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Then I woke up

Right in the middle of a horrible dream

Yes, I woke up

I dreamt I was


about half way about half way there around the mid point at midday or 
midnight around the middle of the journey I found myself I lost myself in the 
deep dark woods or what I took to be the woods it was difficult to see the 
canopy of trees blocked out whatever light there may or may not have been 
from sun or moon about half way along the journey roughly half way to what 
I took to be half way though there was no way of knowing not really I ended 
up wound up found myself found myself lost in the woods 


	 I found myself within a forest dark,

	 For the straightforward pathway had been lost


fucking sat nav was useless where are we it said turn left I turned left

fucking useless sat nav where are we now 

this is nowhere


	 	 trees or columns as far

	 	 	 all directions

	 	 	 	 stiff white under dark

	 	 	 	 poplars or pillars


	 Are you lost, little girl?


then noticing a thinning a lightening a space opening behind the trees the 
trees parting as I walked through them like curtains drumroll! quiet in the 
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auditorium! the low rumble of the opening bars of Das Rheingold curtain up 
to reveal the rocky slope of a hill jagged against bloodshot sky happy as an 
injury glad as disease 


	 	 best foot FWD


	 	 FFWD to the bit where he discovers the cabin


	 	 	 out of the woods

	 	 	 for now


[Exit apathetic android / Exit speechless / Exit little girl lost / Exit in pursuit of 
beer]


So full was I of slumber at the moment

	 three nights on the trot barely a wink of sleep

	 	 three nights

	 	 	 dizzy and sick

	 	 	 	 So full was I of slumber 


Man ascending. Trudge grey. Swarming heat. Steepness. Sleeplessness. 
Rehearsing song lyrics 

Dear God,

Do you want to climb off that tree

Meat in the shape of a T

Eyes down. Booted feet. Imperfect functioning of constituent parts. Gone 
face. Holes for thoughts. Man climbing. Step upon step. Swimming with 
fatigue. 

Dear God, 
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The paper says you were the King

In a black limousine

Hours later still trudging. Trudging still. Peak still. Peak still pretty. Pretty far. 
A long time ago, in a galaxy far, far away. Still climbing. The way resumed I 
on the desert slope.


Wasn’t interesting. Nothing much happened. Ridiculous to expect us to sit 
through it. All that standing around singing and no action. I would have 
walked out, but John was there. It would have looked bad. You know what a 
wanker he is.


Still climbing.


going up on the way up in the world looking forward to being on top of the 
world looking down at the world dead Sherpas at our feet victorious 
smashed it nailed it killed it but barely moving hardly at all really if you 
looked if you really looked you could see progress was minimal the galaxy 
swirled around us and we were atoms Ziggy Stardust sneered from the 
clean zone snorting the powder of stars in their billions a fine powder of 
suns we high-fived each other and fist-bumped and whooped like wolves 
and pissed triumphal arches and set the world on fire and looked God in the 
eye and found him to be wanting and scratched our names on your retinas 
and nuked the bad guys and screwed whoever we wanted going up next 
stop floor 666 it’s not rocket science next stop our transfiguration but barely 
moving hardly at all really if you looked if you really looked


	 	 The very mountain itself looks menacing. The steep face

	 	 in front of you looks to have been savaged by the claws

	 	 of some gargantuan doll. Sharp rocky crags jut out at
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	 	 unnatural angles.


Dear God,

Your sky is as blue as a gunshot wound


Stopped at floor 13. Ping. Doors open. Weird cat gets in. Leopard skin 
trousers, torn shirt, acne-scarred face. Smells rank, like he’s been sleeping 
among hot animals. He eyeballs me, shows his yellow teeth. I feel as if I 
know him from somewhere. Can’t quite place him. Doors close. Up though 
14, 15, 16. Acne boy stands too close to me. Just me and him in here. 
Plenty of space. He doesn’t need to stand so close. I can feel his breath on 
my cheek. I’m starting to freak out. Don’t show it though. Stare at the 
numbers: 17, 18, 19, 20. The doors open at 21 and I jump out as an old 
bloke is trying to get in.

	 	 	 	 light and swift exceedingly, 

	 	 Which with a spotted skin was covered o'er!


	 	 	 Planckendael zoo was evacuated after the lion 
got out just after opening time, a spokeswoman said.

The lion did not get out of the zoo and no visitors were in danger, 
Ilse Segers said.

	 Ms Segers said: “The zoo has been evacuated and closed. A 
veterinarian is currently trying to sedate the lion.”


	 he’s got an amazing mane

	 sexy beast 

	 He seemed as if against me he were coming 

	 With head uplifted, and with ravenous hunger, 

	 So that it seemed the air was afraid of him;
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	 he can come against me any day of the week


Then a wolffish grin / in the dark / and claws on my shoulders


	 	 Are you lost, little girl?


	 	 	 at which point he fell awake


	 	 	 ...	 ...	 ...


	 	 	 	 	 I came to at the foot of the hill 


Everything was as before 

The plates of the earth did not fit together

As before

The dishwasher spoke

As before

The messages sloshed out of our cars

As before 

The new contestants on The Apprentice marched over Millennium Bridge

As before

The cities’ names burned under water

As before

We filled the waiting rooms and smiled

As before 

The sky curdled 

As before 

I found myself within a forest dark

As before 
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	 	 	 when my mother was in labour with me

	 	 	 a cockroach fell from the ceiling

	 	 	 and landed on her belly

	 	 	 ever since hearing that story 

	 	 	 I’ve identified with insects

	 	 	 	 	 	 vermin

	 	 	 

	 three nights with no sleep 


	 	 	 	 	 Broken land

	 	 	 	 Broken thoughts

	 	 	 Broken poem


We’d just stopped filming on the edge of the woods when we noticed that 
one of the actors was still in character, shuffling along brokenly, arms 
hanging, jaw jutting, staring through the ground. Of course, it was Tom. 
When he got into character, there was no snapping him out of it. His party 
trick was impersonating each of us in turn, which he did with scary 
accuracy, putting on our skins and voices, keeping them on for hours, often 
until long after the laughter had died. Anyway, here he was now, persisting, 
keeping up the zombie act. Not to be stopped. I had to go right up to him 
and put a hand on his shoulder and say, “Tom, it’s ok. We’ve stopped 
shooting.” He stopped dead. His head swivelled up and round, until his 
eyes were looking into - or through - mine. I remember thinking that his 
pupils seemed super dilated, like he was on something. Then he lurched at 
me and bit my cheek. Took three crew members to pull him off me, by 
which time he had torn off a chunk of my face. I was surprised at how much 
blood there was. 
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The next day, I called Tom’s agent and told her I wanted Tom to star in 
Inferno City. He was clearly the only man for the job.


	 Poor Tom’s a cold. He shivers, raw, in the rain. 

	 	 His body collapses under trees.

	 	 	 He do the police in different voices.

	 Shivering gibbering burbling snatches and catches of quatrains

	 	 scratching at doors with cat claws 

	 	 hatching nattering mad hatters 

	 	 chattering sad matters


then I woke up

in the middle of a horrible dream

the putrescent corpse of T S Eliot stood before me at the edge of the wood

hand extended

in invitation

and I took his sticky pulpy hand

and he led me 

down into the poem


about half way about half way there around the mid point at midday or 
midnight around the middle of the journey I found myself I lost myself in the 
deep dark woods or what I took to be the woods it was difficult to see the 
canopy of trees blocked out whatever light there may or may not have been 
from sun or moon about half way along the journey roughly half way to what 
I took to be half way though there was no way of knowing not really I ended 
up wound up found myself found myself lost in the woods 
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Dear God,

If you were alive


       Always look on the bright side of life!


Yet who would have thought the old man to have had so much blood in 
him?


	 	 Then he moved on, and I behind him followed.


Void Voices   - James Knight
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	 	 	 Strap yourself in, said Major Tom 

	 	 	 We’re falling


Blanket planet. Knife spaceship. Guttering down and through. Hell hot in the 
pod. Blistering skin. Sweat streams. Countdowns and panics. Relativity of 
movement: static craft, frantic space. Tom smiling. Molten universes in your 
eyes. Sleeping under earth. Stabbed night. Blank phases. Insomniac 
hordes.

	 	 

	 	 O Muses, O high genius, now assist me!


	 	 	 upon that dark hillside


	 We were about to enter the poem and I felt sick and giddy 

	 I had always been led to believe 	   that poems induced 
nightmares epilepsy narcolepsy 	 	 hallucinations psychosis 
paranoia 	 	 	 	 	 	 erotomania 	
	 	 delusions suicidal thoughts 


	 crawling from the living room across the threshold to

	 night | little machines whirred | you

	 constructed it reconstructed it years later decades later

	 it showed an egg green on black | Green & Black’s Large Dark Egg

	 also | turning the page | house of dogs | coiled grey bald clawed 


At this point, the music cuts out 	 	 
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IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU

IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU

IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU

IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU

IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU

IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU

IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU

IN SPACE NO ONE CAN  	 	 	      NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU

IN SPACE NO ONE CAN          SCREAM            NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU

IN SPACE NO ONE CAN 	 	 	      NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU

IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU

IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU

IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU

IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU

IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU

IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU

IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU IN SPACE NO ONE CAN HEAR YOU


	 	 NOUGHT TO SIXTY IN 2.2


I admitted

	 I couldn’t see the poem for the words

	 Tom said it wasn’t there and pointed:

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 It prowls the 
spaces between!


	 	 	 But there was	 	  nothing 		 	
	 	 there
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	 	 	 	 just 	 	 	 	 	
	 


	 	 white 


Inner space:

No one can hear you dream


	 	 meanwhile Major Tom was laughing

	 	 	 yellow teeth aglow from the dashboard


	 I entered on the deep and savage way
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Your quest lies ahead of you. Across the clearing is a dark cave entrance. 
You pick up your doll, get to your feet and consider what dangers may lie 
ahead of you.


Neither my screaming nor my fever is really mine


	 	 above or maybe below 

	 	 	 could see a 

	 was it above

	 	 fluted 

	 	 	 a glassy texture 

	 never knowingly undersold

	 	 is it above or is it below

	 	 	 she went mental I couldn’t

	 	 	 	 	 the gate

intimidating inviting

	 she went 

	 	 	 	 ABANDON

	 	 This pain planted in me

	 	 	 like a tree

	 I couldn’t read it couldn’t make it out it didn’t make sense


	 	 We to the place have come, where I have told thee 

	 	 Thou shalt behold the people dolorous


Today the sun looked black when I stared at it for too long. I got one like 
and one new follower.


        A crowd flowed over London Bridge, so many
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a distant hum or buzz becoming an indescribable noise like aircraft like 
sirens like bees like shrieks metallic amplified 

	 needed fuckin earplugs

	 the stage crew had em

	 yellow in the dark


	 	 	 	 There appeared to be some sort of rostrum, on 
which (Tom pointed out)

	 	 	 	 were the grotesque effigies of Christmases Past, 
Present and Future,

	 	 	 	 bedecked in gaudy apparel


	 	 and the crowd went wild


	 	 	 Repent, that’s what I’m talking about

	 	 	 I shed the skin to feed the fake


	 The Fake News Media has been so unfair and vicious


These miscreants, who never were alive, 

Were naked, and were stung exceedingly 

By gadflies and by hornets that were there.


James! JAMES! I heard them calling me, so I went out onto the landing. 
Mum and Dad stood at the foot of the stairs, looking up at me, smiling. 
Mum was holding a lead, at the end of which was a baby crocodile. James, 
here’s your baby brother. Come downstairs and say hello.
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	 Everyone loves a bit of Coldplay. Or is Ed Sheeran more your thing?


	 stops me returning to myself


Had to wait ages for the ferry. When it arrived, everyone was pushing and 
shoving. No one has any manners these days. I didn’t have a ticket, of 
course, but Mr Eliot explained to the crew that I had special permission 
from the tour operator to board. To their credit, they didn’t cause us any 
trouble and I was able to nab a decent seat, at the front, with a lovely view 
of the opposing orange shore and the tormented bodies wracked in its 
flames. Mr Eliot bought me a bottle of fizzy water, which was very 
considerate. Needless to say, I necked it pretty sharpish. I was utterly 
parched!


	 	 	 This pain planted 

	 

	 	 didn’t make sense


	 	 	 I had not thought death had undone so many 


	 	 	 	 [Blackout]
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Then I woke up

Right in the middle


	 	 I turned my rested eyes from side to side


strangely soothing this place this first stop over the troubled waters not 
what you’d have expected atmosphere temperate sky frowning but calm the 
fires we had seen from the ferry must have been further inland the wracked 
masses too because here there was no one a place of melancholy quite 
picturesque I wanted to take photos of the glassy shore the cliffs the white 
edifice that resembled a cathedral or a castle from the future but didn’t have 
my phone on me where was it couldn’t remember where I’d left it probably 
almost certainly back on the other side of the river I may even have dropped 
it on the hillside when the werewolf attacked me who knows my guide 
seemed to intuit what I was thinking he put his hand on my elbow and 
urged me on towards the white building gentle coercion I didn’t mind fresh 
travellers were amassing across the river the breeze carried their complaints 
their cries their sobs pitiful noise accentuating the general silence as we 
sauntered yes sauntered this wasn’t so bad towards the cathedral or castle 


	 	 We can be heroes just for one day


	 I spent hours studying the red booklet 

that came with the album. I was too young to 	 	 understand 
the grainy 	 	 	 	 	 	 monochrome 
	 	 S&M images, 

but I was thrilled by their air of danger. 	 	 Gazing at pictures of 
the band, of him in 	 	 	 	 particular, I wanted to 
be them.
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Today the sun looked like a	  rotten tomato. I 
got two likes and four new followers.


I experienced my first Black Mass when I was thirteen. It was something of 
a disappointment. Mr and Mrs Queen were there, along with their sons, Max 
and Sam, and a few old people I didn’t know. After we had intoned the 
sales figures and rubbed egg whites into each other’s faces, the priest took 
off his suit and set fire to Max’s hair. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to 
feel, so I just laughed exaggeratedly, like everyone else. Maybe it would 
have felt more meaningful if Dad had been there. But he was dead or away 
on business or fucking a prostitute in a hotel in Amsterdam.


	 	 	 They’re all there, 

	 	 	 in the white tower, 

	 	 	 the stony men and women.

	 	 	 My mouth twitches

	 	 	 when I’m around them.


Ventriloquism, or ventriloquy, is an act of stagecraft in which a person (a 
ventriloquist) changes his or her voice so that it appears that the voice is 
coming from elsewhere, usually a puppeteered "dummy". The act of 
ventriloquism is ventriloquizing, and the ability to do so is commonly called 
in English the ability to "throw" one's voice.


I still wonder where you are. 

	 The day you left, I 
drank a bottle of whiskey and swam in the Thames. 
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	 Your skin is hot silk. 


I’ll never be able to replace you: the manufacturer’s warranty had expired 
days before your disappearance. 	 

	 I have 187,201 
photos of you and 4,328 videos, but I don’t have you.


strangely soothing this place 


	 	 	 Tom’s pissing himself
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