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1. COAL

 

It was the case

That first homework carried home from school was
arithmetic and involved the determination of integers exactly
divisible by 3. His father explained it, having read the primer,
possession of Ivor Gemelli, Sep 1903,

But that was the case then, many grey moons
ago.

 

92 is not divisible by 3 - however, if you were
to remove the 2 directly to the aether,

Without any further compunction, ungoodbyed, no
fare-thee-well,

9 would be.

It seems that the ink blots can be rubbed out
with pumice.

Seems most things can be cleansed, after a
period of panic.

 

The world is everything,

But, as a sad visitation, almost guaranteed,
there arises

Knickers Off Ready When I Come
Home,

Certainly not an acrostic, as it can sometimes
be heard described,

But whether an acronym or an initialism, an
abject lie, this dirtiness.

Since a friend only to the ear, not the eye,
faulty, failing,

Even though most people know what it means.

 

Being imprisoned in a coal bunker for the simple
crime of self-expression. Guilt can move a person - indeed, it
becomes a talented motive force - and it would be an instant and
glib diagnosis, that our hero, the oddly-named Tulse Luper, should
be equated with Jim of the unstated surname. But whenever the
dreadful shadow of the incident at Patna catches up with him, Jim
abandons his current place and moves further east, where Jim's past
can remain hidden. Prisoned effectively, although with the room to
move - and the obvious idea of carrying it with you.

 

A suitcase, heavy, brim-filled by coal,
bituminous,

Left at the Wailing Wall in Jerusalem, the Dome
of the Rock,

Jerusalem being another acceptable candidate for
the Prime Meridian.

And the scene of some religious in-fighting.

The first suitcase of the 92.

 

Of course, for every child it is a shock,

Finding themself in charge of, or enslaved by,
such a powerful, wayward tool as a whole human brain.

In the context of the universe, an enormous
weapon for any moral imperative,

Producing the sense of trapment, entrapment,

This being he and no other, and with no
cease,

He had trouble with his omniscience.

Guilty, anxious at the power being used, decided
on prisoning himself,

And deigning to be imprisoned by others - acting
as a consonance, expressive of his internal impression,

This balance of being in charge of
versus enslaved by.

 

Enactments, elaborations,

At the beginning, we have an occurrence and two
repetitions of that occurrence,

Firstly, dominantly, the sense of imprisonment
in a dark place, which has to be the womb, the Nativity. And here,
the mother is not well-defined, present only because she need be -
this certainly need not be a Freudian Adventure.

Secondly, the coal bunker, the anthracite as a
seat on which to ponder your sins, go through stages of anger,
contrition, the idea of taking one in the chest for Expiation,
annoyance, consider becoming a kobold.

Thirdly, signing on as a 15-year-old crew member
on a tramp steamer bearing Welsh coal to the Indies, West or East.
The apprentice stoker, needing to gulp down foodstuffs, build
musculature rapidly to cope with the conditions, working in the pit
to feed the insatiable engines. The tramp steamer, carrying coal,
burning coal - moved by its own cargo, strongly hinting towards
recursion.

 

Recursion, the call to a function that calls
itself,

Or perhaps to be defined as a process in which
the function being defined is applied within its own
definition.

Versus propagation, which sings of increase,
growth - even - life.

 

2. TOYS

 

Wholly and completely left in the left luggage
office of the Nordbahnhof,

Whoever the mysterious traveller was, they paid
the deposit,

And whether or not she or he ever considered the
possibility of redemption

We can infer that they did not put it into
practice.

Not now, not after this much time has
passed,

The traveller took their chances or were
taken,

The traveller is now in Avalon abroad.

 

A suitcase that rattled to the shake, inside
being :-

A pine boat of Chinese manufacture, three red
funnels,

Building bricks, 12, alphabetised, mostly
vowels,

Marbles,

Rubber balls, perished,

A metal cannon, antique, bespoke by an expert
ironworker, around 1830.

None new, all used, second in handedness,

 

Viennese detectives are thorough today and their
interest was instantly ignited. Thinking that this might be the
clue to the rape in Max-Winter-Platz.

The issue in this case was that the housewife
had been raped in her own home,

By a travelling salesman - and, egregiously, her
child supplied with toys to quieten it while the crime was
committed,

A rape, not the most brutal the Inspector has
been caused to investigate, but a rape is a rape,

And now this single connection was sufficient to
make it of interest to the investigation.

 

The regrettable consequence of any slight
mystery,

A detective must be born in the world.

The detective grimly metamorphosing out of the
archetype of shaman, priest or physician,

Not usually a leader of people, not even an
eminence grise, power behind the throne,

Just a handy help to any monarch, an Aaron open
to being used by any Moses,

And this is so wrong.

 

Vienna, whiff of kuchen, dirndl, never coming
back, abandoned,

Of the past, the things we used to be, when
innocence was still soft enough to leave an impression,

The rape was never solved. Over the years, the
solution may have occurred to several of the detectives asked to
examine the case,

Their surmises as to the identity of the
perpetrator perhaps all correct,

But never solved in the sense that someone was
convicted of the crime.

 

3. LUPER PHOTOS

 

For those rickety in their own position,
therefore consumed by a passion to know,

A great trove was opened up with the discovery
of a cache of Tulse Luper photographs.

Discovered in the Grand Hotel lobby.

This Grand Hotel being located in Antwerp,
Belgium.

 

The chronology appears to be around
1930-1936.

Middle-class pursuits, tennis parties, canasta
evenings,

Dinner dances, black tie, with ladies with
evening gloves,

Quite clearly in a hospital, as an orderly,
wearing the uniform as such,

Hiking, swimming, rock-climbing,

Also his appearance was subtly altered with such
variations of facial hair permitted and logical to the period,

A Clark Gable, a William Powell. The centre
parting favoured by the doomed boys, F Scott, Howard Robard.

Even over such a relative short time period, the
man changes greatly and without fail.

Conspiracists (governmental, Voynovich… ) are
quick to leap on, producing their centrepiece theory that in no
photograph was he the cynosure, or the compelling reason for the
photograph. Not to be described as inconsequential, hanger-on, too
harsh, demeaning, but he is, always, the other person
there. When examined, this claim is simply not borne out by
the facts.

 

Of greatest interest, the Relstab
photograph.

Relstab '35, written to the reverse in
blue-black Sütterlin,

Several players, all in Norse or Saxon-themed
outfits, all in happiness including a man bearing a cardboard
dragon's head. Suggesting amateur dramatics, or operetta, or
singspiel, or some such scenario. Whatever, it's great to have an
evening out with friends, to have some fun, let the hair down,
forget about the troubles of the day. Next to him, a
flaxen-pigtailed Rhine maiden, hands look to be touching, the body
language is without doubt suggestive of connection.

And he, as Siegfried, with the winged helmet -
maybe Siegfried - or just Gunther or Hagen. The woman is either a
member of the Kopylets triad - or, as some have postulated,
Veronika, the vera icon.

 

4. LOVE LETTERS

 

Tulse Luper shouldn't really own, or be directed
towards, a true icon. In all other regards he avoids religion like
the plague, particularly the traps of hagiography, beatification,
or worship.

It was only a convenient shorthand to inflate
the woman into three women.

Marry the same woman three times, marry three
different women,

There has to be a difference; unless God says
otherwise.

 

Not that there were three distinct women, some
of whom he had been married to,

Not that there was one woman who demanded a
dissection, before tripartite analysis,

Not that the three convey especially distinct
qualities. If there were ever different qualities shown, this
phenomenon spoke more of the beholder than the substance,

It might be merely aberrant to divide, but then
to demand that the three each bear three children, too much…

 

Kopylets - Russian, or Byelorussian, known as
Bulgarian Betty in the Cold War spy community, worked out of Sofia,
a honey-trap (of that we can be of no doubt), very skilled. Alias,
Joanna (perhaps Jozefa) Kopysciecski.

Cristina Copiafossa, the Magnani-like slavish
imitatoress, who had great success - she was from Gib and the
steamer had called in at Gib, a rock bounced onto Europe from
Africa.

Saskia Kolenmijn - known to have been married
with a stepson. Her biography includes the idea that she was in an
aeroplane that crashed.

 

There's talk of a stepson, there's also the
question of the triplets to be decided

 

Where the asterisk would denote canonical… He
departs from the canon by referring to a Veronika or Veronica. The
name is a prompting of victory, Nike, a direct adaptation of the
Attic Greek Berenice or Berenika - it could be so…

But Roman Catholics are, in contrary tradition,
informed that the name is a portmanteau of truth and image - vera
ikon

There's always Veronica Lake, for whom the
darkness doth fall over one eye,

One to propose, one to dispose,

One to be to be your love, one to be your
ruin,

But, as far as it can be dated, much of the
Veronika fixation begins in the 1960's. By then, Veronica Lake was
an alcoholic wreck, soon to die and wouldn't have been current to a
red-blooded man's thinking,

Unless that man was red-blooded, devious, and
possessed of a fair memory,

Unless that man was a faithful man,

Unless that man had a long-held yearning, never
assuaged.

Sealed with a loving kiss. The Veil of
Veronica.

 

5. CLOTHES

 

The acquisition and orderly retention of
knowledge are the clothes of a human,

From the Garden onwards, we have fought for
this.

Let never those pornographers who say we should
be naked, as free as God made us,

In sylvan dales of happy ignorance, gain their
victory,

Learning is all.

 

My name is Ozymandias, King of kings,

Pepin was the last Merovingian king of
France,

Quand j'ai chaud, je bois du thè,

The flower parts are: sepals, petals, stamens,
pistils and carpels,

The Ericales are: rhododendrons, azaleas,
heath-heather…

A group of words containing a subject and a
predicate, but not expressing a complete idea

The Amaryllidaceæ are: daffodils, jonquil,
narcissi…

This number of molecules is called Avogadro's
number,

Kennst du das Land, sag mal, kennst du das
Land?

Democritus, a Greek philosopher, was the first
man to say this,

Haud facile emergunt quorum virtutibus obstat
res angusta domi,

Such melancholia,

Copper can be monovalent or divalent in
combination with non-metals,

For all numbers divisible by three, the sum of
their digits is also divisible by three

See Ara next to Antares, bright in the southern
sky, the 15th brightest star,

Pediment and entablature, consisting of frieze,
architrave, tympanum,

The master of Cleves and his Visitation.

Annunciations by:- Beccafumi, Fabrizio Boschi,
Botticelli,…

Taxonomies.

 

6. CLOTHES

 

Moi voici habillé puis nue,

Because they flee from nasty secrets, don't
they,

Bats in the belfry, the birds and the bees,
approved school and parson's nose,

The devil's brew, Negative Patient Care
Outcome.

Something for the weekend, sir?

 

In grotesque and warping fear of being Stripped
of the Clothes,

To finish more ever degraded than before,

This anti-knowledge, pas devant les enfants.

 

Here's a Message From Our Sponsor, on Carey
Street, the knocking shop,

Won't be long, just going to shake hands with
the wife's best friend.

 

Yes, anti-knowledge, removed from the brain, or
at least a screen erected round.

A kind interpretation would be to draw parallel
with the Anglo-Saxon or Norse kenning,

whale-road = sea

wound-reed = arrow

the house-hatred = fire

A poetic device, this blurring to require one
agile jump to reach answer from query,

Pleasure gained from the finding, but a
riddle,

So back to it, the veil, always the veil.

 

7. VATICAN PORNOGRAPHY

 

He was arrested at the customs, Aeroporto
Galileo Galilei, for the carrying of forbidden materials through
customs. He had no luggage - only a haversack, this probably the
reason he attracted the attention it the first place, almost as if
he wanted to be caught.

The haversack emptied on the table… Your hands
away from the bag, step back.

Amongst other filth, a stoneware tankard, German
I think. Embossed with a winged devil coupling sexually with a
monk, monks drunken and associating with hooked-nose Jews.

It's Lutheran, the tankard, and making a point
about Catholics,

—Why don't you tell me what you are doing with
these items?

—They are antiques, I am a dealer in antiques
and antiquities. Che altro vuoi?

He indicated his annoyance and that we were
making a big mistake.

 

He was left in the interview room, for some time
to decide whether he was going to give us the proper story or
not.

From somewhere he had got hold of a sycamore
leaf, which, he let spin to the floor, picking it up again,
fingering it, over and over,

Able to resist for a minute or so, but then it
went again,

I would have liked to have taken it off him, but
already there was the implication of friends in high places.

 

It is a well-known quirk of the Index
Prohibitorum, that the usual suspects, atheists, militant opposers
of the Catholic church don't appear on it. Nietzsche, Brigham Young
for example are nowhere to be found, these are taken as read, as it
were. Members of the Holy Mother Church are trusted to know well
enough the dangers. The Index Prohibitorum is also where the idea
that the Vatican has absorbed a huge collection of pornography, not
so.

 

And then we were given the order to let him
proceed. No one was happy about this.

Worst of all a helicopter arrived, I do not know
who had ordered this, the President, they said. But I suspect it
was an industrialist, one of those from the north, Torino or Milano
- or a family.

What hurt my pride was that the superintendent
told me to carry the man's belongings to the helicopter.

—It is at times like this I am reminded how
deeply Catholic a country Italy is, he said to me as he climbed
aboard.

It was only after he had left we discovered the
pornography.

 

8. FISH

 

A harvest moon in the sky, but it is already
November, the harvest has been brought in.

Red hair, until it began to streak grey. She
will hum, dipping the melody into song a snatch at a time,

First line of the tune with seven notes,

To fit the seven syllables of Morgenlicht und
Sonnenschein or Happy Days are here again, either.

The meal has been eaten, a casserole, shin of
beef, she did the serving.

The curtains drawn against the night, they will
play a cardboard game.

And she will have one yellow nearly at its home,
all the way round the board when he lands blue on it, squashing it
to square one again.

One treats the die carefully, as might be
written in the rules, drop into the container, rattle, and pour out
like milk into tea.

One behind-closed-door blasé, spurns the
container, tosses the die to roll wherever.

It doesn't matter who wins, the play is for
play, for the passing of an evening.

A die that teeters on a vertex, pirouetting its
decision.

 

Ephemera, that were designed to stick for the
span of selling a product, but have wedged and cannot be
shifted,

Nell Gwynn marmalade. That basket, those
oranges. That sauce.

Next to cleanliness, Green Puritan soap,

have worshipped much ephemera,

it has not stuck flawlessly, but even so too
much.

Looks even better on a man…

That couple on a sward: the idyllic woodland
background, side-by-side, both smoking, Whatever the pleasure,
Players complete it…

No grass, small twigs on backs limits to rudery.
So far and no further.

 

Sweet Caporal cigarettes - In our opinion, the
purest form in which tobacco can be smoked - The Lancet.

Dr. Dralle Birkenhaarwasser. Pelikan Fullhalter
Tinte. Usato dal 1889…

Felina… per conferire alla figura una linea
moderna!

Tosca! Acqua di colonia! Esser bella significa…
essere ammirata!

 

9. PENCILS

 

A profound keeper of lists, the largest example,
scrolling, a record of the animals he has squashed, slugs, snails,
ants, beetles, spiders, starting around the year 1914.
Predominantly insects.

 

Others include:-

Images of humans and dogs who resemble each
other (without conscious manipulation of the dog).

Inventors killed by their own inventions -
including Marie Curie, née Maria Skłodowska

Biblical references to the subject of eggs

Notable persons who died aged 43,

The alternative doings of notable persons at the
age 43, an inverse set.

Instances of trinities in the Singspiel Die
Zauberflote,

Remarkable camouflage adaptations of insects to
appear to be either reptiles or amphibians,

A list of French operas containing prison scenes
or references to prisons,

Animals nonexistent in pre-Columbian America,
but contained in the wisdom of the Book of Mormon:- horses, pigs,
sheep, goats, cattle, and elephants.

Suicide, witchcraft, perjury, death at the hand
of a vampire, being a seventh son, being born with a caul, having a
cat of any shade jump over one's corpse, a mother with child
conversing with a vampire, or dying with an unrequited love - some
of the major causes of vampirism.

 

10. HOLES

 

It is a Western scene - and would that Gary
Cooper were alive today,

Percussion instruments used:- dulcimer, finger
cymbals and ratchet.

 

Old and long gone quiet, the market, the
economics, the people who serve,

In the wilderness, the clapboard jumble of
abandoned mine workings

Oil drums rusted, the old uranium mines, maybe
throwing a Geiger counter into berserk.

One, the assailant, carries a revolver and is
searching,

Alert for any slight scrape or rustle that would
betray the other,

He goes cautiously, but without concealment -
indicating he knows the other not to be carrying a firearm,

An unfair fight at this point, though it may not
have previously been. There must be some history between the
protagonists, but who is the hero and who the villain this scene
does not make clear.

 

—Come out! he shouts, the echo comes back,

Then after a few moments,

—Your wife has sold you out, it's all up for
you.

 

The mirage is of a woman clad in white
samite,

Traversing the assailant's view, to go behind a
shack's corner,

Which he is drawn to follow, though still
cautious.

 

Unreal, the assailant assures himself.

He inches himself forward, his Colt out front,
until

He is struck from behind by a length of metal
piping.

 

He teeters. Did the man, at the last, reach out
to cling on to his opponent and fail to gain help?

Imagination says he was held - but the grip was
not permanent, slippage, the villain has been vanquished and
reaches reality, reality had become a tunnel, he had marched down
it too long, and now the tunnel, tipping sideways, becomes a hole,
the brink gave way, boards splintered, a pitfall, and down he
went,

Down the mine, the interment vaginal, the final
resting-place, the pit of Acheron, death, eternal punishment, the
underworld, womb-like.

 

11. MOAB PHOTOGRAPHS

 

Two photographs of a man, the same man,
separated by approximately 30 years,

Both of these men in prison garb, holding up a
number,

And it's hard to say whether the years are kind
or unkind.

 

The sick feeling, queasy, gastric poisonous,
when he established that the lower person was none other Vanika
Cannon,

On top of her an Angel, in copulation,

The Angel holding her arms as she vaguely fought
him off,

It was Luper's definite opinion that she was
trying to fight him off,

Though with the passage of years, he began to be
attacked by the idea of Ecstasy.

Her spectacles awry as she was given a vision of
shoulder and roof,

The Angel achieving penetration, her long skirt
rucked to the waist,

Legs going, the Angel's robes dusty, and his
feathers beginning to fly off in their own

 

What he didn't do, is go to her aid. He seemed
to accept it all, at the time.

Here, the Virgin cries out, but the Angel's hand
is clamped across the mouth.

Their composition signals: I do this because I
can do it.

Vanika Cannon is now lost to him.

 

In a confusion of anger he robs the bank. He
didn't apologise to the cashier for disturbing her day, which might
have been the Bonnie and Clyde method of robbing a bank. He made
lots of noise, he bawled, and the police, imagining a veritable
Dillinger or Creepy Kartis came on the scene to find him still
stuffing cash into his coat pockets. One officer discharged his
revolver and the bullet struck the wall.

 

—I'm for the chain gang, he said during the ride
back to the station.

—We don't have a chain gang, you damn fool.

—I am for prison and the repose it brings the
restless spirit.

I've been thinking words that are too big for
me

 

Having marched down the street like John Henry
looking for something evil to do,

It had to be the bank that hove into sight.
Regular people in regular towns have a bank on main street.

Even in the confusion of anger, he accepted:
—This is not the best preparation,

But continued anyway.

 

12. FROGS

 

In a tarpaper shack, to be known as the woman
who produces monsters. The fact of being Mormon in a community of
Mormons saved her. But there would still be many hoping she left or
died,

She and her no good husband who was sawney,
would soon produce another monster,

The child - for it was two children stuck
together as Siamese twins - lay on the bed.

She referred to them as her nightingales - which
sing sweetly and incessantly of the wrong done to her.

 

Six years ago,

A woman yesterday gave birth to a frog baby in
the general hospital, yes indeedy, not a human that looked a bit
like a frog but a real human frog. I know it sounds strange and
many will disbelieve the news, but no it is real. The baby was also
born without reproduction organs and without a neck. The baby lived
only for two hours and died.

Of course the doctors checked the medical
history of the mother who did not take any medication during the
pregnancy, yet it turned out that the two parents are slightly
related. There's the danger, because when people who are related
get married the children are usually weak, but this was more than
that, just being related can't produce something as mutant as this
frog child.

 

Hey, hang on a minute I hear you shouting, is it
not just the same as the hoax of the Alabama woman who went
swimming in the creek and then said a frog tadpole went into
her?

 

None said it aloud, because of the chastity
rules,

But none had been unable to avoid thinking
it.

Down at the creek or somewhere, a girl goes in
the water and a tadpole can get into her.

That's how it is. Lil black wriggla in their
tushy, they gotta like that,

You wait until one goes and gets a crawdad in
her.

 

How many studies have we had, paid for with
State and Federal money, that have come back saying it's dangerous
in the Colorado River with the atomic radiation and all the like?
So when is someone going to stand up and fix this problem for us?
This is poison in the water supply not because it was naturally
there from the creation but because the government did all that
extraction work when they were making the Bomb. I know we had to
fight the Ruskies at that time, but it comes round these years
later that the people getting sick now are good US citizens who
deserve a lot better than they are getting at the moment from our
Government.

 

13. FOOD DROP

 

Soon after the war, many would guess at. 1946,
or something like that. But the Anti-Fascist Wall in its solid form
was only erected in 1961. Before that, was the Berlin Airlift. From
June 1948 to April 1949, a whole city supplied with fuel, food and
clothing by a shuttle air service.

The precipitating moment in the binary fission:
the Mark was be introduced, but the Soviets refused to permit its
use as legal tender in Berlin. Stalin would hold what he held. As
part of the Eastern Bloc, including nations such as Poland,
Hungary, Czecho-Slovakia. Across the divide, barbed wire, cemented
glass shards, nails, tethered Dobermans and Alsatians, later
motion-sensing machine guns - the death strip.

 

A smaller drop was a suitcase thrown onto the
death strip. It contained branded tins of golden syrup only.

Out of sweetness cometh forth strength.

The allusion to "Out of the eater came forth
meat and out of the strong came forth sweetness".

The riddle of Samson - the carcass of the lion
and the bees' honeycomb. And the continuation where the answer to
the riddle was tricked out of Samson, which caused him to go to
Ashkelon and there slay thirty for their rainment. The Philistines,
gloating at their cleverness, then given their dead countrymen's
clothes. The friend of Samson, to whom he then gave up his wife,
the woman of Timnath, in concubinage, is not explicitly named.

 

When the Anti-Fascist wall fell, the
accompanying sentiment was the ideological triumph of the West.
Euphoria at the time, but within a very few years, the flood of
economic migrants from the poorer East, created serious structural
problems. The governing classes in the West were welcoming of this
pool of cheap labor which would undercut their own subjects in the
market - but miscalculated as to the reaction of said subjects.

 

Starkly, the motif - a pyrrhic gift. Along the
lines of the Troyan horse.

 

14. DOLLARS

 

The written note that stated Canser and
flourished itself off with a ?

The cents thirty that were used to obtain the
senna,

The dollars of the double-entry book-keeping,
waiting while a discussion took place as to who was to be
invoiced…

 

Moab Correctional Center has today launched an
internal investigation into the circumstances leading to an
inmate's escape during a visit to Moab Regional Medical Center.
Superintendent Edward Cooper confirmed the investigation after a
hospital spokesman said the hospital staff did not ask the officers
guarding inmate James G. Wolfram to remove the prisoner's
restraints as had been previously suggested in a Correctional
Center public information release. Without the restraints, Wolfram
ran from the hospital after getting a X-ray scan on Aug. 18. He
remains at large today.

 

Wolfram was serving out the last of a sentence
for uttering forgery and attempted escape in October 1964, but was
scheduled to go to a federal facility to begin serving a 25-year
sentence for bank robbery. This related to an unspent conviction in
1938.

 

As previously reported at the time of the
escape, Marcus Michaelson, program supervisor at the minimum
security prison on U.S. 191 South, said two officers took Wolfram
to the hospital about 9:30 p.m. The prisoner was known to have a
history of stomach and bowel cancer and had complained of
discomfort in the previous day. Michaelson said doctors wouldn't
perform the X-ray scan without uncuffing Wolfram. He said handcuffs
always mess up the equipment. "He ran past the officers after he
got off the table," Michaelson had said, after talking to the
officers involved.

 

But a hospital spokesman, Connor Turley, said a
doctor never asked the officers to remove Wolfram's restraints and
that the metal handcuffs could remain in place during the scan
without a negative effect on the prisoner or equipment. Turley also
stated that it was their understanding that Wolfram didn't dash
from the hospital for another 45 minutes. Hospital records and
personal testimony both indicate the prisoner coming off the
Radiology table at 12:20 a.m. accompanied by officers. A night
staffer then reported seeing "a man running away from the Emergency
Department, at 1.04 a.m." Turley said.

 

Contacted by the Recorder this morning,
Superintendent Cooper confirmed the internal investigation and said
he was aware of differences in the hospital and prison versions of
the escape. He added, "I really don't have a conflict with what the
hospital said". He was also asked as to how the prisoner escaped
without the restraints, but he said that he had no other comment to
make at this time.

 

15. COINS

 

Backgammon is a game where skill and luck have
their own dispute.

The average player may have a run of good rolls
of the dice in a game - but lacking the knowledge of tactics and
strategy of an experienced player what to do with this luck? The
experienced player will always come out on top, in the end. But
with two equal players, then it is luck that divides them.

 

A defenestration from a hotel balcony in
Shanghai, in 1929 - participants, a shaggyhaired man, perhaps
indigent, and a spiv. The disagreement could have concerned an
opium transaction, a sexual partner, or male pride, but
conclusively shown by the Police Dept. to have been the result of
two contrasting intoxications.

 

A fall from a ladder, resulting in a chipped
bone in the left ankle.

Man overboard! Not in a raging storm off the
Senegal coast, but a slip from a ship taking on supplies at
Djibouti.

 

Komarov the cosmonaut offered up curses to the
controllers, the builders, the entire Soviet system, as he orbited
in a craft he knew had no chance of making a safe landing. His only
hope to depressurise and parachute at around 2000 feet. Silk
parachutes run some risk of ignition. They honored him as a Hero of
the Soviet Union.

 

Jan Masaryk's was the third or fourth
defenestration of Prague, when the suicide was found below his
balcony at Foreign Ministry. Rumors of his murder were put about by
the enemies of the State.

 

To drop a coin from the observation floor of the
Empire State Building is a lethal decision. Behold, it would make
you a God compared to those ants below. Possibly, but more
effective to drop King Kong on somebody from that height.

 

Jezebel, Bellerophon, Hephaestus, Lucifer, the
trail goes on forever.

 

16. LUPER'S LOST FILMS

 

Luper had a penchant for flowers of sulfur, the
phrase.

So you have uranium produced of the plant and
opium produced of the plant,

Luper should be chopped in small pieces and used
as garnish - figuratively of course.

His lost films of domestic happenings, all the
time he wondered where he had put them. In the constant moving
around, he was always losing things.

Luper often thought of the children eaten by a
bear for their mockery of Elisha,

Luper also researched how to stab yourself in
the back and make it look someone else had done it.

Luper thought the circus strongman excellent,
the trapeze artists excellent, the lion tamer excellent, but the
clowns, they were subjective, and could be liked or not.

Luper marvelled that locksmiths were not
richer.

 

Luper sat, emoting among cataract and
cataract,

How to lift the confusion done by cleave, if
cleave is the signal to stay or go, who is quite sure,

This could be his gift to the world,

Flammable, inflammable, nothing was good round
here at present.

 

Q. How do you discover new lands?

A. By not obeying the rules.

 

Knight Commander of the Order of the Bath,
bestowed by His Majesty George VI, 1948.

Eagle Scout (Boy Scouts of America).

Stampacchia Medal (Italian Mathematical
Union)

Licensed radio amateur, call-sign Hotel Sierra
Two Whisky Oscar

1979 Adult Film Industry Award winner – Best
Group Sex Scene – It's Time for Tushy.

Sydney Drama Critics' Circle - Best Script
1959.

St. Olav's Medal With Oak Branch.

 

He would deny nothing to others,

As the agreement entered into that they should
deny him nothing in return.

He knew that it lay in his hands - whether he
was going to turn out Errol Flynn or coward. He knew that when the
time came he would not shirk his sacred responsibility, he would be
Nosmo King, he would…

And so pay his most heartfelt homage to the
saviours of this world, Bathos Christ and Alias Christ.

And if he obeyed every step of the magic
recipe,

This insouciance would be the entrée, it had to
be, to his meeting with the fascinating Miss de Meeners - all the
way from Amsterdam, presumably - to enjoy a wild debauch,
stocking-tops and garters, and - when that scene slowed - be father
to a son called Joe.

 

Luper never quite understood why two great
armies had to meet each other. Couldn't it go on for a very long
time?

It was explained to him that, usually, there
actually was much marching, scouting, manoeuvring before any
engagement. But sooner or later they did fight.

In Napoleonic times, much of the naval war was
concerned with preventing the enemy's navy reaching your
unprotected coastline. A 100-gun first-rate ship of the line, Royal
Sovereign or Principe de Asturias could reduce a coastal town to
rubble with just an hour's bombardment and there was very little
means of preventing them from shore.

 

17. ALCOHOL

 

Batman and Robin go to a cabaret club.

In French-influenced North Africa, we venture
out for a night in the entertainment quarter. The clubs are various
and we have been given an allowed list by our reception clerk, with
strict instructions to on no account set foot in any other. He
reeled off a few yarns about what could happen, of men bursting in
and shooting with machine guns. A cabaret singer was gunned down
just last week, yes in faith it is so. He also lets it be known,
the list notwithstanding, he doesn't think it's a good idea for us
to be doing this. Implying that he cannot be responsible for
anything… if he did but know…

After a slow journey in a beat-up sedan, we try
our first club.

On realising we are Americans, we are welcomed
in by the doormen, the rapaciousness is obvious. 600 dinars and a
drink (coca cola) is included in this price.

The smell is of roasting meat, kabobs of lamb;
also sickly, of sugar pastries and perfume. But there is cumin and
cinnamon in the air.

Whisky and girls it has to be.

—Holy Hell, says Robin, In this place they won't
let us out unless we pay for their women and sleep with them.

—It is exotic, Nightwing,

—You watch cobra dance? Need good whiskey?

The phrase jig-jig is mentioned in a number of
alternatives by oily crooks who slide up to us in a mini
procession. I immediately see the improbable juxtaposition - but
there's more here than decadence versus Islam.

Two men, Europeans, each with a knot of
followers ranged behind them, are at a center table, near the bar.
They are glaring at other, eyes bulging, and slapping down dinars,
plainly in an auction for the woman who props the bar near us. A
classic night-club singer type, rich hair allowed down her back,
tight orange dress, Cleopatra eye-work. I couldn't make out her age
- not 20, not first flush, somewhere between 30 and 40, I
guess.

They have serious wads of money. Robin's
conjecture is that they are rival bosses of the local arms trade.
But soon enough, it seems they have escalated to a price neither
wished to go beyond and the issue is not resolved. They have a
backgammon board fetched and still fierce-eyed, with much slapping
of dice, they make a start.

 

The board is hardly visible in the dim lighting,
but they fight, and one prevails.

At this point, I question whether they are
playing more than one game to determine the dispute. Robin has
already drawn attention to this, as an evening-out of the luck. It
looks like they are not.

Both had postured as invincible, one is now the
loser. He stares at the board, head down. The winner is breathing
easier, and turns round to look at the prize his skill has brought
him. The singer or prostitute betrays no pleasure or displeasure in
the result, a shrug perhaps.

I have the distinct vision of the winner to be
found in an alleyway in a week or so - these have their cut-throat
crews, malign on malign vendetta must have fuelled.

I am unprepared for a situation where my skills
are of little or no assistance. I pull at some of the expensive
Black Label, and let these others take possession of the night's
theater.

 

18. PERFUME

 

So they sat by the Colorado river and speculated
what the future might bring them. As young people do.

Young people thinking they had some control over
the flamelike actions of fate,

Or that a furrow could be plowed straight if
only they choose it.

He had bought her a ring of some description, a
plutonic expression of fire and earth.

She looked at it, let it sparkle in the
moonlight,

—I can't wear it when my parents can see it. My
father would kill me and my mother would report to him if she saw
it.

—But you've been all over, I've never been
further than Grand Junction.

 

Dark, scattered-brained, constant dreamer,

Unconcerned about slight acne,

Emollient, sexy when she smiles?

Or narcissism - give yourself a mirror to look
in, during.

Dark saturnine, vehement, hungry and lean,

Unamiable and unopen?

38-24-36, they were a tape-measure that wound
around, pinioning the arms.

Staff, take that man's name. '57 Luper T. Absent
at parade.

 

She is much addled with angels,

Laying out eggs in exact order of weight, often
volume as well. Why? For when the angel comes.

—An angel, I saw it, when a motor car came down
the road, there was an angel following it,

—I saw an angel watching Shay milk the cow this
morning,

—I saw an angel chewing a stalk and leering out
over the Andersen's place,

—The angel spoke to me and said I was a good
girl.

 

So if…  … if the question I have been
asking, posed Luper to himself,

Is where is the dark and dippy adverse?

Golden gig-lamped, gauche, but a chrysalis as
yet,

Liable to break forth to young eagle,

An enthusiastic practitioner of insurgent sex on
the tomb of Seneca,

And a death to ordination in every conceivable
form…

I might just have had that question
answered.

This Vanika, is she the girl for me?

 

19. PASSPORTS

 

The first landfall after Cardiff was Port of
Spain. Demerara sugar.

A tramp steamer, so named because it has no
fixed schedule or published ports of call.

The captain is on the bottle, amontillado,
Auslese, burgundy, chablis, champagne, claret, marsala, moselle,
port, and sherry. He wanders in and out. The crew watch him, never
trust him.

Now the captain can partake of rum, that
firewater called cachaça when you reach Brazil, .

Deals will be done for iron ore, apes and
peacocks,

Put in at Shanghai, take on cotton bales
bandaged white. Mr Mate has done a side-deal on porcelain and
swaddled in yellow newsprint, wedged against the swell, waiting its
profit. Mr Mate has also done a deal on opium that no one knows
about.

Up through Suez, the cotton sold in Piraeus,

Back to Cardiff for more coal, the
wandering…

Robes are made, hallucinations are made,
increasing the grandeur of the earth. Engines are driven.

 

Mr Mate says you should seek your fortune, who
else will for you, go to Manchuria and take up with the miners
there. The Chinese are hard people to work with, but if you impress
them and deliver your side of the bargain, they will always do
business with you.

The Boy's Own Paper says you should keep a manly
disposition, but were not speaking to Luper. The publication talked
also of philately, mole-catching, bird-nesting, and had rugger
players who were dead of the Great War.

His father said: Work hard and you will be
rewarded.

A father that does not give his son a profession
is making him to be a thief,

The stoker says the women of Malta are not to be
trusted.

There are many impulsions, directions and there
is always wandering,

 

This suitcase a suitcase of passports.

 

20. BLOODIED WALLPAPER

 

Fru Budde, who has the same name as the landlady
in Today in Copenhaven, has been talking.

—Schinken. And radish he was partial to, salted
and giving up its water in the dish.

When he was here, we never had any trouble from
him, so I don't understand how events came about. I say no trouble,
but that is apart from the trouble we had with him at the end… if
you understand me… I'm sorry.

He was a happy, curly-haired young man, quiet
really,

A music student fresh out of the academy,

Now that he is a man of substance, the situation
is quite altered.

 

Of hair not so much wild as showing a hint
towards unkempt.

Marked for his habit of stopping a performance
midway to berate the audience for their accidental noise,

The band faltering away in sound, him spinning
round in irritation,

—This really is intolerable (we are
professionals, attempting to give of our best, whereas you… )

Something of a throwback to the old dictatorial
school. All part of the feuilleton, he built himself well.

Luper remembers him as one of those conductors
who took on the greats for what they did for him,

A devotee of Bruckner and Shostakovich and
Sibelius, those tough nuts - not troubling himself with Dvorak or
Fauré.

 

But this was back when he was a nobody,

I, Fru Budde, a widow, often let rooms to the
orchestral players, singers for the festival opera among others -
and I think it was the third or fourth time he had roomed there,
the orchestra had a regular schedule at the two churches, playing
Gounod and Berlioz. They were an accomplished standard, mostly from
the Conservatoire…

I did not provide a breakfast - most of my
boarders took their breakfast from the café in Mattæusgade, or
purchased rolls from the bakery near there.

On that morning, I heard the front door, and
assumed that was him going out for a breakfast. He did not return
and I found the money left in the hallway, it was not the correct
amount, it was in fact less than my regular charge, which he would
have known, but he had not run away completely.

When I investigated the room, not very long
afterwards, I was appalled to see a large amount of blood. All
across one wall of the room, some on the bed as well.

 

A bump a scuffle and a giggle suppressed,

To these Fru Budde was accustomed.

The smuggling of a girl and Fru Budde an excise
man,

With telescope she lay in wait, servant of good
Queen Anne,

Ready to board the sloop in the black night,

To knock, and suggest that the lady should not
remain past another ten minutes, thank you,

Yet this occurrence, looking like a gruesome
murder had been done,

Or a dismemberment, something far above those
minor misdemeanours.

 

—At the time I wondered whether I should contact
the authorities,

Probably she ought, and yet the earnest young
man showed no sign of

True to say, there was no blood elsewhere, no
drips on the stairs, for example,

As might show a victim had been dragged from
elsewhere, a fight, a street accident,

So what of the blood? The bed had some, though
insufficient to consider the primary wounding was bed-related, if
you catch my meaning…

Not hymeneal,

The wall paper was nothing unusual. The pattern?
I can scarcely bring it to mind, floral, I'm sure, rose sprays.

 

And ever afterwards, the great man, lionised by
all,

Constantly on Fru Budde's mind,

Whenever he and she saw the posters, she
thought, should I confront him, a gulp,

Tonight in Copenhaven, and find out what
happened all those years ago…

How would the denunciation go?

—Tell me of the blood, Direktør,

—The blood?

—The blood of 1932.

A man of achievement would be toppled, the sins
of his youth coming back,

Ah no, the blood! Not the blood!

And would blurt out whatever sordid deed had
caused, before crumpling in godforsaken sadness,

On the Dirigent's podium, in plain view, this
crumpling, a crash of cymbals, a rattle of bassoons.

 

It was as if the conductor had embarked on his
greatness as a dare,

I dare you to bring me down,

You have the choice of forgetting and cleaning,
or risking your all in an uneven contest against me,

It is your choice, I choose to let you decide,
be the arbiter. Now make your move…

 

So she went through her career, dying in 1955,
the crime of the conductor not being unmasked,

The conductor died later, in 1956.

Mystery may have been alive only in one
mind.

 

21. CLEANING FLUIDS

 

The blood of 1932 had confused her,

It caught her as a palpitation - cleaning
products, yes, I remember,

Fru Budde now reached her catastrophic
climax,

Disinfectants microbial, soap carbolic,
bleach.

 

The man had looked strange, or a strange look,
or trying to see past her down the corridor?

A penetration of the sanctum, he has not paid
rent to so entitle,

Or rather any rent that he has paid was not to
Fru Budde.

The man was without limp, scar or birthmark, or
other visible impediment.

 

It was only something like 20 years later that
she further connected the incident,

A man, that very morning, while she was still in
midst of deciding what to do,

Appearing at her front door,

Selling cleaning products, or so he said.

Very good for blood, she heard the man, but she
had been in such a daze,

Had he really said "Good for blood"? Or was
something she herself had applied?

 

Did he say "Good for guilt" and the young music
student would be washed clean,

The shame of Fru Budde also expunged?

Washed in the blood of Jesus is a well-known
phrase - poetic, but of a fault, as Dr. Johnson would suggest.

 

Scrubbing brushes, fine and pliant to avoid
damage, of bristle firm enough,

Mops, hand towels, rubber gloves,

Furniture polish dark light, brass polish,
silver polish,

The problem with happenings is, if Time should
get at them, they happen, and then we are stuck with them.

 

22. DENTAL TOOLS

 

These are used standardly by antique dealers in
their trade. Perfect for the thousand little repair and renovation
jobs that are required in presenting jewellery or other small items
for resale.

They are also used by dentists.

Many antique dealers steal them from dentists,
given half the chance during the course of their appointment. Oh
well, they will say, as soon as the first pang of toothache is
felt, at least I'll be able to thieve a few dental tools.

 

Tulse Luper understood fitfully that, given
chaos, to break this into smaller pieces must only provide chaos in
smaller pieces,

Possibly or presumably or theoretically, ad
infinitum,

These pieces not components, but holistic (not
knowing a better word).

At which, he noticed there was a problem in how
something could be said to break up when it was an identical
abstract quality - were there really two? At which at which, he
stopped to debate whether ad infinitum had good meaning here - he
should hypothesise yes to forever and beyond?

Or leave the matter?

Or accept that God was the recipe for the sole
One who knew the recipe for Chaos?

His fitful understanding was an improvement on
that of most of his peers, he comforted himself,

And was happy that some higher force
occasionally visited on him this blessing.

 

23. CHERRIES

 

From the testimony of Hugo Vanhoenacker, a
railway employee in Antwerp during the Second World War.

 

It was in 1940, about a month or six weeks after
the Blitzkreig, services were starting up again, not to the normal
extent, there were some German military trains going up the line to
Rotterdam, but there were still many displaced people and no real
organisation. We were in a better position than Rotterdam or
Brussels, mainly because we were not on the direct line from
Köln.

He showed me an Austrian diplomatic passport,
but he spoke to me in French. A man called Friedebach, demanding to
speak the station master. He said it was an urgent matter involving
espionage. With him, he had two German criminal policemen or maybe
Gestapo.

I brought them to the Superintendent's office
and waited outside.

After a while, the man Friedebach came out and
the Superintendent called me in. He showed me a photograph and said
the authorities had been alerted that an English spy was in the
area and might try to use the railway. All railway workers were to
be circulated the description.

 

Then, I think it was two days later, the Germans
arrested him, it was the man in the photograph, he was caught when
he was buying a ticket to Brussels, late at the afternoon, I think.
While he was under their arrest, they locked him in the
Superintendent's private quarters. There was a German directly
outside the door, and also a German outside the window in case he
tried to escape that way.

The Superintendent was pro-Fascist, but he was
unhappy with this, he thought it was a personal slight and also his
family were told to remain in the main station while the Englishman
was detained.

 

It was strange for several reasons - other
people were arrested for being spies, especially during the early
days of the war - I'm sure not all of them were, but probably some
were, of course. Anyway, these others were taken away immediately,
we never saw them at all, straight to the headquarters set up in
the center of Antwerp. After about six hours, a car with the black
SS men came and took the Englishman. He wasn't handcuffed, when
they went. They would have been armed, of course, but none of them
was carrying weapons openly.

 

What I remember most is that there had been a
bowl of cherries set on the table in the room where the Englishman
was, the Superintendent's wife always had them at that time of
year, to provide a decoration to the house. Good cherries, and not
one had been touched. There they all were in the bowl and not a
discarded stone anywhere, I checked afterwards…

 

I think he was an Englishman, he did look like
an Englishman, I suppose, but I never heard him speak, in any
language.

 

How did he resist the impulse? I don't know. The
idea that a man could have denied himself to eat any of the
cherries was most interesting to me, six hours he was in that room,
and not one was touched. If he dared not in case of punishment, I
could have understood it, but in his position it was quite likely
he was facing death anyway, if it was found that he was a spy. At
the very least, he was surely going to be sent to the camps. So why
not eat some of the cherries? Why not?

 

The contents of this suitcase located on a
mountain peak, approximately 60 cherries, contained in a glass
bowl.

The mountain peak being the south summit of
Nevado Tres Cruces, in the Atacama region of Chile, at around 6000
m.

The placement suggesting exultation,
complication, extremity, achievement, concealment, pioneering,
interfacial, frontiersman,

And all delicate gradations among.

 

24. HONEY

 

Glory, Glory, Alleluia! I'm the luckiest of
females

For I've danced with a man,

Who's danced with a girl,

Who's danced with the Prince of Wales.

 

He furthers departs from the canon by mention of
a Melissa. A mistress-like figure, as a bridge between the wives
and the unattainable Veronica. She would be exemplar of prettiness
distinguished from beauty - in the male mind.

 

My word, I've had a party,

My word, I've had a spree,

Believe me or believe me not, it's all the same
to me!

 

In the play,

She lifted her head and snarled:-

I have the pox, and wherefore shoulds't thou not
too..?

 

The Area of Love

Affection

Acquisitiveness

Secretiveness

Amativeness.

 

A suitcase full of honey, not honey in pots.

 

25. NUMBERS & LETTERS

 

5135 kHz and 11475 kHz

Achtung! Heinrich Heinrich 2 5 5 3 7 6 2 5 5 3 7
6 Ende

Anya Elfrieda 5 9 3 7 2 1 5 9 3 7 2 1 Ende

Karl Karl 8 4 4 9 2 1 8 4 4 9 2 1 Ende

Volle Ende

The station acted, it is thought, as a dead
man's switch system for Nazi operatives in the field. It began
broadcasting around May 1940 and ceased on the 15th April 1945.

 

In the second half of the 20th century the myth
of autism gained prominence, where individuals avoided a normal
life, together with all its responsibilities, by adopting
compulsive and ritualistic behaviors. The myth was teased out into
autism spectrum disorders, Asperger's syndrome, pervasive
developmental disorders, together with much discussion about
related conditions. It had strong similarities to witch-finding and
was a considerable earner for those medical professionals in the
field.

Luper knew that it was a disease by proxy,
anxiety displaced from the parent or guardian to the child.

Children thrown, cheap as pennies, into a
wishing well.

The myth being that it was a true disease, with
a genetic, and therefore neurological, basis.

 

If caught by an appealing license plate number,
VT 6161, for example, the autistic will introduce this into his
stream of language - often becoming preoccupied with the sounds of
certain letters and letter combinations.

—Good God, man! ejaculated the clinician from
Idaho. The obsessive amassment tendencies, the fascination with
ordering systems, the socially unrepressed behavior, to say nothing
of the nocturnal enuresis… Your subject is autistic beyond
doubt.

 

On the wider subject of psychology, it is
interesting that a science, if we may allowed to call it that, has
been so assiduous in its attempts to escape the principles laid
down by its founders. Rapidly, these fathers came across as
doctrinally severe, if not actually containing prejudice.

More for the metaphysical insights than for the
therapeutic, Luper would be best analysed using Jungian techniques.
This would suit the museum-like aspects.

 

26. LUPER UNIFORMS

 

—It's a bombing beam, or rather two beams,

One in Denmark, one in Belgium, set to intersect
over Coventry or Derby or wherever they want. They have their
Dorniers pick up one beam and fly down it, then their ops listens
for the other beam…

—Where?

—Around 40 MHz.

—Have we got a valve that can handle 40MHz?

—We certainly do, my dear fellow. They've been
flying recces to prove it. Now we have Ansons cruising every night
to try to find the beam.

 

Bingo. Goodnight to all those Midlanders.

—Fritz gave himself away, a downed air crew
started trying to break their equipment while they were being
apprehended by the yeomanry. Gave them a clue even they could
spot.

 

—Harry Fisher is offering up a scheme to jam the
beam. He's hard at it and we're happy it will work, given time.
What we want from you is a bit more speculative, shall we say…

—What's that then?

—Lorenz beams, ultra-short-wave… think about it…
we should be able to bend them.

What bend the beam

—I suppose so, skip, but…

—Be a bigger feather in the cap, old son, if you
can pull it off.

 

Air Vice-Marshal had a thought, passed it down
to Air Commodore, Group Captain, Wing Commander, Squadron Leader,
Flight Lieutenant, Flying Officer, Pilot Officer, who went and
fetched the item.

Some pips down, pippety-pip goes the ladder

 

A suitcase containing a sample uniform of every
rank in the British Army. Discovered just outside a shop calling
itself the South Pole, a play on words, in that it sold Polish
delicatessen goods in Wellington, the southernmost major city of
the North Island of New Zealand.

 

27. DOG BONES

 

A taxonomy, arranged in a hierarchical
structure. Typically this is organized by supertype-subtype
relationships, also called generalization-specialization
relationships, or less formally, parent-child relationships. The
subtype inherits such attributes as define the supertype, together
with additional attributes that define itself.

For example, the supertype of road vehicles
might be divided into those subtypes having 2, 3, 4, or more than 4
wheels. 4-wheeled road vehicles might include the subtypes: private
automobile, commercial van, lorry, quad bike…

Hierarchical classification systems can be slow
to change, and are rooted in the culture and era that created them.
Not unreasonably, the hierarchical taxonomy = capitalism.

 

The = democracy is the so-called flat taxonomy,
where labels or tags can be freely chosen to apply to items, often
by multiple taxonomists. Flat taxonomies suggest a democracy or
egalitarianism, and do seem to be "the new way", with much work
currently being carried out in the fields of self-organization and
so-named folksonomies.

The proponents of flat taxonomies stress the
usefulness of their shared vocabulary and their ability to produce
new, and even revelatory, correlations between apparently
unconnected tags (or memes).

The efficiency of a flat taxonomy can be
weakened by issues of stemming, climb, climbed, climbing, etc. and
other unpredictabilities of language. For example, the tag orange
may refer to the fruit or the color.

brushes is likely to need further
qualification:- paint brushes for house painting, paint brushes for
the artist, clothes brushes, hair brushes and so forth.

 

Lastly, the combination of two tags dog and bone
label a construct that is either:

The bone of a dog

Or: a bone gnawed by a dog

Hence this suitcase, containing bones for a dog
and the bones of a dog.

 

28. LOCKS AND KEYS

 

He was persuaded to get up, drawn by the arms,
c'mon, up on the boards and act for a band of local players called
the The Cryptics, who did Edgar Allen Poe and Edgar Wallace
adaptations. Not to the highest of amateur standards, but
sufficient to provide entertainment for participant and audience
alike.

 

Later, Luper watched a play, listening intently
to the squeaks on the floor,

The humming of an electric clock,

The traffic sounds outside.

Occasionally, lager-filled youths roistering
through the street,

After three-quarters of an hour, which was the
invariable length of sermon to be sat through in Elim Baptist
chapel, he made his excuses and left.

—When did I ask you to subject me to something
as whoreson outlandish and rare as a play, he said to the
box-office cashier as he went out under the Sydney sky.

 

These are love letters sent from not a prison,
from an enforced parting,

1. Kopyletz with the stepson, product of which
union before?

2. Rhinemaiden.

3. Turkish, Moroccan, Ladino, Bahrainian,
Indian, mixed-race.

 

Such that the trinity, who were but one, might
be varietally named and garlanded about with nationality,
ethnicity, religion,

Is it possible to own an icon? Kopylieirtz,
Kazahshch, Kömürdelik,

Sealed With A Loving Kiss,

 

Not the dinner companion of a sane man, says
Reginald Wagstaff, about Luper's choice of woman,

Ah, dinner, when unvoidable contracts are
forged. Did I really agree…

Over crustacea, roots and animals subdued by the
deviousness of humans.

 

He often associated imprisonment with marriage -
but not in the way you would think.

 

I have seen you wearing

nothing but clothes

and it was beautiful.

 

I have seen sufficient locks and keys

to know that I must keep myself as closed,

the iron doors breed themselves in me.

 

Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of
the Lord.

 

—Qué pasa? he asked.

—We did, she said. We happened to each
other.

In husky lazy tones, as if green-eyed Aphrodite
were involved.

And the remainder of that long day setting he
thought him on his pledge and the honor,

—Could I have prevented it?

—You could not.

 

Leaning against a poplar way out in the Wyoming
of Sal or Finland,

The rich green a complement to her peach
skin

Which mitigated the Nordic by its
Mediterranean,

The callisthenic nature of her static pose,
sandalwood, cedarwood, and sweet white wine.

—Shall it ever be rectified? he asked.

—Do you want it to be?

—I suppose not.

—Ah, but… if you've got the ambition,

—I've got the crime.

 

29. LIGHT-BULBS

 

Jesus died for him when he was 14 years old.

It had been slow, a wasting illness, motor
neurone disease or syphilis, making him pale and loitering for many
days. A desperate illness, pluckily borne, but the prognosis
definite.

He buried Jesus in a plain coffin, no
flowers.

At a convenient gap in the proceedings, he threw
a handful of earth, as he had seen others do when they were glad to
be rid, at earlier, less important, funerals of his life. He
scarpered. The minister was still at the point where he was
detailing sure and certain - and continued after Luper left, he was
later told.

… Plain coffin of illogicality, he thought.

He now, in retrospect, understood. Having
returned to a belief, he understood more clearly his power of
redemption.

 

He was reminded of the minister's redundant
over-run in Bangkok one time - when a dawdling common tabby just
missed by a tuk-tuk streaked across three lanes of road and then
another hundred yards of waste ground. For good luck.

 

With the guarantee, or proof, that all these
people were saying monumentally stupid things, he felt elated, but
realised that his having reached this conclusion at 14 years of age
was going to lead to difficulties. There were many older people,
people in positions of authority over him had yet to reach this
guarantee. Oh dear.

 

Luper believes that someone somewhere dies every
time a light bulb is switched on his head,

 

Luper never quite understood:- what with 3, or
even at times 4, musketeers being involved, why all the
swordplay?

 

Luper always flushed with shame at the memory of
the sign Tart Cherries 15c. in the general store at Everett. Being
such a kindly soul, he managed to control himself apart from a
single nasal snort. Seeing as he was in female company at the time.
A pound of tart cherries, if you please.

 

30. PLACE-NAMES

 

The world is never everything - all its roads
are forced to lead to Rome, which is but one city among many. The
world seems to deny itself at certain junctures, a greed, but, at
the same time, a shyness at being seen to abrogate everything from
us, its subjects, to its own dead clutch.

 

The tube station was entitled Finchley Road -
such that one could obtain a ticket and go by underground railway
to Finchley Road.

But one would not be in Finchley. Only a fool
could step off a train at that station and think they were in
Finchley.

Luper knew that this taught you to look where
you were going - just that few percent more than looking where you
are.

 

Luper should exist in some trepidation that his
destination would turn out to be only the road.

The submergence, the blindness, the
inscrutability created, being deeply useful in this.

—I couldn't see where I was going, he said.

 

I lived at Finchley Road, once, way back, said
another. Every Saturday morning, 8 o'clock sharp, I waited for the
supermarket to open, a regular thing, get in and out before the
crowds, by 11 o'clock it was purgatory, But anyway, this old gent
was also there every week, with the same idea I guess.

I knew who he was, a film director, of feature
films, twenty, if not thirty years out of his time. Bent back and
elfin frail, you wanted to save him from this world. Because he was
clearly quite ill. His death notice will be published, and we spoke
of the weather. Most weeks he was there and we would have a chat
and he was so grateful that I never showed any sign of knowing who
he was.

 

Semens, Aquitaine, France

Mianus, Connecticut, USA

Bald Knob, Arkansas, USA.

Hackballs Cross, Louth, Republic of Ireland.

 

31. BOOTS AND SHOES

 

There's walking to be done,

The storicist will always avidly find precursors
included in the gospel. The archetype for this is the appearance of
John the Baptist in the Jesus myth. John the Baptist, the old draft
of the character, anoints, baptizes, the new version, passing on
the torch of Hebrew liberation.

 

Also a wanderer, Lephrenic may be an example of
antagonist born from a previous textual incarnation of an agonist -
much in the way that older, cast-off, gods appear as fathers or
underworld figures - they have been literally cast down.

 

Or just a straightforward question: How many
times where they seen together, in the same place, by independent
witnesses?

 

The idea that the vengeful Lephrenic pursues
Luper as a result of a cuckolding, maybe in Shanghai, is feasible.
Against this, since Lephrenic has been so easily defeated, which
greatly reduces his credibility as a opponent, might it not be that
the woman in question, source of the venereal disease recurrences
in the Luper myth, was not the ingenue she appeared. That,
candidly, she acted as biological warfare for hire. And this was
Lephrenic's long strategy.

 

Or is never chronicled as such, but LePhrenic
never seems to do anything absolutely bad. Constantly represented
as villainous, even down to the Zapata moustache of some decades
and a drowner of kittens, but

Doing something bad to Tulse Luper cannot be
classified as bad.

 

32. ZOO ANIMALS ARK

 

Of catalogers, taxonomists, Whitman, Ginsberg,
Kit Smart - now he was a list-maker,

Others, Köchel, Deutsch, Kirkpatrick,
Hoboken,

Wilhelm Carl Grimm had only got to G and was
working on Gallettes when death took him from his studies - he had
something like six month's work ahead of him before any hope of
reaching Grimm or grim.

Others, Dewey, Kimball, Johnson,

This could never be anything close to a complete
list of metadata professionals.

 

The modern classification of living organisms is
based on phylogeny - that is, ancestor/descendant relationships
with regard to their evolution over time. Early taxonomic systems
lacked this theoretical basis - organisms could only be assigned
their place according to superficial similarity.

Within Homo sapiens, and based on skin color,
Linnaeus proposed four taxa of a lower rank: Americanus, Asiaticus,
Africanus, and Europeanus. He also defined Homo ferus, Homo
monstrosous, Juvenis lupinus, Homo troglodytus. All of which is
unfortunate, in the present sensibility.

 

But isn't Noah the master cataloger? His work
has given us what we have now.

 

33. IDEAS OF AMERICA

 

The Canyon, the baseball mitt, the covered
wagon.

 

In 1939, I treated a man who attended my
consulting-rooms in Ontario, stating that he was suffering the
effects of syphilis infection. He showed no neurological symptoms
and no gastric difficulties - at first I though he might be a
hypochondriac, but on closer examination there was no doubt the
infection had taken hold in his body,

My diagnosis was syphilis infection and I
prescribed what was available at the time, that is to say, not
penicillin, so Salvarsan was my chosen treatment.

Without medical treatment, I would estimate this
man probably had 3-5 years of life left to him at that point.

I asked about his domestic circumstances - he
stated that he was unmarried. As is my custom in cases of
dissolution, I asked him whether he would be agreeable to us
praying together, but he declined. He paid and left. I had also
requested that he return in two weeks to review the treatment and
his progress, but he did not return.

He was a disrespectful man, quite
outrageous.

 

I have most certainly heard stories of
physicians applying the most unpleasant cures when not imperative
in the treatment - as a persuasive force towards more moral
behavior in the future. I would not do this myself.

 

—Are you aware as to how venereal diseases are
passed from person to person?

—My parents are yet to inform me.

 

34. ANNA KARENINA NOVELS

 

Found outside a school in Epernay,

 

It is categoric to assume that the given name
Tulse Luper has a strong cognate in that gentleman thief, Arsène
Lupin. Linguists, philologists, comparative religionists all
agree.

Lupin is often held up as the mirror image of
Sherlock Holmes, except he does not have the onus of detecting,
which is a major variation. Clad in a silk hat, this dashing hero,
ever ebullient, is no match for the feeble police. Periodically, he
attempts to go straight, but he cannot, he is in love with the
thrill of it. The only saving grace, those whom Lupin defeats,
always with his characteristic gallic style and panache, are worse
villains than he.

So the discovery of a suitcase containing lupins
- saying what?

 

Like Lupin, Luper is often a force for good,
even while operating on the wrong side of the law.

Morality is so strange, really, when you stop
and think about it, so strange - and Vronsky is a strange hero.

 

35. CANDLES

 

Being marked in time divisions, estimated to be
the half-hour,

Time runs out for the wicked… The candles jump
around and all the times are wrong.

 

In 1962, when Luper is being transferred to the
hospital by the two prison guards, we are shown Lephrenic watching
them from behind a diamond wire fence. When the viewpoint transfers
to that of Lephrenic, there's no fence obscuring Luper and the
guards.

 

Earlier, in a scene that must be set in 1930 or
1931, when the desk sergeant is looking at Luper's file and at the
same time trying to pay attention to the distraught woman reporting
the theft, we are shown the prominent red stamp Felon wanted by the
FBI. The FBI wasn't called the FBI at this time - from its
formation in 1927 up to 1935 it was known simply as the Bureau of
Investigation.

 

In the backgammon game at the Algerian or
Moroccan club, there are several continuity errors.

The actor playing Lephrenic has a half-full
whisky glass at his right hand during the game's opening moves - it
then disappears in a couple of shots, only to reappear at the end
of the game and the standoff.

Two moves are twice repeated, both by Luper,
near the beginning. One of his checkers also moves backwards three
points.

 

At the open-air political speech in Hai-cheng
while young Kelin Xiang is announcing it is his duty to take on the
bosses,

Just when Luper ties up his mule at the back of
meeting and mutters to himself:

"This may or may not work… "

On the very left edge of the viewport, and
facing in the opposite direction to Kelin Xiang's audience, is a
member of the grip crew, or the clapper loader, wearing a cowboy
hat and sunglasses.

 

There is a 1980's automobile, a Renault or Fiat,
parked in a 1940's Antwerp street, while Luper vacillates,
uncertain whether to risk entering the railway station.

 

During the scene in Boss Figueroa's penthouse
suite, when the elevator comes up with the secretary bringing the
papers to be signed it makes no sound. When Lephrenic arrives by
the same means shortly afterwards, there's a distinct noise of
elevator motor and pneumatics, probably added for dramatic
effect.

 

36. RADIO EQUIPMENT

 

The legless racist Douglas Bader was full of
himself as per, with his Big Wing idea that was going to smash
Fritz out of the heavens, and his grog in his mug jumped about like
the South China seas in a typhoon.

 

—I don't know about Captain Luper, just
sometimes get the idea he might be Hauptmann Luper.

The idea's there and he just doesn't get rid of
it for me,

 

—I know what you mean,

—Went to Charterhouse, you say, Stephens?

—That's what his file says. They say he knows
about radio…

—We got him from Codes and Cyphers.

—Yes, and that's the thing with hush-hush, where
are we getting them from… ?

—Someone said when they met him, they thought he
was American,

—Damn it, he's got a British Army uniform
on.

—Yes and that's the thing, he is Army.

 

—Don't you think we should be spending some of
our time fighting the Germans instead?

 

The idea that a fluency in German might not ring
some alarm bells…

Cheers kamerad, perish the thought.

 

Es geht alles vorüber,

Es geht alles vorbei;

Auf jeden Dezember

Folgt wieder ein Mai.

Es geht alles vorüber,

Es geht alles vorbei;

Doch zwei, die sich lieben,

Die bleiben sich treu.

 

Hauptmann, Hauptsturmführer. Sturmbannführer,
Obersturmbannführer, Oberführer, Brigadeführer.

 

37. CLEAN LINEN

 

Fetch clean water and hot towels. The white-clad
Moirae appear three nights after a child's birth to determine the
course of its life.

We could talk about or leave covered, the
Shadow.

The Shadow was divided from us, in the earliest
times,

The Shadow is, by its name, dark, shadowy,
unknown and potentially troubling.

The Shadow is a flouter of rules, a gambler, a
venturer; it brings a sense of forbidden excitement and can
fascinate.

In myth, it can appear as anything from the
uncivilized wild man of the forest, up to an unseen and cryptic
opponent.

The Shadow can be known by us,

The Shadow is an archetype that challenges
us,

Our challenge is to re-integrate the shadow, the
dark side, with the 'real' self and its light. If this can be
achieved, we become 'whole' again.

 

38. WATER

 

Note that the fifth book of Moses contains a
true account of the death of Moses.

But here, the old man seemed to wither
perceptibly on the long ride through the mountains, the grim
mountains, with zigzag ascents among the cold, the snow-laden
branches reaching out to impede the progress.

—Where are we going?

(Taking you to your death, old man).

Delusive hope, an evil by which the quotidian
can be made bearable. Have you got anything against old age?

Until they reached the place.

 

The triplets, Caspar Melchior Balthazar, had
been rapscallions and now were desolated.

—O Master, did ye not teach us there is no good
and no evil,

Wherefore must we abandon all our triumphant
deeds?

 

He must have been walking with a stick, a bamboo
cane, or a hickory carved,

He must have been so old at this time, probably
in the throes of dementia, so it hardly seems to matter, a blessed
release.

So old as to not know the century,

If he knew what was happening to him at all.

His head bowed over, led by the hand to the top
of the white water,

Asked by the trinity whether he had anything to
say, a last confession or even a congratulation of their
actions,

He had not.

 

He tottered. He would fall and was allowed to
fall.

Rocks to smash his bones slowly,

Ice and Water to burn him,

Down, down through the channels,

At a point the arms are not used to fend off the
rock's impact, the body slopped,

Silence finally gained, speak no more,
terrorist, lover, plutocrat, spy.

The blood stains the water, the blood will
travel downstream.

 

As it floated in the plungepool, the baptismal
party came to it,

The first woman asked of the body,

Do you wish to be baptized into the Church and
so enter the Kingdom of God?

The two other took on the office and gave their
affirmation in place of the body,

I do.

And so he was baptized. The Holy Mother Church
enthralled the corpse.

 

39. CODE

 

A simple demonstration of recursion is to
implement the factorial function, ie for any positive integer N

 

N! = N × (N-1) × (N-2) × … × 2 × 1

 

and while we can easily compute N! using a for
loop,

 

function factorial($n){

$f = 1;

for($x = $n; $x >= 1; $x—){

$f *= $x;

}

return($f);

}

 

More elegantly, we can use of a function that
invokes itself

 

function factorial($n){

if ($n == 1) return 1;

return $n * factorial($n - 1);

}

 

Or even, with the ternary operator:

 

function factorial($n){

return ($n == 1) ? 1: $n * factorial($n -
1);

}

 

40. A SLEEPER

 

Consider that commonplace of drama, one played
far too regularly for it to keep any freshness,

When a terrible mistake has been made, Reward
has gone awry,

A sudden surge of dark forces picks for its
target a citizen blameless, upstanding, of indisputable
belonging.

Torn from their loving partner, family,

Thrown into mouldering jayl,

A fish out of water, chalk and cheese,

Whether Penitentiary Reformatory or asylum,
there to rot.

 

Whether in book or film or play, convinced
redress must soon arrive.

I'm innocent! And rattle at the bars. Run the
tin cup across them as a xylophone.

Because, once brought to their attention,

The authorities will hurry to rectify their
mistake.

 

The vagabond dress applied to the man, it should
always look wrong,

His teeth are straighter, cleaner, the personal
allure of the filmic hero inconsistent

When set against his new colleagues, the
rightfully locked-up,

An ugly bunch of evillers and inadequates, his
charisma should be the heavy clue.

 

Sadism with gratuity, the indignant hero must
rebel,

Take arms against the indignities, the petty

The system wears its obdurate regard, as almost
taking delight in the imprisonment

But as time passes, hope wends away.

 

Lain in the prison, in the night, tossing and
turning, with dreams of freedom

He will gain the happy ending eventually,

 

41. EROTIC ENGRAVINGS

 

Many Freudian interpretations have been offered
for this character:- he is abnormal, to a talismanic extent,
although never the abnormality of the psychotic. He is wayward even
within his own scheme of values. He refuses his ambition (Veronika)
when offered it on a plate, and inevitably has already rejected the
affection offered (Joanna). Neither hero nor villain, but the very
opposite, needy, he makes continual play for the sympathy of the
reader. But as soon as that sympathy is extended on our behalf, in
the shape of the caring Melissa, he finds yet another way to reach
the sackcloth and ashes.

Luper is errant, all that this entails and
nothing more.

 

If he appears to as a chameleonic opposite
whomever he is in front of, we have to be certain this is just a
pose - and every time we recheck it, we get the same result.

If he semaphores some unintelligible message to
us - we offer to walk to him, we begin, but he carries on with the
semaphore, he is already off to the next peak, in shame or
spite.

Which could go on forever. Surely he is leading
us nowhere.

 

—When out in the Philippines, I used to think
about the Chrysler building and the Empire State. I thought of
places other than where I was.

—You have lived a nomadic life, always moving
on…

—I didn't realise I was, I think… I know that
sounds odd, but at the time everything had a logic to it, the
moving around was obvious.

—Do you think you are trying to cover up the
difficulties? The unpleasantness you've talked about…

—So that I don't think about it? I can't see any
way of doing that.

 

42. 92 OBJECTS TO REPRESENT THE WORLD

 

REST, Representational State Transfer, is an
architectural style for distributed systems. A client machine will
make a request to a server, which in turn will process the request
and return an appropriate response. Requests and responses involve
the transfer of a representation of the resource, although commonly
this is referred to simply as the resource.

 

An important concept in RESTful systems is the
Uniform Resource Identifier, URI, a means of specifying syntax,
associated protocols, identity, location and hierarchical
classification.

For example in a system designed for language
translation

A request to the URI;
protocol:dictionary/fr/en/shoes - would return the resource
"chaussures"

A request to the URI;
protocol:dictionary/en/fr/shoes - would return a Not Found or other
error message.

 

Stateless interaction:- With REST, all messages
must include all information necessary to understand the context of
an interaction without dependence on a previous request. This
contrasts with the way many websites use cookies to maintain data
between sessions.

 

43. RAINBOWS

 

The impact of a single travelling bag left
behind - when all around is the sodden trampled, wrecked, raped
grass of a circus' leaving,

 

A list of those Nazis executed at Nuremburg,
with hindsight surprisingly:

Julius Streicher.

A list of those Nazis who were surprisingly not
executed

Speer. And Kesselring, perhaps.

 

He carried out a thought experiment in which he
had a history of bowel complaint, never knowing when this might
turn out to be useful. Sometimes the thought experiment resolved
towards a heart condition.

Sometimes he researched the old knife in the
back routine.

He regularly hummed or la la lahed to himself
the popular recruiting song, Lillabulero - it was in his head, it
wasn't leaving soon.

It was a happy memory of those young boys who
marched off to Plug Street or White Sheet.

 

Luper liked a drink, just as much as the next
man. But he never touched a drop of alcohol while in a public house
or bar or taverna. Why throw away that superb advantage?

 

Luper was the originator of rainbows, wrote an
exact description of them (at their meeting-point with the earth is
a crock of gold, this gold usually in the form of Krugerrands,
Portuguese moidores) and sent in his patent application.

The originator of rainbows that became perfectly
white in seven colors

Then turned to flashing sickles

Sickling through the people at their anklebones,
like grass,

Hate it, apply for a pass out, but then he woke
up and realised it was just an opium dream.

 

44. PRISON MOVIE FILM-CLIPS

 

Among other canisters, in Eastman Color Negative
5248 camera stock,

Scenes where women get naked a lot,

Chicks in chains, countless scenes of hilarious
sex and violence, a guignol of cat-fights, shower-scenes, lesbian
trysts, bondage rape and female masturbation. Something of a
museum-piece now.

As to the plot, the monocle-sporting leather
lesbian prison governor seems to - it's by no means certain - offer
a pardon to whichever of the three principal players emerges the
winner in her series of planned and unplanned prison fights. One of
the three rapidly vanishes in a scene that also takes sadistic
sidekick prison doctor, not before he presents us with his ideas on
corrective lobotomy, done with the aid of a Black and Decker power
drill.

Monotony sets in. The actors and director drag
themselves through to the anti-climax.

 

Print stock:

I Am a Fugitive from a Chain Gang -
Mervyn LeRoy,

20,000 Years in Sing Sing - Michael
Curtiz,

Un condamné à mort s'est échappé -
Robert Bresson,

Les Diaboliques - Henri-Georges
Clouzot.

 

45. MANUSCRIPTS OF MORMON

 

On brass plates, by a competent engraver using a
double line script. It was a considerable undertaking, guessed at
being around 10-15 years labor, and so a significant part of a
lifetime. It uses the edition of 1908, known as the "Authorized
Version". Prisoners have been known to spend many years
constructing the Taj Mahal out of matchsticks, from a single
far-travelled postcard.

Certain verses are highlighted with a guil­loche
decoration - if schematic, this has not yet been elucidated.

The original plates are referred to as golden,
not gold.

 

The imitation holy text also copies the sealing
of the original, where several blocks of the leaves are securely
bound up as a solid mass and cannot be separated in order to read
their contents. This sealing was said to be carried either by
Mormon or the angel Moroni, the plates being "sealed up to come
forth in their purity" in future times - a common ambiguating
factor, used by the religious and pseudo-religious, or that which
we cannot speak of, that we must leave.

 

Mormon is an enthusiastic editor, coming across
as someone who loves story, generous in presenting the work of
others. As we all know, he has an extreme fondness for "And it came
to pass… " which provides a rhythm for the versicles,
exceedingly.

 

Why wasn't Alma already aware of the coming of
Christ?

… for the time cometh, we aknow not how soon.
Would to God that it might be in my day; but let it be sooner or
later, in it I will rejoice.

Even though he possessed the plates and both
Lehi and Nephi had written when he would arrive, to the very day?
Had he not got round to reading them all?

 

Why is it that of the 350 names in the Book of
Mormon, 100 are found in the Bible, others are place names found on
early 19th century maps of America, and the rest are derivatives of
Bible names?

 

Q. The purpose of confronting Mormons with the
stupidity of their beliefs, texts, interpretations is?

 

46. HOLOCAUST GOLD

 

There's a bunch of triplets on the loose,
robbing banks, banking their robs, and generally whipping up a
storm,

They go round putting money in every form of
investment, no two investments alike,

These are the triplets in action, having been
around for a bit, now is the time to strike, and they come up with
a pyramid scheme. Marketed as initiation into a secret society,
what better?

 

From somewhere, a set of triplets, the triplets,
had got hold of the secret of where it was stashed, the various
lootings by Generals Bradley, Patton, Clark. Gold, gold jewellery,
gemstones, pearls, Swiss watches, about 250 paintings, old masters
and modern, Persian rugs, silverware, chinaware, furniture, fine
clothing, linens, porcelains, cameras, stamp-collections and
currency.

 

Pell-mell hurly-burly, all three of them laughed
loudly and often and were such rascals and bouncing happy
creatures.

Offering the Scheme in pubs and clubs, bars and
dives, vegetarian restaurants and steakhouses,

Offering it to housewives who wanted a little
extra housekeeping,

Generous with it in the Netherlands, Kenya,
Australia,

Those who had high-tailed it off to Bolivia,
they'd soon come under the spell.

There's no doubt, even allowing for a few
deaths, by 2015, everybody in the world would be initiated into the
Scheme, and then it wouldn't be a secret. The guilt would also be
total.

 

47. CHILDREN

 

The witness statement of Dorlenda Cannon.

 

—My husband paid the second son of Auden Kenston
to impregnate her as an angel. He paid with a deal of 8 dozen eggs
that he could sell in town and 5 dollars and the lad had to dress
up the full rig so he looked like an angel. And when it was done
his plan was to force the boy into marriage. My husband did it all,
he made the boy go and ask for her hand afterwards and talk to his
parents so that they could live at their house. I did help with the
sewing feathers.

—You helped… who else?

—It was just me, that was.

 

—Vanika tried to run away, she said it to me
later, but caught up in the washing in the yard and Sherald pulled
her back inside.

 

—I know that my two eldest talked about shooting
him and putting the body in the river.

—You say that, but they are out of our
jurisdiction at the moment, as you know.

 

—My husband took them up to the top of the
Empire State building when we got to New York and he gripped their
heads and pushed them up to the rail and said that if they did not
love the Lord in everything they did they would fall and that was
how the fall would be. Shay was screaming and I asked him to
stop.

 

—Vanika only had bad times with her children.
The first child only lived for about two hours because it was
handicapped.

—How?

—I don't want to say… Then the local people took
against her because of it and when it happened again I thought she
would be better moving to Grand Junction.

 

—My husband was not a good man, He was very
pleased to be the head of the household but never earned good
money. He refused to have anything to do with the uranium, he said
it would be bad, which is the Church's teaching. When Creigan my
eldest went off prospecting, I thought I wouldn't see him
again.

 

—She was a backward child, she did not have any
illness as such but she always found needlework or cleaning tasks
hard to concentrate on. He thought that she would be a burden and
she also used to talk to unsuitable candidates, those not in the
church. She was friendly with a British boy who had come out
uranium prospecting, he lived in a shack by the river.

 

—I have to confess to all these, not speaking
out before, It was a wrong thing that he did, But whether the young
man would have treated her better who can say. Mebbe he was a bit
odd as well, I got that idea. So who can say how it would have
turned out.

 

48. DEAD ROSES

 

Time and moments at their war, a wave function
versus particulate flux.

 

The character of Luper's actions have an
implication:-

My life being the imaginary sum of the moments
during my living, he avows,

I have no time for the vanities of frail
existence - hope, fear, courage, shame,

For these have to make reference to past or
future events, events not happening to me.

Every moment is safe in its kingdom, as am
I.

You might claim that time does enough to topple
the regime,

But I say that the moment has been.

 

We are carriers of moments, we give them life
and meaning,

And we can adjust that meaning, says Lephrenic,
appearing as the contrary, it is our free will,

The moment may have been, but its happening has
been changed by our interpretation,

In fact, its significance is only through our
present interpretation.

This divides us, claims Lephrenic.

 

But Luper wants the last word.

What pathetic vanity to hope or fear events
which will not happen and have not happened to us,

I repeat, Disappointment, Miracle, Boredom,
every instant is autonomous.

Not vengeance nor pardon nor even oblivion can
modify the invulnerable past.

You cannot step into the same river twice.

 

49. TRAINS

 

During life's creation of dangerous waste,

Contamined waste, which decays too slowly, a
half-life too great.

Never sinking to harmless serenity,

Its contagion, rubeola, scarlatina, morbilli,
but abstraction.

 

Amfortas the king carries the wound which will
not heal,

Tithonus carrys the senility which is a
wound,

 

Their storage is in giant caverns of rock, giant
but

Minutiæ. And one who keeps them alive, these
small people who rattle around in this huge pantheon.

Memory, brute strength, juggernaut to
trample,

Intelligence to remember every fact - and
epithets less favourable to remember every wound.

Heavy in the head, I have forgotten nothing,

Formerly to my detriment.

 

50. SEWING NEEDLES

 

A detail of military police, in peaked caps and
sam brownes, stride in, the sergeant makes his instant assessment -
didn't make it. The pool of blood between the ribs has convinced
him. It's a native, the natives can sort it out, although

—You don't want to leave him like that with the
knife in his back. Get him moved.

They leave. The body stands up and smiles.

 

Loren LeFresnay, with a new double-breasted
pressed and his hair a glowing tribute to Robinson's Best Pomade,
makes his entrance into the French Ballroom. Greeted by a
paradiddle from Scottie of the Swinging Kings, it makes him feel
good to be alive. There's girls to woo in six languages, and he,
Loren LeFresnay, was just the man to do it.

Mr Bartyeff, the dealer, soon at his table,
hovering. Anxious. Keen to conclude their business.

—Somebody said you might be leaving for Paris…
?

—And who's that somebody?

—Somebody said, Mr LeFresnay,

Ragging it out with show tunes, the saxes and
clarinets,

—You'll get your money, fix the deal for Friday
morning at my place… . And I want a spade as well, one of those
long affairs.

—Why do you want a spade, Mr LeFresnay?

 

The dancing girls are from Yugoslavia and who
would have thought it? Hell, I really can woo a girl in six
different languages,

A ella le gusta que le haga el amor, muy
ardiente.

Elle aime faire l'amour, très chaude. Vous
aimerez, n'est pas?

—You new guys, you don't come from families. The
old guys, if there's a problem with money or something, it can be
fixed up.

—So our word isn't good, I get you,
Bartyeff,

(Well don't worry your sheeny head, it's true, I
ain't going to be here much longer.)

 

51. SHOWER-HEADS

 

All ingenuities - whether directed towards hope
or derision, archness or logic, will, sooner or later, lead to the
placing of the suitcase in the suitcase shop. No need at all to
consult an inventory, this case was of a different make to any
carried in stock. It was rapidly discovered, but the perpetrator
was gone. This was before the days of security tapes.

 

Showerheads connect with Auschwitz-Birkenau,
Berlsen, Treblinka, Sobibor, Chelmno and Maidanek.

The recursive nature of placing a suitcase in a
suitcase shop can be remarked on.

 

52. DISCORD

 

Green apples and red apples, Golden and
delicious,

The golden apple bounced into play.

Those three rather ripened mothers in their
beauty contest, locked suspicious each on each,

Lively, I suppose, but with their signs of
decomposition,

And Paris, wading in his foolishness
long-craved, now starts for fright, noticing.

 

None. The apple is the time to remember there
were no apples in the Garden of Eden,

This grafted on by Minister Milton,

When Eris, goddess of Discord, (for students of
mythology the mother of Bellona)

 

A Yea or Nay of Paris. Forgive him. He is
young,

To be harrowed in an instant, sliced on Chancery
Lane,

A template from somewhere, a woman-shaped void
to offer up to.

That some must drop through ungoodbyed,

and others wedge in., jammed until removed

How long before he gets procrustean

and starts to adjust, a stretch, a slash

here and there, to make to the template

 

The judgment of Paris. By what merit?

But it is given to the lowest, to whisper it
softest,

So they'll never hear us, the higher-ups,

Brief interregnum - by which, implied, the
hierarchy stood on its head.

 

Ye have locked yourselves up in cages of
fear,

And, behold, ye now complain that ye are not the
owners of Freedom.

 

53. CHINA DOGS

 

A fine Kuba rug, East Caucasus.

The abrashed indigo field with an overall design
of stylised polychrome palmettes, leafy vine and stylised floral
sprays, in a shaded rust-red border of bold hooked palmettes and
angular leafy vine tendrils between ochre and light blue floral
meandering stripes, very slight localised wear.

 

A Chamberlains Worcester Blue-ground vase and
cover, circa 1815, red script marks.

Painted with Belisarius in mountainous
landscape, accompanied by a boy, within a raised gilt border
reserved against the blue ground, twin entwined gilt serpent
handles

 

A pair of 18ct. gold and sapphire cufflinks and
a tie slide, by Kutchinsky.

The cufflinks designed as an interlocking
wedge-shaped panel with calibré sapphire detail and textured
decoration to hinged fittings, hallmarked London 1972 and a tie
slide of rectangular chevron pattern panel design set with a
central line of calibré sapphires, hallmarked London 1965.

 

A silver salver - uncatalogued maker, possibly
John Best, probably New York, c.1780

19oz.11ins. diameter, circular with a gadrooned
border, on three lion's paw feet, the field engraved with a
coat-of-arms, crest and mantling, marked on reverse with IB in a
lozenge and the scratchweight 20 oz 4 dwt

 

Audubon - The Bird of Washington, or Great
American Sea Eagle - Falco Washingtoniensis, male

Engraving with aquatint and hand-colouring,
1827, trimmed within platemark at left and right margins, minor
surface soiling, two small repaired tears. (Audubon mistook the
darker head plumage of an immature Bald Eagle and believed it to be
a separate species).

 

A handmade painted earthenware horse, in the
style of Northern Wei dynasty (386-534A.D.) and a Chinese blue and
white gourd shape vase and lid with Dog of Fo.

 

A mid-Victorian black-painted giltwood and gesso
square jardiniere, second half 19th century.

With pierced lattice sides and gadrooned edges,
on a baluster column and splayed tripod supports, later inset with
a petit-point needlework floral panel.

 

China, or bone china, in most English-speaking
countries refers to porcelain and not earthenware or stoneware.
Dogs, such the King Charles spaniels, a common Staffordshire
flatback design, are potted in earthenware, not porcelain - hence
the reference to "China Dogs" is most likely misleading. "Dogs of
Fo", in antique dealer parlance, is a complete misnomer - these are
representations of lions, often used in pairs as the guardians to
an entrance.

 

54. BRUSHES

 

Quietly, Luper said: —If I had the skill to
place paint, I would bring to life a very different
Annunciation.

The contemplation of the Heavenly Message is
where they end up, never the first terror, the screams, the flying
feathers, the garments rent while Gabriel hangs on to the squealing
biting woman,

—Hang on, I've got something you should
know.

—You can't go outside, then everybody would
know.

Something before the screaming stops.

 

He thought he ought to study, and decided to
study History of Art, which proverbially is done by stupid
people,

He studied at Madrid University,

Moral philosophy in order to find a
justification for the terrorist assassination of a TV chef.

Geography to learn more about people and
places,

He would also do a Visitation.

 

55. DRAWINGS OF LUPER

 

Naturally, the graphite could be adjusted,

It is speedy work to lengthen, then hook the
nose - or to add the Nazi armband,

And it hardly needs to be added that, even in
those days, it was well within the capabilities of photographic
technology.

 

To return to that described as the Relstab
image: there is no known instance of a place, city, town or
village, named Relstab, in Germany, Austria, Switzerland, Bohemia,
Moravia, Silesia, Slovakia or Hungary.

Ludwig Rellstab (†14 February 1983) was a German
chess master, but this should be accounted a red herring.

 

In defiance of the law against making
unwarranted connections, the interior appears to be a village hall
- the scene is amateur dramatics, certainly not a fancy dress
party, the players are kitted out in various medieval attires, with
the women in those helmets, no time to divert into the helmet with
horns business,

Candidates for the dramatic production are Das
Rheingold, or Das Kunstwerk der Zukunft (The Artwork of the
Future).

It might be more Saxon than Norse in
inspiration, although it is difficult to tell with cardboard armor
and a designer who wasn't really up on history very much.

Some claim that the notice board, left
background, has an official notice concerned with Sturmabteilung
business; they claim to make out the lightning strike logo in
amongst the resolution of photographic grains. Others propose this
is the rounded swastika of the German Faith Movement. In any case,
this is a piece of paper pinned to a notice board, not a manifesto
of every single person photographed in the hall.

 

56. MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS

 

A Plesante Satrye of ye Twoe Estatis,

The late Anne Frank. Who is martyr to the idea.
Known as the Angel of Auschwitz.

As is also the soubriquet of Dr Josef Mengele,
her exact opposition in the annead.

But their participation in the morality play
binds them inextricably.

 

Apophenia is the making of meaningful patterns
or causal links out of meaningless or random data. The unmotivated
connection - especially when these connections are then ascribed an
abnormal significance, and the chosen area of cranks, lunatics, the
disaffected generally.

 

In a stalag, a curious, and - that overworked
word - eclectic list of musical instruments, piano, violin, cello
and clarinet.

The Angel who announces the end of time.

The first and third sections call forth the
Angel in all his power - crowned by a rainbow, clothed by a cloud,
one foot on the sea and one foot on the earth.

In the second section, as core, is an evocation
of heaven.

 

Germans bayonet babies. Like spearing a
cauliflower is the common simile, though cauliflowers are hard and
crunchy.

Fritz, a well-known demon.

They've ad one go at us so far this bloody
century, it's only a matter of time before they come back to try to
even things up,

Don't talk to me the bastard Germans, never
trust 'em - was the talk of the hostelries as he cut his teeth.

Germans are bad. Germans are good, they have no
one word, to pretend.

Germans are good, they never let you down.

The English are amusing, with their offbeat
sense of humor. I should say they have the best sense of humor in
the world, so with their cousins, the Australians. But they are
pig-headed when it comes to their national institutions and worst
in the world for being scared of intelligence.

—Swaller'd a dictionary have ya?

Germans are aloof - you might think you know
them, you never really do.

 

57. SMOKED CIGARS

 

Saint Simeon

The Small Mother

The Tragedian's Comedy

Older Music in her Ears

Today in Stockholm

Who in our World is Unchanging?

Japetus Steenstrup

Penelope's Phrasebook

The Shared Doctor

The Best Stogie His Money Could Buy

The Eggs and the Artlessness

Stolen from Me is Stolen from You

 

Works known to be written after his
illness:-

Sylvia Dares Quickly the Joke at Pforzheim
(completing the trilogy of Today in Stockholm and Japetus
Steenstrup)

The Map and the Territory

Barabbas, the Final Curtain.

 

58. BODY-PARTS

 

Navajo sandstone, the scene of plasticine,

A hoodoo (also called a tent rock, fairy
chimney), spires, canyons, waves, reefs, fins

Coral in a great reef, salmon and russet.

No doubt about it, the scenery of Utah and
Arizona is an opium dream in its own right.

The explosive combination, a playful God and the
soft minds of the savages how would either resist?

The savages' wagons go across, and there's God
waiting for them,

Ready to freak them, Lord, but there's fire in
this country.

 

Elk, deer, bobcat, Desert Big Horn sheep, Shiras
moose, buffalo, coyote, kangaroo rat, mountain lion, usually known
as cougar, rattlesnake, peregrine falcon, Red fox.

 

November 1970: Fern Piedmont, 42, of Rochester,
NewYork,

June 1965: Lawrence Vernon , 63, of Pittsburgh,
Pennsylvania,

August 1964: Rosalynn Sylvester, 24, of Edison,
New Jersey (her husband was later acquitted of federal charges
related to her death)

June 1960: Sammy T Cobbett , 13, of Iowa City,
Iowa,

January 1955: Sidney Carter, 36, of Provo-Orem,
Utah,

November 1953 - Knowles Rostermann, 36 & Ada
Dwyer, 34, of Blacksburg, Virginia,

June 1946 - An unidentified woman, aged around
50.

 

59. INGRES PAINTINGS

 

Janelle And The Volume Of Treasures,

Cecilia Reading,

Minxes Admonished,

Shadows in Arcady,

The Lisping Goddess

 

These are not paintings by Ingres. Instead, they
are a small part of the production of Sir William Russell Flint -
like Ingres, known as an artist, but more by those lacking a
regularly-exercised aesthetic. I suppose Minxes Admonished does let
the cat out of the box a bit.

 

Which would be preferable? An Ingres
reproduction or an original Flint? The watercolorist, a chocolate
box pornographer, reactionary, versus the reactionary in oils. True
enough, to present Ingres always the prisoner of snooty classicism
is a canard. Similarly, that Van Gogh should have to be constantly
the madman is to cover him up. Unidimensional stupidity.

 

The real assault caused by persons who do not
understand art, in their ingenue insistence: "But what is the
difference between these two?"

In this, they so infuriate connoisseurs.

And how, precisely, is this Ingres' fault?

 

Lèse majesté, a massive treason is done.

And it came to pass, a suitcase was found on the
Isle of Serendip.

 

60. BROKEN GLASS

 

Kristallnacht is a conspicuous candidate. But
why so banal?

As implausible would be that Henry Miller and
Heinrich Muller were the same person,

When the lamp is shattered…

Mindful, of the abilities of broken glass to
embed itself in any medium, he has forgotten nothing. Too long ago
and too many people are dead. Which are felt reasons to ignore, shy
away from.

 

The suitcases are a catharsis. Discarding,
freeing, liberating, the prospect is of the tabula rasa, the wax of
the tablets heated, the memories taken away, up to as if they never
were at all, if that is his desire. Equivalent to being washed
clean of the leprosy, an offer made to the Syrian Naaman. Take him
to the Jordan, and there be made whole.

Luper could bathe in Lethe, forget everything
and he would be fine.

But the leprosy has to go somewhere - the strict
law. To the Gadarene swine, to the next unbeliever, to the
children, to the weak, where would you be without leprosy?

Hansen's disease - wish it away, make it vanish.
It doesn't vanish, blank it out as much as you like, it doesn't
just vanish.

 

Or repression? Digging them into the psyche,
with no means of relocating,

Filed, but the catalogue mislaid.

 

The leaving of suitcases is an act with a
ceremonial component; ritual brings calming and security.

The idea, or meme, that a sacrifice was made. A
sacrifice to be the salvation of humanity.

 

There may be an inheritance implied, supplied,
but mainly

I suspect they are a childlike method of
increasing entropy in the world.

 

61. MOITESSIER GOWNS

 

Heavy with the taint of classicism, as Ingres is
always. An elephantine approach. Style… how often is this a
covering, even a patina, which overtakes the artist to the
detriment of their inspiration. Classicism, L'art Nouveau, Arts
& Crafts, Mannerism, not the meat of the enterprise.

 

The seated version of Madame Moitessier, by said
Ingres, much interrupted by: the death of Ingres wife, the
pregnancy of Madame Moitessier, the painter being much happier with
historicism than portraiture. And so the painting was reworked many
times - ending with the only version we are given:- a gown of
floral sprays, Chantilly sprig on white ground, the dumpy
Moitessier as a Sèvres tureen.

 

As the sculptor is too fond of saying, "the
sculpture is within the marble"

And maybe the aphorism even goes back to
Buonarotti, as is claimed. A poet, as is asserted.

In every block of marble I see a statue as plain
as though it stood before me,

Shaped and perfect in attitude and action.

I have only to hew away the rough walls that
imprison the lovely apparition

To reveal it to the other eyes as mine see
it.

 

The covering,

They could hardly deny it, this heroic of lack
of deference,

But did James Dean ever recite above the lines
he was given?

He was the rôle and the rôle was him?

His attitude more than acting he was asked?

Or did my hungry heart make him in every heroic
particular?

 

The covering, the making of decency,

Marlon Brando, who lived,

But lived long, drawn out to bloated ox,

Suffering badly of life, its divers tempters,
snares,

Until left as the efficient mockery of
himself.

By the end who would know of the slim Apollonian
within?

Yes, the valuable ox, docile and tractable,

And keep with you always how came the ox by his
docility.

 

62. CRABCLAWS

 

The biographer has an overview, except the
biographer is seizing his subject, holding him fast. The subject
might struggle, creating a blur.

The biographer is hidebound, having being first
nervous at claiming their subject. Like lower leg amputation or
tooth extraction, best done with conviction.

The biographer hopes that axioms of their prior
choosing will leak into the subject.

The biographer is a cheat, and this well before
we consider the farrago of locking a subject into decades just
happening to begin with a zero.

 

In the 1950's, Luper was investigated as a spy
by the English secret service MI6. The clumsy modus of Reginald
Wagstaff MC., late Major in the Warwickshires, would have equalled
the clumsiness of a system that had sent Colonel Philby to
interview him, had that been so. Luper savoured his two or three
chats with Major Wagstaff about the possibility of a raisin export
business based in Beirut.

Luper scored as suspicious, well below Major
Wagstaff.

Luper made a mental note to have been
investigated by Philby, when it was time for his autobiography.

 

In 1960's, he became a pornographer, free love
was everywhere in the air, this decade. The kids would explain, the
liberation, sexual revolution. In fact, this was a cover - he was a
fixer, an organiser of straighteners handed out to gangsters,
American, Filipino, any who This while the powers were still shut
into their Cold War rhetoric.

In the 1970's, he ran guns to the various
terrorist groups that were a direct result of the Second World
War.

In the 80's, he went entirely to commerce, an
unequivocal statement that he saw it as nothing other than
sublimated war. This character trait could be seen in many previous
threads of his life; it permeated, said the biographer. His hobby
was laundering money to avoid tax by antiques purchases. The
antiques were part of his business, he got to look at them
sometimes, admire their beauty and know that as business assets
they represented affluence, achievements of his that the
authorities could never legally touch. If he sold them, the money
would arrive magically out of nowhere, money They had a claim
on.

The atomic bomb was not very important;
something of a dead end, in truth.

 

63. FEATHERS AND EGGS

 

The chicken is a beast of burden for these
farmers, it carries theirs. This is not the grain prairies, or the
warm groves of Florida - a living can be scratched in these arid
lands, but only by cold phlegmatic types, slow to despair. A stream
of Okies are heading past them the promised land of California.

 

The feathers were fixed to the cardboard with
horse's hoof glue. Some care was taken to get them aligned and
layered as if airworthy. When the actor was fitted with them, and a
nightshirt for the purpose, the wings trailed and caught in the
robes. Sudden movement would be liable to trip.

—It'll do, but be careful.

 

The Annunciation? My foot! he should have
discharged his anger where the punishment was deserved.

If he had realised at that moment - but in
common with many people he was not good at this grind of seconds
and having to come up with thoughts during them.

The angel had taken matters into his own hands.
The chicken and the egg motif had been elaborated.

 

64. YELLOW PAINT

 

Is it possible that someone can get radiation
poisoning from yellow uranium paint on these old tinplate toys? I
have many handed down to me from my grandparents and I want to
allow my children to make use of them, because I think it is far
better for them to do this than play on electronic games all the
time, but I am worried about the uranium.

 

Straw, Sundance, Morning Sunshine, Candle Glow,
French Mustard, Ciara Yellow,

Goldenrod, Apricot, Citrine, Jonquil,

Dahlila, Golden Honey, Goldtone, Mushroom Cap,
Good Vibrations, Moonlight,

Mellow Yellow, Goldfinch, Mayapple, Mango, Pale
Moon, Babouche, CitronYellow Ground.

Tangerine.

I am forced different, but only by the
lighting.

 

Native Americans of the Ute, Arapahoe and Crow
tribes living on the Colorado plateau used the naturally-occuring
mineral carnotite to make yellow war paint.

 

He cut a curious figure: while all the uranium
prospectors went laden with pickaxes, ropes, shovels, planks, and
of course, their expensive Geiger counters, he carried a water
bottle and a knapsack.

They had their Geiger counters, he had his
learning. He had immersed himself in the texts and would be sure to
know a lost city if he came across one.

—Come with us and earn some dollars, one would
shout across the mammonious divide.

—I seek that which is far above earthly riches,
he would mumble back.

This man esteems a clear conscience and right
principles above the fool's gold of yellow uranium. In Greed we
trust.

 

Tunis 13th May: from an expensive overnighter,
the best money could buy, came this question.

What's yellow and smells like green paint?

 

65. TENNIS BALLS

 

Metafiction is so dangerous, in inspiration, in
will, in legacy. An abomination, in the view of not enough.

 

He pours a cup of sensational entertainment,
this self-titled business impresario, Abdelkhayyat Mahouk Anouar,
owner of nightclubs, ice cream parlors, taxi firms, come to a Paris
hotel (the Ritz) a happening,

With a laugh and a wave of the hand, refused to
give a straight answer to:-

Had the suitcase already been opened? Did he
know the contents?

 

Guests were offered drinks and canapés, here is
glitzy and sequins and invitations to Sophia Loren, Peter Lawford,
Peter Sellers, and the Dauphin of France. Together with employment
of the classic chancer's method, of telling Y that X has already
confirmed, and the reverse…

The evening was chaotic and an attempt to
auction the suitcase and contents was finally made only after most
of the guests were too drunk to notice. Or the auction was pulled
after Abdelkhayyat was informed that the contents were of interest
to a government agency.

As it was put to him: —Better go with the flow,
my friend.

Signorina Loren had long gone.

 

Motive: she was blackmailing him over some
felonry: tax evasion, union kick-backs, prostitution involving
illegal immigrants. Ten years later, Abdelkhayyat was detained on
the charge of perverting the course of justice. This was related to
the discovery of the body of Canadian-naturalised singer. At
Montreal Airport, some months earlier. In a suitcase. At a press
conference, he informed the media of his intention to sue for his
48 hours remand, his outrage at the insult only being satisfied by
a full apology. He skipped bail, resurfaced in Dubai.

 

66. BOTTLE MESSAGES

 

Wallenberg, as we know, is patron saint of the
tantalizingly lost, skin of the teeth, the wrong way,

Defeat snatched out of the jaws of Victory, with
the NKVD as simple villains,

Beria would have been kept personally
informed.

 

You don't see Wallenberg, nobody sees
Wallenberg,

He's always on the same landing, but he's always
three solitary cells down.

You've met a man who has met Wallenberg,

You were nearabouts when he was taken to the
wagon outside,

 

You've been the prisoner, you realise,
gradually,

As soon as you thought about Wallenberg, shy,
determined,

A pinprick of resistance against all the massing
ideologies,

You unthinkingly, brutally, closed the door on
yourself,

 

You have been infected with the wish to believe
something,

Medicine, but quite nasty,

Wallenburg ensures that all can taste of the
prison in their heads

From the comfort of a living room.

 

Am having a wonderful time, the one true
location of Wallenberg,

In a suitcase found in the straits, picked up by
an oil-tanker,

It's a message from Raoul Wallenberg in a
bottle. If it has a suitcase next to it, this is only
incidental,

Amelia Earhart will also have a message, as will
the Princes in the Tower, Owen Glendower.

 

67. GREEN APPLES

 

The boy, or youth, in rude health, compared with
the later consumptive days,

Was prone to waggery, notably when a workman's
ladder

Was commandeered for the purpose of placing the
rubric 'Lau. Sterne Esq.'

On the newly-whitewashed wall of the
classroom.

 

The master stated:-

—Only by a heartfelt recommendation from the
junior master

And the sincerest apology from the child's
father,

Was my decision commuted to a flogging.

 

Sterne himself reported the master's reaction as
much similar to:-

—Boys will be boys.

Going on in his ventriloquism, the master
said:-

—One might be minded that the name should never
be effaced,

For this is a boy of genius and sure to come to
preferment.

 

The reason for his coalhole sojourn:-

On the white ground of an advertisement for
Sweet Caporal cigarettes, high up - such that a ladder must have
been used - and next to, sufficiently close to assume a claimed
connection on the author's part, a trilbied youth with pencil
moustache, a bit fast, in the act of offering his packet to a bevy,
two to his right, one to his left, of giggling secretaries, rosebud
dimples, dripping with all implications of success to come, was the
banal interjection,

T. Luper

Left to fend for itself among the arcadian,
utopian universe of advertising, the provision of an offer
impossible not to be true, all of us are duped and a wonder we
aren't all gloom-crazed Wozzecks with the constant
disappointment.

Banal, bathetic, but it is given to all to
continue dreaming if they so choose it - and, shortly, a
sign-writer will explain prominence.

 

68. PIG

 

Not true, during the sixties he acted as a
high-end bookmaker - taking the odds from various high-rollers and
making a book of any speciality event you cared to imagine. He had
offices in Vegas, Monte Carlo and London and if you wanted to
strike a bet on the assassination of a Kennedy, he was your man.
Someone is always required to do this work.

—Yes, dear sir, in the year of grace 1965 he was
3 to 1, but this year he's running in the primaries… I really
couldn't do you better than 11/8 on.

—You can? A thousand guineas on the nose
then.

Luper makes a small frown.

—O. I hope and trust you wouldn't be thinking of
disturbing the book yourself sir, so to speak…

 

Earlier, as a man with more money than he wanted
to know what to do with, he had War and Peace set, printed and
bound for him in six different fonts, to determine which best
suited his relationship with the work. He read them all over a
period of sixteen days holed up in a Cayman Islands hotel, before
coming to his final decision between Americana, Egyptian, Bodoni, a
revived Garamond, Gill Sans and Univers.

Later, as a fat man trapped in a seventies
safari suit, he thought about angina as a new word that could be
adopted.

He went to a fancydress party in the 1950's as
the Holy Ghost. Caparisoned thusly:- a white sheet with eyeholes, a
communion chalice and a cigarette, it was all he had to hand after
a long day of Jameson's whisky.

 

He wondered further of this locking everything
away by decades method. It was odd. He next questioned when the day
might be that the last shreds of superstition were washed away?
Some time in the future, he guessed. But then - which day?

A great day of celebration; a countdown clock
for the parties, people who became known as "revellers" who were
usually involved in newspaper reports of death and serious injury
or antisocial behavior.

It would be April 23rd 2135, he decided.

He then had a second thought and changed it to
the same day in 2136 - the year, common era, being divisible by
3.

You can strike a bet on a pig running a
marathon, you can strike a bet on anything.

 

It has not been opened.

 

69. SPENT MATCHES

 

The concept of museum, mausoleum, in its cold
white, is so common in the days we have to live in. Whereby would
stand an unopened suitcase in an alarmed glass case, as if the
recovery of an renowned Egyptologist and tending towards the sacred
nature of Treasure, Relic, Icon, Art.

What's in the case?

The curator has felt it seemly to add a caption
card.

 

Pandora wouldn't dare.

But Schrödinger might have a
go.

 

—A gift to the world? queries the judge in the
case.

—Indeed so, it has been established that these
suitcases and their contents are intended as gifts to the
world.

—And as such, said the counsel for the Crown,
interrupting, would become the property of the Crown.

 

—Tell me if you can, a little about how you
would proceed.

—The main purpose of our arguments would be to
establish the Crown's title. At present, we accept that the balance
of probability lies with the find not being treasure trove, but
again… we cannot be certain unless the case is opened. However we
would also present to the court the principle of bona vacantia with
the rule quod nullius est fit domini regis.

 

—Refresh my memory, Mr Beckmann.

—An object lost, forgotten or abandoned. That
which belongs to nobody becomes our Lord the Queen's. In this case,
abandoned.

 

—As I understand it, the contents are unknown,
because nobody has opened the suitcase since it was abandoned.

—That is correct.

—And the other party wish the contents to remain
unknown at the present time.

—We do, your honour, The defence demands to
preserve the unknown nature, primarily for the purposes of art. The
finder and the landowner are agreed between themselves and wish to
make an agreement with an art gallery to display the suitcase.

—And the address window has a card in it "SPENT
MATCHES"… These perhaps being the contents?

—Perhaps. Yes. Both sides are agreed on this
being a working assumption as to the contents of the case, if I can
put it that way…

—Other instances of this in the past?

—A previous suitcase recovered, in Luxembourg
actually, had "SAUCEPANS" in the address window and contained
aluminium saucepans. As far as our knowledge goes, there are no
instances of a label on the outside being an inaccurate record of
the contents. The Crown will accept a likelihood that Luper has no
intent to deceive, but only a likelihood.

 

—Although there is no record of him being
convicted under laws of this jurisdiction, there is evidence
strongly suggesting he was not a man of good character. Since he
would have be over a hundred and twenty years old now, the
assumption is that he is dead, but there is no proof to that
effect. He seems to disappear from the records.

—So we can't ask him?

—We can't, I suspect.

 

—Our point about the gift to the world, is that
we hope to show Luper had every intention of the remaining the
property of nobody… as an integral point to his argument.

—But the Crown wishes to reserve the right to
open the case.

—Yes, contraband items, proceeds of criminal
acts, we wish to know further, a servant of the Crown might have
need to open the suitcase… The contents could constitute a danger
to those viewing it in the gallery.

—Oh surely, Mr Beckmann… I've no doubt issues of
X-ray scans will be brought up.

—We have been investigating this as part of our
submission, yes.

—The State doesn't X-ray every single piece of
art before it goes on show in this country, does it. If you'll
excuse me for saying it before we even begin, I do sense the
clutches of the State in this, seeking to assume jurisdiction
without authority… Well anyway, it should be interesting… and
perhaps we will make a little history. Timetabling is in the hands
of the clerk and I look forward… thank you, gentleman both.

 

Classical Pandora questions whether the matches
are spent or not.

Schrödinger knows he has an answer.

 

70. SAUCEPANS

 

There are no studies to indicate a correlation
between aluminium exposure and birth-defects in infants. Studies
have shown a correlation between high aluminium concentrations in
brain tissue and the presence of pre-senile dementia, however this
does not demonstrate cause.

Other studies have found little or no
correlation between aluminium exposure and the incidence of
pre-senile dementia.

It is often best not to use aluminium with
acidic foods, tomatoes, soft fruits and cabbage. Some will only eat
food prepared from iron saucepans, skillets, &c.

 

He will not eat:- eggs, chicken, turkey,
onions,

She won't drink tea. Won't even touch it. She
makes his tea, but treats it as if radioactive in her arms-length
operations.

Their offspring does not eat:- cabbage,
calabrese, brussels sprouts, cauliflower. But Luper will claim to
have logic in his cause, because they are all the same sort of
thing, same quiddity. Luper is also fey and reluctant about eating
fish, because they have beauty. They are a funny old family.

 

Kopyletz walks around the kitchen while ticks
over a pan of borscht, in it chicken and the usual others. Where is
the November moon?

She will not eat:- mayo, and, strangely, sour
cream. She does not like white sauce, and if she saw it on a plate,
presented with gammon, parsley, bland, horrid, is liable to leave
the room with tight-lipped distaste.

Cornelia will not eat:- fried chicken livers or
sweetbreads or kidneys, anything that filters blood, and
garlic.

Carbonedra will not eat:- onions (except for
onion rings) green peppers (or any kind of pepper), relishes or
salsas, octopus, calamari, mushrooms.

 

She had an interest in bread baking; the bread
in bakeware known as a 'tin', but made of steel. Muffin trays, cake
tins, baking tins, loaf tins, pizza pans, springform pans, all are
now constructed from steel or aluminium.

She did not like any swearing, profanity or
blasphemy in her presence, instantly pulling herself up to grande
dame,

A hand in front of her own mouth, affronted to
pale,

By sulks and huffs, she would attempt to shame
the culprit into an apology.

 

Most especially Luper won't partake of the
chicken or egg, for it is unclean.

He was once informed by a physician that he had
an allergy to almonds. Once, at a particularly difficult time, he
had to eat a slice of Madeira sponge sprinkled with flaked
almonds.

He was informed that he was allergic to the
beechwood chips used in the brewing of certain beers - and used
this as an excuse to stick to distilled spirits.

Beets. He particularly dislikes their narrative
of leaching pink everywhere. They destroy the spatial concept set
up by the other foodstuffs of the plate.

 

The stepson being autistic, he would only eat
cheese or pepperoni pizza, plain peanut butter sandwiches, and
sweets. Every meal has to contain cheese. He went through a phase
of only eating bread and water.

 

Lephrenic does not like grapefruit, melon,
cucumbers, the water content…

 

The worst thing Luper ever had to ingest was an
expectorant, ammonia and ipecacuanha mixture - it did smell and
taste like somebody had died in there.

 

71. FLOWER BULBS

 

After years of research, Luper came up with the
definitive list of famous people who had died on the day before he
was born. Frankly, it contained no-one of any interest or purpose
to his reincarnational thesis. Gallingly, there was a large
collection of prominent people born on the same day as him.
Bluntly, no normal human being could have accepted this body blow
without falling into some species of depression or
neurasthenia.

 

When playing rummy, the cards seemed attached to
his fingers, a grimace when ever he let them go and discarded,

He was a hoarder, not a get-ridder,

Bridge and whist were a halfway-house, laying a
card to a trick had some element of not casting his bread on the
waters,

But most he liked the idea of poker, it had no
element of discard.

 

72. RESTAURANT MENUS

 

The menus scattered unhelpfully, but would have
on them only: beer.

El Capitano is drunk on amontillado, Auslese,
burgundy, chablis, champagne, claret, marsala, moselle, port, and
sherry. He wanders in and out. The crew watch him, never trust
him.

The miners were drunken on brown ale, India Pale
Ale,

The Mate is smashed out of his skull on
opium.

 

Red-cheeked and sweating, grey at the temples,
as they cradle their drinks, never letting their glasses far from
them. Yeast among beards and moustaches. Big men, important men,
with underlings to tell go, fetch and the lowest, goes,
fetches.

Just for them the alehouse has its sporting
prints, Regency bareknuckle fighters in breeches, cockfighting,
bull-baiting with dogs, the red coats on horseback chasing a fox,
steeplechasing from steeple to steeple,

Alcohol to dampen the desire, alcohol to make a
big round paunch above their never seen again tackle.

Fat men, who'd fizzle across the sky if an
urchin were to sneak up unawares and pull out a navel.

Men to look up to. Big male talk, jokes that
need guffaws. Who also lower their voices, and talk in terms of a
good shag, pointing out and urging. Vaginas on legs, which even the
lowest can know as perdition. Men who do nothing except with eyes
and mouth, talk a good conquest.

Of men and women, two camps and scorched earth
between them, the coveys of plump juicy sins each to the other.

And that camp which sends out covert glances,
yet does not race pell-mell towards.

 

On the menu today was an invitation to Tudor
taverns and the free & easy: Sir John Shakeshaft at his mead
and sack, rollicking Mistress Betsy Toast, Tudor sense of bawdy,
with bawds & rapscallions. Consensus and no special
remorse.

 

73. 92 ATOMIC ELEMENTS

 

All names changed to protect the innocent.

Veronica, therefore, the statuesque at five foot
tall Veronica, crimson lips, at that age her own, returns as
sun-tanned, blonde on coffee.

Her two front incisors chipped into a demilune.
A clean disfigurement, like a bullet-wound - as if shot by God for
being naughty.

And not her milk-teeth, deciduous, her adult
teeth - she will be like that forever.

But later, they are capped back to normal - on
the cosmetic level.

 

Veronica Verity, old flame gone out,

When nine and nine as tall and as blonde as a
flash of lightning. Girls always taller during those years, not the
weaker sex, statuesque, everything being bigger then.

And is smaller now, everything.

Sandbuilding: either the Tower of Babel or the
Hole to Australia.

For in common with other master architects he
can never decide whether to challenge heav'n,

Or deftly skulk away to dismal hell.

 

Make her willing, make her pure but promising,
how will this done, the backcloth fixed

With only one sleeping-bag… the only warmth left
to us must be each other… how could we not survive, together.

Make her Vèronique! Make her… hard-bitten
cocotte,

In Montmartre with a heart of gold, always with
a heart of gold…

One flick of the pen rips one for the next,

Hurled into the steaming Darien jungle and its
tarantulas,

Thence to shameless space-vixen,
cold-countenanced Finnish sauna attendant, longest-legged circus
ringmistress, cracking her whip.

The backcloth changes and the scenario with
it.

 

Sealskin sleek hair, blackest black

Nostrils flared, launch her into the first
obstinate step of her tango…

Even, for a couple, a tarantella… too
greedy,

To begin, to cement the idea, one tango only, is
the request.

But no, she moves not.

 

74. VIOLIN SPLINTERS

 

One day he barricaded himself into a place from
where he could not be got out. The Space Needle, Seattle, La Tour
Eiffel or other erection. The stylites aspect was the thing he
wanted that day.

He thought about the problem, knotty, thorny, of
whether to intersect. Quickly, he discounted the method of all
those who wanted to be famous, wannabes, and went to the issue of
those who did not want it, some had it thrust upon them, often in
the nature of an infamy, if infamy be other than fame.

 

Naturally, he had an agent on the ground, a
wife, who was to signal to him the arrival of the relevant
authorities.

He thought about the dogged determinism of
Spencer-Churchill, elephantine bulge butting into normal people's
lives.

He thought about the wispy foggy actions of
Villon, Enoch, the Master of the Altarpiece at Treves - the mist of
them touched lightly, as a sensuous. Not elephantine, not
sensuous,

And he reached his answer: the intersection he
wished into any normal - he later used the word normal - person's
life was that of a razor blade. Linear, zero dimension in that
plane. They might not see him, but he could affect them. And his
actions would have a characteristic.

 

The period among the clouds had done him good.
When the wife signalled, he quit unseeably and was able to quit
unseeably due to his meditations that day. But before he did so, he
dropped the case containing the Strads.

 

75. FIRE

 

Luper was not a fan of JL Borges. That blunt
refusal to engage with cold concrete fact. That consistent lust to
spread inchoate, all focus gone away. Saddled with his expectations
of Argentine hot-bloodedness, Luper thought it wilful and
unfair.

 

No one saw the wizard disembark in the unanimous
night,

No one saw the bamboo canoe sink into the sacred
mud,

But soon, no one did not know that the taciturn
man came from the South…

 

At first, the wizard's dreams were chaotic,
then, in a short while, they became dialectic in nature. By
lecturing his pupils in his dream, he hoped to find just one - or
construct just one, given that his dream was his dream - one soul
worthy of participating in the universe, to come out of his dream
and into reality. He evolved a process of selection, discarding
those who always agreed with him and did not dare to put forward
ideas opposed to their wizard professor. It did not work. After
many attempts, he gave up and grieved for his failure.

 

Later, he came to his task again and began by
the construction of a heart. Carefully, not rushing, with much
trial and error, there followed lungs, liver, bones and skin, a
piecemeal assemblage until he had built a whole body. Crude and
elemental the construction, but an Adam of his dream. He enters
into a compact with the god Fire, who accepts to bring the creation
to life.

 

And it was so. The fame of the wizard's creation
spread when people began to talk of a charmed man in a temple of
the North, capable of walking on fire without burning himself. But
it occurred to the wizard, only he and the god Fire knew his son to
be a phantom - and he feared lest his son should meditate on this
abnormal privilege and by some means find out he was a mere
simulacrum.

 

At a later time the wizard awakes to find his
home ablaze. He first thinks to flee - water, again - but soon
gives up the attempt. Accepting his death, a long life lived well,
as the flames come around him the wizard notices that his skin does
not burn. "With relief, with humiliation, with terror, he
understood that he also was an illusion and someone else was
dreaming him."

 

See also Pierre Menard, Author of the Quixote
where a literary type, an 'author', succeeds in absorbing the
culture of 17th century Spain so comprehensively that he falls to a
state of automatic-writing, in which he is able to match the text
of the Cervantes 'original' word for word, line for line.

 

Also the IRA man, something about an IRA man…
who was something he swore he was not - to noteworthy and galling
effect.

 

At times, he was disturbed by the impression
that all this had already happened.

 

76. LEAD

 

Mise-en-abyme: the object depicted
within itself

On the cover of the Air France timetable, with a
pillbox hat and smart tunic in turquoise and cream, the air hostess
held up to view an Air France timetable with a turquoise and cream
clad hostess on its cover holding up an Air France timetable…

This is another dastardly trick perpetrated -
she cannot be offering the true image of herself, the photograph
has yet to be captured.

In most species of English, air hostess or
stewardess became "flight attendant" or "member of the cabin crew"
around the 1980's.

 

Forever and ever, amen,

Recursion, in mathematics and computer science,
specifically is the definition an infinite statement using finite
components. The term is also used more generally to describe a
process of repeating objects in a self-similar way. For instance,
when the surfaces of two mirrors are exactly parallel with each
other, the nested images that occur are a form of infinite
recursion.

 

Lead stops propagation. The only thing that can
prevent the chain reaction. I suppose in some regards recursion
could be seen as the opposite of propagation.

 

An unripe gourd, green and flexible. With a
little industry, a contraceptive device, crude but effective, as
employed by males in the Andaman Islands.

 

Somebody once said of Tulse Luper

His orginality would be impossible without his
predecessors,

which has the air of the usual trite aphorism, a
veritable Oscar for it.

 

77. OBELISKS

 

He was a lover of chaos - but that would not
necessarily make him chaotic.

 

He thinks novels were always more the feminine
pursuit, design, accomplishment than the masculine - and more
strenuous societal impediments should have been placed to keep
things that way.

 

If Luper reads another novel in which the main
character is caul-born he will spit.

 

If he reads another exposition of the story of
Pandora's box which claims the last evil out was Hope rather than
Delusive Hope, he will definitely spit - it was a box of evils,
hadn't they noticed… .?

 

These two last in his earlier years - unlike
many, he became more radical, less authoritarian, therefore more
forgiving, as his life went on its sedan chair convoy of
principles.

 

Luper could appreciate what they were driving at
with their often spoken - habitual, even - premise actions speak
louder than words.

In this above all, he was not naive. He knew
that his jumping into its espousal would leave him looking back up
at the brink, where they had stayed,

Scared to petrification, or with a greater
fortitude to live in a society of words redundant.

But jump he had - and found its consequences
bearable, the rocky falls, the maelstroms, an acceptable price for
his arrival at a perfect ocean of forgetting.

 

This suitcase discovered 18 hours before launch
hidden among the payload of Soyuz 13, 17 December 1973, a pointless
undertaking.

 

78. ROMAN POSTCARDS

 

1. Rome par la voie du Mont-Cenis.

Had a great time at Anzio,

Biff says hello and hopes you don't remember the
night in that bar in Trieste.

 

2. Piazza Navona, Rome, Italy. (One of the best
known squares of Rome, it follows the plan of the Stadium of
Domitian, the Circus Agonalis. The Rome city market was moved to
this square in the 15th century.)

Blank of message.

 

3. Piazza-di-Spagna - the Spanish Steps,

The weather today is interesting. It threatens
to reveal, but still has all the kann nicht anders flirtaciousness
of a divine creation.

 

The need to understand why. Following the1943
Italian campaign, when the Allied Forces gained a hold in Italy and
Italy itself capitulated. but Kesselring held firm. One course of
action would have been to push over the Alps, sweep up through
Austria, and commence the final action against the Reich. The
German underbelly ripe for its puncturing, the war shortened by a
year, at least; the Russian advance headed off and areas such as
the Balkans, Czechoslovakia in British and American control; the
Iron Curtain, if one at all, would have been further to the
east.

The reasons this did not happen are:-

1. And sufficiently. The Allied planners ruled
out, at an early stage, any prospect of putting materiel across the
Alps. The main invasion of Europe was always going to begin at the
north French coast - the following year, as it turned out, in
Normandy.

2. The campaign was so hard fought, a stalemate
over long periods, particularly at the Salerno beach head and the
Reinhard and Gustav lines, because the Allies committed relatively
slight resources of armorment and manpower to this theatre of the
war. It became a nasty campaign, nasty terrain, roads rocky or
quagmired, hilltop bastions such as Monte Cassino, flooded rivers,
copses, easy to get a machine gun post set up and how to work round
that… ? It also was the scene of a mass mutiny on the Allied
side.

 

There's a lot of men who died just to keep this
stalemate going. With the Soviets in the east doing the real hard
work.

 

From the internal evidence: The postcards were
manufactured in the mid 1930's. #2 is known to have discontinued
production in 1936; for the others, this is not known. However all
entered in the postal system in 1943 - franked and passed by US
military censor on the 12th, 15th and 21st September.

None of the addresses are for houses on a
street.

 

79. HOLY EARTH

 

Sandro Botticelli, Caravaggio, Duccio and
Murillo among others.

Marian blue is the ever-present.

The white lilies Fleur de Marie to indicate the
purity of the Virgin,

A water pitcher, to indicate the temperance,

A straw basket, or wood turned dish, containing
fruits.

The fireplace is unused on Annunciation Day,
25th March.

Can you see it? Nine months time…

Other adornments:- embroidery tools, scissors,
spinning wheels,

Let us be honest, brutally. There's almost
nothing in this art that would have been seen in a Nazareth home
circa 0 common era.

 

Luper is angry with most angels. This suitcase
was damaged in its recovery.

 

80. GREEN FIGS

 

In Trinidad, the first vista opened to him -
heat and the fire that must be underneath. A ship, a person, a
world. A deal was done for raw sugar and he watched this loaded to
the hold by the patient but powerful cranes.

 

2 lbs. green figs

1 lb. salted fish

½ lb hard cheddar cheese

½ cup milk

1 tbsp. lime juice

1 onion sliced

2 red peppers, thinly sliced

2 tomatoes, thinly sliced

1 Scotch bonnet pepper, deseeded and chopped

1 tsp. bread crumbs

 

First, boil the green figs until they are
tender, about 20 minutes. Peel them and crush with fork whilst
still hot and sprinkle with the lime juice to prevent them
darkening.

Soak the fish in boiling water to remove most of
the salt. Remove any skin and bone and tear the fish into
medium-sized shreds. In a greased baking dish, layer the figs, the
fish and the peppers, onion, tomatoes, cheese, the Scotch bonnet
and black pepper. Add the milk and top with breadcrumbs. Bake at
180° C for 40-50 minutes or until the cheese topping is
golden-brown.

 

81. LIGHT

 

All those lists,

The obvious trap is the excess provision of
answers. Leaving many without a partner. And an urgent need to
find, invent, discover, provide questions to maintain the necessary
equilibrium. This duty placed on Luper's audience. Do they have the
means?

 

The solar spectrum and the independent work of
the English chemist William Hyde Wollaston and German physicist
Joseph von Fraunhofer. Dark lines in the optical spectrum of the
Sun were later deduced to correspond to wavelengths of light
absorbed by hydrogen atoms, the main chemical constituent of the
sun. The plain fact that it is the repression of many impulses,
desires - these often taboo in society - that acts to create
outward symptoms of psychological disturbance. The Unconscious is
the master of man and repression is the key - it is how we can
begin to understand that part of the mind denied us.

 

The Shadow glints and quivers; the Shadow is
made by the Sun, not by the Darkness.

You have to have something to revolt against, a
contrast, a distinguishing,

I was shown how the letters came out, by a sign
writer - on our street, a small man, of very little pretension. Not
a high-born von.

 

The work of Balmer and Rydberg. A beautiful
plate of the atomic hydrogen emission spectrum and we really are
back to the beginning, hydrogen. If an excited electron loses
energy in a transition from the 3-shell to the Balmer series
2-shell, red light is emitted. By measuring the frequency of the
emitted light and using Planck's relationship

 

E = hν

 

its exact energy can be determined. This is
therefore the energy gap, or quantum, between the two levels.
Emission and absorption spectra, the giving and the taking, reveal
the inner workings of the atom and its electrons.

Luper's own work was with more complicated
molecules: the microwave spectrum of ammonia and the
quantum-mechanical tunneling effects observed.

Division of the mass into resolved lines, it
only requires a more powerful prism or diffraction grating.
Fraunhofer is the key. All his works, the manufacture of optical
glass, the manufacture of a perfect plane surface, provide the
practical foundation. He then begins the task of understanding his
observations. The grandfather of quantum theory, we may say,
without fear of contradiction.

 

Or a polygamy needs its invention. The idea
becoming to endow the question with an instrinic masculinity, plus
all the associated archetypes, virile, questing, und so weiter.
Consequently, in reaction, the answer becomes feminine - consoling.
Many good answers now.

 

82. NOTES ON DROWNED CORPSES

 

The poison in question was succinylcholine, a
favorite at the time with several state secret service
agencies.

 

The accurate diagnosis of hydrocution is not for
the novice practitioner. Suspicion that the body may have been
placed in the water after death from another cause must always be
entertained.

Fluid filling the posterior nasal cavity,
nasopharynx, and oropharynx. Fluid in the frontal and sphenoidal
sinuses.

Sediment in the sphenoidal and maxillary sinuses
and carina, trachea and proximal main bronchi.

The pleural spaces also investigated for signs
of pneumothorax or effusion

 

Then, those hefty naiads bearing up the old
man's body and plonking him back on the path, so he throws high his
arms and meditates the sky, make their own discovery.

Lead in his pockets.

—Well, well, perhaps he has out-thought us.

 

And Enoch walked with God; and he was not, for
God took him.

And Enoch lived sixty and five years, and begat
Methuselah: and Enoch walked with God after he begat Methuselah
three hundred years, and begat sons and daughters. And all the days
of Enoch were three hundred and sixty and five years. And Adam was
still alive for the first three hundred and eight years of Enoch's
life.

 

Because of Enoch's piety and obedience to God's
will, he was graciously given to enter into heaven without
undergoing a physical death. Some have put forward the theory that
Enoch and Elijah are the two witnesses mentioned in the Revelation
of St John, who will finally reach their death by being killed by
the Beast and then will be resurrected after the passing of three
days.

 

83. MAPS

 

Very near. In the same street. Known as a
medium-low man. Of modest trade and daily circumstance, without
pretension or worldly favour and no large dissatisfaction as to his
lot. No connection to the lurid grandiose world of Parable… it
would seem and yet he did.

Indo-European language and heritage. On that
speeding chariot, unable to get off.

 

Mr Damson has his lawn and his path, the usual,
but also a small chicken-run and a rabbit hutch. The rabbit a pet,
the chickens he keeps for his Christmas and Easter tables. A rodent
ulcer on his jaw and a wife who is almost as nice as he. He makes
few caveats of good behaviour, tidiness, docility. In addition, he
tends his chickens diligently, even on the morning of their
slaughter.

 

His work adorns the High St.

 

H. Hamilton & Sons Greengrocers (estd.
1906)

 

An aesthete.

 

Next-door, Mr Damson is showing him how to draw
in 3 dimensions. Calligraphy.

He takes a name, makes it big. He shows him how
to put in the black outlines at the sides of letters, make them
stand out from the paper.

—Just write it down first of all.

—Then think of the light coming from the left…
 … and the shadow it's going to cast…

Later on, he may have said something else.
—Chiaroscuro. This alien sound dropped from him.

And Luper heard the word into a scorpion. A
scuttle, strike without warning, injection of venom at its
close.

And a sweetness to his use of the word, foreign,
beautiful. By this, a slight painter of shop-signs attaches himself
to the Florentine masters.

 

Or a stain of darkness coming from the right.
The same result.

 

84. BOARD GAMES

 

The day FDR killed four or five million Jews -
Casablanca, January 13, 1943.

Announced it without any preliminary
consultation. Dropped straight out of his mouth, almost as if
extempore.

Contemporary reports of Churchill, sitting next
to him at the press appearance - aghast. After a moment, he
beckoned to Eden, and spoke something into his ear, perhaps asking
him to consult the American mission forthwith. He was furious, no
doubt about that.

Meanwhile, Joe Stalin was solid on his seat. He
could see the advantage to his position in this development.

The public announcement by President Franklin D.
Roosevelt of the United States of America that the Allies would
prosecute the war to the unconditional surrender of the Axis forces
and nothing less.

 

The effect of this unilateral pronouncement on
the prolongation of the war and on the promotion of Communist aims
in Europe has been examined by historians ever since. No chance
after that of negotiations being opened with the more moderate
elements of the German political class or military (for there were
these) and an armistice achieved, Hitler deposed and maybe even
given a safe-conduct into exile and not hung.

Instead, during and after the feint of the
Italian campaign, there was the slow build-up in the south of
England, until the force was overwhelming, nothing left to chance,
ready for D-Day and the European campaign. The war went on for at
least one year longer than it might have otherwise. As few Allied
soldiers as possible were to die - meanwhile, others were being
gassed in their thousands.

 

The symposium, a strategists' conference, at
some grand English country house, with Corinthian columns out
front. To hear papers and discuss issues arising. To re-evaluate
and surely some expiation in this. To work out the wherefores,
since it would happen again, the Soviets would be coming…

During canapés and wine, garraya festoons and
swags, Chinese bronzes, Chien-Lung vases, pillaged, burgled, Luper
bowled over by the art works, Diana and Actaeon, Lacoön, on the
walls next to him, making a palpitating heart, a damp brow, a
sensation akin to Stendhal syndrome.

An icy polite hissing interlude right next to
him, a Scottish historian falling out with an American diplomat,
the first propounding that this was a democratic war, not a bloody
settling of aristocratic disputes, a war of ideology, the first
democratic war and therefore deserving some kind of special status,
which also attached itself to the pronouncements of the elected
leaders…

—There will never be another aristocratic war, I
am sure of this.

—Oh I think we will go back to them, shortly.
Any class at the head of an empire can usually be thought of as an
aristocracy.

But the historian was stumping off.

—Wouldn't worry about him. He's an academic,
never done any real work in his life, said the American diplomat.
Marxist historian, you know how they are, processes create
inevitable events, persons are incidental…

But Luper had hardly noticed, he was catching
his breath, recovering. Then, he estimated, made calculations using
these estimates, arrived at his solution.

—Sir, some more wine?

—No, I will be leaving shortly, said Luper.

 

85. INK & BLOOD

 

The body in the suitcase. A man in mid-life, he
had been stabbed with a pen.

It was a drawing, a crude drawing, of a man
stabbed by a pen.

 

Q. If Luper - or the Luper phenomenon - gives
rise to an impersonator, who then makes use of the name to enter
London clubs and the casinos of Monte Carlo, doing all the standard
things an impersonator seems driven to do… And if this pesky one
even goes as far as placing non-canonical suitcases - forgeries,
you probably describe them as - what does it matter, where is the
problem?

 

Two prominent modern personalities - cultural
critics, shall we say? - conducted a very public disagreement over
this question.

One had obtained his prominence by birth. The
other worked hard to get himself to Jesus College.

 

A. It matters - because it is untrue, of itself.
A gospel argument.

 

A. It does not matter. Because we have no
arbiter of connections, it remains a valid connection. An empty
heaven argument.

 

The latter statement was damaged by the public
perception of its maker, very much an advocate for cultural
equivalence. Who, gay, caused havoc in the marriage of a film
actor, lived mainly in Ireland after this period, every lunchtime
walked from a former croft to a well known dry stout, was later
mellowed by a fruitful relationship and passed in 1997 from the
cumulative effects of diabetes and cancer.

The other critic sits back and orders an old
fashioned - this codeine, valium gulping creature, hell-driven, who
snarled and showed his claws from the very first. He smarts at the
memory of his first wife. But he did live longer.

It's a sentence intoned over and over; they had
both manufactured the controversy, they wanted exposure, they
poured petrol whenever they could. But

 

Unless I put my hands into the side…

dixit eis nisi videro in manibus eius figuram
clavorum

et mittam digitum meum in locum clavorum

et mittam manum meam in latus eius

non credam

 

86. LUPER STORY MANUSCRIPTS

 

Laughably, a person of his acquaintance said he
thought the man was an ornithologist - on the strength of an
uninformed conversation one evening in the Black Pearl club - when
this got back to him, he did laugh, out loud, for a significant
time.

—But there are so many conversations… And so
many of them are basically uninformed…

And then what would I be? Almost anything… Most
likely I'd be a spaceman, a traindriver, a farmer, a soldier,
utterly infantilized in my career aspirations.

Most laughably, I'd be someone other than
myself.

 

These have the propensity to be negatives. Here,
the nihilist has a hold, temporarily.

No to the pet toucan.

No to any development specifically concerned
with the Manhattan Project - or Enrico Fermi, even though such a
fertile character.

No plans that Luper should visit South Africa,
or have any involvement with apartheid. He was not a racist man,
not by the standards of the time, but movie execs will always be
cautious.

 

The controlling idea is to keep The (Great)
Disagreement vague. Which is the artistic solution, a cop-out
embraced for its enigma. They have to be once-friends, or
accomplices, who then fall out. My erstwhile colleague, LePhrenic…
It can only work if this is so. But what exactly caused the
falling-out, a double-cross, jealousy, simple ambition?

 

Other stillbirths:-

The plot development of the German-born Mormons
was to present their skills with uranium to the German army. Where
is the sense? The head of the household has shown no real
entrepreneurial spirit up to now, what would suddenly motivate him
to up his family all the way to Europe… while there's a war on.

 

The triplets were conceived as being two
identical twins and one fraternal. The interplay would involve the
singular triplet being either bullied or the natural leader. Too
complicated in impact. Batter my heart, three person'd God. No,
still too complicated.

 

Where exactly, since they are in the middle of
Arizona, is he going to find a river to drown her in?

A prolonged head-scratching session,

The pimp sold the woman to Oppenheimer as a
means of getting him to talk.

Persuaded him to the idea by talking about her
to him at every opportunity.

Oppenheimer was dismissive at first, only
warming after a long car drive in the moonlight,

The pimp anxious at having not heard from her,
debating what to do, whether to start the unmasking… But
Oppenheimer had already drowned her, he hadn't wanted to, lord
knows, but they were going to get him soon, he had to make sure the
evidence never got out. By now, he was into his degradation, what
would he have not done?

The pimp, in fedora, sang a song:- of the
happier times before his plan had swaneed. With booming big bass
drum, seals bouncing a ball with their noses.

 

The body in a suitcase recovered from the Nile
river,

An occasional corner bobbed the surface, due to
the gaseous flotation. Down at Luxor where the pyramids roam,

Locked and additionally padlocked.

—So not a straightforward suicide then, said the
Belgian investigator asked to assist.

 

Despite Sir Basil Rathbone having done a screen
test, the part was considered open. Advances were made to Tyrone
Power, but he died. Exploratory discussions with Clark Gable also
went nowhere. Like Basil Rathbone, Humphrey Bogart had the right
number of syllables in his name, but was not considered.

 

It was a supercargo that freighted the ship
badly, causing list and instability, long after its brief
appearance. The recursion down to the whole Troyan war being fought
out over a backgammon board seems one of those devices too
ridiculous to have ever left the scriptwriter's mind - yet here it
was, played out in Technicolor and on a twenty-foot screen.

 

87. ICE

 

But the lawmakers, they have it good, do they
not? He was wont to rave and when he raved it was laws he raved
about.

—There must have been a first chisel…

Referring to Moses in the wilderness. Something
about laws giving rise to laws, and once one had arrived, the
terror was that it had to bring another, until a cascade…

He felt himself qualified to utter his views,
hadn't he tried out so many Establishments?

It all came back to parents, laws, the Freudian
interpretation uppermost. But really, which psychologist worth his
salt could not reach the idea?

In the Justification of Luper was this passage
:-

 

I cannot demand that they should have risked a
law of their own,

Nor even that they should have questioned an
existing law,

Only that they should have been aware they
questioned not.

 

Sailing through ages of stone and bronze and
iron,

One law gives rise to another,

As one lie is supposed to lead to another,

Until proliferation is complete.

And then I belong to a society,

 

If you know in your soul that you belong,

Without a second's pause, say I am a
citizen,

Then know this also, it is to a law you must
belong.

 

And more, with his poems of non-understanding,
the world that he was born into:-

 

If a giant should put fist to tabletop,

Crocks and spoons would leap,

In the city of indestructible Gog and Magog,

Forlorn, abandoned,

Without a option

The giants bestrode that city and disposed.

Everything much bigger then. Be big. Be a
giant.

 

The ice melted, this suitcase in a Turkish baths
at Istambool, near Constantinople, near the Hellespont.

 

88. MEASURING TOOLS

 

Luper is a cautious man - his monographs betray
a need to begin at the beginning.

The Separation by Punctuational Character of
Hours from Minutes in European Railway Timetables of the 19th
Century.

The Contradistinction of Ante and Post
Meridiem Times in European Railway Timetables of the 19th
Century.

Make sure you are the beginning, when you start
on the journey to make sense of the whole world.

 

Luper knew that when his step son arrived he
would have to step in, do the decent thing and make provision.
Wasn't that how it all worked?

 

Luper knew also that Chopin would be suitable
for the christening, the dribble of Chopin, a Pole - and there
would have to be borscht, the imitation of Christ and his
blood.

 

Unbeknownst to even one of them, her paternal
uncle and her maternal grandmother died on the same day. Both into
their eighties, separated by many miles.

From the two different sides of the family. Had
he caused it? Luper would be willing, very willing, to sell this
synchronicity to any fruitloop who wanted it, if such were
possible.

It was curious to think of them linked in the
way. They could have met only very rarely, and on thinking about it
more carefully, going through the family weddings and
get-togethers, she wasn't sure they had ever met. It wasn't a case
of their forming some invisible but cosmic bond.

 

Erudition - or knowing a load of things - is
difficult in some cultures. For example, the English, and by
extension, the Welsh, have a tendency is to be embarrassed by
and/or defensive against any prominent display. The Japanese don't
have this. Full stop.

 

Luper found somewhere gunner's calipers, used at
the Battle of Borodino, he thought. And was on the lookout for a
calibre rule, an instrument designed to determine the weight of a
ball from its diameter and conversely. Caliber, calibre, calipers,
what's the difference?

 

He would write a book, when he was ready -
Weight and Sea.

 

Luper noted that John Keats might have written
all of him that is read in a physical afternoon. And enjoyed
himself against tuberculosis the rest of the time.

 

On the contrary, he became seriously
misanthropic in his declining years, so much so that he always
carried a card printed with:

 

I AM A
DEAF-MUTE

 

For use against people, especially those in
Renaults or Citroëns, who stopped to demand directions in the
street. This card later modified by the addition of an
and-the-same-to-you obscenity on its reverse. And the same to you -
companionship.

 

Lephrenic, for as long as anyone has known him,
has gone with a limp. He will take to a sofa, in his overweight
phase, with a wheeze, coughing in the lungs, desperate in the
soul.

Lephrenic does not care for Gitlis, Heifetz,
Kreisler, but is quite appreciative of Elman.

 

The maps, hold hard on the maps - the little
wheel thing, called something in Greek-o-meter, that translates the
wiggly travel of a road, a person, into linear loveliness.

 

Luper and Wallenberg had a fraught relationship.
Wallenberg did not trust him. Wallenberg was angry at anyone who
would want to get on a train. Even when there are good trains and
bad trains.

 

89. TYPEWRITER

 

Spare a thought for the cataloguer at an auction
house. With the important pieces come experts in a tumbling rush to
offer opinion and make their various valuations. The poor employed
cataloguer, on the other hand, daily has to sort through the reams
of semi-dross just in case other, unrecognised, items are busy
burrowing below the radar. It can happen. And if their occasional
slip is never discovered, there's no problem in the world - unless
the one perceptive buyer then puts the piece into another market at
a big reserve. Then, there might well be questions asked and the
cataloguer's job security will not be high.

But usually more than one buyer will spot the
hidden treasure, a war will take place, and, whoever the winner,
the auction house's commission is secure.

The monkeys would be an optional extra.

 

90. DOLLS

 

Chaplain or Chaplin, what's the odds,

Luper could never face the front when told
to.

Luper despised the socialist cause for their
continual whining,

Theft would help the common man and that was
what property was.

 

Trapment, or entrapment, what's the odds,

He asked the gentleman: —Please to sign the book
here and whether he had any luggage?

—I have this one case, said Le Frenais. My wife
will be arriving later, I expect she will have some luggage, if I
know her well.

—But of course, said Luper, mais oui,

—Oh no, there's no requirement for that,
Sir,

—D'accord, I shall see to it immediately.

—We hope you enjoy your stay, welcome to the
Hotel Britannique. And if I may say so, welcome to Paris, Sir.

 

Hauled over the coals,

—Yes, he was a good pilot - he was a damn good
pilot,

—So what the bloody hell were you was playing
at?

—I know that, get to the point.

—If you fly an Anson as low as that it is going
to get shot down, how simple does it have to be for you, Le
Frenais?

—Jerry has some ack ack you know…

—So you told him to do it, even though he wasn't
happy…

—This should have been done with a Mosquito,
which we have.

 

They glared at each other, great pools of
loathing, they knew they were too similar for this to be valid.

This suitcase found in the foyer of the Hotel
Britannique. Dolls, not Russian, Kammer and Reinhardt and porcelain
all staring at you as you removed them and looked hard back,
wondering what might be gleaned…

 

91. THE PHRENOLOGICAL BOOK

 

Luper, you're a hoarse man with your shouting,
but who hears you?

Downing your soup of the clock in grey and
brown,

The mouth comes over and the lips intake,

Gruel, sludge, meconium, not the vividness, not
the bursting yellow and green of saffron and life,

Eating your soup because you are not ready for
hunger strike.

 

And even when not under the prison dispensation,
but moving among the bureaucrats and rulers,

Partaking of their loaves and fishes,

Part of their enjoyable sentence without
tariff,

Jailers were there to apply strict desires,
always under their laws,

Giving him someone else's hope, not his.

Polished by this, surrounding stones battered,
inmate on inmate,

As he drifts without anchor, not a soaring
business.

 

There's a stone in the heart called
disappointment,

Hunger cometh with pottage on the menu, where's
the key?

Locked up until you give them their other key
back, the golden circle closed.

The one good thing, the prison walls keep his
voice, he has no voice,

All he can do is present the symbols and be the
thief of nothing.

 

In very average earthenware, most markets have a
repro phrenology head,

Lifebelt rings from the White Star Liner
Titanic,

A piece of the true Cross, brought to Turkey by
Saint Thomas,

The distressing has taken place. Many other
things manufactured at various times.

 

The coal courtesy of kobolds, who dug and
dug,

Brawny miners, manly, and so he signs on - at
15, which is 1926.

Welsh steam coal on a tramp steamer, went to the
West Indies, to Trinidad first,

Then Malaya, where they are one pace from
shrunken heads.

With a cargo of coal, with a cargo of lights
being switched on,

Stoking? It's just like coal mining, only the
pithead is in a different place after your shift.

As the eyes come over the parapet and look out
across the ocean,

There has been darkness, but now there is the
light.

 

The depiction of the connections, the map, the
realm, alack,

Is then Berkeley, requiring to be done via the
senses;

Depiction of the world arrives, but lagging.
This has damaged us.

Tragedy that we were seduced into this
error,

His existence, your existence, mine, we were
connected,

But we looked at a picture of the artist, saw
this only,

We failed to relax, wait for the picture of the
world.

Too eager, because we had mystery to delve.

 

Founden in Gallus, living near the Teutons, a
cream suitcase with corners knocked.

 

92. LUPER'S LIFE

 

At the end, why trouble or hope or insist this
was a true existence, when you know that it was not?
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