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Foreword

Raymond’s reign of terror started with a paper cut to a girl in a paper dress. Later there would be wooden caskets. But first: pulp.

Here at the Glass Eye Press we’re committed to publishing pocketbooks that are as stimulating for the senses as they are cheap to print and easy to secrete about one’s person. In autumn 1969 we reached our two hundredth release,* capping off a decade that has seen us share tales of regal indecency (Percy’s Powdered Wig, 1968), existential anguish (The Lonesome Abortionist, 1961), suburban psychosis (Mummy’s Milk, 1959), romance (Mouthful of Leather, 1965), historical drama (Kinky Tiberius, 1964), pop and pot (Yes Please, Mary-Jane Looseleaf!, 1967), police brutality (Pink Baton, 1966), mistaken identity (Le Fantasme Tangerine, 1968) and that throbbing totem of the Permissive Society, free love (Fucking by Candlelight, 1969).

Our novels offer an invigorating escape for any jaded citizen willing to slip into a Soho bookshop or Brighton coffee-bar* with two-and-eight jangling in his mitt. We offer something new. We offer something those lily-livered Establishment publishers beyond the Tottenham Court Road refuse with stock rejection letters bashed out listlessly on watermarked stationery. We aim to defibrillate the inhibited, to titillate the prudish, to slap awake this straight-and-narrow society – and yet it saddens me that many critics dismiss our entire output as filth. ‘Grubby books’!

Take the average man in the street. No, better still: accost any morally flexible, free-spirited, long-haired, multisexual debaucher in the gentlemen’s WC at Piccadilly Circus, and he will pretend never to have heard of our company! Is our reputation that bad? I fear it is – unless it’s just a dire lack of publicity.

There is only one thing in life worse than being talked about, and that is not being talked about! *

But still, for an outfit that sells so few books annually, we do get a hell of a lot of correspondence. In fact, we receive so much post daily, we had to change Audrey’s job title from Administrative & Secretarial to Head of Complaints. When Miss Audrey Hulme appeared in London in 1964, landing jobless on our doormat fresh from the Industrial Provinces, we weren’t sure if the mild-mannered dolly would crumble under the pressure of the Glass Eye’s numerous (blind!) detractors. We underestimated her. It seemed no amount of hate mail, sullied billets d’amour or death threats could faze her – although of course none were aimed at her directly. Audrey sensitively handled the housewives’ vitriol, humoured Mr Raven of Clench, Wilts.’s regular page-tearing and red-circling of supposed spelling errors,* and handed over to the police any threats of violence that mentioned myself or my colleagues by name and/or included detailed diagrams of weaponry and our body parts.

Bless her, Audrey reacted more strongly to the paper cut than to the human stool delivered to us in response to the giant truncheon-fingered gorilla climax of Pink Baton, an ending I actually rather admired. Brutal and transgressive, most certainly, but so far unparalleled in its blazing demolition of all pompous literary convention, stale moral values and supposed good taste.*

Novak drew first blood on the afternoon of Tuesday, 14th October 1969. What with the abundance of complaints following the release of Cannibal Cafeteria and perhaps our most controversial title to date, Langoustine Man, Audrey was late opening the letter that was to so transform our company. I remember she’d changed into a fresh paper dress for the afternoon: a flimsy A-line shift garnished with halved limes, lemons and oranges. As is habit, I was hunched woefully constipated in the water closet when she let out the scream. Not for the first time, I reached for the sawn-off shotgun I kept hidden under the loose laminate by the carnivorous plant. My hands were trembling but my colon hadn’t twitched. I left the toilet water without so much as a ripple and scrambled through to the office with my fly undone, ready to protect my fair complaints maiden.

The cocked shotgun wasn’t necessary. Audrey was sucking her thumb, sulking, while Mark ‘Davy’ Noon tried to console her, dressed in what appeared to be a peasant woman’s blouse and patent leather jackboots. At first I thought it was a razor blade under the seal – a tiny Mae West mouth was dribbling claret at the end of Audrey’s thumb. A mascara millipede slithered down her cheek. Before long, others came to gawp too. In fact, had it not been for the paper cut drawing blood – drawing our attention to the C5 manila assailant on Audrey’s desk – our Head of Complaints may have simply dismissed its contents as gibberish and discarded it without a second glance.

‘Dare we see what this deadly detractor was after?’ Harry Howling – Head of Sales, Marketing & Finance, body of blancmange – wondered aloud, plucking the letter from its holster.

‘Go on,’ Audrey grumbled.

The postmark said Mount Pleasant. The stamp was first class.

Moistening a finger, Harry unfolded the typed sheet and read:

Never-Neverland, Londres W1

10th October 1969


Dear Sir/Madam,

I am an ugly man, a meese meshigena-omi, but a fashionable omi. And soon to be a molto famous omi. Lell my lapper.

Esteemed publisher of glistening livers, myself and my devotees cordially invite you to join with us in this forthcoming fame. We hereby offer you an una-in-a-lavvytime lucrative share in the high-flying, hallucinating, espresso-schlumphing, pâté-nibbling, jibbering, both-way-swinging, reprogramming, reverse-servo-lathering, Polarising, paranoid, cobblestoned, mono-bothering, line-crossing, cross-dressing, omi-jarrying, lav-hammering Raymond Novak Experience!

In duey-chenta setta-daitcha-heksa junos (276 days, for those without the lingo), myself and my devotees will commit a fantastic crime, a fantabulosa crime that will revolt the mond. My nom will be on the oyster-levers of every daffy jittery civvy as news breaks of this dazzling atrocity. My eek splattered across the cover of every inky and glossy on the newsstand. The Establishment brought to its lally-caps. The system left thoroughly smashed and charvered!

In anticipation of my untimely (and yet molto likely) demise on this date (batons, bombas, pistolets and molto sang guaranteed – or else all costs reparkered to you in full!), I am screeving my memoirs. What I propose is: if you are interested, I will send you morso-by-morso each chapter as it is tap-tap-DING!ed out upon the lav-hammer.

I am your man. But I am a meese omi, and a coddy auteur to boot. My achievements in education have not been up to dick to say the least, but do not fear: I have enlisted the help of a devoted comrade – an award-winning scholar and author – to fantomscreeve (ghostwrite, if you will) my autobiography.

I want nanti dinarli for my liver, nanti advance, nix royalties, no money for this venture. Only immortality, the lavvy-everlasting. The chance to screech my story to the masses in the event of my (ultra inevitable?) death come next summertide. And you, in turn, have this una-in-a-lavvytime opportunity to publish my truthful screeve immediately as news breaks of this mostest fantabulosa crime. It will be a real humdinger, a bona dinarli-spinner, I assure you. REVOLTING!

Esteemed publisher, if you are interested, give me a sign. Post a petite handlebar moustache in the ‘Small Ads’ section of the INTERNATIONAL TIMES, and in return I shall send you, chapter-upon-chapter as they are bashed out, these most specjalni sensational memoirs.

Bona lavs,

Raymond Marianne Novak (alias Lord Never-Never, alias The Guru, alias The Emperor, alias Raymond the Bastard, alias Raymond the Ponce, alias Signore Shapeshifter, alias Les Divertissements, alias The Walking Contraceptive, alias Ray le Roy, alias Ray la Purée, alias Neptunus Rex, alias Mr Sanson, alias Keith Caesar, alias Raymond le Poissonnier, alias Raymond the Poisoner, alias The Prole Dandy, alias The Scum King, alias The Carnish Mincer, alias Le Dieu-des-Indésirables, alias Le Dieu-du-Jour ...)



Yes, I have no doubts this gushing gibberish would have been banished to the wastepaper basket had Audrey been first to read it, and not Harry Howling. Some of us were more familiar with Polari – the secret homosexual lingo – than others. Howling – soon our go-to omi-palone when it came to decoding Novak’s slippery slang – was a bold, thunderous queen. He had a mouth like a Billingsgate halibut and, if his cruising anecdotes were to be believed, a rectum more accommodating than a Salvation Army shelter. What he lacked in discretion Howling also, admittedly, lacked in financial nous, but the man was a favourite around the office – and now (at last!) a valuable asset to the company.

We huddled stiffly around Howling as he reread the note out loud, with gusto. Smirking, he navigated us through the linguistic assault course of ‘meese meshigena-omi’ (ugly madman), ‘lell my lapper’ (take my hand) and the verb ‘to charver’ (to fuck) – although there were other terms (‘reverse-servo-lathering’, ‘molto sang’) he’d never heard uttered by even the most athletic lips of Piccadilly.

‘What does he mean by this “petite handlebar moustache”?’ Audrey asked, still sucking the tip of her thumb.

‘“Petite” is French for “small”, dear heart,’ Howling scoffed, fingering his own jumbo Wilhelm II tache. ‘I think what the omi wants is a little handlebar mouser printed in the International Times, a nod and a wink as it were, if we want to read more.’

In light of the events that were to unfold over the next nine months (not to mention Novak’s explicit threat of violence in this initial greeting), the law-abiding spoilsports among you may wonder why we didn’t contact the police earlier. After all, we were no strangers to the constabulary, whether reporting the latest lovingly packaged turd, or watching blankly as the Dirty Squad turned over the office yet again in search of non-existent ‘hard-core pornography’.

In truth, on the afternoon of the 14th October we were divided as a company. Audrey, Trefoil and McKinley felt we should ignore the note. Emily wanted to dial WHITEHALL 1212 immediately. Davy and Howling were eager to hear more from the Prole Dandy.

Ultimately, it was the accounting ledger that cemented our decision. Only Trefoil, Howling and I knew the dire state of our finances – only we knew how close the company was to folding. Did Tate/LaBianca also come into it? Most definitely. The as-yet-unsolved Manson murders were branded on everybody’s brains back then. I didn’t want to miss the British equivalent, the scoop of the century. Violence sells, does it not? Reported to the fuzz, the DIs might’ve thrown cold water on the bonfire before we had the chance to feel any benefit of its heat. My colleagues’ moral compasses may have been spinning this way and that, but I saw a cool, steady stream of pound signs spewing forth from beneath that petite handlebar moustache ...

We did it for the money, dear readers.

Our ad appeared alongside personal stimulators, Reichian vegetotherapy and a Cambodian masseuse in the International Times, 67: a six-by-six-inch presentation of our latest titles (Cannibal Cafeteria, Langoustine Man, Jeremy’s Fingers, Sausage Sandwich, The Bearded Chambermaid) with some high-speed hyperbole from Emily (Publicity, Administrative, Secretarial & Kettle) and a miniscule but unmistakable item of facial furniture rendered by Mark ‘Davy’ Noon (Artwork & Design). The ad cost £3/9/1, almost twenty-six times the price of one of our humble bargain pocketbooks!

We lay in wait for five days, fourteen glassy eyes locked on the letterbox as the postman did his round. Twenty-three unconnected death threats later, a parcel appeared. We formed another stiff circle as Emily cagily picked open the seal, half expecting pink streamers, if not plastic explosives ...

What we found was altogether more unusual.

And so, on to the main event. While every effort has been made to present Novak’s memoirs in the state in which they were received, some insertions and omissions have been necessary for clarity, if not brevity.

Take heed of the footnotes. The constant flicking, rolling and recalibrating may irritate the eyeballs, but please do persevere. Whether knowingly or not, we all contributed to the footnotes, hence the first person plural. Sources vary: diaries were kept by myself, Trefoil and McKinley, microcassettes captured late-night ramblings, calendars fell prey to stream-of-consciousness Biros, hunches were scribbled on cigarette packets, paraphrased conversations may have been ill-remembered. As Director of the Glass Eye Press, I took the liberty of collating, editing and inserting the footnotes throughout, but by no means am I responsible for all opinions and anecdotes found therein.* Who knows? You may even find the footnotes more intriguing than Novak’s inflammatory prose. After all, the joy of reading comes not only from following the fates of a gifted author’s magicked-to-life mannequins, but from the sudden pyrotechnics that illuminate your brain when a certain word or phrase (unforeseen by the author) triggers a memory and calls for you.

Motionless we traverse countries we fancy we see, and your thought, blending with the fiction, playing with the details, follows the outline of the adventures. It mingles with the characters, and it seems as if it were yourself palpitating beneath their costumes.*

Thumbing through Flaubert’s masterpiece now, I feel perhaps the critics were right after all. Maybe our output to date has been worthless dross: grubby books barely fit even to wipe this now dysenteric director’s explosive anus. But I feel this one, this heroic tome you hold today, Raymond’s glistening liver, may yet make our fortunes. We have polished it so furiously we can see our own reflections in it. And probably yours too.*

Stanley Merritt (Director), The Glass Eye Press

The lavatory of Room 220,

Hotel Continental, Tangier, Morocco

September 1970



* Cannibal Cafeteria, P. P. Flake, 2/8. A fine introduction to our heroic empire. A rollicking, riveting yarn that follows a group of disaffected, mistreated waitresses as they turn the tables on their boss and their customers – resulting in some of the most salacious and stomach-churning culinary prose ever put to paper.

* We have a number of legitimate stockists but recommend contacting us directly for a full-colour catalogue priced at just 6d at: The Glass Eye Press Ltd, 28 Newman Street, London W1T 3ER (MUS 2794). Discreet packaging.

* The Picture of Dorian Gray, Oscar Wilde (1890).

* Incidentally, some errors in this volume are intentional.

* And only 2/8! Pink Baton, Dennis Mesh (1966). Free postage. Discreet packaging.

* And apologies: Stanley sometimes refers to himself in the third person.

* Madame Bovary, Gustave Flaubert (1856).

* ‘Probably not!’ you screech.


MISTER

ASTERISK*

RAYMOND M. NOVAK



* Our title. Judging by the hideous frontispiece and smeary typography supplied by Novak, he wanted to call his memoirs Dieu-du-Jour (‘God-of-the-Day’). For fear of putting off readers of anti-Gallic persuasion (and puffing more air into Raymond’s already overinflated ego), we felt Mister Asterisk was more appropriate.


EPILOGUE *

‘Le cadavre exquis boira le vin nouveau.’

Anon.



* Parcel containing three chapters, received Tuesday, 11th November 1969 – 244 days to go until Novak’s fantabulosa crime. Epigraph scrawled across the page in what appeared to be red wine: ‘The exquisite corpse will drink the new wine.’


The Inkies & Glossies Screech

NOVAK WEARS NANTI SCHMUTTA EXCEPT FOR A TAG ON HIS BIG TOE. DECOMPOSITION MODEL’S OWN.

Beyond the morgue, the newsreels, inkies and glossies screech:

MOGUES! MOGUES! MOGUES! *

GROTESQUE BLUNDERING NONENTITY RAYMOND NOVAK DEAD

ON ARRIVAL AT ST BART’S

Nix, nanti that. I wasn’t going to be remembered like that.



* ‘LIES! LIES! LIES!’


PROLOGUE

‘Tout ce qui peut être imaginé est réel.’*

Pablo Picasso, The Minotaur in Breton stripes



* ‘Everything you can imagine is real.’ It took us some time to discover this epigraph, let alone translate it, given that Novak had scribbled it in invisible ink.


Twenty-Four-Carat Yarn

BACKSTAGE, NOVAK WEARS FULL-EEK PANCAKE, INNUMERABLE BEAUTY MORSOS, GROSS RED LIBERTY BONNET, GOLDWORKED TROPICAL TUXEDO, SHARKSKIN BELL-BOTTOMS AND GO-GO STAMPERS. HE NELLIES THE MISTRESS-OF-CEREMONIES CLEAR HER GARGLER IN THE AUDITORIUM NEX-BOR AS HE ATTACHES HIS EAR-FAKES.*

‘Ladies and gentlemen, omi-palones and palone-omis, cut the cackle, please,’ the bearded-donna announces, her whiskers tickling the microphone. ‘It is with great pleasure I welcome you on this dolly noche to the Hotel Continental, Tangier. If you would care to lay down your claw-crackers and lift your opals from your Thermidorian lobsters una minuta. Shut your screech now. Thank you, thank you. Most gracious. Now, the molto perceptive among you may have already clocked the Gideons Bibbles in your libbages have been replaced by an altogether more powerful tome: this most glistening liver we are hereby celebrating this very noche …’

Some splendid eeks squint back at the bearded-donna from the cabaret tables. The high society, the grand and the bona have come out in force for tonight’s book launch, though many seem more interested in the complimentary bovaries and munja than the free livers. On the head table, Miss Bardo sips a bitter-gator in a gross Futurist Cleopatra headpiece, Bogey vogues up a cigarillo for King Hassan I or II, Christine Keeler jarries her last forkful of fromage de tête, meditational psych-folk duo Sage & Onion sit poised with their Hindi-strillers in the orchestra pit. Further back, other medsa-famous eeks flicker in the waxy glimmers: Melody Autruche and the Yé-Yé Dolls, the barkies of SS UNMENTIONABLE, the fantom of Madame O, a Barbary ape resplendent in a schvartz vogueing-jacket, catamites and cottagers, roamers and reamers, and the Director of the Glass Eye Press* sweating incognito under a blank bedsheet.

The tropical pomp seems better suited to a fascist dicktittler than a first-time novelist. Palm trees have been wheeled indoors, fountains spew foaming champagne and absinthe, the doormen carry pistolets. Hoisted either side of the arena, there are a dozen crimson banners shrieking bold slogans: LUBRICATE REALITY WITH DREAMS, INDIVIDUALITY FOR SALE! LONG LIVE THE SCUM KING! Et ceterarara. And the diners are all captive (if not captivated), lallies chained to the table-lallies. They began the noche cackling and reering, thinking the shackles were an amusing gimmick – but now their eeks have sunk, their ankles are smarting.

‘Please, do remain seated,’ the bearded-donna continues, as if there were a choice, ‘and please try to refrain from screeching or vomiting, ejaculating, parnying, barnying, rioting or spontaneously glimmering as our most treasured guest takes to the stage …’

Some of the diners vada one another with up- and down-turned oysters, uncomfortable now with the naff spectacle. Some discreetly scritch-scratch away at their lally-shackles with their cutlers.

‘… and so, without any further ado, please welcome – nay, even DIP YOUR EYES IN REVERENCE as if in the presence of ten thousand glimmering suns – The Guru, The Emperor, Le Dieu-des-Indésirables, and now published screever! Our right honourable comrade, Monsieur RAYMOND MARIANNE NOVAK!’

The bearded-donna Sieg Heils the spectators with Novak’s hardback liver clenched in her right lapper before gaily goose­stepping off the stage.* The lights dim, the Hindi-strillers let loose a hypnotic raga ‘L’Internationale’, sweet fogus-puffs seep out from under the rising curtain. Glimmer-fakements detonate. And then The Scum King appears, joshed-up to the nobbas in his gold-embroidered tux and bulbous Phrygian capella.

Raymond’s trusted devotees – pockets of sycophants planted about the arena – flap their lappers together and stamp their stampers, crying out in exaggerational awe. The applause seems to reassure the other spectators – some even join in with the odd ‘Yé-Yé!’ or wolfy-whistle, surrendering themselves to the savagery that this omi must be important after all. He certainly looks the part. For uno momento they forget their lally-shackles, opals fixed to the stage, hoodwinked into thinking they’re ogling the birth of some nova religious icon or rock-sparkle.

‘Good evening, my chovis, my children. Thank you. Merci beaucoup. You’re all very welcome,’ Novak coos through the microphone. He pirouettes, allowing the room a 1,080-degree ogle of his outfit. ‘Doppel-vented, mandarin collar, silk-lined.’ He unbuttons the jacket, illustrating his point. ‘The goldwork all embroidered by my fair lapper, twenty-four-carat yarn. Dry clean only.’

The schmutta would’ve looked ridiculous on any other pop – and in truth, it looks ridiculous on Novak. But the combin­ation of the smoke, the glimmer-fakements, the goldwork, the servo-spinning raga and the lofty grandness lent by the go-go stampers and liberty bonnet shushes the spectators’ ogleballs. The cult of personality! And fashion is a rapid-track route to personality, Raymond savvies this well. THE MAGICKAL CAPELLO. If The Guru were naggy, he would’ve been reered off the stage. Ô, if only these twonks could vada how hideous this omi is beneath the schmutta!

Hé-hé-hé-hé-hé-hé-HÉ!

Novak soaks up the last of the lapper-claps with a fist raised and opals closed, before launching into his ready-made intro: ‘I’m not certain when it occurred to me I had a specjalni talent for terror. Not until I was at least eleven or twelve …’

The Emperor’s mogue handlebar mouser shimmers with sweat as his voche booms through the PA system, at once effeminate, authoritative, froggy and anglo.

‘You may have gawped at the memoirs of other madmen and found hints in the petty batatats’ chavvyhoods that try to explain away their future atrocities. Is it not desperately tedious, however, chewing through the stodgy mille-feuille of a self-obsessed screever’s formative years? All chavvies are alike: bloody horrible – but mine was a specjalni brand of horribleness! And so, for those spectators who might’ve felt short-changed without it – like their handbags had been shushed from under their vonkas (cloakroom attendant has bolted, I might add) – I’ll supply the obligatory resumé of my feeli years. You might well cry: was it nature or nurture that made me this way? I savvy not. Until recently I had never met my father, despite loitering in his quongs for junos prior to him ejaculating forcibly up the Madame’s cunt. When I was growing up, I was told my dear papapapapapapapa was one of otta or nobba possible omis – therefore the lucky plucky spermatozoomer that tet-butted my mother’s egg must’ve been one of a potential 1,000,000,000 or so ...

‘Ô, the sweet, coddy mystery of man’s multifaceted, multifaked nature!’ I screamed into the grand silent auditorium.



* ‘Fake ears, Harry?’

‘Earrings.’

* As it happened, Stanley wouldn’t make it to Tangier until the footnotes of ‘Deserters’. But we’ll meet the rest of this motley crew before all that.

* To be frank, our initial reaction to this megalomaniac drivel was a collective sigh: ‘O good Lord, not another pulp novel about the Third Reich,’ etc. Almost a third of our output seemed to involve bloody Nazis. In fact, on the morning we received this first instalment, Davy Noon was applying the finishing touches to the enormous nipples on the cover of The Nuremberg Nymphos (Dennis Mesh’s latest effort, a prequel of sorts to Pink Baton). The molested Aryan bird in the centre bore a striking resemblance to our own fair Complaints Fräulein, igniting suspicions that Audrey and Davy knew one another a tad more intimately than they let on. But more on this later.


INTERMISSION

‘I want the utopian combination of security and freedom.’*

Lee Miller, disembodied nipplets turned Surrealist heroine



* Gold ink, perfect cursive.


Womb Muzak

NOVAK WEARS NANTI SCHMUTTA EXCEPT AMNIOTIC GOO AND THE UMBILICAL CORD LIKE A LASSO ROUND HIS PALLIASS.

Flink flas tigkrr tigkrrrr

Coogoo flimizz vee flimisst ba va

Shhoolgg fvvvvvvv!

Stakadaka do stakadaka drimlll

Staka do dakadaka do daka dee stakadaka do

Ondonk doodleburgle hooooooooooooooo

Rankledankle flizz bammtankoo

Neeeeeeex!

Ponk pa dee do ponk ba dfee dfo dfo do do do do do

Hishjish caga grimmelninnel mishnish

Neeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeex nee nix nee NEE!*



* Abridged. We weren’t sure if this nonsense poem was supposed to represent a foetus’s consciousness or the commotion outside the womb, but Novak felt it necessary to give us sixteen pages of it. As before, we were divided as a company after reading Novak’s first chapters, these fanciful false starts. Some of us were seduced by the deranged language – others felt we were clearly dealing with a deluded egomaniac, a charlatan, a timewaster. Unfortunately, like the diners in ‘Twenty-Four-Carat Yarn’, our lallies were now shackled to the table-lallies. Once we printed that petite handlebar moustache, there was no going back, no return-to-sender, no white flag to flap to escape the onslaught of perverse prose. Stanley, not known for his optimism, nevertheless saw the upside: the ad in the International Times appeared to have increased sales slightly. To celebrate, he took us out to a French brasserie in homage to Novak’s fantasy banquet, although it was cold, claggy carottes râpées we nibbled rather than Lobster Thermidor and fromage de tête. We were allowed one small glass of wine each. And we scrutinised Davy and Audrey’s body language but at best the lovebirds seemed hostile to each other and Audrey ended up storming out in silent seething rage, souring what was an otherwise fairly pleasant break from the office. Pressed later, Davy claimed she’d shown him some of her poetry the previous night and the closest he could get to a compliment was: ‘It’s wrong.’ Thankfully Audrey has not attempted to share her poesies with the rest of us. The Glass Eye Press does not accept poems. Except, grudgingly, this one.


PART I

MADAME OVARY

‘Nothing is serious enough to take seriously.’*

Marcel Duchamp, Normandy réspirateur



* Epigraph scrawled in mustard – most likely Dijon? If it were not clear already: we are not forensic scientists.


The Hostess*

NOVAK WEARS NANTI SCHMUTTA EXCEPT WOMB-DRIBBLE AND THE CAUL LIKE A CAROON ATOP HIS BALDY TET.

I landed in Normandy, June 1944. Or was it Paris, August 1944? Or possibly Londres, May 1945? In any case, it was a heroic moment.

My Old Mare was sometimes tight-levered, sometimes brootishly frank about the multi lovers she charvered in her feeli years. Roundabout the period of my conception, she claimed she had unprotected groin-groin with eight or nine omis – some consensual, some nantwar. While it worried me I may have been spawned from the quongs of the jackbooted batatats that molested her in the ultraschvartz in Occupied Paris, my Mare screeched much more fondly of the dorcas Resistance-pop she seduced in rural Normandy, the Surrealists who pricked her during various meshigena soirées in Saint-Germain-de-Prés and Montparnasse, the rakish rosbif racketeer she gaily gobbled in exchange for vogues and army rations, the hairless trapeze artiste, the Pyrenean shepherd …

When she wanted me to be a sophisticat, she told me I was full-froggy – when she wanted me to be more humble and tranquil, I was an Englishman. But more than anything she just wanted me to stay feeli, gay and free: free from the straitjacket of nationality, free from the rosary-garrotte of religion, free from the inferiority complexity of the class system. And, so it seemed, free from bona old-fashioned family values.

I never knew my Mare’s real nom. She called herself Madame Ovary – it might’ve been her joggering-nom* back in Paris, or maybe she vadared herself as a machine more than a mother: a pair of ovaries that accidentally created a monster. She was a loving palone but it was an explosive, erratic love on her own terms rather than consistent, unconditional dolly affection.

She was also somewhat partial to hatred. The duey Gross Wars had put flames in her brain. My Mare claimed she was born meshigena – a madwoman never destined to fit into norm society – but molto likely her scattiness was an allergic reaction to the absurdity of war, politicos and freedom-strangling austerity she constantly screeched and palavered about. She used the majestic plural when retelling her torments during the Occupation, which might’ve helped distance herself from the horrors but also made them harder to believe: ‘We were forced to give gam-jobs to the geraldines …’ ‘We watched them rip the fangs out of the gypsies …’ ‘We were raped repeatedly …’

Madame Ovary was a palone of contradictions: she claimed she was a Marxist despite having nanti respect for toiling proles, a penniless hag greedy for de-luxe goodies, a country crone sucked in by the city, a multi-linguist who regularly spoke gibberish.

In the 1930s she worked as a hostess at Le Spleen de Paris, a subterranean stomping-khazi in the Latin Quarter that attracted the witching hour fallout from the ajax Deux Magots, Café de Flore and Bonaparte: the breeding grounds of the Surrealists. Madame O insisted she’d charvered an eminent existentialist, kicked Kiki de Montparnasse up the corybungus, and regularly entertained the Surrealists with her mix of lingua franca, fishwife poissard slander and backslang that seemed to jetset direct from her unconscious. On Saturday noches she performed La Danse des Mannequins, her own macabre jitterbug involving several plastic lallies and the bold zelda contorting herself like a caboosh-crash victim or an anarchist before the firing-squad – and she was semi-famous for her drogle falling off whenever she came into contact with a kamera. It was this willingness to shed her schmutta that multiplied her appeal to the Surreal-omis – and before long she was appearing in their flickers. Or rather, DISAPPEARING.*

Co-sparkling alongside a Persian longhair, Lee Miller’s disembodied nipplets and duey-dozen pamplemousses in two silent shorts – LA LUNE PORTE UNE MOUSTACHE and LE CON DU CHAT* – Madame O’s acting career disappeared up her bushy hortus almost as soon as it was exposed. LA LUNE PORTE UNE MOUSTACHE disgusted audiences with its extreme close-ups of feet and a climax that was tantamount to cannibalistic necrophilia – LE CON DU CHAT was even worster. The flickers were banned by the Chief of Police after a riot erupted at the Studio des Ursulines and, despite only a pogi lapperful of ogleballs witnessing her scatty performances, the lav soon got out and the Madame was branded a gross putain around Saint-Germain-de-Prés: charming for an area already rife with bonarobas, weirdies and she-wolves. Her neighbours didn’t need to vada the flickers – the pictures in their tets were vile enough! The poor zelda was ostracised.

HOWEVER: rather than slithering back to Normandy or hiding away in the dungeon-like Spleen de Paris, my heroic Mare fought back, playing up to her nova demonic reputation, firing fists and mustard-gas expletives at any pop who dared criticise her lavvystyle, her acting prowess or the symmetry of her willets.*

As the abuse escalated, Madame O took first to heavy drinking, then (after her third arrest and second miscarriage) teetotalism and what she termed la vie de folie sobre, la vie d’avant-garde, or THE LIBERATED LAVVY. Sickened by the sneers of the petty-bourgeoistards and now maxi suspicious of the mogue magickal capello of alcool, she surrendered herself entirely to an altogether more intoxicating vice: Dada and Surrealism. Just as the Surrealists rejected coddy logic in favour of living out their daffy unconscious desires, spitting in the eeks of toff hypocritters and championing the servos of criminals and the insane, so too Madame O turned her palliass to decorum and moral servitude in favour of freewheelering creativity, gaiety, absurdity, lounging, scrounging and outbursts of unprovoked troublemaking.

This was living.

BOMP!

Madame Ovary’s mind blew on a Tuesday afternoon. She quit her job at the stomping-khazi, minnied aimlessly around the city in a medsa-wakey rev and alienated her so-called comrades by speaking auto-splatter full-time. She would sometimes be seen trolling the Boulevard Saint-Germain joshed-up as a papier-mâché triceratops, or perched atop the graves at Père Lachaise, tarred and feathered, squawking at the sol. She used the entrance to the Banque de France as an al-fresco pissoir. She goosestepped round and round the battyfanged outline of the Bastille, babbling insurrectionary bluster. And she was arrested for a fourth time after causing a caboosh to swerve into some pedestrians in Montmartre, but evaded gaol or the asylum since she could play a straight palone just as convincingly as a meshigena palone.

With nanti dinarli coming in (and her grizzly landlord by now full-aware of her reputation around the quartier as a perverse tartlet), Madame O was evicted from her apartment, but the lattyless off-the-leash lavvy suited her fine. She found revolving accommodation all around Paris: Métro stations, waiting-chambers, sideysnickets, strange omis’ chaises-longues, a hedgerow in the Jardin du Luxembourg. She would regularly walk the otta miles to Le Bourget aeroport for a free dhobi. She begged, borrowed and charvered her way into a few francs hither and thither – and, despite the mally cold and malnutrition, she convinced herself she was living this de-luxe Liberated Lavvy more purely than ever: freer and molto better off than the compliant drones she stumbled past on the strasses.

LIBERTÉ, INÉGALITÉ, INDIVIDUALITÉ!

The daydream ended in June 1940 when the trenchcoats and jackboots moved in: eagle-eeked twats preaching to some obscene supremacy caca revved up by a boiled egg in a blackshirt in Italy.

FASH BATATATATATS!

The restrictions on Parisiens before the Occupation were like fluffy handcuffs compared to the Nazis’ leather-fambler stranglehold. The froggy gendarmes who barely batted an ogle-riah when Madame O was caught cavorting with a kosher-omi duey months previously were now lapper-in-lapper with the Gestapo, diligently directing these same poor kosher-pops off to the Hell-camps and gas chambers.

An itinerant minny, Madame O feared she might be mistaken for a gypsy or some other subversive plop so she dollied herself up again, affected outward compliance, inwardly hated herself and prayed the Invaders wouldn’t unearth her degenerate double-feature.

What with so many deserters evacuating the capital, the Madame managed to get her old job back at Le Spleen de Paris, though she was now a stomping-mono* for gerry officers rather than froggy bohemians. The City of Light suffered shortages and blackouts, and so did Madame O, smiling and shaking her corybungus with blinkers on as Paris shrivelled for the Parisiens while it bloomed for the batatats in brownshirts. If she had the kishkas, if she truly was living this subversive vie d’avant-garde, the Liberated Lady should’ve fought back. In her revs she dug her stilettos into the SS Officers’ groins noche after noche, served up scatwurst sandwiches, pissed in der Weissbier – but in reality she blankly swallowed everything just like everybody else.

Madame O claimed she was part of the Resistance, but she was surprisingly evasive when I pressed her on her heroics. She was more forthcoming when she described the royal ‘we’ having to bend over for the Invaders at Le Spleen – ‘We were choked with black famblers, hot blutwurst breath on our fizzers, we were raped repeatedly, oyster, flange, ripped dish …’* – but she insisted I wasn’t a Little Hitler. In any case the Nazis were more occupied elsewhere by the time one of otta or nobba omis invaded Madame Ovary’s ovaries, but I savvy now I couldn’t completely rule it out.

ACHTUNG!

When Madame O fell pregnant twice before, she’d fantasised about bringing up a bona fide untamed, untainted lullaby-cheet in accordance to her beloved vie surréaliste – home-schooled in scruple-proof conditions, untouched by priests, unaffected by politicos, nanti birth certificate, nix fixed citizenship, a truly free pop unchained from the Gross Machinery – but the heavy drinking mortified the dream. Now she was off the alcool (healthier if not maxi well nourished), the Madame found herself with child again and yet it seemed Surrealism and Dada had perished. Many of the degenerate artistes she’d served at Le Spleen de Paris had fled or were dead: André Breton and Dalí in New York, Péret and Carrington in Mexico, Robert Desnos in striped pyjamas at Theresienstadt. And Madame O was disgusted that she’d abandoned her own daffy defiant mischief-making – disgusted that she and so many others were complicit in their city’s humiliation, bending over for the Nazis, over and over and over …

Even as the Allies piled in, my mother felt she couldn’t stay much longer in Paris. When the lights came back on and the swastikas came down, la ville de l’amour looked much the same as before, but it was like carrying on living with a fortuni chiselled husband who’d stuck his colin in the most meese greaser on your strasse.

At some point during 1944, Madame O (with me on board) crossed the Channel. Apparently her grand plan was for us to find somewhere to lavvy at full leisure in the Arcadian anglo wilderness, utterly isolated from all past, present and future polluting predatory forces – and yet somehow we ended up sharing a manky frigid bed-sitter with two other solo mamas in East Londres.

The solo mamas thought she was meshigena for deserting the newly liberated City of Light. Her froggy lingo attracted maximum resentment. Whereas before she’d been criticised for her debasement, her perverted gutter-lavvy – in Londres her nova neighbours saw her as opal-wateringly decadent and toff. Twas de rigueur in those junos for Parisien palones to pomp themselves up with pompadour riah in defiance of their humiliations and in glimmering contrast to the drab austere anglos – and thusly therefore the solo mamas presumed she had barely suffered during the war, the Occupation was merely a pogi inconvenience for the frogs, the Mare had clearly been mollycoddled – if not outright pampered and fawned over – by the toppermost Nazis. The poor zelda, yet again, was ostracised.

So what to do now?

Madame O swore she only wanted the bestest for me (including my own pouffed-up chavvy bouffant), but she wasn’t sure whether that meant resurrecting the Liberated Lavvy or following the Norm Lavvy like everybody else. London at that time was an ultra-Surrealistic city: battered and doodlebuggered, caught halfway between a rev and a nightmare, tugged along by l’humour noir and daffy desperate resilience. Madame Ovary still had a taste for nonconformity; she was more disillusioned than ever about the state of our coddy welt, disenfranchised, discombobulated. She felt there had to be a better lavvy than the one prescribed by the politicos – and London seemed the ideal, irregular playground. But was it not easier to just keep your tet down, grit your pearls and conform?

She wished I would give her a sign. She wanted me to choose a life for us: la vie surréaliste or la vie réaliste/la vie sécurisée/la vie enchaînée.* She couldn’t savvy if it was cruel or kind to bring a bambino up amoral (not necessarily IMMORAL), unregistered, untethered, uncensored, under the radar, politically uncorrected, free to choose how I wanted schooling, free to screech, think and act how I wished.

I was a reticent chavvy until I was two. If I had any intellect at all I expressed it only in gurgles and burped raspberries, but my first lav changed everything:

‘Dada.’



* Chapter received Friday, 14th November 1969 – 241 days to go.

* Stage name, nom de plume, nom de guerre?

* See ‘Nouvelle Vagueness’.

* The Moon Wears a Moustache (1938) and The Cat’s Twat (1939).

* ‘Breasts,’ Howling exclaimed, cupping his own lopsided tits.

Though it surely couldn’t endear him to the young supple queens of Piccadilly, Howling claimed he enjoyed getting fat as he got older. In fact, his weight gain seemed less a side effect of his lavish lifestyle, more the direct objective. Almost immediately after we’d hired him for our long-vacant Sales, Marketing & Finance role, Harry’s appearance changed dramatically. His thinning quiff turned arctic-white, he grew an enormous imperial moustache and he began eating monumental luncheons that rapidly inflated his waistline. Whenever visitors to the office commented on his transformation, Howling seemed to enjoy concocting a new explanation each time:

‘It’s a disguise, dear heart. I owe quite a sizeable sum to quite a sizeable man.’

‘A current lover desperately wants me to look and act like his old tyrannical sea captain.’

‘I broke my psychiatrist’s fingers and now wish to avoid the manipulative little turtle at all costs.’

We fear, however, the real reason may be down to occupational stress, paranoia, low self-esteem – something we are all, alas, quite familiar with by now …

* Dancing monkey?

* ‘Don’t ask,’ Howling tittered.

* Our Harrap’s French Dictionary suggests: ‘The surrealistic life or the realistic life, the secure life, the straitjacketed life.’
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