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A Mugging 
 
Part 1 
 
 
I remember feeling ok 
hub of humanity pools through passed saxophone skunk atmosphere 
something late in the air 
   dull men become interested under ignored moonlight 
 
I remember drizzle 
  almost a new colour 
 descends  waving frantically like stock traders on a Tuesday morning 
  falling 
   concrete & street-mud & oil in puddles 
   hope 
    impact harden me quick (sharp as rocking horse shit) 
 
two hits. One on the back of the head the other on the temple. 
 
I remember green  
  green bus green 
   past gray white rushing past  
 past what.   slow down.                Montpellier in horizontal bands. 
   an ever loosening grip.  I’ll be home soon. 
        tomorrow. 
   tomorrow!  this could all be gone 
                                                                        away & lost, a line 
   
      in time 
      cracked 
      headside 
 
  ket fireworks skim top ‘a drystone wall 
 
I remember taste of metal night alarmed anonymous compound fracture memory bridge attached lifting up nose to 
finish line now right angled liquid fear vigorous as I was grabbed for brands 
   
    I ain't fucking about 
 
I remember not waking up 
until the doctors bed & the woman who came with me said she was very worried  
because I wasn't moving & it took twenty minutes for the ambulance to arrive 
 
 
Part 2 
 
two days later 
I have a nightmare 
loosing pints 
quicker than anyone 
could count 
 
beeping  
like a satellite 
with two men 
dressed in purple 
& natty gray, capped 
laughing to the doctor 
 
fear recalled 
in all directions 
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feet shifting 
ancient code fusing 
pulled 
looking for form 
to stand 
 
tried so hard 
to pull up 
on adrenalin 
 
but too late 
I crashed 
 
up St Michaels Hill 
for head scans 
a split second 
I’m horizontal 
 
loaded into an MRI 
just like when 
I worked the abattoir 
pig’s carcasses 
came in on off the wagons 
tied up neatly 
on 4-barbed hooks 
until once 
halfway through 
the power went off 
& the carcasses 
swung sideways  
grinding 
the stainless steel 
 
& I remember  
in half dark 
in half sleep 
thinking how strange 
what we conjure 
when in silence 
alone 
threatened 

 

  



trini decombe 
	  
	  
	  
days	  

filled	  with	  seconds	  
	  	  	  	  	  empty	  minutes	  
	  	  silent	  hours	  
	  

check	  u\	  
out	  of	  the	  	  	  

office	  
no	  exit	  

	  
trapped	  in	  	  

rage	   	   	   unspoken	  	  
words	  
locked	  	  

	  
	   	   	   	   	   	   	   	   where	  are	  those	  
	   	   	   	   	   	   	   	   	  	  	  	  happy	  days	  
	  
	   gone	   	   	   away	  
	  
	   	   	   far	  
	  
	   	   	   	   	   from	  offensive	  it	  is	  
	  
	   	  
	   	   du=isruptive	  
	  
	   	   	   	   	   yes	  disrupting	  
	   	   	   	  
	  
	  

empty	  hours	  
silent	  	  minutes	  
	  	  	  filled	  with	  seconds	  

	  
	  
	  
	   	  
t	  	  	  	   h	   	   o	   	   u	   g	   	   h	   	   t	   s	  
	   	  
	  
	  
	  



nikki dudley 
 
 
 
 

 
Only constraint / his time 
rhyme something with… lines or lines. 
Am I e-still a poet if miles to/from 
The Start Line and I can't  
  (remember how this all started? 
 
No, me neither. Mark hers, I need mark hers. 
 
The story is walking away from 
 me,  or you,  or that girl,  who who wrote 
something about looking up, purr lease, 
look up. There's nothing  
we won't do two gather, 
nothing we won't  
 
/Someone/ told me a lie about the future 
& I didn't believe a world. 



Memories, Dreams & Meaningless Violence: Little Johnny Barrett Talks To The Nation

John Irvine

I’m born... Nope, don’t remember anything about that bit of boogie-woogie. Next!

A hornet’s nest, just outside my bedroom window - everything’s in black and white in 

this one, and I’m shit scared. No, move on!

Wow! Full technicolour, and my mother is throwing herself onto her bed while I’m 

stealing 20 bucks out of her purse. There I am, skulking in the corner. She’s not seen me. 

Good. She’s crying. Bad. Poor mother. Why’s she doing that? Maybe she’s dropped a plate 

again or something. I scurry out the door like the rat I am - no sound in my stocking feet. 

Sshhh... Now, quietly, on to the next one...

For some fucking reason, I’m a new boy at a whites only school in Nairobi! Oh man! 

You couldn’t make this stuff up could you - and I’m not, you know! It’s all true! You do 

believe me, don’t you, dickweed?

...

Alright, it wasn’t Nairobi... and it wasn’t 20 bucks - that’s not the point! I’m just 

exaggerating a bit to get you ready for what’s coming next, trying to get you to think big, get 

you used to my style and maybe get you to trust me a little - though I’ve probably fucked up 

that bit, eh? Well, it doesn’t matter. As long as you keep reading, everything will be OK 

between us, I promise. Oh boy, this is going to be so much fun, you big fag!

OK. Let’s start again. Earliest memories. Those are three of mine, right there. All involving a 

sense of mild danger, of being scared or anxious, of having a - hey, wait... you don’t know my 

name yet, do you? Allow me, hoser...

I’m Johnny. Johnny Barrett. And I’m 15 years old. Hi. How are you? Good, I hope? 

Yes, I’m well, very well indeed, actually. Thank you for ask -

Shove it bitch!

Woooah! That got you, huh? That’s annoyed you, hasn’t it? Well stop reading this 

then! Go on to the next fucking short story or, whatever, poem. But I’m telling you, it 

definitely won’t be as raucous and fun-packed as this one!

Nope, on you go...

...

I’m waiting...

...
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I’m still waiting...

...

Ha, ha, ha! How much more abuse are you going to take from me, dear reader? Eh? 

How much more? Wanna fight? C’mon. Put ‘em up! Put. Up. Yer. Dukes. Shithead.

Ugly mofuggah, aint’cha ?

No, no, no, no, no... OK, OK. I’ll stop. I’m sorry. I really am sorry. In fact, it’s the 

same amount of sorry-ness as I felt for my mother when I saw her crying on her bed. 

Awwwwwwwwwwww. C’mon, that was a poignant opening wasn’t it? Got you on my side 

early on. But I’m blowing it big time now though, huh? Yeehar! A Dang-nabbit and a Choo-

chee-bug!

Phew... OK. I’m back and I’ve taken my Ritalin. I am A LOT calmer. I feel we can finally 

make some progress. Just don’t get me over-excited with all yer giggling and teasing like you 

usually do. As my old man says: ‘Keep an even keel Evel Kenieval’. We’ll all be fine. Don’t 

you worry.

Where was I... yeah, memories, they’re important, aren’t they? And dreams too. I’ve 

had so many wild dreams lately. Let me tell you one. It’s a recurring one, so it must be 

important, somehow. It all starts with Mrs Smalyga from next door... 

...she’s been twitching her curtains all day long, watching me doing my thing. I’m in 

her front yard, just messing with the sprinkler, when she storms out of her house and onto her 

lawn.

“Little Johnny Barrett! I’ve seen the things you’ve been doing today! How come 

you’ve been allowed to roam free like this - tormenting the good people of Welland? Where 

are your parents? Where’s your mother?”

“Don’t know. Don’t know where she is, Mrs Smalyga,” I said. And I didn’t. It was a 

dream, of course, and she’d not been in it yet. Dumb bitch - my mother that is, not the 

Smalyga.

“What? You don’t know... well... OK, I’ll call on her later. You get off my lawn, you 

hear? And stop messing with my sprinkler!”

“Yes, Mrs Smalyga,” I say.

You see, in this particular dream, my shoulder angel has the day off - it’s just me and 

my little, red-horned devil! Time enough to set fire to a fence, climb a tree, spit on passers-by, 

lay in the middle of the road, look for loose change, kick a dog, fart in the tub, eat out of a tin, 
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run a mile, sleep in a field, boil my head and play with a sprinkler or two!

What a day I’m having! I say to myself. I love it when my shoulder angel has time off.  

I mean - the amount of ants I’ve burnt holes in with my magnifying glass! And I have the best 

sense of freedom - and amazing special powers! I can levitate and float around in this dream - 

kick off the ground and go anywhere I like! Man, oh man, what a blast!

All this changes though, come late afternoon, when the sun is skulking behind the oaks 

and the shadows have grown long, spindly legs. My cartoon Beelzebub is suddenly replaced 

by something black-winged and unholy; as dark and menacing as a murderer ramming down an 

eight-ball. It changes so quickly I have no time to think.

“Holy fuck!” I scream - and start to run towards my house, arms flailing.

Get off me, you bastard!

At the door is my mother. Christ! - when did she get back... she looks mad.

The creature is biting me, breathing fire in my face!

I’ve begun to cry, as I enter the hall. 

Go faster, faster now!

The stairs are there; I go up and up.

Faster I said!

I go up... and up... and up - crashing through the oriel, into the clouds and onward to 

the heavens where my shoulder angel sits with bated breath and an axe to grind.

Oh, shit.

For some reason, no idea why, I start to sing: “O Canada! Our home and native land. 

True patriot love in all thy -”

“Right,” she says. “Shut it, Johnny! Jeez! Sorry, dear Lord.”

Uh oh, bad language from the shoulder angel, not good.

“Well Johnny, what have you got to say for yourself this time. All day long you’ve 

been up to mischief - kicking dogs, messing with sprinklers, farting in tubs... and the result? 

Your comedy shoulder devil mutates into an evil, fire-spitting bastard. Sorry again, Lord. 

You’ve been acting like a demented Huckleberry Finn... but without the initiative! You’ve got 

some serious explaining to do.”

“Um, yeah, sorry shoulder angel,” I offer, meekly. “It’s just that that cartoon devil 

makes me do bad things. It’s as if he takes control of my mind and I can’t do anything about 

it.”

“Yes, I saw that. And you’ve started swearing again, haven’t you? What had we 

agreed? ...I don’t know - I work hard for you all year round, I don’t ask for much, then when I 
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do take a day off, this happens!”

“Yeah, sorry shoulder angel.” This wasn’t going too well, and I knew where it was 

heading... it’s a recurring dream, right asshole?

“So. Now. What are we going to do with you? Hmmmm?”

At this point I usually wake up... but not before my shoulder angel has reached round and 

brought out a massive black strap-on... Yikes! Ha, ha, ha! I knew you’d like that one!

But let’s get back to my point. We’re moulded by our early experiences, aren’t we? They 

make us what we are, and all of them happening before you’ve come out of that ‘unconscious’ 

state of youth. We’re shaped by the hornet’s nest, by the weeping mother, by moving 

somewhere new and strange - but our dreams help us, by sorting out the good stuff from the -

You cocksucker!

Oh man! I did it again! You made me do it again! It was all going so well! We’ve really 

gone and done it now, haven’t we? We’ve really fucked things up, huh? What? What do you 

mean it had nothing to do with you?! What the fuck do you mean by that? Right then, imagine 

my hands coming out from this page, grabbing you by your lapels and shaking you fucking 

hard, like this: WOAARRRRRRRRRRGHH-NNGHH-NNGHH-NNGHH-NNGHH! 

WOOOOOF!! MMMMRRRRRRRRUUUUUUNNNGHHH!!! Then kneeing you in the 

nuts, like this: WHACK!

...

Now where do we stand? 

...

Hmmm?

...

I’ll tell you... 

All trust between us has broken down completely. 

All hope of some kind of understanding from our shared experiences is utimately 

severed. 

Our sails of endeavour have been rent apart by the fickle winds of fate. 

But wait, cockbreath: ‘Character is fate’. I read that in a Thomas Hardy novel we had 

to read dans l'école. And how true it is, isn’t it? I mean, let’s take a look at what’s happened 

here: 

1. My character and your character met.

2. Your brain told your face to look at me funny, and -
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3. That’s led to some pretty meaningless violence on my part (I accept the blame for 

that bit... partially).

You see, our characters made all this happen - not fate, dumbass. Jeez, you’ve really 

gotta do some more booklearnin’, you know -  you better get yer shit together, man! 

Seriously though, there’s sooooooooo many things I want to do with my life - when I’m 

older. Not right now, obviously. I mean, I can’t get into a strip club at 15, can I? No. Exactly. 

I need to grow up first. But my time is just beginning. Yours is probably about half way 

through, or more. And just what have you done with your life? Huh? I’ve got youth on my 

side - and I’m gonna do something big - despite what you and Miss Herriot say. She’s my 

teacher, you shit-pretzel, NOT my girlfriend!

“You really have to have done great things by the time you’re fifteen, or you’ll never 

do anything of any note,” that fat bitch Herriot said the other day.

What the - ? I thought. Great things? By fifteen? What a fucking thing to say!

“But what about Slash, Miss Herriot?” I began. “He didn’t even start playing guitar 

until he was sixteen.”

Ignored me. Well, I hadn’t done great things, had I. 

I tell you. One day, we’ll show them. We’ll show all the mouth-breathers and their 

great things. We’ll show them what we can do: 

Stab and run, like a cunt!

...

Sorry. 

Look, let’s not part on a sour note. Let me think of something... something fitting to 

end this nicely and allow us to say goodbye, almost like, well, equals... 

OK, got it. Here’s a thing to remember: 

Eat my shit, honky! 

JB
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robert kiely 
 
 
 
 
sonnet 
funneled into the clipped ishuffle 
whispers, swerves to therefore appear garbage 
-like and leave to no goodbyes to puzzle 
and to meet no californian sage 
with some proverb-miscellany to hand 
out  more agglutinous obliscence and 
refuse the chaos of it, try to see 
hirsute rhetoric everywhere, mince 
meat, then avoid any pre-remembered 
happenings which might be squeezed into 
incongruity born of the thick curd 
of fathomable events which withdrew 
into a realm where deprong mori wheel 
though frozen in a mass of solid lead  

(12/1/13) 
 
 
poem which 
already starts unravelling, circling back through synonyms, self-abuse; 
it ends with something punchy, but being saccharine already, you refuse. 

(11/1/13) 
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take me to the movies 
 
take me to the movies 
, babe, I'm too 
weak to go myself 
there's something 
very 16mm I need 
: low light low resolution 
lowbrow vinyl seats 
suitable for alternating 
pervs and mums 
 
take me where the lights 
are low and dangerous 
, the line of sight obscure 
, where the disaffected 
hide for a mere $8 
among the rat scatter 
and pigeon meows 
, like careful pets 
someone forgot 
to feed 
 
take me back to Bruce 
beautiful in his youth 
and to crazy chain-smoking 
parrots named Sol 
, fond of coffee and rum 
he was, too ; 
"this isn't McDonald's 
you know, you wet fucking 
dream", he said 
, or once said he said 
 
take me to The Classic 
where my callouses 
litter the projection floor 
, like discarded 
pornographic 
frames inserted into 
family friendly films 
for the amusement of 
the clued-in stoners 
 
take me to the darkness 
to that shadow of the world 
where no one knows 
me well at all 
, where I'm agile 
or disingenuous 
, depending on the 
stars I see ; 
be they fantasy or far 
off in any real night anywhere 



 
take me into company 
in which I can be alone 
; the strangers' shoes and 
snuffles, the teenagers' 
angsty roar which 
slaps anticipation with 
a stench of oil and corn 
and something deeper 
, animal, that's waiting for 
them there: in a fear 
that's thick and in a 
scene that's poorly shown 
 
take me away from this 
hopeless grey suit 
, from stepping on the toes 
of strangers' words 
as if speech were an act 
of sex, from flesh that's rawly 
easily giving of itself 
; let light be the fantasy 
projected onto its 
forgiving audience 
 
o, take me to the 
movies, babe, to the 
world's one true 
conversation : uttered and 
exploded and everyone 
watching all at once 
, as if we enjoy these times 
of peace but wait silent 
for the credits 
to tell us when the end 
has truly come 
	  



	  
	  
Cvutch	  
	  
And	  you	  are	  gone	  
	  
You	  lemon	  stinking	  phuckers	  
Riding	  	  
Cast	  iron	  pots	  into	  hell,	  
	  
Belly	  laughs	  	  
Ejaculate	  new	  moons	  into	  our	  sky	  
	  
(	  I	  have	  no	  words	  for	  a	  scream.	  )	  
	  
And	  you	  are	  gone.	  
	  
I	  am	  left	  
Bereft,	  	  
a	  
chimpotent	  character	  in	  painting	  :	  
	  
This	  is	  the	  moon,	  the	  sun,	  
the	  stars	  
and	  
her	  thief,	  cheetah	  from	  tarzania,	  	  
nailed	  
beside	  the	  saviour,	  jesus	  the	  nazarene,	  	  
	  
bleeding	  side	  wound	  of	  water	  and	  wine	  
weeps	  
into	  caesar	  eyes	  	  
	  
And	  you	  are	  gone	  
From	  my	  dublinia	  -‐	  
	  
swans	  
chase	  away	  the	  dogs	  
near	  the	  canal	  waters	  
where	  each	  summer	  
another	  swimmer	  drowns	  
amongst	  the	  submerged	  bikes	  
and	  shopping	  trolleys,	  
	  
mismatched	  follies	  
strangulating	  in	  the	  reed	  waters,	  

trini
Typewritten Text

trini
Typewritten Text

trini
Typewritten Text

trini
Typewritten Text
brendan mccormack

trini
Typewritten Text



funerals	  	  will	  follow.	  
	  
tall	  skinny	  girls	  recycle	  past	  
and	  you	  are	  not	  ,	  you	  are	  	  
	  
gone	  
baby	  
gone	  
	  
I’ve	  lost	  my	  cvotch	  
To	  hide	  in	  
And	  press	  to	  my	  ear	  
And	  listen	  to	  the	  sea	  
-‐	  conch,	  she	  said.	  	  
	  
But	  I	  hear	  
mewling	  echoes	  of	  seals	  
dragged	  red	  across	  
melting	  ice	  cubes,	  clubbed,	  cubes	  
	  
You	  are	  gone.	  	  
	  
You	  left	  me	  
Back	  in	  this	  world.	  A	  
Poet	  
Lost.	  I	  am	  	  
Maydaying	  
An	  sos.	  
Where	  is	  the	  fucking	  carpathia,	  car,	  path,	  ia,	  wh,	  e,	  re,	  r	  u	  
?	  
.	  
Decapitated	  
Eros.	  
On.	  Go	  on.	  	  
	  
At	  the	  supper,	  
I’ll	  drink	  petrol.	  	  
You’ll	  see	  
	  
Sputtering	  fires	  
Upon	  the	  ridge	  
Echoing	  dark	  desert	  –	  you	  are	  not	  out	  there	  
Amonsgt	  	  
The	  babies	  hanging	  from	  the	  trees	  
Scalped.	  
	  
(	  how	  can	  anyone	  be	  left	  alone	  in	  this	  fucking	  place	  )	  	  



o	  
	  
I	  regress	  and	  shrink	  again	  
Under	  whorling	  parabolic	  sun.	  
You	  are	  gone	  
Is	  crazy	  in	  my	  eyes.	  
	  
You	  are	  gone.	  
	  
	  
	  
Previously	  published	  at	  www.primal-‐urge-‐magazine.com	  



drew morrow 
 
 
The Blowpipe 
 
Mario, my cellmate, and the man I despise most in this world, informs me that I am insane but, worst 
of all, a liar. I am aware that I beat him too often for his impertinence, because his are merely the 
words of an imbecile, but doubtless is he the recipient of some pleasure to accompany the rain of 
blows unleashed upon him without compromise. Indeed, he laughs - through lips plump and arrogant 
like Nero’s - and utters familiar and piteous cries that mimic a pain decomposed to joy. Occasionally, 
on account of the tumour that devours his insides, his mouth bleeds at each corner. Small bubbles 
erupt, black in the shadows, and crimson in the religious light that splits the three-barred window 
above. I saturate him with my irrational, gratifying violence until I am exhausted. Yet, still he grins at 
me, his idiot face shadow-striped and his knees pulled up beneath his chin.  
 
It is at this point that the two guards, awoken from their habitual slumbers by Mario's mongrel 
squeals, will traverse the low, iron-floored corridor, which resonates to the metallic clicks of their 
boots. With three keys, they will open the door and, in well-rehearsed resignation, take me away to 
the basement where, unlike Wilde's prison cell, there is no ‘tent of blue’* for me to contemplate, only 
the statutory bruises and unnecessary allusions to my parentage and religion. There, they will throw 
me down fourteen steps, as ancient as time and each bearing my blood in different vintages. *English 
in the original 
 
The ‘Crypt’, long abandoned by God, is apparently vast, with a sepulchral darkness running all the 
way to the end of the imagination. Perhaps, because of a superstition of devils and demons, I have 
not, nor will, venture far into its serpentine caverns, should they exist. Instead, I remain in my 
demesne; the four metres square of cellar I have, on my knees, so far dared to explore. Even here, in 
the dripping depths, our location in the Tropics is unmistakeable; damp and cloying, irrepressible 
and melancholy. The rainforest that swathes the prison lives and breathes, and suffocates as it goes, 
just as the dark below wilts and destroys hope. Yet, within its womb, I am able to bathe in the solitude 
for which I so yearn. Flat on my back, I lie with my head against a wall; any wall for I do not care. I 
feel the rainwater, which I imagine hued from a mountain cataract, trickle down the mossy precipice 
over my face, and it washes away the vestiges of my grief. 
 
I cannot doubt that it is a forlorn place, surrounded by an unknown terror stretching deep into the 
swampy vaults. No man has ever escaped, although it is rumoured that neither gate nor lock impedes 
him from his freedom. Yet, whilst I may be free, I am also a prisoner. This is true in many ways for it 
is not only the horrifying nothingness that contains me; I am hostage too of my own thoughts, which 
over the years have become as concrete. But around them, around the prison, the rainforest, reigning 
malignantly, there is the sphere of the Blowpipe, which is as large as the universe itself. From some 
unknown museum or gallery, encased conspicuously by glass, where it is the centrepiece for a circle 
of curious onlookers, perhaps a party of Belgian tourists or flatulent school children, the pipe still 
controls me. Against the desperate black of the Crypt, its sleek lines, etched delicately with abundant 
leaves, stand out as though pregnant with an inner light. I have tried often to reach out, to suffer its 
fulfilling, yielding frame in my fingers. There have been times when a rogue hallucination has tricked 
me into believing that I hold it anew. Ivory meets trembling, haggard fingers, and the bounty is 
dragged to my breast. I reign once more; High Priest of Man, Unholy Wreaker of Havoc. But the 
subterfuge is always revealed. I am grasping my own bony wrist, held in defiance of the raging dark.  
 
Yet the Blowpipe is there, somewhere, and its influence draws my mind centripetally to its heart of 
corruption. And to think that it was once mine and that I controlled it. But that was so many lives ago 
when my name was Auguste Thobois and I was still a man. Now, I am nothing. 
 
 



Land’s End to John o’Groats 
 
 
 
He arrived arse-uppards and derelict 

to see water, slick as a starling’s wing, 
  licking concrete just as grey as any at home. 
 
 
A foam of discarded plastic ebbed, 

each withdrawal a flasher’s mac, 
a grand reveal, a carcass-strand of fish and gulls. 
 

 
He looked out to sea 

and the islands stared back. 
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