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EDIT_RIAL

since we predicted a ruined
establishment after issue 1,
the wider culture remains
unruffled and mag staff take up
navel-gazing (navel-bearer:
irrelevant); the quest laid aside
until weeks later sinister
stirrings birth issue 2,
fuller than ever with idle
verse, invective, sex
failures (and triumphs) and
literary charades. hi-jinks,
an abyssmal chasm, a gap,
a space between empty
spaces, an intangible ring
encircling emptiness
hence: A V_ID
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TATE MODERN BOMBER

ALEXANDER ART

INTERVIEWED BY A VOID BEFORE HIS ARREST

In the summer of 2017, I saw the Russian artist
Alexander Art standing in the performance circle outside
Tate Modern wearing a sign that said, “Tate Modern
destroys works of art!” He was getting a bollocking from
a Southwark Council warden as the gallery’s security
looked on. The warden said the artist, who doesn't speak
English, didn’t belong there because he was not making
art. Alexander refused to move, and I would see him
most days standing there iron-faced as tourists snapped
photos.

A few weeks later, after I had read his online
manifestoes and his statements in support of the
“metaperformance” outside the Tate called “Tatecide,’
I met with him and his wife Oksana in the atrium at
the Royal Festival Hall, and conducted an interview. An
extremely serious man with a yellow-grey complexion,
who in his rollneck looked like he belonged on a
Soviet submarine, Alexander spoke forcefully against
corporatised art institutions, and in favour of his own

movement, “Abstract Idealism.” He had come all the way
here on a tourist visa for six months to try and improve
the Tate by opening it up to independent artists.

At the time, neither of us were aware that at the
end of December, I would be receiving an email from
Oksana, back in Russia with her visa expired, saying
Alexander had been arrested in London for arson,
accused of throwing Molotov cocktails at the Tate in the
middle of the night.

I remained in contact with Oksana and tried to
help locate her husband in the black hole of the British
gulag archipelago. We eventually tracked him down to
Thameside prison, where he had been on hunger strike
for 20 days to obtain a phone call. When he refused
to eat, he says the guards threw food in his face and
subjected him to days of sleep deprivation.

X

The following is an edited transcript of our Q&A
the verbatim police report of his interrogation

conducted through translators.
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Alexander, why come to London?

Good question. In Russia, there are modern artists, but
there is no modern art. It may sound strange, but there
are modern poets, and you are a modern poet, but there
is no modern poetry. So in Russia, there is no modern
art; the Minister of Culture shut down all the different
modern art movements. In England, you have got some
shoots of growth, some shimmers of light, that remain.
It’s not progressive, it's not monumental, but you have
something.

Were you successful in Russia?

In Russia I had four personal exhibitions and was part of
two collective exhibitions. Only in Moscow. Some of my
paintings were sold, and my business helped me earn
the money. Business is separate. Essentially, there was
no market in Russia, and given the most recent events,
everything got stopped.

What gives you the right to criticise British art?

In the same way, in Fascist Germany, they told the
Jews, “Who gave you the right to come over here and
complain about our dear Fuhrer?”

What motivates you to spend so much time outside
the Tate?
I have one motivation: to achieve the truth.

The Tate is not only the best museum of modern
art, but since 2000s, it became a theme park, where
the paintings of Picasso and Matisse are posters so
that people can more actively visit the restaurant. It's
impossible.

Let’s start from the top. The tenth floor is the
observation platform, the ninth is the restaurant, eighth
is members only, seventh is staff, sixth is some sort of

event floor, and the events are for money, and the art
starts only from the fourth floor.

I offered a completely new approach to contemporary
art, in abstract art. I proposed to take Turbine Hall,
paint it, and make it into the largest exhibited painting
on earth. I got rejected not because my art was bad, I
got rejected because I do not know any curators at Tate
Modern. I have all this correspondence, I can show it to
you if you like. But there are lots of websites where from
£25,000 onwards, you can rent out Turbine Hall for an
event, for a party.

So what relationship does this building have to art?
It's not a museum. It’s a space for rent.

There is no point of changing anything in Russia,
because in Russia, apart from Putin, nothing else exists.
I think you can change something here.

What about the new platforms and spaces for
contemporary art in Moscow?

You see, the new spaces for contemporary art in Moscow,
even if you exhibit your work there, it's meaningless. You
can exhibit your work in a museum of modern art for
ten or twenty years every day. The Russian movement,
it became sort of hermetically sealed, and no one really
needs it. The Russian movement became a reaction
to Western examples. This group, Recycling, twenty
years after the recycling of garbage was introduced,
they created this new trend, and are being exhibited,
but they do not create anything new. It’s the same with
other Russian artists. Either they became hermetically
sealed in their own thought space, which is typically
Russian, or they try and imitate Western examples, to
be exhibited abroad. <<
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Have you ever tried protesting in Russia?

To protest against what? In Russia, people’s heads
are filled with something else. Nothing apart from
politics, apart from Putin, interests people. Art is on the
periphery there. People queue up for the exhibitions of
Ayvazovsky and Serov, but they don't go further than
that. They don’t understand Kandinsky or Malevich, the
beginning of the 20th Century. For the people to begin to
understand modern art, they have to go through all the
phases from cubism to surrealism, then to understand
that whole universe of performance. In the UK., more
people go down that path, for them Kandinsky and
Malevich are not joke things.

I think you are hopelessly optimistic about British
culture.

From what I can see, there are more people here who
think about how the form relates to the content.

From what I can see the number one motivation for not
protesting in Russia is you’ll get your head kicked in.
No, no, I don't have this motivation. If I get beaten up
or arrested, I will achieve the result quicker. But I can
get arrested or beaten up, 10, 20, 30 times, and nothing
will change.

What do you think of artists like Pavlensky who
protest in Moscow?

Pavlenskiy left Russia not because of his protest actions,
but because of very concrete reasons. He is accused
of rape and of battery. When a person uses his title
of “artist” to leave Russia and avoid punishment for a
crime, this is cowardice.

What do you think about his art?

For me there is contemporary art and eternity art.
Protest art is essentially contemporary art that time is
going to wash away. In twenty years, there will be no
Putin, and they will forget who Pavlenskiy is. One has
to orient themselves onto art that is eternal.

But isn’t your protest against the Tate contemporary?
My protest is a protest against the situation which
emerged in contemporary art. Tate Modern is the
brightest example of this situation. If one can change
something at Tate Modern, one can change things
around the world. If you can change the situation h

you can change anything. Nothing is scary anymo@.
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Oksana [Alexander’s wife]: Alexander is a person who
ever since childhood said “no” to authority. He always
saw everything with his own eyes.

Do you have any political affiliations?

I am not interested in politics, not at all. Democracy is
the worst type of organization, but no one has invented
a better one yet. I am not interested in politics, I am
interested in art, so I separate the two. The things which
are politically motivated or influenced in art, political
art, is going to be washed away by time. They are not
going to remain in time. Let’s take the example of the
National Portrait Gallery. When people visit, who is

interested in the Lords of the 17th Century? At the same
time, everyone is interested in Turner, because Turner
painted for eternity.

I don’t like political poetry, not if it’s basic and easy to
understand.

Yes, because political poetry is a pamphlet, and this is a
low form of art.

How much would you sell one of your paintings for?
Depends on the painting, and the customer! But this is
all Oksana. I like to paint and Oksana deals with all of
that. She is the head of the operation.

Is Abstract Idealism more of a philosophy or a style -
or, would I recognise abstract idealism if I saw it?
Without doubt, it is a new movement in fine art. It
reanimates abstract art, which had been dead since the
1960s. It's a movement which is tied to literature, and a
little bit to poetry, and absolutely to philosophy.

How will you know what is abstract idealism? It is
simple. Next to the painting, there will be text, which
will serve as the point of entry into the painting. If it is a
giant painting, it will all be composed of text. A literary
or philosophical text, or an unwritten novel, like Lem or
Borges. I go further. To these novels, I paint a painting
and write dialogues. I illustrate a novel that does not
exist. Ultimately I am trying to maximally blur the lines
between literature and art.

Nea
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ALEXANDER ART

INTERVIEWED BY THE POLICE AFTER HIS ARREST

Date: 23/11/2017
Name: Maslov, Alexander
DOB: 22/04/1979
Nationality: Russian

Offence: Arson
Victim: Tate Modern

Defendant Interview
Date: 23/11/2017
Interviewee: Alexander Maslov

Interviewing officer: Sullivan
Location: MS room 2

POLICE
YOU HAVE BEEN ARRESTED AT 0918 HOURS TODAY 23/11/17 FOR ARSON, MAKING
NO REPLY TO CAUTION — It has been alleged that whilst at THE TATE
MODERN, 53 BANKSIDE SE1 9TG during the night of 22nd to the 23rd of
NOVEMBER 2017 you have caused damage to the wall of the building in
the form of scorch or burn marks. Would you like to tell me in your
own words what happened yesterday?

ALEXANDER ART
At 3am I painted a picture “Moment of Despair”. I didn’t have other
devices, I used bottles with flammable liquid in them. I did it

previously in chalk but TATE staff destroyed it.

POLICE
Did you attend TATE MODERN last night?

ALEXANDER ART
YES — the area outside blowing horn for six hours. @
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POLICE

Why did you attend the location, what were you intending to do?

ALEXANDER ART
I was planning to make picture, I did this.

POLICE
Did you have anything with you?

ALEXANDER ART
Devices for making picture.

POLICE
What was it?

ALEXANDER ART
Bottles with liquid, cloth and a bit of petrol,

POLICE
Why did you have it?

ALEXANDER ART
I threw them, not to break them.

POLICE

several of them.

Two glass whiskey bottles were found near to where you were arrested,
these bottles smell as though they contain a fuel, and are filled
with a clear liquid. (SHOWING EXHIBIT DRC/4) Are these bottles yours?

ALEXANDER ART
My bottles.

POLICE
What is in them?

ALEXANDER ART
Flammable liquid.

POLICE
What are they for? How long were you there?




ALEXANDER ART
2am until arrest, blowing my horn.

POLICE
Who were you with?

ALEXANDER ART
Alone.

POLICE
Have you been there before?

ALEXANDER ART
5 months — not every day in the quiet performance circle.

POLICE
(SHOW PICTURES OF DAMAGE) Did those pictures show “Moment off
despair”?

ALEXANDER ART
Parts of it.

POLICE

When officers arrived at TATE MODERN and spoke with you they were
recording on their body worn cameras, I have viewed this footage which
is exhibit DRC/6 and in it you say (whilst pointing to scorch marks on
the brickwork of the wall of the building and a broken glass bottle)
“This is my bottle, molotov cocktail” WHAT DID YOU MEAN BY THAT? WHY
DID YOU SAY THAT? How did you cause that damage? Did you think your
actions were likely to cause damage to TATE MODERN property?

ALEXANDER ART
No, I didn’t cause damage.

POLICE
Did TATE MODERN give you permission to cause that damage?

ALEXANDER ART
[No clear answer]




POLICE
Had you consumed any alcohol?

ALEXANDER ART
No.

POLICE
Had you taken any drugs?

ALEXANDER ART
No.

POLICE
Were you under duress or pressure by anybody to cause that damage?

ALEXANDER ART
No.

POLICE
Did you believe you had a right to set fire to TATE MODERN property?

ALEXANDER ART
Yes and I still do.

“Moment of Despair” by Alexander Art. Photo: Metropolitan Police




ALEXANDER ART
THE JUDGEMENT

After two failed attempts by the prison to produce the defendant either by video link or in person, Alexander Art
finally appeared in the dock at Inner London Crown Court on 5 January 2018 looking agitated and bewildered.
He pleaded guilty through an interpreter and received a four-month suspended sentence, returning to Russia via
an immigration detention centre, presumably banned from ever coming over here and trying to improve our art.
When viewed as an entire performance, Alexander Art's “Moment of Despair” has raised questions about not
only the UK’s biggest art institution. It has forced the work onto the Tate, the police and the criminal justice system,

making them part of its creation.

(4
We fully support the explosive, courageous direct action of Alexander Art in drastically exposing the utter

bankruptcy of what still passes for modern art in Tate Modern’s kleptocratic citadel. What this guy has done -
this latter day heir of the best moments of Russian nihilism, from Pisarev and Chernyshevsky in the latter half of
the 19th century through to Malevich in the first two and a half decades of the 20th century - really does mean
something. But what precisely?

It points to a lacunae worldwide — not just in Russia - that the revolution of modern art has not been followed
up with the modern art of revolution. Instead, post- the liberating creative uprisings of the late 1960s and early
1970s, an extensive decrepit period of social glaciations, underpinned by the rise of neoliberal capitalism, has
destroyed all hope of authentic life.

Fiat money and the dregs of modern art are now inseparable. In comparison, Alexander Art’s direct action is
the only creative act Tate Modern has ever hosted, albeit unwillingly, though for certain the museum’ biggest ever
hit!” — David and Stuart Wise, King Mob/Situationist International
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| AM SORE TROUBLED

I am sore troubled.

Thinking of you, I pray that
you are somewhere safe.

My dreams are of dark faces
forced through screen doors.

I like the idea

of a gun in the car. Thanks.
Linda sent a card

just last week from Uruguay
of all places. Never dull,

that one. Lewis asked

me about you in the bar

last week. I didn’t

have the heart to tell him we

burned down the cancer clinic.

Comfort me.

Good to hear you are

getting some sleep. If it helps,

I keep a gun in

my car. Pretty safe, mostly,

helps when I’m driving through snow.

Have you seen much of

the old gang, lately? Lewis,
Linda, and the rest?

It’s hard to know who among

them will turn up. Keep looking.



| HURT ALL OVER

I hurt all over.

You know why. Let us begin.

I woke up today

and thought nothing. There’s this stone
in my pocket, that is all.

Yeesh. Duly noted.

Did you ever hear that one
hallelujah lay

my burden down? My burden,

my burden. You nailed it. Christ.

Anyway, enough

about me. Enough about

you, too. This whole town

is choked with smoking snowdrifts.
I don’t know how they did it.

I wish I could do

something for your pain. I can’t
imagine how to

talk you into letting go

of the stone that weighs you down.

Trade it for something
less burdensome, easier
to walk away with.

It’s not a stone, anyway:
It’s a metaphor, stupid.



ASK A
SHAMANIC

COMMUNIST

RADICAL LIFE ADVICE WITH STEWART HOME




Shamanic communism is the theory and practice of
disalienation conjured up by ultra-left sex witches
who organise themselves into affinity groups that are
known collectively as the International Communist
Coven (ICC). Communist sex witches believe that the
revolutionary overthrow of capitalism will entail not
just the return at a higher level of the anti-economic
forms of social organisation that characterised primitive
communism, but also the modes of consciousness
found in such societies, that is shamanic consciousness.
The ongoing occult revival, particularly in its Wiccan
and neo-Tantric forms, are indicative of the need to
rediscover not just the disalienated social relationships
found in classless societies but also the ways of
comprehending the world that accompanied them. That
said, since we all reproduce our own alienation under
capitalist anti-social relations, for now we have to “fake
it till we make it”. This is one of the main attractions
of disciplines such as witchcraft to communists; it
clearly isn’t an ancient religious practice that survived
underground through the Christian dark ages, but
rather something invented in the mid-twentieth century
and given a faked up provenance via the now utterly
discredited “research” of Margaret Murray.

The Wiccan revolution of the ICC revises the
initiatory mystery religion practices of Gardnerian and
Alexandrian witchcraft with different ceremonies in
its three grades and with a far greater emphasis placed
on sex magic in coven workings. In the first grade we

'

work with the archetype of Karl Marx representing ?\/

masculinity and rebellion; in the second grade the
spectacle of Mother Teresa is used to explore
feminine and conservatism, as well as the ways in
Wiccan conceptions of the Triple Goddess (inghe form
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of the maiden, mother and crone) relate to the Christian
trinity; in the third and highest grade gender tensions
and contradictory political impulses are resolved
through the figure of RuPaul. Here what at first appeared
as polar opposites are resolved and initiates become a
total wo/man beyond the reach of gender or ideology.

Ultimately communism is cosmic and shamanism is
a working class activity that helps us reach for the stars.
Beneath the activist body armour of the most strident
materialists, communist sex witches are struggling to
get out! Or as RuPaul puts it, doing drag is a “very, very
political” act because it “challenges the status quo” by
rejecting fixed identities: drag says “I'm a shapeshifter,
I do whatever the hell I want at any given time” A
communist sex witch is able to break free of all roles
and identities, including that of being a gender bending
communist sex witch.

Susan from Dorset asks: Does becoming a Shamanic
Communist alleviate the shame of applying for Arts
Council grants?

We all know that it is not enough to refuse art grants;
we should do nothing to merit them in the first place.
However since we all need to eat in this alienated
capitalist hell, the ICC uses spells to ensure grant
applications succeed due to magic and not to merit.
There is no shame in receiving an arts council grant
when you don’'t merit it. To learn the necessary spells
Susan will have to be initiated into the first grade of the
ICC; we're not going to describe the ritual in detail but
it concludes by dabbing small amounts of menstrual
blood on grant application forms. We can also teach
Susan to ‘rub the Buddha for money’ so that she doesn’t
need to rely on the Arts Council for loot.

Mitch from Glamorgan: I still reckon the desire for
authenticity is the most cynical of all the pseudo-
needs manufactured by bourgeois ideologists. What
canIdo?

Become a communist sex witch to demonstrate to the
world you're not afraid to be an utter fake. We guarantee
that our rituals are not ancient survivals but were made
up yesterday. Being inauthentic makes our magic more
powerful than old school witchcraft, since as the world
turns everything changes. Spells from the past are
no longer effective because everything is constantly
transformed. These days only fake modern magic
works; traditional spells are for losers.

John from West Yorkshire: I keep having these weird
dreams. The policeareabout toauction off myformerlocal
MP Jo Cox’s killer, Thomas Mair’s collection of far-right
books and Nazi memorabilia. In my dream I find one of
the lots, a copy of Deutschland Erwache, about the history
of Nazi symbols and insignia, so aesthetically dangerous
and exciting that I wake up to find I've ejaculated in my
pyjamas. 'm a Sun reader with no extreme views. Is there
a cure for people like me?

Vasectomy is one way to deal with this. But that would
prevent you from ever becoming a communist sex witch
because sperm plays almost as important a role in our
high magic practices as menstrual blood. By high magic
we mean you have to get off your trolley on drugs to
perform our rites. So the best way to cure you of these
nocturnal emissions is that next time you buy a copy
of The Sun you must not read it. Instead at midnight
when there is a full moon, light a candle, strip naked
and rub sandalwood oil all over your body. Once this
is accomplished, find the editorial comment, “The SMQ
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says, and jerk off over it, then burn the newspaper while
repeatedly chanting the sacred mantra: “no platform for
racists or fascists”

Andy from Somerset: People keep warning me that under
capitalism, even the most radical acts soon gets soaked up
by the hegemonic discourse. Are there any practical steps
I can take to make sure my discourse stays dry?

We recommend dry days at a nudist colony. It is essential
you remain naked for 24 hours while doing this. Once a
month, make a day where you abstain from drinking any
fluids and all you eat is one piece of toast (with nothing
on it and absolutely no butter) for breakfast, lunch and
tea. After each meal sitand meditate on your relationship
with the Goddess. During each meditation you should
spend an hour visualising the Goddess pegging you;
in the first mediation the Goddess might wear a small
strap-on, by the time of the second meditation it’s got
bigger, and during your third meditation Her dildo is
huge and splits your backside apart. Because youre
having a dry day there is no brown stuft on the pegs,
and it’s extra painful because no lubrication is used.

Marjorie from Littlehampton: I can’t make up my
mind if Banksy is our greatest or worst living artist.
What’s the Shamanic Communist view?

Banksy exists in a media bubble feed by his “official”
Instagram account, which verifies certain works as
being officially by him. Now supposing this and all
other accounts connected to Banksy were shown to be
fraudulent? And that rather than being the work of one
person, the street art attributed to Banksy was known
to be produced by a large coven of communist witches?
Banksy as popular culture currently understands “him™

would no longer exist. If Banksy doesn’t exist then we
don’t need to worry about the quality of his art and
whether it stands up against that of his contemporaries.
Shamanic communism can answer your question in
many ways, and it can just as easily resolve the matter of
how many angels can dance on the head of a pin (none
because like Banksy, angels don't actually exist). But
what your question reveals is a deep-seated alienation
that might be best resolved by allowing an ICC high
priestess to engage in a game of lesbian financial
domination with you.

Eleanor from Birmingham: Since Jeremy Corbyn
became leader of the Labour party, I’ve noticed an
increasing number of supposedly radical artists and
intellectuals are actually just social democratic saps.
What should be done to these people? Do you have
any curses or hexes I can use?

Social democrats should be re-educated in nudist camps.
But first hexes are used to break down their beliefs. A
traditional curse for such people runs as follows:

The shuttle flies, the loom creaks loud,
Night and day we weave your shroud,
Social democrat, at your shroud we sit,
We're weaving a threefold curse in it,
We're weaving, were weaving!

Light a candle, burn some incense and repeat the above
curse several times. Once you feel the hex energy rising
through you and out onto the astral plane, you’ll know

you've achieved a result. For more effective modern %

magical curses you’ll have to be initiated into
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WILHELM REICH:
TIME TO REBOOT THE ORG

As a student I was interested in politics, but found it
somehow empty, too surface, and filled with bullshit.
In The Mass Psychology of Fascism, Wilhelm Reich put
the emotional content back into political thinking,
and it seems to me extremely profound. Observing
the rise of the far-right in 1930s Germany with a
psychoanalyst’s eye, he explains mass irrationality in
libidinal, psychoanalytic terms. Given how we appear to
be sliding into more authoritarian madness, we should
give Reich’s ideas another try.

Reich’s basic idea is that of armour: bodily tensions
we hold unconsciously that put limits on the depth of
our emotional expression. He diverges from Freud,
who seems very 19th Century - the hideous id that
somehow needs to managed by the colonial authorities
of the rational ego. Reich says instead that our basic
core is something quite healthy, albeit overlaid with
frustrations, and that you can see this in our softness
and gentleness, hard as this is to access sometimes.
I find the idea that the human organism doesn’t have
some kind of “design flaw” hugely appealing.

Reich was an Austrian former Communist Jew who
talked about orgasms and a kind of energy he thought
hed discovered, called orgone. Orgone is a kind of vital
impetus, animal magnetism or life force that separates
living organisms from inert matter. This discussion of
energy was still credible — though a minority position
- back in the 1930s. But after the discovery of DNA in
the early 1950s, scientific attitudes hardened towards
energetic ideas. To even talk about energy now makes
you look a bit woo-woo.

I'm training to be a psychotherapist at the moment,
but over ten years ago I tried some exercises in a book
by Christopher Hyatt called Undoing Yourself With
Energised Meditation, based on Reichian therapy. In a
nutshell, it draws attention to your body and breathing,
the tension stored there.

Because there aren’t many Reichian therapists out
there nowadays, in the last ten years I have sought out

European and American practitioners, and have been8~

meeting up for training seminars in Oslo as wellQ

group internet discussion. §



'ONE MACHINE

The books and consultations with Reichian therapists
helped me identify how my armouring might have
originated and is maintained. It includes birthing
practices, infant feeding, childrearing, education, social
attitudes towards sexuality, and economics.

Growing up in the 1980s, I was initially sceptical, but
after my experiences firstly in therapy, and later sitting
in one of Reich’s orgone “accumulators,” I was converted.
Orgone accumulators sound ridiculous; they're a cupboard-
like pod you sit in that accumulate orgone energy in the
environment. But I felt something beyond a placebo.

A lot of my problems were with anger. I saw how
defensive I could be. This tension or armour was
physicallylocated in my face, my jaw, and expressed itself
in a lack of engagement via the eyes. Working actively
to relax tensions seemed to deliver a vivid experience of
both emotional, sexual and physical health, which are
fundamentally interrelated.

Reich has faced plenty of hostility from right and the
left. Not only did the U.S. government ban his machines
and imprison him for breaking the law; he was an

early critic of Stalin, and there’s compelling evidence

that his prosecutions were instigated by the American
Communist Party.

Ultimately, Reich doesn’t chime with the standard
materialist view that our problems originate in class
division, although this is certainly a contributing factor.
He situates it as something more internal. Because
we can't combat authoritarian power or any other
mass psychology by rational debate alone. We need
something a lot deeper than a change in power relati
and distribution of wealth, and Reich’s work ma)Q e

the answer.
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HATRED AGAINST THE STATE ALONE



WILL NOT ACHIEVE ANYTHING



ANTHONY
WEINER
SEXL(TINA

All he wanted to do was to hit send and be done with it.

Congress, after all, started early the next morning.

Coffee break #1 at 10am would be his top priority —

clean underwear, clean water, and having come clean with his wife —
well, doing his best, right? — he attached another GIF file

of the dog being loaded off the roof of the building.

’”

“Hey darling, you could’ve been part of what I’m building!
The congressman wrote in his note to go with it.

He yawned, hit send: off to bed to review his favourite file
of blackmail material, in case the FBI raided in the morning,
let’s say right in the middle of the vapid speech of his wife,
whose political career was her only priority.



She’d even named the dog — Achiever — after her sense of priority!

And it was only to please her that he ever got into body building,
turning his pectorals into laughing stock, haha! Only to please his wife
was impossible, so he unzipped his penis and took a photo of it.

A few #artistic #filters later, he couldn’t wait for the next morning’s
Whatsapp feedback from the girl whose resume he’d kept on file.

She had potential — and a strange way of fiddling with her nail file
when he Skyped her and told her that ejaculation was his top priority,
and his healthy routine: coupled with celery smoothie, every morning

he produced a shot of organic energy upon entering the Capitol building.
That smirk: she was likely an FBI neurotorturer, and he was fine with it.
He flushed his semen down the toilet. Still no word from the wife.

Maybe he should re-propose: will you be my rebooted wife?

“Congressman?” A knock on door. “It’s 10.20.” So he zips his fly and files

his dream away. 10.20? Suddenly, a doubt. “Did I — did I miss it?”

The Women’s Reproductive Armed Forces Rights bill was a top campaign priority.
Maybe he could pretend the Russians locked him in the building?

A better idea: Achiever has committed suicide. Can’t make vote. Am in mourning.

He felt proud in a bathetic kind of way — “how could this morning

get any better?” he smirked to himself. “I know: I’11 text that sexy housewife

I met in the organic food section. Maybe she’s still curious about team building,
and her 15-year-old daughter (she is mixed race!), whom I intend to defile

by dressing her up as a celery stalk — .” Phone vibrates: a district priority,

but he can feel another ejaculation coming on. The vote’s at 10.30. Will he make it?

Nah. He darts a glance at his manhood’s morning moan: why not make a poem out of it?

He hands his verse to the little girl in the building lobby, not at all like a paedophi}f(

The girl looks an awful lot like him. Why-F***! “Hi, Daddy. My name is Priority.’%
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THE SICK AND THE DAMNED:

A MANIFESTO

Jacques Derrida coined the term “hauntology;” a pun on “ontology”. If ontology is the study of being,

hauntology is the study of absence, the study of lost futures. Capitalism, as imagined by Derrida and
later Mark Fisher, is a ghost story in which our desire for other possibilities continually haunt various
realms of culture in capitalism, a system that has tried to foreclose those possibilities with a writ of
no alternative. Hauntology is a metaphor, a study of the virtual or traces, those things which are not
present but still have effects. We conceive of hauntology in such a way that we refuse to reduce it to
a materialist analysis. When capital as an abstract entity influences us from beyond the physical or
organic realm, is it unnatural to think that ghosts and demons inhabit the world? What we are dealing
with, in analysing sickness and capitalism, are both material and immaterial causes.

Because the sick haunt capitalism. They are a constant reminder that capitalism must produce
sickness and alienation. Capitalism is buoyed by the memes and myths of Social Darwinism, but its
eugenic ambitions clash with its production of pathologies of various kinds. Mental and affective
disorders such as anxiety and depression, as well as physical injuries produced by industrial strain on the
body, are rising with the increase of insomnia, overwork, social atomization, psychological mutilation,
and sedantry work. If people without university degrees cannot understand more complex internal
contradictions that Marx described, they can still understand that capitalism’s reliance on the bodies of
laborers and its tendency to destroy those bodies is a contradiction that can be exploited to undermine it.

Today’s apparently socially conscious liberals address illness and mental illness under capitalism
by feigning empathy while remaining indifferent to the structural causes of illness. Like the heartless
neoliberal capitalists they claim to be outraged by, “woke” or enlightened liberals, who can often be

found engaged in issues of social justice and identity validation, also regard the individual as cut off Q/
from a social body, simply a biological unit in which malfunctions can be addressed through medical ?\/
or psychological interventions. When a pretense toward empathy occurs within a culture of self- %

obsessed vanity, the result is a culture of “self care,” or what Fisher calls the “privatization of stress.” &
Managing our anxiety has become an industry that deflects from the maladies caused by the <<
capitalist economy. If you are not doing well because of overwork due to stress, you just need to §

&



squeeze in mindfulness meditation or therapy. Struggling with a kind of loneliness caused by spending
most of your working hours in a “team” full of people you don’t like, and whose goals you don't care
about, but are not allowed to say so? You just need to take Zoloft, or do Cognitive Behavioral Therapy.
Label your anger an error, draw a circle around it, and dispose of it.

The normalization of overwork is grotesque. Articles in “liberal” newspapers tell us how to squeeze
meditation and yoga into fifteen-minute bursts to accommodate our schedules of mechanized slavery.
A company called Podtime sells “comfortable pods that allow you to work, rest or sleep,” and can be
used for “office health and wellbeing” This is almost an exact replica of the conditioning centre in
Huxley’s Brave New World.

Leftist movements that emphasise productivity at the expense of the body and the planet are
breathing smoke into the cancerous lungs of the population. Individual healing will never be enough
to solve the huge collective problems created by capital, because capital is an abstract parasite that
takes time, value, and eventually health from the labourer. Attaining a level of material comfort to
avoid destitution may be a smart idea, but working to “get ahead” creates more sickness than it soothes.

Fascist movements labelled the sick as parasites that needed to be cleansed, but moralizing
regarding the sick is prevalent in liberal philosophy. It is nearly impossible to be sick for a long time,
especially with illnesses that don’t present visible disabilities, without coming across disdain, even
from family members and friends who parade their social conscience.

We have decided that we will no longer view parasitism as a bad thing. We will reclaim it.

We encourage all people, whether sick or ill, to be parasites. We encourage everybody to suck
all available resources from institutions that are part of capitalism, from businesses and the state to
corporate charities, wealthy friends and conformist family members.

The parasitism we describe will destroy the host without destroying the parasite. The host will die

&
&

when we are full. It will be a productive and affirmative resentment that drives us. We will strengthen &

ourselves with our enemies’ flesh, thus overcoming the Nietzschean problem of guilt. We will haunt
capitalism until we get our time and our labour back, until we can be reunited with our flesh.

&
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In his later years Charles Manson was grey and frail,
squat like a hobbit from hell, and still breaking prison
rules. He had access to illegal cell phones, a supply of
LSD, and when his girlfriend Star came to visit, he had
an arrangement with the guards that allowed him to
finger her pussy under the table.

As the year was about to fall into 2017, Manson,
82 years old, called his closest friends from Corcoran
maximum security jail, where he was housed in the
highest-security wing, to say farewell. His snarling voice
had grown weak on the phone and he was “fading, a
bit confused,” according to Nikolas Schreck, the friend
who took one of the calls. Due to inadequate medical
facilities at Corcoran state pen, prisoner B33920 was
transferred to hospital a few times without anybody
noticing. But with the swastika tattoo still visible on
his forehead, it was not surprising that during an in-
patient appointment at a civilian surgery in Bakersfi

California, a visitor recognised the man Ro@one



Charlie and the Manson Family’s hypnotic

influence became a problem for Hollywood’s
elite, who were deeply involved with the love

and terror cult...

branded the “Most Dangerous Man Alive,” and called
whoever it is you call when you see Charlie, alive in
death’s waiting room, with your very own eyes.

Armed guards surrounded his bed as though he
was the President of the United States. It was another
weird kind of cache for the man who was projected
into American culture as the new antichrist in 1969,
when police attended Roman Polanski’s villa at 10050
Cielo Drive and found his pregnant wife Sharon Tate
and their friends, Hollywood hairdresser Jay Sebring,
“film producer” Wojciech Frykowski, and coffee
heiress Abigail Folger, splattered and gored, like in
one of Polanski’s horror movies. At the Cielo Drive
scene, as well as at the home of business owners Leno
and Rosemary LaBianca, who were butchered the
next night, there were multiple stab wounds, forks
protruding from abdomen, the words “WAR;” “PIG,
and most notoriously “HELTER SKELTER” scrawled in
the victims’ blood.

Mansons story will always be told as a variation of
Helter Skelter (1974), the best-selling “true crime” book
of all time, written by prosecutor Vincent Bugliosi. In
the courtroom and in the book, he presented a literally
incredible narrative that the diminutive, uneducated
Manson brainwashed his “cult] the Manson Family,
into murdering those at Cielo Drive and the LaBiancas,
essentially out of delusions of grandeur. He was well-
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Linda Kasabian

Leslie Van Houten

known around Hollywood hippie circles for preaching
new-age ideas based on apocalyptic and quasi-Satanic
faiths including Scientology and The Process Church, and
he is said to have resented the Hollywood establishment
because he was a musical failure, but the catalyst was
supposedly hearing subliminal messages in The Beatles’
White Album prophesizing “Helter Skelter,” a global race
war. In Bugliosi’s unbelievable version, somehow sold to
a jury and still regarded as gospel, Manson “chose” the
wealthy white victims — “Piggies” - to inspire the Black
Panthers to rise up and finish the job. When the cities
had been taken by the blacks, the Manson Family would
ride in from their Death Valley desert hideout on moon
buggies and rule the world...

% ok b

At a time when America’s conservative institutions were
losing their appeal to alternative culture, central casting
couldn’t have come up with a more befitting villain than
Manson. He was supposedly the head of a “Family” of
up to fifty middle-class runaways who lived a communal
lifestyle. Familial activities were automobile theft, credit
card fraud, taking and dealing hallucinogenic drugs,
campfire singalongs and group sex. As well as bei

convicted felon and a preacher of anti—establiskg t
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ideas, Manson was also poor, and Americad§, ’t like
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poor people — a point Manson understood. “Who we
gonna blame it on?” hed later say. “Let’s blame it on
somebody we can get away with blaming it on. Let’s
blame it on some convict that ain’t got no money, let’s
blame it on somebody that ain’t got no education. When
Bugliosi seen me, I was custom made for his ambitions.”

Despite having Manson clearly in his sights as the
perpetrator throughout Helter Skelter, Manson did not
kill anybody at Cielo Drive, he wasn't even there, and
Bugliosi had no physical evidence that Manson ordered
the murders committed by Charles “Tex” Watson, Susan
Atkins, Patricia Krenwinkel and Leslie Van Houten.

The LAPD, Bugliosis fellow prosecutors and the
media initially investigated the Tate case as drug-related,
based on the stash found at the scene and the open secret
that Sebring and Frykowski were big-time Hollywood
dope dealers whod been involved in violent gangland
incidents, such as the ritualised pistol-whipping, at Cielo
Drive, of a drug pusher whod tried to rip them off. But
instead of listening to the police or his fellow prosecutors,
Bugliosi took his directions from Polanski, who was
fending off press speculation about his role in the drug
scene hed surrounded his pregnant wife with, when he
hinted: “Td look for something which doesn't fit your
habitual standard... something much more far out”

In order to prove to a jury that the accused was
responsible for murders where he hadn't been present,

Jane Fonda

Jay Sebring Patricia Krenwinkel

Bugliosi would have to convince them of “Manson’s
domination over the Family;” the prosecutor wrote.
“A domination so total, so complete, they would do
anything he told them to do”

While two of the killers, Watson and Patricia
Krenwinkel, and their lookout, Linda Kasabian, were
under arrest, Bugliosi was still in search of that far-
out motive connecting the hated Manson when he
interviewed two key witnesses. Columbia records
talent scout Gregg Jakobson claimed hed spent over
a hundred hours chatting shit with Manson while
high. Disgruntled Family member Paul Watkins was a
gentle but impressionable young man who, since the
disbanding of the Manson Family, had undergone an
attempt at cult “deprogramming” by a rival for Manson’s
spiritual power near their Death Valley squat, a
Scientologist goldminer named Paul Crockett. Watkins,
who wasn’t around on the night of the murders, painted
avivid but critical picture of the control Manson exerted
over the family, including rationing drugs and directing
orgies. Jakobson told Bugliosi how Manson considered
the Beatles’ songs “prophecy.” He had rambled about the
connection the Beatles’ White Album and the Book of
Revelation, and how the band had “set things up for the
revolution” Remarkably for such a sober man, Bugliosj
interpreted this paranoid drug talk as the “missing liQ
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in Manson’s motive for the murders.”
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Paul Crockett

Roman Polanski

In December 1969, in LA county jail, 21-year-old
Manson Family murderer and compulsive liar Susan
Atkins was a babbling wreck. Shed recently given birth
to Manson’s child, and she later claimed that when
Bugliosi visited her, he threatened to refuse her access
to her son unless she played ball. He had her testify in
front of a Grand Jury to his version of events, where she
exaggerated what Watkins, Crockett and Jakobson had
said about Helter Skelter being a serious idea.

Bugliosi then stage-managed things brilliantly.
Atkins sold her story to the tabloids and rushed out the
first book on the subject, a trash paperback called The
Killing of Sharon Tate, where she made more wild claims
about Manson’s hypnotic control over the killers.

The press coverage then became littered with satanic
imagery. On 5 December 1969 the LA Times introduced
occult themes to the narrative in its interview with the
prosecution’s star witnesses, Watkins and Crockett,
where they revealed the Manson Family was “Ruled by
‘Black Magic”

The papers then went on a trial-prejudicing rampage.
In an article titled “The Demon of Death Valley;” the
Times called the defendants, who were still legally
innocent, “a mystical, semi-religious hippie drug-and-
murder cult led by a bearded, demonic Mahdi able to
dispatch his zombie-like followers, mostly girls wearing
hunting knives, to commit at least eight murders”

Dennis Wilson

D o/

A

Michael Caine Susan Atkins

A week later Life magazine beamed Manson into the
national psyche with its iconic 19 December 1969 “Love
and Terror Cult” front page, portraying him as a wild-
eyed maniac, the “dark edge of hippie life”

Manson could see what was going on. “I think a
hearing should be called so we could get these very same
people who wrote these articles and find out from them
where they get their information to write the articles,
who feeds them the information to write the articles,” he
said. “The media is used by the District Attorney to try
a man before trial”

When the stakes looked like they couldnt get any
higher for Manson, who was now one of the most
famous criminals in America, in the middle of the trial
President Richard Nixon, in true John Wayne fashion,
declared the long-haired defendant guilty.

Disdainful of establishment institutions due to the
brutal abuse he suffered in state correctional facilities
as a child (detailed in excruciating detail in the co-
authored autobiography Manson in His Own Words),
Manson attempted to defend himself in court, but was
not permitted. He spoke with amazing - or perhaps,
frightening - dexterity for a man with no formal

education. Often it was to an empty courtroom because %

the jury, in another legally questionable move,
been removed. Still, he railed against the hypocri a

government that was trying him for orderimﬁmicide
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Greg Jakobson

Vincent Bugliosi

with a limited amount of hearsay as evidence, while
successive presidents had murdered thousands in
Vietnam. To prove that he had not ordered the killings
was impossible, and is not the defendant’s prerogative
in any case.

“She is telling the truth now,” Manson said
sarcastically of Kasabian in the courtroom. “She wouldn't
have any ulterior motive like immunity for seven counts
of murder. Why a woman would stand up and project
herself into a man and say, ‘Actually he never told me
anything, but I knew it all came from him’ Am I to be
found guilty on her assumption?”

“I have killed no one and I have ordered no one
to be killed. I may have implied on several occasions
to several different people that I may have been Jesus
Christ, but I haven’t decided yet what I am or who I am.
I was given a name and a number and I was put in a cell,
and I have lived in a cell with a name and a number. I
don’t know who I am.

To make his conviction even more legally
questionable, all the key witnesses had to some
degree been bought: Linda Kasabian was offered total
immunity; Susan Atkins was trying to get access to
her son and the death penalty dropped; and Watkins
was given a chance to launch his musical career on the

soundtrack to Bugliosi’s 1973 Manson documentary.

Tex Watson

Wojciech Frykowski Paul Watkins

Outside the courthouse, the Manson Family looked
every bit the demented cult. They shaved their heads,
tattooed crosses on their bonces to signify their
condemned status, and sang Manson’s songs. As if they
knew the fear it would create, they claimed on the news
that young people across America were shaving their
heads in support of Manson.

If that seemed to prove that they were under
Manson’s spell, chaotic scenes inside the courtroom
showed a madness in the group that Charlie may have
stirred up, but emanated from elsewhere. Manson
Family defendant Leslie Van Houten - rumoured to
have dropped acid in the courtroom - repeatedly denied
Manson held any sway over her. “I was influenced by
the war in Vietnam and TV, she told the court.

While the news portrayed him as the antichrist,
some of the counterculture latched onto Manson as a
revolutionary hero. “Offing those rich pigs with their
own forks and knives, and then eating a meal in the
same room, far out! The Weathermen dig Charles
Manson,” said radical leftist Bernadine Dohrn.

The performance from all sides was so spooky,
Manson would later say: “I was convicted of witchcraft
in the 20th Century” He was sentenced to death, later
commuted to life in prison when the death penalty was
temporarily suspended by the Supreme Court in 197Q
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Abigail Folger

Brian Wilson

For the rest of his life behind bars, from age 35 to 83,
Manson was the closest thing a nation without an
honours system had to an official heretic. His image
was kept in the public consciousness with a continual
stream of tabloid hype, “true crime” documentaries,
dramatizations, and even an opera. For news channels,
putting Charlie Manson on the screen was a desperate
symbolic manoeuvre. It was like theyd found a moving-
image version of medieval demon art, a way of defining
an increasingly scorned Christian morality in contrast
to this babbling monster. Clips of Manson in prison
garb on TV news gurning, raving, dancing, threatening
violence, and baffling parole boards are archival classics
that will keep him alive in American culture after he
ceases to be news.

Yetalongside the freak-show interviews, there is Manson's
music, spooky folk and strippedback crooner ballads such
as the classic “Look at Your Game, Girl,” available online and
in rare collectors’ items, but hardly known.

“When I was in my twenties, in the 1980s, I didn't
think the Helter Skelter thing made sense, but frankly I
didn’t care,” said musician and author Nikolas Schreck.
Always a fan of the music, Schreck got sucked down
the Manson rabbit hole and spent the next twenty-five
years researching and writing the definitive account
of the murders, The Manson File: Myth and Reality of
an Outlaw Shaman. “When I got into this, I thought

Alvin Karpis

Ed Sanders Richard Nixon

it doesn’t have anything to do with the music. But this
is complicated and hard to understand when you’re
immersed in the media legend and myth,” Schreck said.
“[Manson] made it clear to me from the very beginning
of my talking to him that there’s no part of his criminal
career that’s not interwined with his musical career”

In 1961 Charles Manson, a 26-year-old auto thief who
had spent most of his youth in detention or running away
from it, arrived at McNeil state pen, where he started to
play guitar properly for the first time. He jammed with
his cellmate, the depression-era gangster “Creepy” Alvin
Karpis on the steel guitar. Manson got to know plenty
of other legends of organized crime in the can, such as
the head of the east coast Genovese syndicate Frankie
Carbo, who became somewhat of a father figure to
“Little Charlie”. It was also while doing time he met Phil
Kaufman, who mixed and put out Manson’s first album
Lie: the Love and Terror Cult on his own label, and would
later claim that while living and recording with Manson
and the Family, he “had sex with more serial killers than
anyone else in show business”

Manson was unlocked in 1966 and headed to San
Francisco. But the pacts hed formed with music and the

mafia on the inside would follow him out of the prison %

gates, and become essential ingredients in the plot
terrified America. Manson quickly established hi{pdeff
in the hippy wonderland of late sixties Caljornia as
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Ruth Ann Moorhouse

Steve “Clem” Grogan

a kind of musical shaman of the street. Already an
experienced pimp from his time in LA in the late fifties,
he picked up an entourage of young suburban women
who accompanied him not only in his prolific criminal
enterprise of auto theft, credit card fraud, drug dealing
and prostitution, but as vocalists on the mesmerising
Family Jams album, recorded after Charlie’s arrest with
the murderer Steve “Clem” Grogan taking Manson’s
place on lead vocals.

Neil Young heard Manson playing in the late sixties
and thought he was “unreal” But Manson’s biggest fan
in the music industry was Dennis Wilson from The
Beach Boys, whom he met while hitchhiking. It's widely
reported that Wilson let Manson and the girls live with
him in his mansion, and that he used two of Manson’s
compositions on the Beach Boys’ 1968 album 20/20. But
the true extent of Manson’s association with The Beach
Boys — and the rest of the music industry - is often
hushed up, for fear of contamination.

In 1968 the Manson Family recorded a whole album
in Brian Wilsons home studio that is unlikely to be
released while any of the participants are still alive.
Dennis Wilson also put Manson in contact with his
friend, the Columbia records producer Terry Melcher.
After a number of failed attempts by numerous people at
recording the disorganized band, in the summer of 1969
Melcher tried to tape them in their natural environment,

Neil Young

Sharon Tate Phil Kaufman

on the Spahn movie ranch where Manson and the
commune were living. Melcher and Jakobson planned to
make a documentary and accompanying album, which
was well into pre-production when the band’s criminal
lifestyle sent things spiralling out of control.

Throughout 1969 Manson and Tex Watson were
committing serious narco crimes to try and feed the
ever-increasing Family. Just before Melcher started
shooting his film, Manson and Watson robbed a drug
dealer named Bernard Crowe, and Manson shot him.
In his autobiography, Manson claims Melcher knew
about the shooting, and he ditched him fearing, quite
rightly, that the Manson Family, despite their uniquely
captivating sound, were too dangerous for mainstream
entertainment.

Ed Sanders writes in his 1971 book The Family how
Melcher had been funding Manson’s career for at least
a year. Melcher had leant the Manson Family his car
and even his credit card to use on the road. Jakobson
recently revealed to Manson biographer Jeft Guinn that
Melcher tried to procure one of Mansons underage
girls, Ruth Ann Moorhouse, as a live-in concubine or
“housekeeper”

In court, like the rest of the entertainment industry,
Melcher threw Manson to the wolves. He claimed they,
only met three times, they barely knew each other, a
he wasn’t at all impressed with his music. “
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perjured himself in court,” says Schreck. “It's almost
mind-boggling, the degree to which Melcher lied, and
to which people accepted the lie”

The motive for Melcher and others lying about
Manson being either an unremarkable musician or
a Messiah-like figure — blatant contradictions - is to
diminish their own responsibility. Melcher clearly
had nothing to gain by proclaiming himself to be not
only a Manson fan but his financial backer, while the
other members of the Manson Family could plead for
leniency if they could show that Charlie had control
of their minds. This was more than convenient for
Bugliosi, who recognised from the beginning that this
was not just another case. He wanted it to represent a
moral and social divide between the rich and successful
Hollywood victims, who in this airbrushed version
represented America’s values, and the shamanic outsider
who corrupted the souls of its children.

In reality, the Manson Family and their victims were
entangled in the same shady business. While the former
were street-level pushers, Sebring and Frykowski were
more like wholesalers. As the police discovered when
they searched Polanski’s home and found some rather
strange black robes in the attic, they were all dabbling in
occult rituals and, according to Sanders, both Manson
and Polanski were not only the head of drug-fuelled
orgies, they made pornos, with Polanski’s supposedly
featuring humiliating scenes of Sharon Tate.

In Hollywood, the truth is not a very well-guarded
secret. In his 1992 autobiography, for instance, the
veteran British actor Michael Caine says he was
introduced to Manson and the girls at the same social
event as Sharon Tate and his barber Jay Sebring.

That there was a major drug deal going down on
the night of the murders was such big news that even

Terry Melcher came to me. I didn’t go to him. They
came to me to play music. Dennis Wilson came to
me in the mountains. I wasn’t going down there
trying to play music. The D.A. was saying, “Hey,
man, you were trying for a record career” I had a
record career. I didn’t want a record career. I just got
out of one prison. I didn’t want to go into another
- Manson

The scary aura surrounding manson’s music — and
the superstitious panic it arouses in some quarters
- is due to the widely accepted but mistaken
conceit that it was Manson’s alleged obsession with
becoming a rock star that inspired the murders he’s
supposed to have ordered. Following this murky
logic, letting those suspect sounds flow into your
aural passages is tantamount to getting the victims’
blood on your hands - Nikolas Schreck

They put the hideous bodies on display and they
say: If he gets out see what will happen to you. You
projected fear. You projected fear. You made me a
monster and I have to live with that the rest of my
life because I cannot fight this case. If I could fight
this case and I could present this case, I would take
that monster back and I would take that fear back.
Then you could find something else to put your fear
on, because it’s all your fear - Manson, 1970

Mr. Bugliosi is a hard-driving prosecutor, with
a polished education. Semantics, words. He is a

genius. He has got everything that every lawyer
would want to have except one thing: a case. K
doesn’t have a case - Manson, 1970




squeaky-clean Jane Fonda knew. On the night of the
murders, Fonda told her biographer, “a messenger
from Sebring’s hair salon” had brought a mother lode
of coke and mescaline to the house. The “messenger”
was a mob contact named Joel Rostau, who was dating
Sebring’s secretary. Rostau was found in a mafia whack-
job at JFK airport the night before the Manson trial.
Remarkably, his name never appears in the 700 pages
of Helter Skelter, despite being one of the first people
questioned by the LAPD.

Even for people who remain justifiably sceptical of
Manson’s capacity for truth telling, it always seemed
significant that he admitted to attempted murders such
as Crowe’s, and an astonishing number of criminal acts
that would have imprisoned him for centuries, yet he
refused to accept the two crucial elements that made him
the devil incarnate: that he ordered the Tate/LaBianca
murders, or they had anything to do with Helter Skelter.

Susan Atkins recently debunked that myth in her
death-bed memoir. “That Charles Mansons Helter
Skelter story was around [the commune] will not be
disputed,” she wrote in The Myth of Helter Skelter. “That
he used it to manipulate the young people around him
is abundantly obvious. But the contention that this had
any relation to the true motive for the murders will
slowly become ridiculous as the events are unfolded”

In his autobiography, Manson said the idea of the
race war came about after hed shot Crowe, who he

thought was a member of the Black Panthers. “I was
convinced I had initiated a war with the blacks,” he said.
“The kids at the ranch caught the worst of my paranoia”

Theyweren'tthe only ones. Perhaps the most remarkable
and scary thing about the case is not the savagery of the
crimes, or Mansons undeniable power to influence people;
its how the prosecutor and the media brainwashed the
public with such a paranoid narrative when the “regular
motive,” as Polanski described it — one group of crazed
drug dealers murdering another group of drug dealers -
would have tarnished the image of the Hollywood elite.

Mansons story was created to strike fear into the
American public, and it was a huge success. Bugliosi
became a celebrity prosecutor, and went on to star in
a 1980s televised “mock trial” of Lee Harvey Oswald,
where he found the “defendant” was guilty, and had
acted alone. Bugliosi died in 2015.

Fittingly his nemesis, Charles Manson, made his
exit in December 2017, aged 83, at the time America
is said to have become suspicious of both “fake news”
and powerful men in Hollywood. Perhaps Manson’s
legacy will live on as a different kind of nightmare for
the people who created it. Despite the best efforts of
many influential people, Manson’s music may finally get
the recognition it deserves if it's no longer associated
with a living monster. And the Manson legend, while
continually fascinating, will surely be regarded as one of
the most ludicrous fake news stories ever told.
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CASINO GULAG

Max Keiser, Dec 2017

Bitcoin’s not quite a currency, not quite a commodity, it'’s a combination of
these things in a beautifully Cartesian, elegant distribution of interests called
the Bitcoin protocol. And it’s eating the fiat world, eating the technology
world, and it’s going to be £100k, £200k, £300k a coin. If we can put a man
on the moon, we can get Bitcoin to a million. The opening of securities
and futures trading will create a bigger pipe to flow into Bitcoin. Right now
the pipe is relatively miniscule compared with the bond market, $5 trillion
worth of Forex per day is the market. Bitcoin in that arena is a pipsqueak. By
expanding these futures contracts and derivatives, bringing Wall Street and
Chicago into the mix, you're taking that small straw, which is a tunnel for
fiat, into Bitcoin, and you're making it massively bigger. That tunnel is going
into what I call the Bitcoin black hole. It will suck in every fiat-debt-ridden-
carcinogenic-bull-hookie-central bank-Wall Street-bank - Jamie Dimon
will-be-sucked through a straw — when he ends up on the other end, its a
fucking pulp of snot and degenerate derivatives — imagine Lloyd Blankfein
being sucked through a garden hose - it’s string theory, the Bitcoin black
hole - you know you enter a black hole, you get stringified — spaghettified
- imagine Jamie Dimon and Lloyd Blankfein being spaghettified, they get
sucked into the black hole, and they turn into atomised pieces of deceit in
the Hamptons, looking for Matt Lauer and some underage chick. This is
what people don't understand: at its heart, Bitcoin is a messaging app first,
a store of value second, and a medium of exchange third. This is the history
of economics, the history of trade, the history of evolution, the DNA in the
cells of our bodies, suggests that Bitcoin will be a lot higher, because we as a
species want to connect, and it’s the monetisation of our own consciousness,
it’s the monetisation of our collective unconscious, it’s what I called the
Psychic Equity Conversion (PEC). Were connecting our conscious and
unconscious into a monetary medium of exchange through the magic of a
messaging app, the Metcalf law of exponential growth, and essentially Thers’
law of good money pushing out bad money, and fiat money is going the way
of the dodo.
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Wilhelm Reich

FASCISM
IS
THE
RESULT
OF
THOUSANDS
OF

YEARS
OF
WARPING
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ONE CANNOT GRAFT LEGALLY GUARANTEED FREEDOMS UPON A SICK SOCIAL ORGANISM
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Like the great artists of past generations, I whore myself out for commissions from more powerful people in
society. Renaissance painters’ clients were usually the clergy, and they were interfering bastards who rejected work
for being too realistic or insufficiently devotional. A cardinal’s secretary dumped Caravaggio’s Madonna and
Child with Saint Anne (1605) with a furious note: “In this painting there are but vulgarity, sacrilege, impiousness
and disgust... One would say it is a work made by a painter that can paint well, but of a dark spirit, and who has
been for a lot of time far from God, from His adoration, and from any good thought.”

As far as I know, nobody from the Vatican has ever commissioned a poem from the Morbid Books online
shop (which comes with one free rewrite if you don’t like it!) Although I know what Caravaggio felt like when
he read that note. It happened while I was at home in January 2017, and I received a message from a mouth-
breathing chimp by the name of Wayne:

Hi

I would like you to write a poem about a very particular person, to include as many personal touches as
possible.

I would like the finished result in 14 days.

Happy to chat to give you a full brief.

Happy to pay some in advance on an invoice.

I look forward to hearing from you very soon

He then sent me the details of his commission:

So:-
The overall premise is to swoon her.

We have known each other for 18 months, we have done so much together.

We are not together due to many factors.

I want this to be written in a way that she knows how I feel about her but not pressuring her!

If you could make her overcome with emotion I guess would be amazing. Q/
Her name is ***** ?\/
The first time we met/went out was in The Botanist %

Most magical night for me - pizza express &

Most magical for her - Making breakfast together. <<

We have spent many drunken nights together where we just talk for hours. §

&



I think she is absolutely amazing, she inspires me all the time.
Makes me laugh
I think she is absolutely beautiful etc.

We went to Paris together
Went to Rome for a day just to have a pizza
She has a Instagram addiction, fashion junky.

Most incredible reaction form her, when I gave her Christian Louboutin shoes.

If you need anything else just let me know.
I think after the first attempt you will nail it.

Thanks Lewis

They flew to Rome for the afternoon

to get a pizza the action.

But the most magical moment for Wayne

was going to Pizza Express with her in London.

For her it was making breakfast in tandem.

“Babe, hold the eggs up so I can Instagram them.”

He bought her shoes. She gave him head.

They stayed up all night talking

about stock options, HBO series and Russian mothers.
His improving dress sense, *****’g command of English,
how when he was a kid he wanted to be an explorer.
He read her a passage from the Kon-Tiki Expedition.
“I’d like to sail a raft across the ocean with you.”
“If we ran out of food, who would eat the other?”
“I’d let you go first.”

“No, I’d let you devour me.”

“You’re making me hungry right now!”



This is no good at all......
Wow, I guess I was expecting something completely different.
I will send full notes later

Wayne was so concerned with what I'd done he asked to speak with me on the phone. (I later discovered
he runs some sort of vampiric property business.) In a serious, slightly distraught tone, Wayne told me he
had commissioned the poem to read to the girl and her mother. He wanted it to be set in Paris. I wished he
had told me that before. I told him that if he'd bothered to research my work beforehand, he would know
it was very much in “house style.” Admittedly my passion for The Kon-Tiki Expedition, a book I was reading
at the time, had crept in, as had an oral sex reference. But I had clearly fulfilled the commission, giving
them a portrait of themselves as I saw them. It had the potential to swoon, or at least get the guy a blowjob.
Regardless, all clients get a free rewrite, so I'd be willing to do him a different kind of poem, one that nearly
always works in romantic situations: a personalised acrostic. I explained to Wayne what an acrostic was
and showed him an example. He set me to work. The next day I sent him this:

POEM FOR **#**
Picture

Our

Eyes —

Moulin Rouge

Forging
Our
Rapture.

LN I



To be honest I wasn’t ecstatic about it, but there was something overblown and conventionally poetic (i.e. I
ridiculous) about the image of two lovers’ eyes meeting in the rapturous Moulin Rouge. In short, it was
exactly what he had asked for. But Wayne still wasn’t satisfied.

We are going miles away again.
I want something written, that one will read.

Sorry I think this is a joke!

Dude you asked me for personal details - I used them, you asked me to take them out. Mention Paris, but
don’t be too specific. You said you liked it, now you say it’s a joke, it’s not specific enough. I can’t win.

It’s an acrostic that reads down the page - that’s the form - the vast majority of people I do this for are really
happy with it as it’s personalised, and can’t have been ripped off from somewhere else. I reckon if you show
it to her she'll like it, as most people do when they have a personalised acrostic made for them.

Wayne:

I'm sorry Lewis, I know what I want. This is nothing like I described to you.

I like the idea, just needs far more content.

Believe me you can win! I
This took you 5 mins for £50, like I mentioned spend the day deliver what I want.

I will pay you, I want it to be right!

Tell a story through beautiful words, I want her to go wow!

Believe me she won't with this.

Happy to help, as love the idea of the words spelling out her name. I

=
i

I've written these for hundreds of people. It would be highly unusual for it not to be appreciated.
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Like I said, this is not right.

She will not like it at all. & I
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LP

Here’s an acrostic I wrote with six words - the brevity and the limitation is part of the aesthetic beauty.
Believe me, adding more ruins it.

BILALI

Big
Imaginations
Love
Acrostic
Life
Indefinitely

Wayne:
That’s great, but this is not what I'm looking for!
Like I said, deliver what I want I can pay more.

LP
So you want an acrostic that has more content? I could try a square acrostic - that’s pretty complicated so
won't look like you've written it, but I could try and do that tomorrow. These take a few hours.

Wayne:
Perfect, seriously stop worrying about the time! I will pay you!

Ok if you please, how much are you prepared to pay for this masterpiece?! I can try and do it tomorrow

Wayne:

I don’t know, I am a very fair person.

If I read it and think wow, I will pay what you ask within reason.
What was you thinking?

<
LP %?\/

200 - half up front and the other half upon approval. I'm gonna work at it for quite some time.

S

I am happy with £150
I have already paid £50 and based upon what you have sent this far I am not willing to pay anymore @

&



I will pay, I can guarantee I will pay the balance once I'm happy. I
Once it’s finished I will pay, I will stick to my offer of the bonus also

LP:

I have already invested a considerable amount of time writing and consulting and produced two works that I
would ordinarily be accepted, so I think it’s only fair that I receive half up front as 'm not prepared to spend

any more time writing good work that is rejected due to personal taste. I will do my best to give you what

you've asked for - I guarantee that

Wayne:

I will not pay any more upfront, I am happy for you to refund my money if you feel you can’t
accommodate.

I paid the £55 straight away even though on the website it says - pay after if you are happy.
You can clearly see I will pay, I just don’t want to lose anymore money.

=
s

Sorry dude, the website says nothing of the sort:
http://morbidbooks.bigcartel.com/product/commission-a-poem

I've given you what you asked for, twice, and spent hours consulting with you already, altering things you
asked for in the first place then decided you didn't like. If you don’t feel I'm being fair, that's unfortunate,
but I think you have to respect that my time is valuable just like any other artist or worker. So if i'm going to
spend any more time working for you in good faith, I'll need a guarantee of payment regardless, as it's not
fair for my perfectly sound creations to be discarded and unpaid for just because you do not deem them
worthy. I hope you get where I'm coming from. If not I bid you adieu

I will guarantee to pay the balance once its right Q/
I am a businessman, so I understand time. %?\/

I think you have a clear understanding of what I want, if not just ask and deliver. &

We will get their no matter how many times we have to rewrite. §



Sorry dude - I dont think it’s fair to say that my time will only be rewarded if you like it, since you've already

said you don't like poetry. (There’s a good chance I could send you a Pulitzer Prize winning poem and you
wouldnt like it.) I have better things to be doing with my time

Wayne:
If you was confident in your ability this shouldn’t be a issue.
I'm sorry, the first one you wrote was awful, nothing like the brief I have to you.

I am sure if you put as much effort into doing what I'm paying you to do as you are arguing the point it
will be perfect.

I suggest you have the layout, you have all the information of how I want it.
Compose yourself, get you creative juices flowing and earn some cash.

=
v

Your brief: more beautiful words. Lol. Get outta here.

Two choices Lewis-
1
Do the work you have been paid to do at the increased price I have agreed to.

2

I will hire someone else, give them the same information I have given you and see what they think of
your work.

If they agree with me, I will then instruct my solicitor to recover the money I have paid you + my and the
other persons costs.

I would much prefer the first option, like I said I am a businessman but also want to get paid for what I Q/
want! gv\/
Working in the service industry you should provide customer service. &

This is a simple transaction, you want to be paid, I want a poem. <<

You write the poem, I pay you. Q

&



If you are unclear on the brief, I am happy to discuss.

Dude, since when was poetry part of the service industry? (And is that how you talk to people in the
service industry?)

‘Hey Mr Escher, I like what you’re doing but I demand more colour! And can you turn the goddam staircase
the right way round?’

‘Like the sonnet, Petrarch, some big words you got there. Huge words. But can you add a few more lines on
the end? Don't really feel like I'm getting bang for my buck’

Is this by any chance Donald Trump in disguise?

Ultimately I gave you exactly what you asked for with your totally banal and generic brief. (Pizza Express -
so beautiful.) I did exactly what my website says I would do, in rewriting it for you.

There’s not a court in the land that’s going to rule against me on the basis of your ridiculous attempts at
literary criticism. Although it would be very amusing for me, and make great material for my non-fiction,
if you were to take me to court on the basis that you don't like my poetry.

Good luck finding a poet who can glitter your turd of an existence.

Sincerely

Lewis

Ps I'm cc’ing the three other poets I know who take commissions... Youre welcome. \/Q/




WELCOME TO FUTURE ECOCIDE!

By David and Stuart Wise of King Mob and the Situationist International

At an early childhood age and rage, nature for us was
inseparable from a class-in-itself chip on the shoulder,
specifically the railway and mining communities of County
Durham and West Yorkshire, where we endlessly played
among the muck and dirt of spoil heaps or in and among
those former, seemingly endless, overgrown railway
sidings full of broken down trucks with rusted wheels
as if theyd arrived centuries ago, deposited on this
forlorn terrain only to then mysteriously transform in
exquisite ways. For sure a decade or so later we realized
this was an emotive form of psychogeography, full of the
promise of revolutionary liberation. This transformation
slowly became ever more formidable, as poetic dereliction
became inseparable from the former greatness of English

poetry, deeply entrenched in an often enchanted nature,
which was to begin to find its real cutting edge in
early 19th century Romanticism. But after picking up
a decrepit book on a library shelf, this quickly elided
into Dada and Surrealism with the stunning discovery,
at the age of 16, of a French guy name of Jacques Vaché.
He evidently pulled up weeds in-between paving
stones, implying all life - no matter how insignificant
- was meaningless. He led a short, nihilistic existence
(1885-1919), and is best remembered for the the War
Letters, sent from the trenches to André Breton and Louis
Aragon, and his subsequent opium-overdose suicide,
1966 we published Anne Ryder’s translation of War S
in Icteric, a short-lived ‘radical’ Newcastle artggazine.
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Caedmon

Jacques Vaché




Through the efforts of Icteric the revival of a seminal
figure in contemporary subversion was put on the
subversive map of these islands, negative radical
manifestoes which were the prelude to his suicide. In
the next three decades more of Vaché’s books appeared
in English.

Vaché considered the role of the alarm clock in
daily life as the materialised superego lurking in every
household. We responded to this by railing against
“fascist clock-time” and certainly, apart from the French
Situationists, none historically up to then had explained
the imperious time of production as well as Vaché.

We were similarly taken by the figure of John Hornby,
whose life was the living parody of the archetypical
British imperial explorer who got deliberately lost in
the icy wastelands of Canada’s far north. He simply
couldn’t be bothered to hunt the food for his own daily
survival, so instead chose death. I instantly identified
with his laziness and refusal to “play the game” of
British Empire-building. All other details regarding his
life I've now forgotten. Finally, I do remember one dark,
drunken, snowstorm of a midnight, chalking on the
wall of a well-used street, in letters about a foot high,
“Hornby And Vaché Forever”. It stayed put for a hell of
a long time though I doubt few individuals - if any -
grasped the message.

By then Whitby, with its stunning wrecked abbey on
the bleak cliff top above the wild North Sea, was our
itinerant home. And we were be fascinated by the local
boy Caedmon, the eighth century cowherd who became
the “father of English poetry;” though he couldn’t write
a word of English. He was inspirational because he was
a brilliant novice. The song came to him in a dream
just as Kubla Khan came to Coleridge centuries later.
The illiterate farmer recited his Hymn to the educated
monks of Whitby Abbey, who eventually wrote it down.

Like a lot of the other poets of his period, Caedmon was
part of a transition from poetry that was transcribed to
be read in private. His work signifies the dissolution of
tribal society and the birth of civil society.

Caedmon’s Hymn is a dream song of hope, just as
Khubla Khan is also - and most importantly - about
the need to reconstruct a lost paradise (“I would build
those domes in air”) Khubla Khan is a newer type of
creation myth, one that required navvies and gardeners,
with Coleridge the builder having swapped his pen for
the hammer, pitching in alongside them.

Coleridge himself was not aware that his poetics
were leading directly to the creation of the new
commons outside alienated labour, money, commodity
production and the state. Nonetheless, the utopian
socialist organization he founded with Wordsworth and
Southey, the Pantisocracy, remained largely a theoretical
concept. The Pantisocracy was a version of pantheism
which included the communal ownership of goods and
the farming of a new commons, which the Romantics
themselves would create. It was suggested that these
poets must learn how to use tools, though typically
Southey — who was to become a disgusting reactionary
- suggested that their servants should do the hard graft
for them. Because tellingly, these poets didn’t know how
to use the simplest of tools. How different from the last
decades, say, with René Riesel and the Confederacion
Paysanne in France. And how different from us!

Weare still waiting on that cusp of the onereal journey
left — one beyond all decadent tourism - that must -
MUST - be taken, overcoming the last impediments

to true communal creativity as we encounter a short %

transitional period of inspirational - even if difficu
revolutionary turmoil, as capitalism is finally left bQ

in the mists of pre-history. §



WE SAY:

FICK DICH MUTTERFICKER /
KUNST KAPUT / ABOLISH THE
WAGES SYSTEM & MONEY /
TOTAL REVOLUTION




ALL SPACE IS OCCUPIED BY THE ENEMY

We now have a uniform urban landscape more or less
imitated by a uniform suburban landscape, which in its
turn is imitated by a uniform rural landscape. Nowadays
it’s as if there’s hardly any point in travelling, only to see
things you've seen a million times before. Everything
is mired in boredom, stasis and social glaciations. You
might as well shut your eyes forever for what there is
to see that could be remotely called stimulating and
fresh. It's an impasse endlessly playing on Raymond
Roussel’s journey through Argentina in a taxi with
the window blinds down. Everywhere we see nothing
but vistas of consumption and thoroughfares. As for
the countryside, we see nothing but arid green spaces
of set-aside, or insecticide-drenched crops along with
arenas of strimmed grass for recreation and parking,
photoshoped images made real, thin unbearable-shaped
hills of an ever-extending domesticated habitation
spectacle. The exchange value of urban space has
become far more important than its social or natural
value. And we cannot add culture to this mix simply
because culture is over and out. Heritage sites and
industrial parks are victims of commodification and
trivialization for tourist industry gain, frozen set pieces
as if in an Iceland supermarket, former public spaces of
an ever-extending privatised police control.

YOIDS AND THE LOSS OF VOIDS

Nature is more under attack on these islands than
possibly elsewhere in the world. The Romantics in the
19th Century witnessed the last moments of looming
extinction — a visceral reaction to imminent death. In truth
though, wilderness was slowly morphing, in the process of
being redefined by urban neglect and growing industrial
decay, marked essentially by a working class on the brink

of extinction, superseded by automation, vagabond, or
precarious labour, stretched to the limits of existence,
possibly entering a void unprecedented in history.

Today, former industrial landscapes resonate with
messages of failure, heavy with memories of human
exploitation and environmental negligence. They have
oddly become places of great “beauty” in the sense
of Lautreamont’s redefinitions: rich in unknowable
opportunities and not only nature-rich, but places where
the time of commodity production is in suspension,
pointing to a new concept of time where it’s possible to
reflect on future landscapes that can be experimental,
human (via a revolutionary redefinition of humanity),
innovative and pregnant with multiform possibilities.
Its where ‘ugly’ becomes the convulsive beauty
André Breton desired in Nadja - a new convulsive
psychogeography that has nothing to do with aesthetics.
Today Lautreamonts poetic, contrary diction is
marginalized, as nature everywhere is described in the
anodyne language of greenwash as the drip, drip, drip of
the sixth extinction remorselessly proceeds on its way.

The architect Ignasi de Sola-Morales Rubié coined
the term Terrrain Vagues to describe the industrial ruins
that became popular backdrops for photographers in the
1960s and 70s. (Dr Helen Armstrong notes, “vague” in
French also means oscillation, instability, fluctuation.)
These spaces were absent of use, ineluctably conjuring
up a sense of freedom and expectancy - the space of
the possible. They were attractive because nobody had
ever done anything here from the moment of decline.
It was a landscape that suited Debord’s attitude: never

work. The collapsing bunkers of industry beckoned %

a new form of free activity where robots do mos
the misery-making tasks, though only if capitali{p™s

superceded in its entirety.
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Authorities realised these remarkable new wildernesses
must be destroyed at all costs. Total war has therefore
been declared on these terrain vagues, or as Christophe
Girot calls them, Landscapes of Contempt. The process
has intensified since the 1990s, when the bourgeoisie
has returned in droves to colonise inner cities, and
planning decisions have been taken to cater for their
tastes. Industrial ruins are largely understood as not only
wasteful, but offensive to the character and aesthetics of
the city. They are imagined as sites of urban disorder and
drug abuse, where vandals and the homeless are drawn to
willfully ignore their soulful ambience as places one can
withdraw to, linger and reflect. More importantly, they
challenge the apparent safety of redevelopments where
the uncanny must remain repressed.

But hang on, is this quite true? Isn’t recuperation also
making its mark here as a generation of designers, artists
and skillfully wayward town planners have modified
this rigid stance influenced in turn by the amount of
bumph books that has come out on psychogeography,
situationists et al? These creatures, instead of journeying
down the path of the negative towards great conclusions,
stop halfway and smoke a peace pipe with the powers
that be, keeping their decadent professions sickenly
intact. For sure they discover the uncanny and sublime
in wastelands only to turn them over into anodyne
adventure playgrounds.

ANONYMOUS GUERRILLA INTERVENTION
Well over a decade and a half ago, after much bitter
experience with official eco organizations, we refused
to compromise or co-operate with them, merely playing
them for certain ends whenever it was deemed necessary.
Also, our childhood of secret haunts and passages
among urban decay, a practical materialized fantasy,
one without parental guidance ever dodging the police

and the gadgy, was returning. We knew from then on
it meant going it alone and we still continue to create
our own path, in non-hierarchical collaboration. Our
resistance is an open-ended practical discussion in
a kind of ambience of action, when not mouthing off
against greenwash arseholes. Our remit is scientifically
informed habitat creation, whether it be helping poor
immigrants who have nowhere to live or people who
simply want to live outside of the commoditised home.
We have in common an opposition to the baneful
remits of the developmental agenda. However, none of
this habitat creation can be too cavalier and we would
suggest it should be - to begin with at any rate - a
more precise extension of Keats’ “negative capability” —
seeing into the life of things, encouraging the organic as
inseparable from ourselves.

At Woolley Colliery we have pasted up posters that
don’t mince matters, spread over its glorious hilly spoil
terrain going back to Roman times, in a bid to stop
the smart home / smart city legoland machine. We put
up posters that look more like Dadaistic “nonsense”
intervention, replete with an aura of menace and
deliberately disjointed radicalism, backed up by various
interpretations of “fuck oftf you cunts” in Chinese,
Russian, Arabic, Irish Gaelic, hoping this may stymie
their responses, seeing that “art” is the new bible in the
neoliberal agenda.

In early 2015, Wates the builders cleverly sussed out
that we were responsible for some of these interventions
and posted a counter-attack via a Vimeo film. A narked
Wates manager said their building company had
enriched “flora and forno” around Woolley. by which I
guess he subliminally meant “horticulture and porno”

When are their goons too going to shut us down
good? And believe me, if cameras and iPhones arenj¢here,
they don't give a fuck. The gloves come off. But\ye)get a
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great kick out of winding the bastards up, revealing just
how weak and vulnerable they are. There’s no impregnable
power citadel out there. They can all be brought crashing
down, the sooner the better, perhaps deploying the
Malcolm X adage, “by any means necessary.”

Let’s not beat around the bush: we aren’t engaged in
typical “conservation,” but a form of ad-hoc stimulation
of what’s there - implying a new relationship and
ambience between human beings and nature. In a way it
is also part of a legacy of practical avant-garde experience,
intervention in landscapes of contempt and VOIDS. The
relationship with psychogeography and more particularly
Jaime Semprun and the Encyclopédie des Nuisances is
obvious. Semprun once said that the last avant-gardes
in history “would be the most persecuted,” because no
artefact would be involved, leading to commoditisation
via the pop music of sales figures.

In a way the rebellion of the best of modern art in
the 20th century pre-figured this moment. We are
are forever re-reading Raoul Vaneigem’s Freewheeling
History of Surrealism, as it is so lucidly inspiring and
enlightening. Notably, he says of André Breton that he
was “an anti-aesthetic aesthete”.

Breton himself said, “In the bad taste of my epoch I wish
to go further than any other” Alas, André stopped short
regarding his own great insights. But what happens
when you take practical steps beyond these insights?
You have to duck, fight, shy, run, rave, harass and then
disappear, only to re-appear when the authorities little
expect. In Bradford, at the similar destruction of an
amazing, industrially derelict site: thuggery and threats
from council goons, plus proposed fines and possible
imprisonment. We were forced to consult with Black
and Green Legal [Anarchist] Aid, who immediately
came up with valuable advice: Get rid of all evidence,
lie low, and disappear if necessary. It ended in us getting
out of town pronto, and when returning we did so in a
clandestine way, often painting up slogans at night or
engaging in hidden sabotage.

Create a subversive profile, so that it will begin to
sink in to others, inspiring them to get off their arses,
breaking out of the distressing death-in-life syndrome
of universal passivity. Once that has been achieved
it will be necessary to expose everything relating to
our leaderless, unspectacular, almost anonymous
disobedience.

BIG PHARMA IS THE NEW AUSCHWITZ




sybarite sybillance cyclopsical student.
strident strudent student strum standard
strip strut strop stripper, stident stop
stripper. strippled sturbance stuntedeer
strung standing. stump stimpy stick sto-
nker. stonkin’ stoked stripper. stebotem
sterbora. sting stooty. strung steeder’s




EKSTASIS

The veins in my arms

run like tributaries,
pulsing in electric blue.
I am [HERE] with you,
dematerializing into

a bed the size of

a pill box.

I want to be buried in the garden shallow enough to see.

My fingers grow wild

every winter,

with pungent, sticky vines

from cuticles dangling,

exposed and vulnerable,

twice as strong as flowers —

You tie the tendrils in reef knots
through my ribs.

I wonder if other people are doing nothing with their
lives.

Too often, I used to question
how sculptors carve marble,
so beautiful, so sad or uncaring,

now \:;/
I am [HERE] — §?~
)

I am where the clouds fall —

I am faint memories — misting. 8*



THE. GETAWAY CAR

In between the plush front and seat end of whati the old
Porsche says B it's about: leaxther whip on leather pantss

and a Scientelegy kit (pertable) im the gleve compartment,
Every 50 miles we: step and de an audit. The: results gre
aPparent not WHAT WE WERE TOLD TO PREPARE FOR: nothiing short
of "eschaton. a lot of entry is not face-to-face.

We travelled theusands of years te get here

and never felt the need fer a steree until teoday.
this we can ascribe to a lack of foresight on the part of the
Porsche design team though not to their lacks ef renumeratien

Capitalismx's kindest friends are its critics.

Just leek at hew many packets of jelly we've geme throeugh
already, The former owner had attached a bust of Pol Pot

to the bonnet., He said he wanted it back once we'd completed
the missien, H® could never have suspected:; the mission
would obviate his need for it- and fcn-oxygeﬁ. I gripped the
seat in anticimpation of phlegmatic revenge, Tony dewned

the accelerater amd the city begam te shake, The scenery

became_a series of horizontal lines.
"Easy now."
Il had expected to be ignored nor was I disappointed. ~
We talkea about movies the whele way, We were Pat

Garrett and the Chinese Eskime. Iy an implausible twist
N we'd been brought back to life for the sequel, directed by
the original Pat. .
Tenmessee: looked the same as it hasalways been:

rugged and mean and full of men whe ALl look alike (as do

the women), It merged into Arkansas before the trouble started

N




GETAWAY CAR CONT'D

WITH the ether eutsiders, Veerimng to Milwaukee where Tony
eased off the accelerator, Damned vagabonds were hanging ento
eur fins, half snapped off the aerial, even chewing eur
“decals. I got out ef the car and took the spare tyre from
the boot and pondered its werth as a weapon for a moment, It

seemed minimal so I went at it with Scientelegy -~ dianetics,

1 jumped back in the car and got the nylon cutlery ready.
I'm not at liberty to tell you how many levels above clear I
am but boy oh boy, are those thetans savoury,

Back en the freeway we listened to a CD of David Miscavige

making about as much sense as he ever does (we hate that

traitor). When we got to New Mexico I took over the driving.
We were as far as we had ever been frem eur ledge

in Santa Barbara. It was clear that America was a billion
years in the making, Vibrations all ever her, Odd te consider

that even my name~badge was that ancient, Soon we'd afford te
understand it,




THE DRUM SANDER

It has been a while since I've worked. I haven’t been able
to because I lack motivation, ambition, and any real
work ethic. Nothing repulses me more than manual
labour and drudgery and I'm yet to see any value in
hard work despite previously holding jobs in a variety of
pubs and kitchens. Good honest work that should have
shown me the light. But it never has. Much of my adult
life has been spent lifting boxes, serving pints, taking
the bins out, washing dishes, drinking, passing out with
my clothes on, lifting boxes, serving pints, taking the
bins out, washing dishes, drinking, passing out with
a needle in my arm, missing my alarm, lifting boxes,
serving pints...One day my body packed up and I
stopped breathing for a while. A friend I live with found
me and woke me up and I was fine, though I wished
I could have forgotten everything immediately because
I'm not sure that he was fine. So I cooked up and had
another fix, smaller this time, but I felt good and warm
and went to work the next day. Just one more week left
until the minimum wage rise. George Osborne seems
to have been overcome with pity and raised it by 50p, to
£7.20 an hour. Now I'll be able to buy the dolphin-safe
fish fingers instead of the ones with mashed-up bits of
endangered species in them.

Like I said, I went to work on Sunday morning and I
was happy. I'd gotten hold of some good gear the night
before which didn’t make my arms turn so yellow and I
felt ready for eight hours of washing dishes and taking

the bins out. I'd recently stopped working behind the bar
because I could never seem to help myself from stealing
a large portion of the stock while I was working. My way
of getting paid a bit more, I guess. But I am a sensible
person, and I don't like stealing. I only do it when I have
to, really. So I chose the kitchen, by the sink, minimum
responsibility, minimum pay, no temptations, just
enough to get by. Just enough to buy fish fingers, bread,
and cheap adulterated tobacco every week. Plus the
odd can of soup. I also have a rich mother who sends
me money when she thinks I'm clean. That helps, but I
mostly need that for rent when I've spent all my benefits
on my ever-increasing drug habit.

I have a large habit because I am self-indulgent, but I
don't believe it'’s my fault. That’s because I'm self-pitying.
A heroin habit is also better than stealing booze from
work and constantly getting sacked, plus it feels better
than drinking the whole time. And stealing food from
supermarkets is fun. So, in general, I guess you could
say I am a very lucky person. Life is good. Meaningless,
but it feels good most of the time. I'm getting oft topic
here, I'm rambling. I have a tendency to do that. My
mind wonders. I am impulsive. I can’t help it.

So I went to work and all was fine. I washed the
dishes and took the bins out and made stupid sexist
jokes with the chefs, who were also racist, but I coul
never go that far. I had to try quite hard to smile w

they joked about the latest local stabbing, abog how
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“that black fucker got what he deserved really, playing
with fire ‘n all” When I didn't smile the atmosphere
became unbearable, and I felt the eyes of my boss burn
through the back of my head when I ignored his jokes.

Sometimes I wish that I were racist. People would
be less suspicious of me and I would fit in more. But
I'm not. I don't find it funny. Maybe as well as being
self-indulgent and impulsive and self-pitying, I am also
slightly humourless. Maybe I lack the ability to step into
another’s shoes and see the funny side. Or maybe I just
believe in equality. I don't know. Anyway, work was fine
but then at about six oclock it started getting busy. We
normally finish early on Sundays but there was a very
large table booking that had arrived an hour late. That’s
fine. We'll just have to accommodate them. They’re not
to know that it's been over twelve hours since my last hit
and that in about an hour all hell will begin to descend
upon my brain and body, that rivers of shit will start
flowing from my rear end, and a couple of hours after
that T'll start hallucinating. Vivid images of giant flies
and spiders and large boots attached to legs without
torsos will start crashing down upon the insides of my
skull, and I won’t know if any of it is real or not. It’s not
their fault; I only have myself to blame. We'll just have
to accommodate them.

Towards the end of the shift, I swept the floor,
checked the dishes to see if I'd washed enough of them,
and went downstairs to sign out. I asked the small,
crow-faced woman who manages the bar area to hand
me the diary so I could write down my hours and clock
off. She hesitated.

“Are you sure you're done?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said, “all done”

She scowled and handed me the big black diary. I
wrote my hours down and headed for the door, but just as

I'was about to leave I heard my name called from the large
table. I neither recognized the voice, nor the person, but
my name was called, so I went over to the table. Around
the table there sat twelve people in all, six women and
six men. The men all wore tweed jackets and sat opposite
each other on one half of it, and the women, presumably
their wives and girlfriends, sat opposite each other on
the other half. The women all wore sensible clothing, no
cleavages or legs shown, but all were adorned with gold
and silver bracelets, earrings and large pearl necklaces.
Typical, I thought. But why had they called me over?

“Are you that chap that gave my son Hugo a guitar
lesson the other day?” one of the men at the far end of
the table drawled in a nauseating, upper-middle class
accent with a mouth full of semi-masticated aoli and
salt n’ pepper squid.

“Hello,” I said. I looked at them all and hesitated. I was
terrified of them. Theyd all stopped talking and looked up
at me expectantly, knives and forks suspended over the half
finished plates I was meant to have cleaned before leaving.

“Umm...I'm not sure,” I stammered. “I must have
done, yes. Yeah that’s right. Hugo. Hugo Biggins? Quick
learner;” I lied, trying my hardest to fight off the images
and pains that were now all over my brain and body.
Shit. How do I get out of this quickly? I need to finish
this discussion as fast as possible, get out of this hell-
hole gastro-pub before they realize I haven't washed
these plates, and get home. I suddenly envisioned my
spoon, my lighter, my needle, the warmth, the relief...

“Why don’t you join us for a while?” the man said.
“Here, have some squid! You look like a hungry young
man. Come on, sit down here, at the head of the table
where we can all see you, and tell me how my son’s gettin
on in his mission to become the next Eric Clapton,

bellowed, smiling that horrible, open mou@mile



full of half-chewed food and saliva. “Glass of wine,
young man?”

I had a sudden urge to take his fork and jam it into
his eye. I've already told you how I can be impulsive,
especially when in desperate situations such as this, but
I resisted the temptation to actualize the urge. I didn’t
have to try hard, because in truth I didn’t have the balls.

“He’s doing well,” I lied again.

The reality was that his pathetic son couldn’t even get
close to playing that disgusting song hed insisted on me
teaching him.

“He should be able to play the whole song in a couple
of lessons time,” I lied again. Never in his life would the
kid be able to play a note without it sounding exactly
like his father: dull, useless and absurd.

“What song?” inquired the man, his eyebrows raised
and his eyes wide.

“Wonderful Tonight by Eric Clapton” I answered. “I
think he wanted to play it because it’s your favourite song.
He really wants to be able to do it, and he will soon”

“Well T should hope so at £20 an hour,” one of the
other men remarked.

I looked at him and held his gaze for half a second.
I think he could see in my eyes that I wanted to round
up his entire family, tie them together with barbed
wire and set them on fire in front of him, while I held
his head and made him watch as they screamed and
burned. I was sweating with rage and desire for relief.
I needed to get to the toilet now or I was going to shit
myself at the table. It did cross my mind that, despite
the humiliation this would cause me, maybe it wouldn’t
be an entirely bad thing. But then the pain was there,
and I realized that a dirty protest would only prolong
the period between now and my fix. I couldn't use the
pub toilets because I'd already been in there and used up

all the paper. I needed to get home, unload myself, and
then load myself as fast as possible.

“It must be fairly tricky for one to live around here
comfortably on the odd £20 an hour,” said the first man,
the father of the kid. “Do you have any other work?”
He was obviously trying to be diplomatic. His company
didn’t exactly approve of me, covered in sweat and bits
of food, sitting at the head of their table.

“I work here, in the kitchen,” I said, “only here they
pay me a lot less. I do the guitar lessons for a little extra.
Helps with the bills,” I lied again.

I had to. The truth was that I only did guitar lessons
so I could sit with some little shit for an hour and then
take their parents’ cash and immediately go and score
a nice bag of gear. I have to work five hours here to do
the same, and I get paid weekly, not daily. I need the
immediacy of their payments.

“So how do you afford to live around here?” another
of the men asked.

I couldn’t work out which one it was, they were all
melting together in my mind into one terrifying fat red
face above a monstrous tweed jacket, leaning towards
me, knife and fork in hand, mouths full of over-priced
food, eyebrows raised, eyes widened.

“I claim housing;” I answered. “But only for now, I
don’t plan on claiming forever”

Jesus Christ. I can’t stop lying to these people. I have
to, otherwise I'm terrified they’ll eat me, or tell the chef
that I haven’t washed their half-finished plates.

“Well I should hope not,” said the second man with a
snigger. “I mean, why should I pay my taxes so you can

like a good spot of politics on a Sunday afternoon.”
I'd like to discuss the gulag with you, and howQ t

would be to see you die in one. §
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“Now Martin,” one of the women interrupted. “Don’t
give him a hard time. I'm sure he works as hard as he
can to pay his way”

“Come on Linda,” Martin replied, “I'm only teasing
the fellow. I know he’s not as faceless as some of the
other shirkers out there. I know he must try. Here, have
a drink on me,” he sneered, handing me a fiver.

Faceless. That word rang horribly in my ears, and
I started to imagine a mass of sprawling humanoids
without faces advancing towards me, screaming
through invisible mouths, begging for just one pair of
eyes so they could all see where they were going.

I took the fiver without thinking and didn’t thank him,
but I managed to force a smile in a kind of begrudging
compromise. He knew hed just figuratively face-fucked
me in front of all his friends, and he knew I knew it too.

“I'm sorry but I have to go,” I said. ‘My better half is
waiting for me at home, she nags if I'm not back before
eight. You know what they’re like,” I said with another
forced smile.

A ripple of nasal laughter spread across the table.

Why is it that you have to be sexist or racist or
prejudiced in some way to gain approval from people
in these places? It's hard to accept, but it seems like
it’s the only way to relate to them. To tell the truth in
my situation would be to throw money away, money
I desperately need to stay high and well. Despite my
hatred for them, I realized then that I needed these
people. I needed them so I could con them and steal
from them, just like I need my mother.

“Not to worry, old chap,” said the first man. “If you
fancy popping in to see the young star-in-the-making,
he and his friends are all at our house for his tenth
birthday party. It's only round the corner. And his older
sister is there keeping an eye on them. Pop in for a slice
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of cake if you fancy”

“Cheers,’ I said. “I
might do, it's on my
way home.”

I stood  up
quickly and made
an awkward gesture
before saying, “I hope
you enjoy the rest of
your meal. See you
soon, and take care”

I got up and smiled
that awkward smile,
doing my best to avoid
eye contact. Stupidly, I
held out my hand to the first man, the kid’s father, and
realized that you could actually see the sweat on my
palm. A couple of drops of clear moisture appeared on
his remaining pieces of squid as my hand hovered over
his unfinished plate. I couldn’t even hold it steady. His
smile vanished and he shook my hand silently.

I withdrew from the scene as fast as I could and left
the pub.

It was dark outside, and the cold air bit down on
every inch of my body. It bit down hard, and the visions
and pains behind my eyes became more and more
intense with every step I took. “One foot in front of the
other until home,” was all I could think. I walked fast,
grimacing at the sensation of cold wet clothes against
my chest and my back. It wasn't quite a run, but almost.
An urgent, sick-looking walk. If you know what to look
for, you can spot the junkie-walk a mile away, it’s that
distinct. The police look out for it when they’re stoppin
and searching. But I was nowhere near a main road,Q

had no need to worry about that. §
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I was less than five minutes from home when
something happened. I felt a change take place on the
right side of my body, my arm became heavy, and it
ached abnormally. This was a new feeling, something
I'd never felt before. The pain was excruciating.
Something was wrong. I tried to lift my arm and I
couldn’t. Then all of a sudden I felt a hard object knock
against my hip as I tried to put my hand in my pocket
and feel around for my keys to make sure I had them
ready when I got to my door, which was now a minute
away. I looked down at my hand and stopped walking.
It was no longer there. I tried to move my fingers
and heard an electric whirring sound. I couldn't see
properly so I shuffled over to the nearest streetlight
and managed to lift my arm. Where my hand should
have been there was a rough cylinder, about six inches
long and four in diameter. I tried to move my fingers
again, the fingers that were no longer there, and the
cylinder span round very fast. It looked like something
I'd seen lying around a workshop somewhere. It looked
like a drum sander. I stood for a while under the lamp
and kept on trying to move what had replaced my
fingers. I watched in disbelief as the sander stopped
when I held my hand still, and then started up again
when I resumed trying to move my fingers. I figured
out I could keep it spinning if I kept on moving what
was my hand, but was a power tool. I stared for a few
seconds in disbelief before suddenly beginning to walk
back the way I'd come. Why was I walking away from
home? I tried to turn around and walk the other way,
towards my house, but my legs wouldn’t let me. It was
as if I was being propelled by something beyond me,
beyond my need for a fix, beyond comprehension. The
only way I could describe how I felt would be to say
that I was in a state of euphoric rage, the kind of rage

that knows is just about to be satisfied by immediate
action. I was looking forward to something, but I
couldn’t figure out what.

I then found myself outside a large Victorian
semi-detached house, with a big green front door and
stained-glass windows. There were an array of party
balloons outside, and I could hear numerous voices and
loud music coming from the inside. I recognised the
house to be the same one in which I'd taught a young
boy guitar lessons a few times, but I couldn’t remember
his name. I couldn’t really remember anything. The only
thing I could feel or think was that I had work to do
and that I was angry and that it would feel good once
Id finished the work. The work would be hard but
I would enjoy it all the more for it. I'd never felt such
desire to work. I knocked on the door and soon enough
a girl, who must have been about fifteen, opened it. I
hardly looked at her before grasping hold of the back of
her head with my left hand and, raising my right arm,
slowly moving the whirring drum sander up and down
her face, pressing down hard. My fingers never seemed
to tire. I didn't stop until the majority of her face was
plastered over the hallway walls. She hardly had time to
scream. Once I had finished the work, I found myself in
the basement of a large Victorian house surrounded by
bodies. All the bodies were children. The once cream-
coloured carpet was caked with shit and piss and blood,
and now resembled a red-brown mat. None of the faces
on the bodies had noses, or lips, or eyes, or teeth. Just
flat, scabbed red surfaces where there should have been
faces. There were bits of cartilage and tooth everywhere,

family photos spattered with blood and flesh and fae
I suddenly felt a familiar feeling of sickening dre

heard a word being whispered inside my }g
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“Faceless.”

I looked down and my hands were also covered in
blood. The drum sander had disappeared and I had both
my hands back. I was back to feeling the familiar onset
of opiate withdrawal I'd felt before being overcome by
euphoria and fury. I felt no sense of accomplishment
at having worked so hard. I felt sick. Sick and afraid.
I panicked and ran up the stairs, making no effort to
avoid leaving fingerprints or covering my tracks in any
way. I moved quickly out the front door and headed for
home.

When I woke up my arm was dead. A needle was
hanging out of it, with half the stuff still inside it,
coagulated with blood. Shit. I must have gone over
again. What a waste. My belt hung loosely around the
top of my arm, and I had to get the blood circulation
going by using my other arm, the one I hadn't slept on,
to move it up and down until I felt the pins and needles
in the tips of my fingers. I was in my bed fully clothed,
surrounded by cigarette butts. I must have fallen asleep
with the ashtray. A half smoked cigarette lay on the floor
beside the bed next to the black mark it had burned into
the carpet. I checked the time. It was past one oclock
in the afternoon, and I was meant to have started my
shift at twelve. I reached over to my bedside table, and
searched amongst the used syringes and old empty
vitamin C sachets for my phone. There was one new
message. A text from my boss, sent at half eleven the
previous evening, read:

“Hi. In order for our relationship not to deteriorate
any further I think it’s best we part ways. As well as
failing to wash up after the big table last night, who we
served after hours because they were set to spend a large
amount of money, you had the audacity to tell the bar
manager that you had finished before they had even

begun their main course, and signed out well before you
should have. The soux chef and I had to stay behind for
two hours sharing what was meant to be your workload.
I will no longer tolerate this kind of behavior. Please
come and pick up your wages on Monday. Steve.”

I didn't have a job to go to after all. I felt relieved. Then,
just as I was about to cook up my morning fix, I got another
text message. This one was from an unsaved number:

“Hi, it's Hugo's dad. Neither his mother nor I made
it home last night, we decided to leave the kids to it and
stay at a friends. Haven't heard from his big sister so I
presume theyre all right. Any chance you could give
Hugo a lesson this afternoon? Hopefully see you then,
I'll be home around 4. Roger”

Great, I thought. Wages and £20 cash today. If only I
could remember who Roger was and what his son was
called. I tried to remember, racking my brains for names
and addresses. I wished I had a diary. I wished I had a
better memory. Then I wished I could forget everything.
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The boy that I ended up losing my virginity to
was working in Subway when I met him, and I
like rolling him over in my thoughts when I need
a little comfort and familiarity. He told me one
time that there are over 37 million combinations
of sandwich offered across the entirety of their
stores. Mine, a six-inch veggie delite, honey-oat,
toasted, grated, everything apart from tomatoes,
extra gherkins, a little sweet chilli, mayonnaise.
His job title, written across the top of his payslip
every month, was “Sandwich Artist” There was a
whole section in his training handbook entitled
Intelligent Eating Habits, as if what Subway
offered their customers was no longer a sandwich,
but an exercise in pushing the parameters of their
creativity and intellect. Once, I watched him try
and construct a sub for someone who literally
asked for everything the counter had to offer. The
customer, disregarding the prescribed limitations
of the Subway menu, insisted on having both
formats of cheese, every variety of meat, all salad
options and four different types of condiment.
Inyear 6,1 won a sandwich design competition.
My prize was an up-close-and-personal guided
tour of the local sandwich factory that provided
for our school canteen. At the factory, all the
workers were wearing those blue elasticated bags
over their shoes and hair, the condiments were
kept in ice-cream tubs and applied with a plastic
spatula by hand. A man in a suit told us all about
“carriers” and “barriers” and how they adapted
their production line in response to market
demands. High-tech developments in machines
that deposit precise blobs of sauce hadn't been

developed yet, and I remember very clearly the
slight wobble of the mayonnaise every time the
gloved woman dipped her spatula into the tub,
and how a crust had formed around its lip that
was turning clear and shiny. That day altered my
view of the sandwich somewhat, for the context
I had drawn for my Millionaire’s Ploughmans
was the kitchen at the heart of the family unit,
cradled in the hands of a warm, motherly figure.
Yet somehow I had found myself in a windowless
warehouse unit, kept at a consistent 1.6 degrees
celsius so as to preserve the molecular integrity
of lettuce.

The word “carrier” is used to denote bread,
or the vehicle used to carry the sandwich and
its fillings into the mouth. Carriers can be slick
and unhesitating, engineered like a fast car. Yet a
“carrier” suggests something rotten and ominous;
it evokes something of dystopian sci-fi movies
like I, Robot when Emma Thompson talks about
the first humans that are carriers of the deadly
disease that will turn them into zombies or,
ultimately, kill them off. I went to the new Ed
Atkins show called Old Food the other day and
the poster image was a shit-filled sandwich with
little plastic babies submerged in it. I went round
the exhibition watching the video works waiting
for the shit sandwich, but it never came. I realised
this is how they try and model it when you get
feedback during your progress review at work;
the shit is sandwiched in by the positive so you
never can quite locate where the shit actually is.

“Sandwiches,” the suited man said, “never,

sit still” <<
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Butter or mayonnaise is the usual industry
go-to for a “barrier” A barrier prevents the
movement of words and things, it’s a substance
that prevents bread from going soggy. But at what
point does mayonnaise, which is supposed to be
supplementary, complimentary, an accessory,
even, become a “barrier”? I only started eating
mayo in December 2016, and since then I
have realised the importance of the presence
of mayonnaise in my life and all its connective
faculties. Recently, I moved into a new place on a
street called Mayow Road and my brother is taking
great pleasure in calling it Mayonnaise Road. He
spread it round all the family members we have
left and now they enjoy calling me up and asking
what a house on Mayonnaise Road looks like.
Someone said once about how the shortest poem
is a name and I think I now understand what they
meant.

It takes a certain kind of mind to really
innovate between two pieces of bread.

“Inclusions” refers to the ingredients that go
inside a sandwich. An “inclusion” is something
that cannot be conceived without its other, an
exclusion. It suggests something structural,
a governmental
something where there is a definite inside and

scheme or corporation,
outside. Inclusion is an activity of optimisation,
it systemically excludes in order to build its own
personalised version of a hierarchy.

Such a reckless order is known as the “all-
in approach” Subway teaches its employees
to actively persuade customers against it, as
it makes it incredibly difficult to produce an

end-result that complies with the company’s
strict composition regulations. Composition is
Subway’s main ideology. A baked roll shaped
like a war machine is renamed in a process that
is designed and completed by you - everything
is on offer, everything is on the table, “more”
+ “agency” are packaged neatly into 18 square
metal containers. There are apparently no
limitations to what we may conceive as an
inclusion, they propose a dizzying world of
potentially infinite combinations, flavours and
variables. 37 million combinations of your
dreams. But the eternally expansive concept of
inclusion is an illusion, there are glass walls built
tightly around the whims of your tastebuds.
Supposed choice guarantees the ultimate goal:
return custom. Without fail, we come back for
our stalwart favourites (that cheese and onion
one from the petrol station, a Sainsbury’s BLT,
the Tuna Crunch from Gregg’s). In my head I
watched the sandwich-artist become incredibly
stressed as the toasted sub started to complain
from being stuffed way beyond its foot-long
capacity. The resulting sandwich that this
particular customer ordered was both liberating
and repulsive. It oozed out a sickening, cross-
continental combination of meats, cheese,
pickled matter and condiments, both sweet
and savoury. The precisely engineered carrier -
Italian Herb and Cheese I think - disintegrated
under the stress of it all. So-called choice, or the

oppressions of “choice”, were pushed to the point %

of collapse, because choice doesn’t exist w
you choose everything. <<

&



SIMON CRUMP’S STAG PARTY
§ NN NN NEEN N NEEEN REEE

Simon Crump is the author of bleak satirical books
such as My Elvis Blackout, a composite novel that
includes a highly medicated Elvis stapling his eyes shut
to rule himself out of doing the washing-up. Along
with Neverland, where Michael Jackson gets similar
treatment, I always thought these were about the
furthest away from autobiography or politics books
could be. But recently Crump of all people started
appearing in the news for acts of radical self-sabotage.

The tweed-clad author and university lecturer has been
throwing himself in front of tractors come to chop
down the trees in Sheflield, where he lives. Even after
the council imposed a court order against him and his
partner, Green party councillor Alison Teal, the lad’s
been all over social media again. He’s been all over my
news feed protesting while dressed as a woman an

pulling funny faces as he hangs onto piles of trees Wh@

they are dragged away.



Simon, what have you been doing?

I've been involved in non-violent direct action all over
the city as a member of the Sheffield Tree Action Group
[STAG]. I've been preventing fellings by entering work
zones and blockading the main council depot, Olive Grove.

In November I was arrested on Marden Road with
Calvin Payne for trying to prevent the felling of a
hundred-year-old London Plane tree. We were detained
in a cell for eight hours. The case was later dismissed by
the CPS as being not in the public interest. More recently
Shefhield City Council secured an injunction at the High
Court in Leeds against named defendants, including
myself, and crucially also “persons unknown,” which
prevents us from entering work zones. This has meant
we have had to develop new tactics to try to prevent
telling. Many people are breaching the injunction by
entering work zones wearing clothing to anonymise
themselves.

There was also an attempt by the Sheffield Labour
party to have me sacked from my university post. Several
members wrote letters claiming that I was unfit to work
with young people and made false claims about me. These
were dismissed by my employer for being mendacious.

How far are you willing to go to save these trees - jail?
This is an extreme situation, but it is possible to envisage
a scenario where there is no alternative but to break the
injunction, which could lead to me being imprisoned.

A Void’s direct action consultants David and Stuart
Wise of King Mob and the Situationist International
have been following your actions and want to
know: “STAG are protecting trees in typically
bourgeois landscapes. It’s an illuminating protest
against suicide capitalism and its corollary, the 6th

extinction, spearheaded in this instance by AMEY,
a predatory giant multi-national pretending to be
eco-sensitive. We’re sure Crump’s proposed book,
Persons Unknown, will be riveting and most likely
the best thing he’s ever done because this will not be
docu-fiction but the real thing. Nonetheless, would
the same brave collective get involved in fighting for
places that could in everyday parlance be described
as a shithole?

There are so many inaccuracies in this statement/
question that I hardly know where to begin. Labour-
controlled Sheflield City Council will have you believe
that we only defend trees in leafy middle class suburbs
but this is not true. Sheflield’s social housing estates
are often characterised by avenues of street trees which
were planted at the same time as the houses were built.
A significant proportion of the direct action I and many
others have been involved in took place in the areas
which might be described as districts of social and
economic deprivation.

As for the book we are currently working on, Persons
Unknown, will be co-authored by myself and Calvin
Payne, the first two arrestees of the campaign. FYI,
I am the author of five books, only two of which are
heterobiographies.

Your books confused and irritated a lot of people,
particularly Chris de Burgh, who didn’t like his
portrayal in My Elvis Blackout. Do you think maybe
this power has been diminished now you’ve taken a
political stance?

I have not taken a political stance per se; indeed, I %

have discovered a whole new audience to “conf]
and irritate” And actually, Elvis is sympathe

portrayed. People miss that. §
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[1] John Berryman, interviewed in The Paris Review

[2] Walker Percy, interviewed in The Journal of Religion, 54.3.
[3] Herbert Marcuse, interviewed in Der Spiegel

[4] P. Adams Sitney, interviewed in The Nassau Literary Review
[5] Hannes Bajohr, interviewed in Berfrois

[6] Michel Houellebecq, interviewed in The Guardian

[7] Joyce Johnson, interviewed in Interview Magazine

[8] Momus, interviewed in AV Club

[9] Carrie Brownstein, interviewed in Bookforum

[10] Heidi Julavits, interviewed in Bookforum

[11] Tom McCarthy, interviewed in The White Review

[12] Gore Vidal, interviewed in The New Statesman

[13] Chantal Mouffe, interviewed in The New Statesman
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[15] Susan Howe, interviewed in The Paris Review

[16] Gordon Lish, interviewed in The Paris Review

[17] Truman Capote, interviewed in The New York Times
[18] Paul Bowles, interviewed in The Paris Review

[19] Susan Bernofsky, interviewed in Bookforum
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[21] David Foster Wallace, interviewed in The Believer

[22] Ben Lerner, interviewed in Bookforum

[23] Hunter S. Thompson, interviewed in The Paris Review
[24] Janet Malcolm, interviewed in The Paris Review

[25] Orson Welles, interviewed in Cahiers du Cinema

[26] Marshall McLuhan, interviewed in Playboy

[27] Gilbert Sorrentino, interviewed in The Review of Contemporary Fiction
[28] Pauline Kael, interviewed in The Guardian

[29] Sarah Manguso, interviewed in Bookforum

[30] Wallace Stevens, interviewed in The New York Times
[31] Norman Mailer, interviewed in The Paris Review

[32] Jay McInerney, interviewed in The Guardian

[33] Gary Indiana, interviewed in Bookforum

[34] Jean Baudrillard, interviewed in CTheory

[35] Luc Sante, interviewed in The Paris Review

[36] Lou Reed, interviewed in Let it Rock

[37] Frederic Tuten, interviewed in Bomb

[38] Aidan Moffat, interviewed in M Magazine
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There are two ways to rank writers: in terms of gift and in terms of achievement. Who is better oft? This poor
fellow who is desperately neurotic to the point of being amnesic, and wandering in and out of fugues, as bad off
as he was? Or the so-called well-adjusted, productive businessman, and so forth, who is clinically sane by the
same standards? The difference concerns essentially two points, first the relationship of the New Left to traditional
bourgeois culture, and secondly the possibility of carrying theory into practice. The subcultures of the computer
might offer that fertile ground; text is being repurposed every day, by all of us, be it by retweeting someone or by
telling a joke you heard or adopting an idea someone else had. It’s a reality. In this sense, authorship is a useless
concept from the start, and any text is fair game. So what really counts in both cases is who is the clergy, or
middleman, or interpreter: we derive a lot of the reality of ourselves through interactions with others. Don’t you?
It’s that collision, that contradiction, that really appeals to me. I think it’s easy to judge that uncertainty and that
dialogue from the outside, and be like, Well, just who are you? You need to figure it out before you get out there.
(It is an] issue of available real estate. Mexican soap operas that are turned over so fast the actors don't have time
to learn their lines. It’s a lousy pageant, what I have in mind; [it] is not simply a space for the expression of any
kind of disagreement, but a confrontation between conflicting notions about how to organise society. I may have
evolved into more of a passive observer, I'm not taking sides: I am quite agoraphobic. I'm not a writer [and] I've
no stake in my being thought a writer. Yet if I do write, I want it to be as exacting as I can make it. Few first-class
creative writers have ever bothered with journalism, except as a sideline, “hackwork,” something to be done when
the creative spirit is lacking, or as a means of making money quickly. Such writers say in effect: Why should we
trouble with factual writing when we’re able to invent our own stories, contrive our own characters and themes?
Journalism is only literary photography, and unbecoming to the serious writer’s artistic dignity. I don’t want to
know. I didn’t have the time for it. No, no, and here’s why. I don’t understand the whole concept of form and
forms very well, nor the various ways different forms and genres get distinguished and classified. Nor do I much
care, really. I don’t think so, but I don’t pretend to know. I knew I could get by as a journalist: the “I” character
in journalism is almost pure invention. We always pretend to be the masters of our fate, and all the journalists,
whether serious or not, contribute to this hoax. My purpose is to employ facts as tentative probes: I have a short list
here... 'm always attacked for liking Brian De Palma so much; I am no longer so troubled by the passage of time; I
don’t divide my life, [I] just go on living; compared to someone like James Jones, I'm an amateur at military detail.
There is a type of writer that can happily bury themselves in the country and dig very deep, but I'm not like that;
I needed to have a mudslide, I needed to have an out-of-control fire, I needed to have certain things that are part

'

of our imagination of Los Angeles. Money won in a game does not leave the game; it must be burnt up, consumed ?\/

like that, in the game. Robert Christgau wrote an essay called “Rock Lyrics are Poetry (Maybe),” which was very
instructive because he knew the difference between poetry and ersatz: I would if I could.... When you read that/
as if the gangster John Dillinger was being described in heroic couplets. I always like to have something to S
on. I can’t help but write like 'm on a VH1 ‘Behind the Music’ documentary.
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