers. He sees the worms eating the world, the insects in their millions chewing their way into Reality, gross and monstrous reptilian presences tearing at the walls. Black limbic fire of prophesy. Unwitting, panic-stricken, he cracks open the doorway that leads into the labyrinth of the Forgotten Ones through the fourth level of the spine. YOG SOTHOTH, the doorway that fucks itself, the eye in the mirror of water. Racing through the linked veins and capillaries of strange tunnels. Scrawling on the ancient walls. Lovecraft divides and opens like a gate, opens like the Book, but will not let them through. He hears Mother’s mad graveyard voice and stops the energy deep in his gut. The primal knot clenches inside. The last word of the story is ‘eye’. He wipes his brow and closes the notebook. And closes the doorway.
18 is the number of the Crab, the worm-eaten Corpse and the Fence which divides. It is the number of the solitary, inward-turning path. Lunar Gateway of Resurrection.
Primitive societies chose their shamans from the ranks of the sick, the deranged, the outsiders. Such people can always be recognised. Frail and disconnected, they are the tenuous physical expressions of the Portals. In this way all the Doors are in plain sight, yet hidden.
Lovecraft is ushered into the quiet, dusty study of the late Professor George Angell. The Professor nods towards a leather chair, which creaks reassuringly as Lovecraft lowers himself into it.
‘“Jostled by a nautical-looking negro”,’ the Professor says glumly, replacing a book on his shelves. The spine reads Unaussprechlichen Kulten. ‘What a way to go.’
He stands before the window, silhouetted against the dark trees and the burnt-out evening sky, and fixes his gaze upon Lovecraft. ‘I am forever being visited by thin, dark young men of neurotic aspect and you, I’m afraid to say, are no exception to the rule...’
Angell’s voice continues, receding into a drone.
Lovecraft smells old, varnished wood. Far off shouts and the laughter of Christian boys from the calm corridors of Miskatonic University. Rational light illuminates the room.
The low sun turns the study into a decanter, filled with old wine.
‘So what brings you here, my boy?’
‘I wrote an article entitled The Cancer Of
Superstition, which you may have seen,’ Lovecraft begins.
‘The irony of my choice of title has not entirely escaped me, of course. I am also the author of a number of modest tales of the uncanny. I believe, and I say this with some little pride, that I have produced what I can only describe as the pornography of the Coming Age. I have come here to confirm my belief that the World of Reason still holds dominion over the primeval depths of the human imagination.’
Angell sits down and lights his pipe. ‘An interesting theory but quite naïve, I’m afraid.’
Lovecraft swallows hard. Something catches at the back of his throat, like a moth fluttering there.
‘I, myself, once held to a similar position,’ the Professor continues. ‘But I found to my cost that I was sadly misinformed. Reason is the flimsy mask on the face of Chaos, my boy. It works very well as a disguise but, like all disguises, it conceals the truth.’
‘Then our whole world is a nightmare,’ Lovecraft says.
The voices from beyond the doors and windows change now and become strange, like the buzzing of unknown insects. Lovecraft shifts uncomfortably and coughs. There is a pain in the pit of his stomach. Something moves there in its tiny salt ocean.
‘Only if you fear it,’ the Professor says. His eyes narrow and go out, becoming empty of humanity, like the ghost-eyes of a crab.
‘Perhaps I should leave now,’ Lovecraft says. The failing light turns bloody and dense and he begins to choke on it. Weird liquid forms swarm around him, becoming visible.
‘There is nowhere to go until you remember,’ the Professor says. ‘They are not dead but only dream. You must wake them within yourself and use them to step through.’
He rises and rises and his shape is all wrong. The planes of the study slip out of joint. Books scream on the shelves and tear each other apart. Trees outside the window twist into spastic shapes. Every-thing is dispersing.
‘Filth of her cunt ... rotten ... the world ... it’s in us ... the mother ... the reptile ... godforms in the backbrain ... evolutionary ... we’re afraid of them ... dragging us down but we must ... we must embrace them ... integrate them ... have to integrate all levels for the next jump ... the next ... a horror ... her cunt ... syphilitic ... I failed to understand ... the horror ... shining ... Iä ... Cthulhu ... Mother...’
‘This is Hell,’ Lovecraft whispers. ‘I have come to Hell.’
Angell, starshaped, revolving in chaos, bends over him. ‘Quite the reverse,’ he says and opens Lovecraft like a door.
A half-human boy writes in his diary of the time ahead when he will be remade in the image of his father. High in the barn, in the alchemical light, he dreams of lost polar corridors into the invisible and the breaking of alien seals in the caverns of the ocean and wonders how he shall look when the earth is cleared off and there are no earth beings on it.
The last breath leaves with a sound like the ticking of
a broken clock. In Arkham, along the Miskatonic, in New
York and Paris and London and Rome and Tokyo ... breaking through ... torn black membrane ... the nameless
colour ... the egg of unbecoming ... crowned serpent ... flowering abyss ... unfolding lens...
Lovecraft rises up from the depths and places his eye to the tiny peephole which looks onto the shrunken bottle-world that was. From the other side of the mirror, he stares at his puppet dreamself and smiles. Full of fear, the little puppet sees only the titan eye and misses the grin.
 
 



A THOUSAND YOUNG
Robert M. Price
 
I
Sex was my god. I do not blush to admit it. Indeed I have always been at a loss to fathom how anyone could seek any other altar. For what besides sex holds the keys both to life's generation and to its uttermost ecstasies? The knowledge of my vocation has been life-long, passionately felt, though at times dimly understood.
My early years witnessed no especial circumstances or experiences to set me off from other boys, save in this one respect: that I was positively more religious than most, certainly more so even than my parents, to whom my catechism was a mere custodial duty no different in kind than enrolling me in grade school. So no excesses of churchly zeal or over-active conscience were ever forced upon me. I note this lest anyone interpret my eroticism as childish reaction against repression, as was the case with other lustful luminaries such as the puzzling Aleister Crowley.
No, my awakening adolescent sexuality caused no trauma, and did not even find occasion to affront my deeply-felt religious convictions. My faith did, however, cause me to resolve to defer full sexual gratification until marriage would one day make it legitimate in the eyes of the Almighty. But until then, I could wait ... and, of course, masturbate. No text could I find in Sacred Scripture to forbid the practice, imaginary commandments against
“Onanism” notwithstanding. Even then I was astute enough to realize that natural exegesis erected no barrier to natural self-expression.
But from what I have said it becomes obvious that I had privately begun to interpret my creed for myself (since my peers in piety would certainly never have endorsed the opinions I have here expressed). And it was this intellectual inquisitiveness that led me during college years to slough off conventional dogma altogether. Once again, however, this transition necessitated no violent break. Rather, I bade my youthful faith a fond goodbye, seeing in the parting no more than Saint Paul himself had described as a ‘putting away of childish things.'
Once one has been singed with the fire of religious zeal, one can never quite get beyond its influence, no matter what intellectual permutations one undergoes. And so with me. My instinctive questioning after the cosmos and its ultimate meaning simply pursued new and different channels. And, needless to say, so did my sexuality, now free from what strictures even my own theology had imposed. I sampled new philosophies and new flesh with equal relish, and though grateful for the savour of each successive encounter, intellectual and physical, I never could rest content.
In pursuit of the sexual quest one hears of many, I suspect, less imaginative souls who become quickly jaded, failing finally to become aroused by whatever previously titillated them. I confess my inability to understand this unfortunate course, except to liken it to drug addiction and its diminishing returns. It was not my experience, for I continued to take the same delight in the tenth virgin as I did in the first. Every breast and buttock was as sweet as the last to me. I sought to expand my libidinous repertoire only because it seemed the natural path of growth. And the sense of dissatisfaction I eventually came to feel arose not so much from weariness with what I had experienced, as from curiosity about what I had not.
I have said that my quest of spirit kept pace with my sexual adventuring during this period. But here the picture was somewhat different. For unless one be a pure dilettante, one cannot simply sample philosophies and worldviews as at a buffet. When one moves from one system to the next, one does so in rejection of the first. And it did not take me overlong to progress through several schools of opinion in this manner.
The Logical Positivists seemed to me to have created a singularly depressing cell in which to imprison the human mind, dis-daining all the concerns of classical philosophy that did not lend themselves to the neat solution of a mathematical problem. A sympathetic attempt to acquaint myself with their tenets assured me that Positivism, or any other myopic strain of Materialism, was not to be my home.
Surely, given my more mystical predilections, Idealism was more convivial to me, yet I could not help but feel that the great spokesmen for this school – Plato, Bishop Berkeley, Hegel – were missing something, as if they had left some important tract of ground uncovered. There was a Reality transcending humanity and its mundane grind, or at least I felt sure of it, but what was its nature? “The Absolute Spirit”? “The Form of the Good”? With all such abstractions I was dissatisfied, all the more since each philosopher superimposed his own version of that transcendental realm as an eternal imprimatur on the temporal establishment to which he belonged: Hegel to the German monarchy, Berkeley to the Church of Ireland, Plato to the totalitarian
“Republic” he longed for. I, the reader will recall, was no friend to conformity and demanded to think, and act, for myself.
As so often happens (so often, in fact, that we really should cease to be surprised at it), my answer came to me seren-dipitously. Though my philosophical studies demanded most of my time in college and university years (necessarily so, since it was to be my professional field), I occasionally relaxed with other reading. I became an aficionado, even a connoisseur, of pornography. I began to read such material for the same reason that anyone does: for the vicarious sexual thrill of it. Only I found that most of the modern works were so shoddily written – little better than toilet graffiti, actually – that only morons might be seduced by them. So I concentrated on and began to collect the classics of the genre. It was my great fortune to stumble across a copy of Pisanus Fraxi's nearly unobtainable Index
Librorum Prohibitorum. This was a nineteenth-century work which, while posing as a pious syllabus of errors cataloguing unwholesome books, slyly sought to aid the salacious collector in tracking down and amassing a pornographic library. And that was precisely the use to which I put it.
It was through such enjoyable researches that I finally chanced upon what seemed the object of both my intellectual and erotic searchings. For there in the pages of the Marquis de Sade I discovered the delicious and daring philosophy of Libertinage, the ‘Philosophy of the Boudoir', as he himself had put it. There I read of the “sodalities” and societies of kindred spirits, yea, damned souls, who sought to flout the world's norms in every conceivable way – and in some ways, I might add, which I had never conceived! To rend the fabric of reality was their goal, by subverting every established convention and ethic. Sex, of course, was their chosen focus of attack in their assault: what facet of life is so volatile, so powerful, and therefore the object of such meticulous rule-weaving? In the words of Saint Paul, my old mentor, ‘their glory was their shame.' And what shame! And what glory!
Yet Sade himself had written only from his own blasphemous fantasies. An outcast from society he was, as one might guess, but for fairly trivial reasons. His own character Juliette, mistress of poisoners and fiends, would have scorned the petty perversity for which Sade was incarcerated: pouring hot wax into the cuts and scratches of a harlot he had whipped. Also, Sade's corrupt monasteries and secret societies existed only in his mind. Certainly my own erotic pilgrimage had never brought me in contact with any of them. Oh, it was not difficult to gain admission to sexual retreats and partner-swapping groups. But the sad and base individuals who populated such gatherings had no real inkling of why they should be doing what they did.
None of these fools grasped, as I now did, that the key to the ultimate erotic experience lay not first and foremost in the flesh but in the spirit! Perversion is nothing without blasphemy, transgression! The secret was that, paradoxically, sexuality is fulfilled only when it is instrumental to something else – the utter repudiation of the world and the standards to which it imperiously requires conformity.
Eagerly I plumbed my new-found knowledge in the pages of the various forbidden books which now occupied the place that Holy Scripture had once held with me. But I must share these secrets only with myself, for nowhere was I likely to find what I so desperately craved, an orgiastic fellowship in the midst of which to consummate that urge toward true enlightenment.
 
II
In this manner I passed many months, my fervour waxing and waning as all but the most obsessive passions must, but never losing my longing for fulfilment. My usual round both of academic and sexual activities continued unabated, as did the part-time work with which I supplemented my tuition scholarship. My acquaintances little suspected the nature of the preoccupation I sometimes could not hide. Instead they ascribed it with a laugh to my being ‘a philosopher', an epithet equivalent in their minds to ‘dreamer'. This mild spoofing, naturally, did not bother me, and I was grateful for it since it prevented closer scrutiny. Actually, during the past years of sexual adventure, I had found it eminently simple to hide my activities from even fairly close associates. People seem to be remarkably incapable of imagining that anyone might occupy himself with interests they themselves do not share. So be it.
This was true even of my fiancée. A word, perhaps, should be said of her. I had met Marilyn in college, in the philosophy department as a matter of fact. We got along splendidly from the beginning. I was pleased to discover early on that she was not particularly inhibited sexually, and we became close friends, casual lovers. Ours was an attachment that required no exclusivity as romantic love was not the heart of it, and probably did not enter it at all.
But Marilyn had begun to show a need for security in recent months and suggested that we make our relationship a permanent one. I concurred, but for reasons she could scarcely suspect. Since the secret, the forbidden, had become a spice my sexual appetite could not resist, I felt that Marilyn's love would be most satisfying to me insofar as I betrayed it. This I deemed superior to initiating her into the mysteries of Libertinage, since I doubted that she could fully appreciate either its philosophical subtleties or its sexual ravages. I recall the night we announced our engagement to a small gathering of relatives and friends; several hours later, I was announcing it to the laughter of the prostitutes locked together with me in an embrace difficult to describe.
I do not mean to give a false estimate of her intelligence: Marilyn probably suspected that I was not completely faithful to her. After all, as I have said, our previous arrangement had not been entirely monogamous, nor had it been expected that it should be. From her perspective, this last had quite likely changed, but she like many women no doubt felt it best to compromise silently. So of my infidelity she could not have been altogether oblivious. It was just that it was not in her head to guess just what I was up to, or with whom.
I derived my usual amusement, then, from my varied pursuits during those months, my joy sullied only by the regret that my ideal was likely to remain unrealized, unless perhaps I were to try and organize a Libertine cell myself.
But this I knew, without having seriously to consider it, would be too dangerous a thing to attempt, professionally, and perhaps legally as well. Remember poor Sade!
New hope was forthcoming, once again, from an unsuspected quarter. It was the middle of March, and I found myself across the country for an academic convention, some philosophical seminar as I remember.
After I had bade my colleagues goodbye for the evening, I headed for the seamier section of the city. I little doubted that my recent companions were seeking similar entertainment, but I suspected that they had tamer pursuits in mind. After some leisurely perusal of the merchandise, I settled upon a buy. Approaching a leather-clad strumpet with a particularly suggestive look on her face, I confirmed that her specialties were as I had surmised and negotiated a fee. Her “studio” was not far away, and we soon were busy.
I will not bother to describe our activities, as the reader may imagine them readily enough.
An hour or so later (I had paid her well for her time), I noticed a curious thing: one of her nipples seemed to have been either surgically removed or perhaps ... bitten off? It may seem odd that till now I had not noticed this singular fact, but her intricate costuming and our no less intricate positions had prevented me from catching this detail. Upon my asking she admitted that my second guess was correct.
Her injury had been incurred a year before, during a job for a religious “cult” on the coast. This bit of news excited me no little. True, she had given me no solid information: a “cult” might denote any unfamiliar religious group. But how many religious groups of whatever kind would engage the services of prostitutes? Instinct told me that I might be close to the realization of my dream. Were they Satanists?
I hoped not, for I had no interest in that band of childish neurotics. Her surprise at my interest in this aspect of the matter implied that most clients were as intellectually uncurious as she herself was. When I persisted, she said she didn't think so, since the orgy took place in a church! She mumbled something about how all religious people were hypocrites, but I interrupted her with more questions that puzzled her for their seeming irrelevance. Soon I rose, cleaned myself off as best I could, and prepared to leave, again to my hostess' astonishment, since my expensively purchased time had not expired.
 
III
Fully a year and a half were to elapse before the hints supplied by the slut would come to fruition. She had taken so many sexual assignments in the months previous to our meeting that she could sort out details only with difficulty.
And my various duties took their large share of time, so that it was quite a while before I made any progress. But connections were made, and one day I found myself wandering through a rather depressed and decayed section of the inner city, casting nervous glances this way and that, lest one of the troglodytic inhabitants take undue interest in my prowling. Common sense dictated that one proceed with an air of assurance, since street felons would not hesitate to spot and swoop down on strangers who made themselves known by their air of disorientation. I was not quite sure of my way, but at last I did manage to find my destination without incident.
To my delight, the address with which I had been supplied was an old Episcopal church, perhaps the very one the whore had described. It was almost like a cathedral in design, if not size. The structure was in a state of some disrepair, but not nearly what one might expect under the circumstances. It was no burnt-out hulk, but seemed to have suffered only such minor vandalism as was not deemed worth troubling to repair. Mayhap it was maintained by the diocese as a rescue mission or community centre of some kind, kept open only to salve the consciences of affluent former-congregants who had long since moved to the suburbs and now hoped to associate only vicariously with the publicans and sinners.
None of this mattered much to me, however. If my leads were correct, and if the voice with whom I had recently spoken by phone were not having a joke at my expense, the church before me was the secret sanctuary of the Libertine sect I sought. If so, it had been chosen with perfect sacrilegious intent. What desecrations might be wrought on the very altar of propriety!
The door was unlocked, quite a risk to take in these parts, I thought, but perhaps a sign that I was expected. I stepped as quietly as I could through the narthex and into the sanctuary proper. The dimness inside made it difficult to see in what condition the interior lay. But at the same time it made it easy to find my direction, since through the gloom shone clearly if hesitantly a gleam of light. It came from under the door behind and to the side of the altar, probably the choir entrance. I reached it, knocked lightly, and thought I caught the sound of move-ments somewhere within, though no answer to my knock. I entered anyway, hoping I would not find some street thug who had gained entry as simply as I and now waited to ambush me.
Beyond the door was a narrow passage, lit with a naked and faltering bulb, but vacant. Where was the one I came here to meet? By the dim radiance, I could barely make out an office door at the top of some stairs. As I ascended the short staircase, announcing my presence by the creaking of the boards beneath my feet, I wondered if in fact the very pastor of the church were a clandestine Libertine?
Hesitantly I pushed open the door which already stood slightly ajar.
He stood with his back turned, though apparently awaiting me. The tiny office was not lighted, and I had trouble tracing his form, which at first seemed to shift amorphously. My eyes were now rapidly growing accustomed to the shadows, and soon I noticed that the man, who still had not spoken, wore a billowing leathern robe of unusual design. I would have expected clerical garb, but was not unduly surprised since the wearing of leather was naturally quite common in the circles I frequented. The wholly unconventional pattern of seaming I confess I found vaguely troubling, but there was no time to dwell upon trifles.
The man smiled and motioned me to be seated. He never gave his name, under-standably, and I had to deduce what I could from his general aspect. At a glance I could see that his face, well into middle-age, was lined and creased.
To Episcopal parishioners it would no doubt seem he was careworn with pious duties, but I believed I could guess the quite different acts of devotion that had taken their toll. His ample jowls indicated indulgence in fine food and wines, a taste which is famously no less common to Anglican clergy than to Libertines.
I introduced myself and allowed my eyes to stray momentarily to the shelf of books above his desk. And in that moment I knew I had attained my objective, come home as it were. For there, next to his Bible and Book of Common Prayer, were some of the very same titles I myself had come to treasure: Marquis de Sade's One-Hundred And Twenty
Days Of Sodom, Comte d'Erlette's Cultes Des Goules, Gilles de Rais' Concubinage To Satan.
 
IV
Of that interview I need offer few details save that a certain list of initiatory tests was agreed upon. Some of these tasks I found a bit startling, but this, I was made to understand, was precisely their intent. Just as the Zen master assigns the novice a koan, or enigmatic riddle, in order to wean him from the accustomed structures of rational thought, my list of labours was designed to deaden me to the last twinge of con-ventional moral conscience. I must steel myself to commit the most intolerable and bestial outrage and so emerge as a true Libertine, caring naught for the laws of God and man, but to tread them underfoot.
How can I describe my mixed jumble of emotions as I left the dark church, all but oblivious to those dubious surroundings which had so intimidated me but a short time before? Along with the anxiety and, I admit it, a degree of disgust at what lay ahead of me, I felt spiritual elation, sexual arousal, and perhaps surprisingly a dash of amusement that made me chuckle aloud. You see, I had eventually gotten around to asking the priest about his unusually cut robe, and his answer was unexpected. It had been stitched together, so he claimed, from the flayed skins of previous leaders of the cult!
This I knew immediately to be hokum, but it was a type of imposture I could appreciate. Role-playing is an integral element of truly epicurean eroticism, and what is more needful than befitting costumes and props? So I was willing to go along with the fiction and did not press him further. It was all part of the game, and so delicious a touch that thinking of it again now brought pleased laughter to my lips.
The next several weeks afforded little opportunity to begin fulfilling my list of assignments. Professional obligations, committee work, and increased dissertation research left me with little time to spare. But I did make good use of what rare moments offered themselves, planning just where and how to discharge my new duties.
First on the agenda was the matter of homosexual encounter.
In my sexual career up to this point I had never felt particularly inclined in this direction, so had never indulged, but neither was the prospect repugnant.
Now what, the reader may ask, could have required so much planning to arrange a homosexual tryst? One might think a university setting ideal for such liaisons. And, yes, there was a sizeable and burgeoning homophile underground (and barely underground at that) at my institution. But I knew that to enter it even briefly would expose me to the ostracism of some and to the amorous attentions of others, and I did not wish the entanglements that were sure to follow. No, a casual liaison someplace where I would not be recognized was preferable.
My first attempt was careless. I sought out a homosexual prostitute on a weekend trip into the city. He was agreeable enough, though with that air of contemptuous aloofness that actually appeals to some customers. But when he ushered me into a nearby public restroom, I began to have second thoughts. I told him so, but soon found out that I had even less say in the matter than supposed, as he cut off my words, and my breath, with a rough push to the wall, jackknifing my arm behind me in a painful grip. Had I mistakenly picked up a sadist, or was I being robbed? I never found out, since the sound of rushing footsteps somewhere down the hall seized my assailant's attention, causing him to wheel, exit the restroom, and speed down the hall in the opposite direction. His trouble, whatever it might be, was my fortune, and I lost no time quitting the place.
Having hailed a taxicab, I nursed my aching arm and wiped the slimy residue of the restroom tiles from my cheek as I planned an alternative course. As it turned out, I needed to search no further, for the driver himself was able to oblige me nicely, and soon I was considering how to tackle the next items on the list.
Some of these looked to be more logistically difficult. I was finally forced to ask the help of the priest in arranging them. Initially I hesitated to do this, fearing that it might count against me, but I was reassured that it would not, since the objective was to recondition me morally, not to test my ingenuity. I discovered that for modest sums certain favours might be obtained from veterinarians and even funeral directors. In such dealings, as in politics and other such behind-the-scenes work, one quickly comes to realize how intricately the world of appearance is honeycombed with the unexpected!
But this was not my only discovery, as I learned the pleasures of strange flesh, eschewing distinctions of species or preservation. Freud was entirely correct: he had written of “polymorphous perversity” whereby one experiences each touch, every bodily part as erotic. He had compared it to religious mysticism in that both were attempts to return to the blessed warmth and cosmic oneness of the womb. And if both paths, mysticism and perversion, alike led to the same place, was it not evident that there was in reality but one path? Through my initiatory exercise I came to know that flesh and spirit are one, that when mysticism ‘denies the flesh', it simply means to deny that the flesh is a department separated off from the soul. Man's sensuous part hampers his soul's flight only when he fails to see that it shares the same destination. Both together must reach the orgasmic release of salvation, or neither can.
All this and more did my secret mentor teach me.
And as I passed through one degree after another, I was shown ever deeper levels of the life of the sect. I met various brothers and sisters in the Libertine path; bound myself to them with mutual oaths of pleasure and pain; was permitted to watch as they performed acts which hitherto I would have deemed impossible, un-imaginable. With eager anticipation did I greet the promise that I, too, should learn the secrets of such ecstasy!
After some time I attended my first meeting of the whole membership. The clandestine convocation took place in the church I had first visited. I was strictly charged to arrive after things were under-way and, alas, only to observe, for my novitiate was not yet quite complete.
Obediently I complied, arriving at 2 a.m. on the designated date. Even from the street the raucous roar from within was plainly audible: so that I wondered that no one ever called the police. But the area, as I have said, was blighted, and its inhabitants did not seem the type to regard any noise as untoward.
I entered the church, straining to see through the deep gloom into the mass of wriggling forms, but advancing no closer than I had been told. Need I say that the sight, what I could see of it, was sublime? I had never dreamed that the group had so huge a membership. The pews, being of the detachable variety, had been cleared away, and before the altar there seemed to be a mountainous pile of bodies, heaving and swaying with wild abandon. Groans of ardour filled my ears; the crack of the lash could be heard, and the accompanying gales of laughter and tears; oils, blood, and other fluids arched through the air to splash on flesh and stone. Oh, that I might be a part of it! I thought to masturbate but lacked the chance, as erection had already come unsummoned and ejaculation followed in its wake. In the wonder of it all I nearly lost track of the time. Happening to catch a glimpse of my wristwatch I realized it was time for me to be away. For I had been warned not to stay for the full duration. This was not explained to me, but I imagined that at the conclusion of the festivity, the lights should come up, and the participants would not wish to risk being identified by anyone not yet fully initiated and committed to the sect.
So with reluctance I departed, all the more eager now to complete my tutelage and to participate in the next celebration.
 
V
My final task was rape. I was grateful that up till now none of the sexual assignments required the unwilling involvement of others, since legal risks were not to my liking. Of course it was in the interests of the sect to avoid them as well, and this was no doubt why certain other crimes were not mandated. But this one was deemed important enough. If I had lain out my plans carefully before, I was doubly meticulous now. I believed I saw how I could carry it off undetected, and right on my own campus to boot.
Marilyn was to be my victim. And if all went according to plan, she would never learn the identity of her attacker. One of the major fraternities was sponsoring a semester's end costume gala not very many days hence. I knew that on the appointed night, Marilyn would be in the same area of the campus, returning to her apartment from the office where she did part-time secretarial work. I knew the route well, as I sometimes accompanied her.
It was a simple matter to inquire at the local costume shop as to which outfits were most in demand. Ascertaining that several young men had already rented pirate regalia, I did the same, choosing a silken bandana large enough to cover my face. I planned to be long gone by unmasking time, and there would be several other pirates from which to choose a culprit. Any of the drunken fraternity members would be a plausible suspect.
On the night of the party, I stepped into the fraternity house long enough to make sure that there were a number of other bogus buccaneers present and then returned to set my vigil. Right on schedule my fiancée took her customary short-cut through the bushes. I sprang upon her, knocking her to the ground and silencing her with a sharp blow to the back of her head. She was stunned and could marshall no resistance. Let me say simply that I hiked up her skirt and sodomized her. She groaned incoherently, vomited, and then fainted mercifully away. As it happened, she could never have seen me straight on, costume or no costume.
Later I learned that she had been discovered soon after by campus security, shaken and disoriented as might well be imagined. She took an academic furlough for the rest of the year and returned home. Naturally I have written her letters of sympathy and support.
My course of preparation finished, I now waited for the next assemblage, where I would at long last know the joy of fellowship with those to whom I would be joined in body as well as soul. For this, my first participation, there was set but one final restriction. I must still arrive after things had commenced, though this time I might remain through the finale. I was happy to oblige.
Walking the now familiar pathway through dilapidated tenements and reeking garbage cans, I neared the old church as Bunyan's Pilgrim neared the Celestial City.
The muted clamour of voices within stirred my soul and thrilled my loins. Inside, all was again dark, but I knew the floor plan of the place well enough by now that I did not miss a step. Flinging aside my clothes, I ran to take my place at last amid the passion-crazed mob that once more formed a veritable hill of bodies before the desecrated altar. Atop the altar itself stood the leather-robed priest, intoning some barbaric litany whose significance I could not guess. The din of the mass beneath him made it quite impossible to distinguish more than random phrases. But this was hardly of concern to me then.
In the moment itself I was cognizant only of the press of flesh to every side. I sought entry wherever I could, making no distinction in that shadowy place as to colour or gender. That around me were veterans of the sexual combat I could tell by the variety of scars and scratches that could be seen close up, along with other reddish welts less easily identifiable. The night passed in this way, bereft of time, bereft of reason. I found myself lulled by fatigue and by the priest's droning chant, of which I once believed I caught the nonsense syllables ‘Iä! Shub-Niggurath’ Indeed he was fairly screaming it toward morning, near the crescendo of that ceremony of debauch, when the lights finally came up.
And then it was that I, too, began to scream. For the sight I saw then sent me fleeing mad and naked into the cold dawn air. Though I was not conscious of anyone pursuing me, I sped down the littered streets, oblivious alike to the damp chill and to the glass and metal fragments upon which I trod. At that early hour there was yet no-one about on the streets to stare at the strange and ridiculous spectacle I made. Finally, my exhaustion from the night's revelry overtook the new strength my terror had lent me, and I collapsed, nauseous and bleeding, in an alley many blocks from the church.
How long I remained unconscious I cannot say, but eventually some police patrolling the area found me lying in my own vomit among the heaps of trash, and retrieved me.
How did I come to be in this rather remarkable position? I was now actually feeling the cold for the first time, my nerves having recovered somewhat, and this new shock made it difficult to think. Fortunately I stumbled upon this lie: I said I had been set upon by muggers and been completely stripped and beaten. Given my several bruises and cuts, both from my night's debauchery and my subsequent flight, this must have seemed plausible enough, albeit strange. At any rate, the patrolmen appeared more or less satisfied. They kindly provided a rough blanket to cover my nakedness and drove me home.
And it was there I remained, disoriented, confused, unresponsive to communication, and unable to meet my responsibilities. It has been all I could do to recapture my wits sufficiently to reflect and re-evaluate. I have come at last to repent of my ways and to renounce my former pursuits. I imagined that no perversion, however loathsome, could cause me to turn back, yet now I am resolved to celibacy and wish I had always been so.
I had expected to behold the beatific vision in the profaned sanctuary that morning, but what I saw has instead robbed me of any further desire for sex. For there, revealed by the glare of the lights, was no solid heap of swaying orgiasts, but rather chains of bodies spread over the pulsing and gelatinous surface of a tentacled, amoeboid horror, the revellers grotesquely arrayed like suckling whelps as the thing fed greedily on their sexual vitality through the questing pseudopodic phalluses, teats, and vulvas it sent forth!
 
 



BLACK STATIC
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STATIC everywhere...
– Razor hail maelstrom of endless orgasm. The Hierarchy of the Scourge materialises in a blizzard of sensual excess; monsoon of sulphurous secretions, lethal grapeshot of virulent spores. Synergy of sex and death.
Venom, pheromone and phosphorus. The Gordian Knot of chromo-somal destiny unravels...
– Clusters of obsidian, composite eye modules slide languidly across the featureless polyhedron of transfigured flesh. Crashing waves of pure terror, unutterable exhilaration, convulse the pulsating gel, the anti-symmetry of my inexplicable being. The squirming ganglia of numberless, autonomic neural colonies are wracked with seismic convulsions, plasmic tsunami.
We, the Nameless, the Faceless, the Undying –
Hyperbreed, Omnibeasts – seep, collide and explode onto this plane. Our limitless bodies span multifarious frequencies of time and space, the super-geometric, abstract dimensions defined by the interface of the Ultrasphere and Quantaplex. We unleash the arsenal of the Catastrophes: the unbearable cacophony of the Endless Scream; the ecstatic tortures of the Misery Spores; the unspeakable Rapture. I clothe myself in the raiment of Light, the celestial mantle of Atrocity: Our Will be done on earth as We have done in Heaven...
– We unearth continents by their very roots. Ocean brine is transmuted into shimmering expanses of liquid mercury. Or lava. Excrement. Blood. Tectonic plates are prised apart and slotted back together at random like pieces in a child’s jigsaw puzzle. The biosphere is our plaything, subject to our slightest whim. We break it, refashion it, destroy it endlessly. The potential of even its crudest elements is inexhaustible. Whole populations fused into a single, screaming organism: an amoebic monstrosity, hundreds of square miles in area, millions of shrieking mouths uttering an incomprehensible babble of polyglottal panic, forced to wallow in and feed upon the steaming dung that explodes from countless, distended rectums. A towering Babel of steaming, bleeding, shit-encrusted flesh...
– We rove about the surface of this planet at will.
Sometimes slowly, rolling across the hemispheres like a sluggish tide of glutinous, plasmic flesh. Sometimes at the speed of thought, molecules luxuriating in the shrill dissonance of our own mass-consciousness’ constant, involuntary interface – the ceaseless exchange of information and sensation – the symphonic chaos of Ultraspace.
Vast, incomprehensible shapes glide through the bile-coloured sky, eclipsing the radiant fury of a disinterested sun, solar flares erupting from its seething surface like roman candles. This dawn rose on the blood red day of centuries. Its setting heralds the aeons-long darkness of millennial night: the victory of sublime Chaos over the folly of Reason; anguish and futility engulfing the fragile mirage of humanity’s banal, mediocre ambitions...
– I preside over scenes of epic slaughter. The pure breadth and terror of my limitless vision concocts orgies of inventive violence and sexual perversity, the endless permutations of which I choreograph with the random precision of quantum manipulation. I revel in my irredeemable divinity. I inflict the meaningless agonies of the Embryo Vats, the Howling Loom and the Narrow Spawn; contrive psychotropic plagues which culminate in complex ballets of ritual slaughter and synchronised mass-suicide. Language reverts to its primal origins: a sonic carcinogen that literally devours brain tissue and nervous systems; a single conversation is sufficient to reduce its participants to comatose vegetables.
My wide skirt of semi-translucent flesh conceals row upon row of buzzing chainsaw teeth that can grind granite into sand, reduce diamonds to shimmering dust. The moist expanses of my layered palates are highly sensitised to the sweet delicacy of human flesh, the metal acridity of blood...
– The taste of souls.
My hunger is boundless. I feed it voraciously. The conical, erogenal structures that stud my heaving, corpulent flank glow with the vivid iridescence of endless arousal, ultra-endorphins bombarding the hydra-headed proliferation of my insoluble neural labyrinths. My serrated teeth spin muscle and skin into dripping red strands, gossamer fine like a spider’s web. My taste buds explode with effervescing pleasure. The searing disintegration of masticated souls surges along the coarse surfaces of my many tongues, scorching my salivating palates with its unique, irresistible piquancy.
The pupil-less facets of my composite eye modules glint with the cold sheen of onyx, meandering with lazy satiety across the irregular planes of my moist, diaphanous flesh. A thousand miles to the East, in the broiling ocean of molecular acid that was once the Pacific, there lies a nameless island whose only inhabitants for millions of years had been marine birds and ocean-going reptiles. There is some irony in the fact that so inauspicious a location should prove to be the terrestrial cradling of our celestial seed. A single beam of pure, aetheric energy is transmitted light years across the galaxies from the primal nucleus of Maximus Prime: fulcrum of the Quantaplex, for millions of years the impassable threshold of the Hyperbreed’s extradimensional prison.
The island is a geomantically-active beacon. Following the molten disintegration of the Copernicus radio telescope it continues to absorb the energy directly.
Copernicus. Though twice separated from the memory by the barriers of time and my own transfigurative metamorphosis, the recollections retain the vivid tenacity of a fever-spawned dream. And the reverie is doubly reinforced by the fading embers of dim, pre-racial memory, telling me that the stringy pulp shredded between my teeth – the delicious firefly of liberated consciousness greedily ingested by the swelling tubers and snaking entrails of my alimentary tracts – was once a child.
I feel neither remorse or empathy, despite the fact that the hazy mirage of half-memory reminds me of my own humble origins. That once I, too, was a mere man...
I had always hated the sea. Feared it, had I been but honest enough to admit it. The tang of brine, its sour suggestion of ripe decay – of death – on a chill sea breeze had always been sufficient to awaken a dark and nameless dread in the blackest recesses of my subconsciousness. In retrospect it seems so foolish, so pitiably weak. But at the time its persuasiveness was such that I could never shrug it off.
You will appreciate then the feeling of deep foreboding that overwhelmed me as we approached Stahl’s island. True, the weather was perfect. Optimum visibility.
The vast swell of the Pacific so flawlessly blue and agreeably placid. But still I had to struggle to conceal my gnawing anxiety, the bitter cauldron of bile bubbling within me.
As we drew closer to the island – little more than a nameless, uncharted rock – the gleaming dish of the Copernicus radio telescope, luminous against the pale blue canvas of the southern sky, seemed to assume an almost surreal aspect, its setting in the midst of this featureless, crystal sea so startlingly inappropriate. Ostensibly, its geographic location enabled the observatory’s dish to fully exploit the low-level refraction and ambient distortion potential afforded by the hole in the ozone layer which by now extended over most of the Southern hemisphere, the euphemistically termed ‘environmental window’. Nobody could have suspected the ulterior motivation of its founder and principle architect, Reinhardt Stahl.
Sweating uncomfortably inside military-issue anti-contamination suits, we made landfall shortly before noon. There were six of us: myself, chief scientific and technical advisor on the mission; Ehrlicson, a bio-chemist specialising in virology, an expert in the field of bacteriological and chemical warfare; and four US marines on secondment from the naval base at Manilla. The grunts appeared to be packing enough firepower to overthrow a medium-sized banana republic; but that was their business.
We had arrived on the island expecting the worst.
But I don’t think anything could have prepared us for the reality of what awaited us. Of course, we had heard reports of an unknown viral epidemic which had forced the Copernicus staff to remain almost a year in self-imposed quarantine. Details of that had been sketchy enough to arouse suspicion in some quarters.
However, it was not until a foundering, Philipino fishing vessel ran aground on an adjacent reef that the alarm was truly raised. Taking to the lifeboats, the sailors had at first headed for the island and the supposed shelter of Copernicus. However, something they had seen there had apparently been disturbing and frightening enough for them to prefer to take their chances on the open sea. They were eventually picked up by a Japanese trawler some three weeks later, suffering from heat-stroke, extreme dehydration and malnutrition.
Obviously, the more outrageous elements of their story were being treated with scepticism, if not downright incredulity, as well as being kept out of the public domain.
But one thing was obvious. There was a mystery on Stahl’s island that merited further investigation...
Walking into the observatory’s central chamber – the essential heart of the Copernicus complex – I felt as if I had suddenly turned my back on thousands of years of human civilisation. Abruptly, unexpectedly, we had been confronted with the darkness of the primordial soul, its palpable, undeniable reality.
Copernicus had been transformed into a necropolis.
In the midst of towering banks of computers, still functioning with pragmatic disinterest in everything but their own pre-ordained programming, the dead were everywhere. This was their domain.
At first, none of us spoke. It was a scene of such enormity and horror that words were rendered meaningless.
It took a matter of some minutes, perhaps, for the realisation to sink in: this was not the aftermath of some fatal pestilence, but a deliberately orchestrated mass-suicide. The ritual dimensions of the act were inescapable, the trappings of mystical arcana pre-eminent and ubiquitous.
Piece by piece, gripped by the kind of morbid fascination that compels one to return again and again to pick at an unhealing scab, we began to reconstruct the events that had culminated in this atrocity.
We counted sixty-five bodies in all; twenty-three initially unaccounted for. Each had been systematically laid out in its own, individual, hermetically-sealed, plexi-glass cocoon, resembling the prototypical stasis pods designed to maintain cosmonauts in suspended animation, a process widely believed at the time to hold the key to manned deep-space exploration. The pods were arranged in tiers, starting at ground level and climbing the curved walls of the observatory. Considering the condition of the bodies inside – skin blackened, bellies vastly bloated with the pungent gases of decomposition – I was struck by the irresistible image of a gigantic insect colony’s incubation chamber. The ravages of corruption conspired to contrive the putridly forceful illusion of an emergent, pupal metamorphosis.
Perversely, though, in spite of the frankly unfathomable horror of what we were seeing – the sight of so many rotting corpses, obviously weeks old – there was something else all the more alarming by virtue of the fact that it was apparently inexplicable. Each of the bodies – without exception – was fitted with what appeared to be something resembling a Virtual Reality headset: hologramatic, laser-optic modules stuck fast in the slick mire of decaying eyeballs; withered genitalia and key neural clusters studded with electrodes like glutted leaches. The implication was as obvious as it was baffling: the Copernicus observatory staff were participating en masse in a Virtual Reality scenario at the moment of their deaths. To what end? At this point I did not care to speculate.
And then, of course, there was the most macabre and, to my mind, telling aspect of the entire conundrum. The arcana.
Everywhere one looked there were the timeless symbols of mystical devotions. Many were immediately recognisable: the ankh, Celtic cross, pentagram, swastika.
But there were many – arabesque hieroglyphs, what appeared to be quasi-mystical, pseudo-scientific equations scrawled in the incomprehensible lexicon of an unknown numerological system – that defied recognition or understanding. It came as no surprise that much of the daubing had been done in blood – animal or human, it was too early to tell.
As a scientist I could not shake the feeling that there was something ... obscene in the sight of this: the cool disciplines and disinterested calibrations of pure, logical research; the quantative meditations of prosaic, cybernetic intelligences; succumbing to the irrational malaise, the ritual barbarity, of resurgent primal mysticism. It was like watching, helplessly, as the primordial jungle reclaimed some pristine metropolis, the cradle of technology and civilisation. The hungry darkness.
I could not tolerate it. There was a solution to this enigma, and I was determined to find it.
Over the following weeks I immersed myself in Copernicus’ extensive library of computer-based data. In the history of the project and that of its founder, Reinhardt Stahl. And, ultimately, the madness which had claimed him.
Reinhardt Stahl had been at once the most celebrated and notorious enfant terrible of the scientific community in recent years. It had been his quantum leap in the field of bio-molecular intelligence that had been directly responsible for the first self-replicating computers and the development of synthetic enzymes capable of storing, processing and interpreting data in such a way as would eventually consign silicon chips to the junk-heap of obsolescence. Needless to say, the revenue generated by the patents, of which he retained sole copyright, made him stratospherically wealthy.
That Stahl should choose to divert his resources into the field of radio astronomy may have seemed unorthodox, but hardly surprising. His interests were as varied as his talents were prodigious. We had, in fact, studied together many years earlier and, for a time, had become close friends.
We had much in common, sharing not only a fervent passion for the pioneering spirit that characterised the new breakthroughs in quantum physics; chaos and anti-chaos dynamics; the exciting potential of artificial intelligence; but also for more esoteric matters: the occult and all its associated trappings. Stahl, I recall, was particularly interested in the arcane symbolism of prehistoric pagan cults, the anarchic principles and ritual practise of chaos magic.
Stahl’s wealth and influence was such that he soon became the director of the ill-fated SETI III project.
Originally founded in the 1970s, the Search for Extraterrestrial Intelligence (SETI) had largely been established to satisfy what was, in effect, a millennial yearning: the need to reach out and commune with our supposed cosmic brethren, a plea for help, a subconscious bid for salvation. The fact that subsequent years saw the project’s radio telescopes detect nothing more exciting than the deceptively regular transmissions emitted by pulsar stars and the endless dissonance of natural radio static – echoes of the Primal event reverberating around the galaxies – ensured that both public and serious interest quickly evaporated.
In its third and final incarnation SETI III occupied two major radio telescope observatories: one high in the hills of southern California, the second in the arid wastes of the central Australian outback. Both facilities, operating under the personal supervision of Stahl and his hand-picked team of technicians, were fully equipped with the most highly-evolved prototypes developed from his original neural processors. These bio-molecular computers added a new, conceptual dimension to the interpretation of the data received. And it was these very interpretations – and Stahl’s own controversial conclusions – that precipitated an irreparable schism between not only himself and many of his SETI III collaborators, but with the greater scientific community as a whole. The ensuing controversy resulted in the abandonment of the SETI III project; Stahl’s ostracism.
And, inevitably, the foundation of Copernicus; Stahl’s subsequent madness; and the tragic, horrific denouement of the entire episode.
And so it was, surrounded by the trappings of an insane obsession, that I uncovered the key to the Copernicus atrocity.
Stahl’s private quarters – the literal nerve centre of the establishment – resembled the inner-sanctum of some post-technological magus. The place was crammed with the artefacts and fetishes of the most obscure paganistic cults.
Most significant of these were two monstrous statues sculpted in what appeared to be soapstone, dirgey grey-green, veined black like Connemara marble. What they depicted were demonic grotesqueries whose physiognomies combined such diverse characteristics as those of octopod, simian and saurian evolutionary models. Ragged bat-wings enfolded their hunched shoulders like tattered capes, apparently too frail to have afforded these corpulent behemoths the faculty of flight. The faces – or what passed for them – were especially hideous: many mouths equipped with lethal prongs and spikes for teeth; bulging composite eyes arranged in numerous clusters; the bulbous malignancies of their vast crania framed by tangled manes of medusan tentacles and tenebrous ganglia.
Sifting through Stahl’s extensive computer files, I discovered that these monsters had apparently been the totems of a prehistoric pre-Polynesian cult, representing omnipotent sea-gods of allegedly extraterrestrial origin.
These particular specimens had been blasted out of the Antarctic permafrost during a secretive expedition Stahl had undertaken several years previously. According to his records, they were in excess of 500,000 years old.
The sea. Again. Always the sea.
By now, after some weeks of ceaseless investigation, I was succumbing to an unshakeable fugue of depression. Picking apart the minutiae of Stahl’s painstakingly chronicled madness was bad enough in itself. But the constant proximity of the ocean and its pungent reek of brine – its chilling resonance with the dark secrets I was unearthing – fuelled my own morbid aversion until it positively festered.
And then there was the pervasive, oppressive presence of death: the bleak charnel house of the central observatory.
And one thing more... – It had been quite by accident that we had stumbled upon the sealed compartments in the observatory’s lower levels, buried deep in the volcanic rock of the island itself.
Upon discovering the initial corpses, twenty-three bodies had been unaccountably absent. This was where we found them.
At first, it seemed as though the stories of epidemic may have been true, after all. The bodies were quite badly decomposed, but even the ravages of putrefaction could not fully disguise the fact that they had been somehow ... changed. The signs of anatomical mutation were unmistakeable.
Post mortem examination of the bodies proved inconclusive in determining the cause of these aberrations.
However, one thing was absolutely clear. The transformations had been occurring on the most fundamental level: a non-human element had been introduced, precipitating an irreversible genetic deviation.
Entire organs had atrophied. Correspondingly, new systems, it seemed, had spontaneously evolved; there was no evidence of surgery.
I was at a loss to explain the ghastly phenomenon.
But Ehrlicson commented that the mutations – particularly those of the pulmonary and cardio-vascular systems – suggested an amphibious adaptation. What-ever the truth, one thing was obvious: the process had killed them. And not only that. Considering what I was beginning to understand of Stahl’s warped theories – his fascination with the cult of the sea-gods – the implications were at once startling and grotesque...
All the pieces were finally falling together: the entire canon of Reinhardt Stahl’s crazed and fatal ethos.
It all began when Stahl was coordinator of the ill-fated SETI III Project. His team intercepted a series of transmissions emanating from what had been largely acknowledged as one of the most ancient quadrants of the known universe, light years beyond the spiral arm of our own galaxy. Conventional analysis recognised these as possibly interesting but fairly run-of-the-mill pulsar emissions.
But Stahl disagreed.
He maintained that his advanced processors had constructed a holographic model of the star’s projected behaviour and structure that demonstrated significant anomalies inconsistent with that of a conventional pulsar.
He claimed that the transmissions actually emanated from a secondary source: a conglomeration of dark matter, light years wide and immeasurably dense, which he dubbed “Maximus Prime”. This galactic enigma exerted a tremendous gravitational force which effectively bent the pulsar’s orbit into an ellipse. The practical result of this was to maximise the intensity of the transmissions at the star’s broadest vector; the Maximus Prime transmissions were, he claimed, being literally bounced off its companion pulsar – much in the manner of our own, earth-orbiting, tele-communications satellites. This meant that the signals were directly targeting a specific stellar region: the quadrant that contains our galaxy.
As for the transmissions themselves, Stahl maintained that they occupied frequencies beyond conventional radio and microwave spectrums. These unknown frequencies – black static was the term he coined – held the key to understanding the true nature of the transmissions. And, ultimately, to deciphering them. That the signals derived from a guiding intelligence he was in absolutely no doubt.
It was pure idiocy, he declared, to expect a truly alien intelligence to communicate in the banal tic-tac-toeisms of repetitive binary sequences; arrogant in the extreme to assume any such transmissions were intended for our ears.
If, indeed, for ears at all.
The seeds of insanity, it was all too plain to see, had fallen upon fertile soil.
The culmination of his fanciful delusions was achieved after years of isolation and fevered research at the helm of Copernicus. And with it his crescent into the wilder excesses of mysticism.
The Ultrasphere and Quantaplex represented the pinnacles of his pseudo-scientific iconography, the lynch-pins upon which hinged the irrational symbiosis of logic and superstition.
Stahl characterised his hypothetical model of the conceptual universe in the form of the Ultrasphere. Its curvature, he postulated, represented the synergetic bond of matter and energy; within its circum-ference, diameter and area would be accommodated the infinite concentric possibilities of temporal relativity. In other words, it was a model of Time.
The Quantaplex, by way of contrast, hypothesised the ultimate expression of spatial potentialities: a polyhedron whose complex geometry would occupy the anti-Euclidean planes of alternate dimensions as well as our own, encompassing the sub-atomic architecture of nuclei and the kaleidoscopic anatomies of galaxies. It would, Stahl asserted, be the ultimate computer. Its multifarious angles, the ceaseless shifting and tectonic realignments of its infinite facets, would facilitate direct interface with – and conscious manipulation of – the Ultrasphere.
Here would be realised the apothetical goals of science and the occult: matter, energy, thought indivisible.
Dominion over time and space. The final ascent to godhood.
I would have to admit being bewildered by the sheer breadth of Stahl’s delusions of divine grandeur. But there was worse yet to come.
Stahl resorted unashamedly to the occult for corroboration of his wild theories. It began with a simple diagram; allegedly a description of the orbit of Sirius B and its companion star, Sirius), as demonstrated by the “primitive” Dogon tribe of North Africa to Western anthropologists in the 193Os. It had been part of their mythology for millennia. Modern astronomy did not discover it until 1926; it was not photographed until 1970.
According to Dogon tradition, this – and a good deal more astronomical knowledge – was passed on to their ancestors by creatures they call the Nommo: an amphibious race of extraterrestrial origin responsible for the introduction of civilisation. Stahl drew parallels between this legend and Babylonian descriptions of the Annedoti (“Repulsive Ones”), ocean-dwelling deities from the skies, also credited with imparting the secrets of science and the arts to mankind. And, inevitably, the barbaric cult of the prehistoric sea-gods with which he had become obsessed.
Stahl disputed the popular interpretation of the Dogon model. He was convinced that it did not represent the Sirius system, but that it was, in fact, an illustration of Maximus Prime and its companion pulsar. He further identified its key components of curve and angle as having provided the basis for all the major occult symbols: the ankh, celtic cross, pentagram, swastika. According to him they encoded the funda-mental equation: time curves/space angles. He perceived them as arcane illustrations of the seamless continuum of infinity, its symbiotic relationship with solid geometry – anti-geometry – and their inherent potential for spatial and temporal manipulation.
His explanation for the recurrence – the irresistible appeal and subconscious resonance – of such symbols down through the ages was simple: primal memory. They were imperfect recollections, dredged from the mass-psyche, of the iconic symbols of an ancient, non-human superscience in which technology and the occult co-existed in harmony...
– The Ultrasphere and Quantaplex.
The basic core of Stahl’s risible mythos was as follows:
– Countless millions of years ago there existed a race of beings in a galaxy light years beyond our own.
Hyperbreed, he called them, although he acknowledged ancient texts which referred to them variously as the Faceless, the Nameless, the Undying. So advanced were both their occult and technological sciences that they had gained some control over the forces of time and space.
Eventually they came to colonise the earth, the most remote outpost of their galactic empire.
As previously suggested, the Hyperbreed’s ultimate goal had been to achieve total mastery of the universe on a fundamental, quantum level. And they almost succeeded.
They devoted millenia to the construction of the Quantaplex: planets, suns, entire constellations forming an integral part of its matrix. But something went wrong.
On the eve of its completion the Hyperbreed were overtaken by some nameless, unknown catastrophe of devastating proportions that flung the Quantaplex into disarray. Their civilisation was decimated; the survivors imprisoned on an alternate plane of fifth dimensional anti-geometry inaccessible to our universe...
– Except, that is, via the collapsed heart of the Quantaplex: the desolate, pan-dimensional threshold of dense dark matter Stahl had called Maximus Prime, its astronomical location betrayed by the elliptical orbit of its companion pulsar.
However, whilst the galactic Hyperbreed were either exterminated or imprisoned by the destruction of the Quantaplex, their earthbound counterparts were condemned to terrestrial exile.
The cosmic disaster unwittingly precipitated by their quantum manipulations resulted in all manner of global cataclysms, rendering the planet – or its surface, at least – inhospitable to their habitation. This was the time of the mass-extinction of the dinosaurs; geological upheavals; oceans rocked from their beds; volcanic activity of apocalyptic proportions.
And so the earthbound Hyperbreed, descendants of an amphibious lineage, sought refuge in the seas. The process of evolutionary degeneration, once set in motion, was irreversible. As the millennia rolled by, the Hyperbreed – once gods – became monsters... All, that is, but in the eyes of the first species of humans and proto-humans.
Stahl described at length a prehistoric scenario wherein the degraded survivors of the Hyperbreed were worshipped by an ocean-going, pre-Polynesian tribe who, he claimed, practised all sorts of vile, sacrificial rituals and even interbred, producing a hybrid species of humanoid amphibians. The racial subconscious still harboured memories of these beings, giving rise to myths of sea-monsters the world over. Of behemoth and leviathan.
The kraken. Dragons. Ktulhu.
It was then I truly realised the purpose that lay behind the initially inexplicable mass-suicide we had discovered. Stahl had intended to dedicate the Copernicus radio telescope as a temple, a cathedral to these imaginary chimeras: the literal fountainhead of a perverse cult of his own insane devising.
There now remained but one part of the puzzle to solve—
I remember Ehrlicson’s face as I was sealed into the pod, the look of trepidation and resignation. The plexi-glass sarcophagus had been thoroughly disinfected since the removal of its previous, moribund occupant. The electrodes had already been fixed to my naked body. I slipped on the Virtuality headset, the laser-optic eye-pieces an impenetrable visor shutting out everything but the scenario Stahl’s programme was to reveal. I waited for the muscle relaxant to work, minimising physical sensation. It took seconds. Now I was ready to access the experience the men and women of Copernicus had been staring at the moment of their deaths.
The laser-optic system projects its holographic images directly onto the retina of the eye. The transition from physical to conceptual reality is surprisingly smooth...
– A shallow, two-dimensional geometry of overlapping squares, rectangles, parallelograms, triangles and rhombuses, alternately coloured in luminous primary colours, unfurls like the time-lapse accelerated blossoming of a digitally-generated flower. Beyond this threshold lies a flat zone: featureless, barren, no horizons or any reference points from which to glean a sense of spatial perspective.
Occasionally, swarms of disorganised information will buzz through the void, following random, tangential vectors like squadrons of maddened hornets. I seem to be floating, hanging in zero-gravity like a comic strip character sketched in an empty panel.
– And then there comes the voice...
‘Sam, it is you, isn’t it? I knew it would be you. I knew you’d come. It’s working out just as I’d planned.’
Stahl. It’s Reinhardt Stahl.
Beginning as a pinpoint of light, Stahl – or rather his computer-generated image – materialises abruptly like a three-dimensional television transmission. He looks much as I remembered him. Hand-some with a vague yet unmistakable ascetic quality. Like me he is completely naked.
‘ Stahl – ?’ is all that I can think of to say.
‘Exciting, isn’t it?’ he says. ‘Remember the old science fiction movies we both loved in our youth. Doesn’t this remind you of them? Of the Earth scientist who succeeds in constructing the Metalunan enterossiter in This
Island Earth. Or perhaps you feel like Dr. Morbius in Forbidden Planet, accessing the Krell IQ-boosting machine; that was always my personal favourite.’
‘Stahl, what ... how can you be – ? I’ve seen your body. Your dead body, for God’s sake!’
‘For God’s sake? Yes, that is precisely correct. Though, I would hasten to add, not for the sake of any deity with whom you might be familiar. And no: this is not a recording. I am speaking to you directly now from Maximus Prime, the cosmic cradling of the Hyperbreed. We are all there now – all the men and women of Copernicus who dared share my vision. I have devised this computer-generated image for your benefit. I doubt if your limited comprehension could cope with the realisation of my true self, the phenomenon of what I have become. Not yet anyway. And as for my dead body, my empty human shell: on the level of quantum perception I now enjoy, the difference between the life and death of organic matter is so slight as to be negligible. As you will soon discover –’
‘But how is this possible? Why – ?’
‘You’ve already figured most of it out. I’m simply here to fill in the gaps for you. Now that you have initiated the ritual’s final phase, its culmination.’
‘Ritual?’
‘Of course, the Invocation.’ Stahl’s smile broadens to reveal something unguarded, alien. Hungry. Suddenly I realise just how very afraid I am. How vulnerable.
Our bodies now are luminescent thoughtform projections silhouetted against the infinite blackness of deep space, studded with tiny stars like innumerable jewels.
Radiant clouds of nebulous gas glower with the cold promise of cosmic transmutations. My own sense of foreboding seems corres-pondingly tangible.
‘Remember how – all those years ago – I postulated that the Maximus Prime emissions may not have been intended for our ears if, indeed, for ears at all?’ Stahl continues. ‘Well, I was right. The black static spectrum elicits sympathetic reactions on a molecular level. It was – is – communicating with something in us. Something in our blood and bones. Our cells. Our reactions are infinitely subtle, but significant. We respond genetically. The neural processors – bio-molecular computers – I devised to collate and interpret the Maximus Prime data, to decode the black static transmissions, held the key to this discovery. As the project progressed, unaccountably, spontaneously, they began to mutate. At first, I assumed it to be a malfunction, a virus perhaps. But, as I continued to observe the phenomenon, I realised that what was occurring was the reawakening of a dormant, evolutionary potential. The answer was obvious: the black static transmissions encoded a fundamental, biological imperative. The neural processors, bred from an active culture of genetically-altered human cortical tissue, were responding to that message; without the impedance of a human brain, nervous system and the countless other bio-chemical interactions necessary to sustain the integrity of our own physical structure they were highly-sensitised receptors. There were few barriers to inhibit their interception, interpretation and assimilation of the message. It was by devising a prototypical, psychoactive Virtuality software that I established a medium by which I could achieve active interface with what was a truly self-determinate, alien intelligence. And it was through them that I first communicated with the Hyperbreed, imprisoned for millions of years in the fifth-dimensional limbo that lies beyond the portal of collapsed dark matter that is Maximus Prime.’
I cannot reply. Stahl’s insanity seems to have survived his physical demise, to have somehow possessed the data matrix of his Virtuality programme. And here I am: ensnared within the coils of a madman’s dream, as inescapable as a python’s cold embrace.
‘You see, the Hyperbreed are in us: humanity, I mean. They are the lost, forgotten part of our evolution. Or that of some of us, at least. The pulsar operates on a twenty-three year cycle, at which interval the broadest vector of its elliptical orbit brings it into closest proximity with our galaxy. The effect of this is to concentrate the intensity of the black static emissions, saturating the entire stellar region that falls within its range. Our planet, Sam. Something is activated by it: a subtle alteration in the structure of the DNA helix. Babies born, or conceived, within that apothetical phase of the pulsar’s orbit enjoy a heightened, genetic empathy with the Hyperbreed. As do we both, Sam –’
‘But, Stahl,’ I finally manage to say, ‘this is insanity.’
‘Sanity has no relevance when one views the universe from the elevated plateau of Absolute consciousness, Sam. You’ll understand that yourself soon. The Hyperbreed have taught me much, opened my eyes to so many wonders. The Ultra-sphere and Quantaplex: the ultimate geometry that moulds time and space and consciousness itself. Just think of it: every point in every conceivable dimension; all the aspects of Time; accessible at the speed of thought. Doesn’t it excite you? Don’t you want to share in it? Anyway, whether or not you do, you have no choice. Remember the story of the epidemic? Essentially it was true. The entire island is infected with time spores of an organism that – how shall I put it? – transforms organic matter, a viral adaptation of my original neural processors. Already they’ve gone to work on your colleagues’ bodies; our corpses; your own body, too, Sam. The result I would describe as a sort of protoplasmic stew: a reservoir of non-specific, polymorphic organic tissue which shall provide the raw material for our bodies when we return from Maximus Prime. I believe you have already discovered our failures in this field: our initial attempts to transform living tissue into vehicles suitable for quantum intelligences –’
Yes: the corpses sealed in subterranean catacombs, victims of a lethal, amphibious mutation. ‘Oh god ... this can’t ... can’t be happening –’
‘Don’t despair, Sam. You’ve no inkling of the miracles in store. It’s thanks to you that all this will be possible.’
‘ Me –? ’ I ask, appalled, my thoughts given an unexpected focus by this accusation of complicity.
‘Yes. Copernicus was constructed as an aetheric
accumulator, a sacrificial temple as you had already guessed. Our deaths – or, rather, our conceptual experience of physical and aetheric separation – were painstakingly orchestrated, designed to download our primal consciousness, the reawakened memory of our Hyperbreed ascendancy, in the distilled essence of pure thoughtform energy: a reciprocal black static transmission to be beamed by the radio telescope direct to the heart of Maximus Prime. And there, in communion with our Hyperbreed forebears, to evolve. By accessing this programme you have re-instated the telescope’s function as a receiver of interstellar transmissions. Even as I speak, I can feel my consciousness – and that of the others – disseminating inexorably across light years of space. The whole island is itself a geomantically active beacon, a charged fragment of the cosmic catastrophe which overtook the Hyperbreed millions of years ago. There are others, of course. Ayer’s Rock, for instance. Another beneath the Antarctic ice-cap. There’s even a vast source on Saturn’s moon, Titan. All, obviously, unsuitable to our ends.’
All I can do now is listen. Pray that none of this is true.
‘We achieved the aetheric separation by means of a Post-Evolutionary Crisis Event, a conceptual programme generated by the psychoactive software I described earlier. You’ll be experiencing it yourself first-hand presently. It will be traumatic, of course. After all, what is evolution if not the chronology of trauma? But it will be illuminating. Soon you will understand everything. Even your ridiculous fear of the sea: simply the animal rejection – the simian denial – of your higher, pan-dimensional heritage. Your destiny. When next we meet you’ll be one of us –’
And with that Stahl is gone.
– A Mobius Strip folds in on itself, its undulating curves of infinity vanishing as if in some presdigitatorial display, demonstrating the fallacy of solid geometry and associated theories of temporal relativity. Or a cheap sleight of hand.
My last conscious thought:
Oh God he’s learned to fuck with timmmmmmmmme
– The ocean surrounds me, the pungent aroma of salt water filling my lungs. Above me the sun is bloated red, fierce and angry, its prehistoric fury suffused by hazy cloud cover.
Our vast, sacrificial raft of reeds and palm timber bobs lazily on the warm, rolling swell of the Pacific. Months have passed since our tribe’s migration from the land. The ocean sustains us – its children – with its endless bounty.
The appointed time of the Changing is upon us. And I, the chosen, the anointed, have completed all the disciplines of initiation and preparation; undergone all the sacred ministrations...
– My name cannot be spoken in the low guttural of primal vowels, the rudimentary staccato of plosives and consonants. It can only be expressed as a sequence of clicks made with the tongue against the palate: a non-binary code which imitates the holy language of our masters, the Undying who rule the sea...
– The sonorous monotone of the conch serves at once as a summons and herald of the sea-gods’ coming, a ceaseless entreaty underscored by the insistent rhythm of the waves.
– They arrive in their thousands: all the tribes who venerate the sea-gods. Huge catamarans capable of sustaining entire villages, all their chattels and livestock. Countless canoes. Rafts as large as small islands. All inexorably drawn in adoration. And fear...
– I am the fountainhead of the Hierarchy, firstborn of the ancient lineage, the ascendancy of Hybrids. Sea and earth merge in me. Webbed fingers and toes and the scaly cowl of diaphanous membrane that shrouded my infant features clearly distinguished me from the time of my birth.
My hermaphroditic sex has spawned numerous offspring who will, in turn, proliferate my divine seed. My mortal existence draws to an end. My life reaches its pre-ordained culmination: my acceptance of destiny.
For months I have fed on nothing but the abundant residual seed – the fertile spores – of the sexually prodigious Undying’s endless, submarine orgies. It floats like carpets of lush, green algae upon the waves, harvested by my acolytes for my exclusive use. This rich nourishment fuels the latter stages of my Changing. And feeds the things that incubate in my hugely swollen belly.
The thunder of drums, the atonal wail of the conch, signals the commencement of the pivotal ceremony. My scaly flesh has been adorned with luminous sigils and arcane arabesques daubed in a dye extracted from the natural phosphorus of deep-sea anglers; my own body heat infuses it with a startling iridescence. My conical phallus strains against empty air, hard and erect. My female genitalia dilate and ooze correspondingly. My senses soar, perception heightened by the potent narcotic derived from the venom of the giant puffer fish. I am ready.
– The sacrificially maimed shamans of the lower Hierarchy disembark from their ceremonial canoe. Bearing the sacred relics of their holy office they solemnly intone their wordless mantra, ready to initiate the sacrament which will culminate in their own ritual suicide.
The shamans are resplendent in shark-jaw collars; painted death-masks of intricately carved turtle shell; the tanned hides of giant iguana, electric eels and manta rays are sown into banded girdles embellished with anemone florettes; the fluted shells of elongated molluscs are worn as phallic sheaths. Attended by their retinues of adult eunuchs and pre-pubescent androgynes, they begin the ritual flaying...
– Honed to a razor’s edge, the scalloped ridges of fan-shaped clam shells slice effortlessly through my tough, outer skin. Mother of pearl scalpels, expertly wielded by my own hermaphroditic children, separate the hide from layers of flesh, muscle and fat. I offer my agony as tribute to the omnipotence of the Undying in the form of a shrieked incantation. Sea-birds wheel and squawk in the skies overhead, anticipating a ripe delicacy in which they shall never share. Enticed by the rich broth of my hot blood, squadrons of voracious sharks – threshers, mako, tigers, hammer-heads, the sacred great white – besiege our flotilla.
In their greed and fury they capsize many of the smaller vessels. The sea boils and froths, a cauldron of meaty crimson foam whipped up by their feasting, even turning upon one another in the ensuing feeding frenzy.
The skin is peeled from me, unbroken, like a single garment: an exquisite raiment flamboyantly embellished, hotly dripping. I watch with lidless eyes as it is held aloft in supplication to the gods. The labyrinthine network of my steaming viscera is enthusiastically unravelled to the clamorous din of massed screams as the sharks’ banquet proceeds. My own tongue is hooked out on the end of a bone spear. I see my exposed uterus, bloated with sea water and amniotic fluid; the dark embryonic forms that squirm inside the semi-opaque bladder as it is hacked from its pelvic roots and hoisted free.
– The agony.
And now I realise. I cannot die.
The last thing I see: a vast column of water churned up from the very depths of the ocean floor. And I hear a sound unlike any in creation: the voice of the sea-gods, the Undying. A monstrous, indescribable face is rising above the waves. It’s too big to look at, to comprehend. It’s...
– And then the shamans unhook my eyes from their orbits on the end of skewers tipped with the teeth of the great white...
The light floods me. For the first time I truly see. My vision encompasses the spectrum of infra-red and ultraviolet. And beyond. Far, far beyond—
– The radiant magnificence of the Ultrasphere, intersected by the abstract tangents of Time’s infinite continua, containing every point of possible concentricity.
The limitations imposed by my previously held perception of sequential chronology fall away like outmoded blinkers.
Consciousness blooms: incandescent whorls, blossoming corollae of kaleidophonic energy contrive a baroque architecture of pure, elevated thought encompassing the infinite facets of Ultratime.
– Set in its most distant quadrant, the amorphous blemish of Maximus Prime remains black and sullen in contrast to the fabulous cascade of nameless colours that define the numberless frequencies of the Ultrasphere. It resembles the blind spot on the human cornea, the dark shadow of a cranial tumour. But its cohesion is clearly unstable. It assumes a liquid impermanence like a slick of molten tar. Gathering motes of light are converging at its centre, consciously undermining the mordant integrity of its atomic structure.
And then it erupts. A phosphorescent fusillade of comets, a display of celestial pyrotechnics, is violently discharged from the cyclonic vacuum once occupied by the dimensional flaw termed Maximus Prime by the creature that had once been Reinhardt Stahl. Its companion pulsar is blasted out of orbit, shattered into billions of burning shards of radiant, stellar shrapnel.
The Hyperbreed are unleashed.
– Our mass-consciousness meshes with the very fabric of the Ultrasphere. We complete the process disrupted millions of years ago: the creation of the Quantaplex. We shift entire galaxies into new configurations, relocating planets; whole constellations of stars; with the ease of chess grandmasters moving pieces around their chequered board.
Its beauty and perfection are indescribable. A crystalline polyhedron structure, its super-geometry expresses every conceivable dimension of the physical planes of matter and energy, the conceptual realms of pure thought, quantum intelligence...
– Our consciousness touches everything. Manipulates everything...
– Our vengeance has had time to ferment. Millions of years. It’s a cold frost which will blight humanity’s useless seed. An endless fire that will consume its flesh. A cancer that will transform it and torture it forever. The usurpers. The spoilers of our world.
From the bleak wastes of extra-dimensional exile we call forth the irredeemable engines of Atrocity: infernal machines of perverse complexity bred in the fetid bile of the Psychoplasmic Womb, the ectopathic Hurting Hives. The Omnibeasts – living machines, galactic dreadnoughts – crush constellations in their paths, dense clouds of stellar debris swirling in their wakes. By means of vast, spiralling disks as large as flattened moons, studded with towering spikes – jagged stalactites – of cosmic crystal, the Omnibeasts generate their own gravitational fields which they consciously exploit to power their invincible momentum through time and space. They are the perfect machines of mass-extermination. Their soft bellies are moist with suppurating venoms that evaporate oceans and atmospheres. Their extensive armoury includes vast interconnecting mandibles that can pluck asteroids and satellites effortlessly from their orbits; whirring disks of chainsaw teeth that can crush continents; viral enzymes that secrete psychotropic plagues, pestilences that mutate flesh; their drooling, layered palates masticate matter, energy and consciousness.
Our endless minds re-invade the curdling soup of biologically active human detritus that is all that remains of our former bodies. Our hunger is endlessly vast.
Gluttonously sated. Whole solar systems are engulfed with the blood-red radiance of spontaneous supernovae: the rush of ultra-endorphins that floods our beings with its sensual incandescence.
Humanity has an eternity of exquisite torture to contemplate and endure. Its limitations are governed only by our own infinite imaginations. The creative resourcefulness of beings whose very thoughts are interwoven with the positrons and quarks of sub-atomic physics; the fusion reactions that fuel the ascent of star systems; the intangible forces of gravity and the bleak cosmic tides: we, the architects of the Quantaplex...
– WE ARE INFINITE
WE ARE ETERNAL
WE ARE HYPERBREED
WE ... ARE
Static everywhere...
 
 



THIS EXQUISITE CORPSE
C.G. Brandrick and D.M. Mitchell
 
‘The disease is infectious,’ said the dwarf, holding membranes to his eyes and pointing to the building. ‘That ancient church is a savage place. Its main function is to regulate the dreams of the young. It opens and closes certain thoughts like a sore, and shows them to strangers. That woman there, with the face of a crow, was taken in several weeks ago; – at night the sexton puts his hand in her head in a display of venal affection. His heart will never grow tumours, but in his sleep a huge rose grows from the stigmata in his side. You see, his memories have been whispered abroad and now he seeks to measure his shadow with a piece of cord to ensure the permanence of his soul – the substitution of darkness in the place of scars.’
The dwarf moved on weeping and laughing, and I was taken to a garden of broken figures carved with the mastery of cunning architects. Their beautiful groins were choice remnants of some ancient splendour. Such mental excitement and disorder I had never seen before. Animals and things which have no existence, confused the identity of people who insisted on raising their mocking heads; making me suspicious of the shadow cast in front of my eyes. This shadow was red and made me walk cautiously, imagining sounds and noises at my heels in the street; – grimacing animals in the dark in league with an erotic phantom.
Here, beneath a boiling virus-sun, my nerves screamed at the siren song of millennial death, as exotic mutations fucked themselves and each other to death in a kaleidoscopic maelstrom of imagined anatomies. New diseases of which people had never even dreamed bestowed by the fever from some nemesis star – while they immersed themselves in the pleasures of virtuality, all potential had died. Our social cells are zoological gardens of unchecked sex and slaughter. The streets of each city echo with the laughter of the partially devoured who dance naked and headless strewing their bloody seed indiscriminately. Their bleeding erections shower stars and flowers which are gathered by eviscerated children crowned with barbed wire.
This is the legacy of our New/Old Gods.
I became seized by a wild, reptilian gnosis, trailing my old flesh behind me in a wide train, which was collected fastidiously by my retinue of sightless bridesmaids whom I had personally blinded in a paroxysm of lust. I’d decided on experiments which separated me from the average man; – an inordinate egotism like two blind faces raised in prayer – drawn from the master chymist. I was suddenly tired and at peace with degenerate changes. Hunger came and memory weakened. Silence fell and both mental disorder and paralysis of the mind occurred as a warning of the flesh against the tyranny of the soul. At once my lady appeared, blown in on a huge carnation of shit-stained newspapers, her fingers of broken glass reaching to me in anthropo-phagous desire. Her name was Rape and this is written in the menstrual blood of jackals on the temple wall.
The room was filled with the memory of great flapping wings and an aroma suggestive of cyclopean halls of mummified ancestors. This brought me spasmodically to orgasm. She was the Bride of The Crawling Chaos and kept her lovers’ heads in glass cases. I kissed her ruptured navel and she raised my face with her metal hand. The air around us boiled with the radiation from God’s black watchful eye above us, which dripped disapproval and cellular mucus. In the presence of my weakness of mind, I could no longer close my eyes to her powers. They had noticeably transcended her death, especially in the direction of a more intimate knowledge.
Being in contact with darkness deeper than the shadows and warmer than her thighs, I knew the hideous secret of her kiss. There’s only madness in her touch – each beat of the heart sending her voice along my arteries, felt at various places on the surface of my body. A round hole at the centre of her torso opened as she danced, her chant coupled with the murmurs of whispers in faraway galaxies. She held oceans within her. I could taste her salt and feel her tides on my eyelashes. From deep recesses within my mind, colossal tentacles unfurled. I felt myself chanting until I vanished, coiled like a snake, new knowledge bleeding into my skin with ripples of alternating dilation and contraction.
She played sex games with me, burying me in tumours and roses. Her fingers thickened and trailed away in the darkness which died. Sleep entered the room and my faces swirled between heartbeats as the whispering drew closer.
Obsessions and phobias, morbid fears woke me as another of The Withered Ones joined us, sickened with dreams. The parasites of sleep were howling in the dawn. The carnival had ended with the light and they stumbled away diseased and swollen with erotic images and the sounds of the Dark God’s laughter on the wind. My lady stood askance, a tear on her cheek. I approached her softly. It was time for her to die again.
The murder was simple and when I left, I kissed her hair.
The transfer of energy inherent in mysticism and repressed ideas throbbed here like an erection which justified the expediency of my thoughts. My hands moved cautiously to prevent her bleeding – Rape, my little phantom who’d undressed old people and held the dead erect on sticks. Her name screwed around the tips of loathsome and lecherous mouths.
I looked up at a distended face, spread across the whole sky like a balloon filled with guilty conscience. My sins had caught up with me after centuries of successful elusion. I almost laughed, like a child’s glass toy which, when upturned, instead of producing a miniature snow-storm, creates a rain of blood and small animals’ intestines. God wore a bleached horse’s skull above his black leather jacket and spoke in crossword clues.
I set her robes alight and the sparks were like spurting blood lodged in a sluice-keeper’s corpse. Blowing the ashes from the horrible heads of the singing flowers, I sobbed as she melted like white perspiration. She burned with the steady dullness of artificial light. How many spirits were out that night!
Her virtuality rose several feet above her remains and I choked with surprise at a small folded membrane hanging from her lips. She was now death’s bride and my sex stirred sleepily like a snake on exposure to the sun. Waves of air caressed my body. I heard a noise behind me and turned to see the dwarf writhing and gasping at the horror before him.
He spoke to me. ‘After death, she’ll continue to enjoy, for a time, the image of you, until you grow dim like a vanishing shadow.’ His words ended and I held the dead figure erect.
Smiling, I thought, ‘I see what is invisible tonight – an idiot god suffering with darkened eyes. A memory of sanity outlines his shadow to me.’
A stranger carrying a head in a bird-cage, knocked loudly and long, yet all remained dark and silent as before. Shading his eyes from falling sparks, the dwarf came floating out, hissing round our heads. He’d removed his eyes with his hand. A pool of clear light filled the lugubrious courtyard.
As the rain fell on the dead, locked with hungry eyes like a priest, we saw a discontented philosopher whom a child had left gathering flowers.
 
 



THE COURTYARD
Alan Moore
 
2004, Farrakhan Day, and ten thousand fireworks explode over Brooklyn, the heart-stopping starbursts a uniform blue through the tint of the glass pseudo-firmament. ‘See all them lights, boy? Them’s nigger-stars. Make a wish.’
Clinton Street, down in Red Hook, is strobed cobalt.
The residents have been petitioning almost ten years for a name-change since our chief executive fucked up the Syria thing in 1995: Ten thousand fireworks over Damascus.
Our rooming house has a shared bathroom. This morning, when I went to shave, there was shit in the wash-basin and, as I learned when I turned on the water to sluice it away, on the faucets.
Germaine. She’s the thin schizophrenic girl in the next room though with only a hardboard partition dividing us we’re getting horribly close to full co-habitation. About 35, born 1969, hippy parents. “Germaine”. Jesus Christ.
I imagine they ran the poor cunt through a gauntlet of crank educational fads, taught her drugs and free love were okay, then divorced. Fine for them. They’re not woken by Germaine’s imaginary pals every morning at five.
I’m afraid that my feelings concerning Germaine’s Mom and Pop are exactly the same as the feelings I had for their daughter while shaving: I just wish these people would clean up their own shit, just once in a while.
Through my window, the stuttering light of blue flowers exploding outside; distant ambulance sirens in shimmering science-fiction voluntaries. Is it just me who finds sirens beautiful? Miserable Divas in something Wagnerian, threatening fire, plague or murder.
Just over the street there’s a run-down Pachinko arcade where the neighbourhood Flack-dealer juggles his junk. I catch this on the Nano-cam wadded in gum on my room’s window ledge. Did I mention already that I was a Fed?
What I’m bothered about is the depth of my cover on this. Only Perlman in Washington knows that I’m here. I hate Blackwork. Carl Perlman’s an asshole. I’m running on Blacktime and Blacktime’s not good for me, pension-wise.
Farrakhan day. I can hear all the spear-chuckers partying under the Harlem dome even from here, slabs of bass shuddering out down the river. I spread out the photographs there on the bed and regard them by firework light.
All fifteen are without heads or hands, torsos sculpted like those garnish vegetables that you get at the fancier restaurants, carved into roses; the separate layers of skin, fat and muscle peeled back in triangular flaps into flowers of meat.
Here’s the pisser: We pulled in a twenty-year-old bookshop clerk from Seattle whose brother-in-law had found twelve human hands individually wrapped in the freezer and summoned the Bureau. He coughed for six murders, no question.
We naturally figured that with the distinctive M.O. we could get him to cop to the other nine sooner or later, but no. He insisted he’d only done six. It was here we began to encounter some problems.
The first was this wino we picked up for vagrancy, who, as it turned out, was carrying three human heads in a K-Mart bag. Just like Confused of Seattle he owned up to three of the crimes, but no more.
We assumed at first this was just some copycat thing, but it turned out that all of the murder details had been kept from the press. Furthermore, neither man knew or knew of the other. It’s all some unlikely coincidence, right?
Of the six unattributed victims left, four are related: A grandma; a mother and father; their nine-year-old daughter. The one son surviving is suddenly moved to confess that he whacked the whole bunch. Kept their thumbs as mementoes.
Three culprits for thirteen identical murders with two further killings as yet unaccounted for. No links between the accused, or at least nothing direct as yet. Is this fucked up or what? In the flickering blueness the photographs dance.
Perlman wanted me here for a reason. It’s not that he likes me. He told Ed Byrne I was a smug little nazi. It’s just I have high abstract patterning skills, so I get all the Twilight Zone jobs.
What I do, it’s anomaly theory. I go through the evidence carefully winnowing out the most troublesome details, obscure little fragments that don’t fit our profiles and thus often get overlooked.
Take this current case. Two series-killings, one multiple murder (the family job). Three white males. One’s aged fifteen, one’s twenty and one’s thirty-eight. One’s a vagrant, one works in a bookshop and one’s still at school.
No connections.
The fifteen-year-old who dismembered his folks, sis and grandma is clean-cut and bright. He likes classical music, with only one rock album in his extensive collection:
“The Ulthar Cats” – noisy, obscure New York art-fags. They suck.
Now, Confused of Seattle, he doesn’t like music at all. He just reads, mostly old horror paperbacks. Poe and like that. Tucked halfway through Ligeia we find this old ticket, says “Club Zothique”, used as a bookmark.
Our wino can’t read and hates music but, unlike the other two, is using drugs. Fairly mild ones, admittedly. We found a baggie of something called DMT-7 concealed in his rectum, a weak hallucinogen. He’d have got higher on Ripple.
The twenty-year-old has a spelling disorder. He writes stuff, short stories, but half of the words are just gibberish. Judging by earlier work, which is lucid, this trend is a recent thing.
Stephen, our fifteen-year-old family butcher, writes songs on acoustic guitar and then does this godawful scat-singing over the top of it. Not my taste, obviously.
Roy the acid-head wino makes terrible sounds in his sleep, but then what else is fresh? Brooklyn’s bulging with noise in the street outside. People are kissing and fighting; fucking each other; fucking each other up.
So: there’s a noise album owned by a kid with a strong predilection for Mahler; a club ticket found on a bookworm who never goes out; a confirmed alcoholic with happy dust jammed up his ass. That’s anomaly theory.
The next part is largely intuitive. Having selected your set of anomalous facts you will find new connections arising which, in my experience, often yield data more useful than that gained by orthodox means. Christ it’s hot.
Club Zothique, for example, is here in Red Hook.
It’s a New Music hang-out that’s well on the way to becoming the next CBGB’s. The Ulthar Cats seem to play here every couple of weeks. Hell, they’re playing tonight.
All the kids there do drugs, mostly speed, weed and Flack, but there’s something else, too, that they call “The White Powder”. I scored a few grammes from this seven-foot spade. The scanalysis says that it’s DMT-7.
Not much of a drug, as drugs go. In its natural form DMT is produced in the brain, which therefore has a natural system to cope with the substance and flush it away. The mild “trips” last around fifteen minutes.
You see, what this is, it’s like taking the leftover pieces from various jigsaws and seeing what picture they make when you put them together. Anomaly theory. Of course, that’s not saying the picture will make any sense.
I collect up the photos and hide them in back of the wardrobe with all my other stuff. There on the floor is my overcoat, sprawled like a chalk silhouette. I’m beginning to feel claustrophobic. I’d better go out.
In the street there are monster Forget-Me-Nots shattered all over the sky, and a dull negro thunder that swells in the distance. The Ulthar Cats play at Club Zothique tonight. Fifty luminous fly-bills adorn the Pachinko arcade.
Down the sidestreets that tentacle out from the club swarm the usual flotsam: old ecstasy casualties; pain-faggot skinheads with “MANSON” tattooed on their nose and a bolt through their dick. Just your typical dream-trash.
Club Zothique: a strange neon cancer grown out from the crumbling stone of a waterfront church, a cheap dance-hall and immigrant dive since the late 1920s, a toxic and lurid agaric of light bulbs, enduring the centuries.
Straight from the street I plunge into an amphetaminefield of concussive music and light, full of underage heat. A support band from Cleveland, The Yellow Sign, are wrapping up a cacophonous set as I make for the bar.
Joey Face, sitting heaped on his stool as if shovelled there, eyes my approach. Thin blonde hair in a pony-tail; green-tinted glasses. He’s probably my age, which is to say thirty. I’ve known him a week.
Joey used to deal Ecstasy under the nom-de-guerre “Rex Morgan, M.D.M.A.”, but it’s agony now. Joey suffers from amphetamine psychosis; drinks without getting drunk to keep hallucinations at bay. It’s too bad. I’m informed he was once a great dancer.
I buy him a drink. We scream amicably at each other above “Leng”, The Yellow Sign’s encore. I ask how he rates them. ‘They’re plastic. They’re riding this Ulthar Cats thing, but they’re posing. They’re not using aklo. It’s obvious.’
Aklo. Some new kind of drug, or its streetname? I risk a bluff; sneer at him knowingly. ‘Aklo? These pussies? Where would they get aklo?’ He looks briefly puzzled.
‘Why, same place as everyone else.’ Here, he glances beyond me.
I turn. By the front of the stage where the tired hippy light show is vomiting crayola puddles across the remains of the audience, someone is standing. Hispanic; flamboyantly dressed; seventeen. Joey screams in my ear: ‘His name’s Johnny Carcosa.’
The boy’s hair is huge, piped like slick black ice cream in a towering pompadour. Cold little eyes, and a yellow silk handkerchief hiding his face from the nose down. His forehead is boiling with acne.
To scattered applause from their girlfriends and pets the support band go off and the floor is engulfed by a riptide of puberty casualties, all wearing Ulthar Cats T-shirts or swastika drag. They surge forward, obscuring the undersized spic.
I turn back towards Joey and try not to shout, momentarily thrown by the sharp sonic pressure drop after The Yellow Sign’s set. ‘He looks young. Did you ever get aklo from this kid?’ Joey shakes his head.
‘Fuck, no. I got enough problems already with flashbacks and booze. As for young, someone told me Carcosa was forty.’ He nods here emphatically. Highlights dance in his green lenses like fire-flies drowning in creme-de-menthe.
Joey is trying to say something else but it’s lost in the squeal of the feedback and popping of microphones.
Booming like mongoloid storm-gods, the road crew are counting their brain cells. They crouch, scuttling; unreel cables like spiders.
The band slouch onstage and the audience start making animal noises. It’s fucking grotesque. There are three Ulthar Cats, with the lead guitar/vocalist now stepping up to the microphone. If I remember their CD correctly, her name’s Randolph Carter.
Her voice is remote and indifferent; predictably masculine given her stage name. She says bored ‘hellos’ to Red Hook and Club Zothique then monodrones through the first song’s introduction. I think it’s called “Zann Variations”.
‘In cobble-yards, through the smashed eyes of a derelict warehouse, old violins play/Where a smoke-river, factory black, crawls below the stone bridges, old violins play/And the crippled dogs whine in their sleep all along Rue d’Auseil.’
To be fair, Randolph’s lyrics get better when she gives up English completely halfway through the third verse: ‘Crash bridgelict eyeolins, crobble yog sothoth ngh’haa ygnaiith fhtagn in cractory whine-yards/ beloke sleepled R’lyeh nga’haa tekeli-li.’
‘That’s aklo!’ yells Joey.
I guess Randolph took it before she came on. Its effects last the rest of an hour-long set. Even chat between songs is in gibberish. Audience reaction seems favourable.
Unbelievably, some sing along on the ones that they recognize.
Stephen, the fifteen-year-old who beheaded his family, scat-singing nonsense words over the tunes that he’d written. Confused of Seattle with his unintelligible tales of horror, or Wino Roy dribbling phonemes, a reeking salivary patina over his chin.
Joey exits the bar halfway through “MiskaSonic” and, quite understandably, doesn’t return. As the show ends, I brave the meat pinball machine Club Zothique has become, nudged and shouldered from bumper to bumper.
I’m looking for Johnny Carcosa.
He’s outside the club with some nondescript greaseball acquaintances, three of them muttering there on the neon-scarred steps of this formerly Catholic church.
Johnny’s over-sized suit is a pale powder-blue in this light.
Hair like licorice topiary.
When the other spics vanish I make my approach.
‘Hello, Johnny Carcosa? I’m sorry to itch you, man. Joey Face said I should talk to you if I was looking for anything.’
Carcosa, turning, regards me with river-bed eyes.
When he speaks, though you can’t see his lips, a faint ripple of breath stirs the sheer lemon film of his veil.
‘Joey Fathe ith an ath-hole who takth too much ecthtathy. Watchu wann’, anywayth?’
I must look just like a Fed in this crowd of fourteen-year-olds. ‘What have you got?’ Up close, Johnny Carcosa could be anywhere between twenty and fifty, those acne tracks old plastic surgery scars. His voice: genderless, ageless.
‘I got it all. How about thith?’ He produces a strange triple-pretzel of greenish-white coral, three apertures, each rimmed with cruel-looking quills. ‘It’th a cock-ring from Innthmouth.’ Next, wallets of postcard-sized prints entitled Pickman’s Necrotica. ‘Pickman’s a geniuth, man. You thee thith?’ (A repulsively detailed engraving entitled “Miss Lowell is laid in Mount Auburn”. I wave it aside.) ‘I want aklo, man. Joey said you could get aklo.’ Eyes narrow, between silk and scar-tissue.
‘Joey thaid that?’ He shakes his giant hair-do. ‘I thertainly can’t thyow you anything here. Thee me later, at three o’clock up in that tenement courtyard that runth off Court Thtreet.’ He turns and walks off. I’m dismissed.
It’s just one o’clock now. Farrakhan Day was over at midnight, the indigo fusillade silenced abruptly. I walk back uphill and along Clinton Street to the one public Faxbooth that hasn’t been pissed in or firebombed, outside Borough Hall.
I dial Perlman in Washington. He won’t be there, but my access code punches me through to his bulletin board where my round-the-clock update is posted. I enter the booth’s number, then wait for Perlman’s machine to respond.
Moments pass. Through pursed lips it disgorges a reel roughly eight pages long which I roll up to fit in my overcoat. Starting back up along Clinton, I hear a faint hiss from the dome high above me. It’s raining.
Outside the Pachinko arcade coloured condoms bask in the blue moonlight and drool a potentially hazardous venom. I cross to my building then trudge up its stairs to my room on the third floor and lock myself in.
Without pausing to take off my coat I flop out on the bed and switch on the small reading-lamp there on the table beside it. Retrieved from my pocket the fax unwinds, spooling across the room’s vine-patterned carpet.
Three items, including a brief note from Perlman.
Sax – Three more in Pittsburgh, same M.O. I hope for your
sake this Red Hook lead pans out. Here’s some old files I
found that seemed vaguely related. Call Monday – Carl
Perlman.
The other two items are copies of Bureau reports from the ‘twenties, the earliest one an account of child-smuggling here in Red Hook. A Detective Malone of the NYPD named the waterfront church, now Club Zothique, as being involved.
That was in ‘25. There was seemingly talk at one time of some Satanist thing, but the chief suspect, one Robert Suydam, expired before charges were brought. Two dozen cops died when the house they were raiding collapsed.
The last print-out concerns FBI operations up in Massachusetts around two years later; 1927-1928. The connection appears to be Suydam, who, shortly before his demise, ordered “ritual artefacts” from a remote gold refinery in Massachusetts; some backwater seaport.
The name of the port’s been blacked out at a later date. Classified, obviously. I read on. The offence under investigation seems vaguely defined and involves interbreeding: a morals case more than a Federal matter, in my book.
The document grows more evasive with each line I read. There were lots of arrests, but for what is unclear.
There’s no charges, no trials. The description “degenerate”, frequently used here, could mean almost anything. These were the Hoover days.
Strangely enough, there’s a faxed black and white snap of good old J Edgar himself, looking pale and uncomfortable as he faces the camera, standing on some unidentified wharf. Oh, I get it: this must be the classified seaport.
There’s something behind him that I take at first to be furniture under a canvas, but no. It’s a figure, sat cross-legged, manacled ankle and wrist with a blanket draped over its head. I look closer. What is it?
A man, over two metres, badly disfigured. We’re talking the Elephant Man. No face visible, only one hand and one foot. Just four digits on each. Barring flaws in the photo, they’re webbed. Hoover looks like somebody just farted.
Carl Perlman sent these because he thinks some cult thing’s involved, some Satanic thing, even though of our three culprits one’s Baptist, the other two Catholic.
Perlman’s a know-nothing kike. Still, that thing in the photograph’s interesting.
It’s just after 02.35. Next door, Germaine engages in loud disagreement with someone called David. It takes me a moment to realise it’s Letterman. She’s yelling something about his toupée. Guess it’s time to go out and meet Johnny Carcosa again.
It takes me ten minutes to walk round to Court Street and ten more to find the address. Three old tenement buildings, their brick turned the colour of scab, eye each other across a bleak courtyard, its iron gate unlocked.
Hypodermics crunch underfoot, frosting the cobbles with glass in a scintillant Disney-dust, one thousand points of light. Cul-de-sac trashcan enclosures dab ghostfish and hornet-hung fruit on night’s pulse-points. The tenements huddle; guard hideous warmth.
On the courtyard’s east face there’s a mural I can’t quite discern in the creeping blue dark, a trompe l’oeil-effect landscape that seems to stretch into the wall with a shape in the foreground I hope is a tree.
A cat’s cradle of washing lines, bare save a child’s vest that might have been hung there for years. Puddles, clearly not rain, in the yard’s dips and sinkages. Vile centipedal graffiti that covers the tenement steps in its writhings.
A window grates open above in the dark’s upper storeys and there, silhouetted against a rectangle of light, is a figure whose head appears loathsomely bloated until I establish that most of it’s hair. ‘Come on up,’ suggests Johnny Carcosa.
An inverted whirlpool of concrete and shadow, the tenement stairwell is dragging me up from the lampless seabed of the ground floor (unoccupied: nothing can live with those terrible pressures), through wife-beatings, bad food and babyscreams fathomed above.
On the uppermost floor, leaning over the retch of the wellmouth to watch for me, Johnny Carcosa is waiting.
‘Hey, thorry about all the thtairth, man. Them fockerth, they won’t thend guyth down here to ficth up our elevatorth anymore.’
It occurs to me maybe he has a hare lip or some similar oral complaint, thus explaining both Carcosa’s faggoty lisp and his yellow, concealing bandana. He gestures towards an apartment door, opening off from the landing.
The sour ochre hallway beyond the front door is a phantasmal clutter of smoke-stained celebrity photographs, Catholic icons and pleasure-beach souvenirs caught in a nightmarish bardo of wallpaper. From the smell, someone’s been cooking their shoes.
An unusual number of doors seem to lead off the hall and from one now emerges a woman: short, squat, maybe seventy. Brown, liver-spotted skin. Wide features. Spic, or maybe Eskimo. Rotten-jawed, she gapes up at me nervously.
Johnny Carcosa steps swiftly between us. ‘Go back in your room, Mom. It’th okay. Thith guy ith my friend. Yg’nthlai ‘ng yaddith, ygg ngai?’ At this momma scowls, mutters ‘Yg’nthlai aklo!’ and shuffles back into her room.
What the fuck?
Johnny hurries me on to the end of the hall. ‘Don’t mind Momma. Thyee’th thet in her old country wayth. We’ll go into my room, where it’th comfortable.’ There’s some kind of queer undertone here I don’t care for.
His room stinks of incense and aftershave and something else, something pungent and bitter; a reptile-house perfume. Green light from a scarf-shrouded bulb falls in submarine dapples across the walls, bare save for Pickman prints over the bed.
There’s an old-fashioned writing-desk bursting with drawers at which Johnny sits down on a spindly chair and commences some business with spoons, jars and baggies.
He hums to himself, something slow and atonal. I sit on the bed.
Something’s itching me: what Johnny said to his mother out there in the hall sounded not unlike all that word-salad dished up by the Ulthar Cats earlier, which I’d assumed was this aklo drug doing its stuff. Just coincidence?
Waiting for Johnny Carcosa to finish whatever he’s doing, I study the Pickman prints. One, “Subway Accident”, actually seems rather witty. It borrows from Breughel and Bosch but transposes their horrors to Boylston Street subway. In style, he resembles Rousseau.
Johnny turns from the writing desk, holding a bag of pale talcum towards me. ‘Try thome, man.’ Accepting the bag, I taste some of the dust on a spit-moistened finger. It’s DMT-7, I’m certain of it.
How can this crap be aklo? This stuff lasts ten minutes or less and that dyke from the Ulthar Cats twitched and sang nonsense for over an hour. Have I got it all wrong?
I complain. ‘Johnny, this isn’t aklo.’
Above the silk curtain, his lamprey eyes widen incredulously. ‘Of courth thith ithn’t aklo! It’th jutht the White Powder. You have to take thith thtuff before I can give you the aklo. How much did you want, anywath?’
Feeling vaguely uneasy, I ask if he can supply two or three hits. ‘Thure. That’th one hunnerd-fifty New Dollarth. Now, do up a line of the powder and I’ll thet you thtraight.’
What the fuck’s going on here?
I tell him that I want the three hits to take away with me, but he is insistent. ‘You’ll take ‘em away when I’ve given ‘em to you, but I can’t do that till you thnort the White Powder.’
Well, okay. If needs be. I’ve ingested worse things than DMT-7 when duty demanded. I needn’t try anything else. Johnny promised I could take the aklo away.
Measuring out a line in the hollow between thumb and wrist, I inhale.
The subdued rush brings with it a vivid and colourful foam of hypnagogic imagery rising inside my eyelids. It’s nothing I feel I can’t handle. I just need to open my eyes and the river of mind-cartoons ceases.
I look at Carcosa. ‘The aklo. You said I could have it.’ He nods and stands up from his chair by the desk, crossing now to the bed where he squats facing me eye-to-eye as I sit.
‘Clothe your eyeth. Clothe your eyeth and I’ll give you the aklo.’ I do as I’m told. Two-dimensional creatures swarm over my retina. Escher-precise tessellations. Through cascading jewelry, Johnny Carcosa is whispering close to my ear.
‘Wza-y’ei.’
The word bursts inside me like summer thunder, sends scarabs and swastikas rippling over the screen of my eyelids. ‘Wza-y’ei.’ A mental floor gives way beneath me. I realize I know what the word means; have known all along.
Wza-y’ei is a word for the negative conceptual space left surrounding a positive concept, the class of things larger than thought, being what thought excludes. It applies to so many things, not just anomaly theory but everything that is conceived.
I’m still reeling, eyes closed, from the resonances and implications when yellow silk brushes my ear and another word’s murmured, not drawn from the world’s common tongues and without an equivalent: ‘Dho-Hna.’ I drink it in, breathless.
A force which defines; lends significance to its receptacle as with the hand in the glove; wind in mill-vanes; the guest or the trespasser crossing a threshold and giving it meaning. Dho-Hna. How could I have forgotten?
A pinwheel of nautillus fronds is dissolved into sparks by my vitreous humour as huge old grammatical structures collapse into place. Aklo isn’t a drug. There’s no drug with mind-altering properties halfway as powerful.
Aklo’s a language.
Ur-syntax; the primal vocabulary giving form to those pre-conscious orderings wrung from a hot incoherence of stars, from our birthmuds pooled in the grandmother lagoon; a stark, limited palette of earliest notions, lost colours, forgotten intensities.
Johnny Carcosa delivers the third hit, one more chain of terrible syllables lisped in my ear: ‘Yr Nhhngr.’
New dendrites twitch blindly together, unthinkable fusions occurring. Beneath me, a vortex of marvellous coinage is opened. I let go and fall.
Now it’s later. How long have I been here? The drug has worn off but my mouth is still filled with new language.
I open my eyes. From his chair by the writing desk, Johnny Carcosa is watching me closely.
Events have a new continuity now, disassociate clusters of data in pregnant, post-linear arrays: my first steps up the tenement stairs are embedded in those taken now to depart. Paying Johnny is folded around buying Joey Face beer.
I’m in Court Street. I must have left Johnny Carcosa’s apartment already, which can more properly be seen as an extended arrival. The Wza-y’ei of this is, of course, that the future extrudes a curtailing force into the present.
It comes to me that, in reality, I am a memory of myself, trudging a memory of Court Street, this construct encysted within a much larger Yr Nhhngr where I’m already in Clinton Street, near the Pachinko arcade, almost home.
All events are time roses, the clenched fuck uncrumpling into a life as the species folds back to Annelidan ancestors. There lies our Dho-Hna: a meaning bestowed retro-actively by forms as yet unachieved but implicit.
I see that the Lloigor are simply ourselves, yet unfolded in time to an utter condition beyond the fhtagn of our usual perceptions. Time being a function of matter this freeing of ultimate forms may be hastened by pertinent sculpture.
I now grasp that this isn’t Clinton Street, nor is it truly me walking across it. We’re both merely part of a brief verbalized reconstruction I’m making to you, Germaine, as I kneel here in your room, bent above you.
I want you to know that the tape on your mouth isn’t there to prevent you from making a noise: it’s to stop the Dho-Hna flowing in through the wrong aperture, which of course could spoil everything for you.
I know you’re still worrying over your hands, but please don’t. They’re quite safe, I assure you. The thing is to focus yourself on the Wza-y’ei; the concept of not-hands.
No. No, don’t black out. There. That’s better.
I want you to watch this part closely. This is the unfolding, from Glaaki to Lloigor. We make the first cut, the y’nghai, just here. Now, gnh’gua equalling y’nghai are tekel’d to mhhg-gthaa, uguth and Y’golonac.
N’gaii fhtagn e’hucunechh R’lyeh. Iä, G’harne ep ygg Rhan Tegoth n’thyleii yr gnh’gua? Shagghai, humuk Dho-Hna, g’yll-gnaii ygg yr nhhngr shoggoth, hrr yll’ngngr Nyarlathotep. Gh’ll mhhg-gthaa tekeli-li Y’golonac rrthnaa.
H’rrnai Cthulhu. H’rrnai Cthulhu nnh’gtep...
 
 



FROM THIS SWAMP
Henry Wessells
 
For years after I left the City, I was the only human being in this section of the great swamp. Very rarely, once a month or so, I might see a botanist or an ornithologist poling through these innermost channels, but they would never see me, for their eyes and minds were intent upon a single, visible aspect of this marshland. I know the intensity of their quests for a rare lichen or an elusive woodpecker, because when I first entered the swamp I was a brilliant ethno-botanist, researching an old legend about medicinal plants once known to the original tribes and to the very first settlers who listened to them, for a time, before the Kirititsa vanished. I had read the hints and notions recorded among columns of numbers and harvest totals in the forgotten chronicles and accounts of the Trading Company shareholders who founded the City. I was certain there were plants and medicines in this vacant tract of swamp that would make my career at the University.
I found the olordu, “it would have been”, the healing plant I sought that first afternoon on the long coulee, and over the years I have discovered a vaster pharmacopoeia than I had ever suspected from my readings in the discoloured pages of legends and ledgers. That afternoon, as I thrust my single oar into the mud to begin the journey back to the edge of the swamp, where a faint path connected to end of the road to the City, I caught a glimpse of secret knowledges that I have been exploring ever since. There was never any question of returning to the City once I became aware of the patterns of energy that control this swamp. What I witnessed that afternoon made all my ambitions at the University seem petty. Even the first transmission confirmed my resolution to remain and preserve the links with this vast, secret awareness.
I learned how to survive the heavy snows that turn the great swamp into a blinding labyrinth of white ice, how to survive in turn the repeated thaws that erase the harsh lines of winter, and flood the meridians and channels rushing in to the center of the marshlands. Today, as on a certain day in previous years, the sunlight seems warmer than it has for months. After having been dormant throughout the long winter, the continuum of decay and germination processes has resumed. Smells from all points of the compass mingle in the erratic breeze, rising from the water and the soggy coppices of birch and cedar I have come to call dry land. The swollen ground, the splash and cry of waterfowl, the warming sunlight, are all evidence that a new season of growth has returned to this swamp.
I have endured the brutal familiar hardships of winter, but I am not sure I will survive the coming spring. In the distance, where the channels evolve into streams draining the swamp into the River, or dwindle into seeps and damps, at the edges of my dank, greening refuge, I can hear the metal howls of their machinery. Long ago, when I read the thick account books of the Trading Company, I marvelled at the greed of those first shareholders, at a greed I could not fathom, and which I thought no longer existed.
Raised in a scholarly environment, I was unworldly, without the slightest suspicion that such greed had, if anything, multiplied itself with the increasing prosperity of the City.
Now, there is no denying the encroachments of this greed into the swamp. Along the tangled water meridians that nourish and define my existence, I can see silent ripples of winds that are too faint to stir the dead leaves along the banks. In the same way, I know that circumstances outside the swamp are moving with a momentum that will change the shape of this terrain and compel me to take actions I have delayed for as long as I have been keeping my vigil in this marsh.
In the tiny cress sprouting among the brown compost of histories, in the hooded purple skunk cabbage pushing through the last patches of snow, I can read the unbroken green promise that has sustained this realm, outside the boundaries of their world of cinders, drought and steel. The secret I preserve in this fragile swamp shelters me, but it is an old secret and I am alone against their massed numbers, trucks and greed. They are frightened of the simple equations of change, the process of continuous and unavoidable change that rules the swamp. They are frightened of the glimpses of infinity preserved in the ancient network of canals and reed flats, just as the first settlers were terrified by the knowledges reflected in the eyes of the Kirititsa and those of us who have drunk of these waters.
Here, almost at the central intersection of wood, water, wind and fire meridians, there is an appearance of pristine, unchanged wilderness, but this is a balance that is constantly shifting. Everything in this swamp is as transitory as all our past existences, and they are frightened beyond speech by this. In the empty sectors of the marshes, their maps and their philosophies show themselves to be meaningless assemblies of barren lines and dry sticks. Since I have come to this swamp, and shaped my existence within this geography between water and earth, I have had no need for maps, because I cannot lose my way. I breathe, see, taste, dream the swamp I inhabit. The same elemental energy which flows in the water meridians pulses in my veins. This is part of the secret knowledge they seek to deny, and to destroy with their trucks full of cinders, ash, garbage and heavy metal slurry, the fruits of their poisonous civilization dumped into the shallows. As their bulldozers and graders advance further into the swamp, so I must retreat into the central channels.
When the runnels feeding the marsh swell with heavy rain from unseen hills, even the outlying moors return to their watery origins. Gravity and the solid network of earth and woods are in continuous, shifting balance with other visible forces, wind and water. But the unseen channels and meridians of wood, metal, water and fire also shape events as forcefully as flood and storm and drought.
At dawn and dusk, a cleansing pulse of energies surges along metal channels, through the bogs and paddies. A blue heron explodes into flight without apparent cause, slate wings sweeping past rust-dry cattails. The transmutation of toxins is the energy of metal surging, electrons migrating toward the sluicegates. All of us who have lived here feel this pulse, whatever our elemental alignment, just as we all have come to know the deeper secret of the swamp.
The line of their trucks stretches beyond the horizon, beyond the web of awareness I know through the meridians.
As their landfills rise into mountains, my perception of these marginal areas becomes clouded, the flux of energies becomes diminished, and the metal and fire channels function incoherently. Experiencing these poisoned states, I have come to understand that madness is the basis for their existence, for the existence I abandoned long ago. This is why they are frightened beyond com-munication by the knowledges I preserve. Here, at the heart of the swamplands where all lines converge, a small hill rises from the surrounding waters. Sparse grass, green throughout the winter, a cluster of ancient birch trees with younger trees rising from rotted stumps, and a single lighting-struck cedar.
Here at the central point, the water, wind and wood energies are strongest. Strange translations have occurred in the past, when the Kirititsa vanished from the swamp.
What I witnessed years ago, that first afternoon here on the long coulee, was something I have seen many times since I have lived in this marsh. As I stood in my flat boat near a small grassy mound, straining at the long pole, I saw a wall of brilliant light appear before the three birch trees at the center of the island. From this luminous space a small woman dressed in coarse beige cloth emerged, and stepped onto matted grass. Her face was serene, delicate-featured and unadorned. She held a small leafy plant in her left hand and she beckoned to me with her right. I stepped into the shallow muddy water and walked toward her. In silence, she advanced and handed me the seedling. Her eyes were huge and brownish green, with no pupils. She stepped back to the shining wall and disappeared into the light. I heard the rumble of bullfrogs that starts at dusk in the swamp as the luminous space dissolved. This was the first time I witnessed the opening of the water doorway, when the Kirititsa invited me into their tribe with the gift of the medicinal tea plant they call gelishiguzel, “beautiful coming into being.”
The white bark of the oldest birch on this small island is smooth and luminous, with hints of pale orange where the bark is freshest, paper whispers where it has silvered and dried. The entire history of this swamp and the controlling channels is written in the scarred black lines of the trunk. So, also, the scrawled circles record the entire history of the once distant City and its rapacious growth, the long series of decisions and land transfers that have turned this swamp into a dumping ground. Even as the bulldozers rumble throughout the night, across the new mountains rising from this swamp, the water channel is still radiant.
Energy floods into this region from a luminous void, brighter than the light towers they have built along their roadways and landfills. When they reach the center of the last marshlands, I will travel along the fading channels performing brief rituals to open all the doorways of the wood, water, wind, metal and fire meridians. From this swamp I will return to the source, to the vast, empty silences from which we once emerged.
When their bulldozers have filled the shallow winding maze of streams and coulees, they will clank and twitch over this low mound. The old birch trees will snap under the metal treads and be crushed into the mud. I will have left no traces visible to their eyes, but the forces that control this region do not need walls or markers. One day, the intangible, luminous doorways will open again. I do not know what special technologies or substances will be brought through, as the medicinal herb was given to me many years ago, but the elemental energies will return into this poisoned world and once again connect the meridians of a new geography. Before long, the inhabitants of this poisoned city will awaken to a new landscape, and some of the inhabitants will, like me, step through into the unfamiliar void.
 
 



RED MASS
Dan Kellett
 
*A Memory. Nothing else. Smoky Asian hotelroom — girlish dreams of first sex — dark stranger climbing down from her balcony — she never saw him again — moonstruck — dreaming demons — smack dreams in distant dungeons — moulding bad books — black and white postcard memories — brown medicine bottles — the warning: half-sunk skiff on rocks — Lorelei — the oar smashed, the maiden drowned — stranger on the shore whispers invitations like the moonlit night in her dreams — the stranger, unnamed. No other memory.
*A Letter. The Baroness Massey-Head, trustee to the House of M—, to Miss Viola O—, aged two and twenty.
—Despite your odd record, and your hypos, I am able to give you employment as governess to the family of M—, as from the last day of July, 1929. Report to the Warlocks, the custodians, late that day, and thus gain passage to the House of M—. To you are entrusted the three children of M—, in the family’s absence. You will be instructed in your duties as they arise. Be sure to remember nothing else.
*The House. Vast estate. Place of ancient dread. Stands amid miles of overgrown land, where no one goes. Simple villagers wake screaming at the name of M—. Shadows move there at night. Dark cancers. Sickly pantomime figures lay human hearts bare and weeping. They have seen the horror. Breathing graves, burning wicker-men, the sinister teaser. By night they walk in the House, in the gardens. Who walked there, walked alone. Arrival. The gate left unlocked. Viola walks through unaware. Eyes follow her.
*Arrival. Warlock crouches at the gate, laughing. Withered old rustic — stained clothing — smell of dead baby boys on his breath. There goes the new governess — watching her virginal steps — dead laughter from knowing lips. Glance shifts to under-growth — grotesque Madonna shrine: MOTHER OF ALL PAIN, shrunken breasts trickling blood, wailing lips of sword-wounds.
—My wife is waiting for her. He knows.
Viola struggles with pangs of deep madness, the same horror hollows Warlock’s eyes. Now he is gone, she never saw him. Through a grim woody path Viola glimpses grey gothic bulk of the House, walking mesmerized as black moths settle on her brain. Flashback smell of burning heroin in distant dungeons. Memory of the phantom always behind her back, always awake in the dark.
Seeing the house a hot finger prods her heart — she sinks in visions of dripping red Hosts elevated to savage congregations.
*Watching. The House stands grey and cold in the sunlit courtyard. For a long time Viola stands looking up, warm summer silence feeling her hands. Sinister breezes crawl in her red hair — uncanny fingers — old track-marks itch again — her pale face against the blazing sun — sudden clouds. Flashback to black and white film horrors. Those dark windows above glaring down COME HOME knowing the sandstone church between her ears. We have always lived here. Memory of the dark stranger climbing down from her balcony. And he never ripped her.
*Warlock. The Housekeeper. Pale hideous Mrs Warlock standing at top of stairs, tired grey hair — Viola gazes up lips parted — red velvet carpet — Mrs Warlock’s weary face, eyelids half-sunk. Walking death-wish.
—We have always lived here, my husband and I.
The House takes us under its wing of noble blood. You’ll love the House ...Viola listens with shivers... Here we lose all time in velvet haze, lost memories in dark varnished wood, dusty chandeliers in the ballroom, cobwebs on the mirror where Maudeville stood — maze of corridors underground — tarnished relics — Oriental statues follow you with their gaze, never talk to them — ashes everywhere in red stone urns... Mrs Warlock’s Gestapo shoes thumping up the spiral staircase where she found the hanged man — dried foam on lips.
—Here is your room. Wait here. Open for no one.
Your duties start when they instruct you... Viola knows there’s no one here.
—Ever been snuffed out?
Flash vision of the House — sixteenth century — twisted bodies festering in dungeons — screaming sickness.
*The Flower. Night — waking in moonlit room — curtains shuddering — something outside beckons — garden full of overgrown marble statues — shadows dance on the veranda — streams trickle feverishly — haunted melodies echo from the hills — the ground opens as your dreams so often showed you — flower blossoms in moonlit soil — young limbs sprout from buds half-closed — white arms, red lips — sudden reek of menstrual blood!
Scene fades. Viola stands on the riverbank. A dark shape rises from the water. Flashback mirror in the ballroom — cobwebs on the mirror where Maudeville stood — tearing cobwebs from the glass she glimpses a face from long ago, the Master. Figure wades from the stream — dismal black eddies — recognition: we know each other, and Viola knows. A scorpion kiss and she falls in visions — the phantom always behind her back.
*Nightmare. Gloomy black giant moths occlude the blazing moon. Maudlin shivers. The House rests like the horizon — closed book of spells. Black moths descending on human hearts. Viola finds herself tethered to a dark monument, naked, yawning vulva streams clear juices. Mrs Warlock appears withered and twisted carried on foaming dogs. From the hand of a screaming statue she snatches a chewed strap-on dildo, leashes it between her grey labia — plunged deep into the girl’s body — red rivers bubble in her ears — ripping sound from stubborn hymen — thought the dark stranger ripped me — strap-on metamorphoses into bronze pastoral staff glimpse episcopal ring on the stranger’s phallus — scream of werewolves copulating in the distance — Mrs Warlock has changed to a hectic phantom holding its head back in rapture — moonstruck.
*Viola’s Diary. Still no memories. Only the dark figure. The House is all that ever was. Restless red haze nights. Smoky curtains, cobwebs on the mirrors. Not even sure why I came.
Days float past in silent shivers. At night moonstruck shapes court me, I wait for them in the Folly. I feel a red madness coming. The House whispers of Maudeville. Locked volumes of magick. No one tells me. Suppression in folds of smoky curtains. I think I know the horror they have seen.
I have always been the governess. But no one is here. Only the Warlocks, seldom seen. Mrs Warlock’s obsession with sickness bothers me. Some lunatic sickness has led to nightmare, only one homecoming — to the House. We have always lived here. Always that memory of distant dungeons, the mysterious balcony. The same stranger.
*A Warning. The Baroness Massey-Head, trustee to the House of M—, to Miss Viola O—, informing you of the sudden death of the children of the family of M—, due to unforeseen family complications. Unfortunately we were unable to cancel your employment; this incident occurred on the day of your arrival, some weeks ago. Nevertheless your contract of employment must continue until the arrival of the family of M—, over the next few months, if at all.
Just as the moon pours down wine to our eyes, the walls of the House weep thick cloying wine, intoxicating us all. Never ask.
*Maudeville. Night again. Fantasy of corpses — moon stares on with dead shine — stars mourn down, pale lamps in a crypt — cancelled junk eyes — a bustle draws closer to the vault — spectres dumb and hollow and haggard — the fool, the man-woman (the sinister teaser) pierrot lunaire — black and red death march — obscure village rituals — a veil of shivers descends and all night lives in a grave.
*Red Mass. A ghastly eucharist, all hideous injuries relived, diseased moans, blood spattered throughout the crypt.
Blinding gleam of gold — a dark figure approaches the altar — congregation of cackling shadows dance and drool, veins open in red shouts — reek of brownstone — diseased cocks and cunts alike drip fresh blood — Viola feels every hole in her body drip blood. Watching in a corner of the crypt. The figure bursts into frenzy. His clawed hand tears at the priestly robes, nails driven clean into his pounding chest — thin screams twitching flesh — elevates his Heart with thanks-giving...in bloody fingers — overgrown Madonna statues trickle red — the crowd explodes in screaming sickness.
*Escape. Panic erupts in paranoiac night-mares — chased by invisible murderers — growling evil dead — Viola runs through endless undergrowth — past the raven — hoarse croak — its tongue is a bloodied phallus — beak in her heart — giant moths and vultures give chase in phantasmal armies — sudden change of scene — Viola running through candlelit maze that never ends — on a dark hilltop lightning strikes a tower — scene fades — pounding blood in her ears — silent YES!
*Moonfleck. Waking dazed on the riverbank. Painful darkness. Viola feels herself changed to a lunatic boy in black. Reeling in dark meadows he stalks adventure — hesitates — something on his back — fleck of white — bright patch of moonlight — on the back of his black jacket — he rubs and rubs till dawn — can’t get it off! Glimpse of riverbank, old pale woman rinsing her hands in the stream — Viola clutches the moonfleck — sinks to her knees in dreams of shuddering candle-light — the altar.
*Maudeville. Call me what you like, you have heard of me. Dr Hate, Mr Brownstone, the moonstruck madman, dark stranger. The Master. I appear throughout all ages, father of the red magick, I raped the Madonna with swords, the mother of all pain. Now awake and taste my medicine again.
*Capture. Waking to call of red-eyed raven — the stream a silver snake — pale washerwoman kneeling rinses blood from her white sheets — stirring eddies of madness — Viola stoops to pick blurred white spectre of a flower that grows only in moonlight — she glimpses her reflection as a great clam surfaces — opalescent entrails slither out — seeking young girls’ loins — pulsating green light — insane tentacles overwhelm her — more fingers enrage her grumpy cunt — the clam closes — red mass with the flesh — churning musculature — violation. Before dawn it vomits her out into soft mud. Wrapped in marbled slime she dreams on. Green edge of day on the horizon.
*Robbers. Madnesses in the dark garden again. Viola rises from dreams of first sex — at last — dazed glides out through open doors down to where pantomime spectres act obscene vaudeville — tobacco smoked through holes drilled in screaming skulls — sneaking up to the house to rob — enraged Viola struts naked to intervene — sudden fear — squatting in the dark she watches the drunken rabble raid the crypt — picking rubies from hollow eyes of corpses — gems dozing with dead bones. Wild lust chords strike in the gloom — the ringleader in black robe, whitewashed face, seizes Viola by the throat...his robes fall away revealing Mrs Warlock.
*Gallows Song. Warlock, the scrawny whore, will be her last lover — the noose — erotic horror stuck in Viola’s skull like a nail — Mrs Warlock’s long neck rejuvenates to lunatic melodies — wailing unseen choirs — Viola is lifted off the platform — menstruating in terror — the whore is changing to a young girl — strangling her with eager lust. Melting into each other.
*Violation. Blood pounding in Viola’s ears — choking — red withdrawal nightmares — flashback dark stranger on the balcony — Mrs Warlock is a noose of dead hair round her throat — Viola’s eyes strain to find the laughter. Dark gardens. The dark stranger. At last.
Maudeville appears on the gallows.
He mounts her dangling body. Gruesome communions relived in all ages. Hearts ripped out in endless pranks. Now she feels his severed heart warm in her mouth — swollen gland prodding her thighs — twitching flesh and rending pain as his barbed red hook catches her insides — captured — glimpse of smoky hotelroom — endless dreams of orgasm — stranger breathing on her breasts — junk fevers, sudden spasm ...her body is draining in all directions...getting older...flesh withers to flakes...yellowing skin...sickly moon in her eyes...red hair fades to grey tired strands ...descending into the crumpled husk of an old woman...at last she feels herself completed.
*Homecoming. A flash from ancient memories — a balcony, less than a glimpse. Years have passed. She sits at her sun-framed window watching the gardens below.
Always. Sighing. Viola has been converted to Mrs Warlock.
Pale haggard woman waiting for night, for the weird banquets. Sickly daydreams. She feels someone coming soon. Any day now. Or perhaps never. She will wait — for moonstruck nights, overgrown gardens alive, breathing graves, red mass. Waiting for her last communion, holding her heart. A distant memory now gone. And he is in her always. Maudeville. Waiting for her time, to strangle his next whore. When night falls all is relived.
 
 



MELTDOWN
D.F. Lewis
 
The argument had lasted for some time, but nobody was going to give way. I strolled in on the off chance that I would meet up with a long lost friend, but I saw straight away that he was not one of those present. The landlord was playing pub games with himself in the snug corner. Ervin – need I tell about him? Well, he was the sort one overlooked in any gathering. Sometimes he’d be there for the duration but, come morning, one forgot that he was ever there. Poor bloke – not his fault.
Patricia, Nadine and Susan – the feminine side of things, were always pleasant company, I suppose, wide smiles always on the brink of breaking out for no obvious reason.
Put words into their mouths – and other sillier ones came back out at you.
‘Well, Naddy, give us a peck.’
She did – a slobbering at my cheek. I motioned blown versions to Pat and Susie. They fancied me dreadfully, I know, but what could I do? I’d have rather bonked a post-box.
Merchant Mannion, the group’s mascot, was all mouth and trousers – the former red and ever open with an overnourished tongue, the latter stained with a cocktail of snot, beer and piss. ‘Hiya!’ he shouted at me, and I nodded towards his flies, smiling a warning at their gaping state, and he pushed handfuls of it all back in again. I suspected him of having a billy-bob as big as that of a brontosaurus. Except that particular brand of monster was dead and long gone.
‘Hiya! Hiya! It’s always Hiya with you city slickers,’ complained the landlord from the corner. He had in fact got to the nudging stage (or was he holding?) as the fruits spun round. The incessant clatter of falling hard cash reminded us all that he was in fact the owner of the pub.
‘Insider-dealing!’ cried Merchant, pointing with his tobacco-brown finger at the leering landlord. Then out of nowhere, as it were, Ervin piped up over his breath: ‘I know more about the Money Markets and things like that than you’ll ever know. The City has very few secrets from me.’
‘So what?’ chorused the three floozies, lifting their left legs in unison like dogs at trees. ‘So what, you ask?
Well...’ Ervin countered, ‘...there’s more going on there than meets even the mystical Third Eye!’
‘Go on,’ I said, abruptly curious. I had a few bucks in Fixed Interest Stock and Capital Growth Unit Trusts. I recalled that some butterfly-in-the-ointment hack had said that North American ‘smokestack’ securities were a safe bet between the next two wars.
‘Well, you know they have people floating Currencies, buying up Futures such as salt and sugar stocks which don’t exist and won’t ever exist. Not only that, but other Commodities such as coffee, tin, pork bellies and dead monsters.’ Ervin was enjoying the flavour of the words in his mouth.
‘Dead monsters!’ screeched Merchant Mannion.
‘Tentative dealing in Great Old Ones that have been seen across the outer edges of Suffolk and in one piece from Bishopsgate to Shoreditch round here. They are long tapering tentacles, trailing, coiling, with heads dotted along their lengths, controlling things...’
I could not stand the literalness of Ervin’s description, as if what he was saying even approached some semblance of the reality I at least lived in. ‘Could you be more implicit?’ I scoffed.
‘They’re brown and long, emerging from those myths and legends which are candidates for reality ... and their starting-prices are pretty keen at the moment. All you have to do is buy up all the good sense in the world and sell it back at a premium – but, in the meantime, these long brown parcels populate the night, rubbing our roof tops with their undersides. Yes, stock up with sense, store it away where none can get at it, and it will yield index-linked and more. We’ll all need sense bad when the Great Old Ones have taken a harder line with reality...’
The girls bounced on their benches, gleefully pushing forward for us to look down their fronts. Although they’d heard Ervin’s set-piece speeches before, their blind bit of notice was elsewhere. They must have rouged their nipples, for red stains broke out all over their busts, but I decided to ignore such cockadilloes for Ervin’s almost endless diatribe:
‘As you know, the price of a Share is different depending on whether you’re buying or selling it. The top price hangs on how much they let you have and how much you actually want – linked to scales of cyclic precession. If the Planet rises, so does the stock in trade, but if the Zodiac falls so does the Exchange Rate. Alien forces bolster or deflate interest in their own existences accordingly – a convoluted version of reality feeding into non-reality or a-reality and vice versa. Each touches the other at different points along their lengths.’
I had a headache, one that always came on towards late evening, as if my skull were a hardboiled egg set between the little-and big-enders in Gulliver’s Travels.
‘Come on, Ervin...’ I began to complain.
The landlord, now ensconced behind his bar with thousands of charity pennies piled up before him like a Dickensian chimney-hat, interrupted his shipinabottlecastle-of-matchsticks activities to pontificate: ‘The pub roof needs repairing from all that rubbing by Old Ones, so I will start a raffle in aid of such a good cause.’
As I wended my way home, after a basinful of increasingly ludicrous pub talk and continental kisses, I cast a wary glance at the corners of the night sky which at day were hidden by office buildings. Although my headache was on its last legs, I saw against the moonlit sky a knotted string of wattled coxcombed heads following through from the Angel Islington to another night, another Britain.
Life you’ve already lived cannot be lived again and can only be subtracted from your total life to measure what’s left.
I’ve got a short memory and tall tales. I may have already mentioned that Ervin is that sort of person you don’t usually notice. He first came into my life as I sat minding my own business in one of those non-descript City squares.
He sat beside me on the bench and offered me a cigarette. I ignored him, for fear of mixing myself up in something that Fate did not have Store for me. Unlike Merchant Mannion, I did not take life as it came. More like as it went.
In truth, I’m a great believer in the fanning out of actions around the globe. Just one moment of mining prime snot from one’s gaping nostrils at a neutrally strategic moment in some (god)forsaken place could lead to the assassination of the US President. So I was always careful to pick my moments. Even the tiniest action had to be subject to well-considered premeditation.
Ervin pulled agonisingly on his cigarette with such a long inhalation that I feared he would never come out of it. I then realised it was too late. The domino-rally of events had already been set in motion and I would concertina between two options, either acknowledging his presence or immediately quitting the bench, with my mind wriggling like an earthworm on a sea fisherman’s hook.
Ervin was frozen into a park statue, his breath in-drawn, wreaths of cigarette-smoke dry-gargling through his lungs. It was as if the whole world stood still with his inhalation – not that there were any City slickers in sight, nor birds flapping in the sky, to prove my hypothesis. But the bus was over-long at the request stop, cars halted at tenantless zebra crossings, belisha beacons in continuous shine like bright fruit lollies and the wind was taking a breather.
All was moving again, as Ervin exhaled long wispy trails of muck from his mouth leaving tacky yellow spots on his glasses.
‘They’re coming tonight.’
‘Who are coming?’ I asked, now certain that, whether Fate had been warned of this encounter between two of its subjects or not, there was little I could do about it.
By staying on the bench, I had caused the world to jump the points and surge along yet unmapped tracks of Karma.
He answered: ‘The Great Old Ones are coming tonight, that’s who, of course. H P Lovecraft created them out of the doings in his head. Others continued to write of them as if they assumed they really existed, trying to create contests as believable as possible. And yet others sanitised the Mythos so skilfully that I am now not the only one to call the Great Old Ones real...’
I was more than certain, on listening to Ervin’s little speech, that I had been chosen to attend this conversational set-piece, since I had indeed heard of H P Lovecraft, a minor amateur US writer earlier this century, who invented the Cthulhu Mythos. I had even read his stories as a rather premature teenager, goggling over his falterings of word magic. Now new words came unbidden to my mind, as I thought of him: sailing between the obtruding karmic netbergs of outward existence, HPL had been a gentle fisher trawling valuable cast-offs that floated within our oceans of archetypal sewage.
I decided to sacrifice a few more words to the conversation, hoping against hope that they would suffice:
‘If the Great Old Ones, as you suggest, are real, surely we should warn the world of their coming and get everybody under cover before dark?’
‘Let them find out for themselves, I say.’
And he took a file from a brief-case I had not previously noticed. It was a wonder I had even noticed Ervin himself, since he merged into the backdrop of the setting. He let me look at the file. It was a Jobber’s Turn. He did not want to re-align the City markets by warning of the outcome of the night. All the figures dotted about the page were part of an enormously convoluted pattern of supply and demand – Bonds releasing Bonds, Commodities gobbling Commodities, Shares depriving Shares, Trusts deceiving Trusts, Pension Schemes with no love in them and very little hard cash. It all hung apparently on the exact timing of the Great Old Ones. No rehearsal had been possible.
Ervin quit the bench without bye or leave, but then I noticed a slit of white card bearing his name on the ground in front of the bench. I threw it in the litter bin for filing by the dustmen, before deciding to go home forthwith.
As I look back upon it all, I wonder whether I met Ervin at all. The Great Old Ones did not come that night, of course, nor has there even been a suspicion of them since.
The markets did go the way of Ervin’s charts, however; so he must have made a mint on the upswing of the Indices. Try as I might, I cannot find him among the usual lunch-time City crowds.
As I look back on my life, I feel that it must be half over, but I dare not breathe in case I tip the balance.
“Could you please jump quietly – we have several thousand people thinking about whether they want to jump off or not.
And, when you’re making such a big decision, you need absolute quiet...’
The jump-regulator at the top of the Wall Street block was acting very officiously. This was really his day, a long time in a-coming, but here it was, the Dow Jones Index had fallen so far and so fast it had hit bottom, and was still going down.
Loud-speakers, in every financial centre in the world, were touring the streets, announcing: ‘This is only a minor correction to an over-valued market.’ – ‘It’s only the global computer networks that tell the prices which way to go – they’ve all been Hacked.’ – ‘Industrial stock will be looking up by lunchtime, mark our words.’ – ‘Don’t even begin to panic – the lower the Share prices, the cheaper for us to buy when the Worm in the Market turns.’ – ‘Don’t listen to rumours, for rumours cost money.’
There had indeed been a rumour in the City of London that one Ervin had met his death just before the latest Stock Market meltdown. The repercussions of such an event, even if only a rumour, were now all too plain to see.
For Ervin was the official City Guru, who some believed had a direct line to a god who controlled the Footsie Index, by hacking from heaven. Some even believed Ervin himself was this god.
We’ve all had experience of seeing him amid the hubble-bubble on the floor of the Commodity Futures market, shouting the toss with the Golden Yuppies: ‘I’ll give you three and three for a good figment of cocoa beans and completely free of green bug...’ – ‘Six tons of moonrock – for delivery in 25 years – who’ll give me two and five on the button today? No? Well, how about one and one, and a lick and a promise?’ – ‘Dead monsters, six million dead monsters, going cheap – for buying up by the horror story writers whose business depends on the wholesale belief that they’re still alive!’
I’ve now heard a counter rumour – Ervin is alive and well in Jaywinkle Sands. Can you believe it! That’s hardly a resort for the retirement of a Go-Go Boy like him – it should be Marbella at least. I’m told Jaywinkle is nowt a pound, a shanty town teetering on the edge of a (god)forsaken naze.
Perhaps he wanted to sell up, having had enough of the City hurly-burly. But trading in Commodity futures is a funny business. Must have turned his mind. There were a lot of otherwise respectable people who ripped off plenty of punters with goods which never ever even existed. You buy them one moment and sell them at an outlandish profit the next – and what you bought and sold was merely a figment of your or someone else’s imagination. In fact, if I had to place bets (and I’m not a betting man), I would definitely say that those so-called dead monsters were very, what shall we say, nebulous.
‘Anyway, jump quietly, I said!’
Looking up towards the top of the Wall Street block, I saw the Brokers launch themselves off. Apparently, they’ve not only lost the money they never ever really had but, according to rumour, their stake money on the football pools, too. One by one, they jumped in a rhythm automatically laid down by some force far greater. And, as they outstretched, in readiness for a skimming curving flight which they did not even hope to accomplish with their frail human arms, I watched them plummet in droves – their flesh slowly darkening, their limbs webbing over, their eyes bulging into bloodshot crystal balls, crashing to the pavement with an almighty sickening crunch of alien bones and a sea-squelch of half-diluted flesh. They had met their death just at the same moment as they were capable of flight with arms mutated into skewed wings, but all now littering Wall Street like collapsed circus tents.
And as I watched, the dead monsters continued to pile up on the pavement.
There was only one thing he could do next, but he did not do it.
Ervin stayed put. I found him sitting there, staring out to sea – and, on finding me close enough to listen, he entered what he thought would be a conversation with these words: ‘I’m used to the City, where the Markets have recently gone 24-hour, to cope with global trade in Bond Washing and Bed & Breakfasting ... where, if you didn’t know, investment transactions only take place for recouping as much Capital Gains Tax, without any particular intention necessary to maximise the growth or income yield of the investment itself. Now I’m out of all that, I miss it. I didn’t think I would – I couldn’t bear much more of the wheeler-dealing, the crowded wine bars, the insiders, the under-the-counters, the Unlisted Securities, the Third Market, the Big Bangs, the cancerous growth of Unit Trusts to every corner of human life as we know it. You know, stranger, I was once Fund manager on a Unit Trust solely underpinned by Albanian Venture Companies specialising in secondhand car dealing!’
I nodded.
The sea mist began to roll off the tired waves of a late dusk. I had nodded having intended at the outset not to respond at all. For, by responding, I would divert the natural course of those events that I really yearned to keep out of my control. You may have heard of it – actionphobia – the intense fear of taking a positive step, in case it rebounds on you. Have I told you all this before? Anyway, I have been an action-phobic even from before I was born.
My body did things I could not prevent. Like twitching. Breathing. Sleeping. Blood-beats out of synchronisation with my heart. The turning of the worm. I could not bear it.
I could only walk to where my legs took me and, tonight, I’d wanted to go to the discodrome to meet my future wife, but ended up by the beach ... with Ervin.
He continued, encouraged by my nodding. He explained that he had made his investments liquid, by selling the properties, stagging the new issue Shares, encashing his Unit Trusts when the Bid-Offer spreads were at their thinnest, auctioning off his Index-Linked Bonds and Government Tap Stock. And with all his assets liquid, he took the bus as far as it would go, and walked the rest of the way to the edge of the sea, as if he knew instinctively that was where he should be.
During a period of silence, we both stared out at sea.
The lights of a distant liner indicated where some of those City Golden Boys that Ervin had once known were lurking, drinking and dancing the night away, cruising into a Future which is (or was) just as uncertain whatever the amount of money you possessed.
Then, the worm turned. I saw the misty moon skid behind the dark patches of an encroaching summer storm.
The sky was like oil on water. I shivered, for the mist had disappeared (it seemed) into my self-breathing lungs.
Ervin’s head of hair moved as the waves and he saluted something that presumably only his mind could see. He had evidently ignored my absence. For I had gone, minutes before, towards the round shelter on the prom, where I could safely relieve myself without too much bother. But it was all a waste of time, for I had not eaten nor drunk, it appeared, for centuries. I felt as if I were becoming a prehistoric monster freshly emerged from the tidal primeval slime.
Eventually, Ervin followed me up to the seats in the shelter, where a courting couple were playing Trivial Pursuits in a neigh-bouring cubicle.
Ervin’s renewed attempt at striking up a conversation was:
‘Better to be under cover, when the sea becomes the sky...’ I nodded. Damn! I could not help myself. And, he was right, for rain came in waves. I once had a pain which came in waves. The doctor said it was water on the brain and, tonight, my eyes smarted at the possibility of a new onslaught.
Ervin thought I wept. For the pity of it all. The couple next door were no doubt banking on a future as dependable as the past (despite its obvious drawbacks). The rain spluttered to a halt, after its initial hope of flushing the Earth clean of all but its friends the fish. Me nodding, nodding, like the laughing policeman dummy at the end of the pier.
‘One’s body and mind are the only real assets,’ Ervin ventured. And he undid his garments, as easily as a stripper whose audience is on heat.
I nodded.
His skin bubbled up, as it would under the grill and his eyes melted. I loved him too much, I knew. For I cried (the first time that I had actually made myself cry) as his bones popped out like puppets, performing for all too short an act, before they dripped away. His nose became one with its own snot. His lips were covered by a blubbery caul. The stomach oozed out of his navel, like so much shit. His legs were turning transparent, revealing body plankton swimming between the branches of the bones. His feet flopped off like fish towards the sea. His vital part was sturdy one moment, then it too disentangled itself from the wild seaweed hair of his crotch and exploded in a spray of white foamy semen.
His assets were now all truly liquid.
And I drank of him. Took my fill, for the first time.
Till my half-diluted brain fell through several floors of my body, landing on the prom like a live cowpat. I cannot bring myself to put it back.
The couple seated nearby played on.
‘You want to answer General Knowledge? Well, here it is; who invented money?’
The answer was not man. But God, for He made fish first. And before that, the sea. Before that, nothing.
Ervin sits astride the goose-stretched neck of a Great Old One as it traces the coasts of Britain like a map-maker. And I certainly hope Ervin has a girl in every port. On second thoughts, on remembering those three floozies in the pub...
 
 



THE SOUND OF A DOOR OPENING
Don Webb
 
All we had wanted to do was create a little hoax. It seemed harmless enough. We had the perfect cast: writer, magician, computer expert. In the end the magician disappeared, the computer expert died with a horribly broken body, and we all rotted our brains with madness. Before I act in my madness, I will leave a record of our strange adventure as a story. I’ve tried not to write it, but the thing that urges me to seek out that madness on the island wants to leave a record.
An ironic reversal, it was to have been my fictions that created the illusion of fact.
So as I mutter certain spells that keep certain things from taking shape in the shadows of my room, consider my cautionary tale about those who would play the Tlon game.
It began in Wing Lee’s Deli on Polk Street in San Francisco. The topic of Lovecraft came up, following the Mu Shu Pork and before the fortune cookies. The computer expert, a regal black woman – let’s call her Maya Eolis – mentioned that most of HPL’s sites had a real-world basis.
St. John’s Church in Providence was transformed into the Starry Wisdom Church for The Haunter In The Dark. We pooled our information on the topic. The magician, in reality a soft-spoken psy-op (psychological warfare officer) – let’s call him Gabriel Thorn – quietly asserted that R’lyeh, where Lovecraft had enshrined the dead and dreaming Cthulhu, was a real place, Nan Matol near Ponape. Gabriel had pulled my leg a few times – so I was really quite surprised when Nan Matol turned out to be a real place with strange basalt architecture. The natives worship the squid god Kutun. For those who laugh off the Cthulhu Mythos, I leave Nan Matol and the Encyclopedia Britannica as an example of the shape of the world to come.
We retired to Gabriel’s house and watched a Lugosi/Karloff video, Towers Of Fear. There’s a pretty horrible scene at the end with man-faced dogs with horrible growths from their eyes. Gabriel said that the dog scene and subsequent nightmares inspired Frank Belknap Long to write The Hounds Of Tindalos. Tindalos, he maintained, was a Nan Matol word meaning ‘power’ – cognate with the Polynesian mana.
‘If Lovecraft,’ I said, ‘developed a peculiar power in his writing by grafting his dreams onto something real – why don’t we reverse the process?’
‘Start with something imaginary,’ asked Maya, ‘and graft something real onto it?’
‘Exactly,’ I said.
Gabriel smiled.
I began by inserting a paragraph in my Museum News column wherein I dealt with coming attractions at large American museums.
“One casualty of the Amenhotep III exhibition will be the retrospective of Hans Poelzig’s plaster models.
Although Poelzig was a minor figure associated with the Bauhaus, the one-week exhibit was to include several items seldom seen in the U.S. including his Modell Für Eine
Kutlukapelle and his Schrecklich Krake, which many may remember from the UPA film Unterzee Kulten.” Poelzig, although he had done some very strange things (like design the sets for The Golem), had not made a Model For A Cthulhu Shrine nor a statue called Horrible
Squid. Nor had UPA ever made Undersea Religions. The week my article appeared Maya posted the following query on Usenet ALT.SCIFILM.
“Does anyone know anything about the film Unterzee Kulten directed by G. W. Pabst?” Sure enough someone posted back that its sets were by Hans Poelzig and that he remembered reading that there would be a showing of the sets somewhere.
Then Gabriel posted that the film Unterzee Kulten had been released with the title Geheimnisse Einer
Unterzeewelt and its graphic depictions of the obscene rites of certain Polynesian sea-god worshippers had caused the film to be banned in most countries. A single print circulated clandestinely in the U.S. and its imagery inspired the American horror writer H. P. Lovecraft to create his Call Of
Cthulhu.
Well this remark brought Lovecraft fans out of the woodwork. The master surely hadn’t seen any film to base his work on. And – as we had hoped – one guy claimed that he had seen the film and that it was too tame to have moved Lovecraft to dream of strange-angled towers rising in the Pacific.
So Gabriel posted asking if the guy had seen Geheimnisse Einer Unterzeewelt or the edited later release Underwater Secrets? Of course the guy had seen neither since we had made up both, but wanting to get off the hook he said that he probably saw the edited version. Now the film existed as a fact in the mind of one man.
Someone else posted that she remembered reading about Underwater Secrets in a back issue of Famous
Monsters of Filmland. Well what she was really remembering was seeing Gabriel Thorn’s name connected with a Star Wars fanstory, but the best hoaxes – we reasoned – grew out of other people’s cryptamnesia.
We let them tell one another lies on the government-supported anarchy of Usenet. A couple of months passed and we chuckled as our lies grew into facts.
Things were beginning to die down, so while I was doing the layout of Museum News I inserted the following ad:
“Private collector seeking print of UFA film – Geheimnisse Einer Unterzeewelt. Must be uncut version of Pabst classic. Top dollar paid. Writer SEEKER c/o this magazine.”
A few weeks later, I received this letter from Lisle, Illinois.
Dear SEEKER,
I too have been looking for Geheimnisse Einer Unterzeewelt for many years. I can provide a photocopy of
the book which inspired the film. This book, as you no doubt
know, is an extension of the Yuggothic alphabet by Guido
von List. If you would like a photocopy of Das Geheimnis Der Unterzeerunen, please let me know and I’ll mail it to
you. Because I know of the tortures that seeking after the
mysteries can cause, I am more than glad to provide help to
another’s quest.
Guido von List, a renowned expert in Indo-European
linguistics and mythology, was the leader of the Germanic
occult renaissance of the early twentieth century. If you
would ever come across a copy of the film, I would give
anything to view it.
Sincerely,
A Fellow Seeker.
Of course I wrote back immediately for a copy of the book. As soon as I dropped the letter in the snorkel box I regretted it. I had given a fellow prankster my own name and address. “Yuggothic” indeed – a term coined by Lovecraft. Whoever wrote the letter had great skill in meta-communications, he was able to get me to do his will.
I immediately suspected Gabriel.
So I prepared to e-mail a note to Gabriel.
“Dear Gabriel,
The rules are that we don’t fuck with each other’s
minds.”
But when I logged on to MCI to send the note, there was a note from Gabriel in my inbox.
“Dear Don,
Nice try, but I’m not snapping at the bait. By the way,
how did you get the letter mailed from Key West?” 
So I didn’t send my message. I had to figure this out.

Was he fooling me – or was somebody (Maya?) fooling us both? Or were there two people fooling us separately? I spent the afternoon re-reading John Fowles’ The Magus and debating hypotheses.
I decided the best course of action would be to act as
if Gabriel were trying to fool me. So I logged on to MCI the next morning planning to send my message. There was a message in my inbox from Maya.
“Dear guys,
Which one of you sent me the flyer for the Rainbow Cliff
Hotel near Kapinga? Somehow I don’t think it’s coincidence
that I’m getting Micronesian hotel promos. This isn’t the
rules we agreed to.”
So I logged off without sending any message. I would wait for the guy in “Illinois” to make the next step.
In two weeks a bulky xerox copy was stuffed in my mailbox. My German isn’t great but I gathered that Das
Geheimnis Der Unterzeerunen had been published in Vienna in 1908. The book consisted of a dictionary arranged by glyph with transliterations from the “Yuggothic” into German. Guido von List had translated “Y-goth-e” as “path sinister” and claimed that the glyphs were found at Nan Matol(!), Easter Island, and Stonehenge. He suggested that the angular shapes of the glyphs themselves might open hidden path-ways in the mind, if consciously meditated upon for that purpose.
If this was a forgery someone had done a hell of a lot of work to produce it. If it wasn’t a forgery someone had done a hell of a lot of work to find me.
Both ideas were pretty scary.
So I decided to ignore them.
For two months when I got a message from Gabriel or Maya I deleted it sight unseen. The easiest way to defeat a hoaxter is to refuse to play.
While I wasn’t watching, things progressed too far.
One night I decided to try one of the exercises in the List book. I selected one of the glyphs, the one with the K-sound. I drew the glyph in dark green ink on a three-by-five card. I sat down on the floor of my apartment (in a semi-darkness illuminated by one dark green candle). I stared at the angles and curves of this (supposedly) otherworldly symbol. I kept my eyes half-closed to avoid eye fatigue. Soon a reverie began which passed into a dream.
I was looking out on the ocean as the sinking sun made golden furrows in the waves. As the sun sank I became aware of my surroundings. I was standing on a sandy knoll, behind me (to the East) was a paradise of palm and sand. To my left (the South) was a rocky island rising from the darkened sea. Buildings rough-hewn and strange jutted at crazy angles – most of them trailing off into the winedark sea. Someone lit a torch which burned a bright green. My attention wafted like a breeze from the knoll to the haunted island.
I saw that it was Maya holding the torch and beside her reading from parchment (in his lamb-like voice) was Gabriel. He would pause in his readings as though waiting for a response, sometimes the sound of the waves or the cry of the seabirds seemed almost to form words. He continued to read, and an almost palpable shadow seemed to rise from the ruins. The shadow poured up to Maya’s and Gabriel’s feet. They continued their strange ceremony and the darkness began to crawl up their bodies enfolding them entirely. Just as the darkness swallowed them I could see a strange starry place reflected in their eyes. As the darkness made the seal complete, the green flame disappeared with a hiss.
Then I was alone. The darkness returned to its normal place as shadows. I started to examine the ruins more closely, but then I awoke.
My candle had gone out. No doubt that change plus the suggestible state I had projected myself into had accomplished this vision.
A week later I received a letter from Kapinga, U.S.
Micronesia. It was from Gabriel.
Dear Don,
We’ve played at casting shadows so long, I know you won’t
believe me when I say that we have stumbled on the real
thing. The ruins of Nan Matol are gateways – pointers to
some sort of otherness that goes beyond the consciousness
of ordinary men. This is more than a glimpse into a different
reality tunnel; it is a whole ‘nother reality.
I suspect the strangely angled gateways are opening
new paths in our minds, just as they must have opened new
pathways in the minds of the builders. If those builders were
in fact human; and not as the natives say beings that came
from the sky in stone canoes.
This is what I’ve looked for all of my life. All of my
life I have been dimly aware of another world, a world of
vast rushing presences, forces that were scurrying off to
perform actions of great consequence. These actors were
real not the shadowy illusions of this world. Because I
always sought such great activity I sought out a military
intelligence career. I felt most alive there. In some ways I am
retracing the steps of Elizabeth I’s arch-spy, Dr. John Dee.
He too was drawn to the events of his time (and like myself)
influenced them with a word or two in the right ears. But
eventually he was drawn to another level of action.
You must come here. This is what you want as well.
I remember the night we ate at the Magic Castle in
Hollywood and I introduced you to Forrey Ackerman, you
talked about science fiction as a quest for otherness. Well
what you want is here. Not some occultnik projection of dull
sameness into realms of impoverished fantasy, but
something unknown.
Come soon while I am still visible to you in this
world. Come while I can still teach you, before you have to
seek out this wisdom on your own.
Gabriel.
Why was he doing this? Did he really think on the small money writing earns me I would be able to jaunt out to the Pacific? Was he trying to prove his power over me?
That his fictions (his magic if you will) were more powerful than mine?
Or had he really – No, I couldn’t let myself think that. No. No. No.
I stuck his letter at the bottom of the huge paper pile on my desk. Thus I refute this tiki-torch mysticism.
Six days passed before the next letter from Micronesia. This one was from Maya.
Dear Don,
The effect of the ruins on the imagination is tremendous. You
have to see the dark angular shadows progressing through
the night as the stars wheel by. I know Gabriel has written
you, and knowing you as I do, I know that you are
suspicious.
And yet I remember the night you proposed that if
man had any afterlife – it must be prepared for by training
the imagination. You called it a secret path between the pure
flame of intellect and the shadows of collective illusion. We
seem to have access to that path here in the shadows of these
obscenely-angled buildings. Please come, who knows how
long this door will be open? I would like to think it was
Gabriel and I, our wills, but that would be too easy. The
coincidence of this site and Lovecraft’s fiction is explained
easily, he just read about an exhibition in the papers. But I
feel that there is something real about the site, and some
group – whoever sent me the hotel flyer – that wants to
direct our attention here. I’m not speculating on their
purpose, because I suspect that it is a pale reflection of the
current pouring from this place.
I suspect that the basalt buildings are like skeletons
of some great beast. When we read certain words, burn
certain incenses, when the stars are aright; we reflesh these
great beings. We re-create, re-manifest their ageless
purpose.
The next day we feel the changes in ourselves as
though we created a substance, an essence that is potent,
powerful, and immortal. By playing with things, spreading
certain secrets we somehow sounded a chord and an echo
has come from beyond the stars. Hear my words. Come to us
while we exist visibly. Look into our faces. See how far out
we have moved. We know; or we are very close to knowing;
the exit to the labyrinth of history.
I think the myths the locals tell of the two builders
Olo-chipa and Olo-chopa are about more than myths to just
explain the buildings. I suspect it all started here. Something
came to the planet here. Something that left or as the natives
say lies sleeping in the submerged parts of the city. The
strangely angled ruins point to other levels of growth,
possibly levels of growth that the builders created.
Soon Gabriel and I will try our hand at a ritual text
dedicated to Luka-lapalap, the local Prince of Darkness – the god the natives say caused the lands to rise. We will call
to him in the name that means the most to our imagination.
Cthulhu. Gabriel paid a not-quite-as-suspicious-as-the-rest
islander to point out the most dread site Pan-katara – the
so-called haunted island, whose name means “The
Sending-Forth-Of-Messengers.”
Surely the spirit of that place must have touched us
when we sat at Wing Lee’s over a year ago.
Come to us – at least to witness our passage when
we summon the sleeper from unfathomed waters and
uncounted years.
Maya.
If this was a hoax, it seemed to be bringing out their best prose. If it was hoax, it was stirring something in the depths – the real depths, those of my soul. My office, my apartment began to seem unreal. My hands would go numb as I designed ads for the local radio stations.
Some parts of the city remained real. The Japanese Gardens, the unworldly beach at Lands’ End, Crowley Plaza at Pier 39. I was getting my work done somehow – maybe one doesn’t have to be conscious to write ads. More and more I was drawn to certain sights, certain sky effects and strange architecture.
In my mind’s eye I kept seeing them. They both looked hot and a trifle silly in their Western clothes. I imagined them taking rooms at the opposite ends of the hotel. They were both very formal people, needing great distances between them and others.
But mainly in the early morning (when it would be nearly midnight there) I could see them performing rites which might predate mankind.
I decided to try and put those mental hauntings to rest. Maybe I could reach out with my mind – give them the witness they needed – and get the whole damn thing over with.
On the morning of July 19 which was a Sunday I tried the glyph and candle trick. It was perhaps the only time in my life I had been awake on a Sunday that early.
I chose the glyph with the ‘V’ sound, perhaps because my father’s name began with a ‘V’, or perhaps because of Pynchon’s novel – which represented the twain powers of obsession and of otherness so great that civilization grows up to cover it entirely. Or maybe ‘V’ for some reason known only to the misty void of my soul.
I drew the glyph. I lit some copal incense I had bought at a shop in the Haight. I lit my green candle.
The vision came swiftly as though I had already been seeing it in some level of my being.
They stood on the roof of a hexagonal building intoning a strange guttural language toward the northern stars. Certain stars seemed brighter, more vivid. Algol, Polaris, the constellation of the Bull. As they chanted I became aware of a presence or force that seemed to flow out of the building. It hurt all constant regular things – as though it were set apart from the natural universe. It was like a black wind that blew against souls causing them to be uncomfortable – forcing them to change and awaken – or wither and die. It sent strange dreams. It caused beauty and terror – or more precisely it brought into being that beauty which is the beginning of terror we can just bear.
This evil force had nothing to do with natural life, save that when it met it an intricate dance would begin in which all things were possible. Names like Satan or Lucifer didn’t begin to explain this dark current.
The current wasn’t steady. Sometimes it flowed quickly. Other times it was chaotic and turbulent. The chants somehow sped up the flow but introduced countless vortices. I could sense strange turbulences forming.
Something unseen began to flow counter-clockwise around my friends. They could sense it because their voices momentarily faltered. The current eddied faster. Suddenly they were engulfed.
They rose in the air spinning at dizzying speeds. A body fell hard on the rocks. Then the eddies disappeared. I couldn’t see who had fallen, my contact was lost.
I felt like I had the worst case of the flu I had ever had. I tried a couple of times during that sick Sunday to renew my contact – but no matter how hard I tried to push my imagination, the images wouldn’t come.
I called in sick to work on Monday. In my mail came an airline ticket to Hawaii, a ticket for a boat tour of the seven major islands of Micronesia, and reservations for me at the Rainbow Cliff Hotel. There was a note from Gabriel.
Don,
See, I’m paying. Please come.
Awareness restful & fake is fatiguing.
I think you will be an interesting companion in
Allternity.
Gabriel.
I thought long and hard for two days. Then I called and confirmed all my reservations.
I went.
But I wasn’t prepared for what I found.
In Kapinga there was a semi-paralyzed black woman, who couldn’t speak. I visited the hospital on some trumped-up excuse.
It was Maya. Her breathing was laboured. The conditions were pretty primitive. I was wondering how I could contact her family. If I could get her out of here. I was wondering if it was worth it – she’d been pretty badly damaged – the doctor said it looked like a fall. People shouldn’t play amateur archaeologist.
I asked if there had been anyone with her.
No. But a man had left the island on the same night.
I sat with her. I sat long into the night when she started coughing. I started to ring for the nurse, but I realized she was coughing out words.
‘...hard to operate at this distance ... everything wonderful here ... levels of being far beyond what we guessed ... hard to operate ... don’t need it now ... leave the robot to the jackals of time ... Iä Cthulhu ... Iä Chau-te-Leur ... Iä Luka-lapalp ... Kef ... ir...’
She died in the morning. I spent damn near every cent I had getting the body and myself back.
I’ve thrown myself into my work, but everything I write takes on a transcendent quality. It’s as though something has changed in me and the beauty and terror of it have to come out.
So this may have been a little hoax we played – a group of pranksters wanting to call up the Great Old Ones over pressed duck and Mu Shu Pork – but our hoax seems to have swallowed us up. So pranksters beware.
Everyday I look in the mirror trying to figure out what new thing looks back at me.
There were others involved. The book from the now-closed P.O. Box in Illinois. Maybe the Great Old Ones do have human agents that help the process along. Or maybe it was a cosmic hoax and Gabriel just wound up as lunch. Maybe Maya’s dying words were a cosmic prank from some other dimensional equivalent of a kid asking me if my refrigerator was running.
But whatever, the call is great in me and grows greater every day. Soon I too will go to the strangely-angled ruins. Soon I will say the rites. I have deciphered the List book and fate led me to another book whose name I will not record, so that the foolhardy among you will not be tempted.
I can’t let someone else fall the hoax, but as the old liar said:
‘Maybe there is gold in them hills.’
Perhaps soon I will know what truths lie beyond this world of mirrors.
 
 



BEYOND REFLECTION
John Beal
 
“Things still come upstairs,
things that split husbands from wives.”
– from the film poster Things Still Come Upstairs.
 
The poster was in the newspaper. It was plain; the title, an array of white block capitals, crossed beneath the picture in an orthodox fashion. In fact it appeared perfectly orthodox.
More unusual was the film poster beneath, depicting a couple of young women struggling to comprehend their lesbian love for each other.
As he stared at the pictures the first sent a shiver up his spine. It showed a young woman in an ochre Arran sweater. She wasn’t screaming and didn’t even look afraid, yet he knew she was alone. The phrase repeated itself over and over: Things still come upstairs, things that split
husbands and wives. He was sweating, images flooded his mind, axes and blood-splattered, screaming forms. Blood splattering onto a cinema screen. His thoughts were frenzied, they sparkled and flashed, like a lightning-strewn autumnal night.
Another phrase, this time from the film, entered his thoughts: You don’t have to go out to play!.
The image was menacing; a clown’s face, mask-like, screaming laughter, as a dishevelled tangle of limbs suddenly appeared from the dark recess of a bedroom corner. It was so dark, he couldn’t decide if they were bodies or dummies; when he suddenly, shockingly realised it didn’t matter, an involuntary hiss left his mouth. He unclenched his teeth, the effort created more images.
A mad tangle of snakes, eyes ablaze with the desire to kill. They seemed in some way just like the corpses in the alcove. Moving, squirming, hissing and pealing laughter.
Startled he looked up – a gust of wind, sudden and unexpected, had crashed a volley of rain against the window. His heart leaped and then dropped like a stone; the feeling of nausea cut across his stomach. He realised that he had been fantasising and once again glanced at the picture.
It was all that was necessary: once more he was drawn into a web of images.
A woman running and falling, typical horror film material, and yet dreadfully real. Nothing was chasing her.
Or rather he saw nothing, the corridor beyond her was poorly lit, dreary and claustrophobic. From the door leading to the attic he saw a hand move back into the shadow. The woman was retching – bile and laughter.
‘A bitter-sweet embrace my dear, come on and kiss me; you know how hungry I am for you!’. The words were said in total darkness, utter terror gripped him as his mind staggered at the implications. A figure appeared, semi-obscured by the gloom, unless, he thought, the figure was only partially there. All in white, like a man in a nineteen-forties film. Casablanca, or some other heat-soaked romantic drama, dragged his thoughts again from the poster. Some-how unrecognisably the picture had changed. Thrusting the paper under a chair cushion, he swore he would never look at it again.
Weeks later he found himself returning from America. Squealing tyres on tarmac, like pigs being slaughtered. A rough landing, but he was relieved to be down. The engines whined at peace. Rest from the nail-biting altitude made him gasp. The sunlight high above had been replaced by a sullen grey stratus enclosure. Up high he had felt like Icarus flying to his death. With the roof replaced, the sky seemed less dangerous. He had been too close to the unspoken space beyond. The thin metal screening him from the full horror once again solidified, enabling it to hold the reality he was secure in. If only he hadn’t had to cross the ocean to the convention. It seemed like a night-mare; the flight there was difficult, but the crossing back had been impossible. He was amazed to find himself on the stairs leading to the ground. It reached up for him in a secure embrace. This was the last flight he was ever going to take, he concluded.
Back home he walked the hallways, examining the reports. His work would mean going back. He hated the thought of it. The view from the window high above the dreamland clouds shattered his concen-tration. He was sweating; he knew he couldn’t do it. The journey was too much, he would write instead. This thought calmed him. He eased into the room immediately to his left. Once inside he realized he had been walking in circles, traversing mechanically through the downstairs rooms and hallways until he had once again retreated into his library.
Books he had read a long time ago studded the shelves along the walls. He had lost interest in most of them, but some still held fascination. The truth was that he just couldn’t concentrate long enough on one subject. Most of the time he was blissfully apathetic, uncaring in his solitude for the irrelevant mumbo-jumbo of the outside world, encapsulated in any form.
The weather had closed in; cold, damp and miserable daylight sulked through the window. Sunlight seemed restricted to his childhood. He decided to tidy his house.
After leaving it for a while, he was acutely aware of the disorder. As he tidied he became aware of something awesome in the room. It reminded him of a picture he’d seen. A cavern, gouged out by centuries of screeching, clanging, torrential water.
A vast black cave, whose stalactites hung crazily from the roof. Angler-fish jaws had the same appearance, and held the same life-force. He remembered then another picture. The film poster was as vivid as if it were in front of him; its metamorphosis, however, had progressed. He was aware of the force, a whimsical yet horrific malevolence.
Ancient incarcerated evil, a djinni of the sands. Its body, matted with sores and hair, repulsed him; and the head, a globular twisting of indescribable mush, created an uncontrollable sense of vertigo. A frog’s head began to laugh, quivering lips; screeching low-pitched cackles. The sound was bizarre, nothing he had ever heard before sounded like it. Nothing except the title music of the film he thought he had forgotten. His mind raced, he had never seen the film, he couldn’t know what the title music sounded like.
Yet he did, he knew with certainty what it sounded like; to the last dull chiming note he could recall it. It was the music of the dentist’s chair as the gas’s effect sent him spinning into the vortex of the mask.
He was sure he was ill – something like a fever-dream gripped him, he walked somnambulantly to a chair and sat, shivering and perspiring. The chair felt uncomfortable. He realised something was beneath the cushion. Half trembling his hand crept beneath the seat into darkness. He felt what he knew would be there, what anyone in his situation would have known was there.
The newspaper, although crumpled, was still open at the page on which he had left it. He heard the gas fanfare begin to exude from the mask. Uncontrollable laughter filled wild stretches of deserted land, deserts, moors, forests and lakes.
On the poster everything seemed to be as he could remember it. Yet he couldn’t be sure. The picture, he was certain, had changed. He couldn’t recall what had previously appeared above the title, but now there was a vast oceanic lake. The borders of the photograph, and the reflection of sky on the lake surface, gave the impression of a mirror. A terrifying dark lake, a picture on a bill-board – an insane carnival mask, made from black decaying marine crustaceans, octopus limbs and jellyfish. He stared, and the eyes stared back.
He was screaming, laughter echoed back. From the picture, arms seemed to entangle the mask, which had taken on three dimensions, dragging it back beneath the waves.
All was quiet. A deathly silence. The theme had stopped.
The scene was totally devoid of noise. Then he heard a steady rushing of waves, the blood in his ears echoed by sea-shells. The shore-line faded and soft sand beneath his feet stretched away behind him. He was facing away from the sea, away back into the landscape beyond. A landscape made solely of the library, strangely orientated and coloured.
Uncontrollably he moved, turned away and walked toward the becalmed waters. He entered between the water, not feeling wet, as the unreality lived on. Yet he was going deeper, deeper and deeper. Still the water did not touch him, it encased him and held him, until with a sudden rush it swept him away.
He was falling, forever, not knowing which way was down, he felt each direction pulling incessantly. He felt infinity dragging at him. The scream that broke free of his mouth left him on soft wings, fluttering away to leave him alone.
 
 



THE DREAMERS IN DARKNESS
Peter Smith
 
The candles flickered, painting the walls with tilting light.
In the narrow corners of the attic room, shadows alternately advanced and retreated like clusters of black spiders.
Outside the thick woollen curtains, the wind whispered between chimney pots, an idiot voice spilling its senseless secrets to the night sky, an empty litany over rooftops laden with greasy snow.
The room’s single occupant sat at a small wooden desk, the only furniture apart from an old bedstead with threadbare mattress and stained yellow sheets. In fingers stiff with cold, the young man held the note to the unsteady lights for the hundredth time, he stared at the printed characters in smudgy black ink. In one spot, where a heavy snow-flake had clung momentarily to the cheap paper, the words became almost illegible. Once again, he found that he was totally unable to recall the features of the heavily-dressed figure who had pressed the folded message into his hand, then hurried past, slipping silently into a dark, brick-lined mouth between dusty shop windows. That had been only a few hours ago, with dusk gathering round him as he waited in an exposed shelter in the bus depot, vacantly watching the snow on sloping rooftops opposite turn fluorescent blue in contrast to the darkening sky. Now, in the marginally warmer confines of his bedsit, the lines of text floated up in the waxen gloom, as impenetrable as when he first read them on the returning bus, surrounded by hunched, steaming passengers. The phrases seemed to lift from the coarse white paper, hanging before his eyes like the pieces of some meaningless puzzle.
“THE FRATERNITY OF DARKNESS”. Fellow seeker, you
are invited to a Meeting of our August and Hallowed
Society. The Veil of Reality shall be lifted from your eyes,
and you shall look upon the radiant darkness at the heart of
existence. You are most urgently requested to attend our next
gathering, as a Brother and Friend. Our Conclave is to be
held at the Old Burnt House, Bridge Street, promptly at the
hour of nine. May your path become One with ours!
His first reaction upon reading the cryptic invitation had been to crumple the paper and toss it into the slush-choked gutter at his feet. Though he had once held a passing interest in the occult, to the extent of buying several expensive books on the subject, he had since reverted to a cynical scepticism toward anything purporting to conceal ‘hidden secrets’, and regarded those who espoused such views as credulous fools. Perversely, it was this very loathing for occultists and their irrationalist doctrines that had undermined his initial dismissal of the note – for though there could be no ‘occult’ as such, the absurd posturings of its adherents could perhaps provide an amusing distraction from the dreary treadmill of modern life. And it was this sentiment, together with a nagging annoyance at the contrived mystery of the note, that had formulated his decision to attend the meeting.
Taking his overcoat down from its nail behind the door, and placing the folded invitation into the inside pocket for protection against the wind and snow, he checked his watch, snuffed the guttering candles, and quitted the darkened room. He made his way cautiously down the wooden stairs, dimly outlined in the meagre light from the skylight above, then along the hallway past silent doorways, and out into the arctic chill of the night wind. At this hour, the streets leading down towards Lower Denborough, and the industrial district bordering the River Den, were relatively quiet. Commuters and shoppers had long since returned to their homes, and the clientele of the town’s many public houses were ensconced in their smoky tap rooms, already savouring their third or fourth pint.
The slushy grey snow was beginning to freeze underfoot, sparkling with yellow diamonds of reflected street-light. The Old Burnt House, a local landmark, was situated in the centre of Denborough’s now-depressed factory-zone, and, as far as he knew, had been empty for many years. Stepping out of a long alley-way between the lowering black bulks of disused warehouses, he came into a wind-scoured square of ancient office buildings, a cobbled bank which sloped down to a small stone bridge crossing the river. And beyond this, the squat hulk of Burnt House, its frontage half-blackened by fire like the features of a lopsided, disfigured face. He paused in the middle of the narrow bridge, briefly considering the abandonment of his expedition, which now seemed rather ridiculous and pointless. He stared over the parapet at the icy black water of the Den; reflected clouds scudded across the shuddering face of the moon. Then the moment’s indecision passed; he coughed between gloved fingers and nudged on up the other bank.
Curiously, he could see no sign of interior illumination of the building before him, nor even of recent habitation, even at such close quarters. With growing trepidation and uncertainty, the young man approached the ponderously ornate porch-way, an incongruous, Egyptian-style portico of soot-grimed sandstone, and knocked as loudly as his muffling glove would permit. His shadow fell onto the panelled door, sharply outlined by cold moonlight. Around and below, the dead factories of Denborough stood like the mausoleums of some long-vanished, chthonic race. He was on the brink of turning to retrace his steps in the snow, when the door opened in a surprisingly smooth and silent arc. A dim figure separated itself from the pervading gloom of the interior.
With a short greeting and request to examine the invitation, the nondescript agent of the melodramatic “Fraternity“ led the way along a lugubrious, unpainted hallway to an identical doorway giving access to rooms at the rear of the building. From somewhere beneath the bare floor-boards he caught the faint susurrus of rushing water, presumably a subterranean conduit emptying into the River Den. Without looking back, or uttering a further word, the sullen guide inserted a modern-looking key into an anachronistic Yale lock, and admitted his guest into the chamber beyond.
The stuffy, over-heated air of the room seemed to fill his eyes for a moment, making them water. Through a teary haze, he could discern the tableau within, inadequately illuminated by antiquated gas-jets affixed to the walls. In a roughly semi-circular arrangement, a number of embarrassed individuals sat on rickety wooden chairs, like the members of some depressing church attendance group.
His taciturn guide stepped into this circle, gesturing to an empty seat on the further side of the room. As the young man settled himself into the uncushioned chair, the doorman retreated from the room without further comment, and the uneasy gas-lights shrunk to mere glowing tips.
He now had the chance to take stock of his surroundings in detail. The room was square, high-ceilinged and windowless, the walls panelled with the same brown-stained wood as the passageway. The scuffed, black and white floor tiles, like a giant checker-board, hinted at past usage as a Masonic temple. The stifling heat was generated by two huge gas-heaters, standing guard at either side of a battered wooden pulpit, probably extracted from some derelict church. Behind this podium was another featureless doorway. As he began to search the inner pockets of his great-coat for the cryptically-worded handbill, half suspecting an elaborate joke staged for dubious motives, this door swung open, and a tall figure stepped out and crossed to the pulpit.
Immediately, he felt the heavy atmosphere of the place thicken; an oppressive weight seemed to settle on his shoulders like some unwelcome, parasitic avian. From the silence of his desultory companions, punctured only by laboured breathing, he knew that his discomfort was shared.
The newcomer took the stand. Like his companion in the hallway, he was curiously anonymous, dressed inconspicuously in an outmoded suit of nondescript colour and material. In fact, it would have been impossible to state with any degree of certainty that they were indeed two different individuals, or whether the doorman had merely taken a circuitous route around the chamber, to re-enter from the rear. In the sickly light of the gas-lamps, his face seemed oddly waxen and smooth, wholly devoid of the marks and wrinkles which endow character and life upon the human visage. Similarly, his eyes were so dark and sunken as to be almost invisible, though they swept the huddled assemblage like the cold light of a dark beacon.
Without pausing for explanatory introduction, the Speaker began the address, his voice as buzzing and disembodied as a ventriloquist’s.
At first, the monologue appeared to consist of nothing more unusual or dangerous than a basic exposition of the central tenets of spiritualism and theosophy, although the strange accent and vibrating tone of the Speaker’s voice contributed a slightly dislocating effect to the discourse.
And so the point at which the innocent narration ceased, and a kind of menacing mesmerism began, was impossible to define. Likewise, the prosaic and conventional elaboration of certain primitive myths and legends which followed, in turn subtly blended into an evocation of a more ancient and primal cycle, concerning the continued existence upon the Earth of wholly alien and inhuman deities. The bizarre terminology and denominations of this obscure mythos, though totally unfamiliar to the rapt audience, yet seemed to evoke faint echoes of pre-knowledge from the deepest wells of racial memory.
As a miasma of hypnotic control sank into the minds of the listeners, the discourse took a further shift into the realms of blasphemy and delirium. The vile revelations and insane heresies poured forth like a torrent of evil sickness.
And with it came moments of disembodied vision, of increasing duration; monochrome glimpses of porous, grey worlds and rotting, diseased planets, viewed against a maelstrom of dying stars. A titanic city of gigantic, tottering stone towers throbbed with impossible sentience, riddled with the bore-holes of termite-like parasites. A bloated monstrosity, the size of a small moon, hung in airless suspension above a distant range of nightmarish peaks, dripping milky filth. Its enormous, cycloptic eye wept and cast a greenish ray upon the teeming, writhing masses below, making them scream with electric pain and gnash their flecked, clacking mandibles in obscene chorus. Then, when sanity seemed threatened beyond hope of redemption, the psychic grip of the Speaker began to loosen, and awareness returned to the dull, earthly scene of the room in Burnt House.
Shaken and stunned by the hallucinatory visions, the circle of listeners slumped forward in unsteady chairs, retching and crying as if some dreadful poison were coursing though their veins. And yet, before recovery of orientation and stability could resolve, another wave of irresistible command surged over the ravaged gathering.
Like so many soulless automata, they jerked upright, pathetic puppets held in the gaze of black, dilated eyes. The Speaker moved back to stand by the door through which he had entered; the simple passage-way upon which it now opened seemed like the pylon to all that was unholy, unhuman and mad. The young man stumbled to his feet, grasping a chair back for support. Impelled by the projected will of the Speaker, he joined the shuffling line which had formed, following a stooped old man in a soiled overcoat.
With deranged intensity of vision, he stared at the dandruff which whitened the dirty collar before his face, the thinning strands of yellowish-white hair. Before he realized that the somnambulant column had moved forward, the unmarked door closed behind him with a hollow finality.
The Speaker turned to face them, his pale face a devilish, contorted mask unable to conceal the alien motivation churning beneath the sly verisimilitude of the surface. As the embalming gloom of the inner chamber surrendered to sight, the oily gleam of hundreds of large glass specimen jars leered down from wooden shelves lining all four walls. And it was from the urine-coloured liquid filling the jars that the dim light of the box-like room originated, painting the haggard faces of the hapless group an unearthly ochre hue. With the deliberate motions of a hierophant performing a task of arcane worship, the hypnagogic master reached up to the serried ranks of glass, transferring a single jar to the bare table at the centre of the floor. Within the stained fluid, a vague, curving shape shifted almost imperceptibly, whether from the disturbance of its vessel, or from some inherent vitality. With his back to the entranced captives, the Speaker dipped a smooth, pallid hand into the round mouth of the jar. An acrid, formaldehyde stench permeated the enclosed air of the chamber. With incredible swiftness, the keeper reached into the group and grasped hold of the young man with a crushing, iron grip. Held between index finger and thumb, a glistening black root, or worm, twisted wetly, then leapt forward under its own volition to penetrate the open lips of its startled victim. Around him, the jar-lined shelves and blank, staring faces whirled into a delirious spiral as consciousness surrendered to the mounting darkness.
Under the inverted bowl of the frozen night sky, a somnambulant column of worshippers shuffles across the windswept flagstones of an unlit courtyard behind the Burnt House. As the grey light of dawn seeps into the blackness above, outlining the broken walls enclosing them, the penitent figures gather around their silent leader in a ragged circle. With a curious gesture, he directs their collective gaze upwards, to a pre-determined point in the heavens.
There, a single yellow star commences a deliberate and intelligent series of flashes and darknesses, a cryptically-encoded message from beyond the abysses of time ... a malevolent, signalling eye.
 
 



ZAMAN’S HILL
Alan Moore
 
Moonfire, decanted by huge, prehistoric machinery into the die of the hills, quenched to lead and by day the far slopes lost in steam. Birdless dark in the pine-deeps. Toboggan scars drop from the path into haunted, perpetual twilight and down to the lake; the drowned hamlets beneath a vast acid lagoon, void of fish. Shreds of wallpaper drift in the submarine kitchens, a memory of waterweed.
Mineral energies sucked up like snot through the bronchial roots taint the sap with old grudge, coded Thatcher-year sunlight deciphered in camp-fire to ash and to spark. Soon we all reek of flame with its taste in our water, an Inferno cordial.
We stare at the bright fissured hide of the firelogs, red-hot alligators crawled from a burned Nile, breathing smoke, we inhale the wood’s madness, the contour-mapped rings of its DNA memory encrypted the length of each bark-armoured spine, so that some of us know a compulsion to sleep in the gut of the blaze, or to give it our blood, and the twelve-year-olds skirmish with bottles and toasting forks.
Somehow the crotch of a woman is sculpted, a split stump with knickers pulled up the fork, a crude amputee idol that calls to the ghost-dogs who scrawl canine histories, written in piss in her flank.
These are Machen-hills, skull-hollow, echoing reverie of skeleton, arrow-head; fossil imperatives; grey-lobed with slate; webbed by ganglion worms. The intent of this landscape is buried: immense geological crania, stratified sentience under the scalp-grass, military crew-cut of Forestry trees.
In pursuit of the cortex, the bedrock of purpose and memory we must go deeper, explore the decalcified brain’s subterranea, down through the nightmaring stone to a secret Pre-Cambrian core: Dan Yr Ogof, a limestone delirium three hundred million years old, its grey matter shot through by the tetanus vein of the Llynfell, whose calcinous rivulets spread like a tectonic syphilis birthing slow, massive hallucinations that accrue, centimetres to measure the centuries, limaform visions of Moonmilk and Helectite, strange half-complete hypnagogic impressions of possible life-forms chewed into the calcite, stained bloody or yellow as tallow by iron, dyed pale statue-grey by the manganese.
Here is an underland coral remembering long-vanished tropical ocean, the reefs of Primordia. Here are the mudflowers grown into a hideous Michelin man, a toad-figurine, white and obese, head half melted with rain-eaten eyes.
Knots of tentacle coil from the underlit scarp where the flowstones and curtains form jellyfish rills and a gigantic femur, two-thousand-year-old alabaster stood knee-socket deep in a rockpool. The stone threatens terrible life, dreams of meat, draped like fat in streaked translucent veils from the underhang; fashions a geo-organic menagerie, every conceivable quirk of biology prefigured here in these waxed carboniferous ruptures, this hog-bristle stubble of stalactite, fat roe of cave pearls. In shower-spattered streets below ground, dim, pellucid, our fingers trace wet shapes: the cold, pregnant message of R’lyeh.
 



WARD 23
D.M. Mitchell
 
April 27th
The behaviour of the patients in Ward 23 has become noticeably strange these last few days. They appear to have become invested with a strange sense of joyful anticipation; their expressions resembling those of small children waiting for Xmas. When I questioned B——(a hebephrenic woman in her early forties), she began to dance and sing tunelessly, ‘He is coming back and we’ll all be free.’ The other patients nodded happily and one pressed my hand solicitously in his pudgy little fists, grinning up into my face with the zeal of a recent religious convert. Maybe we need to change their medication. Maybe they’ve got their hands on our supply of ketamine.
It’s also worth noting that the change is confined to this one ward out of the whole hospital. It could have been worse, I suppose. It could have been the violent patients in the restricted wing. Those in Ward 23 have become fraternal and previous childish squabbles have been forgotten, for the time being at least. They’ve even been indulging in group activities, unorganised by the staff, chanting strange nonsense rhymes together and dancing in bafflingly complex arrangements. It’s all very reminiscent of religious ceremony and usually centres around Daphne, a beautiful, ethereal catatonic woman whom they place at the centre of their movements and who sits in silent fugues throughout.
The only person who never actively participates is James, a dangerous paranoid case whose violent history is belied by his calm and reasonable manner. I intend to broach the subject with him later today.
I’ve developed a very sore throat – a sort of thickening around the adenoids which is making speech difficult. I’ll have to see a doctor, I suppose – a real doctor, that is. But the NHS is so dilapidated I’ll probably have to wait hours and I hate waiting for any-thing or anyone.
Later (same day)
Call me eccentric, but I rarely bother to read the newspapers or even watch television – not only do I believe that their contents hold little objectivity, but I also suspect they produce the same brain-numbing effects as the sedative drugs we administer to the patients. Today, however, I was alarmed when I picked up a copy of a tabloid journal in my local newsagents, and discovered that certain patterns of behaviour in the outside world bore parallels with those of my patients. As I turned the pages, I was horrified at the reports of increased violence and mayhem which must have been building steadily for some time unbeknownst to me; upsurges of religious mania, random slaughter, sex crimes and mass suicides similar to those in Jonestown and Waco.
When I got home I tuned into an episode of the Cook Report and watched, stunned, as cultists in California danced and sang in a manner identical to the inmates in Ward 23. I noticed the repetition of the word “Aklo” which has become recently so familiar.
I’ve got a feeling that this strange language is in fact “glossolalia” and am well aware of the potential danger of letting this practise continue unchecked. Non-verbal, non-conceptual discourse actually aids the practitioner’s access to submerged areas of the human brain, areas from which civilisation has divorced itself through centuries of taboos and repression. My patients are in here precisely because they lack those inhibitions required for a continued existence in human society, so we provide an artificial substitute, usually in the form of chemical treatment, which at least maintains some modicum of normality and removes the necessity for physical restraint. This voodoo-type ritual they’ve been performing, although so far harmless, may result in over-excitement. Then again, it may prove therapeutic. I’ll monitor it a little longer before interfering.
My sore throat is getting worse. When I speak I sound like a bullfrog. I think it must be a virus causing it because I’ve also developed an unpleasant, scaly rash on the back of my hands.
April 28th
I’m going to list here some of the extraordinary things I’ve noticed on the news or read in today’s papers.
Massive earthquakes have hit Turkey, Iran, Japan, Mexico and California. Huge tidal waves have swamped the coasts of Pakistan, India and many of the Pacific islands.
Three dormant volcanoes, including one in Iceland, have suddenly become dramatically active. And, as if that weren’t enough, seismologists have detected major shifts in the Earth’s tectonic plates.
Following the recent meltdown of a nuclear reactor in the Ukraine, there has been an unprecedented number of UFO sightings in the area. Street gangs have taken over large areas of Chicago and Los Angeles where a moribund Charles Manson has been freed by a mixed racial group led by Lynette Fromme. On my TV screen, his wasted cancer-ridden frame seemed any-thing but menacing; a puzzled, lost look on his face.
I spent a large part of the day watching TV. I have a small portable in my office, which I’ve never really used much before now – and under the pretence of writing reports I locked myself in and continually switched channels to follow the various reports. I watched a Satanist rally on the streets of Dallas then switched to a picture of Sikh extremists on a blood-letting rampage in the Punjab, then another of Israeli troops massacring Palestinian civilians in an unprovoked attack.
At a place called Samath, in the Benares district of India, cultists were filmed dancing and cavorting with snakes and other reptiles. A linked clip showed strangely-robed worshippers celebrating on the island of Ponape which has risen an extra thirty feet above sea-level in the last two days. I find the overall effect terrifying, yet I’m strangely empathically unmoved by the victims’ suffering as though the whole thing is merely a schematic problem unfolding before my eyes on a scale beyond emotional assimilation. Or maybe TV has inured us to personal misery over the years – I don’t know. Tomorrow I’m going to have a chat with James.
April 29th
I had my conversation with James this morning and it was an unusually unsettling experience. I broke the ice by discussing his book which was published three years before his admission. Supposedly a work of “surrealism”, it comprises a catalogue of violent and scatological perversion – paedophilia, rape, necrophilia, coprophagy and murder – all written in a facile free-verse form which James probably thought experimental at the time. He has gained a minor cult following, primarily among those neurasthenic young people who grew up in the eighties and failed to mature in the nineties due to cultural and informational overload and economic depression – the victims of the “Death of Affect”.
As I sat opposite him, I appraised him physically.
Although not in peak physical condition he gave the impression of subdued strength and was particular about his appearance to the point of obsession. He sat cross-legged with his hands folded on one knee and observed me inscrutably. I decided to get to the point.
‘James ... I’ve noticed the patients have been playing a sort of role-playing game recently. Do you know anything about it?’
He grinned sardonically. ‘A role-playing game? I must admit I find it strange that you, the doctor, are asking me, the patient. I thought you had all the answers.’ Behind the mocking humour, I discerned a subtle note of menace.
‘Apart from myself, James, I think you’re the most intelligent person in here. I’m appealing to your intellectual vanity, which I suspect is immense.’
‘I’m flattered doctor.’ He laughed and stared at his nails. ‘But let me make it clear that, for my part, I think you’re at least as mad as anyone else in here.’
‘Thank you for your honesty, James.’
‘OK. Are you interested in astronomy, doctor?’
‘Peripherally ... why?’
‘Do you know where Algol is?’
‘The “Demon Star”? It was the first eclipsing binary star to be discovered. It represents the winking eye of Medusa in the constellation of Perseus.’
‘Very erudite! A new star has been sighted near Algol – very bright – which is thought to be nomadic.’
‘What has all this to do with my patients?’
‘It has been speculated that it’s headed in the direction of our solar system and the effects are already being felt. You must have been watching the news recently – or were you really writing reports in your office?’ I started inwardly at his display of perceptiveness. ‘It’s the millennium, doctor. Big changes are on the way – really big!’ He’d started to look excited so I decided to terminate the interview.
‘I’ll think about what you said, James. You’re suggesting there’s a connection between the star and the patient’s behaviour?’ I stood to leave.
‘You think about it doctor! And you really ought to see somebody about your throat. You sound barely human!’
Later (same day)
While the patients were engaged in one of their little ceremonies, I took the opportunity of searching through James’ personal effects, books and papers. Aside from a large collection of True Crime and other magazines devoted to murder and mayhem (especially Manson), there was a modest selection of classic surrealist texts. Next to several books by Sade and Bataille, which looked hardly touched, was a collection of texts by Artaud. As I picked it up it fell open at a well-thumbed page; the stage scenario There Is No
More Firmament. Next to Lautréamont’s Maldoror was a large paperback edition of H P Lovecraft’s stories, published by the infamous Creation Press, plus an assortment of home-printed pamphlets published by a group called “The Esoteric Order of Dagon”. The general aim of these booklets was to establish connections between Lovecraft’s themes and occult groups, particularly those associated with Aleister Crowley. I chanced upon a reference to the word “Aklo” and decided to quiz James again. I’d already suspected he was behind these events, and this seemed to confirm it.
Later still
The patients are still chanting annoyingly in their strange made-up language and that word – “Aklo” – keeps cropping up. The whole thing is disconcerting to listen to, like attending one of those extreme evangelical prayer meetings where even outsiders to the group are profoundly moved. I once actually attended one of these at the behest of my ex-wife shortly before we broke up. I can’t help recalling Nietzsche’s maxim. I can feel the abyss staring deeply into me.
James doesn’t even bother to hide his involvement any more, often pacing around like a deranged film director or choreographer. The patients glance at him while executing their complex perambulations around the supine body of Daphne, as though looking for his approval and guidance. He says nothing, marching around or sitting cross-legged, smoking and occasionally nodding his head.
He reminds me of Peter Weiss’ portrayal of Sade at Charenton.
When they’d finished today, James cornered me before I’d even approached him. The other patients ambled off – except Daphne who lay, trembling slightly – no! rippling! as though her outline were becoming unstable – like oil. ‘Doctor, I assume from the fact you’ve been through my room that you read The Starry Wisdom?’
‘That was the pamphlet, yes?’
‘You probably think it’s nonsense?’
‘It means nothing to me. What about you, James?’
‘I was in contact with the E.O.D. for a while, assuming that they knew what they were doing, where they were going. But it turned out they were just dilettantes, dabbling their toes in the water. When something big swam too close they ran screaming. They stopped answering my letters – even put out a declaration to the effect that they wouldn’t correspond with anyone incarcerated for whatever reasons. I have adapted some of their basic rituals, though.’
‘Is that what the patients are performing – E.O.D. rituals?’
‘Only the bare bones are E.O.D. – the rest is mine!’
He seemed to be getting more vehement. ‘You look down on us in here, don’t you! Well, these people in here whom you treat like animals are fucking gods! You – and the rest of society – are scared of what they represent, what possibilities they suggest...’
‘What possibilities?’
‘Freedom! Total fucking freedom! To live, to dance, to sing, to kill!’
‘I could never endorse that. That whole concept is contrary to the work I’m doing here.’
‘Oh ... contrary to what you’re doing? How very nice! Well, you may not have any choice before long.’
‘And why is that, James?’
He smiled. ‘Because He is coming back. The Tentacled Dragon from the oceans of our inherited memories, whose name is tattooed along our neural paths and around the totems of our spinal cords. Did you ever wonder, when you were a little boy, where the great reptiles went? They’re still inside us, Doctor. We all have monsters inside us. There were other civilisations before humanity appeared and some of them are still around waiting for the rest of us to catch up. You’ll be seeing them before long!’
Although he was dangerously excited, I let him carry on. What he said interested me in a morbid way, although it wasn’t vastly different from your run-of-the-mill paranoid fantasy. One of the larger staff nurses peered around the door, probably to see what was making the noise, and this reassured me somewhat. He continued his harangue. ‘The Hindus speak of Kundalini; the Serpent Power of evolutionary force dormant in all of us, waiting to be wakened. Carl Sagan talks of “The Dragon Brain”. The whole driving force of creativity in mankind is centred in the reptilian level of the collective unconscious. Civilisation has corrupted and repressed it to the point where it’s begun to emerge as destructive and anti-social behaviour – pretty much like the result of overwinding a watch. The destruction we’re witnessing is unavoidable. People have been taking too much without giving back for too long a period, but eventually the dust will settle and a new species will arise and take over. We’ll become obsolete unless we can adapt and mutate to suit the changes. All of this of course will happen over a period of hundreds of years, but it’s starting right now!’
‘It’s time to calm down, James!’ I stood up.
‘It doesn’t matter whether you believe me or not.
The signs are there. What about those people who disappeared from Denborough last month? Or those events at Nan Madol? A young man in Yorkshire has received The
Book Of 23 Nails in a dream but I don’t think he knows what to do with it. Even you Doctor. You could have a part in what’s happening. Look at your hands!’
Before I could stop myself, I’d glanced down and experienced a small thrill of alarm. The knuckles of my right hand were bleeding. I quickly thrust it in my pocket. The male nurse began to wander over and I stooped to help Daphne to her feet. With amazing speed James had gripped my wrist, in a display of shocking strength. ‘Careful, Doctor. She’s expecting, you know.’ He collapsed in a fit of laughter.
I’m going to separate him from the others.
May 10th
All hell has broken loose this last week and this may well be my last entry. I don’t know if anyone will even survive to read this but the discipline of setting it all down is helping me to regain some modicum of composure and objectivity.
It’s not easy when everything you’ve believed to be sane and normal changes to madness in front of your eyes.
I did separate James from the others but the rituals continued, regular as clockwork, while he sat quietly in his room, smiling. By the end of the week the dancing and singing had escalated to a sort of climax. And when it reached its peak, the whole world erupted into insanity while I cowered here in my asylum, protected by the inmates whom I’d patronised for so long. I suppose there’s some weird poetry to be seen in this inversion, but I’ve never really been that poetically inclined.
I had noticed earlier in the week that the sunrises were becoming bizarre, strange-hued, and the vegetation in the meagre flower bed outside my office window had started to glow slightly in the dark. I’d put it down to overwork on my part, or as a result of the annoyingly lingering virus.
While watching the news reports that week, however, I realised that the outside world really was starting to act in an unprecedented way. Social disturbances had increased alarmingly – widespread rioting in council estates, prisons, the inner cities and on university campuses. In Manchester, the army had been called in to relieve a beleaguered police force and things sped out of control in a welter of carnage and vandalism. Eventually, on May 5th, while James celebrated his birthday in solitary confinement, the implacably crawling chaos hit our town and for the last few days the air outside has been thick with smoke from burning buildings and cars. For some reason none of the violence has been directed at the hospital, so common sense has dictated delaying any evacuation of the building. We’re as safe here as anywhere, I suppose.
Early this morning I found myself walking through the main hall on the way to the coffee machine on the rear landing, secure in the belief that the violence was locked outside and the patients confined to their rooms. The hall was dark, faintly illuminated by the filtered light from an adjacent wing. I was stopped abruptly in my tracks by violent stomach cramps. My jaws began to ache and my head throbbed. I almost cried out in panic, fearing a heart attack, but as abruptly as the seizure began, it passed. When my vision cleared I realised I was no longer alone. Four patients from Ward 23 stood in a semi-circle around me. I turned to see James behind me, leaning against a doorway, a mocking smile playing around his cherubic lips.
‘It’s time, Doctor. If you come with us we’ll show you something special – something we’ve all been waiting for. And don’t bother calling the nurses.’
A naked girl of about twelve stepped forward, holding something out to me. It was the severed head of the staff nurse, the tongue protruding blackly between bruised lips. A pool of blood gathered darkly on the neat parquet floor. Smiling, the girl kissed the mouth and tossed the object away. Performing a perfect cartwheel, she disappeared.
‘We’re not going to hurt you, Doctor. As I told you before, I think you’re as mad as we are. And you too have a place in this.’
‘What do you mean?’ I croaked. He reached over and gripped my wrists, pulled my hands up before my eyes.
They were barely human now – more claws than hands.
‘You’re coming on nicely, Doctor. Come with me.’
As I followed him, I glanced through a window. The building opposite was ablaze.
‘Ideas are contagious, aren’t they? Just like a virus. The sterile ideologies of Rousseau gave birth to the terrors of Robbespierre. The annihilating influence in our insane society is that of Mercury – not Mars as you might suppose. We think ourselves to death!’
As we entered his room, I gasped. On a table placed altar-like in the centre of the room, was a huge leathery object I recognised to be a chrysalis. As I stared, it moved from within. I groaned, disgustedly. ‘What is this thing?’
James smiled delightedly, like a little child showing a secret to a grown up. ‘This is Daphne, Doctor. She’s getting ready to give birth to the new messiah. This is the Second Coming.’
His laughter rang in my ears for several hours.
Same night
Outside, I’ve heard sirens, screams, breaking glass and explosions. I vaguely wonder about my ex-wife and children but I feel too numb to care. James hasn’t spoken to me since the last entry, but casts me knowing glances every now and then. All our society’s laws of science and reason have gone to the wall and I realise how vain we were to think the universe should conform to our perceptions of it forever.
What ridiculous anthropocentrism!
The patients – no, it’s wrong to call them that now! – my companions, continue to perform their ceremonies, most of them naked as children. Occasionally two or more will separate from the others and copulate frenziedly, regardless of age, sex or physical condition. James watches it all approvingly as though this were an integral part of the proceedings. He’s constructed robes for himself from bedding, curtains and an old straight-jacket. He’s dragged a lectern in from the chapel and stands there, arms outstretched as though in supplication. The inmates of the other wards in the building sit around and lounge in the corridors but never enter this room. They seem oddly expectant.
The backs of my hands are no longer human, the skin encrusted with a scaly, spiny growth. I write with difficulty. My jaws feel as though they’re stretching out of shape, as if they wanted to open in more directions than simply up and down.
May 11th
The clock tells me it’s another day although the sun hasn’t risen this morning, or rather it’s obscured by some indefinable menstruum, the world being lit by a diffuse subterranean purple glow. The noises outside have abated and when I awoke, my companions were sitting cross-legged around the cocoon, which pulsed slightly. I crept to the window and gazed out, breathless and shocked at what I saw. On the lawns, under the trees, as far as I could see was a multitude of seated forms, mostly human, but many strangely transformed, all staring in anticipation at the hospital.
Between the trees I could see the bay which lay about a mile away to the south. A titanic amorphous pylon jutted from the water, slime and weeds dripping from its surface, black, glistening figures clambering across it enigmatically. James’ voice startled me to attention.
‘Doctor, Daphne is ready.’
I shambled across to him like some great reptile and looked down at the cocoon. All movement had subsided.
James handed me a scalpel and, numbly, I took it. ‘Please Doctor. It has to be you. None of us are allowed to touch her.’
I clumsily made a lateral incision and parted the lips of the wound like a huge vagina. In a flurry of flapping and whirring, the room was engulfed in a cloud of small golden butterflies. The patients began to hop and dance like delighted children, their misshapen faces tinted by the golden light from the hymenoptera.
‘Look inside Doctor. He has come.’ All trace of mockery had vanished from his voice. I reached inside and gently scooped out the small form of the child from the half-eaten remains of his mother and, holding him up to my face, gazed fully at the visage of the new messiah. His eyes opened and met mine and a vision swam before me – wheels of fire and light – burning cold, searing away my body, leaving something pure and terrible – great formless creatures, shifting and laughing, eating each other and being perpetually reborn – all this in a microsecond. Then James took him from me, leaving me with an overpowering feeling of loss.
‘Thank you Doctor. You’ve helped us so much. When you’re ready to join us you’ll know where to look.’
I tried to speak but only produced a grotesque hissing, so I sat numbly as they left the room. A little later there was an exultant shout from the crowd outside and I raised myself to the window. Beneath a strangely lit sky, James held the babe aloft for inspection. A man, bull-like with long wild hair and beard, pushed to the front and, weeping, laid a gold crown before the new king. On the front of the crown a snake writhed around a diamond crucifix. Another man, taller with jet black skin, held out an arm around which writhed a huge snake. Finally, a beautiful bronze-haired, green-eyed girl held out something red and dripping which the child took in its small hands and began to eat. I lay down and slept.
Date Unknown
I’m alone in the building, maybe even the city. I’ve gathered the remains of the nurses into a pile but have given up trying to match limb to torso. Sometimes a horrible hunger gnaws at me but I’m not yet ready for that final transitional step between the old world and this new one.
I think of Him a lot and wonder if I’ll meet Him again. So much madness has fallen from the stars and yet I wonder how often this has already happened in the dim history of this little sphere. He did bear a resemblance to His virgin mother – there’s no denying. But I must admit He probably looked more like His father.
 
 



LUVKRAFT VS KUTULU
Grant Morrison
 
The Great Old Ones from the Outer Dark, the Skeletons in the Cosmic Closet, the Forgotten, the Withheld, the Lloigor, the whole howling, flayed, obscene, transcendent Anti-Pantheon from Spaces Beyond and Between...
All real.
All time and space bent back and snapped credit card-style. Einstein’s universe, fucked like your sister by ravening cosmivorous theorems and feral mathematics of the ninth dimension, falls to its knees in an instant...and the sun turns to coal and the seas to a swill of industrial pollutants, seething acids and boiling faeces given brief unendurable consciousness. The sky is skinned like a zebra hide while numerous ‘monstrous new constellations’ contort into view in what can no longer be called with a straight face ‘the heavens’. Huge cathedral-engines of pistoning flesh twist into being from nowhere to trample the human race beneath crawling buttresses which rise and fall, thundering like supersonic guillotines, as they lawnmower through the cities and the countryside, the rainforests and the hollow mountains filled with nosy fuckers who failed to see this one coming. Everything is ground up and consumed in gale force rains of sulphuric acid. All life dispatched like the pathetic body in the bath in some bald cunt’s basement.
R’lyeh, the drowned hyperopolis, unfolding itself from the fathoms of the sea and the subconscious, covers the planet like a blush, meticulously converting all matter, all energy, all spirit into fuel for the Supercontext and the Imagination Furnaces of the Great Old Ones. Perfect comicbook thought bubbles rise from the bristling swaying chimneyfields of the extermination multiplexes; exclamations, famous last words, life stories, question marks, in their billions, like balloons at a funeral, literate smoke ascending and sifting to nothing.
And the end comes all at once; with bangs and whimpers equally represented. Uncounted millennia impact into seconds, then compress to a single point containing everything.
The aeons-long dream of Great Cthulhu is over and we are no more than sleep-grit the Prime Minister of Horror picks from the lost bowers of his eye orchards.
Ia Kutulu! Kutulu Fihtan! Ia! Ia! Ia!
Later that day:
 
CHAPTER ONE: VOMIT FROM THE PLEIADES
...The Witch House Bar and Everlasting Night Club is next door to the Pointless Place on Millionth Street-and-Never, deep in the Ultraviolet Gas Quarter of R’lyeh, the city without boundaries. This, for as long as we wanted it, would be Friday, August 13th, 1999.
At night, which is always, the city thunders and flexes restlessly. We leave the house, swept up in travelling swathes of light and indecipherable image, entering the electron rapids of fast forward video. This Supersituationist derive, throughtown, from our room-and-million-kitchen apartment above the shoggoth middens in Tsathoggua Street, to the Witch House is, as always, one long scrolling display of infinite novelty-rich, self-regenerations. Unstable forms and crackling steel moving in time-lapse around us.
The Taj Mahal...erupting through tar pools and concrete, the muslim dome spun like clay on a wheel and teased into cyrillic onionspires by invisible hands...the Kremlin... wiped and smeared upwards and upwards, evolving a protective carapace in the art deco style...The Chrysler Building...nods its head and sinks to its knees and elbows and is the Guggenheim ..metamophosing, hatching, opening endless doors into endless rooms where wideawake monsters come and go.
Vehicles strip to X-Ray blueprints, redesigning themselves perpetually – a hearse flowing into a black Trans Am that hatches like a bug into a dayglo Volkswagen and puts out spindle legs and runs up the wall, somersaulting backwards to helicopter wildly overhead in a clatter of unfolding propellers. Motheaten tents and stalls at the roundabouts have open suitcases filled with the full range of hallucinomorphic patches, plungers and coils. Mad Arabs offer books to soil the soul and sear the cornea of the mind’s eye. The market’s like a hairball of matted lanes, narrow stairs, gables and awnings and connected stone arches.
Weird old perverts in dusty antique shops sell fish masks and ships-in-bottles. The Innsmouth smell from every mossy stone and dripping grate. Here capitalism is still practised as a perversion by connoisseurs of the bizarre.
The last thing we need are stimulants or blockers.
Our bodies are self-governing autonomous narcotics factories already.
Oubliette is noisily experiencing fusion with the Cthulhic Net as she enters the third stage of the night’s latest mutation the way a train enters a tunnel too small for the train. I have to turn away. Some things are best left to the imagination, where they can be savoured alone in the dark as aids to masturbation. My own physical transformation gifts me with sudden 360 degree insect vision however and I’m unable to ignore the sight of Oubliette becoming something that looks like a pterodactyl raping and gutting a young couple on their honeymoon. In wraparound multiple compound lens vision.
In the space that fills the gaps in our jostling schizomorphic skyline, the negative sun, blue and boiling with ten billion Hiroshimas per square inch – is fertilising a barely struggling infant B-type star. Ever since the original sun became host to parasitic Quasar pulses containing the unstoppable viral consciousness of Azathoth the Nuclear Chaos, these astronomical rape pageants have become more and more regular. Watching the filthy old neutron star tease younger suns into its gravitational field – some as young as 30 million years – is a sight to scar the cornea of the mind’s eye.
“You think too much,” Oubliette says and falls away into a full stop. I follow, both of us flickering like old film between flashcut streetscenes. The flame and the scream.
Through a window a red room with one malignant letter of the anti-alphabet scrawled on the tiles. Dead kids. Sick scrapbooks, dusty with atomic waste. Creaking gibbets. A crawling mold on the map of the moon. Serial killers etching novels by the light of purple candles in the locked bachelor pads that line the infected Sewers of the Qlippoth. Blood in the inkwell, the pen never runs dry.
Eerie orange lamp flickers candle down and become a blue flame with a little ghost’s face grinning inside. I anchor there and stop dead in the rotten, wet heart of the Quarter. Oubliette’s all around me at once, supertuning her biological spectrum to a rate of ten thousand phyla per second. For just a moment she is the living embodiment of the infinite diversity of life itself...and I want to fuck her all the way to the root of the atom.
Hot rain gusts suddenly, stripping human skin posters from the billboards, peeling our shadows off the cobbles and washing them downwind with the newspapers and leaves.
Some fucker is bellowing in Aklo, the guttural root language that was the cradle once of all swear words. We’re outside a raucous, overlit Shoggoth stye where nervous blue men and women titter weirdly and line up to lose their virginity in several hundred ways simultaneously. A crowd, emerging from the WitchHouse, gather to watch, bubbling like stew on the boil.
The Ultraviolet Quarter holds them all in its orbit, holds us all, filings in a magnetic field.
 
CHAPTER TWO: BEYOND THE COLOR FROM BEYOND
Brown Jenkin runs the Witch-House. The angles are all wrong but non-Euclidean geometry is the only way to pack in the millions-strong crowd. Jenkin – a sickening fermented thing combines in his DNA all the worst aspects of ferret, monkey and bearded baby and that’s the way he likes it. Tonight he’s gnawing holes behind the walls, creating freakish geometrical aberrations into which he’ll pack more customers.
Squeezed into prisms, labyrinths, clusters of unlikely cubes and planes in the unending mathematical intricacy of the Witch House are the clientele; a scintillating cross-section not only of the Quarter’s bohemian nightlife but also of a higher-dimensional omnifunctional entity which Brown Jenkin serves in his capacity as familiar. Everyone who is everyone is here tonight, in the most literal sense.
We thread through the cataracts and op-art folds in the toga of spacetime, looking for our contact, eager to light the fuse of the evening.
Pickman’s Daughter is ‘white with black shoulder-length reiterating guilt complexes’. It’s the only description we have but it’s enough....
Oubliette spots the painter’s living abortion in seconds, tucked away like a needle in a haystack of chiaroscuric feedback in the red gloom of the salon. She’s kissing witches gin from a corrupted Unholy Grail that suppurates through her fingers like the Tarot Seven of Cups – Debauch – and is then a nursing bottle, a pint mug, a Coca Cola green glass classic with tits, a gourd. And it’s true; her impressive complexes flow and fern and frame her like black fractal embroidery. They’re obviously not real but they suit her.
Older than lies, she keeps a portrait of herself in the attic and likes to fuck in front of it; a monstrous study in oils of a corrupted toad-like creature on IV, cancering out on stained hospital linen. Painted by Dad.
The Multiple Personality software stored in the Selfplex Primal Void is frilling into action, generating countless possible selves from consciousness-vacuum fluctuations. Tripping on the ripple from the NLP generators, we surf through the Selfplex menu options; we need to access the maximum rapport function. With NLP
cybernetic systems activated we can monitor, mirror and pace the behaviour everyone we encounter, allowing us to cut-and-paste seamlessly into any social situation.
So it is that Pickman’s Daughter greets us like long-lost friends although we have never met and probably never will in any meaningful sense.
“I practise a kind of origami, as applied to the physical form,” she says, in an attempt to make us think she thinks we’re stupid. Oubliette is cool, sipping Jesus-vintage Chardonnay from a colostomy bag. I grow a flashing angler fish bulb from my chin and perform the words ‘Fucking awesome, Pickman’s Daughter.’ as a four-word play, over and over again. The reactive dissonance amuses the old fraud as we knew it would. She stops and spins – an exploded barrel with eyes – then resolves down into something I can make sense of, talking all the time.
“My father was a twisted nerve of a man. He found some flaking pigment on the walls of the real world and picked it off with his nail. His masterpieces were simply attempts to capture what he saw behind the gloss and the emulsion. Behind the ghastly facade of THIS/NOT THIS.”
“But he was undeniably a mediocre photo-objectivist painter... and a white racist.” My statement seems irrelevant and impertinent but we’re in such poised rapport with Pickman’s Daughter that she simply laughs and goes on.
“Yes, he hated honkies.” Her momentarily bleak smile reminds me of a machete-cut in a pig’s haunch.
“Because he himself was one?” I ask, more out of boredom than anything else.
“He was simply the first human being to depict the squeezings accurately, as the Un-Ones began to crush their forms into 3-D. His work was considered nightmarish and nausea-inducing then but it was simply an attempt to render the impossible onto canvas. I don’t consider that racist.”
“It’s very hard to look at the impossible,” I agree.
Logic in the Witch House is as impeccable as it is maze-like.
“We’re both artists,” Oubliette yawns and to prove it, she etches her name into the table with a phial of concentrated hydrochloric acid.
“What do you know about the Yithians ?” I say abruptly. “The so-called Great Race of time-travelling intelligences?”
For the first time, she seems unimpressed and I suspect some glitch in my Selfplex files. Rapport is flaking away. She refrigerates me with a look and then speaks carefully.
“Completely fictional, like all the rest of this. The names alone are enough to tell you. ‘Yith’, ‘Yoth’, ‘Yuggoth’. It’s like a child being sick in space.” Pickman’s daughter shows her teeth and takes a sip of psychedelic venom. “Why do you ask ?”
“Because you’re the only person who knows the answer. If we were to ask anyone else, we’d be wasting our time.’’
“Yithians! Oh for Dagon’s fucking sake , the entire thing exists in Lovercraft’s head, don’t you understand? This world we’re in is entirely fictional, a dream reflected in the iridescent liquid crystal slime that illuminates and conceals Great Cthulhu’s mind-popping nakedness, a story reversing itself off the page into the ink on Lovecraft’s typewriter ribbon. The torn edge of a paper universe we can’t even see.”
Rapport is the wrong strategy obviously. She extends a tapering glassy probe into her bucket and sips a half-pint of nectar through a thick vein in her elegant snout.
“What does it matter ? We’re only words imagining themselves to be the things they describe. Haven’t you ever wondered what the consciousness is of words shepherded across a page ? How they experience their own existence. We are a swarm of letters playing at being people. Sentences in Lovecraft’s head dot dot dot.”
Oubliette deftly cuts the Gordian knot of this tedious gnostic sulk before it throttles all our enthusiasm.
“Okay, So where do we find Lovecraft’s head, then?...”
Pickman’s Daughter makes a gothic arch with her eyebrow.
“Because when we find it, we’re going to poke holes in his skull and look inside to see ourselves tiny, running in terror as the sky falls in.”
“You’re taking me literally...” Pickman’s Daughter points out.
“Of course we are,” I say pleasantly. “As clinical schizophrenics, we’re symbol-blind. We lack the conceptual apparatus required for metaphorical thinking. Rolling stones simply gather no moss.”
I can see she’s weakening. It’s impossible not to like us.
“So where would a head like Lovecraft’s do its dreaming ?” Oubliette slithers.
All sound empties to a seven foot radius around Pickman’s Daughter. She’s folding herself into the child an octopus and lotus flower would conceive. Travelling tattoos, queasy magickal notation and malevolent runes ripple in bars and columns across her bellowing brow-sac.
“Where do you think?,” The words scan across her face like news on a Times Square billboard. She dismisses us with a perfect Voorish sign drawn in blue cigarette smoke and we’re plunged backwards through the wall like it’s layers of glue to hit the wet cobbles, exorcised black and blue.
“Where do you think?” Oubliette says, perfectly synthesising the voice of Pickman’s Daughter.
I know she knows what I’m going to say. It’s what we were hoping.
“The Pyramid.”
There’s only one way to see the Millennium Pyramid and we’d learned it from a man who’d lived there for years before coming to his senses. Whately was his Pyramid name and the Dho-Hna Meditation he taught is simply a way to look at what’s always there and recognise it for what it is.
We begin to hyperventilate, rapid-inhaling the city and the night. The plastic reality of R’lyeh goes flat, silent and cold on the out breath then swells with life, colour and depth on the in. We continue the meditation synchronising our chopping frantic puffs. Then we reverse the whole sequence, accelerating until R’Lyeh polarises from figure back to ground and the Pyramid becomes obvious in all its impossible constriction.
Five and a quarter miles on each side, seven miles from base to apex with one thousand three hundred and twenty floors, the Millennium Pyramid was a deliberately cyclopean eyesore which never changed shape or purpose and was surrounded by a lethal hex circle extending a full mile beyond the perimeter wall. It was designed and maintained for one purpose only: to keep us out.
The Pyramid was the handiwork of the last few million proto-sapiens left alive and unchanged by the arrival of the Great New Ones. Its walls contained one thousand three hundred and twenty cities with laws and statutes, schools and factories and clocks and armies. The ignorant millions within this appalling stable solid had defiantly barricaded themselves with Euclidean geometry, denying our existence while fearfully cataloguing our manifestations with their telescopes and cameras.
“They’re our Dho-Hna, the negative conceptual image of R’Lyeh,” Oubliette says. She wants to fast forward to the fight stuff but there are last minute preparations for a Breaching of the Boundaries like this one.
First of all, the Pyramid existed entirely in past tense.
“I hate going into past tense,” I say miserably.
“I used to hate it,” Oubliette corrects. She’s cute like a boot and for just a moment I imagine her stamping on a human face forever.
On the star-slicked streets of R’Lyeh, it’s still raining...afterbirth, ambrosia, pennies, dead fairies and we vow eternal love and betray one another twenty three times each, laughing, on our way to raid the tomb-head of H.P.  Lovecraft.
 
CHAPTER THREE: THE WHORE BENEATH THE FLOOR
Stairs descending like deformed spines into the toadstool city near the flaking edges of the THIs/NOTTHIs screen generator. Dim titan figures bled into the margins of perception. Hidden in the blind spot at the corner of our eyes we were aware of the cast shadows of the great anti-concepts, the spaces between of the ever present always invisible macroverse... crackle and scuzz, the fractal embroidery of galactic entrails.
The pyramid’s defenses gave way... there was always someone inside trying to summon us for some insane personal reason...
Death was imminent.
There was a reprogrammed Shoggoth in the room with us, selected for its aggression. Ignoring for a moment, the poisoned flower head which opened and closed like a golf umbrella, showering mind-control spores on everything within a ten foot radius, we went for the mid-section – a mass of seething, pistoning carrots and rotting, clutching tubers. These sex organs were on such open and flagrant display, that it should have come as no surprise to the shoggoth or its remotecontroling operator when Oubliette scythed in close, fingers strobing and superheating the air as she castrated the monster in a brief storm of chopped vegetable material and primitive protoplasm.. …and as the mass of perfectly-evolved jigsaw biology spun on its radial axis to inseminate our auras, howling like a mandrake ripped out by the roots. I ran through billions of evolutionary strategies per second. Natural selection as a martial art – fasts forward, pause, rewind – we melted together, minds in stereo and were a thing like a church organ – wheezing stops and pulsing pipes halfway between a crab’s mouth and the ..glass and rusty iron hoses, spraying an organic DDT across the shoggoth’s vulnerable sensory lichens...
We decided to abandon all mercy as the creature went down. It’s operator would still be experiencing vestigial Central Nervous System mapping and could feel everything the shoggoth felt. Four hundred pointed metal hooves went in like ..and kicked the fucker to chicken salad in seconds
We were breathing deeply, expressing a red fog and
“This had better be fucking worth it.”
 
CHAPTER FOUR: CTHULHU VS LOVECRAFT
Oubliette looked like Adam, I looked like Eve We were in an enormous world of intricate, inexplicable machinery left here by the time-travelers.
Clumsily, using two five-fingered barely-articulate tentacle stubs we uncovered the submerged head of Howard Phillips Lovecraft, late of Providence, Rhode Island.
The head was motionless in a cylindrical tank filled with little aquarium ornaments – a ceramic castle, rocks crawling with Plutonian spores, dank rotting vegetation and tiny alarming fish. We bent closer and compressed to look through holes the paperthin skull. All that remained of the mouth pouted and puckered like an arsehole.
“Who’s there?”
The eyes opened like manhole covers, breaking a thin crusty seal of conjunctivitis and revealing mournful onionskin pupils.
“I didn’t believe...the fountains on Yith. The way minds are gathered up and threshed. the sieves that destroy human feeling, leaving only cascades of horror and tainted dreams.”
“How long have I been here?”
We had no way to respond, having no sense of the passage of time, or even of the concept of time as applied to a universe of constant change...
“Monstrous. Blasphemous. Squamose. Rugose...” the wartime radio mike at the base of the cylinder sparked and hummed as syntax makers clicked into ratchets rotating home...My brain was placed in a jar and transported...I saw visions of the future, then realised that my visions were not of the future at all...”
“They were simply memories of a state I had...I had become one of them..the Yithians...unifold extension into eight dimensions...”
This was playground stuff. Lovecraft’s attempts to translate Aklo concepts into English seemed laughable. We said nothing yet but we could clearly see that the brain in the tank was rotted through with Green Germ. The Germ probably broke through into the Pyramid as microscopic spores, to enslave humanity from the cellular level up.
We saw the book only once – it disintegrated as it was read, like a dream. The pages fluoresced. Or perhaps there was only one page. It was that kind of book. Glowing tides of letters washed in superblue waves of text across the flashing primary colored
As we ogled the Ultranomicon, Lovecraft narrated his last most horrific story.
“ABBBCAGDBACGCGAAABBBCAGDBACGCGAAABBBCA
GDBACGCGAAABBBCAGDBACGC
GAAABBBCAGDBACGCGAAABBBCAGDBACGC
GAAABBBCAGDBACGCGAAABBBCAGDBACGC
GAAABBBCAGDBACGCGAAABBBCAGDBACGCGAAABBBCAG
DBACGCGAAABBBCAGDBACGC
GAAABBBCAGDBACGCGAAABBBCAGDBACGC
GAAABBBCAGDBACGCGAAABBBCAGDBACGCGAA”
Four hours later, the punchline was nowhere in sight and yet Lovecraft’s head literally oscillated with spasms of cosmic horror in its eerie submarine pigstye as his voice synthesiser cranked out endless flatly-intoned looping strings of four of the most boring flatspeak letters. It was like Stephen Hawking struggling with the later stages of Alzheimer’s, his titanic brain going the way of his fused, blown body, three funnels down into the cold Atlantic, gobbling like a retard.
“ABB..”
My attention was drifting like the devonian shelf; an inch every fifteen trillion years a continent. It was Hal 9000 having a breakdown in front of everyone at Stanley Kubrick’s funeral. This was boredom extended into ... It was almost erotic.
“BACG”
We evolved mood shields so that we could listen to Lovecraft without caring what was happening in his weblike disintegrating cortex . As the recital reached its flat crescendo, the effort was causing his fragile brain to shudder like a beautiful flower that’s been dropped into concentrated sulphuric acid. Delicate neural structures fell away like collapsing buttresses in a cathedral. Lovecraft’s brain glowed, miasmic through the paper-thin head. Dissolving grey flakes sifted away as he coughed out the last few letters and fed the bonsai monster fish that shared Lovecraft’s dank aquarium. Little human-faced screaming malarkies that darted through the lattice corridors of Lovecraft’s fucked cranium. Whatever the tedious parade of flatscale letters were doing to Lovecraft did not translate. He seemed increasingly terrified, pushing his bland robot voice building to pitches of implied drama as the tin can hum and spellcheck anonymity of his voice struggled to convey claustrophobic vistas of celestial terror and disgust . With only four letters to choose from his efforts were failing miserably.
“The world’s so terribly hideous..” moaned the decapitated pulp writer. “I can’t feel anymore...”
“I thought you’d have been happy,” said Oubliette.
“You hated the cold, you hated other people..”
“Only at first,” Lovecraft droned. “Now I just miss them. I miss everything except this hideous view...No-one understands me...”
We decide to confirm his worst suspicions by mercy-bulleting him between the cavernous eyes. A sunken bindi appeared slowly and unravelled like a navel taking Lovecraft’s hangdog expression with it. He seemed satisfied as his consciousness collapsed into unity with the millionfold expansion of the Yithian celestial Monad.
Wouldn’t you?
Or at least that’s what we assumed must have happened. When we looked up from frenching one another’s clitoral arrays into symphonic orgasm, the great man was so much swirling intelligent snow, flakes sifting to powder in a twisting screw of water – the cylinder glowed briefly, turning the little castle into a haunted house, lit inside like a Halloween face in the debris and weed forests. The head like a nightlight to make children mad. Then the tiny Innsmouth Horrors moved in to snap up each and every turning flake and neuron.
“He’s pure consciousness now – unencumbered by concept or line.” I said without much conviction.
I looked at Oubliette.
“Did you get all that?”
“What?” she said, genuinely baffled by my question.
“His last message. What Lovecraft just said...” Neither of us had thought to bring even the most basic recording device, such as a notebook, pen or reliable memory into the Pyramid. I’d staked all on the semi-autistic recall of a constantly-mutating reality abuser. To my relief, Oubliette was able to recite the entire dreary text by heart, having memorised the Hypernomicon with one dismissive glance. I made her prove it, although I had no way of knowing if the abstract strings of abaccc she was parroting were accurate. The procedure took another eighteen hours even on fast forward.
“Do that again,” Oubliette said.
At speed we noticed something curious about the rhythms of the letters. A structure visible in the…
“DNA,” I whispered. “The book is the code for Cthulhu’s DNA. Someone in the pyramid intends to build a replica Cthulhu! Probaby to attack us!”
We intended to invoke Jodie the pig from the story of the Amityville Horror – Jodie, suckled by giant termite pigs in the eastern styes of Hell, could be summoned only by rites involving taboo-smashing family breakdown scenarios enacted in a creepy house. Oubliette and I adapted to become genetic twins. We were identical down to the zygote and immediately begin to have sex behind our parents’ backs in the sinister home I grew for the occasion. It rose up like a skeleton then shrouded itself in bricks and mortar and clapboard, it haunted the vacant lot where it had disappeared into a dimension sphincter years earlier. The house was perfect for the type of illicit gender-bending incest that was going on under cover of the bleeding walls, distorted judgmental voices and regiments of buzzing demonic bluebottles. Our parents rapidly showed signs of madness surpassing even our own. It was here that the less adept could lose control and continue in a spiral of mental decay and bloody murder behind closed doors...we held the moment on pause and brought Jodie through all unsuspecting...
Two red eyes at the window, checking out the mayhem. first time he’d seen Shoggoth porn, ten million images per second deep. The snout quivered.
We had him...
The Great Old Ones ate our souls without even thinking about what they were doing. Humanity is a form of BSE in them, eating their minds from the inside. They really wished they’d just stayed where they were, safe in Lovecraft’s head or page...
 
 
 
 



BLACK TIDE
Aishling Morgan
 
‘Josepina is a wanton, Brother Florian, no more than a wanton.’
‘Indeed, Brother Siward, yet we must persevere.’
‘Just so, Brother Florian. Doubtless her obstinacy is sent to try us. Her sin?’
‘In essence, gross moral turpitude. Do you wish the particulars?’
‘Name them to her face. Who knows but she might feel shame and thus begin to repent?’
‘As it is willed.’
Florian struck a gong, admitting a girl, slight, dark-haired, freckled, gently rounded at haunch and chest. Her expression, initially of trepidation, altered to sullen defiance, her snub nose turned deliberately up.
‘You have erred, child,’ Brother Siward addressed her.
Josepina remained immobile.
‘Possibly when confronted with your sins you will show less impudence,’ the Brother continued.
‘To whit,’ Brother Florian stated, ‘a series of acts so base as to seem animal, yet distinguished by an intricate sensuality that discounts all possibility of your pleading blind lust. Self-abuse, on occasions too frequent to numerate. The sucking of members, three times at the least.
The taking of seed in your mouth. Enjoining the shippen-men to spill their seed across your face, with offering to share the pallet of he would could perform this revolting act in the least time. Bedding with Grey Simon. The wilful surrender of your cunt without intent to procreate, much less within the sanctity of marriage. Urinating in the boiling-vat. Sodomy.’
Josepina made no response, save to shift her weight from one foot to the other.
‘Revolting child,’ Brother Siward added. ‘Do you have no plea? Will you not say you were forced to these uncouth acts?’
Again Josepina stayed quite.
‘Dishonesty, at least, cannot be numbered among your vices. Will you at the least show remorse?’
The girl shook her head, the tiniest of movements.
‘So be it. Fifty strokes. Bare yourself.’
Without a word Josepina turned her back to the men.
Bending, she flicked her long dress onto her back, revealing culottes of coarse linen, loose around the thighs, tight at the waist and across her buttocks. Her hand went to the drawstring with a motion indifferent, almost contemptuous, tugging the bow out to allow the garment to drop to the level of her ankles. Naked, her bottom formed two chubby hemispheres of girl-flesh, firm, yet heavy, each marked with a scattering of freckles. Between them, her sex showed clearly, a soft mound richly covered with black hair, the pout of her lips and the knot of pink flesh between them conveying not shame and misery, but insolence.
Tugging the waistband of her dress high, she let her breasts swing loose, two plump handfuls of dangling meat marked with the same freckles that decorated her face and bottom. Each nipple was stiff, a dark bud that gave the same message as the single bead of white fluid that had formed at the mouth of her vagina. Resting her hands on her knees, she composed herself for punishment, serene and to all appearances indifferent both to her nudity and the coming pain.
‘Incorrigible,’ Brother Siward sighed as he rose to his feet.
‘Take heart,’ Brother Florian answered. ‘I have a cut of blackthorn fresh from the vinegar barrel. Perhaps it will have some effect where lesser instruments have failed.’
Brother Siward nodded, his eyes never leaving the girl’s exposed body. Brother Florian moved to one side, opening a chest to take up a length of black wood, thin and pliable, its surface reflecting dull gleams in the sunlight.
Josepina watched from the corner of her eye, her expression betraying nothing of the responses of her body. Making a polite inclination of his head, Florian passed the whip to Siward.
‘Beat her well, Brother,’ he intoned. ‘Who knows, she may yet be moved to repentance.’
Josepina’s flesh tightened as the wicked instrument of punishment was raised, her bottom cheeks tensing to part and hint at the dark pucker of her anus. Her eyes closed as the whip lashed down. It hit, making the flesh of her bottom bounce and quiver and her lips peel back from her teeth, briefly. A line of white sprang up across the smooth globes of her bottom, quickly turning to a fresh pink bordered in red.
‘Make comparison,’ Brother Florian addressed her, ‘as you are beaten. Your habit against that of your sisters, in particular Epiphany. At the quiet hours she prays; you perform lewd acts with menials. Commands she follows with placid obedience; you respond with poor grace, if at all. Her answer to the ribald calls of the churls is a shy blush and a turn of her head; you give back ripostes that bring colour to the cheeks of your tormentors.’
Three more cuts had landed across Josepina’s naked rear as he spoke, and three times her bottom had bounced under the impacts, the flesh deforming briefly before returning to its natural, female shape. Each time her teeth had drawn briefly back, but not so much as a grunt had escaped her lips.
Brother Siward continued with the beating, aiming hard cuts to make the girl’s buttocks jump and jiggle, one after another until her bottom was a mass of purple welts and double, scarlet tracks. All the while Brother Florian lectured, commenting on the Josepina’s depravity and comparing her with the virtuous Epiphany. At last, red faced and puffing, Brother Siward threw down the blackthorn whip.
His colleague took the stick up, measured his aim across Josepina’s quivering bottom and brought it down with all his force across both nates. Brother Siward, his breath recovered, began in turn to berate the girl, remarking on the vulgarity of her exposure.
‘Do you not feel shame?’ he demanded. ‘Bent, with your cunt flaunted for all to see? Have you no modesty? Does revealing your breasts and buttocks mean nothing to you?’
Josepina said nothing, gritting her teeth in response to Brother Florian’s now frantic belabouring of her buttocks and thighs.
‘Wanton trull!’ Siward continued. ‘We have made you strip! We have thrashed you! The hole of your cunt is showing, the hole from which you evacuate also, all that you should hold most secret! You respond with not so much as a flush to your cheeks!’
Still Josepina declined to answer, her sole response to the savage punishment being the quickening of her breath and the gradual juicing and swelling of her sex. Her whole bottom was a mass of welts, nothing left uninjured save the depths of her cleft. Some small change in her poise had left her buttocks flared, pushing both vulva and anus into prominence, blatant and wet with her sweat and the fluid from her sex.
Teeth set, eyes staring in furious determination, Brother Florian continued to thrash her, well beyond the designated fifty strokes, until at last the blackthorn whip snapped across her rear. As the end flew clear to skip briefly across the stone flags of the floor and come to rest against the far wall, Josepina allowed the lightest of sighs to escape her lips. Florian stepped back and she held her pose, moving only to pull her back further in and make her sexual display yet more flagrant.
‘She has the hide of an ox!’ Florian declared, wiping sweat from his brow.
‘So many beatings,’ Siward answered. ‘Yet most learn quickly that to howl and jump brings mercy.’
They paused, both men considering the beaten girl, Josepina looking back, her large dark eyes fully open, her expression unreadable.
‘I confess to a degree of tumescence,’ Brother Florian stated.
‘I also,’ Brother Siward answered.
‘Blind lust must be answered, the Lord forgive us our frailty.’
‘We are human, Brother, no more. To refuse to answer to our base needs would seem to be an act of hubris.’
‘Just so.’
As one the men pulled up their robes, tucking the hems into their belts. Both revealed large bellies resting on spindly legs, pale skin, thick growths of pubic hair from the centres of which sprouted penes already close to erection.
Brother Siward, the fatter of the two, stepped forward, took Josepina firmly by the hair and pressed his cock to her lips.
Her mouth opened and she took him in, sucking the man who had just beaten her without hesitancy or resentment.
Brother Florian watched the girl suck, tugging at his cock as he moved behind her. Lifting his belly, he laid it on her well whipped buttocks, prodding at her vagina with his erection. It went in, finding the wet hole and slipping inside until his balls found the thick tangle of her pubic hair.
Together they used her, one in each end, mouth and cunt, never once meeting the other’s eyes as they shared her body. Her reaction was different, and showed nothing of guilt. Siward’s balls were soon in her hand, stroked and rubbed as she sucked on his erection. Her own breasts came next, cajoled as they swung to the motions of Florian’s pushes, caught up, weighed, the nipples teased and gently pinched. At last, with both men beginning to grunt and puff, she put her hand to her sex, rubbing at the swollen clitoris even as Florian’s heavy belly slapped against her bruised buttocks.
Siward came, his face puce and his teeth gritted hard as he emptied his semen into Josepina’s throat. With the cock held deep in her gullet she began to gag, the spasms of her throat milking his sperm even as her own orgasm started. She came with her face red and her cheeks blown out, her eyes shut tight and the muscles of her bottom locking over and over against Florian’s gut. With that Brother Florian also came, jerking his erection free of Josepina’s hole at the last instant to spray thick, cream-white fluid across her beaten, upturned buttocks.
Both men moved back quickly, dropping their robes and mumbling prayers. Josepina stood, stretched, reached back to wipe the come from her bottom. Running her fingers over the bruised surface of a nate, she scooped what she could into her palm, put her hand to her mouth and ate the semen. She swallowed and licked a last blob from her lip before her expression returned to its earlier serenity, showing not one trace of the sorrow, misery or contrition expected in a beaten girl.
‘Slattern! Trull!’ Brother Florian exclaimed. ‘Are you not in the least repentant?’
‘Are you a she-devil, a succubus, to remain so indifferent to your sins?’ Brother Siward demanded. ‘Have you no sense of rectitude, no compunction?’
Josepina said nothing but hauled up her culottes to cover her welted bottom and let her dress drop back into place.
‘This will cease!’ Brother Florian snapped. ‘This sour disobedience, this vile behaviour! In future you will model your conduct not on Lilith, as you seem to do, but on Epiphany. Be meek! Be virtuous! Follow her example in every way!’
Briefly Josepina’s mouth curved into the smallest of smiles.
As Josepina walked from the room in which she had been beaten, Epiphany sat in the chapel, her eyes closed, her hands folded in prayer. Sunlight struck through the high windows to her side, dust motes dancing in light that showed the first trace of dusk. An irregular diamond of rich blue, cast through the window, moved slowly on the pale locks of her hair as she knelt. For an hour she had barely moved, even her lips still as her mind dwelt on matters far removed from the mundane.
Only when the bells in the tower high above her began to chime did she move, rising and walking from the chapel, hands clasped in her lap, head bowed. As she moved across the busy court each person she passed was greeted with the same, barely audible blessing, as if her soul were too delicate to bear such brute contact. Never once did she raise her eyes. At the gate she mumbled a meek request to the doorman, who answered with a grunt.
Beyond the gate she followed the line of the high wall, moving with yet greater timidity, her hood pulled tight about her face. All about her was bustle, brothers answering the call of the bell, boys hurrying on errands or in simple mischief, the fishermen, moving down towards the quay and boosting of the octopus they would take on the high-tide that evening.
Many gave Epiphany admiring stares, watching the way her breasts and buttocks moved beneath the light material of her dress. A few made ribald remarks, commenting on the way the sun revealed the contours of her body, even offering money for sexual favours or demanding she lift her dress. To all of this Epiphany responded with the shy aversion of her eyes, never angry, never hurried, blushing faintly and occasionally murmuring forgiveness for the more outrageous comments.
At the quay she stopped, looking out across the sea and then down into the still waters of the harbour. The smaller octopus had already started to come in, darting among the weeds in water tinged dark with their ink. A few children stood, knee deep in the rising water, tridents poised in a vain attempt to catch the creatures. Older fishermen ignored the water, indifferent to such small quarry, intent on the preparation of their nets and tridents for when the black tide was high and the giants came in from the sea.
All spared a glance for Epiphany, the old men in brief admiration before returning to their work, the young in speculation, each urging the others to make an approach.
None tried, every one aware of her purity and unwilling to suffer certain rebuff.
Presently she turned and began to walk, south, along the shore, with the sun falling slowly towards the sea in the west. Only when she reached the headland did she look back, pushing her hood from her eyes to scan the beach and dunes, alert for any who might have followed. Content that she was alone, she moved on, faster, now, her eyes fixed to the grey-green bulk of the next headland.
She reached it as the sun touched the horizon, skipping quickly through the gentle waves as the water lapped at the base of the low cliff. Beyond, a bay opened, the cliffs rising above a shore strewn with great boulders of yellow stone and a beach of pale sand. Choosing a rock at the centre of the cove, she climbed to its smooth upper surface and composed herself, arms hugging her knees to her chest.
The tide rose fast, cutting her off as the last red glimmer of the sun faded into the sea. Water, black with octopus ink, washed close to the base of her rock, the brilliant moon throwing reflected silver from the waves.
Epiphany remained still, listening to the murmur of the waves, her eyes fixed to the water, watching.
Shapes began to rise, black humps among the waves, as smooth as the water, yet moving with a power of their own. Eyes appeared, broad ovals reflecting dull silver in the moonlight, the size of coins, the size of apples, the size of saucers. Epiphany shivered, her teeth chattering despite the warmth of the night as she watched the great, black octopus pull themselves up into the shallows.
With the press of fat, gleaming bodies pushing against the base of her rock she stood, her trembling hands going to the clasp of her dress. A soft click and it fell away, the linen garment dropping around her feet. Her culottes followed, pushed quickly down, her boots last, to leave her standing, naked in the moonlight, her skin ghost-pale, her hair like silver.
Her mouth came open as she stepped down from the rock, her lower lip trembling hard. Cool water touched her foot, and the muscular firmness of a tentacle. A wave splashed onto her leg, breaking to wet her thighs and the soft, yellow down of her underbelly. The body of an octopus squeezed against her leg, soft yet resilient, pressing itself between her legs and on into the calm shallows among the boulders.
Epiphany stepped forward, feeling the water rise until it reached her knees, then kneeling, submerging herself to the level of her chest to leave the waves lapping at her breasts. To all sides she could feel the bodies of the creatures, smooth, rubbery tentacles sliding against her skin, suckers using her flesh for grip as they pulled themselves inshore. One, its bulbous body the size of a marrow, nudged between her thighs, pressing to her sex and sliding beneath her, one tentacle tracing a slow line along the groove of her bottom as it passed. Epiphany let out a quiet whimper at the sensation, spreading her knees wider to the black tide.
Around her the octopus had begun to mate, the males reaching out distended sperm-arms to the females, caressing and sucking, seeking the apertures to the mantles and the egg clusters within. Many touched her, arms moving in exploration, unsure of her taste, unsure of her texture. Her vulva was open, swollen and wet, leaking her femininity to the sea. Again and again tentacles found her flesh, drawn in by the taste of her sex only to reject her as alien. Others used her body as an anchor, coiling their arms around her, sucking at the flesh.
With fat, resilient bodies pressing in on every side, she let herself sink lower into the water, submerging her breasts. More tentacles immediately found her, gripping both breasts, curling around her back, squeezing her waist and belly. She began to sigh, and to rock, her breath coming slow and deep as she moved her body back and forth in her cage of rubbery arms and swollen bodies.
A tentacle gripped between her legs, lying from pubic mound to anus, tiny suckers clamping to her sex lips and clitoris. She groaned, feeling the suction on the sensitive bud at the heart of her vulva. Another, larger cup closed on one nipple, drawing the bud out, stiff and sensitive. Beneath her two beasts began to squirm, their bodies writhing against the sensitive flesh of her bottom in their ecstasy of copulation.
A wave splashed her face, and as it cleared she found herself looking into two huge eyes, as large and pale as the cut halves of a melon. A moan escaped her lips as thick arms took her about the waist and curled beneath her bottom, brushing the smaller creatures aside. A sperm arm as thick as her wrist brushed her thigh and she knew the newcomer was a male.
Reaching down into the water with a new urgency, she caught hold of an octopus, her fingers busily checking the arms for the tell-tale groove that would reveal its sex.
None existed, marking it as female, and she quickly pulled it between her thighs, her fingers sliding gently beneath the mantle, opening the cavity and pressing it to her sex.
As she rubbed the female octopus against herself the big male pulled her closer, his thick arms powerful beyond her strength. She released the female, sinking her slime covered fingers into her vagina as the full bulk of the male squeeze between her open thighs. With a deep groan Epiphany threw back her head, abandoning herself to the fate she had worked for, leaning back and pushing her sex out to the now eager male.
Eight arms took her, holding her, pulling her in. Two were behind her back, two around her waist. The fifth cupped her bottom, much as a human lover might have held her to mount her body on his. The sixth and seventh held her thighs, spreading them to the point of pain, opening her for exploration and fertilisation. The last, the elongated sperm arm, had already began its work, caressing her, stimulating her to the point when she became receptive.
Epiphany writhed in the arms of the octopus, sobbing and whimpering with reaction, her whole body engulfed in an ecstasy far beyond anything else she knew, the horrid thrill of the black tide, with her body locked helpless as the slime covered sperm arm stroked her naked flesh. With her nipples aching beneath suckers, her vagina gaping as it leaked the taste of the female into the water, she could only lie back, moaning and sobbing, crying in her ecstasy, heedless of the waves breaking over her body.
A tentacle tip had found her anus, working inside to fill her rectum with cold, rubbery flesh. Helpless to stop it, she let the pleasure come, feeling her bowels bloat and fill with the arm reaching up, coiling and uncoiling deeper into her gut. Her arms went around the body of the big male, hugging it to her, her warm embrace against his cold, bulbous mass. His sperm arm was at her belly, moving lower, drawn in by her taste, rubbing between the lips of her sex, squirming against her clitoris…
She came, crying aloud as the pressure of the sperm arm squeezed down past her clitoris, pressing against it. He found her hole as her climax peaked, making her scream as her vagina filled with tentacle. With his sperm arm inside her he pulled her close, crushing her to him. The tentacle in her anus pushed deeper up, anchoring in her bowels and stretching her ring until she felt she would burst. More sperm arm squeezed into her vagina, filling her until her front hole felt as bloated as the back.
Lost on a plateau of exalted, obscene bliss, she let herself be taken, feeling her body fill with bulbous tentacle, squirming her breasts against his body, kissing and licking as his dome, crying in-between, calling herself names that would have had Josepina blushing in confusion.
The second orgasm came as the sperm started to flood her vagina. She could feel it, running sticky into her body, bloating out her cavity and spilling from the mouth to the rhythm of her contractions. Part of an arm was pressed to her clitoris, rough yet soft, and with a frantic wiggling of her hips she brought herself off, bumping her bud over the ridges and papillae of the beast’s skin and coming with a long, drawn out scream.
With her cunt brimming with octopus sperm she began to buck wildly in his arms, everything forgotten but the pleasure of being mated. Her orgasm held, every muscle in her body locked tight, anus pulsing on the thick, intruding arm, mouth agape in one, long scream, arms tight around his resilient bulk. Still the sperm came, filling her and flooding out into the water around her, washing over her face with the waves so that she could taste it. Driven to an unbearable peak of lust, her senses began to slip, her mind riding on bliss so high, so sublime that nothing whatever mattered beyond her act…
Epiphany came to her senses as her open mouth filled with water. Gagging and choking, she quickly pulled her back up on her lover’s tentacles, bringing her head clear of the water. He was spent, and pulling back, the tentacle in her anus working out in slow waves, the suckers moving across her back, buttocks and legs. Her vagina was still contracting and she felt the end of the sperm arm pull free.
She leant forward, giving him a parting kiss between his great pale eyes before pulling herself back and standing, only to sink down once more to her haunches, exhausted.
Staring out across the moonlit sea with vacant eyes, she allowed the spent tip of his sperm arm to slide from her vagina. Her body ached, her anus smarting and pulsing, her vagina dribbling octopus sperm into the water. She knew she would be covered in sucker marks, bruises and tiny cuts, yet all would be covered by her long dress and the demure hood she always wore.
Only when the sea had began to retreat did she rise.
Washing the last of her lover’s sperm from her body in a rock pool, she set her face to the village, walking the moonlit sand, her expression meek, timid, and above all, innocent.
 
 



SKULL OF SHE-HEAD
James Havoc
 
Soft white nova sucks inside:: goatshead-grinder sounds the stroke of she-head stabbing time:: drug power:: the starry elevator unfurls, engages:: achondroplasic maggot-peelers racked in vented cages over braziers broiling cyanide bones and stoked by black exterminators, killers of the sable hex whose burning wheel of swastikas surmounts electric portals housing hammers of the ultra-gash, enter six insecticidal psychopaths with pulsars of crustacean faeces firing, dousing, arcing into hyper-space as one by one they suppurate and splash with mutant ectoplasm lizard guts transfixed by filth, abomination overdrive in neural clusters charred by white light kill-convectors, silver skullplate eye-reducers, teenage death-fist vivisectors, rage of sonic fur on fire at funerals under ocean entrails, beauty labyrinth of razors chained to phantom foetus trash in rock ophidian ante-chambers, sun-head of the suicides who wired to pandemonium proclaim a liquid swordfight sigil, underbelly brimstone blitz of jackboot glitter cum collapses, she-cat hentai hades hunt in war world storm the hangman’s hovel, brains pulped on the kuroneko cretin anvil, rose revolver, palace pact of wasps eclipses neon moonchild tears negator, pinnacle of glimpses in the noise machine accelerator, queen of heat fucks lucifer, tectonic dust and lava boiling, scarring, howling in the void of violence left by octane angel spasm, heavy gasoline and powdered diamond metal insurrection, speed infection to the beast in pentagrams of poison blood that emanate from loops and ghosts whose viscous veil of torture tombs arachnid meat in mega-voltage, saturn spume in codices imprinted on the feral flex of neurons stitching snake receptors, pelvic reptile phosphorus in ancient atom interceptors, anus amber, fang inferno, switchblade bolt unleashes brides of havoc from the cobalt chasm, lightning coiled in talon membrane, mantis load annihilator, photocidal juggernaut of blurred oblivion, eyes unspooling, planet claw refracting on a vampire vision vermin hook, cannibal decapitators seeded by a sodom ray that emanates from embryos impaled on spits of vulture horn, nemesis of spikes descending, fractal demonolators in messianic malformations, seismic mass accumulator shifting into fifth dimension, ice necropolis vomits holy vulva, locust fathom, crypt of butchers blossoming, lung of cicatrix in flames, organism oscillating over molten malediction, crucifixion counter-crush in würm of motors, scorpionic, sobbing sores that synthesize oneiric plague, clitoral psychosis in the ruins of a mastercharge, panther muscle retroflux, satanic swamp of lizard lesions gibbering under hurricane: meteor:: butterfly:: sword:: seven rapes that killed the king, feedback sluts in vex of venus, masque of sewers, ditch destroyers cramped in chaos, retinal relapse of spurs that spark in larval absolution, screwing keloid detonators into shadow-whip of dice, strobic shotgun sperm contusion, clash of sixes, flowers flayed, reverb of cryonic cohorts carving into screaming target, cockroach bible incubus with adamantine afterburners, genocidal groove transmission, telepathic vertigo of vixen fireball she-division, cosmic lips of coelacanth, the hornet heart that suppurates a solar zone, carnal horizon, atavistic anti-protons suturing to sulphur craw, revulsing into vortex as the spectral helix incandesces, astral fugue assimilator rising into crystal crescent, tattoo tempest, total eyeball, temple of chthonic crime vainglorious in occult mirror, coruscating zodiac of vengeance torches evil towers, sado-grid of synapses, excremental ossifiers radiating viral tongue from nucleus of shattered slit, enigmatic amputators revenant in snowblind plumes, decay of cinders, bullet-proof, love missiles of the limbless launched from hundred-storey oven-block, chromium cross-bones raised on ramparts, alien scintilla branding brotherhood with über-carnage, mesh of eagles, depredators shimmering in labyrinth of cryptic curses, coprophagic lice strip bare the crowning of the kraken thrust, twist of quasars, vesuvial propulsion shriek of can to can concatenators, neo-nebula disgorges intravenous ventilator, barbed-wire offal dome erupts, inaugurating blasphemies, leviathan, prehistoric parasite incinerator pulverising, war across the tombstone wreckage, stüka syndrome epidemic, hunting prey in sickle-shaped continuum, complex of shards reversing into vacuum, husk of centipede cell, amino-skeletal cascade reflex, napalm night-krieg of diz-buster attack battalion, serpentine with synchro-slashers, holocaustal atavism haunting crematorium, permafrost of ashes gloating, gouging glyphs from monolith, cyclopean with psycho-fasces super-ciphered, surgical, spitting slaughter into fetish, venom ducts dissolving dais, idolators in ferric flash, terror trip triggered:: poised in pincers:: pussy-prowler calls cthulhu, fecalithic black flag flailer cleft in psychotropic mushroom cytoplasm, spinning ill, espies a tangerine equator, shark-god pineal penetrator, maiming with magnetic fury as the ringless future reels on rocks of basalt archetype, arterial, velvet catafalque that weeps dilating, cortex laved in ambergris and cold creation crawling, flaunting compass credo, luminescent keratin that lures, kirlian, succubus of dagon drives the devil-ship to nighted nexus, protean assassins of an arctic codex, cinched in glaciers, invertebrate in anti-bibles, born of bitches, crosses crack venereal map at borealis, glut of hawsers, treasure gaping, womb of crabs that craves the lash, lodestone tilts in sunken lairs, resonance of fractured phallic runes that ripples into equinox of dogstar, orgiastic, drooling sect of scavengers holds cave communion:: avalanche:: pendulum:: snare:: asylum of erotic engines, mournful, moving into mass extinction, generating gravity that feeds combustion, virus sloughed from spinal cord at sunset churns priapic waters, whirlpool whipped by blaze of tendrils, ultra-sonic, syphilitic, icon palled in crimson prism augurs hanging, disembowelment, deep-sea hunger agitating aeons-old unholy hybrids, nocturne torn from tainted nursery, galaxies implode by synapse, golden sado-galleon listing, lurching into marine matrix, sub-aquatic memory of fungal spires whose hierophants in hooded thrall chant glamours through vermilion vectors, echoing in coral keeps where corpses creep in cataclysms, covens of cephalopods that feast on phosphorescent semen fletched in gizzard of albino raven, beast of bullwhips craving cankers, saturnine, primordial, razor rim of night retracted:: rip-tide reddened:: node of negatives convulsing..
 



THE SPLATTERSPLOOCH
David Britton and Mike Butterworth
 
Gather ye rosebuds while ye May,
Old Time is still a-flying:
And this same flower that smells to-day
Tomorrow will be dying.
Herrick, ‘To the Virgins, to Make Much of Time’
 
If, like the sirens, roses lured otherwise sensible men to their ruin, then the Brandywine Bridge spanning the flowing Thames, separating the Gumstool Charnel House in Nettlebed, Oxfordshire, from the Holocaustically successful Crematorium Goose – a converted classic 17th Century brick-and-flint furnace – and lying succulent in the river valley, drew oddballs to its consistent warm presence like bears to honey.
Even in the depth of the severest winter the bridge glowed with sombre red warmth. Roses, and the intricate feathery red-and-white Semper Augustus tulip, bloomed all year on trellises nailed into its heated brick. But for all the happy waft-and-welt of rose trellises and steady hum of the guzzy-buzzy honeybees, a deep sense of unease stalked the region.
Black as treacle, the reed-lined waters flow slowly here, incongruous shoots of red blood winding snugly in their centre. How far the Thames had travelled to reach this seminal point, who could say? Lord Horror told Squab he had once sailed it the length of Kenya, as it mixed with the Tana and Uaso Nyiro rivers, through Uganda to the Mountains of the Moon and into the Congo. She supposed this was an accomplishment of sorts. Compared to zoning-out in front of a TV it was, but not in relation to reading a book.
There is a humour – a light, conspiring mockery that punctuates the melancholy drama – freshly imported in the shape of our young heroine, La Squab, the prettiest coquette in the bizness in her black lace Chloé scarf, Jackie O silk blouse and full-length Gucci mink coat to keep the early morning chill at bay.
With her Jimmy Choo kitten heels on firm sod, she viewed the hot bricks and arched a manicured eyebrow. An uncommonly strange voice broke her thoughts.
“Thinking of going over the bridge, Little Sparrow?” Taking off her scarf and stuffing it in her pocket, she looked at the voice’s owner. There was no doubt that it was a hundred per cent human, but the only other person she had ever heard talking in so affected a mechanical tone was Stephen Hawkins.
A dissolute, youngish man, clearly a piss-head but with an intelligent burning look in his eyes, was surveying her from the driving seat of a ramshackle Oochee-Papa-Poontang fornication wagon.
“Might be,” she returned.
As it happened she did intend crossing the bridge.
She had decided, on a whim, to visit her friends Fudge and Speck in Pixie Village. But she had not travelled this way before: coming from the west was a new experience, and perhaps an adventure too.
The man opened the wagon door so she could have a clear sight of him. He was small, of slender build. A straggly shock of dark hair tumbled to his shoulders. What looked like a blunderbuss was nonchalantly slung across his back. He was dressed in gypsy finery, all red, silver and black. A pair of black Donna Karan trousers with royal red side-stripes rested elegantly on silver leather Sigerson Morrison zipped ankle boots. On his fingers he wore large gold rings set with jade.
“Then a word of advice from one who’s been there,” the voice crackled, as if pulled and fed through a faulty microphone of poor quality. If rust could talk, this was what it would sound like, she thought. But though it grated on her she sensed an underpinning comic nature. She would not have been surprised to hear it utter the Dalek’s cry: ‘Ex-termin-ate’.
“Upon my mirth,” she stifled a laugh and shook her mop of blonde curls.
“If you want safe passage over those unholy bricks, go on all fours.”
“As if.” She was affronted. “Never in my life have I made an entrance without dignity. Even when my blade dipped inconsolably in the Hereafter to give a taste of fact to a molecule, I pirouetted with grace and refinement. What would Uncle Horace say if word ever reached him that I had walked over a bridge like a dog...? Never!”
“Not like a dog, like a crab. A crustacean once went across the bridge, and when the creature that guards it, the Splattersplooch, reached out a tentacle, the crab raised a pincer and gave it a nasty nip. Since then the Splattersplooch has avoided anything travelling sideways on all fours. But suit yourself.”
A beast-grunt passion chorus issuing from the wagon’s confines accompanied his words. He kicked the panel behind him with the heel of his shoe, and shouted in French what seemed like a long blasphemy of the Girty Puddings.
Squab noted he had the look, with his beflowered face, of a strange kind of clown. His eccentric way of speaking, without inflexion or nuance, with an equal accentuation on all the syllables, even on the mutes, was relentless.
“Well, don’t say I didn’t put my two-pennyworth in,” he said to her in English.
She scrutinised the cabin. Empty bottles were scattered on the floor – ‘Ether’, she read on one of them.
Stuffed owls dangled from bits of string about his head.
“You’re just humbuggin’ me,” she said dismissively, walking a few feet into the neighbourhood of a flowering apple tree that was fairly vibrating with bumblebees. “I don’t believe there’s a Splatter beast under that bridge.” She now recognised the little Frenchman, but didn’t let on, pretending to study the bridge.
Beneath its cascading roses ran a supply of electricity in steel conduits half-sunk in the masonry. Not, she thought, that this accounted for the almost obscene heat pouring from every brick in the Brandywine Bridge. Of a creature, there was no sign.
“You’ll soon see your error.” The pataphysician tapped his nose. “Hold on now, what’s this coming our sweet way?” He leant eagerly across the passenger seat, pressing his forehead to the side window.
Up a dark mulchy path through the trees, footing it like a mad thing, a one-eyed, one-legged human curiosity was coming as confidently as any biped.
Striking the side of his head with his right hand, an action that caused his single eye to roll backwards, the one-leg swept past them, churning the black earth under his foot as he went. He mounted the bridge in a single bound, and reached its centre a split second later. Obviously he had arrived at his destination, for he now simply stood there, determinedly swaying: a golden thing. White, wind-tattered clouds raced overhead.
“Doesn’t look like he could knock the skin off a rice pudding,” was Squab’s considered opinion. “He’s a rum turd, and no mistake.”
On the monopede’s molten bronze skin a caterpillar patina of honey-coloured body hair was moving with the manic valse tzigane of the committed suicide jockey. Hair, like green lace, swished from his head. There was no face that Squab could see, just a wide, empty circular mouth fitfully opening and closing as he panted from the exertion of his journey. Slowly he spread out his arms and issued a brief hoot, almost a pleading bray.
At his arrival, the bridge glowed redder, cinders of ash and spurts of hot gas erupting from its brickwork. Was the monopede importuning to be scalded to death by steam?
The solitary, fuzzy wasp-eye in the middle of his head glowed orange. Moving his arms gently, in a suddenly mournful tone he sang out:
“Whose heart is made of brine and stone, Who makes its nest from sailors’ bone, Whose feared by men and fish alike, Who feasts on farmer, priest and pike...?” The occupant of the Poontang wagon soon rejoined with his own evocation: “‘So, ‘Below the thunders of the upper deep…’”, he shot a warning glance at Squab, “‘Far beneath in the abysmal sea, his ancient, dreamless, uninvaded sleep.
The Kraken sleepeth: faintest sunlights flee about his shadowy sides: above him swell huge sponges of millennial growth and height; and far away into the sickly light, from many a wondrous grot and secret cell unnumbered and enormous polypi winnow with giant fins the slumbering green…’” He spun his head again at his small acquaintance (who he hoped was listening agog) and finished coldly, “‘…There has he lain for ages and will lie battering upon huge sea worms in his sleep, until the latter fire shall heat the deep; then once by men and angels to be seen, in roaring he shall rise and on the surface die…’
“And so,” he commented casually, leaning tawny arms on the steering wheel of his vehicle, “the natural world is only surprising for what’s left out – it’s a skin-deep world – but for that very reason it’s not a mysterious place.” With typical disingenuousness the eyes of the Frenchman were now fixed not on the fairy victim but on the rippling waters.
He expelled warm breath, and sat up straight. He was growing hot, and removed his waistcoat, leaving the sleeve of his shirt flapping loose. “For in the real world you have to rely on imagination to swing your partner strong around the Poison Tree.”
The noise of foaming water rose from the point in the river where he had been looking. The birds had stopped singing, and except for the one-eye’s mournful voice an unwholesome peace fell on the land.
“Whose ears are deaf to mermaids’ sighs, Who only smiles at children’s cries, Who picks its teeth on coral shells, Who sleeps content in sunken bells...?”
A large head slowly emerged from the foamy wash.
At first, Squab thought it looked like a massive, wrinkled brain – it might be rubbery – with two predatory eyes peering cold at the unfortunate thing on the bridge. A perverse DNA ancestry seemed to be written in those malevolent orbs – squid, octopus, crab, shark, or some unknown ossivorous denizen of the ocean’s oily depths.
Noticing the big beast rising, the monopede chanced a final narquois couplet in its direction:
“Where sea begins and nightmare ends, Beware the Splattersplooch, my friends.” He commenced jumping up and down on the spot, arms pressed tight to his side, straining to project himself into the sky.
“Here it comes,” said Monsieur Jarry to La Squab, teasing a Strand between his lips. “Pay attention now, look and learn why the wary call it Bad Man’s Bridge.” He struck a vesta on the metal dashboard.
The striking match brought a small, lanky form – a type of ape, Squab was sure – rising from the floor of the passenger seat where it had been sleeping. It was Bosse-de-Nage, Jarry’s companion – a dog-faced baboon. Giving a single snort: “Ha-ha,” it jumped leerily onto the vacant seat.
The Splattersplooch was now clearly visible, a mutated cephalopod sporting clusters of suckered tentacles that wriggled about its head like worms caught in a threshing machine. It heaved a single massive tentacle into the air and waved it ominously. Squab saw a long trunk-like snout unfold, revealing a mouth with two solid rows of black laniary projections. At the same moment her ears were assailed by the most terrible antisonant piping scream:
“Who did me wrong today or yesterday?”
Did she imagine she could discern its real voice amidst the maelstrom?
It had an echo in the black night of Lord Horror’s rambunctious soul. The bumble of his stride. The clichéd angst of his obsessions – that pedigree affliction that marked him out as a man separate – seeped from his presence. Here and there he came walking from Festung Breslau, goose legs buckling, vials of horse blood for human transplants in his deep pockets, abroad in Fairyland, that country of sly crosset tablum and rocking stones, cears and tumuli.
A dead man cannot carry another.
We are born to perish. At the end, there is nothing.
Endlosösung.
“Spiel that special sorcerous spell,” encouraged Jarry of the creature.
Then came a rolling ‘BOOM’...the great Splattersplooch giving out with sumptuous sonorous waterfalls of sound.
“Christ, what’s that...” the little Ubu cocked his ear in jest, “...could we have just heard reflections of the prelapsarian English soul?”
Slithering its immense tentacle across the sky the river denizen cooed for just a moment, then it brought it towards the pencil-thin figure still cavorting on the bridge.
“With a good pair of opera glasses on a clear day,” said Squab, nonchalantly, “you could see Hackney Marshes...if it wasn’t for the houses in between.” She was now leaning on a run of redbrick bridge wall.
The tentacle folded gently around the jumping man’s body, enveloping him in a long, wide cape. Along its fleshy jag rudimentary fissures cracked open and sprayed a secret stink, a lethal cocktail of poisons and powerful enzymes, over the hapless figure. The liquid commenced its work destroying the flesh. Appetisingly, the tentacle withdrew.
Soon, the one-leg’s arm started to melt.
“Phew,” Squab chuckled apologetically to herself, “wouldn’t you know it, the best place to find a helping hand is at the end of your arm.”
The tentacle crushed down on the monopede again, lifting away a whole bunch of its flesh and swept the mush into its mouth. The Splattersplooch sucked up the one-eyed’s runny bone and flesh as if it were Granny’s soup.
Squab squinted amusedly at Jarry. “I would also like to speak as find,” she nodded towards the happening. “True friends are like diamonds, precious and rare. False ones are like autumn leaves, found everywhere.”
After a decent line of coke, she was fond of such everyday homilies.
The shrimp Jarry placed a relaxed arm around Bosse-de-Nage (who commented: “Ha-ha.”), while maintaining a keen eye on the oceanid.
A change was coming over it. Orifices were appearing on the top of its trunk, and a kind of auto-caesarean wound spread across the round of its snout. From trunk and snout clusters of mulky capsules appeared.
Connecting with the air the eggs opened, and octopus-like young wriggled feverishly about the creature’s head. Sinking greedy infant teeth into its fleshy bits, they began eating.
“I’ve seen this before,” Jarry said casually. “After it has not eaten for some weeks, when it feeds, the Splattersplooch ovulates and births offspring. Its options are many. Rather than starve to death our alien can also decide what parts of its body are not necessary to survival, so the young can feast on the tenderest bits and ensure the lineage – or it simply eats itself to exist, until new food becomes available.”
“Hah, yes Monsieur,” hummed Squab, delicately eyeing the surrounding food-for-caterpillars – stinging nettles, holly, ivy, buckthorn, cuckooflower and other such non-mellifluous things. “Love many, trust few, and always paddle your own canoe. That’s the way it should be.”
“Nothing wrong with the right grub, makes bones grow straight,” Jarry advised decisively. He leant back, his bandolier of Heckler and Koch automatics and grenades catching the sparkling sun, and further speculated, “At optimum times of the year, the Splattersplooch’s reproductive organs are redundant and are pre-absorbed back into its body, which can shrink to a size that just about sustains itself.” He stretched his neck to get a clearer view.
“Though today it looks in need of something more substantial than an apéritif.”
Reduced by the furious attack of its young, but still large by any normal standards (and dwarfed by the giant Sequoias and the King and Queen oak trees), the Splattersplooch stretched up a whole fluther of sticky orm-like limbs in the air and commenced a lazy rumba-waltz.
“Now that reminds me of Uncle Horace dancing The Moby Dick,” said Squab excitedly. Her shoulders rose up in giddy, girlish anticipation. “He was so deviant, so Frank Randle. Money still can’t buy funny.”
“Hell girl, you’d be even more amused if you could have seen Lord Horror crawling over a mound of corpses in his prime.” Jarry took his arm off the ape’s shoulder.
Reaching beneath his seat, he rummaged about. “Eel-slithering peacock-proud from the gnarled old womb of the Big Belly Oak, flashing teeth fit to die for, touched by negrillo magick, wielding his hooked nose as a dagger, dispatching everywhichway miscreants of the Left-Hand-Path. Of course, who departed depended on which moral Geiger counter he was using that day; left, right or liberal, man, woman or beast. He was Ahab’s inner turmoil made corporeal.”
“Yeah,” said Squab dryly, “I’ve seen him walking the crook down Bad Blood Alley.”
“I know you have,” the Frenchman chuckled. “But it’s always worth reporting facts on Horror first-hand.” Boss-de-Nage slapped its spongy arse on the seat. It would soon be turning somersaults.
“Horror’s still not backward in coming forward,” Squab said quietly, a certain wistfulness in her voice. She sighed. “I’ve seen armies of ‘grovet-teams’ bend the knee to him…”
“…and halitotic circus dwarves stand at salute,” Jarry finished. “Be that as it may, he could be sharp on his heels when it suited. On a good day, he’d step from the metaphorical womb, where no marauding felon could dig him out, secure as a tick on a cow’s back, and vanish with a Trickery spell in seconds.”
“I love the way I listen to you,” she told him.
“It must be my Gallic charm,” he answered modestly.
The bridge was now visibly palpitating and glowing with an eerie vital blow of radiance. Human voices were rising from its interior. She did a double take. Could she hear the creepy wails of lickspittles and Untermenschen?
The sounds prompted a series of view halloos from the ripsaw throat, bell-true and powerful, of its Thames companion, the Splattersplooch. The twin obscenities blended in voice like the chaos and trickery of Mischief Night, when drunken miscreants boil dogs and stuff crematorium chimneys with cabbages, and the legendary Unnamed gaze blindly with eyes like polished windows – birthed in the heat from the hammer strokes of Creation – into the heart of man.
“Yep. Casting a spell …” Squab gave a tip-top triumphant little pout. “There’s more of that enjoyable ‘Medicated Magic’ that Horror promised would never cease to thrill my bones. As always, Death’s emissary was not wrong.”
Her small lips quivered with satisfaction. “Isn’t that river beast in cracking form…” She held her girlish arms excitedly around her chest. “Doesn’t it raise your juice and kindly boil your hambone?”
Flubberating stuffs still leaked from the threatening form of the Splattersplooch. It swivelled evil eyes towards them, and fell silent.
“Sure,” Jarry forced a pantomime grin, still searching beneath his seat. “Hobbes, in Leviathan, gave Sovereign Power the form of a giant sea-creature to emphasise its inalienability.” He gathered up a rubber snout-restrainer. Fiddling with its mechanism for a few moments he quickly strapped it about Bosse-de-Nage’s head. The baboon yelped once. Jarry looked determined. “I’ve come to believe this present manifestation of the Splattersplooch is a deliberate ploy intended to hide its real origins. From the stories I’ve heard, it used to clearly resemble one of Francis Bacon’s biomorphs – a single-necked random amorphous mass of body with pig-like dugs...” Bosse-de-Nage’s hands briefly landed on Jarry’s head, but the Frenchman was faster, and punched his companion to the wagon floor. He put a single Sigerson Morrison boot on its head. “Now,” he continued, “in a gastronomo-ethical universe God would be forever reproaching and chiding the Splattersplooch in its watery haunts, where it fishes for the flirty mermaids with the Maker’s everlasting cold hand on its flesh.”
“T’ch!” snorted Squab, amusedly eyeing the bridge.
“There’s one thing for sure, that unfortunate one-leg won’t be sent home with a boner and a heart monitor.” Of the monopede, only a single wet running shoe remained, still stuck to the Brandywine Bridge. It fizzed softly.
“Och, piece o’shite,” Squab disdainfully wiped off a chappati-like lump of the one-leg’s flesh that had landed on her shoulder. “Yes, yes, old fashioned dancin’ has remained popular at ceilidhs north of the border, and I can now see what the natives do around here for entertainment.” She gave a theatrical hurrup with her rump. “Christmas was a hoot,” she quipped. “Reminds me of cunthooks.” She jerked her head towards the monopede’s remains. “‘Leaving the left foot free’ is an established part of their celebrations, along with the Yuletide furniture and mince pies and a rousing chorus of ‘Silent Night’.”
The noise of crashing undergrowth interrupted her. A naked woman’s headless corpse broke cover from the woods. The body came in a wriggling crawl, jiggling over the ground, before proudly rising up on dainty feet, waving white, sensuous arms, and hoochy-cooing. Squab recognised a display of tarantism, the ‘dancing mania’, in its movement of limbs. The corpse blew airily like the wind, then collapsed, and lay quite dead.
“Go for it, girl,” Squab encouraged.
Sometimes Squab has a child-like voice, which retains the questioning inflection of a pre-school weeny. At first you are too gripped by her worldly, enveloping gaze to notice it.
Because her eyes suggest they’ve seen it all, the innocence of her voice temporarily passes you by.
Perhaps some of her many rôle models are the Russian nihilists of the 1860s, men such as Chernishebsky and Zaichnevsky.
“Stump down hard on that mess,” she shouted.
I could scarcely persuade myself that murder had been actually done to the one-leg, and a human life cruelly cut short just a moment before my vision.
Why, the relic of his shoe was still smoking, evidence of his once corporeal presence; now absent.
If I left the scene at this point, would not my absence itself be an evidence to everyone of my alarm, and therefore of my fatal knowledge?
When I viewed closer, the Splattersplooch loomed before Squab like a blot of something blacker than Negro and brisker than Marmite.
But presently I was my own master again, and looked to Squab different from life’s comeliness.
A resolve came over her.
She removed her mink coat and threw it carelessly on the ground. Presently, on all fours, she moved her legs and arms in a fast scuttle, chiming: “If Horror hears of this indignity, I’m sunk.” With percolating limbs she approached the incline of the bridge, and proceeded up its length. This close, she could taste roasting meat – a curious almond-and-garlic flavour – rolling from somewhere beneath its structure, yet could not put a name to the beast from which it cooked.
“There you go!” She halted, dead in the centre of the bridge. Still on hands and knees she looked behind her.
“Walk a mile in my Jimmy Choo’s,” she addressed Jarry, “and tell me you can’t smell blood!”
“Not I,” called back the pataphysician. “My father called me Alfred, not Harold the Ever-Ready or Usher the Bloodletter.”
From the back of the Oochee-Papa-Poontang wagon the primate fornicating chatter of Bos-de-Nage’s relatives blasted out like trumpets at the gates of Brazen Dis.
Inside the cabin Jarry tried to dampen the ardour, but too late. Aroused, the baboon, with an unexpected (swelling) female flourish, swung its lower body left and right, its rear end, a peacock fantail of red flesh, now so large and grotesque that sitting down was not an option.
“Ha-ha,” whispered Bottom-face succinctly through its restrainer: and it did not lose itself in further considerations.
Squab chuckled. Even if its arse was dipped in diamonds, she decided, its utterances were worthless.
Despite the heat pouring off the brickwork, she shivered. “That’s right. I’m a Pee-Wee sonic person,” she said to the bridge. She pressed a finger to her ear. “I hear, feel, thrill to the quiver of air – Sam Phillips understood the dynamics of sound, yes sir, capturing that rocking spin like a holy imp imprisoned in the bottle.”
She heard a subliminal noise, coming, perhaps unlikely, from the Brandywine’s beating heart. “There you are, I’m sure there’s a smidgen of bat in me.” Her satisfied words came soft and greasy as noble sperm. “I’m a sonic detective now. Stand by, here we go…”
The Splattersplooch was still motionless, waiting in the water, its eyes visible above the bridge wall, its young feeding, snuffling like little black pigs of death.
Hands and kitten-heels soundly planted on the brick surface, Squab looked directly into the huge orbs. One of them blinked balefully at her, its lid leathery and tanned as a fiend’s back. The eye closed slowly and then rose up again, wiping a film of grease from its iris. Was that a fish she could see, swimming around in the eye?
Another illusion, she decided.
Beneath her, as if a gag were working loose, the bridge seemed on the verge of delivering a statement.
Spoken in words of smouldering brick and cement it would not, she was sure, by nature and effect, when uttered, be pleasant to hear.
She could smell melting tar, and wrinkled her nose.
Her face, in which the angularity of childhood was still visible, with her blue, slightly oblique eyes, was expectant and knowing. She bunched her limbs tight and compact, making herself small as she could.
“My truth and My mercy shall be with him; and in My name shall his horn be exalted…” The chill voice of the Brandywine Bridge spoke clearly for the first time, cutting indelicately through her thoughts.
Fine sparks that blue-pokered in the air accompanied these swinish words from the red brick.
“If only I had blue skin and a necklace of skulls,” she was emphatic, “I could probably carry this off.” The bridge shivered seductively, and from deep in its bowels sitars and shehnai struck up an exotic raga. Now Squab, who believed in positive action and self-determination, was a young girl. Unable to resist an excuse to dance, like the monopede before her had done, she shot to her feet and began moving to the sound, flirting delicate wrists in snake-like undulations about her.
Keeping as perfect time as any western child could, she swayed hither and tither, and turned a quite preposterous pirouette.
“Veritas mea et misericordia mea cumipso: et
nominee meo exaltabitur cornu ejus.” 
This declaration (pumped in a cloud of steam from within the bridge) accompanied the merry harmony, and Squab knew enough of the classical tongue to recognise the gist gavotte of it.
Abruptly remembering herself – and the Splattersplooch! – she looked down into the Thames. The liquorice waters clinging to the oceanid had turned blue. A strip of thick blood was running from under the bridge, circling it in a surreal fairy pool. It noticed upright Squab.
Seeking her littleness, a swishing tentacle, heavy with myriad babies teething on its skin, snaked out towards her through the cloudy vapours. In its maternal state it was all it could manage. Easily, she dodged to one side.
The bridge became more hortatory (again, the Horror effect). “Fetch the hooks,” it called, “a martyr’s flesh will make a sweeter breakfast than a common Thames herring.”
“Go for it.” Squab suddenly jumped into the air, hands circled over her head.
There’s a move of satisfaction for a line well delivered.
“Get on this.” Up and up and up.
“Let’s get some gone.” Almost levitating.
“Here’s me doing The Saul Bellow.”
Squab imitated the Pissdous Ratous, reeling like a drunken Frozen Charlotte, rolling goggly eyes.
“Eat me.”
Damp globules of flesh were squeezing from between the brickwork beneath her. Coconsciously, she hopped like a frog to one side. In a few moments more a human mouth emerged from the suppurating bridge wall. A bitter sigh escaped its Ashkenazi lips.
She reverted to crab formation, warily studying the mouth’s teeth. Mouth and teeth reminded her of vagina dentata.
“Well, squeeze me till I pop.”
She had the intuition that this was an infant’s mouth, visible on its features the kind of relief from painful tension received when infant teeth erupt through the mucosa of the gum condition (fancifully known amongst the medical profession as ‘fantasies of explosive cannibalistic penetration’).
From enjoying Francis Bacon’s triptychs Squab had no trouble identifying phalluses equipped with mouths – mouths as funfair sites for sex and violence.
What could be more biomorph than the vision of the Splattersplooch, malevolence personified, bopping in the mist? Were its spermy phallus-shaped fishy limbs destined to plunge into the growing wet orifice on the Brandywine Bridge?
Metamorphosing rapidly into an adult’s, the mouth munched, opening and closing before her; sweet tongue of mint, teeth of cheese, lips of carmine sponge, breath of Zyclon B.
She waited expectantly.
The mouth, that gash of profound impulses, a font of rising anxiety, spoke: “Into my heart an air that kills. From yon far country blows. What are those blue remembered hills…”
Another long sigh. A big blue bubble rolled off the tongue, and floated into the sky. The mouth blew furnace breath directly onto her. “I would give…” a long silence “…my soul for a chance of dying crushed under your feet.” The sounds of church bells, cowbells, blows on bricks, the pant of George Dyer’s vulgar hips in motion, dully ricocheted. I’d succumb to your passion of vehement cruelty… Deeply I desire to die by you if that could be; and more deeply I desire you to destroy me…scourge me into swooning, and absorb my blood with kisses…caress and lacerate my loveliness…alleviate and heighten my pains. I want to feel your lips upon my throat (if I had one), and want you to wound me with your teeth…inflict careful torture on my gums…bite through my sweet and shuddering brick.”
The bridge gave a funny boom-chicka-boom.
“Why,” laughed Squab, “I think you’ve mistaken me for a lover…”
The mouth stretched into a swastika-swelling grin.
The brickwork of the Brandywine Bridge softened, and yet more steam boiled from fissures in its masonry; inside, Squab sensed, humans greased and ignited.
“…a lover,” she continued pointedly, “with more passion than I possess. Maybe if I were a few years older, I’d be up for your leery games.” Still on hands and knees, she arched her back, and made ready to scramble-sprint off the bridge to the other side. “I’d hasten your demise in a tick.”
“Oh, blessed heart, I should like you to tread me to death. Darling, I wish you would kill me this day; it will be so jolly to feel you killing me. Not like it? Shouldn’t I! You just hurt me and see.”
Clear liquid noises accompanied these sentiments.
She could hear screams, hoots, sobs and whistles, coming from within.
“When perverse rebellious love
Masters the feminine heart,
Then destroyed is the union
Of mated lives for beast or man.”
The bridge began to swing easy, rhyme-to-death blood trickling from its cornices. The flesh, pressing like crematoria goo from the heated brickwork beneath her hands and feet, sizzled. It stuck to her dried fingers with a particularly abhorrent tenacity. She felt the megrims and the vapours of fleshy biff-drops; the infection of Mengele’s thalidomide and Bacon’s algolagnia.
“From bone to brick, I’m made for love and death
For that is my world and nothing else.
That is – what can I do – my nature.
I can only fuck and nothing else.
Women and beasts cluster round me like moths round a flame
And if they burn, I’m not to blame.”
Enlivening clicks of teeth in motion rumble, soft hisses that sounded like kisses fly; then the mischievous roars of bellows and, over all, bucolic and immense, grievous laments of anguish rising from the inhabitants within the Brandywine.
“Suckers.” Squab’s back arched further, and she indignantly tightened her muscles. “So, you want me to be a cunt like everybody else?”
She didn’t wait for a reply but put the full energy of youth into a spider-crawling dash. She left the bridge briskly, running upright and straight-backed.(“Let’s creep away from the fray for the party’s over now…” Noel Coward knew a thing or two about life, and the appropriate time to be away on his toes, don’t you think?) Squab came to a halt. She continued running on the spot, panting. “What-O,” she mopped her brow. “Thanks to the speed of my gollies and your fortuitous advice…” She waved an amicable hand to the pataphysician across the river “…I’ve got away scot-free. Now that smells like teen spirit to me!”
“Well done,” he shouted back.
“More to do.”
“Isn’t there,…” said Jarry, ever the Dada spin doctor, ongoing champion of flux and creation. “Look at what a can of worms you’ve opened.”
He pointed to a shadowy spot beneath the main arch of the bridge. The water where the blood was appearing was now bobbing with the corpses of naked men, women and children. The trellises that adorned the bridge were broken and hanging down, trailing blood-red Rosa banksiae into the sluggish current. More bodies came bubbling up, Dachau-starved, Treblinka-gassed, inky numbers etched on their foreheads.
Squab regarded these brick-and-mortar ghosts with warm indifference. The water fluted over them, the scatty wind twirled her hair into wanton curls.
Since only fish had escaped God’s curse on Adam and his descendents, we must perceive the presence of Endeavour’s mighty hand on Squab’s escape from Tolkien’s Brandywine Bridge and Ken Reid’s River Monster of the Id.
Was Lord Horror now playing the joker?
Surely his deviant hand was ubiquitous in these proceedings.
Holocaust fragrances wafted off the unfortunates as they scudded from the reeds in a coiling Teddy Tail, the white profiles of their dead faces clearly drawn against the rippling wavelets. The occasional swish of mermaid tails, those flirty guardians of the Thames, cut the air, their presence a reminder that kinder forces were also at work.
Caught in the centre of a dead group of bald turkey-heads, a woman with the ears of a vixen and wide staring eyes turned circles, shuddering like elastic in an earthquake.
“Well,” mused Squab in all sincerity, “if it’s Hell they’re going, they’ll face it. I don’t think they’ve done no wrong.”
Her eyes followed the shoots of viscous, brick-red liquid fermenting from the corpses. If you drank it, she thought, it would have a deep soothing flavour, the kind that powered her favourite fruit drink, Vimto.
“The dead are their own nation,” she said, her delicate feelings doing her justice. “We’ll all belong there one day.”
A mermaid’s fishy tail flipped among the corpses, turning over giddy topsy-turvy whirls of white water. This was seen by Squab as a lucky sign – all would presently be well again.
“I too don’t like the thought of dying,” her voice poodled along nicely. “On the other hand, I approve of the idea of not being here.”
Did Paula Rega ever feel this perplexed about the interior world revealed in her paintings?
Squab shrugged.
“Auf Wiedersehen.”
She waved again to the Frenchman, and set off purposefully across the clipped sward, along the river in the direction of Pixie Village.
But almost immediately she came to where the Crematoria Goose was snuggly bunked down amongst a necotoria of diseased flowers.
Fagged-out blooms, marigolds, cornflowers, lupins and tulips piss-yellow and wilting under the sun, covered the old brick-and-flint furnace. Clusters of nightshade and foxglove, tightly bound by stinging nettles (after which Nettlebed had been named), were grouped around the walls.
On its roof were human remains, a tropical plague of malformed bone arranged in fractal shapes, the whole looming in the image of an immense cross and swastika, epicene and bawdy. Wind rattled the skeletal mass, conjuring a big noise from Planet Bop.
No hidden agenda here, then, Squab surmised. Just another statement of the Thames’ rôle as the nation’s entrepreneurial conscience.
She sniffed noisily. There again was that aroma of toasted almonds and garlic.
Glancing expectantly at the river she saw a haughty pyramidal raft of corpses sneaking toward the furnace gates.
From it, a long slick of blood stretched back to the Brandywine Bridge.
The Untermenschen, seeded with severed hands and feet and decorated with the bones of pigs and apes, were piled on top of each other in obscene embraces, their skins furnace-red and flayed, pretty blue licks of gas-flame igniting their bodies. Certain unfortunates had what looked to Squab like deer antlers hammered into their skulls.
“Awesome,” she said sarcastically.
She shook her curls. This would never do. Her visit to Fudge and Speck’s tree house was meant to have been a cheerful idyllic break. She couldn’t end such a sunny day in such a dark mood. Being in Horror’s company for so long was sometimes like living in the shadow of Himself, and something she couldn’t sustain for any length of time. She hadn’t bargained on this grotesque adventure.
Yet, truth be told, she admitted, it did have curious parallels with other events that had recently occurred to her and Uncle Horace as they travelled down the Thames in their small steamboat, the Dolly Fisher. Their voyage had been interrupted by all manner of esoteric things lurking in the undergrowth, or inappropriate buildings importuning unsavoury deeds.
Each unholy building seemed symbiotically linked with another – no doubt, she surmised, to get the job done with the minimum of fuss.
She was impressed by the Redeemer’s hand on such cold order, but she was beginning to suspect that paranoia had set in, and the hand of the mighty Rearranger had jinxed them; but she set her mind against such thoughts.
The steady thrum of bumblebees was in the air, and the breeze, as it moved through the oak and elm of old England had a flavour of Pendlebury; Ken Reid’s spirit was in its breath.
That was enough, wasn’t it?
Squab gazed across the river to where the Poontang wagon glowed in the sun. Its back doors were open. There was no sign of Jarry. He had gone, she imagined, to exercise Boss-de-Nage’s relatives in the glades.
Listening to the little Frenchman had proved a wise thing. Pity more people didn’t.
Of the Splattersplooch there was also no sign. Had it retreated back beneath the Thames, to await the next traveller?
Her eyes drifted idly along the far bank to where the mulchy path broke through the trees. She squinted. Sure enough, a jerky figure was approaching, dancing like a buffalo on angel dust. Presently, she made out a three-legged caprice with a tiger’s striped body and the head of a rabbit, lurching along in an ungainly way, Brandywine bound.
“Oh hum, another arse coming to the pot.” Her voice was weary, but not without charity. “Dear, oh dear.” Yet another offering to the Hereafter would shortly make its play. But, she supposed, like all living things, the Splattersplooch must eat.
She set off once more.
What she really needed now, she decided, was a nice cup of tea.
 



DOMAIN OF THE VALVE CARDINALS
Jacques Dingue
 
Picture an old street falling through from a background of faded photographs, a small shape wrapped in black rags huddled in a doorway. Luminous eyes glimmer above sharp white teeth. Maldoror’s withered hand flicks over pages of the Manual of Correct Entries, stopping at a page marked with the sigil of caterpillar-death. Sick flies buzz like the murmur of distant voices at a family gathering to which one is not invited. A small dim red sun winks unsteadily reminding one of the beautiful certainties of death. Groans distract the attention.
Occult symbols and dog fetishes crowd a young girl’s eye. Enmeshed in Vatican imagery, she lies impaled on the staff of Christ – the nun’s reward for a lifetime spent in fatty changes and monthly devotion, shot up on stained glass and the worm’s embrace of tongues. Fibrosis in the Church of Advisors who murmur solemn incantations of under-nutrition and toxaemia scavenged from the morbid Bible – to assist the processes of chance. Heart policies made by a Pope, seeking their compensation, are dashed on the winds of High Mass or dipped in the eyes of a harlot scavenged by wolves.
Dog hair, broken teeth and the subtle machinery of a girl’s torn clothing combine to form the impression of insect love. Necrophile cardiac telegrams on stone slabs, bolts of purple lightning and meat-spasms. A black window opens and an old man leans out at forty-five degrees, supported only by his misery. His hands grip the ledge with the joyful desperation of an aneurysm, the proficiency of a scavenging bird whose beak has fed only on creatures that have never seen the light of day. Smoke belches from his mouth and electronic screams turn the sky black where the headless snake of Catholic Guilt dances to the sound of lugubrious gongs.
Delicious stars slither gleaming silver and blue between shimmering two-dimensional walls of a faecal cathedral. In the College of Compensation, light from a solitary candle falls flickering over the peeled eyes of the seven observers – enshrouded, hooded, plague-carrying witnesses to the addiction of Christ dropping on all fours to a slow-hand clap. Their flabby jowls hang severed, ripped open in a mad bloody froth that sears the throat in acid gulps. Nervous priests appointed to the degeneration of the Roman Catholic clergy, hypertrophied and anaemic stand below the Pope as the disease is carried by the stimuli sent by Rome, but not before the howl, worse than anything heard on a forest floor.
They writhe and dance in embryo spasms, mouthing foreign tongues of flame, licking the red moon like an old woman’s face. No longer are there enough cups to fill with the unchecked viscera slapping around the barefoot priests.
The Valve Cardinals scoop up what they can, drink until their stomachs burst, or piss coagulated blood with the control of paraplegics. Then, spreading the legs of a blow-up Virgin Mary doll, they fall one by one piercing the navel in latex umbilical intercourse – the forbidden fruit.
“Death to the Mother!!” they shriek like castrati, re-enacting the destruction and suppression of indigenous cultures and rehearsing the annihilation of the planet.
Drawing their knives, they fall upon the grotesquely enlarged stomach of semen, into which they bury their daggers to the hilt, releasing in a rush of stale air mixed with seminal fluid – The Immaculate Conception.
On the altar of Holy Dispossession, a sacred hyena gnaws at the hanging entrails of the sacerdotal virgin in an apotheosis of irresolution. Black thunderclouds like cramped muscles open to reveal a dark eye entering the filthy congregation like viscous jelly, clouds of flies on a mixture of shit and honey. Women weep in shameless abandon while on a mountain top blind King Oedipus laughs, masturbating to the sound of flutes. The Maenads are abroad and the Valve Cardinals shudder.
“Euan Euan, Oi Oi Oi !!”
Flee the sound of their approach in chariots of dust pulled by a team with jackals’ teeth, who waylay an accursed traveller and pull him kicking and screaming to the desert floor. They give him the opportunity to gasp in amazement at the length of his own entrails, the size of his own booze-enlarged liver, and the great flock of carrion crow that follow the scent of death, leaving nothing but the inedible gold teeth and the shrunken left eye wrapped carefully in a silk handkerchief.
In the jaws of a white fox, furious suns piss light and a rain of particles of fur and blood moved by strange magnetism. The hill of patriarchy is parched and shrivelled – the shattered visage of the Oan Beg lying forgotten on the withered grass. Eyes in coral-pink penis flesh are grafted onto living stone, rising like smoke through corridors of holy lust. The wolf’s profile hangs overhead, emblazoned with swastikas and sunwheels. It breathes with the night beneath a moon of invisible paper.
Impossible biologic birds of tin stand always in mysterious chords, knotted together like the eager note on my door where the Eye opens like a mouth seeing the face of its lover. Eclipsed by snow from five split places loving with iron hands painted like revolving doors with trees. The Artificial Eye of the Usurping God comes circling late over an alleyway bonfire. Want, colder than an empty socket shivering in the heat of street corners. Cathedral towers humming with a faint vibration of tongues rest an eye with a sable pall as for burial.
A free reign for the ghostly preachment and the Earth’s discharges. Enter the clump of dark trees and giant plumes of funeral feathers waving sadly. The artificial eye is made of glass, hushed and noiseless becoming roughened in the course of time. The Black Eye of the Dying Solar God, still wresting a twisted feeling of awe from the millions of sacrificial victims. Anti-suns, ciliated hairs twitching blown across bright lifeless skies. A horse’s skull nailed to a tree, near sheets stretched between pointed twigs dug into cracked earth. On the sheets is a small painting of a pair of lips – old machinery screams in a red room while dogs’ teeth snarl cunt-lipped in agony and fear.
A changing neon sign above an old shop colours floating in the dusty air.
The Eye is discarded to the cautious wind and the swift clouds that skim the moon. Washing in the sand, it stops to listen turning its head this way and that in the wind then continuing to squeeze while the patients hold their heads like guilty spirits, free from the cramped prison called Convenient Method.
Hither comes the sound of voices, out on the waste waters of glass, sleeping a thousand miles away. The patient stoops forward and fits the eye securely in its socket, then rushes to meet the blasts from the unknown, throwing back its head in the desert places of the world. Here in the fury of opening and closing, his unchecked liberty reaches every part of the soul.
 



BATTLESHIPS
Herzan Chimera and James Havoc
 
It was hot and humid that day in Central London. The balmy air was pressing my damp undergarments to my flesh. This memory of the complementary sensations of disgust and delight that clothed my sweaty predicament, at first a steel-edge reminder of subsequent perfunctory events is now, only twenty-four hours later, a faded and jaded bastard-son lost to the turmoil of my wonderful and fortuitous reunion late in the afternoon of March 15th 1898.
I had not long since that afternoon, if my flaccid recollections can be relied upon, terminated my employ at the dank and dreary broomcupboard offices of the District Surveyors in Clerkenwell, having exchanged more than a few rather loudly slanderous remarks with my superior upon my final exit, when I happened upon an old cricket-team chum from my studious childhood years as a hardened boarder at Brighton Grammar School.
An enchanted and stoic establishment dedicated to the honourable pursuit of intellectual excellence and comic perversity, that to this haunted day invokes the brain-burning taste of Death Camp soil after the “fog” had settled.
A minor paradise of calculus and cocksucking; in that order.
“Foxhead!” The mystery figure had hailed from across the tumultuous street, thick with groaning, tyke-hauled barrows laden with tubs of donkey-lard, en route to Farringdon Station and all points North.
Initially, I believe, I had picked up my pace somewhat and had pulled my bowler down over my eyes.
Perchance my addressor was a debt collector I had up until now managed to evade, or a spurned husband intent on sweet revenge after my name had been innocently cited at the flashpoint of some matrimonial arraignment to which I was hitherto oblivious.
Then, suddenly, realising Foxhead was a name with which I had not been associated since my aforementioned schooldays, I halted abruptly and turned to face my hailer.
He was a tall fellow; gangly-looking as he skipped a loping stride through the perilous wheels and negotiated his navy woolen cape in the aftertow.
Conscientious to keep his footing on the uneven, ill-maintained and dog-shit slick old road.
“Foxhead! It’s you!” his taut face beamed.
I must have been wearing rather a serious face, for he laughed aloud, tossing back his head in his customarily flamboyant manner; a single gesture so vivid it necessitated no further interrogation.
“Gleeson!” I exclaimed, launching myself arms-wide into his embrace and hugging him to me.
We laughed like thorough-bred lunatics for the better part of a minute; passers-by forcing sheepish grimaces at our mad display.
“But my, how you’ve grown,” I commented.
“Chest high.” He broke free, masturbating air.
“Foolish man...I mean, you were always such a...”
“Shrimp? Yes. I admit it. I was a thimble of urine. Cheeks like peaches.” He made a fat face.
“Indeed. Where did it all go?”
“The weight? Fucked it off!” he bawled, as a fragile-looking femme glided coyly by.
To my shame, I laughed; aloud. We both laughed, long and loud, intoxicated by each other’s spirits.
“And me so lean. So athletic. So hungry-looking,” I added between raucous gasps. It was not until I had regained my composure sufficiently that I recognised that all-too-memorable look of effete dread in Gleeson’s eyes.
“Easy now..,” I remarked, “What could so grieve one so mercurial of nature as your good self?” Gleeson suddenly and inexplicably let a big wide grin crawl all the way across his pallid face from ear to ear.
A supernatural feat of physiognomy.
“I... err... seem to have stumbled upon a magnificent discovery. A purgative for the amoral soul the like of which few mortal men have sampled. Food of the Gods, man. And of their darker halves, no doubt...”
“In plain English.”
“Like a fucking eggshell, man,” he giggled unrestrainedly. “Feet the size of prawns. The future. Oranges and cinnamon...”
“Wait, wait...” I tried to calm him.
At length his mania subsided.
“You’re not on business of any sort?” he asked, anxiously checking his pocketwatch.
“No. Actually, I was just...”
“Splendid!” He motioned with a sweeping gesture of his white-gloved hands for us to move on, linking arms with me in public. “So much to catch up on. Senile though the days are.” He tugged my cheek boyishly. “It’s the whorehouse for this couple of war-horses. Merry maids.
Copious flagons of ale. The telling of the tale is a snorting foot-fetish.” He hooted; lost, I believed, to the insane humour of his own privately-distorted world.
So, after hailing a passing rickshaw and enduring the spine-shattering helterskelter round the seedier parts of this already filthy city, we drew up at the gated entrance to a large estate that sat back away from the main drag the way an old man hunched before the fire leans back on one buttock to blast forth and ignite a methane holocaust, in whose sad blue flames he may see the shimmering faces of lost and former loves – and, perchance, a glimpse of pussy.
Not an inviting sight at the best of times, which – considering our sinister locale and the encroaching evening – these were quite obviously not.
Gleeson flipped a column of punched-out florins at the panting ‘shaw-punk. “Hey up, Nutcracker, away and fetch some choice bones for your good lady wife. Now then, Foxhead; shall we dine?”
With an undersea glance he ushered me enthusiastically down to the sewer which ran along by the cart’s metal-rimmed wooden wheels, blind to both the stench and the depth of the effluent in which he stood ankle-deep.
“Come. Hurry.”
Taking his gloved hand I stepped reluctantly down from my clean dry elevation and into this slaking ordure. A tingle of fear shot through me as I thought at first that I had lost my feet to the slime. Gleeson as ever had anticipated this and readjusted his hold, clenching my wrist so it threatened to snap, and helped me onto the pavement.
With the rickshaw making a suspiciously hasty getaway and me stamping whatever the Hell it was from my only pair of presentable shoes, Gleeson busied himself with the bell built into the Gothic, marble-column gateposts.
“Battleships lost at sea...” he gleamed as I approached him. “Don’t look so afraid, wee Foxhead,” he continued. “Anyone would think this was your first time on hallowed ground.”
I suppose he had already clocked the dread in my eyes. I denied the insinuation outright. “How dare one be so bold!”
“Yes sir.” He punched my left shoulder. In the dim distance, a crumpled-over figure carrying a feeble lantern was making his funereal way down the gravel path towards us.
“Doctor White,” the lantern-carrier greeted my schoolchum, “How kind of you to greet us with your distinguished presence.”
“Doctor!?” I exclaimed, as the wretch wrestled with the cumbersome gate.
“Duke, this my very hairswidth friend, Vincent Lavender – Foxhead as he is to be addressed,” Gleeson introduced me.
“I am privileged, Foxhead.” He extended a weak and arthritis-ridden claw, which I shook tentatively.
“Now...” Gleeson gathered me under his wing, “...this here is the Duke of New York. That’s what they call this place, you know. New Fucking York.” He roared with laughter.
Inside the “brothel” I was met by such unrestrained sights of carnality as might feature in some demonic debauch in honour of Satan himself. My clothes, soiled and sticky as they were, were quickly peeled from me by a trio of naked ladies wearing false pigheads; grunting with swinish, mud-swilling pleasure at my fast-approaching nudity. Gleeson watching the rape bemused as I frantically clutched at my socks and gaiters.
All about me. Men. Women. Children. And, to my astonishment, they, shaven of all body hair, were indulging in such vile acts of degradation that I feel sick to my stomach even now. Ah, to taste again that virginal vomit...
Shhh, who’s that? Eerie horror sounds fall away silent.
So, with Gleeson as my lowly guide, I was shown more of this establishment’s lurid clientele and voracious, low-life acts.
Passing one open door from which frenzied shouts were emanating, I halted to witness a crowd of baying gentry, on their knees before a baited grizzly-bear cub that was being set upon by a pack of seven little naked girls with Chinese finger-hooks and razor-belts; their sobs of pain eaten up by the viewing rabble; their white bodies ripped beyond recognition by the cub’s claws; their tiny breasts sliced open, mauled into grotesque mammary grins; their bald heads tattooed with obscure calligraphics. The arousal of the bear-cub aptly illustrated by the angle of its fleshy erection; immune, it seemed, to the multiple lacerations along its throbbing length.
The girls performing balletic leg-lifts, showing off their blood-red pudendae to the audience and urinating bright green when they were inadvertently caught in the horny creature’s malicious embrace.
“Piquant,” Gleeson glimmered; deriding.
On past many other doors down a paneled corridor, all of them firmly closed on their atrocities, to an open door four from the end on the left. Gleeson elegantly curtsying his buck-naked request for my entry into the room beyond.
I remember standing there in my socks and gaiters, physically shaking, afraid to move, nailed to the shagpile by the apprehension of what revolting horrors lay ahead.
“Foxhead!” Gleeson suddenly shouted, jolting me from my torpor, “Any time before the Solstice!” And he smiled that utterly insane smile that I’m now convinced he had been conscientiously perfecting since his graduation from Brighton Grammar.
Inside the spacious boudoir, soft-lit in violet, was a luxuriant double divan dressed in jaune silk sheets and sporting numerous pillows fashioned from a similar, if not identical, fabric. There was a pungent claustrophobia to the air; a fruity perfume that like an eel or snake wriggled and slithered its nauseating way down into the lungs with my each shallow breath.
“Ha!” jeered Gleeson, “Sentimentalists swallowing their mothers in Summer. Sit, man, sit.” He closed the oaken door firmly behind me. “Drink?” he asked.
Again I must have shown a strange face, for he added: “I’ll take that as a yes, then shall I?” I nodded madly. My palms wet with perspiration. As was my top lip; a family trait, the wet upper lip. Always thought that was very Freudian; or maybe Jungian.
The door swung, unannounced and impromptu, ajar.
Startling me so that I let out a shout which made Gleeson drop the decanter he was emptying into two large crystal tumblers. Whilst in through the open door there swept, like Autumn leaves in a stiff breeze, the naked female trio who had so professionally stripped me. Their regimental manner unnerves me still.
They shooed Gleeson away from his cursing and onto the bed, softly laying him down beside where I, in my highly bothered state, had been laid out. I had not protested at their orders nor, at first, had I noticed that as well as the pighead masks they wore, their breasts, large and round and white as I remembered, had been transplanted with baaing heads of ewe.
Amazing trick – I thought at the time.
Time indeed seemed to linger idly by, like a bellboy impatiently awaiting his tip. One of our “hostesses” left the room under no obvious instruction, returning warped moments later with a solid silver tray upon which were arranged a selection of peeled fruits and spices, while the remaining femmes serviles had donned shiny, lubricant plastic gloves and were busy working Gleeson’s and my own dick to a suitable stretch of arousal.
“Fucking amoeboid.” Gleeson glimmered; his second favourite face, I declare.
“How’s that?” I asked, finding myself less and less able to understand his rapidly thickening dialect.
“Cat smooth. Eggshell slippery,” he emoted, grasping the porcine face of his masturbatrix and slobbering luridly into her snuffling snout. Pulling away his bright face, wet with pigspit, and taking with his teeth a fruit segment proferred by the third maiden; my hand-maiden oinking riotously while she wanked. The room had become a menagerous clamour of squeals and laughter and slurps and lechery.
It was at about this point in the farce that, I believe, I first began to panic.
My oinking hand-maiden dipped her masked head over my groin and began sucking my erect dick with her pig-lips. I could feel the tiny pigteeth behind the hairy, rubbery lips, the coarse pork tongue working abrasively against my tender rim. “What the fucking Hell do you think this is!?” I shouted at the very top of my voice, pushing the woman from me and rising, hysterical, to my socked feet.
All four of them were gawping, gobsmacked; utterly astonished at my immature outburst. They were all staring at me, dumbfounded. I noticed one of the girls looking at my erection; standing proud.
“It’s a fucking trip, man,” announced Gleeson. And all was loud humour once more. “Sewer deep, luncheon hydraulic. Have a piece of orange.” He shakily offered me the heavily-laden silver tray.
“Fuck the fruit!” I shouted. This brought even louder laughs, for some sick and twisted reason. “And why have these sluts got pigheads!?” I screamed at the sudden lonely silence. Again four rather serious, accusing countenances.
“You’re just being sow-er, man.” Faces close to bursting. “Why so pigged off?” Giggles spurting from the sides of mouths. “Oink you happy here?” Immense explosion of mocking laughter.
The orgy resumed. Gleeson, fighting against the amorous tide of swine mouths, hands, sucking breasts of ewe, cunts moist with chuckling, still proferring the silver tray. Eyes brightening ever wider. I felt a cynical hand reaching ashamedly for the fruits; took a lemon-coloured segment and popped it into my mouth.
The room, quite accidentally I believe, fell on its side. I laughed until my lungs ached and I felt my bladder was going to rupture.
It must have taken the girls some time to help me back onto the bouncing jocularity of the divan, for as I was welcomed back into the many female arms a feverish, sweating heat had befallen me, and every other around me.
I remember finding this most amusing. And as pigheads and eweheads sucked and slurped at my cock; my mouth; my ears; my bollocks; my toes; my fucking toes... and having thought “my fucking toes”, in a trice was one of my rampant escorts’ boiling cunts engulfing my left foot.
She took me in to the ankle, head back, the muscles of her arms veined and pumped up from pulling me in. Though I could no longer see, since there was a ewebreast before my eyes into which I had a mad compulsion to insert my tongue, I could feel my shin slipping further into the woman. I could feel the hairs on my leg brushing inside her uterus, pressing up on her womb-silk.
My toes touching... her ribs?!?
I shot to a seated attention. She was there; on her back; legs in the air; my left foot now swallowed up to the fucking knee... ah, not again I thought, having made the metaphorical mistake and having my leg disappear inside her body to the thigh.
Hot hands pulled me back to the bed. I ignored them and looked to my immediate left.
Gleeson was on his back, face contorted with perverse pleasure as the woman rode him, her bleating breasts and snuffling snout utterly fiendish. Suddenly from the open door came another naked maiden.
But she was very different.
Her Chinese head was bald of hair, and bore only the most basic suggestion of features. Her skin was pale; bleach-white. As sickly a shade as I’ve ever witnessed.
Colour aside, she seemed physically normal until she strolled round to Gleeson’s side of the bed. Haunting the place usually set aside for the pubis was a small elephant’s head complete with nervously flapping veiny ears, curved ivory tusks and, jutting from the pelvic bone above her vaginal mouth, a long and inquisitive trunk.
“I can smell your thoughts, you naughty boy,” the Chinese woman confessed as her groin-snorkel tasted his forehead exploratively.
Gleeson glimmered and gleamed, shuffling to lay across the bed, his head slung over one edge; “And I want you to screw them. Work me over, you rag-burning honey.” Having given this request he took the trunk in hand and guided it down his own throat. Sucking her off while she smiled at me in her polite Oriental way. Gleeson bucking with choking ecstasy beneath her.
She extricated the trunk with a flick of her slender hips; Gleeson like a hungry fledgeling champing for more.
“Come on, give me some more of that. Fuck my eggshell brains out.”
The look she gave him would have turned flame to ice. And, though close to orgasm myself, I could not avert my eyes from this battle of wills in order to enjoy my own pleasure. She took his head by the ears. Gleeson’s mouth opening and closing impatiently. But instead of plunging the trunk in, she impaled the lethal tusks into the top of his skull.
Gleeson let out such a horrendous and horrific scream that I ejaculated with shock, my body fighting peristaltics as I watched on; enthralled.
Ruthlessly, the Chinese woman impaled the tusks once more into his broken head, screwing his brains to pulp.
On went the destruction, Gleeson’s face splitting, nose dividing, until at the height of the brain-curdling his body jolted; as a result of the elephant head in his cranium, or the strange woman jumping up and down on his cock, I know not.
But jolt he did; throwing off his sex-rider; hurling aside the Chinese; a gushing deluge of excreta ejaculating from his gaping brainpan.
“Fucking Egg Shell!!” he screamed, as out of the cranial fissure three foetal forms, covered in silky grey fur, flopped. Siamese triplets joined at the point of the lacerations they were busy inflicting on each other with claws and teeth and desire. All red and dripping bodies matting black in the feeding frenzy.
The trio crashed to a slushing mess by the unseated pighead woman as she struggled to regain her bearings through the fog between her ears. Her pink head sporting a neat bruise, cut to a gaping lump. Instinctively, like a shark in the presence of blood, the trio – one frenzied form – pounced upon the dazed woman. Gouging and gnashing out great wet burning bleeding chunks of flesh. Her porkhead squealing. Ewebreasts protesting with deafening bleats. Her plastic-gloved hands punching gaping wounds through fur.
Pulling back bloody stumps.
To my further astonishment, the remaining women seemed totally oblivious to the death of one of their own.
The woman with my entire left leg up her hot cunt was still bucking like fury. I cared not that my socked foot was peeping out of her mouth. Cared not that her fingers were pulling off the sock and gaiter so that her thin pink tongue could protrude between the toes; cared not for the Chinese bitch who had turned over the dead carcass of Gleeson White and perched herself behind his bare arse, and had shoved her elephant trunk deep inside his anus only to pull it out, lick brown faeces from the wrinkled leathery tip with her cunt-mouth then shove it into that effluent passage once more. Cared not for the woman at my prick, wanking me off in all the right ways with her smooth conic fingertips and snuffling in my belly-button for truffles. Cared nothing for the sour stench of sex and slaughter. What disturbed me was the fact that the foetal mass that erupted from Gleeson’s brain had reared itself up onto its highest hind legs and was looming drunkenly over that side of the bed, licking its many lips and leering with its many eyes, bringing with it the truly nauseating stench of its mashed guts and faeces exhalations.
Ever so casually, it began to topple towards us.
I remember in my daydream scrambling away from the falling hulk. And, as I clambered dizzily to my feet at the door end of the room, witnessing the uncloaking of the truly nightmarish, tearing all my senses to shreds. The humungus struck the occupants of the bed with a wet and bone-crunching thud. Instantaneously, it tore into the Chinese whore, still buggering the lifeless casing of Gleeson White, with gargantuan glee; ripping her featureless head right from her shoulders. Her spasming trunk, as she fell back off the bed, spurting a gangrenous sewerage high into the room.
The far side of the abomination munched great lumps out of the dead Gleeson White, while some other insane part of it devoured a pigheaded whore from the feet up. The look on her porcine features as flint-edged teeth chomped and crunched one of her legs while she kicked out one of its roving eyes with the other; that horrible squeal of her breasts; eyes like bolts of lightning as it sought out and chewed to a pulp her clitoris. The only surviving whore was trapped on the far side of the room, urine trickling down the inside of her white legs.
“Run!!” I shouted, holding out a hand. She looked at me and squealed. That distress call shot through me; chilling.
“Quick!!” I urged as the monster on the bed was in momentary respite, busy licking its lips.
“Jump!”
No sooner had I screamed that final word than she was leaping over the edge of the bed, grabbing sweatily at my outstretched hand.
Saved.
Until that rash impression turned into yet another disgusting red herring; for as I pulled her to me her pigface began to split, her mouth widening grotesquely, and she was snatched from me, dragged to the beast by a maniacally-mutated arm. She squealed and squealed until the top of her head was gnawed off, her pathic eyes weeping blood. I turned from the horror and ran into the corridor, which was now carpeted in shrimp fur and husks of salt-cured oyster tendon; bedraggled with barking ropes of giraffe blubber.
Each door I frantically yelled at was locked. Even the far door where I had espied the baiting of girls and bear was locked; from the inside.
I raced into the reception area but it was devoid of men, women, children or even their shaven pets. The air stank of violets. I threw up onto a highly-polished circular ebony dining table I had failed to notice on my disrobed arrival.
The carriage clock in the corner by the front door proclaimed a deafening midnight.
As the chimes rang out their solemn knell I shook the locked door in its frame until the glass shattered, showering my naked body and bare left foot with shards of glass. I fell back to the wooden floor, spitting curses. My trembling hands picking out bits of jagged glass from my knees, shins and feet. The pain unbelievably amplified.
There was a rasping sound behind me. I spun round.
There, lumbering its horrendous way towards me on all fours, was the remnant of Gleeson White. His bare back was all scarred and pitted from his attempts to escape. His arms dislocated, it seemed, from his shoulders black with bruises. When he raised his buckled and twisted head I thought I would die on the spot.
The skull was distorted to elephantine proportions.
Big grey ears a-flapping, cooling the searing heat of his wounds. Its ivory tusks curved up out of his eye-sockets, the eyeballs still a-watching, perched at the ends.
He opened his mouth and a loud trumpet sounded as a long grey trunk unravelled, impersonating his tongue, and spat a meaty splatter of blood at me. His arms dislocated further from his shoulders, grinding with gristle, and just hung by his sides as he mechanically rose to his feet. His dick and bollocks had been bitten off, and in their place, grafted into his skin, was a slobbering pighead; bleating like an electrocuted mastiff.
I scrambled back through the shattered glass, tearing up my hands and lacerating my buttocks. Impaling my bleeding palms on the splintered glass door-frame, I dragged my pain-racked body through to the heavy front door, and fought with the lock.
Hooves charged me from behind. I turned, terrified at what my ears purported. And my eyes at last saw Gleeson White for the Satanic demon that he was. His skin now all but flayed off; bleeding lakes. His eye-tusks directed at my chest as I...
Well, actually, I have lied.
I have lived my last dying hours a lie, to discourage the sad recurrence of their memory.
The truth, my good friend, is an abysmal catalogue of insult piled high upon injury. The horrors I experienced as the roiling mass of mutated flesh and bone and terror fell towards me, as I struggled to extricate my leg from that whore’s greedy cunt, is too great a burden.
You cannot imagine the pain, the artificially-prolonged humiliation I underwent in that fucking room.
Nothing quite as heroic as a death struggle, I’m afraid.
My constitution, you see, has never been that strong, and the effect of my panic regurgitated the vile symptoms of a recurring illness with which I am cursed. To tell the truth, the fucking thing fell right on top of me, breaking my rib-cage and snapping my spine. It devoured all the women but, for some insufferable reason, left me unscathed as I writhed in my agony. It also left Gleeson White’s dead body where it lay, and I had to suffer his rapid, nauseous decay for many hours.
My lungs are now haemorrhaging regularly. Christ, I feel I may choke on these damn bloodclots at any minute.
From below, the chiming of midnight sounds.
Oh, the agony. How long must I stay here, incapacitated as I am, gulping my fate? Again, those ever-present, eerie sounds make me shudder.
“Why am I here!?” I splutter.
Someone appears at the door.
“Foxhead!”
The bent-over old man addresses me. I strain to make out who it is. Recognition.
“Duke. Help me.”
“Can’t do that, sir. More than my job’s worth.” He smiles apologetically as I again cough up a phlegm of bloody gristle.
“Please. Help me,” I beg.
He purses his parched lips. “Oh, I don’t know sir.”
“Please. For pity’s sake.”
“Battleships lost at sea...” he mutters.
“What was that?” I cough restrainedly.
“Sorry, sir?”
“That. That thing. Battleships. What is that? I’ve heard that before.”
“It’s an old sailor’s saying, sir.” He raises his snowy eyebrows. I urge him on with my eyes; pleading.
“Well...” he begins, “Battleships lost at sea, sir, rarely surface.” He shrugs. And dutifully pulls the door closed.
Locking it on my screaming, coughing, shouting, choking death.
 



THE SONS OF MORMURUS
John Beal
 
He walked away from the imposing railway station, its glass-domed roof glinting in the dusty sunlight, crossing along the wharf toward the dark bulk of a steamer. Around him the bustle of life, shouting smells of sweat, arose in clouds of acidity. The fishermen, bare-fisted hauliers, lobster-pots, crates, tongue-loose foreigners and arching labourers busily ignored his presence. At the sign of the Cock and Bull he entered the dim recess leading to a court beyond. The smell of brine and blood, rendered flesh and maggot corrosion all turbulently clutched his nose. Sea air had been replaced by entombed vacancy; the smell of time to go. A man, triangle-legs, bent heavily out, tapering jigsaw arms thrust out from an insignificant body nodded at him, his triangular paper hat – a boys boat – almost falling from his head. Insect ooze had been sprayed upon the thickly encrusted windows – small orifices almost alive with shattered illusions.
The butcher, hatcheting vast bloody carcass pieces, looked up from his work.
“Y’ar bus’ness Y’ar?” Strange accent, mingled with blood and entrails. The Man frowned.
“Y’ar be off th’ar’s b’eight!” The butcher continued with incontinent, belching vulgarity. “Th’ar’s bl’owt gone too.” The butcher mumbled.
Stupefied the man stared at the butcher, arm swinging, cleaver shedding spray.
“Tick-tock.” The butcher said.
“I’m in search of the residence of a Mr Mormurus?” The name was asked dubiously, “Can you help by any chance?”
The butcher sat abruptly on the wooden chopping block. His eyes searched the nearby windows, who’s dizzy surfaces reflected Roman crazed decay. Abruptly his head fell and he was asleep, sawing across bones and gurgling contented gore.
Looking around the man observed no other person, he was unaware of when the bustling had ceased, but the black tarpaulin cracked in a void of silence now. He crossed over to its flapping mouth-like edge and reverently placed his hand upon it. Salt crystals scratched his fingers, and the smell of ginseng and sandalwood swept through his mind.
Beneath the tarpaulin, enshrouded by its own shadow lay the partially dismembered remains of some vast oceanic leviathan. He stared unable to make it out. The head evidently was missing but there appeared to be five large globular eyes. The body, whose scales had been partially levered and sawn-off, was garishly green, white and black.
A strange contortion of the twelve limbs gave the appearance of them all being on one side; whilst the belly, which had been cut, hung blackly open betraying entrails to the air. Inside the cavity strange air currents, perhaps from a huge swim-bladder made all the gore shudder constantly. It appeared to be alive, a hive of sickening activity, whirlpools of inky oozing flesh.
“Wha’be y’ar doin’?” It was the familiar butchers voice, but it still made him jump.
Turning he replied, “I’m looking for a Mr Mormurus?” But the courtyards cobbled floor was empty.
He realised not just empty of people, but the meat, the smells, even he noticed quizzically the etched windows in the hovels and warehouses were fractured and shattered.
He realised his ears were bleeding, the pain had been restrained in a subconscious blanket. Now suddenly he was aware of the glaring lights and stage prop sky. Weaving patterns criss-crossing the space between the buildings roofs, gave the impression of paths, walking between pebbles on an endless beach.
“Can I help you?” The sweet, melodious voice brought his careering thoughts back earthward.
Before him, in the dim shadow of the buildings he made out the form of a woman. She walked into the light and stunned him by her appearance. Her features were majestic, elegant even sublime, but the eyes which gazed quickly upon his visage held hidden secrets which could never be told. Her index finger was raised to her mouth in a sign of quietness. He felt himself lifted, abruptly looking down upon her head from above. A warehouse basement lift had risen beneath him. As he was about to appeal for help a shot rang out from below and the lady fell clutching the rapidly sprouting winged, red stain upon her chest. The white blouse fluttered as she came to rest gaping at the sky.
He wondered, momentarily, if she too could see the lines across the sky. Then, abruptly he was back on the cobblestone level. Rushing toward the still form of the woman, suddenly everything went white.
In the smoke hung room the sound of film slapping against a projector was the only noise. The screen blazed with light, which hung, bathing the dusty air in a gradually widening funnel. Fidgeting, foot-shuffles and the darkness.
A pinpoint of light could be seen through the tiny projection room window.
“That... was subject A. Note the name – Mormurus, it features significantly.” The booming voice broke the rough silence, as the projector began to whirr and light hit the screen once more.
In the harbour, seaweed clung tight-fast to the jetty wall, coating it in a green-slime which shone with each wave that deposited water. The tide was ebbing. Howler-monkey horns from pleasure boats filled the air, along with the briny sound of the sea, seagulls glaucous cries, and the general everyday hubbub of the quayside shops and arcades.
It was vividly hot. The thin crescent of sand baked white, matched by the dazzling white buildings and shiny, reflecting windows.
On the boat, The Mormurus, two individuals were finishing a conversation.
“... the pumps going at all times, lower me one hundred feet, then stop and await my signal.” The man who was wearing a diving suit was saying. The heavy, brass coloured, metallic helmet was in place, but the small face hatch was wide-open.
As the two men in attendance began to close this and tighten the nuts which would hold it in place, so too others began the pump and manned the hauling apparatus.
An old hard-backed volume of unknown contents lay upon a half-opened hatch, and as the diver was lowered over the side, the pages flipped haphazardly in a strengthening breeze.
Below, the gloom was etched into the water as a smear of floating non-descripts delineated the light.
Seaweed and jellyfish floated by as the diver continued to descend. Then, with a sudden jolt the lead-filled boots hit home; momentarily buckling his knees. With great effort he walked along the deck of the wreck. Miraculously it remained almost perfectly upright and intact, wedged in the soft sand and rocks of the sea-floor. The hold had been opened when they had initially discovered the wreck, and now for the first time, the diver slowly descended into its dim interior. He was joined momentarily by a second who appeared to descend straight into its interior.
Vast numbers of crates, metal wired containers were piled up and inside these by the light which filtered down they could see myriad objects. Coins of archaic value, mayan head glyphs, jet and jade objects, whose surfaces were gleaming in their saline preservative. The two divers pointed enthusiastically to each new discovery. Ivory; gold objects, a strange assortment amassed from the worlds continents, a curious treasure whose largest piece was trapped inside the inch-wide iron grid.
The hall was splendid, a floor of marble checks, tall lamps, vaces and magnificent oil paintings, surrounded the gigantic stairs. Ascending centrally in alabaster white coolness, they split to travel sideways both left and right to enter side-passageways and balconies. On the left a figure stood, hands gripping the rail as she gazed intently downwards. She wore a deep violet negligee, which flowed upon her body, and tumbled on the floor. Over this a simple white dressing-gown covered her shoulders which in turn were covered by long white hair.
She was calling to someone, at first inaudibly, but then with a sense of urgency her voice rose above that of the projector.
“Philips?”
Footsteps crossed the hall, as a tall stately man came into view. He was dressed in a black suit, with a white shirt, unbuttoned at the collar. Expressionlessly he gazed upwards to meet that of the woman who was still leaning over the banister.
“Ma’am?” He requested.
“He’s left, won’t be back all day.” With this statement the butlers demeanour altered. Springing up the stairs, he rushed to her side.
“Catherine, my love.” He managed to say as his hands grasped her and his lips crossed over her body feverishly. It was only moments before his apparel was dishevelled and hers was around her shoulders. He penetrated her from behind whilst she hung over the balcony, fingers flexing and unflexing upon its smooth ebony surface. As orgasm was reached and she bit down onto her bottom lip, the square patterned floor spun vertiginously. The height of orgasm seemed increased by the imminent possibility of plummeting to death. She gasped and raked the air, his firm arm around her waist, whilst he continued to thrust mercilessly.
Darkness descended, not night, but the darkest depths of ocean. Free swimming in an impossible pressure-suit a diver observed the blackness around contrasting it with the bedazzled beam of the torch-light. Detritus falling from surface layers heavens high above shone like diamonds, like stars. Nothing, a blackness so vast it produced claustrophobia.
Then the light struck a fish, and another, a shoal of deep-sea fish, dancing on the edge of the light, circling playfully. Their eyes the eyes of gaping, screaming blind-men.
The second piece of film came to an abrupt ending, light flooded the screen. Early morning pain, as the viewers open-eyes seared at the phantom touch of light. The vampiric after-images died in slow-decay.
“Money.” The tall black-suited man said emphatically. His short-cropped hair was halved by the projector light.
“The name’s the same as before.” Answered a thin querulous voice from the front row of seats.
No reply came, just the urgent whining of the projector as yet more images began to appear.
A title appeared – “The Sons of Mormurus” in thickly angular red lettering. A gothic cathedral, beneath which in dim-lit, arched corridors small market stalls were occupied by people buying and selling. Candles, bottles of incense, tie-dyed T-shirts baring the marijuana leaf insignia, tapes, records, books and posters. The smell of fruit and vegetables, mingled with the smell of salt-water fish and butcher-apron blood.
The heavy, heaving grumble of a bass guitar began almost subliminal – yet excruciatingly loud drumming billowed around. The smell of hydrochloric acid, of the burning gullet erupted – like a failed sense-o-rama everything was catered for. Words mumbled at ludicrous volume were spat forth by shadowy figures and shadows on walls. A girl’s panties snapped on tight. The halo around Venus was echoed in the charnel cathedral vaultings.
Besides the volume and darkness, the light was unbearable, streaming in dustlets through porticoes. A figure tall, angular, stood beside a record stall. Short black hair, sanguine skin and sharp featured.
The palm of the hand where lies a life line of dual composition suddenly flourished on screen. The watcher and actor gasped in unison. Following the dark-haired man, the music seemed hard, jarring, etching away thought. He thought he heard conversation around him, flying, floating above his head in sidereal dimensions – a vast chorus.
“Mormurus,” came the word – from his own lips, from all around – from beneath the sea, from the skyless moon.
Entering a shop he had the strange presence of peering through the unreal, seeing what lay beyond, a solidity which didn’t exist. A fluidity that escaped into gaseousness.
“Follow me!” The man said, cutting through the drug-like surroundings with such clarity that they shuddered and appeared to waver before vanishing behind his back as they entered an antechamber via an unseen door. The shop walls which had been covered by air-hole boarding were represented two dimensionally by the wall no behind him, while before him stood three sold walls of rock. White nitrous powders descended from the ceiling in a constant stream of dust. The black-haired man appeared oblivious.
“Walk this way.” He calmly stated as he entered the rock surface.
The man followed, blinked and was outside the viewing room in the now barren car-park. The sun had retreated and a cold wind blew roughly through his clothing.
There was something strange about his vision, he was seeing two images – seeing, living other things, a duality, a myriad of lives. Integrated insanity, as the moon shone down so did the sun.
 
 



IN THE BLACK SUN HOTEL
D.M. Mitchell
 
The purple neon sign outside the window flickered and buzzed, setting my teeth on edge. I got up from the slinking bed, my sinuses aching, and crossed to Ihe window. The street below was empty and still – dreamlike. Opposite, the exposed girders of black warehouses seemed unreal, a facade – monochrome cardboard cut-outs. The orange sodium glow from the streetlights glinted on what little glass was left in the windows and skylights – everything had the sepia tinge of old flesh.
Marie must have left me while I'd slept. In the state of stupefied despair we were in when we arrived here, time had become meaningless. Events had, for the last few months, become devoid of value. We couldn't even be bothered to distinguish between night and day. We'd wheeled across the countryside trying to escape from something we couldn't even remember. Standing here by this window, it seemed so exaggeratedly futile that it was comical. Once, Marie and I had been lovers – now we stayed together from habit, bonded by degradation. Before falling asleep, we'd both taken large doses of heroin and slipped into our respective comas. I decided to get dressed and look for her.
As I picked up some clothes from the chair by the heel, I found a well-oiled Colt Python and shoulder holster.
The chambers were loaded. I tried to remember how I'd got hold of this thing, biiV couldn't focus my thoughts. Maybe Marie would bo able to remember. There was a photo of her in my jacket pocket, but I couldn't recall that getting there either. She looked so young in the picture... so young.
I put the photo on the table and left the room.
ln a small room on the next floor down, I found several tins of peaches in a cupboard. One of the tins was full of cockroaches. I killed them all before putting the empty container in a bin. The fact I was still eating convinced me I was still alive and not wandering in the bardoes of some post-mortem realm, but I felt devoid of the energy to philosophise loo much. The violet light was comforting. For want of anything else to occupy my time, I decided to search further. Since Marie had left me Ihere had been no daylight. I searched for a window and, rubbing the grime away, peered out. In a dismal, amber sky hung a black disc – immense and biblically imposing. I had the strange sensation that it was only inches away from my face and involuntarily plucked at it with my numb fingers. They touched the glass pane. The whole scene shimmered and rippled – waves of black magnetism pulsing inwards to Ihe black sun or outwards from it – I couldn't tell. Then, as I stared, there was an unpleasant wriggling motion and legs sprouted spider-like from Ihe ebony sphere. Stifling a cry I leaped away from the window. It took some lime for my hearlbeal to regulate itself. Once more I plunged into the corridors, gun in hand, sweating. If I wasn't dead, where was I ? Where was Marie ? Opening double doors I found myself in a well-lit corridor panelled with wood and glass. It took a lillle while for me to recognise my old school. The school where I'd spent so many miserable years vegetating between the second hand banalities of the education system, suffering sadistic indignities at the hands of brutish sadistic masters and even more bestial fellow pupils.
All my life, this place had been dragging around with me like a fist around my heart. My life had become a bottomless pit of crime; drunkenness and sexual cruelty – and always lurking somewhere in the depths of the pit was the Old School. But now it was subtly altered – it had gained characteristics, modalities and effects from every miserable drudge job I'd ever worked at. And I realised that I'd never left the school and never would.
Somewhere in the back of my head, the spider-sun squirmed like an old maggoty cunt. I walked on.
Several people from my past drifted by, oblivious to me, or lo the fact they were dead. Up staircases, along corridors, past classrooms cloaked in sinister shadows, through an annexe where terror gripped me as, beneath a flickering halogen strip-light, I finally arrived at the art-rooms.
There were no people in sight. I vaguely wondered how all this could be contained in a hotel, but logic was draining away like piss down a storm drain. I peered into the first room and a stale nosfatgia hit me as I looked at the pupils' work hanging dull and abandoned, losland yellowing. Prints of menhirs and water colours of bleak hillsides, one of a great black shadow that could have been an owl swooping on a sheep with a decayed face. Others were mostly black, murky, forgotten things.
I realised they'd been there all this time and had become gradually infused with the despair, frustration and lost hopes of the children who'd originally painted them.
The joy and naivete had somed and turned to curdled hate as they'd made the lugubrious uphill trudge to the partial existence of adulthood. I found the ram's skull I'd loved so much and had spent hours drawing and painting, and tears streamed down my face as I turned it over and over in my hands. I carried it with me into the second art-room where imbecile papier-mache forms lay scattered around the parquet floor. There was a faint parmesan smell of vomit in the air. I began to examine the puppets. They were crude and idiotic – the creations of emotional retards, part human part amorphous mass, with Jumpy malformed heads and hands.
The crudest of features painted on their soulless blob heads with poster colours. They epitomised Britain and the British mentality.
The more I looked at them, the worse they became, until, putting down the ram's skull I backed out of the room, panic rising inexplicably in the pit of my stomach. I ran from the wing into the bowels of the building and I half fancied that I heard clumsy feet trudging after me as I searched for Marie.
I eventually stood at the end of a corridor, hung about with black drapes that moved slightly from some breeze I could not detect. As I progressed, each drape swung open revealing a picture frame. In each frame was a living, flesh and blood, human mouth. As I passed by, they spoke to me...
"You'll die without my face, my love – my mouth – like a moth jumping in a locomotive – and you'll be dead and forget and sink – our porch of the river – no more, no more – I saw you handsome my husband, walking with your lantern shadow – I was dumb on the ground – the mouth of the alley – the snow – he'd been a reporter- farewell..."
After I'd passed each one in turn, the lips ceased their discourse and the curtains fell over them. Others resumed the fragmented whispering which reminded me of the speech of reptiles, like a giant snake coiling and uncoiling around a black stone.
"I will pronounce your name, I will disclaim you, Ibadan, running splash of rust – silence in the cabin – the twirling mountains of the river – the cool waters overhung with mist cast your bangles – in your presence I rediscovered your name and came into your arms – it is dark now and grave.."
At last I reached the corridor and turned the handle.
I couldn't bring myself to look back along the rows of lost soulless orifices waiting concealed for the next unsuspecting passer-by. Was this the only purpose of their half-existence – if so, then how much of it must remain merely an absence?
The next chamber was empty and lit only by a sputtering neon-tube overhead. For the first time since waking I could hear noises from the main body of the hotel.
I realised at last where I was trapped. It was not I who was dreaming, but somebody else. I had unwittingly walked into somebody else's dream. But whose? "The building was slippery and inconsistent, h'ke an Escher drawing. The further on I walked the bigger and more confusing it became.
Beyond the flickering room was a balcony overlooking an impossibly huge assembly-hall which stretched upward to a vaulted baroque ceiling of glass panels that admitted only the oppressive purpJe glow from the Black Sun, It crawled and writhed above, dimly glimpsed through the filthy glass.
About forty feet below me, moved figures – partly visible from this altitude... mercifully! Most of them were at least semi-human, moving in lines and columns, but others were loo large, incomplete or otherwise malformed, to be human. I pulled back, suddenly shocked by something I saw, and which I thought had also spotted me. I edged round the gallery away from it into a long corridor of steel and glass glowing slightiy with twilight's last gleaming. I could feel something bearing down on me – a feeling of expectation and apprehension, crawling from the base of my spine; a low droning growing with Ihc realisation that this was all inside someone's (or something's) head, the interstices of floors, landings, balconies, whose geometry mirrored some internal spinal architecture.
Faceless forms glided silently past eye-like windows, in abstract postures of sexual abandon. A large, reptilian form twined in and out of the superstructure;- semi-tangible and flickering, dissolving into the brickwork like a blurred sepia photograph. These were embodied memories of prehistoric stales, externalised as artefacts, scorpion-machinery, centipedal vehicles, cold insect winking of tv eyes in the neon glow of an alien sexuality. The reptile brainstem of a sleeping
Manifestations of The Eye; – black, lucid, gelatinous, quivering and ciliated – omnipotent, it hungwithin the main hall on a vast web of semen and mucous. J could have ignored it were it not for the screaming which was agonising beyond belief. Mouthless priests chanted a litany of The Eye, suprisingly harmonious, almost crystalline.
"Oh Eye who spies on secret dreams, Eye of fuck and shit, sperm and gold... drip on us in your infinite lassitude. Closing up like an old cunt, crawling with flies, opening holes in sleeping ceilings onto a world of warped magnetism. Let us climb the ladder out of our flesh and burn with you."
As I plunged deeper into the recesses of the hotel, the unmanifest began to manifest in increasingly less normal ways. Childhood memories and fetishistic objects laden with numinosity multiplied, cut in a kaleidoscopic fashion with animal and plant forms. People walked into mineral deposits, walls pulsated like flesh; groups writhed in formations of sexual mutation, organs forming and retracting, forcing entry where no orifice previously existed, detaching and being absorbed into the other's body. The mass of heaving flesh was coated with a slug-like slime which stank not unpleasantly. I stopped in a library to peer at some ancient titles in alien tongues, which I almost understood.
In a darkened corner, something laughed and I glanced across at a thing with too many jointed legs, whose upper half resembled an old woman. Cackling, it scuttled towards me. I shot at it several times and ran, hearing its screams echoing behind me, as I ploughed on, searching for Marie.
It was pitch black in the corridor beyond, and for some reason I found myself creeping along as quietly as possible. Turning a corner, by touch alone, I gradually made out a faint glimmer of light ahead. Getting closer I saw it was a doorway – voices coming from inside. I put my ear against the door to listen, then jumped back in disgust as something brushed my leg. Glancing down, I saw a strange creature halfway between a lizard and a chicken – pacing back and forth like a cat. The door opened abruptly, and the light momentarily blinded me.
Standing in the doorway was a young woman – a silhouette conjured from dream – trapped in the zone between darkness and light. She was beautiful, dressed in some sort of nurse's uniform, wearing dark glasses. She beckoned me inside, and I followed. The decor of the room was identical to the room in which I'd woke up. She took me into another room lit by an ultra-violet strobe. Before me was a bed, draped with black velvet. In it was an old man / woman, dressed in black – seemingly very feeble. As I stepped closer, he / she extended a chicken-claw hand towards me. He / she had one eye thai was blood red and pupilless, the other blank and while, like a shelled boiled egg.
He / she pointed to a bookshelf nearby and I walked over to it. Between a copy of Bateille's "Solar Anus" and Harry Crosby's "Black Sun" was an untitled leather-bound volume. I took it down and turned the pages. They were black, containing no writing. The figure on the bed nodded its head as though I were reading aloud. As I turned the twenty-second page, a large centipede scuttled out across my wrist. I jumped back in disgust, letting the book fall shut. The man / woman on the bed began to rock violently with soundless laughter. As I stared, another centipede crawled out of its mouth, violet and biack, and slid off the bed. My skin crawled as the figure's head detached itself from the neck and dropped to the counterpane. I realised it was made of porcelain, the inside filled with cobwebs.
The nurse walked slowly towards me, removing her glasses. Her eye sockets were empty – and from (he corner of some distant galaxy within and beyond, a black insect sun trembled with cilia. I ran to the door, an impression in the corner of my eye of the nurse following, arms outstretched as if blind. I slammed the door and made off down the darkened corridor, into the bowels of the Hotel Amenta, looking for Marie.
 
 
 



JELLY
Hank Kirton
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As far as Danny knew, he was Damon’s only friend. They were in the same fourth-grade class; Mrs. Arcentales’s class.
Damon had moved to Vermont from California and was slow to make friends in the New England climate.
Everybody thought Damon was really weird.
Damon was small for his age; skinny and pale. His hair was long and snarled, his clothes worn and old-fashioned and too small for him; Salvation Army clothes, everybody said. Some of the girls claimed he wore “dead kid’s clothes” but Danny never figured out how something like that could be so easily ascertained. Damon had big crooked teeth crowding his mouth, as if two sets of choppers were trying to grow in at once. He didn’t talk much.
Damon sat behind Danny. Danny’s last name was Brockney. Damon’s last name was Brody. So Damon sat behind him.
Danny’s dad drove him to school on his way to work. His dad was a shipping clerk at Tantalus Tech, a factory that made plastic bottle caps. Danny’s dad made him collect them. Whenever a new cap rolled off the line, Danny’s dad would come home with a pocketful for Danny.
“Bran-spankin’ new, kiddo. Check it out!” he’d say.
Last week the caps had been white with a picture of a pine tree on them.
One rainy Monday, Danny’s dad had to report to work an hour early, so Danny was dropped off before school started. He got to class even before Mrs. Arcentales. But Damon was already at his desk, the only other kid in school, reading a book of short stories by Ray Bradbury.
Danny took his seat. Nobody had turned on the lights and everything looked strange in the early morning light; sad and spooky.
Danny sat quietly for a long time. Nobody else came in. Eventually, he turned around.
“What are you reading?” he asked Damon.
Damon didn’t bother to look up from his book when he answered, “Stories.”
Danny read the title aloud; “The Illustrated Man,” he said. “I like Ray Bradbury too.”
And that’s how they became friends.
As it turned out, they had lots of other things in common. They both liked horror movies and Fangoria magazine. They both liked to draw and write weird, gross stories. They started hanging out together at recess, and after school. They made big plans to write and publish their own comics and stories. They’d pass notes back and forth during class, cracking each other up.
Mrs. Arcentales threatened to separate them a few times but never followed through.
After a few weeks of this intense, creative solidarity, some of the other kids started to think maybe Danny was kind of weird too.
Damon started going over to Danny’s house. Danny felt a little embarrassed when Damon first marveled at all the stuff Danny had in his room. His eyes boggled like he’d walked into a vault filled with treasure. “Wow, your family must be rich,” he declared. “Look at all this stuff...”
“Aw, shut-up. This stuff doesn’t cost that much.” Danny insisted.
“Yeah, right! Whoa, where’d you get this?” he said, holding up a plastic model of Ed Gein.
“I got it for my birthday last year,” Danny said, hunching his shoulders. “It’s no big deal.”
“It is to me. I don’t have anything this cool.”
“What kind of stuff do you have?” Danny asked. He was curious to see where Damon lived, but Damon was reluctant to discuss his home life. As far as Danny knew, Damon didn’t even have parents or live in a house.
“I don’t know. The usual stuff,” he said, placing Ed Gein back on the shelf between The Creature from the Black Lagoon and Leatherface.
“Like what? What’s usual?”
Damon was looking around the room, gesturing with his empty hands as if trying to grab an answer from the air.
“I don’t know, whatever...”
 
-2-
One chilly, overcast morning, Danny and Damon were picking their way across the lot behind Fontaine’s Shopping Centre. The back of Fontaine’s resembled a post-apocalyptic landscape. Behind the stark, brick cliffs of the loading docks was a row of seventeen Dumpsters, constantly vomiting the detritus and discard from forty stores. Beyond the Dumpsters, a sprawling no-man’s-land of sand and limestone, crabgrass and litter stretched to the edge of a caged-off freeway.
Damon was using a broken ski-pole as a walking stick, describing a movie he’d heard about. “...And they cut off his fingers with scissors and made him eat them. The guy eats his own fingers.”
“Whoa, that’s gross,” said Danny.
Damon stopped. “Hey, what’s that?” he said, pointing to a curl of steam rising behind a stack of pallets.
Danny said, “I don’t know. Let’s check it out.” As the boys moved closer, they noticed a mounting odor; a noxious mix of sulfur and ammonia. Danny pulled his shirt up over his nose. When they reached the pallets he stopped. Damon looked at him. “What’s wrong?” Danny was scared. Even filtered through his shirt, the smell was overpowering. He shook his head. “That smell. It might be poisonous. Or radioactive.” Damon laughed. “Are you nuts? They wouldn’t just throw away something that dangerous. C’mon.” He disappeared behind the pallets.
Danny heard him say, “Holy shit!”
Then silence, for what seemed like a long time.
Danny said, “Damon? What is it?”
No answer.
“Damon?”
Panic rushed at him and his first thought was to flee and get help, but before he could run Damon said, “Hey, come here. Look at this.”
Danny hesitated. Damon’s voice had grown slow and deep. “What is it?” Danny said. His own voice had gotten higher.
“Just come here and see,” Damon said.
Danny swallowed and went behind the pallets to look.
Whatever it was, it was dead.
It looked like a big beached jellyfish with a face.
Glutinous, translucent flesh oozed over a visible skeleton.
Thin, beige veins twined like dying ivy over dormant, watery organs. Its large, lifeless eyes were cloudy, staring blindly at the sky. Its face was a melting expression of madness. The acrid stench emanating from it burned Danny’s nose and throat. Damon was staring at it with a look of stunned wonder.
“What is it?” Danny said.
“I don’t know. I think it’s an alien.”
Danny looked at his friend. “Like an outer space alien?”
Damon nodded. “Yeah...”
“Shit. What do we do? Go to the cops?”
Damon’s stoic expression didn’t change as he lifted the ski-pole and stabbed the thing in the chest.
A jet of steam rushed from the wound, hitting Damon smack in the face and he reeled back, choking, gagging.
Danny took cover behind the pallets. He listened to Damon cough and sputter for a few minutes. When he finally fell silent, Danny peeked out. “You okay?” he said.
Damon looked over with red, watery eyes. He exhaled a ruptured, “Yuh...” then descended into another coughing fit.
Danny came out from behind the pallets.
The thing had dissolved into a puddle of colorless mucus. They looked at it. Damon’s breathing was labored and raspy. “Do you want to go to the hospital?” Danny asked, concerned.
“No. C’mon.” Damon started walking toward the freeway.
Danny followed. “You sure? Maybe we should call your parents and tell them what happened. They might want to take you to a doctor.”
“No they won’t.” Damon was still carrying the ski-pole, the tip clinging with jellied remnants.
When they reached the chain-link fence that sealed off the freeway, Damon hooked his fingers through the links and watched the passing traffic. Danny didn’t know what to say anymore. It started to rain.
Then Damon said, “I want to kiss the cars.”
“What?”
Damon turned to Danny and said, “Kiss.” Then he puckered his lips and made a kissing, smacking sound, as if calling a cat. Danny just looked at him. Damon turned back to the traffic. He pushed his lips through the fence, still making that wet, chirping sound.
Danny stepped back, his concern for Damon turning to horror and incomprehension as Damon’s lips stretched like warm putty beyond the fence, toward the road. They narrowed and elongated until they resembled a five-foot-long pink ribbon and began to graze the speeding cars, still making that kissing sound - along with a soft wet thud at each brief impact.
That’s when Danny finally ran away.
 
-3-
When he got home he was soaked and shivering. His parents were in the living room watching TV. He changed into pajamas and crawled into bed and shivered until he fell asleep. He dreamed about drowning in a vast white ocean.
Damon was absent from school the next day and a sickening guilt began to grip Danny. He pictured Damon dead by the freeway – cars passing without notice over his flat, waffled lips. He imagined crows diving into gaps in the traffic to pick at the puttied flesh.
When he got home, Danny located the name BRODY in the phone book and memorized the address.
Damon’s family lived over by the old stone quarry. Danny knew Damon rode bus 11. If he was absent tomorrow, Danny would take bus 11 to Damon’s house and find out if he was okay. He had to know what happened to his best friend after he’d abandoned him.
His plan terrified him.
Damon was missing again the next morning.
Tension gathered all day. Danny moved through his classes like a sleepwalker hiking a nightmare. By the time three o’clock arrived, Danny sat at his desk, uncertain whether to board bus 11 or his usual number 8. The empty seat behind him felt like a malediction. When the intercom blurted out his bus, Danny flinched, but remained seated. He heard 9. He heard 10. He heard 11 and rose and walked out of the room, through the front doors, and boarded the unfamiliar bus.
He chose the front seat, behind the unknown driver.
The bus rolled forward, taking him down strange streets and untried byways. The faces of the kids who passed him as they disembarked were familiar but he avoided their curious looks as if they were strangers.
Eventually, he was the only one left on the bus and he worried he’d missed Damon’s stop. For the first time, he wondered how he was going to get home.
The bus pulled over, the door flapped open. Danny got off. He watched the bus disappear behind a haze of blue fumes, and then started walking in what he hoped was the correct direction.
The road was narrow, rutted, and shaded by deep pine woods on both sides.
When he found the house he knew it immediately.
There were no numbers or names displayed; nothing to indicate that his friend lived there. He recognized it with an almost magical clarity, as if he’d visited it in recent dreams.
The house was small and brown.
He approached the door with rising apprehension, knocked.
The woman who answered was gaunt and pale and dressed in black. She looked as if she hadn’t slept in days.
Worry-lines defined her.
“Yes?” she said.
“Hi. I’m Damon’s friend, Danny. From school. Is he home?”
She shut her eyes in a slow-motion blink and pushed open the screen door. “Come in,” she said. He noticed she was clutching a tattered, worn-out Bible to her chest.
He entered the house. It was dark and Spartan but the first thing Danny noticed was the smell. Sulfur and ammonia. The stink of the THING.
He followed the woman down a short corridor and into a darkened bedroom. A man with a bristling beard was kneeling beside a bed, reading a Bible. He looked over at Danny.
“This is Damon’s friend from school,” the woman told him. “His name is Danny.”
The man stood up and nodded. He was tall and dressed in black, like the woman. “Hello, Danny,” he said.
“I’ll leave you two alone. But don’t talk for too long. Damon is weak.” He handed Danny the Bible. “Keep this close at hand,” he said. He and the woman left the room.
Danny approached the bed and a strangled whine escaped his constricted throat when he saw his friend.
Damon wasn’t Damon anymore. Damon was dying.
Damon had always been pale, but now his complexion nearly glowed with a vaporous pallor. His hair was gone, his soft skull webbed with blue blood vessels. His gray, liquescent eyes bulged from pulpous sockets like some primordial amphibian. His lips were melting to jelly down his sunken cheeks, and they rippled like silk when he said,
“... Hello Danny...” in a liquid whisper. His breath transmitted the caustic stink inside him.
Danny said, “Hi.”
Silence fell between them. Danny was trying not to cry. He asked him the only question that came to mind:
“Why aren’t you in the hospital?”
Damon shifted his head. He seemed to be melting into the folds of his pillow. “My parents don’t believe in
hospitalsss or doctorssss. They think they can fix me with
prayersss and that book.”
Danny looked down at the Bible in his hands.
“But the wordsss in that book, the prayersss my
parentsss keep saying, even what I’m saying now, it’sss just
scribblesss...”
“This is because of what happened. That alien thing we found,” Danny said, suddenly feeling stupid for stating the obvious.
“It wasn’t from outer-space, Danny... It was music
and light. I’m music and light.. . So are you...” Danny shook his head and a tear traveled down his cheek. “I don’t understand.”
“I have a hand in my brain. It’ssss God’ssss hand...”
“You’re dying,” Danny said, stating a flat fact.
“Nooo. I’m falling up into an ocean... It’ssss a warm
white ocean and everybody’ssss there.. .”
“Who’s there? Who’s everybody?”
“... Everybody... Even you...” Damon wriggled his arms out from under the covers as if to embrace Danny. His arms were too long and soft and they flopped to the floor and burst into puddles of clear jelly and the sharp stench shocked the room, burning Danny’s eyes and sinuses.
He gasped, dropped the Bible and ran from the room, light refracting to thin slivers in his watery eyes.
He heard Damon whisper, “... Music and light...” He bolted from the house and didn’t stop running until the road abruptly terminated at the edge of the forest.
Danny’s breathing was ragged, his lungs boiling with cool fluid.
He looked at the tree in front of him, suddenly seized with an overriding impulse to touch the rough bark. He reached out and his fingertips stretched like upspearing tendrils until they circled the tree. He felt the whorls and arches of his fingerprints merge with the grains of the wood and experienced a spiraling wave of pure pleasure so intense, he was rendered blind with bliss.
Music and light. He was becoming music and light.
When the police found him the next day he’d been reduced to a smiling pile of jelly.
 
 



SIGN OF A POISONOUS INSECT
Jacques Bertrand Houpinière
 
On the estate car-park they are burning bankers beneath the silver-grey sign of the Great Fish. Young girls dance naked, stretching their legs wide and mocking the dying executives.
On the railway embankment just beyond the shellfish gates a small army has gathered beneath banners and flags made from rubbish found in supermarket bins. Sunwheels, swastikas and lightning-bolts adorn the makeshift flags; likewise the armor of the troops, no two of which are dressed in any way alike. Many are naked, long clean limbs shining beneath their great bird heads.
The sky shimmers like oil. On a hillock overlooking his army stands Hitler, crustacean-armored, heraldic profile as if cast in granite. He gazes unblinking towards the horizon where, beyond the burning ruin of a Tesco’s store, black and silver storm clouds gather.
The battle will be fierce and bloody but those who die will be immortalized, their bodies calcified and cast into the city walls – a vast coral-like expansion already covering most of the estate.
Ridler wandered the docklands – he always ended up there – every night in his dreams. The area expanded oneirically to the size of a modest metropolis, the derelict buildings spreading out fantastically and upwards, covering the absurdly foreshortened hills. In his dreams, these areas merged seamlessly with other even seedier locales – his old school, his first place of employment, the slum neighborhood he’d played in as a neglected child. But he was awake now, wasn’t he?
He pinched his hand to make sure. He felt nothing.
An expression – which would have appeared comical had there been any onlookers – crossed his deadpan face. He looked down at his hand and pinched it again. The flesh, instead of swelling up red where he’d squeezed it, stayed chalk-white and retained the impression of his fingers – like moldy old dough.
Alarmed now, he decided to test this further and, looking around at the littered street, picked up a six inch sliver of rusted metal, razor-sharp and jagged at one end.
Without even taking a breath he plunged it into the back of his hand. The expression of alarm deepened. Savagely he dragged the metal shard through the flesh of his hand laying it open to the bone. Panic began to set in. He should feel either pain or wake up. Brutally, he carried on making incisions.
He thrust the hand away from him, only then realizing it was not in fact his hand at all – but someone else’s, severed halfway up the forearm. He was now holding this out in front of him with some distaste. He threw it to the floor and stared at it. From the jaggedly severed end maggots crawled. He kicked the thing away and staggered in the opposite direction.
He didn’t know where he was. Most of the windows were boarded over – the ones that weren’t had no glass, most of which crunched under his feet like sugar lumps. He raised his hand (his real hand!!) to his nose and sniffed – formaldehyde! He wanted to go home but couldn’t remember where that was, nor of what ‘home’ consisted.
At the intersection of two seemingly endless streets he found a shop – a ludicrous corner-shop – bread, cigarettes, alcohol, video-rental and newspapers. He only wanted directions. He went in. The bell over the door made a dismal noise like a car being dismantled. From somewhere deep in the interior of the building he heard a muffled scream, followed by a man’s shouting, banging and more screams which were cut off abruptly.
He glanced around. There was nobody in the dusty untidy shop. He shuddered at the thought that the noises he’d just heard had come from the proprietor. He had the sudden impulse to leave, tempered only by the need to find out where he was. Before he could make a decision it was taken out of his hands by the arrival of the proprietor.
At first Ridler didn’t notice the man, until he coughed dragging Ridler’s gaze downwards. The man’s head barely cleared the counter – a dwarf!! What was visible was unpleasant, as though somehow unfinished. The man coughed again.
“Hello. I wonder if you could help me?”
“Depends on what you want? Don’t it?”
The dwarf’s voice was grating and high pitched, like a bluebottle trapped inside a window – it dripped with petulance.
“Well, I just need some directions…” apologized Ridler, “I seem to be lost.”
“Seem to be lost?” the man smiled and it made him uglier. One of his eyes was blue and milky, the pupil shaped like a goat’s.
“You’re definitely fucking lost! Otherwise you wouldn’t have come in here. Nobody ever comes in here!” He spread his ugly hands out palms upwards.
“How do you manage to stay open then?” blurted out Ridler, then regretted it.
“This is a family business.” grinned the dwarf. “I’m the last of the line. When I go, the shop goes. Then it’ll be like the rest of the street.”
Ridler felt suddenly guilty and looked around for something to buy. All of the food looked as if it had been there a long time, so he wandered over to the magazines.
Most of them were in strange languages or had faded so badly in the sunlight that they may as well have been.
Only the top shelf seemed to contain anything intelligible.
He took one down, his face coloring immediately as he realized it was some kind of pornography.
Rather than compound his embarrassment by putting it straight back (his immediate impulse) he decided to flick nonchalantly through the pages first.
The images that met his eyes were shocking in the extreme – the term ‘insect porn’ springing into his mind.
A man (decapitated by the borders of the picture) had forced a woman to her knees – one hand holding his erect penis, the other holding a stick covered in a sticky substance and literally crawling with insects. He was putting the stick onto her open mouth as she gazed up at him adoringly. Ridler turned over quickly.
Several close-ups of vaginas held open while large insects crawled in and out. He dropped the magazine, his hands shaking, nausea clogging his throat.
“Pretty good stuff, eh?” sneered the dwarf. Ridler forced himself to turn round.
“I got better’n that under the counter here – really strong, if you know what I mean. Can’t buy it in this country but I got good contacts….. abroad.” He managed to make the word ‘abroad’ sound obscene.
“Some of the others actually show ….. things hatching out…” he raised his eyebrows horribly and his grin almost split his head in half. There were far too many teeth in the man’s mouth – and they looked too sharp.
Ridler tried to ignore what the man was saying, deciding to try small talk instead.
“I thought you were out back when I came in. I heard some noises…”
The smile vanished from the dwarf’s face as though it had fallen off.
“What d’you mean – noises? What sort of noises?” His eyes narrowed.
“Oh just noises…” Ridler stammered. “You know, voices and stuff.”
The dwarf’s head started to rise vertically in the air.
For a second, Ridler thought the dwarf was on some sort of mechanical lifting device. Then he realised that the man wasn’t in fact a dwarf at all. He’d been kneeling on the floor throughout their whole conversation. Now that the man was standing, Ridler could see that he was, if anything, a giant.
He felt suddenly threatened.
“I just realised I don’t have any cash on me. Sorry….” He began to edge towards the door.
“That’s ok – take what you want. You can pay me next time.”
Although the man’s words seemed casual, he was edging out from behind the counter and sidling closer.
“But I need some cash anyway. I’ll find a cash machine and come back.”
He got the door open just as the man lunged for him.
The hideous doorbell clanged again, precipitating another series of screams from within. This provided just enough distraction for him to clear the doorway and reach the street.
The dwarf realised his mistake and came after him, but Ridler was running now, not looking back. Behind him the man screamed.
“Bastard! Fucking bastard! Nobody ever buys anything in here!”
 



THE INTERVIEW
 Alexandria D. Douros
 
This night was dark. Clouds were hanging over me like a suffocating blanket. There was nothing before me but a chain link fence leading to an old bizarre place I’d never before seen. I needed this job.
They lead me into the asylum.
Things were changing as I had been directed into what more appeared to be a slaughterhouse/morgue. Babies were screaming and crying in a distant room. Startled and confused, I asked a nurse, “What is that?” The woman gave no response but a blatant stare. She was tall and sickly thin with yellow, fading skin and displayed a nauseating lifeless expression that never seemed to leave her face. I noticed she was wearing worn, discoloured clothes, stained with dark blood. Her nametag read ‘Norma.’
“Can I have a tour before my scheduled interview?” I asked.
Norma nodded, guiding me down the hall without making a sound. The hallways were cold and dark. I watched the cracking, tiled floors from under me, glowing lighter and then darker as I passed under each dimming, florescent light. I could smell formaldehyde seeping from the walls.
We came to a door.
Everything seemed to change. It looked as if I were inside my very own home. There was a cosy little fire place in a well furnished room- the place was crawling with toddlers and babies. Each of the children’s eyes revealed a blissful expression when handed a colourful toy.
Norma shut the door and began walking down another hallway, “Did that answer your question?” I remember her giving me a smirk and her eyes looked as if there was something deeply wrong.
Everything kept getting darker and filthier.
There stood a second door.
“This, my dear, is the room where we keep the bodies.”
I smiled and thought to myself, “I’d really enjoy this job.”
Shortly there after I could hear more cries and screams, but these screams were made from agony and suffering. I peeked inside a small window on the door.
People were perfectly lined up, waiting patiently for their heads to be removed by a short and stalky little man, wearing woman’s clothing. He was smiling as he cut off each of their heads with a rusty machete. People there showed no emotion, they looked as if they were robots; lifeless, frozen and cold.
In the distance I could hear a man laughing. He kept laughing and laughing as each of the patients would get into line.
Norma continued showing me as if there was nothing out of the ordinary happening. Off to the side was a freezer full of parts. Norma led me inside. A massive steel door slammed quickly behind me. As I turned around in the dark freezer, she flipped a on a light where I could see frozen babies hanging by their umbilical cords, with pale green faces that had frozen over with a layer of frost. Parts were strung out all over the cold floor and metal racks. All of them were staring and smiling at me. Smiling with evil expressions on their faces. The dead babies were laughing at me! Frozen there, all I could hear was the generator, but inside my head they were screaming and laughing hysterically. It seemed I was there for hours. On my way to the door, Norma picked up a butcher knife. “Give me your hand.” Things went silent. She held my hand near the door and said, “This is the light.” It was dark again. Norma then vanished.
I was alone. I found myself at a different side of the building that looked like a warehouse. This door was left open. Animals were being slaughtered and skinned alive.
There were dogs and cats there were bears and there were antelope; different species altogether. The man that was decapitating the non-responsive beings was doing a lot of the work in this room as well. Things were hazy, naked bodies were exposed and being raped on examination tables next to the slaughtered animals. I ran and slipped in a pile of coagulating blood. My head cracked when I hit the floor, blood was pouring from my brains and all I knew was to run. The animals were screaming in discomfort and agony. I could hear slabs of flesh being thrown against the wall and stacked up to be chopped and ground. Running harder and faster, as the sweat and blood pour from my face, I managed to make it outside. The remnants of the animals were lined up, covered with blue tarps. Steam was emitting from the sewers. The pavement was wet from the pouring rain.
Norma stopped me with her eyes. In exhaustion I fell to the ground
Norma entered my mind and told me, “Parents that brought their children to the day-care would be drugged and beheaded, every baby that cried in the day-care would be tortured and incinerated, every pregnant, legally insane woman would have their babies aborted from the womb and the rest of the children of failed abortions would become workers for the facility. No one would leave.” Petrified and screaming, with no sound leaving my mouth, she stared.
The woman bent down with a rusty oversized needle and penetrated deeply into my veins. “The interview went well, my dear, you’ll start tomorrow.”
Everything went black.
 



MANTA RED
David Conway
 
The hologram shimmers momentarily and then materialises like a high-resolution mirage. An intangible sculpture moulded in light, the illusion of depth, of palpable reality, is deceptively compelling. And yet, for all its digitally-enhanced definition, the life-size tableau retains an ethereal quality: an eerie remoteness reinforced by the prevailing silence.
Dr. Yoshida hovers close by, hypnotically drawn, like a moth to the flame, His cold gaze, his bland, androgynous features imbued with the glacial euphoria of realised ambition, the inscrutable rapture of a dreaming, insect hive.
A single thought. She is here, At last, she is here.
Holographically conveyed from a distant chamber in the estate’s East wing, the woman lies, silent and immobile, on a bed of shiny, black polycarbon-vinyl, perfectly moulded to the contours of her supine form. From head to toe her entire body is tightly encased in a glistening costume of the same fabric. It clings snugly to every line and curve: her slim thighs; the firm globes of her small breasts; the smooth convexities of her hips and shallow abdomen. Not a single centimetre of naked flesh is exposed, Even her eyes, nose and mouth are concealed by a tight-fitting mask that envelopes the whole of her head. The basic polycarbon molecule has been designed with inherent organic properties. It is porous enough to permit regular pulmonary and epidermal respiration; the risk of suffocation is less than non-existent.
The irresistible image is that of the woman’s body freshly coalesced from an icy reservoir of thick, black oil, the subterranean cauldron of fossilised extinction and decay that has fuelled the clamorous din of technology’s bleak, insatiable tyranny. A sublime icon, she is coldly alluring, the embodiment of ritual Fetishism, impersonal sensuality.
And this is the perfect setting for her.
The cool, empty silence and scalpel-clean sterility of white light are set with transparent aluminium panels which house a species of radiant plankton, countless billions of them, their bodies glowing with the brilliant iridescence of ceaseless reproduction, orgasm and death. Designer mutations, these creatures have been genetically engineered by Dr. Yoshida – the phosphorous content of their bodies vastly increased; their voraciously exaggerated sexual appetites and instinctive cannibalism artificially boosted – for the sole purpose of illuminating this, his sanctum sanctorum. It could truly be said that these walls positively glow with the fluorescent radiance of sex and death: an implacable, endless cycle.
The room is furnished with a Spartan simplicity that harks back to the traditional virtues of Zen. A low table laid out with the requisite accoutrements of the tea ceremony. A samurai sword and the ceremonial dagger intended for the ritual seppuku are sheathed and mounted lengthways on an ornamental teak display rack. The weapons are ancient, priceless, and every inch as lethal and exquisite as when they left the master craftsman’s forge centuries before the accession of the first shogun.
A brace of traditional screens have been upholstered with the flayed hides of twelve Yakuza gangsters. Five of them were acquired quite legally at auction in New Tokyo; the remaining seven are the result of Dr. Yoshida s more unorthodox enterprises. The skins themselves are quite remarkable, floridly embellished with the most expert examples of the tattooist’s craft. Mythical dragons and other monstrous hybrids are rendered with breathtaking clarity and precision; cranes and birds of paradise – their sublime frailty and the subtle variations in the colours and textures of their respective plumage flawlessly executed; elaborate tableaux depicting scenes from legend and fable. It is the supreme measure of the artists’ skill that their handiwork succeeds in subverting even the slightest hint of the macabre implicit in the sight of flayed, human skins displayed like trophies. One of the screens remains partially denuded; two more skins would be perfectly accommodated. The atmosphere is strictly controlled: filtered, recycled. Nothing survives here by accident. Nothing thrives that has not been intended to thrive. This is the perfect environment.
A second holographic image enters the insubstantial frieze, silently materialising from the projection’s invisible periphery. She is dressed in the traditional kimono; the formal make-up and rigid coiffure of the geisha, her garment of white silk embroidered with shimmering turquoise and silver, contrasting starkly with her companion’s seamless attire of glossily skin-tight poly carbon-vinyl. The geisha glides across to the bed, standing over the motionless form of its blackly sculpted occupant.
The geisha’s right hand, as frail and graceful as a dove, reaches out and plucks a perfect circle of the paperthin, black fabric from the inert woman’s featureless mask, revealing her right eye, frozen rigidly open. As a professional, Dr. Yoshida is forced to concede the uncommon quality of the workmanship. The eye, set in its oval orbit like a glittering jewel – the emerald green of the iris, a lush evocation of centuries’-extinct equatorial rainforests; the vertically elliptical dilation of the pupil, so startlingly feline – is sterling testimony to the technical achievements of New Tokyo’s thriving bio-scaping clinics.
The little geisha continues to methodically pick apart the oily black costume of her slumbering, unprotesting companion. She peels the woman like a fruit; one by one her sublime treasures are slowly, tantalisingly revealed. Within a very short time she is completely naked. Her flawless pale flesh assumes a spectral radiance which contrasts luminously with the mattress’s black, light absorbent surface. The deep lustre of her long black hair is shot through with metallic blue, scintillating with the cool iridescence of burnished chrome. The lush green of her surgically-enhanced, catlike eyes seems to peer from the depths of some improbable alien sea, her coral pink lips slightly parted to reveal the scalloped ridges of her teeth like neat rows of pearls; hard, well-formed and perfectly white.
“Beautiful– “ says Dr. Yoshida, drawing clammy, sweet breath through a fugue of persuasive arousal. Beneath his skin, the messy miracles of bio-transmutation initiate a series of chain reactions, accelerating subtly, inexorably, towards the apex of critical mass. Soon. It will be soon.
“Aiko– “ Dr. Yoshida addresses the holographic frieze directly; the estate’s sophisticated communications and surveillance systems carry his voice to the chamber where the ritual disrobement of his unwilling guest has been performed. Aiko, the silent geisha, turns her impassive face to the source, recognising her master’s voice. “Prepare her now,” he says, “and take her directly to the Conservatory.” Aiko bows deeply, indicating her compliance. Dr. Yoshida allows the hologram to linger for several more moments, and then, at his unspoken mental command, it wavers indistinctly and abruptly dematerialises. In its place, almost simultaneously, two more holographic tableaux coalesce with the deceptive illusion of solidity. Nothing happens within the walls of the estate, or anywhere on the island itself, that Dr. Yoshida does not know about. His elaborate security systems afford him a level of omniscience that was once the alleged prerogative of the gods.
He watches, intrigued, as a group of five young men make their way with caution and stealth along the corridor which links the estate’s Eastern wing with the central core of the complex: the Conservatory. They are all comprehensively armed with the most lethal and sophisticated weaponry currently available to the modern assassin. Dressed in chameleon polycarbon combat fatigues; flexible, lightweight body armour; and featureless, visored masks, they resemble a platoon of belligerent ants, a single mass-mind obsessed with the insect imperative of murder.
These faceless killers are members of the mercenary elite known as termination executives. Under the auspices of the Free Trade Charter, observed by all the Pan-Pacific conglomerates, they are legitimately licensed to commit contract murder. Discorporation, the term enshrined in the legislation’s bland lexicon of euphemistic jargon is a recognised tool of corporate enterprise, falling into the same category as a ‘hostile take-over’. This group, led by Ishiru Okida, one of the most highly paid termination executives operating out of New Tokyo, has accepted a 15 million yen-dollar contract from the Hakashi Corporation, sanctioning Dr. Yoshida’s discorporation. Stories have been circulating among the upper-most strata of New Tokyo’s corporate and scientific communities, concerning Dr. Yoshida’s secretive and allegedly fruitful research into the fields of bio-intelligence, molecular transmutation and – most tantalising of all – nanotechnology. Assuming that the rumours are true, the Hakashi Corporation estimates that the secrets to be unearthed within the cloistered fortress of Dr. Yoshida’s island estate will give them years – if not decades – advantage over their competitors. Dr. Yoshida observes their progress with cold disdain, in his own thoughts as remote from their cruel materialism as from the maggots that feast on the ripe ooze of death and decay. These murderous philistines have lain siege to his island retreat for precisely seventeen minutes, closely monitored from the moment their boots hit the sandy beach. It is time to dispose of them.
Dr. Yoshida issues a series of mental commands, activating the nanodefenses.
The resulting carnage is brief but colourful.
Nanomachines – cyberorganic microprocessors comparable in size to the virulent molecules of a thriving bacillus – reproduce rapidly, precipitating a razor-ribbon maelstrom of shrapnel hail, consciously directed, endlessly voracious.
The sterile air of the blue-white corridor is suffused with a delicate, red mist: atomised droplets of warm blood, meatily aromatic. Diamond grapeshot condenses out of empty air like fatal ice, its brilliant vortex disintegrating body armour and fatigues effortlessly. Cybernetic cancer spores materialise on naked, defenceless bodies, programmed tumours that propagate with a hungry efficiency that far surpasses the ravenous malignancy of their natural forebears. Fragments of flayed skin, like bloody, autumnal leaves, swirl on buzz-saw eddies of the ceaseless, scouring cyclone. Writhing like moulting serpents, raw muscles and wet expanses of peeled fat glistening moistly, the would-be assassins shriek their wordless agony in splashing pools of their own bodies’ rapid dissolution. Dr. Yoshida revels in the excruciating music of their screams, scarcely human in its intensity, volume and pitch.
It is, however, far from being a mindless, indiscriminate slaughter. Dr. Yoshida is far too astute for that. There must be at least one survivor for him to interrogate later. He is determined to learn who was ultimately responsible for this invasion – and to exact appropriate retribution.
Bleeding from countless wounds, his protective outfit in useless tatters, Ishiru Okida staggers through the swirling red fog, deaf to the screams of his comrades. At the end of the corridor an electronic door slides silently, solicitously open. Through a searing haze of blinding pain, Ishiru somehow manages to reach and stumble through the door which opens directly onto his original objective: Dr. Yoshida’s Conservatory. The door glides shut behind him.
Meanwhile, in the corridor, the nanodefenses continue their work with painstaking thoroughness. It has taken seconds for the assassins’ bodies to be reduced to a state that is scarcely recognisable as human. A synthesised dew of molecular acid, selectively secreted, renders bone steaming, gelatinous ooze, vertebrae melting into an undifferentiated mire of pulped gristle and molten fat.
Steaming viscera, infected with tumultuously active fungi, spiral wildly from pelvic cavities like nests of frenzied snakes. Bulbous malignancies, the approximate size and shape of cauliflowers, cling in unendurable clusters to the mercenaries’ wracked bodies. They howl for death which somehow remains callously reticent.
From the depths of a vat of raw polycarbon base that resembles a treacherous, prehistoric tar-pit, its cloying blackness teeming with Nanomachines, four dark shapes coalesce suddenly. Glistening, black, humanoid forms, they solidify in an approximate simulation of the traditional ninja assassin, the historical fore-runners of the modern termination executives whose homicidal skills are so highly prized and lucratively rewarded. The ninjas are armed with orgone disrupters. They move silently through the fading red mist, not a single droplet of blood adhering to their frictionless, obsidian skins. They dispose of the squirming, crippled, human parodies with passionless efficiency. The orgone disruptors discharge bursts of concentrated DOR (Deadly Orgone Radiation), writhing bolts of blue-green, plasmic energy that interrupts the harmonic resonance of the biological functions essential to the cohesion of all living organisms. In theory and in practise the process has been succinctly described as a form of genetic fission.
For a second the assassins’ bodies glow an eerie green, tissues incandescent with the radiance of fatal transfiguration. And then they erupt. The process is not simply one of decay – of accelerated putrefaction, even. By destabilising the complex interactions that link matter and energy in a self-regenerating, sequential continuum the orgone disruptors initiate chain-reactions of internalised temporal distortion. Metabolic time travel. Nucleic degeneration set on a downward spiral of genetic decay.
Molecular bonds shatter. Complex protein chains; fine spun lattices of amino acids; are unravelled, frayed, degraded, swamped by the quantum catastrophe of chromosomal chaos. In moments the assassins are no more than four, indistinguishable pools of bubbling, protoplasmic slime, swarming with the autonomous, amoebic organisms that once fuelled a billion species’ evolutionary ascent from the fertile muck of the young earth’s primal stew. These, too, are quickly devoured by the tireless hive of proliferate Nanomachines. They scour the walls, floor and ceiling of the corridor. Not a fragment of skin, a single iota of blood, remains.
The polycarbon automatons return to the vat that spawned them, melting back into the cold, black morass.
They disintegrate so thoroughly that it is as if they had never existed. An icy calm once more pervades the sterile air, the blue white radiance of the corridor. Less than two minutes have passed.
Dr. Yoshida’s attention shifts to the second holographic frieze. Two young men are slouching casually on a large settee. They are identically dressed in grey business suits that shimmer slightly with a subtle, metallic sheen. The expert cut of their suits effectively disguises the fact that they are both carrying shoulder-holstered handguns, state-of the-art weapons equipped with laser sightings and heat-seeking smart shells whose draconian firepower is frankly superfluous beyond a military combat situation.
Both men wear their hair fashionably short and slicked back severely, accentuating the softness of their unwrinkled, clean-shaven features infused with the unmistakable, innocent cruelty of psychopathic children. Several dishes of synthetic fruits and sweetmeats, genetically engineered for their mild narcotic and aphrodisiac qualities, are laid out before them on a glass-topped table. The men nibble at the succulent delicacies, enjoying a light euphoria of hallucinogenic arousal.
These men are members of the Yakuza, the insidious criminal underworld that permeates every stratum of New Tokyo society and its Pan-Pacific economic satellites. They have been responsible for the abduction of the woman who, even now, subject to the tender ministrations of Aiko, the mute, compliant geisha, is being prepared for the culmination of Dr. Yoshida’s lifelong ambition, the pinnacle of years of research and heroic endeavour.
Dr. Yoshida directs the men to the Conservatory, where, he assures them, they will be paid for their services presently. And, he hints, there will be a special bonus in store, a reward for the exemplary execution of the task he had set them. They move out languidly into the corridor, avarice adulterating their drugged serenity with its cold, premeditative edge.
Dr. Yoshida banishes both holograms with a single thought. Now he is alone with his dreams, the elaborate shawl of ambition that enmeshes his mind and extends beyond it like the web of a patient, contemplative spider, gossamer strands laced with gems of shining dew. Four hapless flies are now inextricably entwined in his silver net.
He could have waited centuries for this moment had it been necessary.
But now the waiting is over.
Subdued ultraviolet lighting. Suggestion of pheromone laced with the dry tang of ozone. Dr. Yoshida’s Conservatory combines the steamy humidity of a pre-Cambrian swamp with the fertile putrescence of a ripening dung-heap: the excremental womb whose fermenting warmth nurtures the basilisk’s incubating eggs. So just what is he trying to hatch?
The subtle twang of a single koto. A stunted cherry tree sheds its blossoms in time to the cascading melody; the fragrant shower gently breaking the fragile meniscus of a languid stream, scenting the water with a little of its perfume. Just below the surface large, elaborately-coloured, ornamental carp glide and shimmer silently.
Dr. Yoshida enters the Conservatory, moving across the floor with a dancer’s balletic grace. In his left hand he carries a small, silver bowl containing a species of black sea-cucumber marinated live in the venom of the spiny freshwater manta ray. Mania Red. The brilliant, crimson juice is prized not only for its unique piquancy but also for its powerful psycho tropic and aphrodisiac effects. In anything but the most minute doses pure Manta Red would prove almost instantly lethal to a normal human being. Dr.
Yoshida has been using it daily for many years; his tolerance is such that the quantities he so casually imbibes are sufficient to kill a dozen men. And, besides, he is far from being a normal human being. From time to time he will pluck a specimen of the pungent delicacy from the bowl and pop it whole into his mouth, grinding the ripe meat to pulp between his busy molars.
His fingers are slim, elongated, with prominent joints like the ghostly digits of the Madagascan aye-aye. His eyes – large, oval, remorselessly black – reinforce the illusion. He is dressed in a white, polycarbon-silk kimono, tied at the waist. His hair is long, aromatically-oiled, and tied at the back in an elaborate bun, similar to the style once favoured by the samurai elite. He is barefoot and, beneath the kimono, completely naked. The Conservatory is a large, circular chamber housed beneath a polycarbon dome. The dome functions like a vast cornea surrounding the complex array of surveillance systems and sensory organs that constitutes the retina and optic nerve colonies of the BioHive, Dr. Yoshida’s unique, biological computer. The whole, or individual sections, of the dome’s surface may be rendered transparent – like glass, or unilaterally in the manner of a two way mirror. It also functions as an audio-visual monitoring device, upon which may be projected an overlapping montage of holographic images from every part of Dr. Yoshida’s island estate. As well as being impervious to the elements the dome is capable of withstanding the force of a ten megaton nuclear airburst.
The BioHive itself, whilst dominating the Conservatory, is largely invisible to the naked eye. More than ninety per cent of its considerable bulk remains buried beneath several thousand kilos of gravelly, black, nutrient-enriched plasma-mass: a form of primal soil synthesised by the accelerated putrefaction of living organisms. Protruding above its moist, vaporous surface, palpitating with the steady pulse of aerobic respiration, there are what appears to be a number of large, malformed cantaloupes succumbing to the steady ravages of advanced decay. Glossed with the rancid sweat of corruption, they are, in fact, highly evolved sensory organs.
The plasma-mass also supports a fragrantly wasted undergrowth of emaciated, flesh-coloured shrubs. Their spindly, veinous limbs are precariously laden with wrinkly, sap-heavy fruit, crenellous tumours of moist and pulpy meat. Closer scrutiny reveals this macabre flora to be nothing less than a collection of excised, human nervous systems. Still-living, they have been reduced in size and effectively preserved by a process that combines the exacting disciplines of micro-surgery and genetic engineering with the ancient art of bonsai, The bulbous growths dangling from their sinewy boughs are the active remains of their former, discorporated hosts brains.
Precisely dissected, these pulsating clusters of cortical tissue have been cunningly adapted to perform new functions vital to the BioHive with which they are now metabolically, neurologically linked.
The Conservatory also contains a number of large, transparent aluminium cocoons, lining the inner perimeter of the dome, like a nursery of giant, crystalline eggs. The cocoons are filled with a milky, semi-opaque liquid: the potently fertile, amnio-seminal fluid secreted by the hermaphroditic BioHive. The life-forms contained within these synthetic wombs exist in a state of perpetually-arrested, embryonic development, representing a branch of evolution so highly specialised that they are, in fact, little more than autonomic reproductive organs. These creatures are sexual symbiotes; their sole function to catalyse the procreative union of species so utterly divergent as to be considered, quite literally, alien to one another. The resulting, chimerical pregnancy, Dr. Yoshida anticipates, will yield a hybrid offspring, the first of a new race. A long-held theory, the initial phases of which he has already put into practise.
Dr. Yoshida pauses briefly before one of the cocoons. Its occupant is a large, eel-like creature, its leathery skin slick with a visceral, amphibious quality.
About four feet long, it coils and uncoils languidly, returning Dr. Yoshida’s regard with what appear to be equal measures of curiosity and instinctive menace. The head resembles that of a carnivorous, prehistoric fish. Its eyes – pupilless, colourless disks – swivel ceaselessly on each side of its bony skull, feathery gill-arrangements fluttering rhythmically just below the jaw. Instead of a mouth it possesses a tube-like proboscis, a single coil of gristly tissue spiralling inward on itself, its motion a perverse pun on the normal action of peristalsis. The proboscis functions as a mouth and excretory organ – as well as disseminating the creature’s specialised, symbio-procreative spores.
His senses singing with the erotic vibrancy of Manta Red; taste buds tingling with its dry tang; Dr. Yoshida is overwhelmed by a sudden reverie, its force irresistibly persuasive. His heightened perceptions evoke a visceral high so intoxicating that he seems to literally re-experience the original event rather than merely remembering it... He sees himself – feels himself – once more stepping tentatively into the Gene Pool, gradually immersing his body in the clammy, viscous moisture of the BioHive s amnio-seminal secretion. Dark shapes move beneath its slick, glutinously calm surface, gliding with the silent intent of miniature sharks. Nanornachines saturate the fertile ooze like swamp-dwelling bacteria.
For several, long moments there is stillness, the sticky, super-equatorial humidity unstirred by even the suggestion of breeze. Suddenly, as if sensing imminent danger, a bird of paradise defensively displays the metallic iridescence of its cobalt, turquoise and sun-burnished-gold plumage, its wings fluttering loudly as it flits towards the relative safety of a distant perch.
An orgy ensues.
The sexual symbiotes home in on Dr. Yoshida’s naked body with the ballistic accuracy and velocity of torpedoes. The Gene Pool boils and froths tumultuously, glowing with the critical energy emissions of countless million Nanomachines. Dr. Yoshida vanishes beneath its bubbling, churning surface, a vivid corona of spastically writhing, bio-electrical energy illuminating the heaving swell like St. Elmo’s Fire. Time curves in on itself, a dimensional cyclone warping spatial perspectives; radiant whorls of refracted light; wormcasts of quantum potential and decay. Eventually the tempest exhausts even its own fury. A nebulous mist rises from the surface of the Gene Pool, portentously calm, cooling rapidly.
A bloody hand breaks the turgid meniscus, outer layers of skin comprehensively shed, peeled off like a glove.
The denuded network of fibrous tendons strains against the breathless silence, gleaming brilliantly beneath a gloss of transparent gel. Fingers splayed, quivering, it hovers momentarily. And then it flattens itself out against the edge of the pool, painting the brilliant, white tiles a lush, vivid red. Its partner joins it a few seconds later. The hands make slow, clawing progress along the floor’s slippery surface, dragging themselves millimetre by bloody millimetre, torturously slow – for all the world like a pair of crabs prised from their shells, blinded and flayed.
And when, in the end, Dr. Yoshida finally marshals sufficient strength to haul himself from the Pool, its depleted depths sucking at him like quicksand, he crawls and staggers across the Conservatory, collapsing in a bloody heap in front of the full-length mirror. Blinking away mucus, blood and tears, he stares in wide-eyed fascination at his reflection, fuzzily blurred by the film of condensation that fogs the surface of the glass. A hesitant hand reaches out, wiping away the hazy moisture, smearing on a thin syrup of bright blood.
Dr. Yoshida’s eyes gape in speechless wonder, surveying the appalling, astonishing spectacle of raw bones and glistening, skinless tissue; his teeth bared in a lipless, humourless grin, the rictal leer of apothetical pain. A harsh, clicking sound begins at the back of his throat, reverberating around the hollow cavity of his chest: a grinding death-rattle of a laugh.
Tentatively he touches himself, wincing. First the familiar organs and appendages, jangling with the chaotic fire of decaying neurones, the crackling spit and fizz of a nervous system fused by unendurable sensual overload. And then the budding beginnings of new organs: lumpen protuberances that as yet resemble little more than shapeless knobs of molten fat, steaming and dripping, their ultimate potential and functions unknown.
Dr. Yoshida’s grating, abrasive laughter reaches a harsh crescendo, as unsettling as the sound produced by fingernails scraped across a blackboard’s surface. His body is wracked by sobs of tearless joy that bubble up through a cloying wad of phlegm, clods of curdling blood. He is elevated beyond pain, dread and anticipation to the ultimate plane of euphoric dementia, triumphant. Transformed.... as persuasively as it had gripped him the reverie relinquishes its hold on Dr. Yoshida, its backwash ebbing into the receding tide of memory. As instructed, the others are already here, waiting.
Resplendent in the ancient costume and make-up of the geisha, Aiko sits, cross-legged, on the floor, her delicate fingers expertly plucking the strings of the koto cradled in her lap. In her exquisitely embroidered kimono, and with her ghostly white face; impassive dark eyes and impeccably constructed coiffure; she exudes an air of serenity, grace and modesty which epitomises the traditional virtues of womanhood enshrined for centuries in Japanese culture and philosophy.
Dr. Yoshida is especially proud of Aiko; she appears so very human. At times even he, her creator, forgets that she is little more than an automaton, conceived by the cyber-sexual interface of two, very different species of machines.
Aside from the BioHive, the domed Conservatory houses a cybernetic processor, no less sophisticated than its biological counterpart. The Zen Resonator: Dr. Yoshida’s prototypical adaptation of the latest generation of the Mitsubishi Zen 5000 Series Psimulator System. Its revolutionary logic/anti-logic drive – digital circuitry that simulates the human brain’s complex network of neurological modules and synaptic conduits; conceptual software capable of assimilating qualitative data -generates the Virtuality hyperzone known as the Zen Continuum.
Frequently referred to as the first, genuine artificial consciousness, the system’s designers describe the Zen Continuum as a patented universe, dimension of dreams.
The Zen Resonator is in constant, continuous interface with the BioHive, its cybernetic neural structures colliding with the seething ganglia of meta-cortical tissues that constitute the other s self-replicating, molecular data-colonies. It was this ceaseless fusion of pure, conscious energy – like the blazing, solar furnaces that rage at the hearts of suns – that fuelled Aiko’s genesis, that literally conceived her, BioMech, the term coined by Dr. Yoshida to describe the process, provided the genetic blueprint; the Nanomachines did the rest, literally piecing her together from the necessary raw material. Yes, the good doctor has reason to be proud.
His female captive, previously encountered as an alluring, if insubstantial, hologram, remains unconscious, naked, and securely bound to a chrome stretcher. The stretcher is suspended above the Gene Pool, supported only by deceptively slender cords of high-tensile tungsten.
Freshly secreted, the BioHive’s amnio-seminal secretion fills the pool: every drop teeming with microscopic Nanomachines, inert now, primed for the command that will initiate their inexorable, irrevocable programme.
The woman’s name is Mitsuko Hara. She is twenty four years old, one of the most wealthy and successful exponents of New Tokyo’s multi-billion yen-dollar entertainment industry. Mitsuko Hara is a Virtuality Icon; her digitally-generated, holographic image featured in some of the most successful Virtual Reality interactive software currently available on the market.
Since the demise of cinema, television and literature as the prevalent forms of popular entertainment, Virtual Reality has become the playground where almost all the citizens of the world’s technocracies choose to spend their abundant leisure time. Virtuality Icons inhabit the conceptual hyperzones in much the same way that the movie stars of the past illuminated celluloid stock with their divinely contrived images. In the hi-tech patois of Virtualspeak the word that describes Mitsuko Hara’s role in the pantheon of Virtuality Icons – although there is no precise equivalent in English – translates roughly as the object of desire.
Virtuality Manga and Anime originated in the twentieth century, their roots in Japan’s hugely successful comic-book market. The modern Manga is a hyperreal exploration of the erotic potential of physical mutation; hi-octane hi-tech splatter; a visceral out-of body experience that erases the barrier between passive observer and active participant. Pornography boosted cybernetically to a state of elevated consciousness – alternate planes populated by exotic, alien beings; convulsed with endless, apocalyptic wars; replete with graphic violence, explicit sex, and perverse combinations of the two – scripted, realised and programmed by the highest paid cabal of writers, artists and technicians in New Tokyo. The idealised, female protagonists in many of the most popular scenarios are quite literally incarnated in the holographic image of Mitsuko Hara’s flawless beauty.
The Manga define a new sexuality. In the Arcadia districts of New Tokyo – entire boroughs given over to the Virtuality cult – vast cathedrals of shimmering metal and translucent polycarbon glass iridesce with the energy of constant orgasm. These skyscrapers contain neither rooms, offices or apartments, but thousands of coffin-sized chambers, accessible by narrow catwalks, equipped with Virtuality headsets, gloves and genital collars; bio-monitors and catheters; IV drips. They may be rented by the hour.
Weekly – even monthly – rates are available.
Inside are Manga-addicts, emaciated and bedsore-ridden, hooked up like coma patients, nervous systems frazzled by the endless delirium of pseudo-sensual bombardment, who haven’t had contact with another human being – solid food – for months. Who needs it when you can come a rainbow cascade of diamond hail; smash planets between your fingers; manipulate the very fabric of space and time; blaze like a meteor through a nebulous haze of psycho-erotic abandon?
Dr. Yoshida gazes intently upon Mitsuko’s naked body: the supple perfection of her firm breasts and thighs; her shaved pubis tinged blue like a triangular bruise; the sublime contours of her cheekbones and the delicate curve of her lips. Despite the reptilian inscrutability of her emerald green eyes with their vertically elliptical pupils; the chrome and obsidian blue-black sheen of her hair; the star of Nekrotica, Arcadia Apocalypse and Metal Sushi – she has, in fact, been abducted direct from the set of Metal Sushi II (hence the fetish costume of which she was divested earlier) – resembles a mesmerised child held in captive, unblinking thrall by a fabulous, omnipotent magician. Dr. Yoshida’s face is a bland, unwrinkled mask, innocent of all emotion other than a sort of whimsical curiosity – like a botanist examining a strange and previously unclassified species of exotic flora.
He is standing at the main control console and its bank of monitor screens. His fingers move deftly across the surface of the console. The controls are heat-activated, primed by recognition of Dr. Yoshida’s individual, bio-plasmic aura and triggered by a specific series of mental commands. There is no need for him to actually touch anything. Hieroglyphic sequences of coloured lights illuminate the smooth, black surface of the console with radiant arabesques. A Kirlian Spectrograph shimmers into life, its purpose to monitor and analyse the slumbering Mitsuko’s aura, glowing with the neon incandescence of a New Tokyo Virtuality arcade display. Another screen displays 3-D CAT-scan pictures of the various quadrants of Mitsuko’s brain, enhanced and augmented to Dr. Yoshida’s precise specifications, transmitted from a thumbnail-sized, silicon module implanted into the base of her skull.
The western hemisphere of the Conservatory’s dome is as clear as glass, looking out onto the glittering, crystal expanse of the Pacific. The blood-red, nuclear sun sinks slowly beyond the distant horizon, its violent hues oozing into the placid waters of the silver sea. A cruiser-class jetfoil clipper scythes its way across the waves in the evenings dying embers. A matter of leagues beyond the range of the island’s security systems, the vessel does not excite Dr. Yoshid’s interest.
A silent, verbal command renders the Western quadrant of the dome abruptly opaque. Its opposite seems almost to liquefy and is suddenly transparent. Across a narrow strait there lies the mainland and several thousand kilometres of uninterrupted desert, serene and sublimely barren. The darkening, Eastern sky is predominantly an impossible shade of indigo; the transient topography of shifting dunes beneath it delicate hues of coral pink and magenta. Between the teeming ocean and the arid sands Dr. Yoshida’s estate seems to be most aptly situated, occupying the twilit realm of evolution and extinction, the eternal equinox.
Aware of a feeble stirring, Dr. Yoshida is pleased to find consciousness rapidly reclaiming Mitsuko Kara. Due to the after-effects of the bio-mace that had been used to subdue her there is a certain rigidity to her facial muscles that dissipates quickly as she wakes, Another of the bio-mace’s after-effects is temporary paralysis of the larynx, rendering the subject mute for several hours.
Dr. Yoshida’s glance flickers across the Kirlian Spectrograph, Mitsuko’s aura – red-black waves of panic overlying brilliant coronae of electric blue and mauve – is violently rent by a jagged shard of purest jet: a forked lance of black lightning cast from the depths of Hell. A silent scream.
The two Yakuza thugs, responsible for Mitsuko’s abduction, loiter close by, perplexed but nonetheless intrigued, still enjoying the light narco-erotic haze of the synthetic aphrodisiacs they’d ingested earlier. They expect to be handsomely paid for their work. The peculiar side show to which they find themselves unexpectedly privy only serves to heighten their feelings of smug self-satisfaction; all is well in their world. How could they possibly anticipate – or even imagine – the ultimate culmination of what is slowly unfolding before them.
Ishiru Okida, the Hakashi Corporation’s would-be assassin, is here too. The Conservatory had provided brief sanctuary after he had narrowly escaped the nano defences’ dispassionate bloodbath that had so efficiently disposed of his companions. But his reprieve had been short-lived. Even if Dr, Yoshida were ultimately to decide to let him live, he would be doomed to survive as a quadriplegic. The Conservatory’s own defences have already inflicted the kind of physical damage that would defy even the most expensive and sophisticated treatments available at any of New Tokyo’s exclusive, bio-scaping clinics. Fatally ensnared by an anemone of bio-web – a type of cyberorganic razor-ribbon that literally grows into the bodies of its victims, his motor-neurone system has been burnt out like overloaded fuse wiring, his muscles useless lumps of atrophying gristle. And now Dr. Yoshida begins to talk, feeling secure as the moment of his triumph approaches, confident in the knowledge that neither Ishiru – or the Hakashi Corporation – can taint it now. He averts his eyes from the sight of Ishiru s useless body; he has no desire to pollute the moment with either gloating or petty enmities.
“When I was a younger man – little more than a boy, really – my tutors used to consider me something of a dreamer. Of course, my academic record was never anything less than exemplary, so they had no cause to discipline me. But there remained something in my manner, the apparent vagueness of my demeanour, that continued to trouble them.”
Dr. Yoshida speaks in a way that lacks either accent or inflexion. There is a slight, purring tone to his voice, suggestive of something feline: androgynous. Aiko, the little, nano-engineered geisha, continues to play. The music of the koto accompanying Dr. Yoshida’s self-indulgent soliloquy transforms it into a recital.
“I used to wonder about the consequences of our species’ first contact with truly alien life-forms. Constantly I would speculate as to the outcome of sexual congress with such beings – be they angels or monsters. Or both. My imagination on this subject was as tireless as it was fertile. I conceived a dazzling array of fabulous chimeras with which we might mate. Choreographed lascivious rituals of courtship display – from the most primitive and grotesque to the most sublime ballets distilled to an essence of conceptual elegance, surpassing even the stylised rconventions of traditional Noh. “I imagined acts of procreation that required multiple partners of subtly variegated gender. Others that culminated in frenzies of autocannibalism or coprophilic ecstasies. Parasitic incubation. Varieties of asexual spawning – including a form of ectoplasmic metempsychosis resulting from psychokinetic stimulation of the pineal gland. Viral pregnancies. “But these were no mere masturbatory fantasies. What, I used to wonder, would be produced by such an extravagant mingling of so diverse – so alien – a variety of seeds, such flagrant pollination? Freaks? Abominations? I could not shy away from the possibility, but my imagination remained unhindered by such squeamish myopia. Even as a boy, though I scarcely knew it, I was searching for a way to subvert the chromosomal order of our species, to avoid the evolutionary cul-de-sac and inevitable stagnation that awaits it. I would imagine myself unravelling the secrets of the DNA helix, picking it apart like a crudely-knotted length of rope, refashioning it into the most intricate of shapes, abstract configurations which would explore every conceivable dimension of the species’ true, Protean potential.”
Dr. Yoshida watches as the helpless Mitsuko is lowered into the Gene Pool, submerged beneath hundreds of gallons of the BioHive’s ripe secretion. The liquid is saturated with oxygen, sufficient for the normal functioning of the human respiratory system.
“But as the years passed, and I waited in vain for the coming race, I suddenly realised that we would simply have to become the transfigured species of which I had dreamt for so long.”
Dr. Yoshida begins to unfasten the belt of his kimono.
Although his voice remains curiously passionless, he is close to euphoria now.
“What would we become: that was the question that compelled, that obsessed, me through the years of tireless research.”
The kimono begins to fall from his shoulders, and he looks down into the Gene Pool, entranced for a moment by his own reflection on its placid surface.
“What am I...... becoming–?”
Ishiru Okida is a young man, twenty six years old.
Until precisely thirty two minutes ago, when the bio-web reduced his body to a porridge of useless sludge, he was at the height of his surgically enhanced powers. Now only two of his faculties remain unimpaired. His eyes: fitted with Compact-I optical implants whose specifications include infra-red, heat vision, laser-scoping and 3-D graphic enhancer. And, far more significantly, his mind.
As well as being an expert in the traditional martial arts, Ishiru Okida is also a formidable psychic combatant.
New Tokyo bio-scapers have implanted the frontal cortex of his brain with a colony of cerebromorphic organisms; cranial parasites artificially bred from an active culture of cortical tissue, feeding off the brainwave energy of their host. The colony’s queen coils inextricably around Ishiru’s pineal gland, enlarged and activated by this benign invasion.
The cerebromophs1 rapid reproductive cycle, as well as boosting the higher functions of the dormant pineal gland, precipitates the formation of new synaptic conduits in the host cerebellum. The metabolised, psychotropic effects yield a startling mutation. Ishiru Okida’s brain has been transformed into a kaleidophonic accelerator.
The kaleidophonic spectrum exists beyond the range of sound, crackling with the endless reverberations of the Primal Event, the ambient cacophony of natural radio static, echoing the cosmic fission whose fall-out condensed to form our coldly expanding universe of seething stars and icy nebulae. The harmonic scale which the kaleidophonic frequencies occupy resonates with the vibrant atonality of quantum interactions. Consciously manipulated they may excite sympathetic responses on a subatomic level, redefining the nature of matter and energy, catalysing new reactions. Unpredictable reactions.
Ishiru Okida may utilise his kaleidophonic capability to project his consciousness onto a plane beyond telepathy or astral travel. In essence he becomes a part of the microverse of quantum physics, a black manta scything its way through an ocean of quarks. His conceptual hyperself radiantly invades the Zen Continuum, the Virtuality hyperzone generated by Dr. Yoshida’s dreaming machines.
Ishiru Finds himself travelling at speed above an arid plain. In the distance, bizarre structures are silhouetted against a pseudo-sky of oozing, impermanent hues.
Although he seems to be approaching them, they remain faraway, shadowy shapes – part megalith, part abstract sculpture. Travelling in the fourth dimension, conventional spatial concepts – up and down; near or far; left or right – retain scant coherence.
The data matrix of the Zen Resonator, Dr. Yoshida’s customised adaptation of the Mitsubishi Zen 5000 Series Psimulator System, is capable of sustaining an unlimited number of Virtual Worlds. Since the matrix has assimilated the discorporated personalities of Dr. Yoshida’s permanent house guests whose excised nervous systems constitute the macabre, neurological bansai garden that is an integral part of the BioHive, perhaps Virtual Hells would be a better description.
A vast, disembodied mouth floats in mid-air.
Revolving slowly, it emits a continuous, uninterrupted howl of terror and disgust; indescribable grief; unbearable desolation. Enormous columns of glass ants – organised in a complex network that surpasses the intricate symmetry of an electronic circuit board – devise an elaborate system of towering, crystal cones that act as conductors for pulsating beams of bio-electrical energy. Parched expanses of proto-silicon wasteland alternate with bottomless quagmires of non-specific organic tissue which heave and recede to periodically disgorge parodic creatures whose maimed anatomies are ghastly puns on the evolutionary lineage from which they continue to degenerate. Wracked with spasmic tides, these putrid morasses of rancid fat and decomposing gristle were once people. The grotesque menagerie of scuttling, squirming, sexless abortions puked up by their scurfy swells are their malformed offspring: literal embodiments of their phantom nostalgia for the discorporated flesh.
The sky here bleeds. Erogenal tumours blossom torturously in the stunted cancer groves, pungent flowers shedding syrupy tears of fragrant corruption. To merely inhale a single atom of their fatal perfume is to succumb to the ecstatic torments of venereal leprosy: neurones burning out like spent electrical elements as the delirium of sexual euphoria races towards its apex; infected genitalia amputate spontaneously, spurting menstrual blood and semen; ghosts of erotic psychosis haunt the amnesiac labyrinth of trauma dreams.
Enzyme lakes boil and curdle alternately. A polyhedron of shimmering quartzite and amethyst – a vast incandescent cathedral modelled after the scintillating, composite eye of a monstrous, necrophageous fly -looms on the event horizon of cyberorganic interface. The cathedral is inhabited by colonies of sentient bacteria similar in structure to the internal flora that lines the walls of the human bowel.
Cortical smegma. Brain dirt. The spores of psychoactive bacteria absorb the ambient feedback of bio-plasmic energy, processing it; digesting it; and, eventually, excreting the residue in the form of encoded thought-form transmissions. These transmissions, establishing an empathic resonance on the kaleidophonic scale, precipitate a paradox loop which sustains the cathedral’s cohesion and occasionally infects the matrix’s lesser autonomic structures with a digital dysfunction that simulates a condition similar to Tourette’s Syndrome.
Ishiru recognises the cathedral as the conceptual manifestation of the Zen Resonator’s logic/anti-logic drive.
It is this specification that enables all generations of the Mitsubishi Zen 5000 Series Psimulator System to process qualitative data. That allows it to think. To dream..
And what dreams. What nightmares ...... Each facet of the cathedral’s geometric surface is illuminated with an animated, holographic image, illustrating a different version of Mitsuko Hara. In many she appears in ways already familiar to the devotees of the Virtuality Manga with which her name is synonymous: as Mme Garrotte, her lithe form clad in various fetishistic costumes, all-enveloping like clinging, patent leather space-suits, or strategically slashed to reveal breasts, buttocks, hairless genitalia – her porcelain features glacially set in an intransigent attitude of sublime cruelty. Here, too, as the enigmatic Sardonika, mutant anti-heroine of Metal Sushi I & II, occasionally caricatured in the neo-Cubist style that so revolutionised its graphic scenes of metal fetishism and physical metamorphosis. And again as the nameless, alien-terrestrial hybrid featured in Hideo Sakamoto’s cosmic saga, Arcadia Apocalypse: shimmering, reptilian flesh; golden eyes; green-on black, oil-slick-sheen hair – but still that unmistakable poise and physique, the perfect symmetry of her face.
The composition of these images is equally familiar: Mitsuko as strident aggressor or submissive victim – dishing out the vigorous punishment, or else on the receiving end herself......
Straddling a behemoth of a motorcycle, its chromium entrails scintillating coldly, her gleaming, black, polycarbon-encased legs flung widely apart, she languidly masturbates herself with the elongated muzzle of a high-velocity tracer weapon. A forest of squirming, flayed bodies surrounds her, more naked than nature intended. A. gentle rain of vivid blood condensed like crimson dew on her breasts, belly and thighs, her pallidly ecstatic face .........
Elsewhere she is bound and gagged, belly down, her back and buttocks cross-hatched with bloody welts, a majestic, jewel-encrusted scorpion poised on her thigh. Its formidable pincers hack morsels of the oozing meat from one of the ragged lacerations, cramming its busy, toothless maw with the moist, pink delicacy.......... A flurry of limbs; endless arsenals of death-dealing weapons and sadistic sex-toys; legions of faceless extras gouged, beaten, burned, gutted, dismembered, castrated, sodomised, blown away, wasted, artfully skinned; baroque orgies; clinical gang-rape; teeth bared in rictal fits of unendurable agony and/or ecstatic euphoria; death camps; shape-shifting; alien deserts; war-zones; space ships; Mitsuko abused; Mitsuko abusing; charnel-house glamour; torrential cum-shots – close-up, close-up.......... So it goes. So it goes.
Manga. Manga. MANGA. The holograms bleed into one another, splicing, diving, reproducing like a cancer.
What are we seeing? What is this? Amplifications of Dr. Yoshida’s subconscious memory of his own Manga addiction, his erotic obsession with Mitsuko Kara – the instinctive identification of the death-and-ritual fixated imagery of violent pornography with his own iconoclastic superscience, its equally cruel and sensuous disciplines accessed by the input-hungry BioHive, illustrated by the neural-fusion fields of the Zen Resonator’s Virtuality matrix.
This is the conceptual realisation of the psychic feedback that resonates between the twin polarities of the hypothalamus – its associated instinctive drives – and the higher evolutionary functions that lie dormant in the insoluble crenellations of the overlying cortex. An encoded transmission beamed from the darkest recesses of inner-space.
Black static. Such emissions of bio-plasmic energy can be calibrated and quantified in the field of the Zen Continuum, and some theorists regard them as the psychic equivalent of the Deadly Orgone Radiation theorised by Wilhelm Reich.
Ishiru Okida unleashes the destructive potential of his kaleidophonic talent, manifest in the form of glittering shuriken – a shower of the scalpel-sharp, star-shaped projectiles once favoured by ninja assassins disrupting the quantum interactions that define the cathedral’s conceptual integrity, the intricate thought-form architecture of the Zen Resonator’s logic/anti-logic drive. Chain reactions of psychic fission are initiated. Event horizons of inexorable catastrophe expand in irresistible, seismic waves.
Its work done, Ishiru’s hyperself realigns with his physical being. The prison of meat coalesces hotly around his astral form. The cloying sludge of dead and dying tissues engulfs him like quicksand, hauling him down. Pain enslaves him, its animal hunger vast and insatiable. He grapples unsuccessfully with the urge to vomit, hawking a wad of blood and phlegm onto the floor.
Dr. Yoshida’s kimono falls to the floor. Arms outstretched he invites the scrutiny of his audience. “Well,” he says, his bland voice echoing with a hollow, almost disembodied quality, “here I.... am–”
Dr. Yoshida unveils the fruit of his becoming with an appreciable air of pride. Repeated acts of mass congress with his slimy coterie of sexual symbiotes – perverse, excruciating orgies which set the fertile secretion of the Gene Pool boiling – have resulted in a metamorphosis that distinguishes him as the forerunner of his long-dreamt-of, transfigured race.
His flesh is semi-transparent, veined and colourfully diaphanous, salamander pink; peacock blue; radiant crimson and mauve; colours merging and blending with one another constantly as the sludgily clear mucilage disperses the Conservatory’s ambient illuminations like a prism – its texture resembling the slimy gel that contains the spawn of toads, frogs and other forms of amphibious life. The torso and limbs lack muscle definition, as if the palpable ooze had simply congealed on the bones. The internal workings of the cardio-vascular and respiratory systems; the convoluted plumbing of the alimentary canal; are plainly visible through the rippling layers of glutinous proto-flesh. So, too, is the entire network of new organs: palpitating tubers of gristle and fat that pump and pulsate with unnamed enzymes; glands swollen with fermenting secretions.
Two rows of distended psuedo-mammaries, glutted with curdled lactic slime, like hideously bloated abscesses, clearly distinguish Dr. Yoshida’s transformation as an essentially sexual metamorphosis. As if to counterpoint the blurring of genders, his misshapen abdomen and groin culminate in a large, penile tube of suppurating, cartilaginous tissue approximately six inches in diameter. A spiral disk of gristly muscle supplants pursed lips and sphincter, the rhythmically throbbing, moist aperture at its conical head. The entire lower torso is deformed by scrotal protuberances, wrinkled and hairless, pink-grey like brain tissue, their inner structures variegated and compartmentalised like clusters of grapes or the inside of a pomegranate. Regular, gelatinous sacs house the translucent, oblong pods that bear the virulent spores, the seeds – of his new species.
“So, what do you .... think?” asks Dr. Yoshida, pirouetting like a high-school debutante previewing her prom gown. “Be brutal–”
The two Yakuza thugs, Tanaka Matsubara and Hineshi Sato, gawp speechlessly, reaching instinctively for weapons that have been deactivated by the dome’s security systems. Their criminal instincts are already alerting them to the fact that Dr. Yoshida has no intention of reimbursing them for their services.
Ishiru Okida’s gaze moves to the Gene Pool, his Compact I optical implants switching to a split-screen Kirlian Spectrum/graphic enhancer function. Mitsuko’s aura is as vivid as the aurora borealis, flushed with violent hues of panic and fear. But the graphic enhancer reveals something else: the Gene Pool is alive with Nanomachines.
The enhancer augments the normally-imperceptible coronae of their minute energy emissions, so that the BioHive’s secretion glows like a satellite photograph of the ocean radiant with the cold iridescence of dead plankton. Ishiru understands what it is that Dr. Yoshida has planned, having glimpsed something of the internal machinations of the BioMech process when he accessed the Zen Continuum.
“Yes, that is precisely what I intend, Okida-San,” says Dr. Yoshida, his own heightened psychic capabilities snatching a sequence of thoughts from Ishiru’s cortex in; tentacle-firm grip.
“The perfect, chimerical marriage: the coupling of your species’ ideal female with the forebear of a new, evolutionary ascendancy is simply the first step. The product of this union shall provide the physical vehicle for a radically new form of intelligence; the mass-mind of BioMech, the literal soul of cyberorganic interface ....”
....He pauses briefly, savouring the moment, and then adds:
“HERE’S TO THE END OF HISTORY, GENTLEMEN–!!”
What happens next transcends the parameters that define the sequential perception of time and the Newtonian laws governing motion in three dimensional space. The Conservatory is a vast nervous system, vibrant with the fusion fall-out of a thousand million synchronicitous interactions, the dome resonating with the harmonic chaos of kaleidophonic cacophony like a bell struck on Judgement Day.
BioMech: the consciously directed, empathic union of two alien intelligences – one organic, the other cybernetic – precipitates parallel chain reactions of criticality along the convergent axis of the psychic plane and the sub-atomic level of quantum interactions. The sustained crisis generates neurospace, neurotime. The micro verse of dreaming, of becoming, folds the prosaic, Euclidean geometry of spatial and temporal perspectives in on itself .... There remains one reality. The Zen Continuum.
Dr. Yoshida, surrounded by rotating spheres of glowing, bio-electrical energy, an ascendant star at the centre of his own solar system. His pale, inexpressive face, the last apparent vestige of his humanity, melts like rancid cheese. His tight-lipped smile is corrupted by putrefaction into a parodic leer. The flesh and eyeballs; muscles and bone; wither before the onslaught of an insufferable, cosmic heat that generates from within.
His muscles and tendons knotted like damp, ineffectual rags, his body resembling a broken puppet that caricatures human form, Ishiru Okida is suspended in freefall while the liquid floor dissipates slowly into randomly floating globules. Echoes of possible futures collide in the improbable maze of his cerebral cortex, his super-stimulated pineal gland swollen with the psychic detritus of quantum decay, focusing the tangential disarray of matter and energy.
The Gene pool is whipped into a boiling maelstrom of activity as the Nanomachines initiate their programme. Its frothing surface is convulsed violently by snaking ropes of electric blue and blinding white bio-lightning while the Nanomachines simultaneously deconstruct and reinterpret the molecular structures of both BioHive’s amnio-seminal secretion and that of Mitsuko Hara, Virtuality Icon; object of desire; and now the proto-Eve of a new species whose lineage is yet being dreamed into existence by the process of BioMech.
Movement enhanced by static after-images of Kirlian radiation. Hineshi, cowering by the peculiar terrarium from which sprouts the strange bansai of stunted nervous systems, vanishes in a kaleidoscopic blur of colour and ai explosion of tiny, black, plasma-mass fragments. The shuddering bulk of the BioHive drags itself painfully frei of the gritty mire that has nourished and sustained its growth until this, the apothetical moment of maturity. Blind, endowed with senses a thousand times superior tc sight, it casts out ragged tentacles that ensnare the helpless Hineshi in an inescapable, tenebrous grip. The corrosive secretions that ooze from its scabrous flesh ea\ through the poly carbon fabric of Hineshi’s suit, dissolving skin, muscle and bone with the ease and efficiency of industrial-strength molecular acid.
The BioHive dedicates the merest fraction of its complex data-colonies to the deliberate and thorough dismemberment of Hineshi Sato. Conical structures on the BioHive’s corpulent flank glow with subcutaneous phosphorous. These organs serve as the BioHive’s equivalent of erogenous zones, and are clearly stimulated by the smouldering stumps of amputated limbs; the hot slurp of fragrant bowels bursting from their bony cradle; the gritty feel of charred flesh; the steaming broth of pulped lungs, melting cartilage and gristle.
Tanaka, meanwhile, staggers on stiff, faltering legs, eyes glassily vacant, as he vomits a bubbly froth of bright, oxygenated blood, his gaunt face leached of colour. Aiko stands behind him, her delicate, white hand buried in his back, right up to the elbow. Tanaka topples forward, his spine snapped like a dry twig. Blood spurts briefly from the gaping crater in his back, its ebbing flow eventually replaced by a hazy column of pungent vapour. In her soft, cupped palm the geisha holds a suppurating lump of visceral machinery to which there adhere ragged fragments of sinew and skin, segments of ruptured artery, squirting thickly. The geisha closes her fingers, forming a fist which reduces the tissue to sludge.
In excelsis Dr. Yoshida, transfigured at this, the critical moment of the BioMech event, holds sway. The luminous sap that runs through his veins – a metabolised solution of blood and the psychotropic aphrodisiac, Manta Red – rushes, pounding, into an elaborate network of vessels, causing the erogenal tendrils that sprout flaccidly from the slimy protoplasm of his flesh to grow hard and erect. They radiate from his body in the form of hardened quills – he is bloated enormously like the notoriously venomous puffer fish – vivid with glowing secretions.
Each of the lethal-looking spines ends in a hollow point. Glistening lubricant oozes from some; others are capped with a coagulating crust of stiff, seminal fluid.
Wave after wave of black static rushes through Ishiru Okida’s ravaged nervous system. The constant flux of thought-form fusion and psychic fission steadily destabilises the molecular integrity of his every physical process – from the autonomic functions of respiration, blood pressure and cellular reproduction, to the bio chemical interactions that produce consciousness itself.
Ishiru’s consciousness is downloaded onto the volatile plane of the kaleidophonic spectrum, he is reduced to the conceptual essence of thought itself: an undifferentiated soup of swirling electrons – subatomic cohesion bonding and dispersing constantly – the energy released by their complex interactions producing a stream of charged particles that propels him, a rogue element, deep into the atomic fabric of the BioMech interface. Microverse yields to microverse, each in turn assimilating the distilled essence of Ishiru’s being.
And then, at last, he finds it.......... Amid the spiralling vortices of gases and cascading showers of coloured lights, a regular crystalline structure whose rigid symmetry defies the impermanent miasma of matter and energy that surrounds it. The polyhedron cathedral.
The Zen Resonator’s logic/anti-logic drive is poised on the verge of criticality, its fragile geometry scarcely containing the constant chain reaction of kaleidophonic detonations, each of a greater, more devastating magnitude than the last.
Ishiru’s thought-form trajectory collides directly with tl structure’s central core, catalysing the ultimate fission reaction that sends individual fragments hurtling through every branch of the BioMech neural configuration like a cloud of fall-out, psychically contaminated shrapnel......... Matter and energy are redefined at the apex of critical mass.
Dual horizons of third and fourth dimension interface yield violent upheavals along the tectonic fault lines of the neurospace/neurotime continuum. The Zen Continuum’s geometric perspectives warp and refract, spatial and temporal stresses exerting unendurable pressure.
The kaleidosphere sheds its crust like a transfigured reptile, sloughing off the dead scales of its skin, to emerge reborn: a fabulous dragon with an iridescent hide of shining jewels. The world’s outer skins of atmosphere, oceans and variegated land masses dissolve in waves of psychotropic fog, shimmering nebulae light years wide. Rivers of molten lava and Lung Mei, the radiant dragonlines of geomancy, criss-cross the exposed mantle. They mesh in cosmic communion with the catastrophe of physics that hung the sterile vault of space with dead planets and decorously doomed stars, the biochemical folly of evolutions whose ultimate corollary is extinction: the inexhaustible crucible of Creation. A comet spawned in the broiling heart of a nascent, conceptual cosmos, Ishiru Okida is reintegrated into the material world by the forces of gravity, billions of atoms re-establishing old molecular bonds – devising new ones. Re-imagined by the mass-mind of BioMech, he is hurtled, screaming, back into the sphere of physical being.
His literal reincarnation consecrated by a baptism of celestial fire, he is radically, almost inconceivably changed ...... Transfigured.
Several months pass before the Hakashi Corporation sends a second team of termination executives into the island estate of Dr. Akira Yoshida.
They encounter no resistance.
Inside the Conservatory, beneath its fractured, polycarbon dome, they discover a scene of incomprehensible devastation. The vast bulk of the BioHive – still-living, convulsed with the residual spasms of the motor-neurone cancer generated by the kaleidophonic disruption of the BioMech interface event; succumbing slowly to the rigours of starvation and hypothermia; its coarse hide caked with the congealed crust of its own excrement – totally defies their understanding. The Zen Resonator howls intermittently with bursts of atonal static; software erased, data banks wiped clean.
And then there are the corpses. Putrefaction has rendered them both unrecognisable. A bloated, eel-like creature -one of the sexual symbiotes spawned by the BioHive – feeds greedily upon the rotting flesh, honeyed with the nectar of corruption. Its head and gills buried deep in the gelatinous mire, it squirms and writhes violently as it gorges, a trail of congealed amnio-seminal fluid tracing its path from a shattered cocoon.
The assassins wonder if either of the cadavers might be that of their intended victim. They take tissue samples for genetic analysis that will later prove inconclusive. After a perfunctory search of the estate they depart, finding nothing.
Traces of organic sludge in a sunken pool. Puddles of raw polycarbon base containing the remains of Nanomachines so decayed that they defy technical analysis. All in all, an expensive and ill-advised adventure as far as the Hakashi Corporation is concerned. Meanwhile, deep in the earth beneath the remains of the Conservatory, something stirs ......
The spiralling ventilation shafts and maintenance tunnels surrounding the heart of the subterranean, matter/anti-matter reactor like the coils of an enormous snake, form a maze, inaccessible to the outside world; this is the spawning ground for a new life-form.
In the aftermath of the critical catastrophe event generated by Ishiru Okida’s kaleidophonic assault on the Zen Resonator’s logic/anti-logic drive – and through it the physical and metaphysical cohesion of the BioMech process – the entity which had once been both Mitsuko Hara and Ishiru Okida, the redefined, transfigured vehicle for the downloaded mass–mind of cyberorganic interface, had slithered free of the Gene Pool. Its primary directive was clear, unequivocal. Every iota of its being charged with a single imperative: the instinct to survive......
And mate.
And now s/he nestles secure in the embrace of endless night, basking in the carcinogenic warmth of matter/anti matter fall-out. S ix metres in length, two metres wide, Mitshiru’s vast, conical body resembles a pulsating dirigible of raw, moist, hairless flesh. Its translucent, pink skin, marbled with veins – arteries as thick as telephone cables, gossamer fine capillaries – swarms with active Nanomachines responsible for maintaining its lair and synthesising the vitamin and nutrient enriched Manta Red derivatives that form its staple diet. The tube-like body culminates in a wedge-shaped, hermaphroditic sex-organ, glutted with its virulently fertile amnio-seminal fluid and the Manta Red/blood plasma solution that courses through its veins. Its entire physiognomy is a ludicrous, phallic grotesquerie, spawned as the BioHive’s data-colonies succumbed to the crippling onslaught of kaleidophonically-accelerated motor neurone cancer.
Mitshiru’s mate, Dr. Akira Yoshida, adheres to the entity’s left flank. As helpless as a prehistoric insect encased in amber, his mutated body, metabolised by that of his dominant mate, is suspended permanently beneath layers of congealed, protoplasmic tissue. Mitshiru has reduced his nervous system to the most rudimentary of functions, capable of responding to nothing more than the most basic stimuli: the threat of pain, the promise of erogenal reward.
Dr. Yoshida’s spike-encrusted body has all but atrophied now; the vestiges of clearly discernible human features melting into the malformed mass of his re-evolved flesh. His continued existence is sustained by a form of osmotic nutrition. Shortly after he went insane – no longer able to tolerate the shrill cacophony that constantly shred his nervous system with such unendurable clarity, convulsing the defenceless matrix of the frontal cortex and the hypersensitised pineal gland – Mitshiru had casually burnt out the relevant synaptic circuitry and their corresponding neurological terminals. Dr. Yoshida now enjoys a level of consciousness comparable with that of a cockroach.
Buried deep in the entity’s throbbing flesh, a network of neo uterine sacs contains thousands of incubating eggs, fertilised by the seed of Dr. Yoshida’s repeated and relentless rape. The embryos are partially visible, blurry, indistinct. But the eyes – fiery green with feline, vertically elliptical pupils – are clearly defined, their unflinching glare piercing the thick, mucus membranes that enclose them.
Somewhere in the pheromone-scented darkness the little geisha continues to play. The sound of the koto, echoing through the labyrinth, will be the first sound Mitshiru s offspring hear as they emerge, fully formed and hungry. Poised between the arid land and the fertile sea, Mitshiru’s subterranean lair occupies the twilit realm of evolution and extinction, the eternal equinox. Soon its children – the new species dreamed of once by Dr. Akira Yoshida – will take to the air and the water and the land. The sterile topography of shifting desert dunes shall teem once more with life .....
Outside, the blood-red, nuclear sun sinks slowly beyond the horizon, its violent hues oozing into the placid waters of the silver sea. Tomorrow it rises on a bright, new, blood-red dawn.
 
 



804: AN EROTIC RENDEZVOUS
Reverend Paul Stevens
 
Through the revolving door looking dead ahead, you walk toward the reception desk. The young receptionist hands you an unsealed envelope. You neither meet her eyes nor utter a word. You simply turn and head toward the bank of elevators in the centre of the lobby. As you walk you open the envelope. Inside are a keycard, some loose hair, a razor blade and a folded piece of paper. As you reach the doors of the elevator car – you carefully open the note. The note reads “804 – blue – skin – ape – horse” You smile to yourself. The doors open. You enter and press the button for the eighth floor.
As the lift glides skywards you reflect. Paid well for this, not only the cash, the time, the endless phone calls to computerised impersonal answering services, the oblique messages in return sending you on and on in a vortex of non communication until finally the message, a hybrids rumbling tone detailing simply a hotel, a room number and a price to send you here.
You step out of the lift and onto the travelator, your digital heart beating 4.3 nanoseconds over the calibration value, your hydraulic genitalia whirring gently into life.
You’d heard rumours that there was flesh in this city, the last flesh in Europe. You’d spent the furtive months sniffing for signs like a beast of the old world. Your systems centre trawling the archives for images of pounding, sweating, living matter, long since outlawed by the hygiene council and its joyless minions down there in London, and you dreamed those long bitphased dreams where beast meets machine in total joyful erototronic union, till those dreams brought you, undercover of Total Winter(tm), to the free north, to consummation.
You pause outside the door... processing the ether, savouring it...
Oh mother manchine, beyond binary, who designed the new world, who analysed the darkness, who’s System (tm) removed the virus of the Ark, oh mother machine, consort of the great programmer.
Your code process is suddenly running into overdrive, animated images of bison herds piling through city streets, kicking up metallic dust, snorting out headfuls of deadly carbon dioxide, scattering pedestrians, congregating in the market square, haunting bitphase of fucking ancient beastflesh amongst the commerce...
GET A FUCKING GRIP, MAN!
This is what you are here for, to sense this for Real(tm),there is no returning, not now not ever, you know the danger, any contact with living organisms would be sure to kill a man within hours. Real Winter(tm) and Biograph(tm) would terminate and without those your systems centre would shut down, time to meet you programmer, monkeyboy.
You know its too late to pull out now, and smiling you take out the keycard and place it gently against the doorlock,the door stirs noislessly, you peer into the red glow of the hotel room, oh my girl, my beautiful one, my girl... you see her profile in the shadows, your hydraulic cock locks hard against the inside of your pod.
More beauty you have never seen, not in the archives, nor in dreams.
Her flanks shimmer in the half darkness, the cool blue beauty of her undulating muscle shudders in the shadows and here you realise that genetic memory is not a dangerous fallacy of the Ark like you were programmed to believe, but real and true and finally it has found you, child, and brought you home.
You step inside the room, and the door whirrs gently closed behind you.
Your optic sensors run appreciatively over her body.
Drugged and tethered she still possess more life in her malnourished equine body than in the rest of europe put together, what a miracle of nature she is. Nature, the virus of the Ark. You look into her deep brown eyes, her simian features watching you as you watch her, she knows, those eyes know more than we ever will.
My beautiful one, my lovely horse, my blue baboon, it is time.
You are right next to her now, you are aware of the particles which blow around her and will soon infest your system, it is time for consumation, already your mechanical cock is spurting involuntary jolts of electric orgasm, sparking skylike in the gloom; you take the razor...
Oh mother machine, we humble ourselves as mere terminals in the skirts of your holy network... oh mother machine who saved us from the Ark... we shall not disconnect nor malfunction nor... you place the razor gently against her soft flesh and begin the slow incision, she stirs slightly, still starring at you, curling her glistening ape-lips in adoration... and as you insert your probe into the smooth running wound, you are home at last.
 



DEVOURED
Claudia Belloq
 
The man stood before her. He stared at her and she wriggled slightly, uncomfortable under his gaze. She’d been there for about three or four days now she thought, though she’d lost track of time in the gradual deprivation of her senses.
Everything she’d known before had become alien to her in the short time she’d been kept there. Her life as it was may as well have belonged to somebody else before the precise moment in time when the man at the bar had caught her eye and her life had changed forever.
She’d willingly gone home with him; sexy, funny and charming, he had easily appealed to her desire for love and companionship above all else. It was when she arrived at his apartment that she began to feel slightly uneasy; just the merest hint at that point but nevertheless evident when she checked in with her gut instinct. It was at this precise moment that she made the (perhaps?) fatal mistake of ignoring instinct in the pursuit of love.
They hadn’t fucked. She could say she was somewhat disappointed, but right now the truth was that she was neither disappointed nor relieved because she’d lost her ability to make sense of anything at all. She was disorientated, which was exactly how he wanted her: she was his living experiment.
The young woman squirmed and tugged at her wrist ties; they were hurting now, and she needed to pee again.
She signalled to him, her humiliation just about total with this ritual he had devised in order to meet her basic needs.
He arrived with the bedpan, gently lifted her ass to place it beneath her and then watched whilst she peed into it. He removed it with a tenderness that puzzled her, wiped her pussy with a delicate cloth wipe and then left to empty the receptacle.
When he returned, she knew another ‘episode’ was about to start; she had begun to tap into other secondary senses since being held captive like this. Although she’d initially become disorientated very rapidly, she had begun to rely upon her ‘sixth’ senses much more since that point. She may not have known where she was or why she was there; logic and reason departing, but her sense of hearing had become much, much keener, and her sense of smell was really sharp now, animal almost. Sweat, new sweat, a stranger’s sweat could make her retch with fear. She would know instantly a new person entered the room despite her awkward vantage point; the fear mingling inextricably with the awareness.
She could feel the change in his energy as if it were as real as an electric current passing through her. He was making ready for something; something he in turn feared. A tear dropped from the corner of her eye which he also wiped away with great tenderness, and then smiled softly at her.
Five others entered the room. There had only been one or two on the previous occasions, but she somehow knew that this was different. She recognised the faces of a couple of them who had already ‘visited’ her and it made her feel nauseous to see them there again. What they’d subjected her to already wasn’t far enough removed from her memory. She pulled at all of her ties but it just made her ankles and wrists burn on the existing sores, so she gave up trying. She knew it was futile in any case but felt she owed it to herself to try.
“Is she ready?” asked one of the group?
“Yes…she has been well prepared” replied her captor.
The six people in total, the five and her captor, began to collect a number of things from around the edges of the room. She strained her neck to see but found that there wasn’t much movement afforded from the head restraint into which she had been bound. Her gaze was meant to be strictly ‘straight ahead only’ in order that she had no choice but to gaze directly into the eyes of the one who would be coming soon. The group started to bathe her with some kind of warm to hot liquid that felt exquisite on her skin, though it had a strange smell, not dissimilar to the smell of oak-moss resin, or cypress or some other woody plant-based oil.
It smelled slightly bitter; a bit like burnt almonds…
The man who had captured her came and placed his face so close to her pussy that she could feel his breath on her vulva. It was arousing her and she flushed pink, not wanting to admit this to either herself or to her captor.
“Please…let me go,” she whispered.
Where had her voice gone? She was more afraid than she realised….
“Sorry, no can do baby; he’s expecting you now.”
“Who is? What the fuck is happening here? But the man just put his fingers to her lips and hushed her. “Such foul language for such a pretty young thing…it’s hardly fitting my sweet”.
He stepped back a little, clearly satisfied with her ‘appearance’, and beckoned each person forward one by one. The first shoved a finger into her pussy which made her yelp: it was unexpected. He pulled it out and licked it slowly, nodding to the man beside her…”yes, she’s good” he said, and moved away. She was puzzled, angry and afraid at the same time…
Next a woman approached holding a delicate fuschia-pink, orchid flower in her palm. She showed it to the captive woman and then knelt before her and pushed it gently into her vagina. The captured woman felt exposed… she had no idea what was happening to her but this ritual was clearly an important part of whatever it was. The young woman felt another tear fall down the side of her cheek, wetting her ear. The next three people who approached her all placed something inside her vagina; the first a small berry or seed of some kind, the second a tiny silver chain and the third, one half of a love heart, not unlike the kind you give to your first teenage boyfriend; each of you wears one half until you part. Then when you do, you inevitably despise the thing forever.
Finally her captor approached with a small pot containing some kind of heavy viscous oil. He smeared it around her vagina, her labia, a little inside the entrance to her hole and a fingertip of it around her asshole. She looked alarmed but he just nodded to her slowly again. She could feel a deep, throbbing heat rising where the oil had touched her skin. Then he placed a drop or two on her lips and rubbed it into her mouth, the inside of her cheeks and onto the tip of her tongue. She gagged and tried not to swallow, but lying prone made her swallowing reflex as inevitable as breathing or she would begin to choke very quickly.
The liquid was making her limbs feel heavy and she started to imagine herself flying off into great clouds of billowing azure blue smoke, a crystal sea of fractured light and form. As she was drifting her sensory signals kicked in automatically, something had changed in the room but she didn’t know what. She could hear heavy footsteps approaching and there was a hushed reverie in the room.
“She is ready, and is perhaps the most perfect yet My Liege.”
She looked in front of her and saw him then. A muscular, well built man-beast of unknown origin. She wanted to scream but her voice was somewhere lost in those clouds. Nothing worked; there was no co-ordination or synchronicity left in her. Only open exposed flesh and being. The only thing they had left her with was her lace panties which were twisted around one ankle, still as pink and delicate as when she had put them on all that time ago…..
He placed himself between her legs and instructed that her binds be loosened. She exhaled with floods of relief…he was going to offer her free-will? However, with a click of his masterful fingers, he summoned the stirrups to be brought out and fixed beside her, just as she felt four pairs of hands take firm hold of her legs and fasten them securely into the metal hospital examination contraptions. Jesus no… ”please don’t hurt me” she whimpered….
He stood proud and tall; cloaked, and in readiness.
The girl’s tears flowed easily now, wetting the sheet beneath her and filling her with a sense of increased panic as she recognised that her auto-responses spoke volumes to her.
The six people stepped forward and removed the heavy velvet cape from the shoulders of the man-beast and he moved one step closer now. He looked her in the eye. His eyes flickered emerald green and were full of lascivious power. He needed her now. She wasn’t going anywhere. The helpers then removed the cloth that had been covering his loins and the woman screamed again, only this time she heard herself. The beast had a cock that was a living creature in itself. He was host to an independent life-form and it was clearly hungry, teeth snapping and tongue lolling out in greedy anticipation of her cunt and she knew it.
The thing held his parasitic attachment in his two hands as it began to screech and take a more accessible form. “Feed! Me! Now!” it commanded and the woman tried in vain to appeal to any last remnant of reason in the people surrounding them. Then she noticed the expressions on their faces; uniformly lascivious, and gave up…she was saving them from themselves. Her presence there provided them a necessary shield from their own shadows.
The creature was so close now she could feel the edges of its parasite cock-thing touching her clitoris for the briefest of moments.
It was in that moment that she realised, and acknowledged, that she wanted it….badly.
It was braying now to get inside her. It needed her innocence but above all it needed her fear, and her fear was gone. In its place was something like lust. Reason told her that this creature was so vile and despicable that there was no way on earth she would surrender without a fight but her pussy was begging for the moment when it would enter her, promising to devour her.
She looked it in the eye…the man-beast and then his cock-appendage. Straight, square in the eye and the thing flickered a moment; hesitated for one, split, second.
That’s when everything changed…
Its desire for her cunt was so strong now that it couldn’t stop, despite the man-beast’s best efforts. The man-beast, being a thinking creature, recognised what had transpired in the previous moment. The cock-beast did not.
It’s white stretched lips were dribbling something like a yellow pus of pre-cum arousal as it neared the girl’s vaginal opening. It was sniffing like a stuck pig and wriggling like a kitten in the hands of some callous schoolboy experiment.
The girl was both repulsed and fascinated by it; she’d never seen anything so vile and yet it was so clearly hungry for her. The creature’s hunger was making her incredibly sexually aroused. She whispered, quiet enough that no-one else could hear her…perhaps the words never even emerged; she couldn’t be sure what was real any more…
”Come on now baby…enter me now…push deep, and hard, and make it better than anything I’ve ever known….take me to the heights of the heavens and the depths of hell in one single moment of entry….take me now!”
The cock-beast sat with its ‘head’ at her vaginal opening and then let out an ear-splitting howl which shattered the windows spraying rainbows of cut glass into the flesh of those in the room who were watching. The girl screamed and the creature entered her at precisely that moment. The light in the room shed fractals all around them which were coming from their collected energies as the thing pushed itself further and further into her pussy. The force of it made her gasp and she wept rivers of tears now as it pushed mercilessly and relentlessly into her cunt, making its way up her canal, through her womb, through her belly, towards her heart. It was looking for her heart but she was no longer afraid. Surrendering to the cock-beast’s thrashing movements, her whole body was electric with sex, pleasure and desire. The two of them were merging. The beast was becoming her, and she it. No boundaries, everything melting…dissolving. Who was she?
Now it was the man-beast who was weeping and begging as his cock-appendage was clearly being devoured from the inside out. The girl was looking at him; her tears dried, her lips open around her teeth, back bucking against her restraints. She was arching in ecstatic pleasures like nothing he personally had ever imagined let alone witnessed. Then it came…the sound and smell of death; a darkness that fell and a strangeness in the air that took everyone with it; no question of that. The spectators dropped to their knees, they did not know how to act without a guide.
The man-beast went limp and the girl broke her bonds as effortlessly as had they never been there. She sat up. He cunt was dripping a viscous mix of blood, semen, the beast’s decaying flesh and her own cum…she rubbed her hands into it and then pulled it across her face, her hair, down her chest and torso, and her back. She spread it into her thighs, her calves, her feet, and then wiped it around her mouth and licked her palms clean like a preening cat.
“I think you underestimated me,” she said as she left the snivelling pile of bodies in the room. “That was possibly the best sex I’ve ever had...”” And with that, she was gone.
 



GOD’S INFERNO
Joshua Hayes
 
¡Aqui! General Pontoma screams jabbing his finger at topographical map ¡Aqui! Aqui! Aqui! Y aqui! Aide staggers across room flabby red intestines clutched in hands dark blood squirting through fingers dripping on the battered floorboards Sesseno stoops to fit through doorframe ¡Buenas noches General! Vamos a follar! Sesseno nearly has to crawl across the cramped ramshackle cobertizo to reach General Pontoma; General Pontoma pulls Colt .45 from black leather belt holster Sesseno slaps gun from hand pushes General over clutter of maps charts photographs rolling pencils wrenches General’s shoulders from sockets and fucks in thick swollen culo while leaning down screaming into ear ¡Sí, sí, sí, usted es igual que una
colegiala!
Beatrice crouches in the shower, sops of her dark hair cling
to her neck and face. She stares at her toes and at the water
eddying down the drain.
Graham is standing above her, scrawny and awkward,
staring sadly at Beatrice’s small, perfect body. Pimples fleck
his narrow shoulders and boney chest; psoriatic plaques
cover his inner thighs.
The woman squirmed beneath the Rape Machine’s™ restrictor clamps as it rose and fell with invariable rhythm, grinding and hissing and squealing mechanically. The woman screamed. It was a C-Model Rape Machine™ equipped with loudspeakers and a string of prerecorded phrases, a design initiative that was either an attempt at humanization or a sarcastic spoonful of sugar. “LET IT HAPPEN” the Rape Machine™ droned. “LET IT HAPPEN LET IT HAPPEN LET IT HAPPEN”.
With the worldwide legalization of rape a trillion dollar
market was blown wide open for governments and private
sectors alike. In 2010 an estimated seventeen percent of the
global population had been victims* of a rape* or a sexual
assault. Five years after rape’s legalization this figure had
tripled and everyone on earth had either raped or been
raped by a loved* one. Two thousand and something saw the
Australian government generate twenty-five billion dollars
in revenue from their comparatively mild rape taxes. In
Japan one hundred rape assistance devices were being
patented a day. The world’s governments took further
advantage of the new socioeconomic climate by
manufacturing their own robotic rape assistors and selling
them to one another. Sybians in rickety, remote control
spider frames were replaced by billion-dollar machines as
paradigm shift after paradigm shift washed through the
world of robotics. Competing budgets climbed higher and
higher and many predicted economic implosion...
“Ok girls, let’s go. No time to waste if we want to fit in lunch as well.”
Audrey totters unsteadily over the cobblestones on her 10 cm heels and makes a lunge for the doors of Marks and Dixon. Once inside she regains her composure and glides across the marble floor towards the perfume counter.
Her rotating retinue – yesterday Phee, Pip and Sky; today Tory, Brandy and Cody – follows in her wake. They all spray on various samples of a hundred dollar a bottle fragrance and in a heady fug of mixed aromas proceed to the escalator.
Upstairs in the softly carpeted surrounds of women’s designer wear they attack the racks with the fervency of a group of vultures pecking over a fresh carcass.
“Hey Cody, this would look gorgeous on you! Go try it on!”
“God! You know I can’t wear cream, Tory. It makes me look like I have a perpetual hangover.”
“Well you do, don’t you sweetie?”
“ Yeah but I don’t want the whole goddamn world knowing.”
“Hey this is gorgeous and only $500. What do you think? Is it too short?”
“Hell no, not with your legs.”
An hour and many garment changes later the girls are in the lingerie department.
“I am definitely having that black corset and matching suspenders now that Ollie has fucked off.”
“Fo sho girl! And don’t you just love this little cami and thong set – that poor fool sho as hell doesn’t know what he’s missing.”
Having maxed out one set of credit cards, the girls move on from designer underwear to high-powered weaponry. They scour the hydraulic racks of Fisher Firearms looking for that perfect gun that balances reliability with precision and a high rate of fire.
“Ooh, baby!” Tory purrs. She holds up a Heckler & Koch MP5 submachine gun.
“Oh, I can totally see you blowing off some nigger’s head with that,” Brandy tells her.
“Wow!” Exclaims Audrey. “Hey girls! Look at what I found...” She shows her retinue a Colt Delta Elite 10mm handgun.
“Whoa!” Cody gasps. “Is that a Delta Elite?”
“Those things are totally rare!” Tory eyes the weapon enviously.
“What do you girls think of this?” Brandy shows the girls a Kimber Grand Raptor II.
“Ah, not with your complexion...” Audrey suggests acerbically. Brandy blushes and picks out a Browning Hi-Power 9mm instead.
Cody works the action of a Dragunov SVD sniper rifle. “O-kay!” she sings out.
“Don’t play!” the girls chorus back, each striking a pose with her firearm.
Was it for ten years that Baruka hovered over the dying
Earth like a waiting vulture, keenly observing its plaintive
cries and tortured throes?
Yes: “Fucking scum...” he giggled. “I’ve buried you all...”
Did Baruka float in a foetal position at the centre of
a thousand catheters and cannulae that pumped drugs and
nutrients into and sucked waste out of his body?
Yes. The cannulae and catheters were a jungle of slurping vines that filled the chamber, a tangled medusa radiating from Baruka and branching off to various portals and panels throughout the Space Station.
Is it true that Baruka’s children suffered from
episodic dyscontrol syndrome?
No. They were born-psychopaths, living in a world with no moral guidelines, no social structure and no limitations whatever.
What happened to Baruka?
He was killed by his eldest son.
More detail please.
A mindless nine-year-old boy stole into the observation chamber where Baruka spent most of his time in a semi-catatonic state. The boy swam through the forest of catheters and cannulae, parting them like fronds of kelp. He found his father asleep at the centre of the forest like an Undine, like the ogre Humbawa. He stabbed a hole in his father’s throat with a surgical trephine and the blood curled out like a snail’s eyestalk.
Thank you. What happened next?
Several others of Baruka’s children initiated the Space Station’s self-destruct sequence.
Did an exaggerated fireball ensue?
No. The explosion merely crippled the Space Station, knocking it out of orbit and sending it screaming through the atmosphere and crashing into the Nevada desert.
Were there any survivors?
Yes, two-dozen of Baruka’s frenzied offspring scattered from the burning wreckage like rats, skipping and cart wheeling across the desert.
And by this stage these children of Baruka’s were the
only living humans on the planet, were they not?
That is correct.
Did they interbreed and repopulate the earth?
Yes. You can imagine where things went from there.
The good guy was a cannibalistic, animal fucking,
necrophiliac pederast, so maybe this story will have to do
without a ‘good guy’.
The equestrian statue rears up on a single hoof, more than rampant. The horse’s other three legs arch through the air over Beatrice and Graham, and the rider throws up his arms in a gesture of ravening megalomania.
“Back in the 18th Century,” Beatrice explains, “before industrialization, when signs and symbols still counted for something, there was a rule that equestrian statues had to follow. If the ruler or military leader being commemorated died of natural causes, then the statue had to have all four hooves planted firmly on the pedestal; if he fought in battle and died later of his injuries, the statue was allowed one raised hoof; and if he died in the course of battle, the horse would be cast rearing up on its hindlegs.”
“Then how’d he die?” Graham asks, indicating Beatrice’s great, great grandfather.
“Ferrine Gebruhnare... The story goes that there were seven Yankee companies to his three, so, either in despair or as an example, Ferrine loaded his faithful steed with saddlebags full of gunpowder. He stuffed gunpowder into his pockets and some people say he even packed it into his mouth and ears and nostrils. Then he lit a fuse and charged the Yankee lines. He was shot to shit and blew up before he got within a hundred and fifty yards of the enemy, but I guess he impressed a lot of people, friends and foes alike. So... Three hooves up means the rider blew himself and his horse to pieces for the greater cause...”
“...I’m sorry about your dad,” Graham broaches the subject spontaneously.
“He was old,” Beatrice shrugs. “And to be honest I didn’t know him all that well.”
“When’s the funeral?”
“There isn’t one. He stipulated that in his will.”
“Wow...” Graham says daftly.
“He was a very unsentimental man.”
A battered ‘71 Pontiac LeMans, its bonnet ripped away and its engine compartment beaten outwards to accommodate a monstrous thirty-two valve V16, its driveshaft and differentials reworked and its axles lengthened, its high performance tires bulging out on either side of its bloated, rust caked body, its aftermarket exhaust system branching out from under its chassis, its doors cut off and its convertible roof torn and blackened, roars up the gravel driveway towards Gebruhnare House. Apoplectic industrial music screams through its stereo speakers.
“Jesus...” Graham murmurs. “How can she see anything past that engine?”
“She probably can’t.” Beatrice takes hold of Graham’s hand.
Gressil cuts the engine and the barrage of noise dies away. The engine hisses as it cools. Gressil stands and stares over the tattered ragtop at Graham and Beatrice, who are huddled a hundred feet away under Ferrine Gebruhnare’s spiderish shadow.
“I’m buying a cheap car and driving away from here,” says Beatrice.
“Where will you go?”
Beatrice doesn’t respond. She is returning her sister’s gaze, fiercely and fixedly. Gressil turns away and walks up the black marble stairs to Gebruhnare House.
“Beatrice?” Graham asks softly.
She looks at him and smiles forlornly “...South.
Through Mexico, Guatemala, El Salvador... I won’t stop until I get to Cape Horn. Maybe I’ll catch a ferry to the Antarctic Peninsula, hunker down in a shack at Esperanza Base with a rocking chair and a shotgun.”
“I want to come with you.”
“Why?”
“...I’m falling in love with you.”
Beatrice sighs and shakes her head. “Don’t be stupid Graham.”
A strip of artificial white sand beach, the daytime playground of the self-important and the parasitical and the private property of a dozen boxy hotels muscling in on the shoreline, was were Sesseno washed up unconscious after a three week binge on brain tissues and stomach acids and adrenal fluids. An early morning security guard prodded the rotten riding coat covered lump of ulcerous flesh and rusting metal with his nightstick, wondering ¿Qué el infierno es
esto? Sesseno lashed out and sliced through his kneecaps with an obsidian-edged scalpel and the security guard fell onto the beach screaming ¡Oh Jesucristo! Sesseno moaned and crawled onto him and fucked half-heartedly in hair-rimmed culo while blood spread through the sand.
Afterwards Sesseno stumbled down a bright kitschy souvenir stand lined boulevard, hooves clattering against flagstones. Nearby two handsome gringos with nipple rings in their swollen pectorals and token surfboards wedged under their armpits to accentuate the bulge of their biceps began snickering. “What is it fancy dress day?” one said stupidly. “Must be the Mexican version of Edward Scissor Hands,” the other wisecracked. Sesseno lurched over and cuffed the wisecracker’s head with his left fist of needles and flaying blade and cervical dilator and the gringo’s skull split open and his brains squirted blood into the air. “Aaah!” the other gringo yelled stupidly, and Sesseno backhanded him through a storefront.
Sesseno dragged the twitching wisecracker behind him for a hundred yards before reconsidering and leaving him on a park bench.
The stitches in Melissa’s face were not easy to remove. They had been carelessly sewn in the first place, the slapdash job of an inexperienced intern, and then left untended for far too long. Blood seeped up over the sutures and coagulated to form a thick brown scab that completely enveloped the fifteen silk loops. The thread should have been removed after six days, instead the staff of the City Psychiatric Hospital forgot it was there. When two months after the sutures had been sewn patients were complaining about a foul odour exuding from Melissa’s face, Doctor Johnson slapped his forehead and yelled “Jesus Christ her stitches!” Johnson removed the rotting silk himself, digging through crusts of dried blood with a scalpel and tweezers.
Melissa sat still and seemingly insensate on the examination table while Doctor Johnson grimaced and made excuses.
“Well, all this scab should have peeled away a long time ago, I don’t understand it... Why didn’t you remind us of these stitches, Melissa?”
“I assumed they were absorbable,” she muttered.
“What’s your excuse, you fucking clown?” God pissed on the City in great yellow jets of acid rain that crumbled concrete, burned flesh and caked metal in fluorescent orange rust. He drowned the slums, swept away the suburbs and swamped the industrialized countryside.
Only the steel-supported Central Business District escaped His wroth, an impregnable ivory fortress rising up out of the chaos, a computer-controlled Celestial City, the Garden of the Sons. At its centre, on the roof of a thirty-storey car park, Hank curled up on the backseat of his luxury sports car and slept through the rain. Bags of corn chips and cellophane wrapped cupcakes lay scattered on the floor and dashboard and the body of a ten-year-old girl decomposed in the boot.
Far below, on rivers that had been roads and channels that had been streets, Baruka cruised between flooded buildings and hydroplaned over submarine houses in an amphibious assault vehicle that had been a fire truck. Joe used the vehicle’s hydraulic ladder like a ship’s mast, clinging to the top rung, hollering deranged chanteys and firing a Tavor-2 assault rifle at anything that moved. Beneath all else Sesseno swam through the dark, filthy water like a giant sewer rat.
Tanaka floats in the lotus position surrounded by a cluster of silent children.
“Brutus?”
Tanaka addresses her eldest son, a sullen young man with a mop of black hair and bloated red eyes.
“Yeah mama?”
“Would you be a dear and go kill your father?”
“Yeah mama.”
“Destruna?”
Tanaka addresses her eldest daughter, a languorous girl with a great drifting mess of dirty blonde hair, blood red lips and ink black eyes.
“Yeah mama?”
“Could you go and initiate the self-destruct sequence? It’s time we were going home.”
“Yeah mama.”
“Where’s home, mama?” asks Leo, a wide-eyed toddler and Tanaka’s youngest child.
Tanaka smiles at him. “Home is where the heart is, dear.”
Red strobe lights pulse silently along the white corridors. Sisko, a quiet girl with intense eyes and her father’s poisonous red hair, browses the mainframe jukebox and selects a song by Abandoned Toys.
Ethereal music susurrates beneath muffled booms and piercing metallic yawns.
Brutus returns to Tanaka. Lashings of blood mark his chest and stomach.
“It’s done mama.”
“Good boy.”
Destruna returns to Tanaka. Long strands of her hair have burnt away.
“It’s done mama.”
“Good girl.”
Brutus moves behind his mother and grabs her arms.
She struggles against him.
“Brutus!” She yells.
“Destruna –” Brutus addresses his sister. “Eat mama’s face.”
Destruna smiles dozily and floats towards them.
Tanaka kicks and writhes but Brutus is too strong.
“Where’s the heart, Brutus?” asks Leo.
“How the hell would I know?” Brutus grunts. “Piss off you little shit!”
Fire erupts at the further end of their module and the whole cylinder tilts crazily. Destruna bites into her mother’s cheek and chews through to the bone while the Earth’s atmosphere burns against the windows around them.
After that fuck in the face of a funeral I hightailed it back to
my rip-hole in the sky and in the cavernous slashed open
vein of the broken elevator shaft what should I find but a
green canvas bag overflowing with polypous odds and ends,
all tangled together and pale and pink and stinking and
splashed with gore. My favourite fucking doorman was
standing nearby and looking disconcerted about the whole
scenario of wrecked penthouses and rape and orgies and
body parts in duffel bags, so I relaxed the tension by brightly
exclaiming “Oh goody! I’ve been waiting for this delivery!”
Up in the stabbed vagina of my penthouse home I
tried to liquefy the bits and pieces in a blender, but got
instead a thick, pulpy soup. I strained this pinkish, brownish
shit and pressed it in my hands and also for no reason I can
think of slopped it on my cock and masturbated with it until
it was a thin, piss yellow liquid in a puddle on the floor that
I could suck up with a syringe while I cradled a phone
between my chin and shoulder. “Hello?” It was Fene’s
hollow voice. “Hello, could I speak to Bressil please?”
CLICK “Hello?” It was Bressil’s sweet icy voice. “You’re
gonna be brushing your teeth with my dick, you hear me
bitch?” I told her. “I’m gonna make you floss with my pubes
and gargle my cum.” I hung up and smashed the phone a
bunch of times.
I really had to go over to the Gebruhnare’s and thank
them for their making good on our deal, so I put the goo
filled syringe in the stinky green bag that still had dried up
little pieces of vein and gland stuck to its insides and put
with it a short barrel shotgun and a CornerShot 40mm
grenade launcher. I jumped in my bright orange Bugatti
Veyron and as I drove to Dalintober I thought about the
Gebruhnare’s little brown maid and the rape baby in her
womb and I rubbed my dick that was encrusted with dry
white adrenal fluid and organ juice.
The most VERBOSE sunset the world had ever seen blasted down through a swollen clutch of ovoid chemical green clouds on May Eve of the year 3 million *. Spotlight sunbeams of a dozen Crayola colours swung across a shattered megalopolis that was two parts Venetian and three parts Venusian and transformed a sea of rank floodwater into a giant tub of melted rainbow ice cream. A capsized mountain of black Cumulonimbus cloud, wrapped up in a net of squirming pink electricity, rumbled above the drooping green ammonium hydrosulfide Mammatus. At 6.30 pm the thunderhead split in two and a rotten eggplant sun rolled down to the Earth through a lightning filled gulch of ragged cloud. The Mammatus fell onto the City like giant stink bombs, but the sun, paling from red-violet to orchid to thistle, sucked up the reeking green mist and the City basked in its dying light. At 7 O’clock the sun dropped below the horizon, the thunderclouds disintegrated, and a spider shaped Actinoform scuttled across the twilight sky.
The Monster of a thousand Cunts and Phalluses emerged sighing and oozing from kaleidoscopic water and lurched up the two-thirds submerged cancerous concrete grand stairs of City Hall.
“Niggers shall not be tolerated!” The Mayor screamed at the monster as it crawled past him. “Niggers shall not be tolerated!”
A dozen government frogmen paddle through darkness towards flickering candlelight.
Besides the guttering candle Gressil Gebruhnare sponges her honey blonde dreadlocks with a sudsy rag and sings softly to herself, chingado, chingado, Soy puta del
Diablo.
Her pale silk slip is mottled with gunge and her sunken eyes are vacant.
Follada, maldito, Soy puta del Diablo.
Squelching shadows clamber up a spiral staircase and creep towards her.
Black water eddies around the ruin of Gebruhnare House in a slow spiral, undulating over submerged topiaries and equestrian statues, sluicing through split walls and broken windows, cascading into collapsed passages, tilted corridors, rotting hallways.
Gressil is curled up like a millipede on her trundle bed, dreaming of her dead family. Her head lolls over the side of the mattress and blood trickling from her nose patters on the floorboards.
A thin, membranous tentacle uncoils across the room and caresses Gressil’s face. It slides down her body, curls around her skinny legs and enters her vagina.
Gressil stirs. The tentacle whips away in a grey blur and disappears through the open window.
The monster of a thousand cunts and wisdoms glides through the floodwater, the fertilized egg mined from Gressil’s uterus tucked safely inside its mantle cavity.
Child stares down through glistening tunnel and sees a
thousand spindly legs segmented by cancerous knots
radiating from a clutch of bloated poison sacs and hissing
mouthparts scrambling up through darkness towards him.
Dripping fangs enter his face and venom pumps through
skin, flesh, porous bone, wrinkled tissue of brain, upward
through hair follicles that turn the colour of blood as spasms
rack body for the rest of his life.
The diseased sun, which might have been a green cube or a purple goldfish flapping across a sky of shit and rotting flesh, glew drippily on the three quarter mile cindering SKYFORTRESS wipe out, a burning scatter pile of twisted metal and melting Plexiglas and exploding chamber stocks and bubbling UltraFoam. Brutus and Destruna crawled out of a cuntish spot valve that dripped a hissing mercurial liquid. Destruna wriggled out first and behind her Brutus groped her blonde fuzz covered cunt that bulged through a crudely scissor cut crotch gape in her nylon-spandex spacesuit.
Brutus stands behind Destruna and wraps his arms around her and plays with her cunt with both his hands, stretching out the labia and letting them flap back. Destruna smiles and her mother’s blood drips off her face. Brutus voids his bowels and the shit drops onto the ground.
SKYFORTRESS burned through the night sending waves of shadow and red light across the desert. Sparks showered down on dead brush.
Sisko finds a pair of horn-rimmed glasses amid the rubble and splintered wood of a building’s foundations and dons them, pushing fronds of her violent red hair up behind her ears. Later she kisses Brutus’s shoulders and black, scaly serpents squirm up through his fibrous deltoids. They lash and hiss and spray thin jets of venom into Sisko’s face and Sisko’s face swells up behind the horn-rimmed glasses and turns a bruised blue. After a day the bloated tissue deflates and the discolouration spreads over her entire body. She splays her cerulean labia in front of Brutus and Brutus stops wrenching loose his brother’s ribs and says, “let’s fuck.”
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