cul-de-sac



Bluebottles hit the glass. Bounced off the pane like stupid
black rain before doubling back for another go. Delicate little
meaty thuds above a scattering of their dead and dying sib-
lings. Spread across the flaking windowsill like dumb bodies
on a dumb battlefield. Arses to the tattered pelmet. Mandibles

in the dust.

In the kitchen, in the rear, dead human fingers, tipped with
honey glue, were fixed in a beef jerky claw on a yellow For-
mica-topped table stained with brown sauce scab and tea bag
bleed. Its edges branded with the toffee-gloss furrows of ne-

glected Superkings.

On the counter next to the bread bin, a red-hot radio played.
A jingle for a bloated life. A live-to-one-hundred-get-one-free,
brash and happy tune. Barging bastard into the cupboard be-
neath the tarnished sink. Down into the shallow cracks of the
ancient oxblood Kiwi. Skipping blatant across the scab of
some long-forgotten Forget-Me-Not gloss. Choking to a muffle

in the carrier bag fat with carrier bags.

In the kitchen drawer, a stained coupon promised a whole 10p
off the next High Noon Tex-Mex fajita. Its half-eaten brother
staring at the ceiling. Glassy-eyed, green and furry. Joyless
below a half-eaten face. A sad jaw dropped. Black and hang-
ing. Above a flyblown crotch. Stained pants shifting as a knot

of toads in a hand puppet.

il



* %%

‘Central heating makes such a difference’ she once said.

And she was not far wrong. The tropical living room 35 de-
grees centigrade promoting her intestinal microbes to relo-
cate, at their leisure, to her nether again regions. A starving
army on the move. Looting clostridia and holidaying coliforms

venturing out. For a slap-up gratis on her liver, lung and brain.

She lay on the settee, remote in hand, facing a daytime make-
over. From her anus, her self-digested pancreas leached a
dull green gumbo. A glutinous soup that fed a foetid reservoir
on the velour cushion before crawling down the matching tas-

sels and onto the clotted rug.

In front, reflected in reverse on the dirty surface of the smoked
glass coffee table, a big thing in a trouser suit that didn’t suit,
did a twirl. Just the awkward once. In a High Street sub-diffu-
sion terylene blood red job with slit gill pleats that made it look
a whole thou thinner. High-pitched giggle-like sounds emanat-
ing. An alien screeching feedback out the TV speaker. Rat-
tling the spoon in the pansy-transfer saucer before landing on

two dead ears.

He leant against the fence, secateurs in his grip. Rusty now
from a month’s intermittent drizzle. A pose plastique. Yet

somehow casual. With one leg bent and both arms folded.

il



Chickweed growing crazy from his growbag socks. A beehive
deep and busy in his chest. His mouth part-open in mid-word.
A part-word in mid-sentence. Something about “hosepipe at-

tachments.”

She lay face down on the crazy paving, a black atoll of coag-
ulated blood spread and settled from under the crust of a brit-
tle fringe.

A few inches in front of her outstretched hand, a tiny tin tray
lay. Face up. The fluffy-kittens-in-the-basket tableau warping
through the wreck of a cut-glass jug. lts shards still a little

sticky from the lemon barley spill.

Three

The curtains were drawn but for a narrow gap through which
a blade of orange afternoon sun sliced. Sheer across the
room, igniting a mote constellation of skin and dust. Cut dead
straight till it hit his buttocks. Two bags of maggots set be-
tween her legs. Frog-spread. Squeezing out his balls. His
balls like fallen mangos. His lipless mouth fixed on her teat. A

teat depressed in the black joke balloon of her breast.

The light continued onto the bedside table. Changed colour
as it filtered through the half-empty bottle of flat sparkling
wine. The green wash spreading across the cover of an
opened paperback. Face-down five pages short of a happy

ending.

v



The family sat around the table, Sunday lunch in front. A joint
of beef, stripped to its leather jacket, buckling on the platter.
Father’s face in the bowl of dehydrated peas. Still brandishing

his carving knife as mother passed the gravy.

The teenage son, collapsed to the right, leaked juice into his
younger sister’s lap. His sister folded over him. Hair in the but-

ter. Her face part-preserved by a spill of salt.

Granny was somewhere nearer the beef. Cured on the bone,
she had dribbled her last.

Conifers

She was halfway through making a cake. Soft as manure. The
both of them. Piles of slop with bone and raisin. A glowing

oven slowly baking. The both of them.

He was back from the pub. With a carry-out. Smashed to the
ground. A mauve arm hanging. Between his thumb and his

finger his key in the door.



SILVER BIRCHES

The young family of five were away. Ten days in the Algarve

six weeks gone. Not much of them left now by the pool.

The house, a dead still-life, reeked of the neighbours.

Fungal guppies floated in brown water.

The child on the dead swing waited for a push that would
never come. Both his midget gems and his eyeballs stored for

the Queen in a nearby formicary larder.

Dunroaming

The Sunday papers lay on the carpet by a cup of tea turned
furry purple. By the rotten sock of a bloated figure in an arm-
chair. Slumped with a blue heavy head on a vacuum-formed
grey chest. Still as meat. His gaping mouth shitting out a
horse’s tongue down towards his naval. His naval a crater.
Split as an asterisk and full to the brim with yellowing grave
wax. Striations on taut belly skin fanning out. Barely holding

him in.

vi



Water from the hemorrhaging bath cascaded from the ceiling
light, and as a silver sheet down the back wall, flayed the pa-
per so it lay across the surface of the living room lake in six-

foot strips.

The family of four, seated in a semi-circle with their heads
above the surface, stared with little interest at the blackened

tube of the submerged television.

Marmalade, cat-dead in the water, drifted on his side in the
centre of the room. Slowly harvesting the flotsam of a found-

ered ashtray.

10

He lay head-first with his arse in the air at the bottom of the

hallway stairs. She was on the loo.

From his arm, snapped back, a thick splinter of bone stabbed
out through the rip in his sleeve, maggots of the marrow busy
at the tip. His head, jammed between two balusters, black with
the constriction. A heavy blood pudding waiting to pop at the
first bite.

Knickers round her ankles, bible in her lap, she was deader
than Jesus. Whitish fungal growths sprouting from her lips.

Lips split like bad fruit from the stretch around her monstrous

vii



tongue. Frothy purge seeping from her yawning monorhine.
The vile mucilage lowering itself down to touch the God upon
the earth! And the first went, and poured out his vial upon the
earth; and there fell a noisome and grievous sore bit of The
Book.

Beneath her, the unflushed pan of faecal matter climbed the
sides, topped up by her leachate and liquified tissue. The
whole pot churning. Cockroaches were busy without design

beneath the flyfest.

Erznmine

‘Slip Off Those Shoes!’ read the fancy framed reminder above

the living room door.

Below, against the skirting, two blue mules were parked neatly
alongside a pair of brown loafers. Next to them, two black Ox-
fords stood to attention beside a pair of creamy orthopaedics.

All eight still shiny under the dust.

The carpet in the room beyond was once Alpine White.
Beaten and bone-scraped. Fluffed. Its pile lay shag-raked to-

wards the bay.
Above, dead centre of the ceiling, two of the three bulbs in the

antique brass lamp fitting had given up the ghost, while the

remaining globe sucked in more than it gave out.
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The flamenco dancer on the knickknack rack was the only
thing left with eyes. The grey light and grime muting the red of
her dress. Fly shit on her veil. Her head set at the couple on
the couch. Sitting side-by-side. Porcelain in their fingers.
Pumice cake on their plates. Genoa. Mouths open. Agog.
Chin skins split. A balloon animal of an arm over a distended
belly. Pinched at the wrist by a bracelet that had lost most of
its charm. The tail of a lizard poking out. A lucky horseshoe
dead in the flesh.

He was dressed all golf casual. In his diamond-pattern jumper
and sky-blue slacks. The once razor-sharp creases now

blunted by the blister swell of his legs.

Their guests were a mirror grotesque. Sharing the matching
couch. Porcelain in their fingers. Pumice cake on their plates.

Genoa. Mouths open. Agog.

Big to start off with, she was now thrice the size. Full of bitter
methane and turquoise sacs of juice. Pinning her hubby to one
end of the couch. Moulding his shape to hers. The weave of
his cardie thick with her morbid liquor. His own innards sneak-
ing out the backdoor. The leftovers of his face behind the slip

of his wig. A trace of a grimace through the webbing.

Her top set grinned back up at her from the carpet. The carpet

ruined.

X
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The Brewsters, dead three weeks, were just about done. Still in their
night clothes. Nothing fancy. Everything in the room still now. But for
the bright black tongues that slid from their holes as snakes from a

drain.

Rats were at them. Tiny hyenas at something else’s kill. Rip-
ping off chunks of rotten pith. Noses painted in a mordant
gunk. A score or more. Mad at the banquet. Oblivious en
masse. Nothing. Even as the living room door exploded from
its hinges. Smashing to the floor, cleaved in two. Nothing. Just
an involuntary collective rat jolt without looking round. Then

back to the feast.

End Cottage

But for a bolting fly that had been hiding in a vase, the room was still.
And quiet, aside from the mantelpiece clock that was spending its
seconds like hours. Still and quiet, until it reappeared. To stick its
ribbed head back into the room. To raise its double snout for one
more sniff. To taste the air. For the fruit of death. To shudder at the
pleasure of it all, before vomiting up a boiling mess of steaming blue

entrails and frayed pajama cord.



