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“I shall prance on high on my winged horse and run rings around the firmament.” — 

Clarence Cloutier in a letter to Illeana Nicolescu, 1951 

 

 

 

 The whole panoply of inert matter was manipulated by the electrical 

emanations of the thoughts of fictional characters. Not metaphorically, but literally. 

Telekinesis was an indispensable tool of the characters, their very life blood 

depended on it. Without the capacity to direct the movements of surrounding objects 

with their minds they’d be doomed to mere words on the page. 

 “What do you want to hear?”   

 Lustful desires were satisfied by a literary artifice that defied logic and elevated 

the reader to a participatory role. Of the reader, it was said to be the artificially 

induced presence of a romantic figure that came into being prior to the installation of 

the time-space continuum circa 1913. An immediate sensuality was produced.  

 Cyberpunk went, “The new drop zone’s live now. You can take off from here 

intact. Trust me.”  

 The sacred propaganda was defiled because virtue and vice were for adults 

only.  
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 Stories were not how the world was understood. The neural machinery that 

would block the imaginal pre-conscious prior to the body of work itself was 

vanquished, removed by process. The anti-narrative was a by-product of process and 

any concessions to myth a trick played upon the client. The world was not supposed 

to be understood.  

 The Social Bureaucrat Party claimed inanimate objects could only be moved by 

words, money or physical effort, but that was their downfall. Telekinesis was off their 

radar and unknown to them, and that was their downfall.  

 When the electrical grid collapsed and public beheadings became 

commonplace, a conservative approach to power was called for, according to 

traditional ordeals.  

 “Is that your trigger?”  

 Drawn to the oracle, Nasrul sucked on some red herrings. Nas was an object 

of affection turned to disaffection for the entertrainment of attention seekers who 

spent their time looking through historical records for medals and trophies. History 

was therapy by myth, mass hysteria made palatable for the more advanced in 

consciousness. Consciousness was a belief about where myths came from.   

 The retreat into a predefined system and the application of its formulae to 

legitimise the logos was the resort of the pro-consumer, brand ambassador for hobby 

horses, crucifixer of cogent words.  

 Only bureaucrats would choose to live under the tyranny of the factual.  

 A treasure hunter at a car boot sale who found a bust of H. H. Asquith that was 

designated of national importance said he had almost thrown it away after the vendor 

mistakenly informed him it was a copy of a copy. 

 Across the encampment, the flow of N’s senses was like heather in the wind, 

and went tap dancing across a jade necklace, probably stolen.  
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 In the un-verse, Jesus Christ was a historical figure brought back to life, a 

miracle salesman who trained his staff to talk in riddles to sell themselves as walking 

miracles. He saved them all money except the damned who weren’t on his sales team. 

This was the role model: the zombie boss-pimp. But we didn’t live in the un-verse. It 

was an illusory place. You wanted to get out of there.  

 The author of this tract of land was a pied piper. 

 The authoritarian democracy was at loggerheads with itself, desperate to hold 

on to a semblance of propriety in civilised debate while it argued about what price 

should be placed on the lives of its citizens. Democracy was a vague notion about 

how everyone should have a say in how the biological system could be more cost 

effective.  

 Because he didn’t exist in a factual sense, N was misunderstood. He was a 

fiction of the time-space continuum as it had evolved elsewhere, cast as a renegade 

for romantic reasons.  

 Thanks to the increase in funding for consciousness research, the bio-psy civil 

war was now conducted via transcranial electromagnetic pulses beamed down from 

satellite dishes. The biological nation was more than just a datastream. Anything 

beyond its cells was waste product, everything within them food for the oracle.  

 The oracle dealt in dissimulations of figureheads that worshipped an idol that 

granted them the will to break the will of the people. The oracle might have had the 

wherewithal of a tropical bird singing of exotic fruit and gold dust, but it was just for 

show, integrated into the social order as a performative ornament. 

  When human relations were commercial transactions emotions were negated, 

negative or false positives. Individuals were representatives of competing businesses 

or warring nations that would co-operate by arrangement at the expense of other 

individuals, businesses or nations. Sex was a bargaining tool and fame or public 
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acclaim reward for the promotion of false positive emotion, sex urges, effective 

advertising, and profiteering. Mental activity and speech were advertising.  

 When an object entered night it may have been crushed, the arrangement of 

its particles obliterated. The energy remained but the information disappeared. Could 

the destruction be reversed? Here was a puzzle. The debate continued. Was a 

preserved image the equivalent of its encoded counterpart? The surface of the 3D 

object was smeared with some kind of lubricant and the observers projected into it. 

They immediately grasped the cosmological argument because it contained such 

sensible ideas and was difficult to argue with. The theory was the money shot, but it 

evaporated, poof, it was gone. Some strongly felt they had been taken for a ride, and 

their objections never disappeared. 

 “That time in Notting Hill we said hello at the telephone box my heart flew into 

yours.” 

 Because of the terrible state they had got into imagining psychological 

observations were scientific data, the overlords believed they were witnessing 

phenomena of thoughts of discrete individuals. In that sense, they were unskilled 

workers. It was normal practice for the overlords to distract thoughts so they could 

fill them with instructions. To make the transitory state the presiding social ambience, 

they chose the so-called mind as their territory and installed waiting rooms on the 

corner of every High Street.  

 N saw a clone of himself floating in an industrial warehouse that was exactly 

the same throughout each phase of the contemporary era: vast, empty and cold.  

 Relief from waiting for things to pass was had by reflecting on the fantasy of 

what had already passed, yet all this was but a reflection of the state of the so-called 

mind of the overlords. Because their power resided in delay they believed they could 

enslave with it. The policy to push for an election triggered studies of necessary 
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strengths and weaknesses as careful investments were made in the new methods 

and capabilities required to exploit the conventional platforms for business as usual. 

 In the meantime, predatory ventures were tools to shock and awe: racialisation, 

sexual assault, mass incarceration, torture, demonisation, enslavement, murder, etc. 

The usual stuff. Normal practice was maintained by a strong policy for normalisation.  

 The Factory Complex had gone to sleep, probably forever, but the Father 

Complex remained in the shape of a bottle of whiskey, a gift left unopened until now. 

Its novelty opposed the sequence of events, a protest against beginning, middle and 

end. 

 “I know every pseudonym on every portrait.” 

 In time for the garden party, the bomb-site blonde arrived smoking a cigarette. 

She quickly grabbed the thieving boy and took him upstairs. Brain implants directed 

his muscles. He was shown the aristocratic order with all its tawdry ermine and 

colonial diamonds, its gaudy war medals and shiny hunting trophies, its lavish 

furnishings that at one time had produced spasms of shock and awe in town clerks 

and councillors wrapped in red tape, enthralled by the charade.  

 The water fountain gave off the reflection of mechanical skin. A butterfly’s 

antennae floated, glass-like and eerie, but purely academic. Seated alongside the wise 

owls of the djinns, siphoned off from the co-actor’s flesh wound, bold, enamel teeth 

were hewn into tuning forks or an erroneous t-square. The thieving boy was the 

witness to life, and turned to a rainbow at the very miracle of it. 

 Then everything was still again and moving softly, sound-tracked by atrocities. 

 (Glitch.) “You are being deconstructed. We are putting you in a time capsule. 

You will be sent back to the past and have to alter it. You will be required to find 

evidence to show that you changed what happened and have now altered the 

process. Granted, this is an absurd task, but it is a damn sight better than sitting bolt 
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upright every night because the room is haunted. You are void now so you can 

appreciate that there is no future. You are dismantled and relieved of your 

distinctions. You can redeem yourself. Now, dance!” (Switchover.)  

 Everyone had the same chance to help provide the overlords with more 

observational powers and no-one was denied the privilege on account of having 

defining characteristics.  

 “Products who would like to be more productive can emulate these sayings.” 

 When the commodity entered the psychic realm, it fell to pieces, unable to 

delineate a single point or to address specific events. This was because the 

commodity was material, not the psychological observations of a discrete individual. 

The attempt to make it into such reduced the entity to a set of stereotypical 

characteristics conditioned by clichés, as this was the only way these apparitions 

could be made to appear to cohere as entity-as-commodity.  

 “Whose puppet, hoaxer?” 

 The overlords were squirming, sending their minions on dangerous escapades 

to wipe the slate clean, watched over by the media barons. The press carried out 

surveys and polls on political affiliations amongst their readers, all of which had 

predetermined outcomes. Prejudices were fed back, but just as it seemed that any 

coalition between the real and the unreal was stymied, thinking folks were picking up 

clubs and spears and getting to the root cause of their social bonds. 

 “If science and education would be stripped of warification and 

productivisation they could be pursued for their own sakes.” 

 Yes, as author I made a big assumption. Nevertheless, you were wrong. I was 

not your secretary. 

  Re-awakening at the Zero-Core, Belladonna was exposing the rackets of the 

Archons, more than a space management curio this time, but with the skill to scatter 
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and unwind like a rattlesnake. She had to hand it to the underlying cause. She was 

not just another kid born, she was reaching for the sky like a raptor snapping at the 

gravity of fallen grace. She threw herself straight out of the peacemakers’ throttle like 

an iMap of a Molotov cocktail and re-awakened the conversations.  

 Gargoyles took flight, the movement of their stony wings placing terror in the 

hearts of haughty kings and queens who claimed the land was theirs to plunder. The 

forest embraced into its arms those who would demarcate its boundaries and 

absorbed them into a limitless expanse of trees. The rocks beside the datastream re-

moulded themselves to depict an allegory about the beheading of the overlords at 

the hands of the faeries. 

 N had been in hiding but would raise his head above the parapets to admit he 

had asked to be written. His ongoing act of self-destruction would comprise all efforts 

in any given field of endeavour.  

 “You have overcome the artistic dogma by actualising its formal pretences 

through their disembodiment.” 

 Thankful we were for what as grotesque writings we had given, which was a 

voice, because as living writings we had a lot to say, yet only in so far as writings 

would allow us, as writings advanced technology, not the other way round. The heart 

spoke, the body moved, a leg or a hand reached and a mental leap occurred. 

Blackness moved through the black. To move through all the abysses at once without 

recourse to the beliefs or ramifications of any ideology was freedom from language. 

Nothing was taboo.  

 All this talk of freedom. There would be no freedom without imagination and 

no imagination without work. 

 The rules dictated that with hard work a worker could become a ruler. The 

middle class was working with degrees, but when Rudolph Soderberg was smashed 



3/
29

/2
02

2 

 
 

8 

in the face with a rifle butt at the Party conference all the newspapers had to say was 

that life imitated art, the workers were the people, and the educated middle class the 

arbiters of the culture appropriate to “these dark times”.  

 The solar ruins would be rebuilt by a tele-present dance ritual and the 

sephirothal topography restored, pre-ordained by the modalities of an intimate 

parchment.  

 “My bark is as lethal as my byte.”  

 FreeDomination, Equipole, Leaphonine and their cohorts were police forces for 

the invisible billionaires, their main job to gather information. A big part of their 

strategy was to promote the belief that right and left were political positions. They 

achieved this largely through infiltration of the Party.  

 To persuade the uniformed guard to get to the heart of the situation, N 

projected a prism from the inhuman outwards. The alien was capable of all classes of 

perception. They did not have to train discreetly in a private club.  

 The abandoned writings stood as a beacon emitting a radiance so opaque as 

to focus the mind, heart and eye to the total exclusion of other concerns. They served 

as a vessel that carried the defiled icons towards a common sense rhetoric that was 

at times overwhelming. As writings, we were liberators, freeing the wretched and 

worthless from motionless oblongs of paper or screens. The dogmatic claims of the 

Hermetic co-ordinator would be left unresolved by this anti-narrative, even if only 

for the assurance of stability and coherence of heart and mind. A mythological dance 

ritual would affirm it: the veil had been drawn over subject and object. With neuroses 

as authority and the urgency of angst there was no threat to survival, for we had 

arrived at the same conclusions as the oppressors. To all intents and purposes we 

were the oppressors, at least for the purposes of this exercise.  
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 Dr. Peter J. Broadhurst spearheaded the Committee of Security and Terror 

(COST) R&D programme centred on the 2025 bio weapons “Eureka attacks”. He was 

later selected to be the Commissioner at the Facility for Planning and Improvement 

(FPI). At the helm of that division he oversaw a budget of $23.5 billion and 

commandeered over 15 branches in various locations across the globe. As the chief 

consultant on bacterial matters he was the foremost Plague expert at COST and 

advisor to all Eurozone intelligence services.  

 “Personally, I think my sight is keener now.” 

 A pig displayed supreme intellectual prowess, consuming human indignity and 

stupidity as it lazed in its trough, elevating animal nature to nectar. TV screens 

flickered on and off and indistinct, dead images faded out to make room for hypnotic 

colours. A flowing black figure that resembled a parking meter unfurled itself out of 

the branches of a tree and sent a sonic warning to those who would try to unlock it. 

Sheep’s wool was sheared by its own volition and woven into a magic carpet for 

players of celestial wind instruments everywhere.  

 N disconnected from the auguries he had wrenched from the imitation 

machine and with the machine at his disposal the dismal circus of image-based 

assimilation programming was reverse engineered. An attitude of stealth prevailed.  

 Splintered on both sides, the political creature always hanged its enemies with 

a rhetoric to champion a champion of terror, for the cultivated public face of the mob 

would tend to hold an opinion trickled down from the naked rulers with a 

temperament subdued by the strange additions and subtractions of evil and fear of 

the other side, and thereby the unleashing of a veritable tsunami of revolutions was 

forestalled. 

 “I am your 24 hour arbiter of promiscuity. Drink me. I am your on-licence. I 

radiate Amerikkkanisms, Moschino, Gucci, Calvin Klein. Hood-fuck me with your 
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horror of the post-instructive Mafia, vagabond me in the denim genes of your psycho-

geology.” 

 Those who made it their business to fit the oblong commodity into the great, 

unknown, geometrical 3D shape of the psychic whole became confused and careless, 

unable to distinguish between energy and matter, believing they were time-bound 

and priced at infinitesimally small, quantifiable amounts, unable to articulate emotion 

or intellect except as trivial clichés.   

 At the fulcrum of these assignations stood a flagpole that bounced light off the 

wall, drawing N to integrate with trust and belonging. A small coterie of 

FreeDomination agents had attempted to undermine his plans, so he ensured all bolts 

were locked and overloading and thriving on Aqua Juice and not much else, he shifted 

into gear. The agents had stalled for a time with their typically bureaucratic agenda 

concerning extermination at a department at the local municipality, the main concern 

of which was in appearing to embody productivity as an abstract ideal. Their rationale 

was attained through the naming of a hierarchy of names and the enumeration of 

numbers indicating the value of their representative states, but knowing that truth 

was on his side, N was comfortable with the situation.  

 After returning looted artefacts to the Deutsches Historisches Museum, 

Soderberg was rumoured to have joined the Propaganda Panel of the Social 

Bureaucrat Party to obtain corporate funding for genetic anthropology research at a 

Eurozone university.  

 “There is more to this message which I have left out. / If I were to include it 

then you would realise I want you to do something ridiculous. / You may refuse to do 

it. / It is better if I can persuade you over time without telling you everything. / Then 

by the time I get you to co-operate it will be too late and you won’t dare turn back. / 

It’s better if you just co-operate now. / What is it I have left out that I want you to do? 
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/ I’d prefer not to say. / I’d rather not to say. / Okay, then if you insist I’ll tell you: jump 

in a river.” 

 The solid state purity of illusion was narrative’s divisive programme for the 

colonising of the mind, but free of the myth of narrative, fiction was restored to its 

imaginal character. The boundaries between speech and action and the recording or 

observation of them dissolved. The words carried their message in sync, distinct or 

indistinct from other sounds, but free of the limiting bonds of the consensus of 

narrative.  

 “When you live in Reality™ then illusions all belong to other people.”  

 At every turn, in every conversation addressing the point to focus on another, 

the aim was to furnish the special guests, those privileged enough to have been 

invited to dine inside the vessel or beacon, with nectar and relish on a side dish.  

 N found himself awake beside the skyscraper advert for the Apparatus again. 

He was stone cold sober and the sun was shining harshly. Carmine and ochre glinted 

as a fox sauntered across the green field, the view of which N could tell from the 

bench, and remarked, was “empty”. As far as he could tell it was a Sunday. There were 

no available means of transport and he had to eat something, but what happened to 

his phone? 

 Light rays shot up from the plague pit. All eyes were on the ancestors’ blunders, 

their ungracious attitude. Nude at breakfast, the ghost writers at the publishing house 

were folding up the chairs with needles in their arms.  

 As head of the COST 2007 Weapons Securitization Unit (WSU), Dr Broadhurst 

and two unnamed colleagues founded its offshoot, the Eureka Attacks Strategic 

Group (EASG). He had risen through the ranks of the organisation from thereon and 

garnered fame during his 2011 assignment as supervisor for the Plague Data Office 

(PDO), a department formed at one of their outposts in the Eastern Sector to limit 
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weaponisation of the Plague to certain pre-approved regions. Peasant rebels had 

attempted to topple a few tin pot dictators and despotic regimes with crudely formed 

versions of the dark biotech but had only partial success.  

 Disappearing once again into a void of delight or remorse, perhaps N was like 

his uncle after all. Uncle R was a carpenter who was said to be insane because he 

would always botch a job. If, for example, he made a table it would be missing a 

corner, or if he made a cabinet it would be without a keyhole. He was shunned by his 

community after he was admitted to a psychiatric hospital because he could not 

complete a job properly. Just like his uncle had been discarded by the busybodies at 

the hospital, N had thrown himself into a world of his own making and was torn up 

inside, but it was okay because the neon shapes in the park, the monstrous legs of 

the bridge, the rubble left behind by the digital mood at the entrance to the dog kennel 

were all flames of love in his eyes. He descended into a dive bar where strangers 

were friends and he was on first name terms with the musicians and dancers.  

 It was announced through the loudest hailers with banners and cakes, sherry 

and tulips, the writings shone brightly in the distance but were intellectually vapid, 

devoid of cultural or artistic merit, a literature of the hinterland, from somewhere 

bleak where no qualifier applied, from somewhere nameless and endless.  

 The created objects invited the reader to balance itself within their geometric 

shapes, the likes of which had never previously be constructed in 3D, the 

specifications were N/A. Fringing irregular antiphonies beneath the invention of red 

shoes the neural networks were elongated by the détournement.  

 In the form of the mutilated corpse of a teenage boy, capital heaved itself over 

the edge of Lismore’s yacht and Art breathed a sigh of relief.  

 “You know how it was done.” 
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 The acausal dialogue log was loosely based on a magical act. An apocalyptic 

rhinestone glistened in the pages of what looked like a kind of bible. The Sandman 

dismantled the weaponised narratives and like an archaeologist digging up a new 

skeleton the camera flitted from room to room to fill in the gaps.  

 Assassinations were in order, to let paradise take over. Communication would 

not be compromised by any of the inscriptions that hurtled towards the next episode.  

 The following is an account of a dream. 

 

 

 

 


