
... it just sounded so fuckin lonesome 
Yes. It does.  
My god, it does. 

 
This.  
This is a knowingly schizophrenic nightmare 
This is a self-conscious, self-aware excavation 
This is a drug-induced psychosis 
This is wordless and nameless 
This is everywhere and nowhere all at once. 

 
Every. Single. Possible. Flashpoint. 
(it would feel trite if it wasn’t necessary; mercifully, it is entirely necessary) 
 

race religion drugs sex prostitution murder rape sex homosexuality transexuality drag queens drugs 
sex sex sex sex sex sex 

 
 

There are so many people, it’s so beautiful. 
 

A world full of people. 
(too many creeps wackos loonies) 
So many beautiful people. 
 

I loved it. 
I loved every single fucking syllable. 
 

Now let’s not fuck about here: it’s brutal. It’s horrible. It is violent and sexual and 
often just too much, but it has to be. It couldn’t be anything else. Okay; some could 
have been neutered, watered down.  

Perhaps gratuitous.  
Perhaps overdone. 
Perhaps contrived entirely. 
 

But. 
Somehow I buy it, and I don’t know why. 
Somehow, it inspires a mercy that I don’t tend to offer.  
 
Somehow, it slips under the skin and lodges there. 
 
 
Things like: The distinct sensation of being made of glass, of being completely invisible. 

Over-identifying? Maybe. 
But all of them, all of us, get it. 
That distinct, inescapable knowledge of being nobody and nowhere all at once 
 

That is what this collection truly captures, truly embodies: being everything and nothing, all at 
once. 

(and reminds us how appallingly, painfully forgettable we are) 
 

Little chapters. One by one by one. A page or two or three. The longer ones drag a little, just a tiny bit. 
Enough to be noticeable but happily not enough to truly detract. They just seem to fester a little, too 
self-indulgent, the narrative too winding, the glorious individuals homogenised and made somehow 
duller the longer one stays with them. 
 

(the art is in the absence, the empty space) 
 



Each chapter starts on the same right-hand page; a quirk that doesn’t go unnoticed, a familiar 
repetition and routine.  

(it’s so easy to be lulled, so easy to become inured) 
(every flashpoint becomes numb) 
(when rape becomes passé perhaps there’s a problem… 

… but I’m damned if I can find it) 
 

God, though, it is horrible. 
“How bad do you need the money? bad enough to turn over?” 

Like shit, I didn’t sign up for this. 
This is bad.  
This is outside my scope; I can’t claim experience. 
There’s a degree of vicarious interest, naturally. 
But this is not my world, and I would never pretend it was. 
 

Thing is, I didn’t expect to feel vivisected by something that, ostensible, is out of time 
and date and place. This is a journal of 80s America; I wasn’t born when this was 

first published. I wasn’t even a vague speck on the horizon. My parents had barely met. 
 

This shouldn’t ache, this shouldn’t stain, and yet it does. 
 

The different chapters have different colours. 
Different thoughts. 

Different punctuation. 
 

Sometimes a lack, sometimes a profusion. 
And each time, it’s apt; each time, it feels like a natural state, each different voice given their weight 
and their lexicon, each voice distinct and individual, unique. 
 

Some stand out of course, like the upper class gentleman: 
“I have an outstanding job and a wonderful family” 

(mostly because so few of them are like that) 
(most of them are the deranged outcasts) 
(most of them would usually be forgotten) 
 
Here, they are lovingly, loathingly, remembered. 
 

Some of them are utterly demented. 
 

Sometimes… I want my fingernails to grow long and hard so I can make scratches in the concrete or 
make grooves in the sidewalk… Sometime I’d like to make a film of a woman murdering someone in 
which she stabs the person butchers and dismembers him rips his stomach open and at the end she 
sits down in the midst of all this, her clothes and hands and face all covered in blood and she starts 
crying… 
 

This is one of the more crazed moments. Not unusual for this collection, but pretty fucking 
startling. Yet it doesn’t come across in that overblown, melodramatic way some violence 

does; no. It is unpleasant and visceral, but it somehow makes sense, the lack of punctuation and 
that strange overflowing babble of somebody who has a thought they cannot shake, a dream they 

cannot wake up from. 
 

Equally, an unbelievably graphic rape. “A kid on the piers near the west side highway”. 
That’s all he is. 
Some poor kid on the piers. 
So many people would forget or ignore. 
Apparently, not here. 

 
There’s a sceptic in me, of course.  



One that says the story has been created, carefully and elegantly. 
That questions the detail. 
 

But it doesn’t matter. 
Even if it there elements that are untrue, they are peppered with so 

much honesty, so much realness, that it somehow gains merit. 
 
This is such a strange, beautiful journey, moving at high speeds through the quiet and dying world, 
this traces and tracks and tells the stories, through arches ellipses and convulsions of words Death 
was a smudge in the distance so elegant, strange people with strange thoughts and strange turns of 
phrase, faithfully written and augmented as required. 

(did I say augmented? Oops.) 
 
 

he had a look of pain when I strayed near words 
(I’m sorry) 

 
 
I’m trying to keep my body beyond the deathly fingers of my past but I’m fucked up bad never learned 
shit, how to create structures other than chaos. I’m attracted to chaos because of all the possibilities. 

 
I’m attracted to chaos because of all the possibilities. 

I’m attracted to chaos. 
To chaos. 

 
This is organised chaos; obviously. 
 
But the best part is, it knows itself to be. There are elements that are almost self-referential, and I 
wonder if it’s a self-editing process: god knows how many stories lived and died on a typewriter, 
never to be seen in these journals. 
 

He will eventually be so moved by the sense of dominance that he will suffer, he will never 
be fully what he is capable of being. 

 
These journals would suffer if too much control was exerted over them, and in places, it does: the lack 
of punctuation is occasionally a touch too self-conscious, the ordering of different stories (a prostitute 
following a john following an addict following a hobo) is careful, perhaps too much, the deliberately 
provocative ellipses maybe a touch too contrived, the ends of each chapter leaving a little too much 
to the imagination, too much of a cliffhanger, too much. 
 
(but only barely) 
 

It’s never any more than that scene 
Yes. 

That is one of the (many) strengths. 
It doesn’t go back, it doesn’t overindulge in past ideas. 

It just 
Stops. 

 
 
I try to criticise and find I just can’t force the motion to start.  
I’m just not feeling it. 

I wear a watch out of habit not because I need it but I’m always checking what time it is. 
I try to criticise because that’s what I’m here to do. 
Irritatingly, I can’t quite manage it. 
 
Look, there are low points. A token suicide from Morphine Marie, slower chapters that drag a bit, 
characters you can’t bring yourself to properly care about, the fatigue that comes halfway it made me 



very tired so it just dropped from my life and stops you caring for one or two of them, blurring around 
the edges. 
 

Fuck me my lovely 
A million intonations. 

Fuck me my lovely 
Fuck me my lovely 
Fuck me my lovely 
Fuck me my lovely 

 
Do you hear it? 

That’s the beauty of a piece like this, in other people’s voices. 
You intonate it all by yourself.  

(Which did you go for first? When you read it in your mind, what was your version?) 
 

And that’s what I love here. 
I love that we’ll both be driven to extreme points but it will be equal and simultaneous. 
Me and these people, all in extremities. 
 

... I keep having these strange dreams… 
And I sure as hell will after this. 

 
 
There are drugs everywhere:  

hallucinating mosquitos 
hallucinating lives 
apparently he had hallucinated the whole thing of getting up and running away 

 
… it was pure voodoo… 
 
I feel like I’ve hallucinated most of this, but I’d happily go through it all again. 

After all: you never make sense of nothing 
 
I’m so overcome. 

I’m looking back inside my head with my eyes wide open. 
This has somehow infected me, I can see everything. 

I can see too much, it somehow hurts, it aches. 
 
 

(I wave my hands in front of me, I know I’m not invisible, why are my thoughts so fucking loud?) 
Why are my thoughts so fucking  

So fucking 
So fucking loud?! 

 
I don’t know. 
(I really don’t know) 
But I know this: 
 
 

I’m finally listening. 


