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!4rv AND THE CIITT OF TIIE BODY

SHE FALT,S TROI'I THE SKY AND IS RESURRECTED IN THE WOODS:

Shredded and scattered by the explosion,their  bodies hang in l inp str ips

f r o m t h e t r e e s l i k e d e l i q u e s c i n g o v e r - r i p e f r u i t . s k e w e r e d o n a t h o r n y

branchra chi ldrs hani l  points an accusing f inger at  the sky'drawing our eyes

up to the exact locat ion in the blue where the mayhem was born -  an

e r u p t i n g o r c h i d o f f l a m e s t h a t b l a s t e d t h r o u g h t h e d e l i c a t e p a r c h m e n t o f

the air  and showered the forest below with a lumbering rain of

f  l esh , rneMng  P1as t i c ,  and  s tee l .

C u t t i n g o u r w a y t h r o u g h t h e b r u s h , w e ' r e t h e f i r s t m e m b e r s o f t h e e m e r g e n c y

c r e w t o a r r i v e . B r i g h t l y c l a d i n o u r y e l l o w r u b b e r s u i t s a n d r n a t c h i n g

air- f i l tered hood.srwe work our way si lent ly towards the garden of

whisper ing gorer l ike an advancing troop of carnivorous al iens'drawn in by

the scent of  burning plast ic and roasted orqans'

I ns ide  the i r  masks ,my  fe l l ow  worke rs  chan t  a  mourn fu l  e legy ,as  i f  t hey

could sanct i fy thej-r  own compl ic i ty in this meaningless and degrading

spec tac le  w i th  the  b lun t  s tup id i t y  o f  t he i r  wo rds : "There  a ren ' t  any  faces ,

there aren'  t  any faces, they don'  t  have any faces '  '  '  " ,  they intone

dul ly,weeping l ike chi ldren inside their  rubber hoods 'or,are they real ly

just  gr ieving their  own sel f ish loss,the essent iat  secrets they had

expected to div ine in the oracle of  a tortured and disf igured face now

denied t t rem,unjust ly stolen by the f lames?

I{e fan out in the carnage, stooping and picking our $zay through the rubbish

and meat I ike a f lock of  phosphorescent monks,tending our fert i le crop of

tropical  monstros i  t ies r  nurtur ing the vegetal  suffer ing contained in our

harvest of  dead things.

As we work, the heat becomes unbearablerand we remove our masks '  Quickly t  we

become drunk on the heavyrburgundy mist  that f loats just  above Lhe

blood-soaked soi l ,enr iched with the contrast ing sour and sweet f lavors of
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jet  fuel  and offal  .We draw these vapors up from the ground and down into

our l -ungs in longrtwist ing, furry strands,as r ich and intoxicat ing as opium

smoke, exhal ing, and then inhal ing thern again' in a cont inuous syrnbiot ic

exchange between our insides and the pi les of  corrupt ion throuqh which we

wacle. In this wayrthe narcot ic poisons that leak out f rom inside the mulch

o f v i s c e r a i n f e c t t h e i n t e r i o r m e m b r a n e s o f o u r o w n b o d i e s . T h e t e n s i o n a n d

energy stored in our muscles -straj 'n ing in the heat as we work -  is

Ioosened and Corroded by this perfume as i t  spreads through our nervous

systems.our f ingers become dul l  and l i fe less '  t rapped in their  c lumsy

ove r -s i zed .  rubber  g loves .

cradual lyreven the j -nner surface of our eyes is stained translucent red'The

d e w - s l i c k e d v i v i d g r e e n s o f t h e g r a s s a n d f o l i a g e n o w g l o w c r i m s o n

instead, bleeding with the over-saturated pigments of  a negat ive color f i lm'

Just up ahead j -n the clear ingrthe I inger ing red smoke is sucked into a

sj .nuat ing column of l iqht that l i f ts up in a pi l lar  to the forest

cei-  l ing, expands out in the shape of a mushroom'then si f ts back down to us

t h r o u g h t h e l e a v e s , l i k e b l o o d f i l t e r i n g i n t o t h e i n e r t w a t e r o f a t r o p i c a l

aquarium bowl.An insensible congregat ion of  unmatchei l  arms and legs

encirc l-es the clear ing. f rom above, suspended from the branches of the

t r e e s , r o c k i n g p o n d e r o u s l y r a s i f e a c h d e a d e x t r e m i t y w e r e s t r u g g l i n g

separately to remember the mechanics of  i ts movements remembered from i ts

fo rmer  l i f  e .

After mapping out the per imeters of  the disaster wi th a jagging l ine of

pink dayglo twinerwe begin our job of  net iculously gather ing body-parts

f rom the  underb rush  and  t rees .As  i f  we  were  an  i t i ne ran t  t r i be  o f  bu tche rs

o f f e r i n g u p o u r g o o d ' s t o t h e l o c a l i n h a b i t a n t s o f t h e f o r e s t , w e l a y o u r

produce'  out in neat ro\ ' rs on shi 'ny bJ-ack plast ic sheets spread out in the

s u n l i g h t o f t h e c l e a r i n g . E a c h s h e e t t h e i s t h e e x c ] ' u s i v e d o m a i n o f

I imbs ro rgans ro r  heads .
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As we search the area, we leave a smal l  red f lag where-ever we f ind a

t reasu re ,a long  v i t h  an  a t tached ,  sc raw led  no te ,desc r ib ing  i t s  o r i g ina l

placement at  the si terand i ts possible funct ion in the human body.The

chunks of matter that are beyond recognit ion are tossed into br ight ,  b lue

p las t i c  f i ve  ga l l on  bucke ts  tha t  qu i ck l y  ove r f l ow  w i th  s l ime , l i ke  p ig -s1op

wait ing to be f lung. .  .  Eventual ly,  the ent i re area is peppered with these red

ident i f icat ion f lags,and resembl-es the art i f ic ia l  tableaux of a miniature

golf  course -  the pr imary thematic at t ract ion being our colorful  d isplay of

emergency-crew paraphernal ia r  and meat.

Final lyras i t  becomes obvious to me that the others are hypnot ized by the

monotony of their  workr l 'm able to wander of f  beyond the per imeter without

be ing  no t i - ced . Ins ide  my  m ind , I 'm  tuned  to  an  i nv i s ib le  psych ic  th read ,and

it  leads me steadi ly through the cl inging and impenetrable fabr ic of

swea t ing  vege ta t i on . I  f o l l ow  th i s  sensa t i on  w i th  a  j oy  tha t  g lows  l i ke  an

ember in my loinsrJ-eading me on to the holy body of my Goddess'

who ts  wa i t i ng  j us t  f o r  mer res t i ng  f rom he r  f a1 l . I t ' s  i nconce ivab le  to  me

that she would al1ow her perfect ly sculpted, athlet ic body,to fal1 among the

common heap of the other passengers -  even i f  mut i lated by the violence of

the  exp los ion .So  I ,m  no t  su rp r i sed  when  I  f i nd  he r  l y i ng  peac fu l l y  i n  a  bed

o f  t h i s t l es  and  moss ,pe r fec t l y  i n tac t ,  naked .  Her  shaved  pub is  sh ines  l i ke  a

rni lky stone.The pink dolphin-J. ips of  her vagina smi le,  enj .gmatical Iy,  the

g l i s ten ing  fo ld  pa r ted  j us t  s  l i gh t l y ,  ca l l i ng  me  in  to  the  ve l ve t  co r r i do r

that leads to the pleasures of  heaven and heII .The face I 've seen so many

t imes,bathed in the nacreous l ight of  stardom on MTV, looks exact ly as i t

has always appeared in her v ideos -  f lawlessly white,  seduct ive, as forgiv ing

and maternal  as the Mother of  Godrand wiseras only the most famous i redj-a

s ta rs  can  be , i n  the  sec re ts  o f  t ranscenden t  sexua l  agony  and  b l i ss .Her  eyes

a re  f l ou rescen t  g reen ,spa rk l i ng  w i th  ye l l ow  ch ips r l i ke  the  eyes  o f  a

leopardrthe ul t ra-modern, contact-  lens glossrno more or Iess opaque end

insc ru tab le  i n  dea th  than  i n  he r  mos t  recen t  v ideo . . . I ' ve  a lways  known  tha t

we ,d  mee t  some day r tha t  i f  I  kep t  he r  i n  my  m ind  a t  a l l  t imes  ou r  I i ves

would f inal ly intersect,so when I  sar ' l  her name among the l ist  of
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passengers r the  ce r ta in t y  t ha t  ou r  momen t  had  a r r i ved  we l l ed  up  i ns ide  o f

me ,a  re l i g ious  j oy  o f  f a i t h  '  con f  i rmed .

Now , she  l i es  he re  a t  my  fee t r ca l l i ng  me . I t ' s  no  co - inc idence  tha t  he r  body

i s  unharmed .Shers  imperv ious  to  decay r to  unce r ta in t y ro r  f ea r . f  cup  my  hands

around  ny  eyes rso  i t  l ooks  l i ke  I 'm  pee r ing  ou t  f rom ins ide  a  cave ron to  the

mag ica l ,  sec re t ,  ve rna l  re t rea t  o f  my  goddess -she  ho lds  a  fan te rn  i n  he r  l e f t

hand ,s l i gh t l y  ra i sed  up  f rom he r  bed  o f  l eaves .Her  p ink  f l esh  i s  rad ian t

aga ins t  t he  ea r th  tones  o f  t he  fo res t  f l oo r .A  g l i t t e r i ng  cons te l l - a t i on  o f

d iamonds ,  pea r l s  ,  and  o rna te  go ld  and  s i l ve r  j ewe l l - s tudded  b race le t t s  and

t i a ras , i s  sca t te red  a round  he r  where  she  Iays .The  l an te rn  pu l ses  w i th  the

bea t ing  o f  he r  hea r t .

S h e r s  l o o k i n g  d i r e c t l y  a t  m e r b e c k o n j , n g  m e r a s i f  I  we re  a  s low ly -c i r c l i ng

v ideo  camera .she  opens  he r  l egs  ma t te r -o f  -  f ac t l y ,  he r  l e f t  knee  h i t ched  back

up towards the lantern, the other leg disappearing down among the detr i tus

o f  t he  fo res t  f Loo r .  Lov ing l y ,  I  r each  down  fo r  he r rawkward  i n  my  ye1 low

rubber  su i t , and  I  l i f t  he r  up  i n to  my  a rms .Her  body  genera tes  a  superhuman

warmth  tha t  i ns tan t l y  pene t ra tes  my  rubber  su i t , as  i f  t he  warmth  i t se l f

we re  a  fo rm o f  commun ica  t i on  .  As  I  ca r r y  he r  o f f rdeeper  i n to  the  woods ,  she

s i n g s  s o f t l y  i n t o  m y  e a r : " 1  k n o w  y o u r  s e c r e t s . . . I  k n o w  y o u r  s e c r e t s . . ' I

know you r  sec re ts . . . " r c i r c l i ng  the  ca r t i l age  o f  my  ea r rgen t l y  w i th  he r

tongue . I rm  in fused  w i th  he r  ho l i ness .

We t rave l  t h rough  the  fo res t  as  i f  f l oa t i ng  i n  a  cu r ren t  o f  wa rmr red

f Iu id .Her  l an te rn  l i gh ts  the  way . l l e r  t ongue  pene t ra tes  deeper  i n to  my

sku l l . I  f ee l  he r  t ender  vo i ce  suck j -ng  a t  t he  de l i ca te 'h idden  p laces  i n  my

mind .As  we  wa lk r I  reach  down  and  I  f eed  so f t l y  a t  he r  b reas t rd raw ing  a

s teady  f l ow  o f  honey -m i l k  i n to  my  mou th .  Even tua l  l y  r  she  s igna ls  w i th  the

lan te rn  to  1ay  he r  down . I  remove  rny  rubber  su i t ,  and  as  we  make  love r l  f ee l

my  body  fu tgu ra t i ng  w i th  1 igh t .  Mu l t i - co lo red  p i c tu res ,  p ro j  ec ted  f rom

ins ide , f l ash  ac ross  the  sc reen  o f  ou r  naked ,  s ing le  sk in .
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When I ' rn f  i .n ished with herr l  bury her body beneath a treerspreading out the

l e a v e s a n d m o s s , s o t h e a r e a a p p e a r s u n d i s t u r b e d . I k n o w t h a t l I l l f i n d h e r

e a s i l y w h e n l r e t u r n , b e c a u s e l a l o n e c a n s e e t h e d i r t j u s t f a i n t l y g l o w i n g

from underne

THE MEDIA WANT TO KNOW:

As reinforcements arr ivereach crew rotates in three-hour shi f tsr further

endurance having been proved i rnpossible.one stunned emergency-crew-chief

l ikeds the si te insi i le the per imeter to "a fucking garden of l iv ing gore " .

So in our of f-hours we haunt the coffee shops of the nearby town -"There

a r e n ' l  a n y  f a c e s r t h e r e  a r e n ' t  a n y  f a c e s r t h e y  d o n ' t  h a v e  a n y  f a c e s . . . " r w e

reply in monotones into our coffee as the localsrand then the Media gather

at our shoulders,  feeding on the atmosphere of  shel I-shocked rever ie that

shimmers around. us in a halo.

we are the Exhausted Professionals,  prophets returned from the crucible of

an uninaginably malevolent wi lderness.As we turn and stand facing the video

cameras ,ou r  eyes  g laze  ove r .We ' re  i ns tan t l y  sucked  i n to  the  we t  vo r tex  o f

the expanding and contract ing video lens. Like pat ients confessing a

chililhood trauma to an irnpassive theraplstrwe heave and we blubber for the

camera unashamedly.The video teams hover.Their  cameras wheeze as they focus

i n o n o u r t e a r s , l i k e g i a n t - h e a d e d i n s e c t s d r a w n t o w a r d u s b y t h e s u g a r y

scent of  the i l r ipping nectar that squeezes out f rom the corners of  our

eyes . , ,The re  a ren t t  any  faces r the re  a ren ' t  any  faces r  "  we  repea t  f o r  anyone

who wi l l  l is ten.And at f i rst  th is macabre chorus is enough to s l-ake their

thirst ,unt i l  they receive a copy of the passenger l ist ,and they learn that

Angel ica vras on board.And then,without want ing to seem too especial ly

i n t e r e s t e d i n t h e s t a r , a n d h e r f a m o u s l y p e r f e c t b o d y - n o w p r e s u m e d l y a

shredded corpse -  the quest ions begin to focus in on just  that:  Did anybody

f i n d a p i e c e o f s o m e t h i n g t h a t c o u l d p o s s i b l y b e h e r ? H e r h a n d ? H e r

del icate foot -  the one that cruel- looking spaniard sucked in the video for
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"Pac i f y  
.My  Love"?  A  few  p ieces  o f  La  Per la  l i nge r ie

wreckagera strand of her plat inum hair 'dangl ing from

cleaned up any evidence of her presencetand I  can hear

now.our l i fe together is only just  beginning'

strewn among the

a  weed?  Bu t  I r ve

her s inging to me

HER LOVE IS SITARED THROUGHOUT THE WORLD:

I . r n l y i n g f u l l y c l o t . h e d o n t h e b r i g h t o r a n g e , s y n t h e t i c b e d s p r e a d i n m y

budget hotel  roonrvthere I  have been sent to rest  before returning to the

s c e n e o f l h e d i s a s t e r i n a f e w h o u r s . M y c l o t h e s a r e h e a v y w i t h s w e a t ' a n d

even though they r'tere protected insj'de the supposedly herrnetic environment

o f m y y e l l o w r u b b e r s u i t , t h e s t e a n t h a t l i f t s u p f r o m t h e m n o w a S t h e y d r y

i n t h e f o r c e d c h i l l o f t h e r o a r i n g a i r - c o n d i t i o n e r , i s s l i g h t l y p u n g e n t w i t h

t h e a f t e r t a s t e o f s l a u g h t e r . T h i s s m e l l m i x e s w i t h t h e h o n e y - f l a v o r e d m u s k

of Angel ica's sex that r ises from my crotch into the cool  air  of  the room'

Looking around me as I  restr i t  gradual ly darens on me that the mater ials

from which my r .oom are constructed are ident ical  to the pre-fabr icated

s y n t h e t i c s l ' v e j u s t s e e n t w i s t e d a n d m e l t e d a n d f l u n g i n s h a r d s a r o u n d t h e

f o r e s t : T h e o r a n g e n u l t i - p l a s t i c $ ' o v e n f i b e r o f t h e b e d s p r e a d a n c l c a r p e t ' t h e

st ippled belge plas.t ic chair  wi th shiny steel  legs' the chrome desk lamp

with i ts faux- leather shade,the imitat ion bronze door handles and f ixtures,

the plexiglass f in ish of  my bedside tablerthe tensi le steel  of  the

adjust ib le wal l - -mounted televis ion apparatus'

W a t c h i n g t h e i m a g e s m o v e i n s i d e t h e t e l e v i s i o n s c r e e n ' I c o n s u m e b e e r a f t e r

beer,drawn from the portable cooler beside ny bei l 'The alcohol sharpens my

senses ,  c lea r i -ng  away  the  mucous -coa t i ng  o f  m ise ry  tha t  no rma l l y  c louds  my

percept ions. Gradual l -y,  I  not ice that the room is t rembl ing with increasing

intensi ty as I  watch the screen,as i f  the surfaces of  the rectangle that

encloses me are scrainlng with an impossible tension that wi l l  soon
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rupturerthen regurgi tater in an aI l -consuning f i rebal l  of  chemical

vengence.But rather than Let i t  re lease' I  pul I  th ls tension back into

nysel f .My body is a magnet that sucks in the violence that surrounds i t  in

the world.The destruct ive energy that animates everything around me is

wound into a t ight coi l  inside ny stomach,and feeds me wlth hi i lden

s t reng th .

A t h i c k - l i d d e d , m e d i c a t e d , t e l e v i s i o n N e t w o r k N e w s A n c h o r m a n , w h o m l r e m e m b e r

from rny chi ldhood as a f igure of  equal stature to a president or an

ideal izei l  te levis ion fatherr looms in the screen before the backdrop of the

airplane wreckage.The gr imly s i lent emergency crew stooPs and picks

dejectedly through the rubble behind himrl ike a labor-gang of defeated

s laves rp ressed  i n to  se rv i ce  i n  t he  f l esh -o rcha rd  o f  t he i r  sad i s t i c  l o rd 'The

art i f ic ia l ly cheerful  colors of  their  emergency-cre\ ' t  sui ts and equipment

give the scene an incongruously fest ive air .The tefevis ion anchorman has

f l own  in  espec ia l l y  f rom New York  c i t y ,  t o  repo r t  pe rsona l l y  on  th i s

awesomely d.estruct ive d. isasterra part icular i ly gruesome example in a recent

spa te  o f  devas ta t i ng  a j - rp lane  c rashes  ac ross  the  na t i on .Hers  d ressed  i n

s tarched, f ie ld-khaki  s,  ancl  he conveys urgency by del iver ing his report  in a

near-whisper,  hi  s voice rasping with barely-control  led emotion.His eyes

shine with tears ,  te legraphing the received l ight of  our shared carnage.A

warm, gestat ing, arousal grows between my legs as I  real ize that every vlewer

in America is connected to rnerthrough the anirnat ing 1ight inside the

screen,a thread of luminous blood that f lows from the mangled bodies of  the

vi .ct ims into a vast nettrork-web that ul t imately feeds into our thirsty

veins, nour ishing our parched brains $I i th the r ich food of mayhen and

viol-ence. .  .  Drunk with ecstasy' I  soon pass out on the bed'

when I  wake up,I  don' t  know how much t ime has passed.I f  anything'my

d.runkenness has intensi f iedrand my arousal is unbearable,  stra in ing in the

darkness between my legs.The televis ion extends out f rom the wal l  on i ts

metalr levered armrand i t  hovers and sways above my bed,as i f  the

televis ion-set i tsel f  is the head of an electr ic snake, struggl ing wi ld ly to
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f r e e i t s . b o d y f r o m i t s t e t h e r o n t h e r . ' a l l . T h e c h a n n e l i s n o w t u n e d t o

MTV.The sound is muted.She looks down at me from the screen'  smi l ing' just

for me.Her glossy red l ips are partedtfuming with l ight 'Her face is the

face of a r isen saint . I t  generates an orb of  l ight l - ike the phosphorescent

plasma of a star,a l ight that includes us al1, that bathes each one of us in

i t s e t e r n a l r s e x u a l - f o r g i v e n e s s . T h e m o i s t r m i r r o r - r e d i n t e r i o r o f h e r n o u t h

breathes-out a soothing stream of s ighs that gent ly pul ls us into her 'The

membranes of her l j .ps are the pr ist ine, perfumed, cherry-red l ips of  a vulv ic

goddes s,  ushering us in to the protect ion of  her womb,foldinq us up in

omniscient blue l ig l i t r forever inside of  her '

As she sings and dances for me in the screenrl  connect my mind to her image

I ike a leech.I  enclose her head inside my toothless l -eech-mouth and I  suck

the l ight f rom inside her skul l ,  f i l l ing my bel ly up with her warm

s ta r -essence .We tu rn  to  g l i t t e r i ng  j e l l y  i n  each  o the r ' s  a rms '

Los t  i n  t he  heaven  o f  my  te lev i s ion  wor ld , r  hea r  a  c rash  th rough  the

wal l ,coming from the room next door.Thenra muff led s cream' Then, another

c rash r louder  and  more  v io len t  t h i s  t ime .A f te r  a  pause  o f  s i - l ence ' the

soundtrack to her v ideorthe one I 've been watching in my roomrcomes up loud

in  the  roo in  nex t  doo r .Thenr the  g r i nd  o f  a  bed  aga ins t  t he  wa l l ' r i s i ng  i n

volurne with the rhythm of the music.More moans now, in apparent

a g o n y . T h e n ' g l a s s b r e a k i n g a g a i n s t t h e w a l l . F i n a l l y , b u i l d i n g w i t h a f o r c e

that seems to scream up and out f rom the center of  my own stomach'a

nurderous voicerout of  control :  "Ahhhhhhhhhh, ahhhhhhhhhh. .  .  .  ,  
"  as he stabs

himsetf  deeper and deeper into his lover,  in- t ine with the relent less

cadence  o f  he r  song .  . .

( M a y  1 9 9 6  )
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TEE IDIOT

The s.ound j ,s cal l ing ,an extendedrl iquid groan that reaches through

the darkness and i rr igates the desiccated furrows of the rdiotrs

dream wi. th lust .The ldiot  t r ies to speak in response, but no aj ' r

comes out.His tongue is a swol len ,purple corpse'  growing and

replacing the negat ive space in his mouth with sweet black matter-He

feels i t  moving in-sync with the nuances of the approaching soundras

i f  h is tongue had the power to manipulate rhythm and shape from

across  the  d i s tance .

The Idiot  wakes up in a comfort ing puddle of  warmrfreshly released

ur ine .Hers  l y i ng  on  h i s  bunk ,  s ta r i ng  s t ra igh t  up  a t  t he  ce i l i ng .He  has

no  awareness  o f  who  he  i s rwhere  he ' s  beenrhow h i s  body  was  moved  to

where i t  is nowror even that he's ly ing on a top bunk in the rear corner

of an over-crowded pr ison barracks .The soft  grey meat of  his brain

p resses  ou t  aga ins t  t he  i n te r i o r  wa l l s  o f  h i s  sku l l .The  ho le  to  h i s

th roa t  i s  b locked ,bu t  h i s  eyes  a re  w ide  open .The  pup i l s  a re  s t re t ched

across their  surface so that no white remains -  two perfect ly round

black holes in the thick dead skin of  his porcine face.The cool  dark air

pours into him through these holes . I t  gestates in his stomach and

insulates his insides against sensat ionrthen sgueezes back out through

the pores in his skinrsubmerging him in black f  l -u id .  He f loats in cold

mush,unfeel ing, swaddled in the protect ion of  the st icky black sea,

wa i t i ng  fo r  s t imu lus .H is  f i nge rs  ga the r  i n  t he  ha i r y  ma te r ia l  o f  t he

g rey  woo len  b lancke t ,and  they  c rush  i t  i n  h i s  f i s t .The  ma te r ia l  i s

u t te r l y  d ry rand  i t  y i e lds  no  b lood ro r  warmth ro r  t remb l i ng ' . .

. . .E i s  f i r s t  memory  i s  o f  s t rang l i ng  someth ing .H is  bee fy  hands  were

two  separa te ,  v i  s  c ious  an ima ls ,  remorse less l y  c rush ing  the  I i f e  f rom
^ 1  i - -  . , , t  ̂ r , l -  r ^ - J  + L ^  - + - . ' - - t i - ^  f ^ l |  ^ a a . l  i n  ! r . i  ̂  r . - - ^ F  l

E n e l ' r  s t r u g g l l - n g  v r c t l m  I d l l q  L I t e  5 L ! u 9 9 J - J - r r 9  ! e t L  9 u 9 ! r  r r r  l l r s  r r a r r u -  r .

Then,the feeL of a thick,  hot,  granular l iquid extruding between his

f  i  n . ' a r -<  -  e  s  i  f  he  were  d i v ing  rap tu rous l y ,  w i th  g rop ing  hands

ou ts t re t ched ,  i n to  a  poo l  o f  s t i f f en ing  b tood .Then ' the  sound  o f  a

th roa t  gu rg l i ng ,  I i ke  a  ma t ing -ca1 l ,  coughed  up  f rom the  t rans luscen t



ID IOT (PG 2 )

throat of  some sight less monster,  spreading i ts legs in a dr ipping cave deep

beneath the surface of the earth.Thenrpr is ing his cock betvteen the

c lamp ing ,  gummous  l i ps :L i t t I e  F i sh -P i9 ,he  th inks rmy  L i t t l e  F j ' sh -P ig "  ' and

then  he ' s  back ,swea t ing  i n  h i s  bed , i nha l i ng  b lack  s i l t . . .He  hea rs  h i s  own

brea th ing  i n  t he  b lacknes  s ,  s  l ow ,  f o rced ,  mechan ica l  , d i s tan t ' as  i f  he ' s

f loat ing far above his own bodyr l istening to himseLf r  dr i f t ing through

fo ld ing  waves  o f  b lack  cu rd rsens ing  fo r  f ood ,  s i f t i ng  the  a i r  f o r  l i gh t . . -

A  d i s tan t ,mu f f l ed  g low  seeps  i n  th rough  the  spongy  rea r  wa l l  o f  t he  Id io t ' s

skul l , then slowIy infects his rnind with increasingly v iv j 'd pools of  color.

The colors blend,then congeal into physical ly tangible images -  images he

chokes with one hand whi le f ist ing his cock with the other:  Some fucker

w i t h a g l e a m i n g b r e a d k n i f e s t a b s h i m i n t h e n e c k , o v e r a n d o v e r , g o u g i n g

avray at  the tumor that grows in place of his thyroid.The shi thead cuts i t

o u t  a n d  h e  h o l d s  i t  u p  t o  t h e  I d i o t ' s  f a c e , t a u n t i n g  h i m : I t ' s  a  b l o a t e d  a n d

dr ipp ing  ove r -s i zed  pu rp le  g rape , the  j u i ces  and  j e l l j - ed  mea t  bu rs t i ng

th rough  the  de f l a ted  sack  o f  sk in  -  a  thousand  f resh  ke rna l s  o f  f ee l i ng ' t he

mea ly  i nne r -work ings  o f  t he  l d io t ' s  m ind  revea led  to  the  sun .He  s tands

there naked as the blood f lows from the gash in his neck and pools at  his

f e e t . H e c h a r g e s t h e g u y i n a r a g e . T h e g u y k n o c k s h i m e a s i l y t o t h e

g round . I t , s  t he  cop rc l i nch ing  the  handcu f f s  on  h i s  w r i s t s , t hen  l ock ing  h im

to  the  doo r  o f  h i s  ca r :He  can  sne l I  t he  cheap  co logne  on  the  cop ' s

neck rm ixed  i n  w i th  f resh  cop  swea t r  l i ke  raw  s teak  smeared  w i th  c rushed

roses . . .The  Fucke r r the  Fucke r r l ' . 1 - I  smash  h i s  f uck ing  face  i n to

hamburger.Blood on my kni fe,  Motherfucker.  shi t  on ny dick r  Motherfucker.  shi t

o n m y d i c k , M o t h e r f u c k e r . M a k e i t s w e e t m a n , s u c k t h e s h i t o f f m y

d ick ,F i shp ig . chop  you  up  l i t t l e  g i r l .Pu t  on  you r  s t i cky  red  l i ps t i ck ,L i t t l e

G i r l .K j . ss  k i ss  k i ss  on  the  t i p  o f  my  swee t  wh i te  d i ck , I i t t l e  Dar l j - ng . I  l ove

y o u , I  l o v e  y o u r l  l o v e  y o u r l  l o v e  y o u . . .
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Like dense black clay forc ' ing i tsel f  out in sPasms through an

opening-and-clos ing wouni l  in the ocean f loor,  the sound chews and

sucks and coagulates back into Ltsel f rcoming closer nowrln r ichly

bubbl ing waves that ro11 through the l ight less distance across the

barracksrand gent ly l ick the semiconscious face of the Idiot  wi th the

promise of forced sexual invasionrbloodrand sperm.Thenrthe sound is

suddenly at  his earrup close, brushing the leathery f lap of  skin with

i ts l ipsrsucking thick sal iva through the cracks between i ts teeth .But

nowrhet s just  as certain i ts coming from across the

barracksrmaybe somewhere down along the f loorra fami l iar  soundrl ike the

f lu id shi f t ing in his congested lungs,or the sound of his blood rust l ing

through the f ibrous corr idors of  his arter ies and veins.He opens his

mouth, stretching his purple l ips around the hard shape of the sound,and

as  i t  en te rs  h id r i t  wa rms  h i s  l ower  i n tes t i nes rand  i t  sc rapes  h i s  ne rves

a t  t he  ou te r  edges  o f  h i s  sk in  w i th  razo rs :  I t  I  s  t he  sound  o f

su f fe r i ng ,o f  he lp less  ,  po in t l ess ,  su f fe r i ng ,  and  i t  f i l l s  t he  Id io t  w i th

Love .

As his mi.nd l j . f ts up above the naked shel l  of  his body on the bunk, he

dr i f ts across the barracks ,and sees that al1 the other bunks are

empty.The blankets and sheets are strewn along the walkway between the

rows of beds and. Lead to the far corner l ike torn,  scattered raiments

le f t  i n  t he  wake  o f  a  re l i g ious  p rocess ion  .The .  subdued ,b lue  l i gh t  o f  a

televis ion ,  s i l louettes the gathered crowd of pr isoners ;They stand

in a circ le around the source of the sound.The Idiot  f l0ats over towards

them si lent ly,  then hangs in the air  above the scene:

I I e ' s  on  h i s  hands  and  knees ,a  bu l ky rm idd le  aged  manrw i th  the

s tunnedrove r l y  sh iny  eyes  o f  a  cow.H is  s tomach-sack  sways  heav i l y

benea th  h i s  t o rso .He  looks  1 j . ke  a  downed  boxe r ,excep t  t ha t  he ' s

naked,and there's one red hole where one eye should berand the other

eye dangles from a . tenuous cable of  opt ic nerves. I t  perches on the

ledge of his cheekrdi lat ing ancl  scanning in rhythm with the hyperreal
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MTv graphics that f lood out f rom the televis ion screen. Fucking the

man from behind is a shir t l  es s,  emac iated boy of  20rholding his pants up

loosely around his knees.His ent i re upper body and face are jeweJ-1ed

with a tapestry of  hardened acne-scars that change colors against the

backdrop of his t ransparent blue skin , in harmony with each movement of

te lev i s ion  t i gh t .The  boy ' s  eyes  pop  and  f l u t t e r  l i ke  a  ven t r i l oqu i s t ' s

dummy as he convulsively jerks his crooked penis Ln and out of  the

tortured. man's shredded anal cavi ty.Each thrust forces a nuff led

drumbeat inside the vict im's chest that e99s the other pr isoners on.As

he moans with painrhis mouth f i l led wi- th.  the 15th anonymous cock i t  has

received so far tonightr they hiss with maniacal  laughter in

response, mi st ing the defealed suppl icant and his thrust ing at tackers

w i th  a  ra inbow o f  9 l j - t t e r i ng  sp i t .An  occas iona l  boo t  k i cks  i n  f rom

the surrounding circ ler just  hard enough to cause a resonant musical

tone  i ns ide  the  sodden  to rso  o f  t he  v i c t i n .The  sound  meshes  seemless l y

with the sensuous groove that pumps from Lhe teLevi  s ion. Behind the

pol ished glassrswimming in a kaleidoscope of computer-enhanced color,

p r i sma t i c  l i gh t ,and  g l i s ten ing  p las t i c ,  s tands  the  ruby - l i pped  med ia

starra goddes s - impresar io,  breathi ly seranading the pr isoners,  generous J-y

feeding their  arousal as they work.  . .

The Idiot  f loats in the darkness above the crowdrjust  beyond the aura

of mult icolored l ight, t ry ing to remember how his mind and body f i t

t oge the r .  Bu t  t he  chok ing  sound  the  man  makes  -  as  h i s  mou th  i s  f ucked

by an inmate with the dense si lver and red body hair  of  an ape and the

face of a rat  -  confuses the Idiot .The sound is l ike a secret language,
q n n k e n  i n s i  f o r  h i r n - h t l -  h c  c a n ' f  o r r i f e  u n d e r s t a n d  i t . I t  b l e n d s  h i s

J  
e v e

memories in with the scene beneath him:The contusion that mirrored the
c h r n a  a f  h i c  f  i c f  . \ r r  f h 6  n r ' l  a  h : n l <  n f  f h o  n h i  l z l  f h a  h l n n l l  l i € f  i n a  r r nr r r e } / !  v r  y e r e  ! s u ^  v r r r 4 u ,  r r r L r r r Y  u t ,

f rom beneath and f i l l ing the t iny pores with a thousand cr imnson beads

aga ins t  a  sea  o f  t ender ,b ru i s ing  sk in :The re , tha t  same wound  i s  sh in ing

no$r  on  the  heav ing  back  o f  t he  su f fe r i ng  man .The  swee t , s l i ppe ry  tongue

he bi t  and chewed, he feels now,r ipped from his own mouth.The l j . t t le
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de l i ca te  f i nge r ,as  i f  t he  b r i t t l e  bones  i ns ide  i t  we re  made  f rom

glass,t 'ast ing l ike peanut butter and garden dir t ,  ly ing there l ike a

discarded piece of exot ic white f rui t  on the blackened concrete beneath

h im. . .H i s  t i t t l e  eyes  were  so  d ry  and  faded  b lue ,as  i f  t he  Id io t  cou ld

. Ieech the bi t ter colors f ree from the i r is and into hls rnouth as he

sucked them.The forced asthmatic breath .The air  that passed through the

trachea mixed with sperm and spi t ,  now strangl ing in the chest of  the

fa11en  man .The  pa the t i c  t i c  o f  t he  hea r t ,how tha t  f e l t , cupped  in  h i s

hands as he kisset l  i t .He feels i t  fa int ly now,rneshing with the rhythm of

the  mus ic  i n  t he  sc reen . . . a  wor ld  o f  beau ty  and  mag ic  and  te lev i s ion  and

wonder,spinning in the mind of the Idiotras he watches his body below

him, as they f inal , Iy t i re st i th raping him,and they begin to cut away his

own f ingers.He f  eel-s each broken digi t  separate from his hand without

pain, l ike doggy pieces of  some rnealy vegetable that have nothing to do

w i th  h i s  body .And  the  sound  i s  now rag ing  i n  h i s  head ,an  ocean  o f

steaming blood rushing over the outer r im of an immense crater ,boi l ing

and  see th ing  w i th  Iava . . ,

And as the sound now overwhelms him, the Idiot  is brought ful ly back into

h i s  mu t i l a ted  body ,He  fee l s  t he  seve red  f i nge rs  p ressed  one  a f te r

another into the loose wound of his rectum.His one eye sees the darkness

that surrounds the circ le of  l ight and violence, c losing inrconstr ict ing

l i ke  a  membrane ,  ready  to  swa l l ow  the  a rena  o f  h i s  murde r  i n to

i t se l f , e ras ing  eve ryone  f rom s igh t .He  fee l s  h i s  cock  and  ba l1s  rough ly

sawedr then  pu l l ed  f ree  f rom h i s  body ras  i f  h i s  gen i ta l s  were  a  l i v i ng

paras i te  exc i sed  f ro rn  i t i  hos t .Then  he  fee l s  t h i s  same c rea tu re  s tu f fed

in to  h i s  nou th .Fee ls  the  c lump o f  s l ime  and  mea t  b lock  h i s  t h roa t .Then

he  fee l s  h imse l f  i nha l  i ng ,  su f focaL ing .  Fee Is  the  kn i ves  and  razo rs  and

shards  o f  g lass  cu t t i ng  and  p rob ing  the  l aye rs  o f  f a t  and  s j -new.sees

with his f rant ic eye the beaut i fu l  woman in the screen.Sees her watching

f rom ins ide  the  sh i f t i ng  g low  w i th  he r  sh iny  red  l i ps  s l i gh t l y  pa r ted ,

fu r i ous l y  i ns t ruc t i ng  and  goad ing  the  k i l l e r s  on , l i ke  an  en raged

demon-mother.  There t  s murder in her voice now,as the pr isoners
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descend.,  i le ler iously root ing and snar l ing through his f lesh, as i f

somewhere in i ts recesses the succulent r  g lowing f igure of  the media star

lay hidden. .  .  The Idiot  '  s body sguirms with ecstasy as they hack .  .  .

'so now the ld iot  remembers the source of the sound that f i rst  \ . toke him

in  h i s  bunk : I t r s  t he  sound  o f  h i s  own  exha l i ng  vo i ce ,  se t  f ree  i n  a

sudden rush of airras his lungs are r ipped open -  an orgasrnic erupt ion

of sulphurous love that rnelges sonorously with the soothing, processed

laye rs  o f  he r  t e lev i s ion  vo i ce  , j o in ing  each  p r i sone r  toge the r  i n  a

sha red  sp i r i t  o f  se l f l ess  re lease ,  i n  t he  en fo ld ing  womb o f  mus ic  and

I i g h t . . . . '

( M A Y  1 9 9 6 )
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I  was born with the taste .of  ny mother 's blood in ny rnouth.The poison

h e r b o d y n a n u f a c t u r e d d u r i n g h e r p r e g n a n c y n a t u r a l l y s a t u r a t e d m y t i n y

being.I  shared in her feel ings.As her body rnutated into the outward

e x p r e s s i o n o f h e r w o r s t f e a r s , h a t r e d s , a n d m o s t p a t h o l o g i c a l n e e d s - n e e d s

that inevi tably layered the chiseled contours of  her f lawless media-star

phys ique  w i th  s labs  o f  f a t  and  g rease  -  so  my  own  body 'a  pa ras i t i c

tumor wiapped l ike a c]-osing f ist  .around her soulrgrew in direct

reLat ion to the advancing mal ignancy of  her disease,safe and feeding in

the  gen t l e  fo lds  o f  my  mo the r ' s  ro t t i r i g  co re '

Enc losed  i n  the  so f t  bone  o f  my  sku l l rmy  b ra in  was  an  expand ing

incandescent orb that f i l tered a dim amber l ight out f rom behind my

eyel ids and showed my clutching pal ts before mersuspended in thick

amnj.ot ic I iquid.  I  explored the darkness of  my cr imson worldrcaressi-ng

the  sens i t i ve  ,  f i b rous  wa l1s  o f  my  mo the r ' s  womb w i th  my  wh iske rs  and

ha i r l ess  ta i l .Benea th  the  wa te r ,  t r  hea rd  the  l ush ,mu l t i - l aye red  tones

o f h e r v o i c e , s e r e n a d i n g m e a n d d r u g g i n g m e , i n f e c t i n g m y b l o o d w i t h h e r

ident i ty.My heartbeat mi.micked the beat of  her song,echoing against the

protect ive wal ls of  her vromb. My body f i t  perfect ly inside the body of

my motherrmy f lesh the organic,  surrogate expression of  the cancer hiding

in the meaning of her song.

A S l f o u g h t m y r , J a y f r e e f r o m t h e b l a c k n e s s i n s i d e h e r , I o p e n e d u p a

g u s h i n g s e a o f r e d w i t h m y r a z o r t e e t h a n d c l a w s . T h e s w e e t t a s t e o f

oxygen mix 'ed ln my mouth with st icky pink je l l ies that tasted l ike

cigarettes and cognac and cocaine and the sal ty sperm of the dark-eyed

and muscular young men my mother cont inued to feed upon up to the day of

my  b i r t h ,  nou r i sh ing  he r  me tas t i s i z i ng  g reed ,  se l f  - ha t red ,  and  me '

when the latexed hands of the midwives reached in for my head to pul l  me

free I  snapped at them and managed. to s l ice through the rubber and into

the meat of  a thumb.They realeased merand as I  t r ied to scratch ny way



backwards  i n to  he r  ho le ' I  sc reamed  my  f i r s t  sc rean 'a  sh r i l l  s i ren  o f

pure aninal  hatred and def iance 'Then the forceps were cold and brutal

as they clamped ny skul l  and l  e las put led out into the sear ing

.btue/white l ight of  the f i lm set.High intensi ty spotr ights '  chromium

re f l ec t i ng  shee ts rand  bo th  v ideo  and  f i lm  cameras  enc i r c led  us 'My  mo the r

lay  sp layed  thea t raca l l y  on  the  wh i te  s lab 'Her  eyes  ro l l ed  a i rn less l y  i n

her 
'head, gj-azed with the reJ- igious ecstasy of  her martyrdom'The

marbleized reds and purples that pumped fom between her leqs were a

r a d i a n t o f f e r i n g i n w h i c h t h e m i d w i v e s a n o i t e d t h e m s e l v e s u p t o t h e i r

elbows.They smeared their  cr isp whi ' te f rocks with her sacred insides

I i ke  D ionys ian  p r i es tesses  reve l l i ng  i n  an  o rgy  o f  s laugh te r ' I  hea rd  my

mother howl ing beaut i  fuI Iy t  t ransported by the transcendent pleasure of

release and the thr i l l  of  performing for the cameras'The surrounding

c rowd  o f  managers  ,  f ash ionab le  hangers  -on '  v i deo  p ro fess i -ona ls tand  a

c l u s t e r o f o i l e d a n d s h i r t l e s s y o u n g m e n l o o k e d o n i n s i l e n t

rap tu re .R is ing  up  f rom my  no the r ' s  exposed  ins ides

opaque'purpl-e vapor that f i l led the room with the chocolate- f  Iavored

musk  o f  f eces rdeco ra ted  w i th  an  a f te r tas te  o f  l avender  and  i asm ine '

Everywhere around us video monitors showed close-ups of the wirey'

gl istening grey hair  and the rar inkled pink skin of  my face'caught in the

p o l i s h e d s t e e ] - f o r c e p s . I r a k e d t h e a i r w i t h r n y j a g g e d y e l l o w t e e t h a S

I  squ i rned -Then  I  was  passed  f rom rn idw i fe  to  m idw i fe 'he ld  up  fo r

everyone to see.Their  long painted nai ls combed through the halr  on ny

stomach, subduing rne with af fect ion'A few cameras panned back and up for

Iong shots f rom above, showing the forshortened midwives '  standing

knee-deep in a thick cushion of dry ice vapors 1i t  f rom underneath'

holding me up ceremoniously over the bel ly of  my wri th ing mother 'The

tableaux of the f i lm set rose up from the clouds in an updated version

of a B movie scene depict ing the gods of Olympus'The set was layed out

in the shape of a spj-raI  '  Af l  cameras and equipment and extras as wel l

as the central  performers conformed to this swir l ing design'At the
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center of  the sPiral

f lesh radiat ing i ts

scene.

was my motherra l "ocus of  f i rey blood and rended'

warmth outward into the cold bLues of the video

The midwives placed me on my nother 's bel ly ' I  chewed and sucked at her

b reas t .Her  m i l k  was  b lack ,w i th  the  b i t t e r  t as te ,dens i t y ,and  g r i t  o f

i - n d u s t r i a l o i l . M y t a i J . s n a p p e d a n d s w i t c h e d w i t h p l e a s u r e ' t r a c i n g ' a

styl ish,  improvised cal l igraphy along her lower abdomen and inner

th ighs .  Super  h igh -con t ras t ,  i dea l i zed  l i ve  images  o f  my  mo the r ' s

beaut i fu l  face glowed on al ternat ing monitqrs around the room.one close

up showed her tongue, an elegant pink worm workinq in rhythrn with the

amp l i f i ed  s low  g roove  o f .  he r  song rc rad led  i n  t he  l usc ious  g lossy  red

w o u n d o f h e r l i p s . I t s m o v e m e n t s m a t c h e d t h e p r e - r e c o r d e d s y l l a b l e s o f

her voice exactLy.The song was for neran homage to ny bir th she would

share with her fans throughout the world.

As my mother 's music c loaked the scene with a voluptuos gauze of

synthet ic melancholy, the l ight ing beneath the j -ayer of  fog shi f ted to

shades of dark red ochreras i f  the set now f loated on a suspended bed of

vaporized blood.The midwivesrvideo technicians and hangers-on staged a

choreographed withdrawl to the outer edges of the set,s i lhouetted in the

darkness  l i ke  pa t i en t  zomb ies  wa i t i ng  the i r  t u rn  a t  t he  mea l  my

hemorrhaging mother presented on the white s lab,As they watchedr l

cont inued to f i l l  rnysel f  .wi th her mi lk, f i rst  emptying one breastr then

feast ing on the otherrpiercing the supple f lesh of  her stomach with ny

claws, rhythmi cal1y kneeding the muscles of  her bel ly as i t  rose and

fe l l , r ock ing  w i th  the  e ro t i c  p leasu re  o f  my  feed ing .

A  co lumn o f  g l i t t e r i ng  sep ia  I i gh t  rose  up  mag ica l l y  t owards  heaven

frorn the slab.A camera looked down from high above us as I  nursedrslorvly

revolving as i t  descended.My mother held ne in her arms and pressed rny

- i^, , f  zra^ra* , i  n+'n her breast.She l - i f ted her face up and l icked the
r r r u u  L  q s E P s
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grease  f rom my  ha i r r s ing ing  to  me ,  s ing ing  to  the  wor ld  th rough  me  : " I

l ove  ny  baby rmy  da r l i ng rs  i n  l o -ove  l r i t h  mer l  l ove  my  baby r th i s  bod .y ' s

f o r  . y o u  a n d  f o r  m e . . . "

As I  fedr l  fe l t  my body growing largerrswel l ing up with the power of  her

electr ic,  superhuman media-star essence.My razor teeth dug through

the  p l i an t  bones  o f  he r  ches t , seek ing  ou t  t he  sou rce  o f  he r  s t reng th . I

coul-d smel l  her orgasm, spreading l ike iodine' through her blood in wave

after.  wave of maternal  surrender.Now my claws l rere frant icr tear ing

th rough  r i bbons  o f  bu t te ry  f l esh .As  I  a te rmy  body  expanded  to  the  s i ze

o f  a  l a rge  dog .My  ha i r  g rew longer rb lack  and  o i l y , sp i t l i ng  ove r  t he

al tar and rnix ing with the fog.the spectators r^ratched, swooning, whi sper ing

encouragement. I  straddl-ed herrdigging deeper.My mouth found her heart .

I  pu l l ed  i t  f r ee  f rom the  cav i t y  i n  he r  ches t , ca re fu l  no t  t o  t ea r  t he

b lood  vesse ls  o r  a r te r i es  o r  t o  bu rs t  i t s  de l i ca te  ou te r  sk in r fee l i ng  i t
pulse on my tongue.As she watched, seduct ive ly l icking the blood from her
own  L ips r l  devoured  he r  p rec ious  o rgan ,wa tch ing  the  L igh t  l eak  s low ly
f rom he r  eyes . I  can  s t i l l  t as te  my  mo the r ' s  hea r t  nowrvo lup tuous  and
r ipe rexp lod ing  w iLh  the  swee t  f l avo r  o f  he r  end less  generos i t y .

'.",'-i�" ' '= -."€
Whi le consuming her body,I  sang a song to the world. I  could feel  the
inhuman  r i chness  o f  my  mo the r ' s  vo i ce  rush ing  l i ke  a  g lo r i ous

I ight f rom my throat,  nesmeriz ing the cameqas and spectators.My l ips
matched the words to her song perfectJ.y. t  wat ihed myself  f rom the corner
o f  my  eye rs ing ing  and  feed ing  i n  t he  te lev i s ion  mon i to r , t he  pe r fec t
v i sua l  accompanymen t  to  the  mus ic .Each  mou th fu l  o f  my  mo the r ' s  f Lesh
fue led  me  w i th  the  un f i l l ab re  appe t i t e  o f  a  t ranscenden t ,  s  e l f l es  s  ,  med ia
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