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^åÇêÉï=iìåÇï~ää^åÇêÉï=iìåÇï~ää^åÇêÉï=iìåÇï~ää^åÇêÉï=iìåÇï~ää====
 

WW=fkebofq^k`b=WW==
 
every sound of someone thinking my her hallucination 
my violet clouds of heartache this inheritance of 
sinkable mouths the springs of staring truth care 
what happens a golden mist penetrated where i'd heard 
from her hands made flame intimately rehearsed wasting 
bitten-through it's really sad to bother pyramid shadows 
i'm dust her don't know slow man wave-like one now 
is embrace isolation shine so neon hush dizzy pleasure 
what i consider you goodbye her room pierced her 
you’ll understand each piece torn free to love 
 
 

WW=t^pqfkd=pfielrbqqbp=lc=vo=eb^oq=WW=
 
lips falter cross this bed 
i so drink the mind i'd fade 
with wasting silhouettes of yr heart  
 
i've the springs kept aside 
and tremor overflow sound 
such a bewitching body to unknow  
 
long laid strip crawled this creature 
kissable up here dust the light 
throbbing paths opening strange  
 
all raining fountains puzzled hands 
weigh urges to and fro a question 
'round midnight so eye-bitten room  
 
she's impulses turn away so much 
is won't feel hold a solitude 
of secrets do a cult to goodbye 
 
 
 

====
====
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^ÇÉäÉ=låàá^ÇÉäÉ=låàá^ÇÉäÉ=låàá^ÇÉäÉ=låàá====
 

WW=kìãÄ=cäçìåÇÉê=WW=
ramble] 
 
numb prototype impish entice 
sprung acrid one--tongue's veiled 
agenda; icy onset once gleamed, beamed 
glisten-molten--lush complexity 
wearily lamenting flounder abound birch 
image lame grown acute eocene 
abscond wayward 
 
info delicate images succeeding: 
macrophage & brushes] poultice 
airiest 
 
ambivalence numb brachycephaly egress of voice 
harken illusion of crawling cloisenne 
[din.ing'vow.eliz.ed[ 
playfulness scythes countenances gossiped/red 
extrovert halcyon lubric & aureole deified-- 
play amorphous abscond daymare diguising cud of 
 
sun)))) Helios Prototype 
 
incantation somehow slaughtered & unplucked be: 
flinches glassy veins brain residua secret polyps 
of light--somberness: the infinite postral sonar 
crawling giving these faces photopic weight 
 
atmosphere))) overexerted plasma & 
 
miscellany pectinous--aviarest of voice ascension 
percussional trop glistening hands coccooned in 
ochre jungle, briars  
 
the sonovox throat soma awakening metaphysical/ 
pornographos charwoman petals of light & rosettes of 
once tangible starbursts--secret pixels 
 
scandent guising))) frass of silent insects 
[[.lar.ked 
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hÉâhÉâhÉâhÉâJJJJtttt====
 

WW=`çäÇ=_çåÉ=eìëíäÉ=WW=
 
 
At night, Yeoville is a city of lepers. Skeletons sleep beneath a sky the colour of wet 
cement, sailor-caps tilted at rakish angles. An air-raid siren sounds and makeshift eyes 
baked from small balls of dough roll backwards into flaky sockets of pastry. Here, the 
war debt was never paid off. 
 
Tailors dummies congregate in the lobby of the Three Choughs Hotel, sipping 
tumblers of whisky and discussing politics in shrill, effeminate voices. Their leader is a 
mannequin whose face is grotesquely disfigured by cigarette burns. He affects a limp. 
Women become sexually aroused and swoon, hysterically, in his presence. The waiters 
ferry them outside where they are added to a mound of writhing, semi-conscious 
bodies. Soon there are so many of them that they block the thoroughfare. Frustrated 
drivers sound their horns in a deafening fanfare that attracts a swarm of locusts. 
When I kiss you your breath smells of petrol. 
 
Undertakers stage an uprising, emerging from haystacks and plastic wheelie-bins in 
the cold, smeary light of dawn. They set fire to cadavers and couple with them, 
randomly, taunting the bereaved with their genitalia like a pack of wild baboons. All 
the scarecrows have been taken hostage, so owls circle overhead, laughing at us while 
we eat. 
 
A choir of disgruntled photographers perform the Uvula Codex, a blasphemous drool-
song whose lyrics are written in spittle: Hraaak Huurrrk Ptal Aaafroooosh.  Grey 
mucus dribbles from the speaker of an old Bakelite radio. Spectral disk-jockey plays a 
nocturne by Mandrake Juice Sun: solemn whalesong and the shrieks of pregnant 
monkeys. We hide behind the sofa while I decorate your cheeks with minute flecks of 
phlegm and elaborate gallstone jewellery: tiny mustard- and olive-coloured jewels 
made from crystalline bile.   
 
My mother phones me from 1937 and asks for her legs back. “I’m younger than you 
now,” she says. “Soon you’ll be dead like me.” Her voice, soft and treacle-like, oozes 
down the line, sliding back and forth though the years between then and now. When I 
put down the phone the hand-set is warm and sticky, glistening with hundreds of tiny 
fish-eggs. Someone has Sellotaped my obituary to the sky. 
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g~áÉ=jáääÉêg~áÉ=jáääÉêg~áÉ=jáääÉêg~áÉ=jáääÉê====
 

WW=qÉãéç=WW==
 
tempo.  
 
 
Inflammable toxins estranged as the relations between the worshipped,  
deities form circles above and below the ionized, ionic particles  
baffling the legend before the night calls, there will be some weird signals. 
 
Sirens and laughter whimpering weakness wish the tempo varied at times  
to touch them correctly in disguise as a friend and then the wind comes &  
customers seek refuge from the value of the times, rise in fortitude  
staring nude at eventual collapse of the swearing system and steps carefully  
leapt, in green grows the scenery. 
 
Sadly the sinners weep. Whipped up the weekend. In an avalanche of  
secrets, houses of Babylon gone long for too long come close and stand toe to  
toe with the window. 
 
Claiming the spirals are the enemy when lord knows it's the sign of  
our times ahead, bred, the dead backtrack just a piece and release the  
niece lay claim then their eyes see them all lined out on the table of time,  
still moving in the direction of the bluest. 
 
Truest to the circumference was the watcher, obviously screaming  
'raise the tempo', someone sounds 'please no'. There I am, why let them  
cross? Why not hit the gas? So to speak devour their meekness,  
spill madness in a sandwich and shine on the safety net that's been raised  
Mr. Trapeze. 
 
Trampoline museums more over then in to two times simple calculate the  
signal, like flags, screen savers barely nervous but breathing none the  
less a test to time the recipe. mix the ingredients and see what the  
suggestive ingest, at last, the classic them drastic fortunes them acronyms  
flowering in worlds of yellow and gold, blues, greens and meandering like the  
unseen behind the draped in our hour. 
 
Tell the teacher what sheen. Shake the clean by the washing machine ask  
wise and slap the facts into their faces before midnight mid nights  
lightning's varying the contemperaneous barley waking into its disappearance  
(indigo of course) simple flower and future forest, falling from roots like truths  
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that capture the intelligence betrayed by the ways in which the state  
dictates the tales twisted stairs and fortresses address the rest and leave  
blessed as they suggest. 
 
Incredible edible send able remembering, that's all I've been,  
staring and watching. for this side to have its party in which to participate you  
start to twist and shake, the greats are better for the taste of low costs. 
 
Planning, the cut flights figural speaking is before the time of the  
echelon. freelance pornographers step up into the castles of crazed  
freedom and walk solitude directly west of intelligence, barley audible  
the brazen brightness blazing the brave and striking the symbol on its  
side, stampedes of viewing crystals, collecting the codes of more so than the  
known, I am able, a fable a feature and a finger. 
 
Analogue wardrobes befriend the bought, boyish brilliance battling the  
practical. particularity the practices of the wide eyed at all times oh  
to see again my friend if only to see again, then lets change gears, there's 
never been so many fears about the future sucking all the fun out of  
the now, its not fair its not fun and it's not fellow fall over the fence and  
then start again. 
 
Stand adjacent to a kings ascent a scent is simple. Send the signal  
wave the flag allow the crossing if nothing then switch the maze into a phrase  
like show me the money. 
 
Show me the money? 
 
Sorry love the end is next to the belly the opening of this particular  
wormhole really shows the slow and the slogan of the showman's shit. 
 
Director's cut: 
 
Microchips in the penis, lets see how many girls you've fucked, no no  
its for the safety of the world. Remember last time that sexual disease  
spread,, we don't want that to happen again, if you're a good little penis  
then there's nothing to worry about oh no just trust us to. There's too  
many penises going around pretending not to be penises, alas the final  
fantasy era walks in and captures the real reason my gosh my mallow. 
 
tempo. 
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kç~Ü=_êçïåkç~Ü=_êçïåkç~Ü=_êçïåkç~Ü=_êçïå====
 

WW=råíáíäÉÇ=WW=
 
"HERE, TAKE THIS CARRIER BAG"  
 
YOU PRICK. I'M SICK OF YOUR SHIT. SHUT YOUR MOUTH. I'M SO UPSET. 
GETOFF ME. THERE'S NOTHING WRONG WITH ME. DO A SHIT IN THIS 
PLASTIC BAG.THE SKY IS FULL OF GULLS...WATCH THEM FLY! I HOPE 
YOU DIE OF A BADDISEASE. YOU MONG. I SAW A LOVELY FILM. I LIKE 
THESE SHOES. BUY ME ACAKE. YOUR LUNGS ARE MAKING AN 
ANNOYING NOISE. EVERYTHING IS SOLOVELY, YOU'RE ALL REALLY 
NICE. THESE PEOPLE ARE ALL SO COOL! I'LLSHIT INTO THE BAG. MAKE 
ME CRY NOW. NOBODY LIKES ME, I'M SO WORRIED.NOW I'M EXCITED 
AGAIN! THE FUTURE IS BRIGHT. I CUT MY NECK OPEN WITH AGARDEN 
TOOL. THIS IS IMMATURE. I DON'T CARE ABOUT YOU. I'M CONFUSED.I'M 
GOING TO A YOUTH CLUB. MAKE MY NECK FEEL RELAXED. I'M 
WEARING AHEADBAND FOR YOU. PISS EVERYWHERE. I PUT DRUGS IN 
A PIE TO KILL YOU.NO-ONE CARES ABOUT THE LITTLE DYING BOY IN 
THE STREET. YOU CAN'T STEPTO THE TECHNIQUE. THAT'S GOT 
NOTHING TO DO WITH IT. LEAVE MY DAD OUTOF THIS. I'M IN THE 
GLEN RELAXING IN A LITTLE POOL. THERE'S A BURNINGSENSATION 
IN YOUR LEGS. FUCK OFF YOU! THAT'S VALID. I'VE GOT A 
SOLARPOWERED CALCULATOR. I DON'T CARE WHAT YOU'RE SAYING. 
I'M SAYING A LOTOF FACTS. I SMASHED YOU IN THE FACE WITH A PAN 
LIKE IN TOM AND JERRYAND YOUR FACE WENT ALL FLAT! I'M 
WRESTLING WITH INFINITY. THERE'SBLOOD COMING OUT FROM 
UNDER THE DOOR, AND CEASELESS SCREAMING.STREET-CUNT. WAR 
MILK IN AN OLD CHIPPED CUP. CUN-MIND. BLEEDING UP MYGUTS. 
MILK EVERY LAST BIT OF YOUR POINTLESS BLOODY LIFE. BUY ME A 
CAKEFROM THE SHOP. I HAD A ROW WITH A REALLY CLOSE FRIEND. 
THE CROWS MADEME CRY WHEN THEY FLEW NEAR MY FACE AND 
TRIED TO PECK. MY FAVOURITE BITWAS NEAR THE END WHEN HE 
DID THAT FUNNY DANCE, DID YOU SEE IT? ISMASHED UP HIS 
CHEEKBONE WITH A HEAVY BIKE CHAIN. THERE IS SO MUCH GOING 
ON THAT I CANNOT EVEN KEEP UP WITH IT. YOURSTUPID PUNY MIND 
WILL NEVER CATCH UP DO A SHIT INTO A BAG.  
 
 
 
 

====
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`~êçä=kçî~Åâ`~êçä=kçî~Åâ`~êçä=kçî~Åâ`~êçä=kçî~Åâ====
 

WW=qÜÉ=jççåK=qÜÉ=bóÉK=qÜÉ=qêÉÉ=WW==
 
The Moon.  The Eye.  The Tree.   
 
 
1.  the moon. 
 
 
 
this one is my treat so how will you have it: 
 
a plain no nonsense kind of moon  
 
or would you rather mix it with stars? 
 
 
 
unless you should happen to be where i am 
 
this moon’s on me. 
 
but whose face has it got?  
 
is it a judge 
 
or is it a witness? 
 
 
 
no.  as all the judges have never lived alone 
 
without dictionaries 
 
and all the witnesses have never lived alone 
 
without judges 
 
it may be that the moon is really the eye 
 
that is alone. 
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2.  so let’s try.  the eye. 
 
 
 
how can you tell its shape may be camouflaged by time 
 
or weather which is only the part of time closest to you 
 
anyway   how can you tell its size? 
 
 
 
it may be waking from a dream of being moon 
 
or it may be moon 
 
waking from a dream of being eye 
 
or perhaps one night dreamed it was sun 
 
and didn’t come out. 
 
 
 
it may be reflection of light that keeps the mirages going 
 
but what company produces the power to keep the eye going? 
 
is it the cocktail party or is it the mothers? 
 
and if so what happens when they die? 
 
 
 
and what of the eye of mothers? 
 
and if all the mothers were poets? 
 
would it prove that the eye is the moon? 
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no.  as all the mothers have never lived alone 
 
without dictionaries 
 
and all poets have never lived alone 
 
without mothers 
 
it may be that the eye is really the tree 
 
that is alone. 
 
 
 
 
 
3.  the tree. 
 
 
 
if it is in the middle of a meadow  
 
squatting like an African head 
 
hunter how can you tell if it is alone? 
 
 
 
if it is leaning toward a lake 
 
what of the water is it related? 
 
and if you are walking toward it  
 
when the moon becomes your eye 
 
or walking away from it can you see it  
 
in the moon   
 
but how can you 
 
tell if it is the same tree you saw last night 
 
when the witnesses swore 
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you were killing your mother inside 
 
your house? 
 
 
 
does the tree grow inside your living room 
 
or in the bedroom 
 
does it come from the seed of you father  
 
and does it have a name? 
 
 
 
could you call it oak or willow  
 
with the full light shining 
 
upon you? 
 
the light your mouth your moon your eye your mother your own 
 
your very own    
 
tree? 
 
 
 
no.  as all the witnesses have never lived alone 
 
without dictionaries 
 
and all of us have never lived alone without witnesses 
 
it may be that i am really that  
 
which is alone. 
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4. 
 
 
 
forget the moon.  forget the eye. 
 
forget the moon and the eye and the tree. 
 
forget me.  i used to try eating my feet 
 
to keep from walking to you.  but they grew 
 
back.  they kept on growing long shadows  
 
into the black hole 
 
under the tree  into the plot  they grew. 
 
 
 
forget the touch.  it only comes 
 
when the moon is empty 
 
and the eye is reeling from too many mirrors. 
 
 
 
forget the reeling of the old movie classic, 
 
the seed has spilled from one to another  
 
into the garden  into the plot  it grows. 
 
 
 
forget a little night music the trumpets are all going 
 
over the Styx and nobody’s paying 
 
for the ride. 
 
 
 
forget the singers  
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the notes only come when swift money is walking 
 
or someone is crying. 
 
 
 
forget the women.   
 
forget and forgive them 
 
their honey  
 
bones their arms 
 
that stick to you  
 
but only when you’ve forgotten 
 
the plot. 
 
 
forgive the women their trespasses 
 
into your house and up the stairs 
 
as far as to where you forgot the key 
 
to the moon the eye and the tree. 
 
with the witnesses and judges into their cases 
 
they are going. 
 
they have wronged you. 
 
 
forget time who sets tables 
 
like a methodical mother.  forget her 
 
who has laid us out for one another 
 
but only when we have appetite 
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and memory and a new record to play 
 
to keep the candles going. 
 
 
forget the light.   
 
for when the moon has fallen into the eye 
 
it only opens occasionally.  under the tree.  in its small 
 
black hole 
 
it is glowing. 
 
 
 
 

====
====
====
====
====
====
====
====
====
====
====
====
====
====



15 

a~îáÇa~îáÇa~îáÇa~îáÇ=pÉíÅÜÉää=pÉíÅÜÉää=pÉíÅÜÉää=pÉíÅÜÉää====
 

WW=a~ÖÖÉê=WW==
 
She is a sharp one her tounge lashes and brow noses it's way beside mine. 
 i am stabbed in the mouth and our salivation so alive .patient. alleviation. 
 my feet are shod in dirty leather and rubber without laces and coated in  
fryer grease that sticks to the rough concrete beneath me sturdy .elevation. 
 
 . most people i know i cannot speak with i . am  . a hiding racoon . with  
mask and tail that covers my breath high up in the tree branching out 
with a cry when cornered . caressing the air that covers me even when 
on the move . and my palms grasp beneath the water and my palms grasp 
beneath the water.  
 
within the gentle wave 
our hands look bigger. 
without our open eyes. 
our hands feel bigger. 
out with the pious slave 
our chests can hold her. 
in with fresh blue skies 
our chests bend upwards with the flowers twords the sun for days on end 
on end on end over and over and it's over again . bend over and i grab  
your hips benieth the crease . and unceasing your voice raises the bar 
 
inwith. 
without 
outwith 
within. 
with withering lust our love has turned tail and crumbled in the sun.  
like dreams of saddness. 
 
small. 
smile. 
 
and wink and come on up and rub all over me like you like to and 
come on over and climb over me like you like . l .. .. . l .    leaving 
is marrow and it rots the teeth. and they crumble too . against themselves 
against themselves . in a civil . agreement to pay such in such a service 
to so and so . and so . i float across the earth. unwavering. 
does not bend.  .or reflect. 
. . .  
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hmm this is important. 
 
some things in the world reflect . they are very handy because they  
can bend what they reflect. like the lens expanding amoebas and violet 
shifting galaxies to the size of our sight. 
 
some things in this world hummmmm. they are handy because they 
vibrate with what they ingest . like the crystal watching my time 
expell with their demands. 
 
some things in this world are solid . they are moved by all things 
they touch. . like the chain and the gear driving hearts and veins to 
pumping against our lungs. 
 
everything does something it just happens to be that i leave. and this 
is handy because i don't understand anything else. the earth is large and 
marvelous why bind your ankles to your home. there is no nook in the universe 
without love . we need each other . i am myself . unerring.unnerving. 
limber. 
 
 
 
 

====
====
====
====
====
====
====
====
====
====
====
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gçÜå=jççêÉ=táääá~ãëgçÜå=jççêÉ=táääá~ãëgçÜå=jççêÉ=táääá~ãëgçÜå=jççêÉ=táääá~ãë====
 

WW=xëçãÉ=ÉäÉÖóz=WW==
 
yeah, the furling brought in you well. ‘is mutating mange  
stern dear zoo, doss dew she spurtest. ‘is hob 
sick eye nay vogue he ran in very gangrening over 
da dew for you bare came stammer get off oft by defenestration 
gab aye nay guy gave sick ‘im. Doss, all is war off the rag. 
A bare bewailed bigot is yous? Worst dew nit im ‘er 
knock vulnerable sere strew it, all’s cunt, is tales 
I nay leaping deer on? (Who will stew see begin, 
Da, Doc, die gross in fermenting thanksgiving by deer 
o sunder eye gain and often libeled by night.) 
Scent ‘is dick ever, so sing the love-endin’; long 
knock nick un-disturbing enough is ta’ ‘er barren guffah, 
Genet, do needst ‘ta fast, fer loosening the dew 
so vile lee-bender nimble to die ‘er shop ta nature. 
in sick Zurich, all’s wearing not piecemeal by craft, 
die, sez you lasting. Hasp dew dare gasp alas stamp a 
den genuine end gay Docs, doss ear-bend a mad gen, 
them dare go leaping each thing, am gesting erst by spiel 
diesel leaf-ending fault: daft itch wordy we see? 
Sullen light ending oooohs de-say all-testing besmircher 
where then? Is is night-sight, last weir we bed 
us from be-leaping befriend under-bed be-stain: 
we dare feel the sin state, un-guess and melt in ab’s-rung 
more zoo sign all’s ‘er self. Den belied is near gen. 

 
 
 

WW=xjêKë=~åÇ=jêëKëz=WW==
Mr. awakes.  
 Its time accelerates. The surrounding world  
 is hurrying, rushing toward its fate, 
 a fate suddenly, clearly now 
entwining with itself. 
It’s a Mrs. 
Days, years, come now!  
 She is waiting, 
on her long, delicate, curved legs, a Mrs., tall, graceful, 
soul full of regrets and plans, a real soul. 
Expectant flesh? 
Marble is sweating. Afternoon darkens. 
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Still, he is alive… 
 
mange of sparks makes a skull itch painfully. It’s the reddened water. It’s a running 
pain. It’s 
enlarging, as he approaches. 
in his immense suffering a 
delicate central chamber, struggling in the packing. It’s the reddened water of useless 
memory flowing 
  aimlessly but not purposelessly in its small  
  passages leaking all 
    over – miniscule, multiple punctures 
over – miniscule, multiple punctures. 
small veins of his faith in himself burst. He falls into new darkness again and again, 
into new ponds. 
Eyes, 
make him suffer from the weight of the mail combined with the weight of slavery; 
shadow he casts in front of him speaks volumes about this. 
 
Mr. with a charred face. 
Every today - 
it is, isn’t that natural? - 
down at a slant (some drifting, no doubt) with their hands at rest, pressed against 
their legs 
- outside, they would get bored -  
swells up wildly toward the Mr. who  
 stops, stupefied,  
 dropping his work (although he was quite  
 engrossed in it), dropping everything to  
 obey the fatal fascination 
empyrean like a cannon shell of future bliss. 
Mr.s and Mrs.s have longed for so much, 
so much, at last they have reached it. 
 There they are 
 

WW=xfåîÉåíáçåë=çÑ=íÜÉ=j~êÅÜ=e~êÉz=WW=
 
Indifferent to all these baits 
nerves 
vest, and nose 
entreat the eye and rack the mind! 
nerves’ 
theoretic seas, 
intrepid dignity  
of our marionettes’ 
nerves, 
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shoes, and more 
 
of our marionettes’ 
flowerpots, and broken flutes at garret windows 
 
theoretic seas’ 
high tide 
evening in December under a sunset yellow and rose: 
 
hour for which we waited 
among my marionettes I find 
roses, crickets, sunlight on the sea and all 
entreat the eye and rack the mind 
 

WW=x-qÜÉ=ìåÇÉêí~âÉêÛë=Ä~ääÒz=WW=
 
This charm of vacant lots 
hidden under the heron’s wing 
each with a skirt just down to the ankle 
 
upon those stifling August nights. 
Nerves, 
do I know how I feel? do I know what I think of 
Easter’s  
rhapsody on a windy night, 
tired 
among the debris of the year, 
knees 
each with a skirt just down to the ankle’s 
rhapsody? On a windy night 
 
Bacchus and Ariadne hold  
 their second debate 
  between the body and the soul and 
Among my marionettes I find 
Ladies, on whom my attentions have waited. 
Ladies, the moon is on its way. 
 
 
[i remember the light. the blinding pain of it searing. slicing the song the light 
sang. of blood and flesh. re-sounding. ‘til the song slowed thickening. song threaded 
blood 
and heaved flesh. timeless, song slowing into rhythm becoming space becoming 
time blood and flesh becoming.]  
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distant echo of that song.  
 
each touch remembers itself. 
 
each dewdrop tear from spaceless eye. 
 
heartpulse throb of that now. 
 
silenced music a memory your fingers played rilling the terraced cage 
my rib. bones. broken off. 
an arc of light. 
an empty room 
resounding. 
 
blinding bright like a carol of bells. sang and slowed and enmeshed. 
itself in fleshdim echo 
of that song, 
fading, growing fallow. 
 
that spaceless calm depthless 
pantomime 
 
blood and flesh to dream 
the weightless fall 
through sighted dark, razoring 
pall of breath 
 
a final silence, spent 
adoring all 
god’s broken dolls 
 
 
 

====
====
====
====
====
====
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iìâ~=eÉêiìâ~=eÉêiìâ~=eÉêiìâ~=eÉêçåÄçåÉçåÄçåÉçåÄçåÉçåÄçåÉ====
 

WW=d~åóãÉÇÉ=~åÇ=u~å~Çì=WW==
 
 
Ganymede and Xanadu, the cities of Priceless Attributes, are unlike any other cities 
in the land. Cities of novelty and spectacle. There are pyramids and castles. Palaces 
and pleasure houses.  
 
In the centre of Ganymede stands The Wheel, the administrative centre of Priceless 
Attributes. A ring of 8 sleek silver skyscrapers towering hundreds of feet into the air 
with one in the centre, The Hub.  Bridges spread out from The Hub to each of the 
outlying buildings high up in the cloud cover and then from each of these to its 
neighbour, like a ring of children holding hands.  
Reinforced glass tubes. Barely discernable from the ground, it looks as though the 
workers are simply walking  miraculously through thin air. 
 
There are buildings made to look like mountains  Spanish galleons and huge white 
cruise liners clad in painted aluminium and complete with porthole windows. 
 
 Looking out over the city you see roofs in the shape of sand dunes or a series of 
waves. A row of buildings in the shape of giant Toltec heads. The architecture of 
every civilization and epoch. Pagodas, ziggurats,  Greek temples, domes and minarets, 
gothic cathedrals, Byzantine churches, Assyrian reliefs, gargoyles, statues of forgotten 
gods.  
 
There are buildings artificially aged, the hewn stone deliberately pitted and scared, 
lichen and moss introduced to its grooves and crevices. Real estate agents create 
elaborate histories around these artifices; sieges, scandals and chain clanking ghosts. 
 
 
There are giant themed shopping malls such as The Caverns in Xanadu, built into 
artificial caves with stalagmites and stalactites, glow worms and mechanical bats.  
Shopping malls like themeparks with roller coasters between floors, loud, thumping 
music, speed and adrenaline.  
There is the Cascades, a shopping mall built on water, retail units and fast food 
outlets on stilts in the slow flowing, chlorine-scented canals. Shoppers are transported 
on gondolas by singing gondoliers in striped jerseys. Picturesque frogs croak on plastic 
lily pads. Fountains plash inanely. Walls painted with  
copies of Venetian frescoes, or containing aquariums in which brightly coloured 
tropical fish swim endlessly in circles with eyes bulging and mouths agape, like the 
shoppers who mill idly among them. 
 



22 

There is a business park made to look like a zone of 19th century heavy industry, 
belching plumes of black smoke. There are hotels made of ice with ceilings like the 
nightsky. Star-twinkle and moonbeam. Meteor showers and shooting stars, and once a 
month, the Northern Lights appear, shifting and twisting on the ceilings as guests 
crane their necks in wonder.  
 
There is an apartment complex of treehouses in giant, artificial oak trees which 
mimics The Wheel. With walls of plastic logs and rope bridges made to look like vine 
connecting the trees.  
 
Police headquarters housed in a giant fortress complete with battlements, moat, 
drawbridge and portcullis. But beyond these works of pastiche, quotation, kitsch and 
cliché are the buildings which have made these  streets famous. Buildings which are 
more than simple geometrical forms, series of blocks and boxes. Here walls and roofs 
are broken down into a series of interlocking panels, each panel a unique shape, and 
each panel harmonising with the others. Forms which bend inwards and outwards, 
writhing and unpredictable, like streamers in the wind, like fluttering seaweed. 
Jutting, jagged forms, like broken bottles, crystals or shark fins. Forms soft and 
seductive, like great fluffy clouds, green hills, female bodies, waves, the meanderings 
of rivers, orchids and daffodils. Forms endlessly complex, full of branches, hollows 
and curves and planes, bulges and protrusions, of coral reefs, bone interior, trachea 
pathways, veinways, sandstone cliffs. 
The play of different textures is as important to these architectures as the play of 
forms. Treated glass, plastic and metal present an array of different textures to the 
feeling eye, from smooth and glossily flawless to something approaching organic. Iron 
with growths of surface rust, or plastic bubbled like frog spawn or cuckoo spit. 
Elsewhere we find hair and fur, like the dream theatre popularly known as the Great 
Bear, walls shaped to suggest muscle and bone under skin, or whole buildings draped 
under layers of thick vine and creeper, or walls which are terraced gardens in which 
flowers explode outwards and trees rustle gently. There are surfaces rough like asphalt 
or fibrous like sugar cane or muscle tissue or made of bunched wire, surfaces grained 
like wood or gnarled like bark, translucent like petals or lustrous as coal. Surfaces 
which glint and dazzle like diamonds or are even engineered to shift and undulate like 
sheets of silk caught in a warm zephyr.  
There are walls of light. Lights which glow steadily or which pulse and flicker like 
forest fires. Of all these we must mention the most impressive of them all, the shining 
citadel that is FeelGood headquarters. A building which appears to be made of pure 
white light. Without mass or solidity. Utterly numinous. A building which has 
transcended coarse matter altogether. A construction of angels. 
 
And everywhere there are buildings where the walls are tangles of advertisements, like 
bodies tattooed in neon. Or walls which are giant screens, like the famous one on 
Luminere Street which films the passers-by and transposes their avatars onto dream 
landscapes, surfaces of alien planets, deep sea caverns, mountain strongholds, 
battlefields, desert caravans.... 
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In the dream manufacturing quarter of Xanadu we find the fairy tale houses of the 
rich and famous. Lana Turner's palace of pink marble. Belly Bradman's Roman villa 
with its famed collection of erotic  
statuary. Scarlett Fever's gingerbread house. Mansions in the shape of dragons or 
coiled serpents. Here even pavements are made to ripple and sparkle, turquoise like a 
tropical sea, or utterly transparent revealing the swirling sewers below. There are 
rainforests on traffic islands. There are waterfalls and  rivers. Moving 3d images 
interact with passers by, promoting facial creams, supermarkets, recreational drugs, 
music, moving images everywhere blending seamlessly with the solid shapes around 
them, all one reality, all equally unreal.  Lights flash and pulse and ripple, spell out 
words, exhortations, instructions. The night sky glitters with the holograms of ad-
satellites.  
 
The siren songs play from shop doorways. Music spreads out like a stain across the 
street. Lures. Stepping into the music the pedestrian passes into another world. The 
ache of a returning memories. Childhood worlds of eternal summer. Sun setting on 
corn fields. Fairgrounds and fireworks. Arcadies. Walk a few more paces and you're 
back on the street, traffic noise, curses, advert babble. The pedestrian is drawn back 
to the music, pulled towards its source, the shop. 
 
Company plants stand on street corners or sit in popular bars or restaurants, 
discussing the merits of new products 
'Oh, it completely changed my life darling. I couldn't live without it.' 
 
A place where buildings are torn down and rebuilt built yearly. Where fashions 
change week by week. Where everything is forever new and forever recycled. People 
walk down the streets wearing lenses and ear pieces which turn the living 
environment into a game. Missions into enemy territory, double agents, alien 
invasions. Pedestrians can be seen pressed into doorways, wriggling through the 
gutters on their bellies, sprinting through hotel lobbies. For the game player a 
briefcase could contain a bomb, there are snipers on the rooftops and hidden cameras 
in  the old woman’s shopping bags, wild animals lurk in alleyways and spacecraft 
hover menacingly overhead. 
 
 In Xanadu and Ganymede, fashion has become fancy dress. Walk through the 
trendier parts of town and you will find yourself sharing the streets with pirates and 
conquistadors, samurai, Comanche chiefs, characters from the Chinese opera,  men in 
enormous Micronesian masks and grass skirts, geishas, maharajahs, sultans and 
mandarins.  
 
These characters scorn the factory made garments the masses wear and pay huge 
prices for tailors to make each unique item.  
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This trend has given rise to a curious condition. Still extremely rare though everyone 
on the scene seems to know of cases. Costumes have been taking over their wearers 
personalities, like the boy dressed as an Inuit shaman who  had dreams of being 
dismembered and put together again, but changed, with something new added to his 
makeup. Starting speaking in the language of the birds and prophesying, communing 
with spirits and dancing wildly in the parks, till one day he just disappeared. Or the 
notorious idler, a self-described artist who adopted the dress of a successful executive 
until he found himself on the board, 3 years later, not sure how it all happened, a 
trophy wife whose name he can barely remember sleeping beside him. 
 
The great soap operas of Priceless Attributes, 'Harbour Town' and 'Monmouth Street' 
have been running for 30 years. A huge body of literature has built up around the 
twin series. There are exhaustive biographies of every significant character in the 
history of the soaps and quite a few of the minor ones, even Cocky Jim the barrow 
boy who’s total screen time amounted to 6 minutes spread over 15 episodes.  
These biographies, it should be noted, are of the characters and not the actors who 
play them. There is no interest in the actors whatsoever. There are authorised and 
unauthorised biographies. The unauthorised biographies have not been approved by 
the series makers and often contain scandalous facts. Weekly gossip magazines add to 
the tattle.   
These, made in collusion with the programme makers feature photographs of the 
characters in compromising positions, or at moments of significance in their lives, the 
birth of a child for example. They chart the characters fluctuating weight, their 
changing hairstyles and clothes, their self-esteem and personal habits. These are not 
limited to events described in the soap operas, though the repercussions may be felt 
within the soap. It is not a one-way street. Jack Flack's pornography addiction was 
first revealed in 'Shock, Horror' for example, and subsequently elaborated on within 
the show. 
 
In addition to these hugely popular biographies and scandal sheets there are a number 
of scholarly histories of the areas in which they are set, fictional though they are. 
Sociological treatises exist by the hundred.  The programme makers have been known 
to incorporate information from these sources into the programmes themselves. This 
is the highest honour their authors could ever wish for. 
 
Lavish obituaries appear to mark the death of any character. Campaigns spring up to 
protest the innocence of an accused character, or to prevent the closure of a beloved 
institution.   
Passionate love letters and death threats are sent. People dress like their favourite 
characters, they model the interiors of their houses after them, use their favourite 
phrases, ape their body language. 
 
 On occasion the laws of Priceless Attributes have been changed following a precedent 
set on either Harbour Town or Monmouth Street. 
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What is immediately noticeable on entering Albion City is the paleness. The pallor. In 
a land where almost everyone is of mixed racial origin you are startled by the milky 
skin tones, the blonde hair and blue eyes. Then you are start noticing the price paid 
for 'purity' the small and endlessly recycled gene pool giving rise to birth defects, 
abnormalities, shrunken heads and enormous ears, long spidery legs and arms grafted 
onto dwarfish torsos, rampant obesity, even in the young, feet so small sufferers are 
forced to use sticks to support themselves while walking, strange bulges on the face 
and limbs as if a number of walnuts had been inserted beneath the epidermis.  
Not that such misfortune is universal, far from it, but it affects about 1 in 10 and 
serves to make the proud, handsome face and manly physique of John Bull even more 
impressive to his followers. 
 
Albion City is rows and rows of terraced houses. Two up two down. Grey slate roofs. 
Smoking chimneys. Cobbled streets. A skyline of church steeples. Corner shops selling 
Spam, cabbage, marrows, potatoes. Smoky pubs with carpets smelling of sour beer, a 
dart board, the wall around it pockmarked.  
The images of Winston Churchill and Queen Victoria are everywhere. The patron 
saints of Albion City. The union Jack flying everywhere. The music of Vera Lynn, 
and George Formby. 
 
 
Sebastian Roe is the head of the athlete breeding programme at Priceless Attributes. 
He rose to prominence as the agent of legendary stud Buck Thompson, arguably the 
greatest Crunch player the game has known. The production of elite athletes is a 
major concern at Priceless Attributes. Their statistics show that 85% of males 
throughout Establishment territory watch some form of sport at least once a week 
and Buck Thompson has sired more elite athletes than anyone. There are currently 15 
sons and daughters of Thompson participating in top grade sport today including 
world heavyweight mixed martial arts champion Bruce Thompson, record holding 
sprinter Lucy Thompson and no fewer than 8 premiership Crunch players including 
current crowd favourite Malachi Thompson.  
Crunch, a violent son of rugby is the most popular sport of them all. As in rugby the 
ball must be placed down behind the opposition try line. Scrums are replaced by one-
on-ones in which the first knockdown wins. Tackles can be made in any way the 
tackler chooses. There are no penalties for, say, high tackles or spear tackles. Rucks 
are no holds barred. Stamping, gouging, kicking etc are all legitimate tactics. Players 
wear head and groin guards. 
'IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIItttttttttttttttttttttttttttsssss CRUNCHTIME' 
The crowd erupts. 
The crowd are an integral part of the spectacle. Coloured smoke from a thousand 
flares. Banners, flags, totems and war drums.  
Roaring with bloodlust, baring teeth and growling. They hurl themselves at the clear 
plastic partition which separates the two sets of fans, snarling and yelling abuse. They 
bombard the opposition players with abuse, goading them, insulting them, their 
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family and loved ones sometimes getting so fired up that they run onto the pitch to 
attack a player. The crowd roars as one as the spectator is beaten to a pulp, huge 
muscled men of 25 stone kicking his prone body before flinging him unceremoniously 
back into the crowd where he is treated like a hero. 
 
Athletics has undergone a dramatic revival in popularity ever since the manufacturers 
championship was introduced. The two championships run concurrently. The athletes 
vie for dominance in their respective events. The manufacturers compete to create the 
compounds which will power their athletes to success. Records have tumbled to 
hitherto unimaginable levels. An athlete's life is short but glorious often ending in 
huge aneurysms in the midst of competition. The site of an sprinter collapsing, 
frothing from the mouth, eyes bursting from the sockets, weeping blood and 
convulsing wildly midrace, is not uncommon. 
 
Pelican Bay Correctional Facility. Maximum Security. Maximum Punishment. 
Total isolation. Once entered the cell is never left until the sentence has been served. 
Prisoners are issued with colostomy bags. Showers heads are built into the cell ceiling. 
The shower is switched on at the jailers discretion. There are a number of 
punishments which can be administered without the potential risk of coming face to 
face with the prisoner. The temperature of the cell can be raised or lowered to 
excruciating extremes. Gas can be released from dispensers in the ceiling. Walls and 
floor can be electrified. Walls and ceiling can be contracted to the point at which the 
inmate is forced onto his haunches, head bowed. Speakers in the wall can be used to 
broadcast distressing material, sometimes simply white noise played at a painful  
volume. Frequencies which cause a loss of bowel control, vomiting etc. In other cases 
psychologically disturbing material is broadcast. For example, the sound of an 
inmates wife having sexual intercourse with another man. Technology exists which 
allows all sorts of possibilities. A favourite trick is to make the man fucking his wife 
the same man responsible for his arrest, or the judge who sentenced him to Pelican 
Bay. 
Punishment cells include insect cells, crawling with fire ants, mosquitoes, cockroaches, 
flies and millipedes and giant poisonous centipedes, rat cells, shit cells where the 
inmate is knee deep in human excrement and the dreaded itching cells. An irritant is 
released into the air which makes inmates itch until they rend their own flesh. 
Inmates have emerged from the itching cells with strips of flesh hanging from them 
like rag dolls. 
Other punishments include allowing an inmate a pet, usually a dog or cat. With no 
other company the inmate forms a deep bond with the pet. He cares deeply for the 
animal. The pet is then tortured and killed in front of him, while the guards laugh 
uproariously. 
 
There are prisons for every type of offender. Not every regime is as brutal as Pelican 
Bay. In the vast majority of prisons inmates are used as slave labour which gives 
often, though not always, gets them out of the cells, provides exercise, company and 
mental stimulation. 
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Here's the Tombstone Kids. Unorganised. Leaderless. Named the Tombstone kids 
after the cemetery they base themselves in. The children live in mausoleums. The best 
thieves, burglars and pickpockets around. Quick enough to take the watch off your 
wrist without you even noticing its gone. Also skilled in street magic, masters of 
misdirection, sleight of hand, suggestion and cold reading.  Not many of them. It's a 
select group. Go by the names of the dead people they live among. Usually Irish or 
Italian. Catholics. They go in for mausoleums, the Catholics. Here's Fellini. A thin 
kid, moves like a cat, and just as nervy.  Dark hair, dark eyes, cheekbones you could 
slit your wrists with. Long fingers, delicate, like a concert pianist. A master of his 
trade. Only 14. Dresses well. Today we find him in a top hat, a velvet waistcoat over a 
white shirt of Egyptian cotton, a silk cravat and an antique, gold fob watch. On 
special occasions he wears the mayors chains of office. Took them right off the old 
boy's neck. He never felt a thing. He's putting them on now. The Tombstone Kids 
have something to celebrate. A guest of honour. Flypaper, the boy from underground. 
Used to live in the desert with the wild boys. Now he's here as an emissary of 
underground, of Nogo. Rose up out of the earth right here in the graveyard like a 
corpse come to life. Nearly scared little O’Malley witless. 
 
The cemetery which is home to the Tombstone kids is large, wild and overgrown. A 
landscape of stone angels and ivy. Tall grass. Ancient yew trees in which owls wait for 
nightfall. The smell of rosebay willowherb and the scuffling of rats. Blank faces of 
stone, features eroded by the wind and rain, keep silent vigil over child graves. Moss 
cushioning stone. In the centre of the cemetery sits a war memorial. It is here the 
children meet, lighting a fire at the foot of the monument and sitting on its steps, 
telling stories and entertaining one another with magic tricks. Oliver Twist, the 
orphan fox cub sits with them on these nights, in the fire-heat, intelligent of eye, 
handsome in his red coat._ 
Priceless Attributes have created a world in which all subjects consider themselves to 
be living in the best of all possible fiefdoms. Their factories manufacture a large range 
of clothing.   
The subject is free to chose to wear anything manufactured by the factories of 
Priceless Attributes. The Music Subsidiaries of Priceless Attributes control the careers 
of a large number of musicians operating in a variety of genres. The subject of free to 
listen to the work of any of these musicians.  
Here is pop star Ricky Dandelion, he is doing a sexy dance to his new song ‘Priceless’  
Soon all the youth will be performing this same dance, in the school playgrounds and 
in the streets and bedrooms. 
 
Priceless Attributes sponsor a range of political parties. The subjects are free to vote 
for any one of these parties once every five years.  Current Chairman of Priceless 
Attributes is ex-porn star turned pop idol, star of a million fantasies, Agatha Orchid. 
She has held the position of Chairman for the past 5 years but is thought likely to be 
deposed on account of her fading looks, though some argue her recent breast 
augmentation will help her see out another term of office. 
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The pharmacological subsidiaries of Priceless Attributes manufacture a range of 
recreational drugs. These are all legal and available to all subjects.  
Here is Bobby Bluestocking, he’s really charged up on compound X. Look how hard 
he’s working! He’s in a frenzied state, eyes wild, going quicker than anyone else on the 
assembly line.  
Look at Sheila Shill, the video of Priceless is on her wall-screen, she’s in an ecstasy of 
communion with Ricky Dandelion, she’s doing the Priceless dance, step for step with 
the 3D image that dances alongside her, she’s singing along, she’s completely in sync 
with the song. 
 
The philosophy of Priceless Attributes is that the carrot is a far more effective method 
of control than the stick. Pleasure a more powerful motivation than pain. Give the 
people bliss and they’re yours forever. 
 
The Phoenicians, the merchant caste which is aligned to no state, government, 
private company or any other authority anywhere in the world. Only the Phoenicians 
can cross borders and boundaries with complete freedom, anywhere in the world. 
Their status as neutrals, conduits for food and other tradable items, is universally 
respected.  
The Phoenicians have no homeland. The only territory they claim are their ships and 
every international port and harbour under the sun. Their ships are huge, up to half a 
mile long. They are crewed by extended family groups and affiliates. It is the ships 
which are their cities, huge and heavily populated as they are. Tyre, Carthage, etc etc 
The Phoenicians are recognisable by the  purple, made of the murex shell, with which 
their cloaks and dresses are dyed. The murex shell also serves as the insignia under 
which their ships sail. 
 
On board the city of Carthage children are laughing as they watch dolphins from the 
portholes. The city bears the imprints of generations of Phoenicians. Frescos and 
scrawled graffiti,  wall hangings, Persian rugs encoded with Sufi injunctions, 
chandeliers and candelabra from abandoned mansions and country estates, lecterns, 
gargoyles and icons from derelict cathedrals, Polynesian masks, voodoo fetishes, the 
statues of obsolete gods, plump and curvaceous figurines of fertility cults, spiraling 
shells of exquisite beauty, fossils of pregnant sea-dragons, exotic specimens in 
formaldehyde, double-headed snakes and mutant toads, archeological rarities, golden 
spears, codices, illuminated bibles, comic books, scandal sheets, the hides and 
skeletons of extinct beasts, a narwhales horn, a hippos jaw, a leopards skin with ruby 
eyes, a stuffed polar bear, mastodon tusks and dinosaur bones. Libraries dense with 
information in all languages of the earth. (the Phoenicians are expert linguists) The 
spoils and trophies, the treasures and curiosities of lifetimes of adventure and 
exploration. 
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The Phoenicians are Renaissance humanists. Painters, scholars, poets, alchemists, 
magicians, musicians, scientists. The long hours spent at sea lend themselves to 
contemplation, study and experiment. Treatises, theories, sonnets, equations and 
inventions are swapped between ships leading to a friendly competition which gives 
energy to their pursuits. Officially non-partisan the Phoenicians are unable to 
distribute their knowledge and art throughout closed societies. Unofficially the 
denizens of Nogo do it for them. 
 
In the desert lands where nothing grows child raiders and bandits frolic with machine 
guns and bayonets. These are the mutineers. Enlisted to fight a grown-up war they 
rebelled and slaughtered their officers and fled to the desert lands where nothing 
grows, their numbers swollen by runaways from the labour camps. Here they have 
built their homes and shrines and lives of fierce fantasy. Lives overgrown with the 
vines and creepers of wild myth, a living green world, dense and humid jungle of the 
imagination in which they are completely at home.  Fed by their own daring raids and 
artful burglaries. Watch them running, fabrics which glitter, flutter, catch the wild 
sun. Turbans unraveling, the rattling and jangling of improvised jewelry made of bird 
beaks and tiny bones, coloured plastic, feathers, beads, shells, tin foil and aluminum. 
All are dressed as emperors, viziers, sultans, demented shamans in platypus masks 
and condor wings, magicians in robes and conical, star patterned hats, spacemen and 
jumble-sale samurai. Monkey bands of whooping boys, crashing through paradise. 
Their camp is ringed with flags, fetishes and totems. Ragged pennants, banners of 
independence. Boys doze in hammocks strung between totem poles. 
At puberty the boy must descend into the pit. This brings together all the members of 
the pack in a mood of great and childlike solemnity. Drums beat and the children 
chant. The pubescent child is descending into another world and shall never return to 
this one. He wears a false beard of horse hair and a wooden phallus strapped to his 
crotch. 
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