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Did you ever hear the lie that Ed Norton can speak Japanese?

I can speak Japanese, absolutely. I can speak it better than them [the
Japanese].”
“

Ed Norton

Editorial

I just can't seem to get rid of myself.
This month it should happen.
…
…
…
Did you see they're making a film out of 'On the Road'?
With the girl from Twilight and...someone else...Mark Ruffalo? Not sure who she's gonna play though. Moriarty's
Marylou? Sal[ly] Paradise? I don't know.
It better be good.
…
…
I wanna learn Russian.
But the only Russian I know is a whore. And she's Uzbeki, not Russian.
That Cyrillic alphabet is tough. I've been reading Pravda online to practise, but...reading Pravda when there's no Russian
city around you and no Russian words in the air...that's really tough. Pointless even?
And I can't read much anyway. Just 'today's news' and 'Putin' and that's it.
…
…
I must learn it. And Spanish. And French. And Sumerian.
…
...
Where did I put that whore's number?

This magazine is so low rent there's no way I can make this page look decent.
I've tried different styles, but it all looks so plain on screen.
So...
I'll just stick a picture of Bill

Murray here and start typing...

The first eighteen years of his life, Oli never learnt a language.
There was French in high school, but that was accidental. Or not accidental, mandatory, but that wasn’t really it.
He never understood why he had to learn another language. He had a friend and a sister who learnt the grammar
and the perfect and the irregulars, but he couldn’t ever imagine doing that.
The French teacher said one time, ‘the key is…to think in French.’
His sister said one time, ‘You’re stupid if you can’t do it.’
His friend said one time, ‘I wanna fuck a French girl.’

[Continued in two pages…]

American celebrities who can speak more than one language?

None of them!

Asian celebrities who can speak at least three languages?

All of them!

You don't believe me, but it's true. Look:

“Man, you know, I spoke a little
bit of Spanish in 'Collateral', but
it was all there in the script...it's
not like I know that shit.” - Jamie
Foxx

Jamie Foxx stays up the whole night before the gas station
scene.
He doesn't know the actor playing the station attendant, but he heard the guy was regular Mexican. And if that's the case
then he better be on his game.
But these words in the script...they're not flowing...
“Shit, man, how do they speak this shit every day?”
He sits back in his trailer and tries to imagine himself entering a Mexican family's home and talking over the breakfast
table...in Spanish. But he can't. There aren't enough words. 'Hola, que tal?' is about as good as it gets.
He reads the script again, the two lines of Spanish he has to be fluent in. And he reads it again and again and again, all
the way till seven in the morning, and still it's not sticking.
On set, he waits by his fake-taxi, filling it with fake-petrol.
“Hola, que tal? Hola que tal? Hola que tal?” plays over and over in his head.
Michael Mann comes over and tells him to keep it casual, like he really knows what he's saying.
They start the camera.
The first take and Foxx gets out of the taxi and waves at the attendant. “Hey man, what’s up?”
“Cut,” says Mann. “Spanish, Jamie.”
Foxx gets back in and out of the taxi. “Hola, que tal?” A pause, a frown from Foxx, and then, “what’s up brother?”
“Cut.” Mann taps his head. “Think, Jamie. Think.”
Fifty-seven takes later and Foxx gets it.
He walks away with big plans. 'I can talk to gas station attendants now,' he tells himself. 'Real, regular Mexicans.'
And the actor playing the gas station attendant walks away and thinks, 'dude, I need to learn more Spanish.'

[Continued from two pages earlier…]
And there was German too, but that was cold. Way too cold for him. Yet, he thought later, there are, what,
seventy million people in Germany who feel comfortable using these words.
But at the time, in those first eighteen years, he couldn’t understand how to do it. And he did wonder sometimes if
he was stupid. And then counter-wonder if other people like his sister and his friend wanted him to think he was
stupid. And most times, the counter wonder was dominant.
‘I’m not stupid. I got an ‘A’ in History. I wrote a story called J F Quaye. That’s not stupid,’ he would say to himself
on his bed. But it was never definite.

At University he met a Spanish guy and they became friends.
Sometimes they would be eating lunch in the Union and his friend would pick up his phone and start speaking in
Spanish. At least he guessed it was Spanish, as to him it was just noise. And as he waited for his friend to finish,
he would reason it out:

How can he make sense of that noise and I can’t?
Is it difficult vocab he’s using?
Would it take me long to learn?
I want to learn Spanish.
Go to the book shop, buy a textbook. Talk to Stu every day, ten minutes a day at least, in Spanish.
Is he better than me?
He can speak two languages, I can speak one.
And the friend would end the call and switch straight back to English, and Oli would think, how the fuck does he do
that?
‘How do you do that, man?’
‘Do what?’
‘Switch from one to the other…you know, Spanish to English, so fast. How?’
‘I don’t know. I don’t really think about it.’
‘There’s no, like, click or anythi-…’
‘It’s natural, I guess. Just a natural kind of change.’
‘Oh.’
And after lunch Oli would think a little more about learning Spanish and buying that textbook and speaking ten
minutes a day, but like many things in his life, he never did.

At Uni there wasn’t only a Spanish friend. There was a Chinese guy too. And some Japanese people. And Koreans.
Greeks. Italians. Dozens of them all walking in and out of shot, making Oli feel a little bit worse about himself.
It’s just luck though, he told himself. They grew up learning two, I grew up being told not to.
He remembered his History teacher telling the class how pointless it was to learn French.
‘In real life, which is what we live in every day, is there really any necessity to learn this…language? Will any of you
go and live in France? Ha, and would you really want to? It’s full of French people. Full of cowards.’
And the class laughed, as most fourteen year olds do when someone slaughters something that isn’t them.

In his bed, in his fourth year of Uni, after a night watching the Chinese guy talk to the prettiest Chinese girl he’d
ever seen, and talking in that noise he could never understand, he thought of his history teacher again.
He got out of bed and walked around his room and started speaking, telling the history teacher a few home truths,
telling him how limited he was and how shit his life was and how…how limited he was. Then telling that racist prick
to go fuck himself.
It always came like this. In bursts.
And then for the rest of the time he forgot about it all.

[INSERT:

“What I love about Bourne
is...he speaks these
languages, like, y'know, a
little German, a little
French, some Russian,
but...he's not fluent in
them. You know what I
mean? He's not fluent.” Matt Damon

Matt Damon figured he knew a little French. He figured he knew a little German. He knew he didn't know any Russian,
but he figured he could pick it up.
Then...
In Switzerland, at the embassy, he forgot everything. But it's okay, said the director. You're an amnesiac. You're not
supposed to remember this shit.
“Yeah,” said Damon. “I can half-speak it, like an amnesiac.”

And even though he knew his French was pretty good, or it would be if he sat down for a month and surrounded himself
with French people...he pretended that he could only half-speak it.
Then...
In Berlin, in the second Bourne, he couldn't remember a fucking word.
But it's okay, he said to the director, he's not supposed to be fluent, right?
And even though he knew his German wasn't far off the same level as his French, he kept to the role and spoke it broken.
Then...
In Moscow, the girl whose parents Bourne had killed told him they should switch to English. And that's okay, he told
himself, because Bourne's not supposed to be good at Russian. And it's not like I've had enough time to really learn it.

“Like, if the character
demanded it then...sure, yeah, I
could speak fluently, but that's
the thing, it doesn't. The role
doesn't demand it, and that's
what I'm a slave to. I follow the
role, not Matt Damon. Even
though my French is actually
pretty good.” – Matt Damon [cont.]
Matt Damon took French at high school.
He did just enough to get by. No more, no less.
In the exams, he could introduce himself. He could understand basic questions. He could have a limited conversation.
A year after high school he met a French girl.
They talked in American for a while and the girl was pretty fluent, and all the time they talked Damon was thinking of
different ways he could crowbar some of his French into the conversation.
Finally there was a long enough pause, and he jumped...
“Que tu…err…que tu faire lajordi…no, fuck, that’s not-…fuck…aujourdhui…ajord-…”

END INSERT]

In Japan, he was determined.
Walking around Fukuoka, seeing signs he couldn’t read, hearing that noise again, everywhere.
Fuck it, this is a chance, he thought. This time I’ll learn.

The first night in the new apartment he met his housemate. A huge guy, British, arrogant. A cultural imperialist.
Kieran asked him a few things and then explained his position on not learning Japanese.
‘Some people do,’ he said, ‘but not me. I mean, I could if I gave time to it but…’
Oli waited for the rest.
‘…you know, but you don’t have to here and…you don’t have to learn it, everyone speaks English. And that’s not an
endorsement of the…the, you know, cultural hegemony of the…of Western culture but…it is what it is. Right?’
Oli didn’t know. He’d only been there one day.
‘See, people don’t want you to speak Japanese to them. Yeah, seriously…it sounds strange but…sounds like a lazy
man’s excuse, I know, but…it’s true, they want you to speak English. No, more than that, they are…they’re almost
offended if you don’t speak English.’
Oli nodded and went to his room and got out his textbook and looked at a few Hiragana characters and ignored
everything the cultural imperialist had said.
Fuck you, he mumbled, and fell asleep.
A few months later and Kieran had a different explanation.
‘See…if I’m honest…if I just tell it like it truly is…which I can, I can do that…and…you know, the thing about the
Japanese is…the thing, the reason why I don’t learn…’
He paused, got up, went to the kitchen counter and grabbed the bottle of whisky and came back.
‘What was I saying?’
‘The thing about Japan-…’
‘The Japanese, yeah…see, the thing is, the reason is…I’m scared of failure. Up front…no hiding from it, I am
scared.’
‘Scared?’
‘And the thing is…I know I’m intelligent. I know that. I mean, no offense, but I look around at work and here and all
the…all the guys I know, all the western guys and…I know I’m smarter than them.’
More whisky.
‘Yeah, that’s what I’m saying. I’m smarter than you too actually…and it’s not boasting…I’m not being cute or
egostatistical or whatever you’re sitting there thinking…and I know it sounds that way but…the truth…the truth is

I’m one of the smartest people I know…if not the smartest. And that’s the objective…the objective thing, you
know?’
He paused again and closed his eyes.
‘So you’re scared of looking stupid?’ Oli asked.
But it was too late for questions, Kieron was asleep.
Only he wasn’t.
The next morning Oli came back into the living room and he was in the same position. And his eyes didn’t open. His
mouth didn’t breathe.
The cultural imperialist was dead.

[INSERT:

“I speak black, motherfucker. That's my language right there.”
– Spike Lee
Spike Lee never had to prove much to anyone.
He worked with French people, they asked him if he could speak any French and he said, 'no, man, nothing.' But they
didn't seem to mind.
He worked with Japanese people. They didn't ask him, but he told them anyway. 'Man, I can't speak your language, but I
can speak black.'
No one knew what he meant.
He worked with Russians and they did ask him what he meant.
“What do you mean, what do I mean,” he asked them back.
And they asked again, what is 'speaking black.'

“Read some interviews, man. I was on crack. I grew up in Brooklyn. I speak black.”
And that was that.

END INSERT]
In Yokohama, after getting a transfer to another school, Oli met up with an old friend from Uni. The friend had
been two hours away from him in Kyushu, in a town called Oita, in an apartment full of western teachers who were
prettier than him.
‘It’s good to get away, brother. Different city, blander people, I can make my mark now,’ Jay said.
Oli didn’t know if he was one of the blander people, but he didn’t mind walking around in Jay’s shadow. And he didn’t
really know why either.
But maybe it was this:
‘Let him make his slash, let me make the real mark.’
Was that it?

At first they were in different apartments.
They would meet up a lot, but the distance between them at night allowed Oli to continue with the Japanese study,
and Jay to do…whatever he did.
And Oli was eager to study.
His evaluation of his own Japanese ability was like this:

I’m somewhere between beginner and intermediate. But really, if someone asks, I could say intermediate. It
wouldn’t be a lie. I am close.
Then the negative:

If tested, I regress. If other people are listening, I turn to stone. I can’t understand what people say to me. They
speak too fast.
And the reason:

It’s not the speed, it’s my fucking brain. I can’t focus. I panic. I hear them talking and everything becomes
reflexive – they are speaking the noise and it’s not natural to me and I have to focus to understand, to pick words
out, but I can’t focus because I’m too busy telling myself to focus.
And the cry for help:

Am I really the only fucking person in the world this happens to?

A couple of months in Yokohama and Jay was having trouble with his housemate. Turned out the guy was a nut. And
had a seventeen year old girlfriend who was also a student at his school. And didn’t like the idea of anyone else
seeing his girlfriend or talking to her.
So when Jay ran into her in the kitchen and asked how she was doing, it was the final straw.
This was a message sent from the nut after the kitchen incident:

‘We could’ve been okay, Jay, we could’ve got on fine, but you didn’t respect the rules. I
told you, don’t talk to her, and you talked to her. You crossed the line, Jay, and you
crossed me. And you don’t cross me, Jay, cos I will make your life a fucking hell. You
break my rules, I break you. Comprende?’

A few days later Oli went round to help Jay move his stuff over to his place. The school had granted his request
for re-location, although they didn’t get to hear about the ‘crossing of the line’ and all that shit. It wasn’t really
important, Jay said.
So, Jay moved closer to Oli, and pretty soon he found the textbooks.
‘I didn’t know you were hardcore about this, Ols.’
‘Not really hardcore…just a little…’
He picked up one of the books and asked if he could borrow it.
‘I kinda need it…’
‘Are you using it right now?’
‘Not really…kinda…’
‘I’ll be one week, brother. I just wanna pick up the…what do you call it? The Katagana?’
‘Hiragana and Katakana…’
‘Yeah, that one. I’ll be real quick, man. One week.’
‘One week?’
‘Big time. I’m the don with languages…I know German too, did I tell you that?’
‘No.’
‘Yeah, I used to read Herman Hesse and Brecht and shit like that in German. Seriously…’
He looked at the cover of the book again.
‘This shouldn’t be too tricky.’
And before Oli could really stop him, the book was his.

A week later and just like he said, Jay had picked it up.
Every day they were together Jay would point to a sign and read it. Every restaurant they went to he would read
out the menu until he got bored.
To Oli, this was very fucking annoying. He knew the same thing Jay did, but ever since Jay had learnt it, things
seemed to get a little cloudy in his head.
In his room, reading the same page of the book over and over and not retaining a fucking word of it, Oli would think
of Jay and whether or not he’d try to take things further.
‘He’s not gonna try and speak it too…he can’t,’ Oli said to the book.

But in bursts, Jay would try.
At the supermarket he would try to talk to other shoppers:

“Konnichiwa…err…koko wa…here…in
here…what do you…nani…err…Ols, what’s
‘buy’?”

At the gym he would ask the staff how to say certain things.
In bars he would say what he knew.
And all the while, Oli would watch and say nothing and think, don’t panic, he doesn’t know more than you. You know
everything he says, and a lot, lot more. And then he would go back home and study harder and look at more
complicated grammar like relative clauses and conjunctions so he could make his own sentences longer, and denser
topics like politics and philosophy, so he could talk about things Jay couldn’t, and in his head he figured it had to be
making a difference.
And sometimes Jay would ask Oli how to say certain things in Japanese.
And, grudgingly, Oli would tell him.

Then one time Jay asked him how to say ‘if’.
They were in the sauna and Oli was hot and tired and suddenly being asked something like that, something only
someone who was aiming for intermediate would ask, made him snap.
‘I’m not telling you.’
‘Nani?’
‘No, I’m not telling you. Go read it, find out for yourself.’

‘Brother, are you serious?’
Oli sat up and breathed out. He could stop now and just tell him, or…
‘Man, I know it’s weird…and I don’t care. I’m sick of telling you everything…it’s not fair. I learn it and study hard
and you just come along and… ‘brother, what’s this word? What’s this mean?’ ...and it’s not fair, man.’
‘It’s just one word…’
‘I don’t care. I’m not telling you.’
‘Just one ‘if’…’
‘No.’
And Oli left the sauna and went up to the changing room and dried himself and thought about how stupid he’d been,
and how he hadn’t wanted to be that stupid, but suddenly there it was, the stupid, and he couldn’t stop it coming
out. And there was a realization:
‘I’m scared that he’s better than me.’
But really, it was no realisation. It had been realised a long time before.
‘You’re stupid if you can’t do it,’ he remembered.

[INSERT:

“Do I speak Italian? Sure, I keep
in shape. I mean, I couldn’t live
there if I didn’t know some. The
locals would flay me.” – George
Clooney

The village near Como only ever had to deal with one American.
And even though he only came for maybe two months of the year, they dealt okay.
But when he did come…
George Clooney sat in his car outside the village shop and soaked up the scene.
In any other country, he thought, this would be a piece of shit view…in Detroit? Miserable. In LA? Soulless. But here, in
Como? Man, why didn’t they make me Italian?
He got out of the car and walked into the shop, confident.

“Bonjourno!” he said to the woman, who didn’t say anything back.
He picked up two bits of weird Italian bread and took them to the counter.
The woman said something he didn’t understand.
“Sorry, sweetheart…” Then he realized something…the crust. “Wait…can you-…”
The woman said another load of words he didn’t know.
“No…can you cut the crust off?”
She didn’t get it. He picked up the bread and mimed a knife sawing at the crust.
“The crust…this here…comprende?”
The woman grunted, took the bread, cut it in half and handed it back to him, saying a whole load extra in Italian.
George took the bread [with crusts] and turned his back on her, saying on the way out, “Yeah, clearly can’t understand a
word you’re saying, sweetheart, but you keep having a good time there. Fucking wench.”
And two nights later he was back in LA.

END INSERT]
And that night, at the apartment, Oli tried to think of a way to claw back the power he had given Jay, but there
was no real way to do it without being honest.
But he couldn’t quite do it, so he compromised:
‘Sorry about before, man. It’s just…I get a little frustrated sometimes. You know, I do all the hard work and you
just get the answers from me.’
‘Yeah, brother…’
‘It feels like you get to take all the shortcuts, that’s all. Does that make sense?’
‘Sense and sensibility, man. Don’t worry about it.’
Oli paused and then just spat it out.
‘’If’ is ‘moshi’…in Japanese, it’s ‘moshi’.’
‘Ha, I know.’
‘You know?’
‘Yeah, that guy in the weights room told me. What was it? Moshi gym ni kittara…motto…motto tsuyoi ku nata…
deshou.’
Oli tried to work out what Jay had just said. If you come to the gym…’tsuyoi’…what was that?
‘You know what that means?’
‘Yeah…’

‘If you come to the gym, you’ll get stronger.’
‘Yeah, I know that…’
‘That’s what he told me. He taught me some other stuff too…decent guy, that one.’
‘Yeah…decent.’
Jay stretched out on the sofa and put his hands behind his back.
‘Looks like the race is on, Ols…’
‘What race?’
‘The race for the Japanese grail, brother…’
Oli thought about walking out of the room and punching the wall, but he didn’t, he stayed.
‘There’s no race…’
‘You’re just feeling the heat, Ols. There’s always a race. Everything’s a contest. Capitalism, brother.’
‘Man, come on…you learnt one phrase. I’ve been learning for over a year. I’m way ahead…’
‘Doesn’t matter, man…’
‘…I mean, you can’t even make sentences anyway…you can’t even say ‘I want a drink’…’
‘Sure I can…’
‘What is-…’
‘Nomitai, brother…’
Oli paused.
‘Yeah…nomitai…okay, but that was too easy. You can’t say…something like…I don’t know…the world is a small place
and…and some people in Japan never go anywhere.’
‘Shit, man…’
‘You can’t say it, can you?’
‘Of course I fucking can’t…it was about a mile long.’
‘Well, there you go…now you know…’
‘Can you say it?’
‘What?’
‘Can you say that line?’
‘Yeah…’
‘Seriously, no bullshit. You can say it?’

‘Yeah.’
‘Ok, shoot. But know this, brother. I’m taking notes, and I will check.’
Oli thought it out in his head.
‘Okay…what did I say?’
‘The world is small…’
‘Okay, world is…sekai ga chisaii desu…’
‘And some people in Japan never go anywhere…’
‘Some people…hito…no, Nihonjin…’
‘You can’t say it…’
‘Wait…’
‘Ha, one line, Ols…you can’t fucking say it can you?’
‘Just…shut up a second…sekai ga…sekai ga chisaii desu…some people…some people…ikuraka no nihonjin…what was
the rest of it?’
‘Never go anywhere…’
‘Never go…zen zen ittenai…’
A moment of silence.
‘Really, brother?’
‘No, wait…anywhere…dokoka…zen zen ittenai.’
‘I’m still gonna check.’
‘That’s it. Really.’
‘Yeah, okay.’
‘I told you I could do it…’
Jay didn’t write down any notes. He just smirked and said Oli could say anything and he wouldn’t know either way,
and it didn’t matter because the race was still on.
And for the rest of the night it was awkward.
But then the next day things were better, and the next week things were forgotten. Jay didn’t seem bothered
with racing anymore, and Oli wasn’t stupid.
But it was always there.

[INSERT:

“You know, I try to go over
there [to Japan] as much as I
can...I love that place.” - Quentin
Tarantino

Tarantino was asked by the interviewer if he knew any Japanese.
“Sure man, I know that shit...”
He was asked to say something.
“Say what, man? Like a test? You're testing me about this...?”
Just a few words...
“What words, man? Like 'Konbanwa'? You know, you can't just say a few words and expect me to come up with shit just
like that. It doesn't work that way...that's not language...”
More than Konbanwa, how about a sentence?
“A sentence...a sentence, that's what you want? Fuck you...how about that?”
That was English, they said back.
“Yeah, but...fuck you...I didn't walk in here to prove anything to you, and...look, I don't have to prove anything to
anyone. I've directed films, I've created pure cinema, my friend. What have you done?”
So, no sentence then?
“No, man, I've got a sentence...I've got a sentence for you. Yaritai...how about that one? You know that?”
You're asking if we want to fuck you, they told him.
“Yeah, fucker, and that's my Japanese ‘fuck you’...so, fuck you...”
Tarantino got up and stormed out.

END INSERT]

One night, a few months later, another teacher, who’d arrived a couple of weeks earlier and was dead set on
learning Japanese, had bought a listening comprehension tape and was listening to it in the kitchen.
Oli and Jay were playing Mariokart in the corner, when Jay had an idea.

‘Test-o, brother. Let’s see who’s the best.’
‘What?’
Jay got up and told the other teacher what was gonna happen then turned back to Oli and said the race was back
on. And the race was like this:

We play the tape and listen to one of the tests. The tape says ten sentences and we write down what we hear. At
the end, we total it all up and then we’ll know once and for all who the Japanese master is.
So, Oli, Jay and the other guy sat there and listened to each sentence on the tape, and when it was done Oli
started making his disclaimers.

It’s not really a fair test.
If I don’t know some words, and you do, then it’s not really a reflection of anything.
The tape wasn’t very clear.
The sentences were too easy.
And a few more that came to mind.
And as the answers were read out on the tape and everyone totaled the others’ results, Oli knew right away he had
fucked up.
And the results were:
The other teacher had five out of ten.
Jay had eight.
Oli had seven and a half. And even the half was generous.
‘From the horse’s mouth, brother. We have a new champ!’ Jay half-sang.
And this time Oli could barely say a word. All he did say was, ‘It’s not fair’ over and over.
‘Probably the most naturally gifted language learner in this town…in your apartment, right now…show me a language,
any language, and I’ll knock it out of the park. Out of the fucking park, brother.’
And as Jay continued, Oli got hotter and hotter and hotter until he couldn’t take it anymore and he stood up and
threw his paper down and spat out, ‘you’re lucky, man, it’s just luck…another hundred times, another million tests,
you wouldn’t win…you wouldn’t even get a mark…it’s bullshit…this is all fucking bullshit...’
‘Brother, it is what it is…the results are-…’
‘No, I don’t care, it’s bullshit…you just guessed…you just got the lucky…the luck…or you saw the tape, I don’t
know…you heard the tape before so you knew everything…’
‘What? The tape that isn’t even mine?’
‘…and…yeah, that tape...it’s not the only fucking tape in the world…you saw a different one…I don’t know, or you got
lucky…you got lucky...it’s not like it means anything…it’s not like you’re better than me…you do know that, right?’

‘Eight out of ten, brother…that’s all I’m saying…’
‘No, but you do know it’s wrong, right? You know it doesn’t mean anything?’
‘It’s a test-o, an authentic, authorized test-o…’
‘Fuck off, Jay…it’s a fucking test, not test-o…stop trying to speak the fucking language when you don’t-…’
‘Ols…’
‘…when you don’t have a fucking clue.’
‘Come on…it’s just a-…’
‘Fuck off…test-o…’
And Oli left and went back to his room and lay down on his bed and tried to banish the test from his memory. It
never happened and if anyone asked, he’d deny everything.
And as he tried to sleep, he heard his sister again.
‘You’re stupid if you can’t do it.’
And he tried to banish her too.

The next year passed and the test was forgotten. Or maybe not forgotten, but it receded a little, and things went
back to normal.
But it was always there.

After the year was done Jay left Japan, and Oli could breathe a little easier. Never again would his friend touch
the language, and never again would he allow himself to be challenged. Not by anyone.
But soon after Jay left, another teacher came. A teacher who did challenge him.
Not directly challenge, but it happened like this, very fast, very simply:
They were out drinking with other friends. It was time to go home. They got into a taxi and there was a problem
with the driver; he didn’t know where to go. Both Oli and the new teacher started to explain at the same time. The
other teacher spoke formally, Oli spoke casual, and the other teacher managed to get the tighter grip. The driver
listened to him, nodded then drove them home.
And all the while Oli was trying to understand what had gone wrong.
Here’s what he thought:

I wasn’t polite enough.
The other guy wasn’t accurate.
I knew what he said, and it was wrong.

The driver humoured him.
He had a louder voice, that was all.
I’m a coward, I didn’t challenge him.
I’m not an asshole, I let him speak.
I’m a fucking coward.

[INSERT:

“I always feel that there's a
kind of intelligence that's
beyond a lot of American
actors...those who speak only
one language, there's a limit
there...I really think we as
artists need to challenge
ourselves, and learning
another language is a way to
do that.” - Ethan Hawke
Ethan Hawke had already exposed himself in Before Sunrise.
That scene on the train when he made the confession, when he told Julie Delpy he couldn't speak much French. When he
laid part of himself bare and admitted that maybe he wasn't as smart as he thought he was.
Ever since then he'd tried to follow that confession, to keep to its truth, its honesty, but...
...people kept looking at him like he was stupid.
I'm not fucking stupid, he raged in his room. I'll show them.
So...
He registered at five different language centres, Russian, Spanish, French, Italian and Mandarin all at the same time. If
there was one he didn't like, he'd skip it and focus on another.
He followed this plan for two months.
And after each lesson he'd go out and try to meet some of these nationalities. Russian restaurants, Deli France, Spanish
bars, Chinese takeaways, he tried them all. But it was no good. He couldn't say anything.
That truth I spun in Before Sunrise, he thought back in his mansion, is still truthful after all this time. But if I create an
anxiety out of it and pin the lack on that, not myself, then...

“I have a crowded head.
Really. I suppose you might
call it a psychological
disease...see, I struggle to
focus on any one thing,
hence my difficulty with
languages. But, still, can I
speak any other
languages? Sure. A little
Russian, a little French...I
like to challenge myself.” Ethan Hawke
END INSERT]
A couple of weeks after that Oli left Japan.
He went back to the UK and told the first people he met he could speak Japanese. They asked him to say
something, and he did. And when he played it back later, he realized he had said it wrong, but it didn’t matter.
They hadn’t called him on it, they couldn’t. He was safe in the UK.
Back home he told his friends he could speak two languages.
In response some of them tried to speak some Spanish or some French, but Oli had learnt a little more of those
too, so he could correct them.
‘Nah, I speak two as well, mate,’ one of them said.
‘Yeah? Then I speak four,’ Oli replied.
And the friends had no real comeback as they had never lived anywhere else and had no knowledge of other
languages beyond the few words they could remember from high school. Which was shit, really.

A year later, in Hong Kong, after leaving the UK for reasons that weren’t really connected to this story, Oli sat at
a Barbecue with both English and Japanese friends.
The English friends knew nothing about Japanese, so Oli could say a few lines and feel comfortable, even though he
knew as he spoke that he was making mistakes, that he was forgetting everything.
But the Japanese people wouldn’t say anything, and the English friends wouldn’t know, and there was no one to
challenge him anymore.

Then for the next three years things went wrong. They went very, very wrong in ways Oli had never thought
possible before. But the things that went wrong weren’t really part of this story, so there’s no real need to detail
them.

So after three years, Oli met a woman. A decent woman who said she knew Japanese. And although he liked her a
lot and felt his heart come back to life, and was relieved that he wasn’t completely what he thought he was…a
wretch, a pathetic asshole, a sociopath…he was still a little anxious.
He didn’t know why at first, but after thinking about it more and more he realized he did know why, and as soon as
she said she knew Japanese, he knew he was in trouble.
‘You’re stupid if you can’t do it,’ a voice said every time he was around her.
And when he wasn’t with her he would get his notepad out and try to write out sentences in Japanese, using words
he hadn’t thought about for a long time.
He would write out summaries of films, and then pretend he was saying them to other Japanese people in front of
her.
This was what he wrote about ‘Greenberg’:

Hanashi wa…hanashi?...hanashi wa…
Ben Stiller wa tomjibitsu desu…tomjibitsu…main character?
Ben Stiller wa…at the start of the film…start…hajime de…hajime no eiga de…
Start again.
Hajime de, Ben Stiller wa…mental hospital… Sheishin byonin ni itta…went to? Or left? Sheishin byonin ni detta…
Fuck.

But none of these summaries ever got said in public. And it was a good thing too as he could never get past the
first sentence.
And at night he would lay on his bed, like he did in Japan, like he did at Uni, like he did back home, and he would
wonder if he really was stupid.
And if she really was better than him.
And pretty soon it just so happened that they were tested, Or he was tested. It was unclear what she thought
about it all, though he had his suspicions.
But the test, that happened like this:
In a bar, three Japanese women sat at a table next to Oli, the girlfriend, and two of his friends.

One of the friends, an American who liked oil companies and hated Obama, started talking to the Japanese women
in the hope they would buy him a drink.
They didn’t, but he did guess they were Japanese.
And straight away Oli, who was a little drunk, dived in.
‘Doko kara kita no?’ he said.
And the women were surprised, and Oli had another line ready,
‘Bikurishta no?’
But before he could say anymore, the girlfriend was talking to them. And they were talking back to her. And the
American was talking to Oli, so he couldn’t hear what they were saying and he couldn’t intrude, and he desperately
wanted to intrude and show what he could say, what he was capable of, but there was no way…there was no way in.
And as he talked back to the American who loved oil companies and hated Obama, and listened to his girlfriend talk
and talk in Japanese, he thought of three things:

Three years of living in Japan and she’s better than you.
If you can’t do it you’re stupid.
I want a Japanese brain.

And he didn’t know what to really think about any of them.

Nothing much to put here

On the Streets of Bologna, and with no film
festival in sight…and no fucking Cannes to
report on because of that fucking fruit Vin-…
With Tomomi Leung

…ce Gallo, who couldn’t keep his arty little mind focused long enough to stay for one fucking movie that he flew
out there to promote…dude, that was the whole point of him being there, to support Coppola and that
Argentinean film they did, and…what did he do? Dude, he flew the coop…or the coup? I don’t fucking know how
it’s written, but he flew it, and he dragged me with him…which, okay, yeah, it seemed like a fun idea at the
time…like, run out on the biggest film festa in the world and the most revered director of all-…or maybe not
revered, because he’s put out some real shit in the last twenty or whatever years, but, y’know, he still gets tables
in LA, he still gets the new breeds talking to him and singing his name…and, dude, that’s what I walked out
on…and yeah, he will remember it because Vince told him all about me…said I was the only interesting Asian
actress around, even if I hadn’t really made anything of myself yet…which kinda pissed me off in itself as I’m not
exactly an amateur…it’s not like I’ve just bussed in from Miami, I’ve been around for the last ten years trying to
get some serious shit done, and, dude, it’s not my fault if that shit never got done and some other not so decent shit
got done in its place…fuck, I know that wasn’t a good sentence, but I’m so fucking far up the tree at the moment I
don’t really care, y’know?
Fuck.
Sorry, dude, I just couldn’t stop any of that. I guess I could delete it, but, y’know, it’s there now and Oli wanted some
kind of begging hands gesture for my fuck up at Cannes…not that it was my fault, it wasn’t…I was all set up in the hotel
room, laptop on me, ready and waiting before I had to hit the carpet for Tetro, when Vince comes in, grabs my arm and
says we’re leaving…and, dude, I didn’t even get a chance to get my laptop, he just picked me up and threw me in the car,
and the next thing I know we’re in Padua visiting some girl he once chased around Turin…and, I’m not even fucking
kidding, that was a weird conversation they had…he asked her if she’d done it yet, and even though he said they hadn’t
seen each other for fifteen years, she seemed to know exactly what he was talking about, and she said, ‘yeah, I’ve been
living there for six months of the year, for the last four years.’ And this got Vince all jazzed up, and, dude, he just picked

up the little Italian wacko and carried her off to some room and…well, I guess they were fucking, but it’s not like he ever
told me…
So that’s where I’ve been…but, dude, that’s not even the worst of it…I guess I shouldn’t go on, as this is supposed to be
my apology report, and Oli wants me to look at the films on the radar that no one else is picking up yet, like Thor and
Black Swan and all that shit, but…BUT…fuck it, it’ll only take a few more lines, and I’ll try and be concise…but dude,
Gallo needs to be exposed…

So, we’re in this nowhere little town called Padua [I
looked it up in lonely planet after and, dude, it’s got
nothing], and I’m napping on the couch in this wacko
girl’s living room, while her and Vince continue to fuck
the day away, and I’m thinking, what the fuck was she
talking about, ‘six months a year for the last four
years’…and then Vince comes in, doesn’t fucking
apologise and says the three of us are going to
Bologna…and before we get in the car, I ask why,
because part of me still wants to get back to Cannes
and…dude, I don’t know what, but it had to be better
than Bologna…and Vince tells me, “Tomi, it’s where
academia was born…the academic mother tree, ain’t
that right, baby?” and he nodded at the wacko and she
said ‘sure’ back, and then we were off and about three
hours later we were walking around another town that I
couldn’t place on a map, looking at red brick places that
‘gave their very bricks to protect the intellectuals in the
day’, Vince said, and all the time I’m wondering when
they’re gonna leave me and start fucking again
and…dude, no fucking surprise, later that night, after
we’ve had some awkward fucking drinks in some of
those red brick bars, Vince and the wacko get up and
disappear…and I do mean disappear as they don’t come
back and when I go and look for the car, it’s not there
anymore…they left me in the academic mother tree or
whatever the fuck it was…and, dude, I had nowhere to
stay…no hotel, no car, no fucking stable, so the only
thing I could do was find a deserted street and sit
against the wall and hope to fucking Jesus no one came
along and tried to fuck me while I was out…

But, dude…Jesus wasn’t taking any hope that
day…sorry, I know this is going on and on, but I’ve
gotta say this one last part because…okay, it’s got
nothing to do with the beauty of cinema or whatever Oli
wants me to write about, but it does tell you how
seriously fucking wacko Italian men are…and I’m not
even kidding…there I was, my back against the wall,
my eyes half-closed, my brain telling me if this was LA
I’d be multi-fucked by now…and this Italian dude
comes up to me and, not even one word, he sits down
next to me and says something in Italian…and I shrug,
and say back, ‘dude, I speak a little Spanish, that’s
it’…and he seems to guess I’m American and says
something in really shitty English, maybe the same
thing he said before, I don’t know…and it’s really
weird… ‘There are wolf here, I protect you with this
coat’…and he takes off his coat and puts it round me
and I kinda let him do it as I figure he might be wacko,
and you never stop a wacko doing any harmless thing
he’s wants to…so the coat goes round me, and he sits
there for about an hour without saying anything, and I
don’t say anything either, and it’s really, really fucking
awkward as all I wanna do is sleep, and…dude, I know
what you’re thinking, and I forgot to say it earlier, but
all the hotels were full and the only thing I could’ve got
was a hostel, but they all closed at 11pm…which is
really fucking strange…I mean, dude, how’re you
supposed to have a night on the red bricks if you’ve
gotta be back at 11pm? It doesn’t work, it’s
wacko…just like the guy next to me, who wouldn’t
leave my side the whole night, and…I don’t know what
time it was, maybe 4 or 5 in the morning, but finally,
and almost to my relief he leaned over and put his hands
under the coat and on my thighs…and I kinda knew
where he was gonna go from there, and the only thing
that surprised me was his speed…seriously, dude, it’s
like his hands were from another dimension the way
they shot up onto my tits…and the really weird thing
was he didn’t feel them, he just held them there and
closed his eyes like…dude, I don’t know, like it was
some divine moment to have his hands on my tits…and,
y’know, obviously I didn’t tell him the shit I’d made in
the US, and all the people who’d probably seen my tits
in that indie I’d done a few years back…no, I didn’t tell

him any of that because I was too busy smacking him in
the face and running into the main street…and, dude, I
must’ve been the luckiest fucking shitty actress in the
world as right there in front of me was a bus to
Turin…and, dude, from there it gets pretty regular again
and the guy never followed me and I got back to
Cannes…but still, let’s not forget the reason I wrote all
this out…Vince Gallo, dude…remember the name,
remember the shit he did to me, and Jesus on our side,
hopefully he’ll get some payback somewhere down the
road…
And, oh yeah…that thing between Vince and the
wacko…the thing about her staying ‘six months of the
year, for the last four years’…I found out later, from a
contrite Vince who wasn’t quite contrite enough for me
not to burn him with all this, that the wacko and him
had always wanted to live in the hotel room where some
Italian writer had killed himself…can’t remember the
name…Padese?...but, dude, when I heard that, it just
about set the seal on my fucking relationship with
Vince…I mean, I knew he was a little bit out of the
playground, but I didn’t know he was that far…
Anyway, I figure Oli’s gonna edit most of that story out,
and I know he whines a bit about word count and how I
go on and on about gossip stuff and not film….but,
dude, gossip is film in LA…the actual product they put
out doesn’t mean all that much to anyone…but what
you’re up to in your free time, that’s what they wanna
hype…

couple of weeks before…so, yeah, I can say a little and
make up for not saying it earlier.
So, the story is this…you’ve got Vince as a writer of
some kind…I think he does plays, but I was kinda tired
when it played and the woman who talks about what
Vince’s character does has a really soft voice so I guess
it just whizzed right by me…and he’s been in an asylum
and now his brother has turned up, asking him all these
family questions and basically kissing his feet all the
time…and, dude, this guy playing the brother has been
called the new DiCaprio, or the Argentinean
DiCaprio…but I just don’t see it. I mean, yeah, he
moves his face and body a lot, and I get that some kind
of interior life is going on making him spasm like he
does…but it doesn’t feel like there’s any truth to it,
y’know?
And how does Vince do? Dude, I wanna burn him, but
he does what he usually does pretty good…maybe
Coppola’s a good thing for him? But then, why did he
keep telling me he didn’t wanna stick around at Cannes
and promote it? I don’t know, dude, he’s a complex
guy…and as a side note, the reason he’s on crutches in
the film…it wasn’t Coppola’s vision, it was all
Vince…he told me, in his head, the character must have
been kicking a lot of walls in the asylum, so why
wouldn’t he have crutches?

Okay, films…I’ll try and be short…

BLUE VALENTINE

TETRO
Dude, I know this is already out and it’s been out for
months, but, y’know, it was at Cannes and although I
didn’t get to go to the premiere [because of you,
Vince!], I did go and see it at a private screening a

This one I did see at Cannes…and, dude, it’s really
fucking good. Mish Williams and that Gosling guy who
did that thing before about the Jewish Nazi, they’re in it,
and some other guy I recognized but couldn’t drag back
a name…I think it was the guy who was in that thing
where the guy kept on dying in different ways then
coming back to life…but it doesn’t matter much as he
wasn’t really in it.
So, Gosling and Williams start the film married and
then within about thirty minutes it’s all going to

shit…and, dude, it’s such a weird way in which it goes
to shit, seriously…I mean, there’s no external stuff that
comes in and fucks them up, it’s different than that…I
don’t even know if I can put the words to it, but it’s
like…the way they view their roles is
opposed…y’know, like their views of what a guy does
in a marriage and what a woman does…and the weird
thing is, it’s Gosling who doesn’t give a shit about
having a decent job, and it’s Williams who doesn’t want
her whole life to focus on a kid and husband…and as
the film goes on you start to figure, dude, this is so
fucking real. I don’t know what else to say, but you
gotta see it when it comes out…I don’t know when,
maybe December when all the robot and magic films
are done…
And, dude, one more thing…how does Mish Williams
manage to look beautiful and ugly at the same time?
Her face is so fucking weird, it should be dunked in that
liquid stuff they put on mummies, and put in some kind
of Hollywood museum…or maybe not
Hollywood…she’s more like a stage thesp, maybe some
place in New York then?...but as long as it’s frozen and
we can analyse the thing…far as I can see, she’s just
really good at not putting much make-up on…that way
she looks like shit, but a kind of stylized shit, I guess…

SOCIALISM
Dude, this was bad…
I know it was directed by that Godard guy, and it was
all about socialism or something, and he made that Bout
De Soufflé thing that time, but…dude, this was bad.
It doesn’t even have a story, just three ‘movements’,
and for some unexplained reason the first movement is
a bunch of tedious fucking old people talking to each
other on a ship…I think it’s a cruise ship and one of
them is a war criminal and that’s where the tension’s
supposed to come from, but…dude, this was bad. And

seriously, why are all these characters so old? Is it a
retirement ship? A ship of death? I don’t know,
dude…all I know is, I didn’t make it to the second
movement, and I won’t be making it to another film by
some old fuck who still thinks he’s socially relevant…
I don’t know, dude, was that too harsh? I’m really on
the line about these oldie directors still pointing the
camera even when they’re nearly dead…I mean, it’s
cool they’re still going, but, y’know, stand to the side a
little so someone else can have a spin, right?

GREEN HORNET
This wasn’t at Cannes, and it won’t be out till next year,
but they’re done filming and I’ve heard some stuff that
makes me think they’re in the shit. But, really, dude, if
you’re gonna hire Gondry to do a big, superhero thing
like this, then you’re inviting the shit…seriously, the
guy’s creative and all that, but how confused has he
been on this thing? The way I heard it, he’s got Seth
Rogen whining in his ear every day about how great the
script is [he wrote it] and how they shouldn’t deviate
from it…then you’ve got Gondry himself, who can’t sit
still and just point the camera at anything…the guy’s
gotta be moving all the time, and he’s gotta know that if
he comes on set and has a new idea then they’re gonna
run with it…and he’s not getting that here, and what’s
coming out of all this is a really fucking confused guy,
directing a film he doesn’t really get…and, dude, this is
all from my source too, it’s not from me…I wasn’t on
this one, though I did audition for the Diaz role…but
that was only because my dumb fucking agent told me
to…said she’d heard they were looking for Asians, but
it turned out they weren’t, which was really fucking
obvious to me, the only asian there, and it was also
really fucking obvious to Cameron Diaz, who was
sitting next to me, wondering why I was reading out the
same lines as her…I mean, dude, fuck…if you’ve got
no brain in your head, become an agent…or if you’ve

got no concept of an outside world where different races
exist and don’t have a fucking chance of making it in
American film, become an agent…
One more thing about Green Hornet…no one seems to
give a shit about it. I mean, dude, even I thought Rogen
was gonna get backlashed sooner or later, but I didn’t
think it’d come this fast…but, seriously, what was he
thinking with this? Writing a copy of something that no
one really liked in the first place, and then giving
himself the Hornet role…hasn’t anyone told him he’s
fuck ugly? And not beautiful/ugly like Mish Williams,
but genuinely, seriously, ugly…I don’t know, dude, I
just can’t see how he’s gonna get past that…

that’s gonna pay off, and that’s probably why they got
Eckhart and Ving Rhames and…dude, that reminds
me…remember that creepy, stretchy guy from the X
Files? I can’t remember his name…Hutchinson
maybe?...but he’s in it too, and I gotta tell you, in the
tradition of Jimmy Cromwell and Jared Leto, he’s a
sleazy motherfucker. Seriously, my first and only day
on set, I do my line and all the time I know he’s
watching me from the side…and then, when I’m done,
he comes over and says, ‘hey, I was watching you.’ And
then nothing. He just looks at me like ‘hey, I’ve been
watching you’ is gonna be enough…but it isn’t, and I
try to walk off but he pulls me back and says, ‘you’re
judging me, ain’t you?’ Dude, what? I say back, but
he’s not listening and starts going on about how great
his acting was and how I only didn’t wanna fuck him
because he played weak on screen, but it was only
playing, it wasn’t real…and then he puts his hand
forward, shows me his palm, says, ‘would a weak man
do this, baby?’ and puts it on my tit.
I don’t know, dude, is it just me who attracts the sleaze?
Seriously…and why does every actor always go for my
tits?
This fucking city…

BATTLE: LOS ANGELES
Dude, I’m in this one…really! Now, I don’t wanna just
come in here and sell myself like a cheap whore…I
know I’ve talked about the shit I’ve done on film in
other issues, but I know I’ve gotta try and limit the selfpromotion stuff…and, dude, I can be honest about this
one, even though I’m in it, because, one, it doesn’t have
much of a budget, and, two, my part really isn’t that big
anyway…Spoiler alert! I’m just a stripper that runs into
Aaron Eckhart on the street when all the cops are
looking for the aliens, and all I do is ask for his help
before getting shot by…dude, I’m not sure what the
aliens look like or what kind of guns they have, so I
don’t know how I die exactly, but I know that’s the only
scene I got…so, y’know, it’s not like any success it gets
will be my success too…but still, dude, I’m in it, and
it’s been so fucking long since I saw myself on screen…
But, dude, like I said, it looks like the concept of this is
bigger than the money they’re putting in…aliens
invading Los Angeles on $50 mil? I don’t know how

Okay, dude, that’s all I’m gonna write this time…I
know I went on a bit, again, but you should kinda
expect that by now…and just so you know, I did smack
the X Files guy for the tit thing…DiCaprio is one thing,
but I’m not letting no marks get away with that kind of
shit…
Mata, ne…

WHAT NOW?

I’VE RUN OUT OF STUFF FOR THE LANGUAGE
THEME…

MAYBE IF I LOOK AROUND A LITTLE, I’LL COME ACROSS SOMETHING
GOOD…

…someone else’s language when you’re trying to get them to change your tire? It is
far more useful to beat them with a stick. The British built an empire on knowing
little more than: “Take that you swine!”
MULTIMORONISM
It is a scientific fact that as soon as we learn to speak one language, the language
acquisition centres of the brain die and fall out of our noses. From then on we are all
language morons. We need a lot of motivation to torture ourselves with a second
language.
A language class is a stressful and dunce laden affair. Is this the train to Croydon, we
might ask despite never knowing what a Croydon is or whether there is any point in
having a meaningful relationship with one. And most certainly there is no Chinese
word for it! Therefore it is not a concept universally acknowledged, and not going to
get you far on the MTR, and even less far on the MRT if you’re in Singapore.
But then, who is going to ask anyway, especially if you are a man, and you have a
map with a big dot saying you are here? Confused? You will be. That’s the state of
mind of everyone in a language class.
As for having a conversation in which meaningful cultural exchanges can take place,
you have to be joking! For a start, what does “you have to be joking” mean anyway?
It is just stuff you say. So why translate?
In Cantonese it turns into something like “you must be fixing/teaching a
mistake/error” but then you would never say that in the sort of sentence where I’ve
used it.
Most of what we say is untranslatable gibberish, so to have any chance of saying
anything meaningful, for an Englishman, is to gibber in English and not attempt to
gibber in foreign where the only people you fool are those who-…

NOT BAD. WHAT ELSE?

…thought the French national anthem was about how France has great cheese and
bread. Maybe a line or two about wine or a verse about how they like to live in
farm houses with rustic furniture. But no. The anthem is about their fear of
“impure blood.” No wonder they have such problems with the Algerian
community. I’ll never watch that scene in Casablanca the same way again. That
French national anthem is a bloodbath.
People here complain about the Irish national anthem being about war and
violence, but compared to the French one, it’s rather tame. Instead of enemies
coming to slit the throats of children, the Irish national anthem makes vague
allusions to an unspecified tyrant who won’t be allowed to live on the island
anymore (that’s you, people of Britain). If anything, I always thought the lyrics
were a bit homoerotic. For instance, the line, “Anocht a théam sa bhearna baoil
(Tonight we mount the mouth of danger)”. That just puts the wrong image in my
head. What is a mouth of danger if not a British soldier with really sharp teeth?
You probably catch my drift.
The Polish national anthem is also way more violent than the Irish one, though not
as disgusting as the French one. The Poles don’t shy away from letting us know
who they’re going to fight. In the Polish anthem, the army is crossing Europe from
Italy, name-dropping Bonaparte, with tears in their eyes, going to reclaim Poland
from the invaders. But it’s not Germany or Russia they’re going to fight; it’s
Sweden. The anthem was written in the 1700s. Whenever I listen to the Polish
national anthem, I get a bit depressed thinking about how often Poland has been
taken over. It’s like you’re not a real country until you’ve taken over Poland. Pour
me a vodka. I need to have a good cry about this.
The only anthem I find more depressing than Poland’s is the United Kingdom’s.
Every line in the song is about making the queen happy. There’s nothing in there
about how great the U.K. is or about how they have nice cheese or cabbage-based
food items. It’s just all about wanting the queen to be happy. Obviously the queen
is not happy, because the chorus goes, “God save the queen,” so whatever
depression she is suffering from must be pretty deep. I listen to that anthem and
imaging some depressed English people thinking, “Well, I can’t make myself
happy. My life is miserable. But god, if you’re up there, couldn’t you just make the
queen a bit happy? The poor woman has had such a tough life.”
All of these national anthems about war and violence and monarchs are stupid.
Who wants their country to be defined by bloodbath lyrics? I think the Australians
have got it right. Their national anthem is about how fun their country is and how
good-looking their young people are. They have their-…

GOOD. A LOT OF LANGUAGES COVERED. MIGHT USE THE PART
ABOUT THE POLISH ANTHEM…

ANY MORE? SOMETHING RUSSIAN MAYBE…?

…replaced the missing photos with different ones, since he stuffed his top drawer
with a whole cache of Russian photos. He was now referring to the photos as the
Russian photos.
“So, Barry, how did you come upon the Russian photos, before you turned them into
a critically-acclaimed installation at the Museum of Modern Art?”
“Well, Barbara, I’ve traced the lives of these individuals, persecuted in their homes
in Ukraine, Georgia, and Kosovo, and felt that their stories needed the attention of
the arts community.”
“And what a worthy cause it is, Barry…”
Daydreaming at his corporate job was a pastime that he wasn’t necessarily proud of,
but he did it nonetheless.
The problem was that the Russian photos weren’t artistic, in Barry’s mind. They
were stale, meaningless, without feeling, and boring. Yet, they continued to
disappear from his cubicle as he posted them.
It became a game to Barry to post new photos and then to come in the next day and
find them gone. He wasn’t disappointed because if someone placed a value on them,
he was pleased. But he didn’t leave them all out at once for the taking—he was
preserving them in the hopes that his investigation of them would yield results.
“The victim states he arrived home at approximately 6pm and noticed the lock on his
apartment door appeared to be tampered with. He entered the apartment, the contents
of which were strewn throughout the floor, with furniture broken and dishes smashed
in pieces. He stated he immediately noticed that his photos were missing and in the
box where they had been was a note (Exhibit A) written in what appears to be
Cyrillic. We have sent it to the Department handwriting and-…

WAIT, HANG ON…

Editorial 2

Crisis!
…
…
First Austin implodes.
Now Toronto.
…
…
That girl was full of shit anyway. Who the fuck wants to open an organic grocery store over a book cafe?
Her ideas were shit.
Toronto was never my kind of place.
…
…
…
Fuck.
What do I do now?
\I can't keep doing this magazine. I need to get out there, get some kind of work.
What kind of work?
What can I do?
…
…
…
If I could learn how to write properly then maybe...

I sat in my living room and stared at the screen.
I'd been here before so I knew right away what wouldn’t work.

Magazine writer – No one prestigious wants my words. No one shit wants my words. Are they in collusion
against me? Does collusion mean ‘conspiracy’? I forget.
Office drone – I can’t do it. Psychological reasons. Anxiety reasons. I shouldn’t even type it.
Film-maker – I have a DV camera, but…what the fuck do I know about film? And there’s no time to learn, and
there’s no money in it for amateurs. Only really lucky people get lucky and I’m not lucky.
Translator – I can speak high school French and some Japanese. But I fold under pressure. Only a nut would hire
me for this.

Teacher – I just can’t do it anymore. I loathe children, and I’m pretty sure they loathe me. Teach in the UK?
Where? A Secondary school? No fucking way, they’d crush me.
What else?

What the fuck else?
I continued to sit in front of the screen, trying to imagine other jobs, but all I could think of were the ones above.
Then…an idea.
Ask other people, you clown.
I spent the next hour writing the same e-mail to every name I could think of that might’ve had some kind of career
revelation for me.
Within a few minutes I got my first reply:

‘Hey Oli, where have you been?
It’s been ages…Jay said you were going to the US to open a cafe, is that right?
I’ve
time
held
knew

been okay. The hospital doesn’t take up all my time anymore so I actually have
to watch films again. I saw Inception and thought it was really good. DiCaprio
the film together pretty well. I saw Predators and thought it was good too. Who
Adrien Brody could get tough enough to kill a predator?

As for jobs, I’m not sure. Do you still want to be a writer? Maybe you could try
travel writing?
Anyway, let me know how things are going and tell me if you make it to the US. I might
come and visit you later this year.
Amir’

TRAVEL WRITING: EGYPT – [FIRST DRAFT]

It was almost summer and the promise of Egypt was-…
Shit. ‘Promise of Egypt’…I’m better than this.
Egypt wasn’t always on the cards, but there it was, before us, ordinary and expectant, as we came out of the airport,
tired yet fresh for an adventure that had been coalescing in our minds for months.
I don’t know…too long? Coalescing?
Egypt wasn’t always on the cards, but there it was, before us, ordinary and expectant, as we came out of the airport,
tired yet fresh for adventure.
Is this working? How can a country be expectant?
Not really sure what I’m doing here…how do other travel writers start their stuff? You’ve got the airport…or you
could start it before…maybe set up the character or characters before they go anywhere…is that allowed?
What do I really wanna say about Egypt?
We arrived in Egypt knowing it’d never been first choice. No, that was California, where the Serbian girl was
waiting to fuck Oli. But, coming out of the airport, Oli and Jay both knew they had made the right choice, even as the
immigration guy tried to confiscate their passports and extort all their money out of them.
Fuck, this is…it’s no fucking good.
How do they write this stuff? I can’t do it. Fuck it, do something else, anything…

‘Dude,
I thought you weren't going back to London--but to Toronto??
I enjoy fish-throwing. That's fun. Messy but interesting. Lots of journeymen throwing
fish. Though I don't know if they throw fish in the UK.
writing porn scripts is always a humbling experience. Never work in a movie theater.
Only other thing I can think of is assistant work. Get someone famous, but not too
famous, and ride them till you get a break.
Lenox’

Yes, an assistant. Why didn’t I think of that?
I sat on the sofa and thought for a while. Who needed an assistant? No, who did I like and respect that needed an
assistant?

The Top Five candidates for assistancy?
[Assistanting?]
Bret Easton Ellis (born March 7, 1964 in Los Angeles, California) is
an American novelist and short story writer. He was regarded as one of
the so-called literary Brat Pack,[1] which also included Tama Janowitz
and Jay McInerney. He is a self-proclaimed "moralist."[2] Ellis
employs a technique of linking novels with common, recurring
characters.
[Ellis looked good, but would he hire me?
And did I really like and respect him that much? Less than Zero was good, and Rules of Attraction, but the other
stuff? Lunar Park…that pathetic confessional piece at the start…all in the past tense, ‘oh, look what I was like
before, look what drugs and fame did to me that wasn’t really my fault.’ Faker. Could I stand more than five minutes
with this prick?]

Jonathan "Jonah" Nolan (born 1976) is a British-American author and
screenwriter. His most famous work is the short story "Memento Mori",
which was used by his brother, director Christopher Nolan, as the basis for
the screenplay for the critically acclaimed film Memento. He has also cowritten the screenplays for The Prestige and The Dark Knight, with his
brother.
[This guy probably had the most potential. He was in the loop, but his big brother was taking most of the attention.
I ticked his name and continued on…]

Rudolph "Rudy" Wurlitzer (born 1937) is an American novelist and
screenwriter. His fiction includes Nog, Flats, Quake, and Slow Fade. He
also wrote a non-fiction book, Hard Travel to Sacred Places, an account
of his spiritual journey through Asia after the death of his 21-year-old son.
Wurlitzer was born in Texas. He has claimed that he never had the chance to enjoy the fortune created
by the Wurlitzer music empire, as his father spent it. His 1969 debut novel, Nog, was acclaimed by
Thomas Pynchon and was followed by Flats in 1970 and Quake, which imagines Hollywood struck by
a major earthquake. 1984's Slow Fade, also dealing with Hollywood, is a portrait of an ageing, oncebrilliant film director attempting to make peace with his demons and his past.
[I liked him, but did he need an assistant? Last I heard he was living in the wilderness out in Nova Scotia…why
would he need me?
Perhaps I could ask him to write for the magazine or join Year Zero?]

James Ellroy (born Lee Earle Ellroy; March 4, 1948) is
an American crime writer and essayist.
Ellroy has become known for a so-called "telegraphic"
prose style of his most recent work, wherein he
frequently omits connecting words and uses only short,
staccato sentences.[1]
For instance:
They sent him to Dallas to kill a nigger pimp named Wendell
Durfee. He wasn't sure he could do it. The Casino Operators
Council flew him. They supplied first-class fare. They tapped
their slush fund. They greased him. They fed him six cold.[2]

Other hallmarks of his work include dense plotting and a relentlessly pessimistic—albeit moral—
worldview.[3][4] His work has earned Ellroy the nickname the "Demon Dog of American crime
fiction."
[I stared at the picture of the magnificent, weird-looking Ellroy.
This guy was special. This guy was a genius. This guy would never hire an assistant. But write him anyway, see if he
replies?]

Alain de Botton (born 20 December 1969, Zürich) is a Swiss writer, television presenter and
entrepreneur.[1] His books and television programmes discuss various subjects in a philosophical style
with an emphasis on their relevance to everyday life. In August 2008, he was a founding member of a
new educational establishment in central London called The School of Life. In May 2009, he was a
founding member of a new architectural organisation called Living Architecture.
Nicole had told me about this one.
She said he knew a lot about women, about what was really going on in their heads. Did he? I told her I didn’t
believe her, that it was all just guesswork and really, he didn’t know half of what she thought he did.
But still, he was worth a shot, wasn’t he?
I sent him an e-mail before any of the others, mostly because he was the only one with a public address, and waited
for the inevitable nothing in return.
In the meantime I read up on some of his quotes…

“People sometimes accuse me of telepathy…”
“I’m not a telepath.”
“In the future…I don’t know when, but I’m
certain of it…women will become men, and men will become emus.”
“Please stop asking me questions.”

“People often ask me how I
understand women so well. And
the answer is really quite simple. I
write as a woman pretending to be
a man pretending to be a woman,
who in turn is unsure of herself as a
woman and wants to identify
herself as a man.” – Alain De Botton
[Excerpt from an interview with ‘Real
women’, 2010.]

Then the un-inevitable happened. He replied…and on the same night too. Did he have nothing else to do with his
time than reply to spam?
I clicked and opened, prepared for the worst:

‘Oli Johns,
I was greatly amused by your e-mail. Really, I don’t think anyone’s ever seriously
considered me for this kind of offer before. I suppose most people aim to usurp me and
not sit side by side, so to be my assistant would be a strange choice. However, I can
see the possibilities for such a role. Bravo.
Sadly though, I must decline. I am currently holed up in a castle somewhere in
Romania[If you have seen Polanski’s ‘The Fearless Vampire Killers’ then you will know
of the place I’m referring to], and I cannot leave until inspiration has come and used
me up. See, I am writing a treatise about the future of women and the decline of men
and there can be no distractions until it is done. I hope you understand, and am sure
you will, being an artist yourself.
Yours
Alain De Botton’

So, De Botton was out.
I crossed his name of the imaginary list I’d made in my head and looked back at the names on Wikipedia.
None of them seemed to offer any real hope, and I was a little down after reading De Botton’s message so I got up
and went for a run around Kwun Tong and by the time I came back I’d figured out who to go for next.

[INSERT:
The brief quest for

Jonathan

[the easier]

Nolan!

Straight away I was fucked.
He had no website, no blog, no way of contact except
through his agent.
I wrote an e-mail to the agent, explaining who I was
and what I could offer, and then sent it.
I never got a reply.
But I knew I wouldn’t get a reply. To Nolan, I was spam. So I tried to find other ways to get at him.
That short story he wrote, the one that got turned into ‘Memento’…it had to be somewhere online. And it was. I
found it on some short story site and I wrote them an e-mail asking if they had a way to get to Nolan and, as an extra,
whether or not he was still writing fiction.
I never got a reply.
I sat at home working out the odds of me just running into Nolan by accident. I saw Chris Nolan that time, in Sheung
Wan. Maybe Jonathan would turn up too sometime.
But he never did.
[Additional note:
Fuck you, Nolan. I hope you’re happy with Superman and…failing at Superman, and failing without me at your side
to…to come in and save you from, from whatever it is they’re gonna do to your pathetic, failing-…oh, fuck it, what’s
the point?]

END INSERT]

I hurried home from work so I could sit on the sofa again. There was no great plan or anything, I just wanted time to
think. And think. And think, because time was getting ahead of me and pretty soon I’d be in London and there’d be
nothing for me to do except go on the dole or disappear into an office…
No, not an office. Never an office.
But what else could I do?
I sat there for the rest of the night without an answer, and instead of giving up and going to bed I went to the 7-11
before it closed and bought some cheap wine and came back to the sofa and just kept on going.
When the wine was almost done, I got this e-mail:

‘missing you
how's things?
tell me stuff.

D’

I was half drunk, and I hadn’t heard from Daisy in a long time, not since the Austin debacle, so I wrote back straight
away, telling her a whole load of stuff that probably didn’t make much sense, and ending on ‘what can I do with my
life, Daize?’
About thirty minutes later she replied:
‘Why were you in hospital in Japan?
My friend Billy is in rehab and asked me to send
him letters. I wrote to him about Theseus, and
he wrote me back and said, "I don't get it. Are
you calling me a douchebag?"

I give up. Next time, I'll write to him about
drugs or beer or girls or whatever. He said when
I first met him that he liked The Little Prince.
Now I wonder what he got out of it? Maybe it was
calling him a douchebag, too.
When I lived in San Francisco, I always had two
jobs. At one point I was a magician's assistant.
A waitress during the day, magician's assistant
during the night. The magician, she had this
box. I would climb into the box, and then she
would put sharp swords through it. It looked
pretty cool, I was told. I could never see it
myself, since I was inside the box. The trick to
it was how I stood inside the box. I had to
hunch over, and then sort of pull an S shape and
hold it. If I held it right, the swords wouldn't
touch me. If I held it wrong, it hurt. All I had
to do was get it right and hold it, even though
it was really an uncomfortable position to be
in. From the outside, though, it made no
difference. It always looked the same, whether
it hurt inside the box or not.
It's -2 tonight, but the moon was huge and Mars
followed it around the sky all night.

D’

A magician’s assistant? Huh?
I had a feeling she’d miss the point and give some kind of curve answer, but what was I supposed to do with this? I
couldn’t sit in a box, I had claustrophobia. She knew this already.
I wrote back asking her what she was thinking by saying that magician thing and, really, my future was on the line
here, what job could I do?
An hour later, I got this:

‘The magician story meant nothing, really. It
was just something I wanted to tell.
I think you can have a great future. You deserve
it.
You said you were thinking of doing travel
writing? This is possible. But I think you’re
better than this. Why don’t you try something
more creative, like ‘anti-travel writing’?
I don’t really know what I mean by this. You can
figure it out.
Dennis Hopper died tonight. I met him once, at
Allen Ginsberg’s funeral. He gave me an apple.
I think I’m sick of people again. Don’t sell
out.
D’

I read the e-mail again then thought about what she’d said. Not the Dennis Hopper part or the magician story, but the
middle section.
‘Anti-travel writing’?
What could that be?
I sat for a while trying to figure it out, or a way into the idea at least, and then after writing a few things down I
looked at the little clock on the computer screen and saw how late it was, so, instead of going to bed and sleeping on
it, I got up and went to the 7-11 on the top of the hill and got two more bottles of cheap wine and on the way back
down, with the next bottle already pouring down my mouth, I found the answer I was looking for.

“A magazine without pictures is
publishing suicide.” – Meryl Streep

“One time, and I’m not joking
here…I went eleven pages
without seeing one picture.
Seriously, not one goddamned
image.” – Nick Nolte

Anti-travel writing: Philippines [FIRST AND ONLY
DRAFT –with notes]

A month before I booked my flight for the Philippines I walked down the highway in Kwun Tong at three in the
morning, and tried my best not to step into the road
Every time a car went by, or a truck, I flinched.
But I never jumped.
I had been doing this for a few months. I didn't know why exactly, but that's how it was.

A week before I was talking to Bruiser, telling him there was a chance I wouldn't be my complete self on this
holiday.
'What's that, mate?'
'I mean, I might not...or I might be different.'
'You alright?'
'I don't know. Just...don't expect too much of me.'
'You'll be fine, mate.'
'Yeah, probably.'
I paused.

[TOO MUCH
PSYCHOLOGY, TOO
SOON?
SHOULD I
START
AT THE AIRPORT?]

'But...don't expect too much of me, okay?'
Bruiser didn't really get it, but I did. He hadn't seen me in two years and it was true, I was different. So
different I couldn't function in crowds. So different I couldn't stop myself walking down highways at night. So
different I couldn't even last two stations on a fucking train.

Two days before we left on the holiday Bruiser arrived in Hong Kong. I was in a coffee shop in Central with my
wrists tight against the glass of my iced-whatever.
This was where the real tension was. The potential of what was almost on top of me. Potentialism, I called it.
And even though it was only Bruiser, and I had shared a flat with him in Japan, and we'd always got on fine, it
was still something...what? Unnerving? I didn't know what the word was exactly, but it was the state of things
that even one of my better friends was intimidating me. Fucking potentialism.

And he arrived and phoned me and I met him and it wasn't anywhere near as bad as I thought it would be, and
I knew it wouldn't be that bad when it was actually happening, but still, the Philippines... wouldn't that be
different? Wouldn't that fix something?

The day before we left Bruiser came into the living room and asked me how old the Buddha statue was on
Lantau.
'I don't know...'
'I read it's only twenty years old...'
I laughed.
'Twenty years? Man, it's a Buddha, not a-...I don't know what, but it's not twenty years old. It's ancient.'
'Nah, I read it. Twenty years, or thirty...but it was done recent, mate.'
'Twenty hundred maybe...'
Five minutes later he came back in with his guide book, pointing to the page that said the Buddha was only
twenty nine years old.
Fuck, I thought.
'Mate, twenty-nine years...I told you...'
I looked out of the window.

[CUT
THIS PART?]

'You don't know your Buddhas as good as you thought...'
I thought of making a time machine and going back and-...
'This has to rank up there with the Halloween films...remember that one, mate?'
...going back and not saying the Buddha was twenty hundred years old.
'Nine Halloweens, you said. Eight, I said. Who was right again?'
I gripped the sofa cushion.
'And then you've got the Philip K Dick debacle. Remember that one? You thought you knew all the films, you
said you were better, but turns out...how did it turn out again?'
Tighter.
'Mate, in all honesty, I can't remember one time you've got the better of me...not even one...in three years of
trying...Jesus, that's some record you've-...'
'Fuck off, Bruiser.'

'...got there...'
'I'm not a fucking Buddha master, I don't know how old they are...I just said it was old, but it wasn't-...I
wasn't really thinking about it, not properly...it wasn't definite...and it's not like it's any great victory or
anything...it's nothing to get your fucking trumpet out over and...your fucking parade...'
'Calm down, mate...it's only a Buddha...'
'...and why do you remember all this shit anyway? Seriously...it's like this is all you've got or something...this is
your fucking achievement...'oh, mate, look at me, I know some crappy French Philip K Dick film from fuck knows
when'...it's not like you made it, it's not like you were the director, fucking directing or making anything...'
'If you can't take it, mate, then...'
'...it's just a question, it's not...yeah, I can take it, I can take it fine, but...why should I have to take it anyway?
It's not me who gets off on this...'
I got up and went to the door.
'It's not me making all this fucking tension, mate...'
And I stormed out. Or I tried to. The door wouldn't open first time so I turned and repeated the 'making all
this fucking tension' line, then opened the door and the cage and walked out.

A day later, just as our bus was pulling into the airport, I apologised.
'It's alright, mate, I get it. You're just a bit highly strung.'
'Yeah, maybe.'
I watched the airport get bigger and thought of the plane and how much it looked like a little metal box, and
how in my mind it was a lot smaller than I knew it would be. And was I highly strung anyway?
'But...not really. I know most of it was me, but it was you too...what you were saying to me...'
'Okay, mate.'
'No, but it was. It's not like it was all me...'
Bruiser smirked.
'I mean, I wasn't wrong, was I? That's what I'm saying. You do like to wind people up...'
'I hear you, mate.'
'...and it does work. You do wind people up, and you do get off on it. You can't say you don't.'
He looked out the window for a minute then came back.
'You sure you're gonna be alright?'

'What? The holiday?'
'Yeah. Are you gonna be alright? You seem a bit on edge...'
'I'm fine.'
'Good.'
'Really, I'm-...I mean, as long as you go easy, I'll go easy.'
'I'm always easy, mate. I'm the most easy going guy you'll ever meet.'

[INSERT:
‘You seem different from the rest. Is this a trick?
J.E.’

J.E? Was it Ellroy? It had to be, it was his address…but why was his message so vague. Trick? Why would I be
playing tricks? And what was I supposed to say to that anyway?
I thought about it for a while, writing out notes for answers that stretched out for pages in my notebook, but then I
switched and thought, if he’s writing short then so am I.

‘No trick. I write a magazine that no one reads. And a book that no one buys. Want to
be your assistant. Learn from you.
O.’

“It’s in man’s nature to
make the caveman’s excuse
that it’s in man’s nature to
fuck around.” – James
Ellroy

[Pic of Cebu airport? Or pic of me strangling Bruiser?]

In the airport we went through security and immigration and it wasn't as bad as I thought it would be – no one
called me out, there was nothing wrong with my bags, no public humiliation – and we got some food at one of the
burger places and sat down and talked about film. Something about Kubrick being a God, and I didn't really
argue any part of it, I just nodded, said Barry Lyndon was pretty good, and ate my burger. Then we went to the
departure lounge and sat down for a while and after reading a bit of Pynchon and getting nowhere I realised
Bruiser was looking at me.
'You still gonna write about all this?
'About what?'

[A REFERENCE
TO

'The holiday, me, that Buddha thing...'
I looked at the cover of the Pynchon book.

WRITING IN THE

'The holiday, yeah. Maybe not the Buddha thing...'
'Because it's travel writing, isn't it, mate?'

TEXT ITSELF…
TOO REFLEXIVE?]

I nodded.
'And you can't personalise travel writing. You've gotta stick to the...what is it? The sights, the country and all
that.'
'I suppose...'
'That's what the pros do, mate. That's the key to decent travel writing...'
'Yeah.'
'...stick to the country. Nothing fancy, just the people, the sights, the country.'
And I went back to Pynchon, and I thought, yeah, stick to the sights. Stick to the country. That's what travel
writing is, but at the same time there was another part of me, a defiant part, thinking something completely
different.

The flight was two and a half hours. If it had been anything over five then I probably would've regressed, but
two and a half was okay.
Bruiser didn't say much, and there was a movie on the chair in front of me, and things weren't that bad.
Nothing to panic about. I watched the movie, something about Don Cheadle trying not to screw over some guy
who looked like Wesley Snipes, and when I got bored I put the earphones down and closed my eyes.

I thought ahead to what I would write about the flight, but it was tough. The way I saw it, there was nothing
much to say about plane travel, really. If you're the kind of person who complained about food or space or
service then you really didn't have enough going on in your life. And if you wanted to hear about how Philippine
air service compared to any other country's air service then there wasn't much I could say. There was a plane,
there were attendants, a pilot, food, drink, seats, and it got me from A to B. What else was there to say?

[INSERT:
‘Sorry about defense. Have to be cautious. Many enemies out
there, all out to destroy my good name. Not convinced about
assistant. Nothing to do. Just type and type. Rest of the
time, nothing. You got the heart to do nothing?
J.E.’

This was a rejection. But an honourable rejection. Wasn’t it?
I weighed up all the different things he could’ve said… ‘fuck off, you opportunist cunt’ against something like,
‘welcome on board, I adore you,’…and I figured he had done something close to the honourable thing. He didn’t
need me, but he liked me enough to say it bare.
I wrote back:

‘No problem. Don’t want to just sit on your lap. Don’t want to watch you type. Good
luck with next book. Make it dark.
O’

And that was the end of Ellroy.

END INSERT]
The airport we landed at was Cebu. I'd looked on the map a few times, but there were so many islands that I
still didn't really understand where we were. Somewhere in the middle, I guessed.
In the airport I thought briefly about how I would describe the place and if it measured up well against all
those other airports, but the truth was, I couldn't, because I was too busy dreading the immigration line. Not
that I was completely on edge, but I did need to phase everything out for a while and really give some time to
the things that could fuck me up in the line. I mean, as ever, I knew I was innocent and there was nothing the
immigration guy could do to me, but he still had a gun, and there were still people out there who could plant shit
on me or set me up in some way I didn't know about, and that's the kind of shit an imagination does to you.
So, for twenty long minutes I stood there and thought of reasons why I had all that heroin in my suitcase.
I got to the front, the guy asked for my passport, I gave it, he checked, nothing wrong, nothing ever fucking
wrong, but still...

Outside it was humid. Even more humid than Hong Kong. But it was dark, and I didn't feel that hot, so I looked
around for a taxi, and then let Bruiser pull it in.
The taxi ride was pretty much what I thought it would be. Away from the airport, on to dirty track roads and
past slums and shacks that you couldn't really believe anyone would live in. But they did, and I thanked fuck I
wasn't one of them.
Then after seeing a few more shacks, I thought maybe it wouldn't be so bad to live in one of them. If that's
where I'd grown up, then it wouldn't seem so bad.
And then I could picture myself in one of the shacks, a white Filipino, like Steve Martin with his surrogate
black family, sitting on the dirt outside and watching the taxis flow by with all those guilty, middle class white
guys, who could suddenly afford to take holidays to places like the Philippines and feel either nothing or maybe
a little depressed about these others living in the shit of the world.
Then the shacks disappeared and I forgot all about them and started thinking about how much of a mess the
world was and what could I do about the way of things anyway? And if I ever did write any of this down, how
much of a fraud would I be for saying what I thought?
Then I thought, fuck it, I could say a lot worse. I could say how I'd never found any Filipino woman attractive
in any way. I could say how much I hated it when they looked at me. Was that worse?
I turned to Bruiser, who'd been just as quiet.
'The hotel should be good...'
'We'll see, mate. As long as it's not like one of these shacks.'
He pointed outside at the returning slums.
'Yeah...it won't be a shack.'
And I turned back to the window and remembered how it was me who had booked the hotel and the pictures
didn't seem that amazing, and the area we were driving through didn't seem so great either, and what if it was
a shack we were staying in?

We got to the hotel and it wasn't a shack.
It wasn't exactly the four stars it had promised back in Hong Kong, but it wasn't anything I could be
slaughtered for.
But then we went past the first building and out onto a path that led to other buildings, but not really
buildings, more like...
The guy carrying all our bags stopped outside one of them, and Bruiser looked at what was in front of us, put
his hands on his side and laughed.
'What is this place, mate?'

It was a shack after all. A whole group of them running down in a line to the beach. And they were all pretty
much the same; small frame, decrepit walls, dirty windows. The path leading up to ours was scummy too, and
the whole place seemed like it hadn't been cleaned in years, with pools that didn't look so clear, and grass that
didn't look so cut. But I was only measuring against the pictures I had seen, and I'd stayed in a lot worse.
Cairo, for one, and that fucking pit in Bangkok when that little fuck had taken my passport and...
'Man, I've stayed in worse...' I told Bruiser as we unpacked a few things. 'A lot worse.'
He disappeared into the bathroom and quickly came back, shaking his head.
'I haven't, mate.'

[THIS IS

'What?'
'Have a look...'
I stayed where I was.

A LIE.
THE SHACK

'No, what?'
'It's a joke...'

WASN’T
EVEN THAT BAD]

'What? It's dirty?'
'Dirty? There's shit on the toilet seat, mate. And a fucking cockroach cabaret in the shower...seriously, go
look.'
I didn't.
'Fucking joke, mate...'

After getting someone from the lobby building to come and clean the place, we went out and walked around the
complex. There were two other resorts next to ours, both superior.
We sat down at one of the restaurants and asked the waiter what the other two places were.
He told us they had been built after this one.
'So, one in three shot and you get us the original shithole, mate...that's-...'
But the waiter wasn't finished. He said the other places were desperate and underhand and like a leech. He
said a lot more too, but mostly he came back to the underhand part and the leech.
'Your English is pretty good,' I said.
He nodded.
'Very good English,' Bruiser confirmed.
He smiled.

'Like a leech.'

After eating a hotdog at the restaurant we went back to the shack and sat outside on the plastic chairs. These
chairs hadn't been there before, but we didn't think much of it.
Outside the shack next to ours was a big guy who said he was from Croatia. He came over and talked to us for
a while and told us the best places to visit. The statue, the churches, the mountain down south, all good, he
said. And then he leaned in closer:
'You want fuck, right? You want fuck, you don't need go far...'
I shrugged my shoulders.
'We're only here for five days.'
'No, no...five days fuck, it's okay, it's good. Every man say, I don't want, I don't want, but...you look here, you
see every man, he have woman. It nature for man...'
And out of his shack came a Filipino woman, who must've been amazingly quiet as I had no idea she'd been in
there. She put her arm round his leg[she was pretty much the same size as a child] and pulled him towards the
path.
The Croatian guy spoke back to us.
'I go now. But listen my words...get woman, five days fuck, no problem.'

[INSERT:
‘Hey Oli Johns,
I appreciate your collective, Year Zero, and the energetic range of
its enthusiasms.
The rumor you heard about Quake, happens to be true. The novel
will be re-leased, or so they tell me, after Nog comes out
sometime in the fall, in a 'back to back', or '69' edition with
Flats.
As for writing for your magazine - I'm pleased to be asked, but my
scribbling these days mostly involves explorations involving yet
another novel. That said, you're welcome to publish a brief excerpt
from any of my other novels, including my last, The Drop Edge of
Yonder.
Good luck with Year Zero. Keep the wind in your sails, even when
there might be no wind.
Rudy Wurlitzer’

Fuck, it was him…Rudy Wurlitzer…the Rudy Wurlitzer had written something to me…the real, un-fake,
completely-…wait, was this real? No, it was, it had to be…it was his e-mail address, it was his name, it was his
style…it was Rudy fucking Wurlitzer!
I sat there and thought about what I could write back, and how I should write…more familiar, call him Rudy this
time?...and what I could possibly say after he’d basically said no to my magazine. Ask to be his assistant?
I went back to Wikipedia and re-read his entry and looked at his picture and his credits and then further down the
page I saw some of his quotes so I clicked on them and…

“Nothing should distract the
artist from his art…even if
that art is a piece of shit.” –
Kenji Nakagami

The next morning we woke up around ten and went to get breakfast at the same place we got the hotdog.
Outside the shack, waiting for us, were two Filipino guys.
'You want woman?' they asked.
'What's that, mate?'
'You want woman now? We can get, man, no worries.'

[AT LEAST
THIS
PART IS TRUE]

'Nah, mate, you're good.'
'Good woman for you. Great woman, big tits.' He demonstrated the tits by groping his friend's chest. 'You
want it?'
'Where's the breakfast place again?' Bruiser asked me, and we walked past the two guys over to the
restaurant.
'Are you tempted?' I asked at the table.
'By them? No way, mate.'
'Really?'

'You can't have a fuck when you're already out of bed. Basic laws of fucking, mate. You wake up and there's
something there next to you, fine, do it, but if you're already walking around then forget it. Conserve your
energy for whatever comes next, that's the law...'
'Yeah...I suppose...'
We ate something that looked kinda like an omelette, and it occurred to me that all this drama about getting a
woman had distracted me so much that I'd forgotten what kind of t-shirt I'd put on. That wasn't usual, not
for the last year or so. Not since the switch...
I looked down and saw my t-shirt was white.
'And I'm not paying for it...never. Even if I lose my face and turn into a fucking wreck, I'm not paying for it,
mate.'
I'd put on a white t-shirt. It was impossible.

We waited outside the hotel for a taxi to come.
It was already really fucking hot and I couldn't stop checking the underarms of my white t-shirt, and the more
I checked the more conscious I became of how much I was checking and how it was increasing and getting out
of all control and if this was what I was like in the shade of the hotel then what would it be like in the middle
of Cebu City.
'You alright, mate?'
I checked one more time, saw some sweat spots, and then stood up. There was no way I could last a whole day
in white.
'I'll be back in a second.'
'What? The taxi's here...'

[IS THIS

He was right. The taxi was there.

PART
CLEAR ENOUGH?

'But...'
'Come on, mate...'
'I'm just gonna...'
'Oli...'
'Tell him to wait...'
But Bruiser was already inside, telling the guy where to go.
'Get in, come on...Cebu City, mate.'
And I had no reason good enough to delay so I got in.

DOES
IT SEEM
SLIGHT?]

In the taxi, Bruiser talked to the driver about Philippine history while I counted the time it took for that
motherfucker's shitty, little fan to rotate back onto me.
'So this Spanish guy took over this whole area?'
'Yes, yes...but there was...what you call...rebel...rebellon?'
'Rebellion?'
'Yes, yes...rebellion, that's right. There was rebellon and every people...they stand up and fight. Big heart, very
brave, every people.'
Seven seconds. That's when it came back to me. And the rest of the time the sun was coming through that
window like a fucking lion.

In the middle of Cebu City it was unbearable.
As soon as I was out of the taxi it came. Not even ten seconds and my head was wet, and I knew how it went
from there. No tissue would be enough, and no monument could distract me, no matter how rebellious it was.
So I prayed for air-con. I prayed on my figurative fucking knees for it. A shopping mall maybe. Did they have
those here? Please fucking God...
We walked a little further and saw no shopping malls or signs of anything that might have cold air inside, and
all the time my t-shirt was getting worse and, I couldn't tell Bruiser, but I didn't know how much longer I
could keep a lid on all this.
Then after fifteen minutes or so we saw some kind of church and I bullied Bruiser to go inside, even though I
never really cared much for churches, and we headed in.
But fuck me, inside it was even worse. No air-con, no fans, no anything except trapped fucking heat. What was
this place?
'Mate, it's like an oven in here...'
'I know...'
We walked to the first mural and I tried to focus on what looked like a donkey...but I couldn't...the heat, it
was ridiculous...
'Don't know if I can take much more...' Bruiser said, wiping his head a little.
'I can't...'
'There's no air in here...'
'I know...'
We tried the next mural anyway. A few more seconds and my face was starting to flood.

'Jesus, your face...'
'Bruiser...'
'You wanna go?'
'Please God...'
We walked back out and pretty soon Bruiser was okay again, but not me. Thirty-five degrees outside wasn't
much better than thirty-eight degrees inside that fucking church, so I pretended to be hungry just to get into
a place below twenty. There was a fast food place down the next street and I walked in before Bruiser had any
chance to debate.
Inside, there was air-con. Sweet fucking air-con, sixteen degrees at least. I ignored most of my burger and
told Bruiser we should stay in this place as long as possible.
'Nah, mate. We've got places to see...'
And he pulled out the guide book and told me about the statue of that guy who led the rebellion against the
Spanish and some mountains towards the south and a museum which had some more stuff about the rebellion,
but he wasn't really bothered about that as museums never had any entertainment in them, and that was the
problem with them, they never tried to entertain people...
But all the time he was speaking, I was thinking, fuck, how can I not go outside again? I could just eat the
burger really slowly, or...buy another one? But I wasn't even hungry enough to eat one...it would be ridiculous to
get two...I couldn't...and why was I so against going outside anyway? It wasn't that bad. And it wasn't like
Bruiser didn't know about my problem...he did, I'd told him, but...but he wasn't saying anything about it...why
wasn't he-...
Bruiser had stopped talking and was staring at my half-eaten burger.
'You alright, mate?'
I picked up the burger and said 'yeah'.
'Are you anxious?
I tried to eat some of the burger but couldn't. I put it down and said, 'no, I'm okay.'
He looked at me some more.
'Okay, yeah, I am a little,' I said.
'I thought so.'
I looked at the burger.

[SHOULD I
EXPLAIN THE
ANXIETY TO THE READER?]

'Mate, talk to me...what's going on?'
I thought about telling him, but it'd only be the same as I'd said before, and what was the point of repeating
anyway?

'It's fine. Just give me five minutes...some cold air.'
I picked up the burger again and forced a bite.

[NO

NEVER EXPLAIN.]

The rest of the day was a long drawn out battle between me, the sun and my white t-shirt.
We got in a taxi and went to the statue of that guy who forced the rebellion, and Bruiser took out his camera
and took a few pics, but I wasn't really present. All I could think was...
The t-shirt, the t-shirt, the t-shirt, the t-shirt...
And the only defence I had was it was fucking hot and it wasn't that much of an embarrassment to be sweating
in this heat, but every other fucking tourist I saw, there was no sweat, there was no drama, there was no
fucking panic on their faces at the thought of their t-shirts being covered in sweat and the whole of Cebu City
seeing the truth of how pathetic and anxious they really were, and...and, I couldn't understand it, why weren't
they panicking?
I looked at Bruiser with his camera, circling that statue. There was nothing on his t-shirt. No marks or stains.
No panic.
'It's really hot, man,' I said.
'Yeah, just another minute, mate...'
And he kept on framing and clicking and scurrying around that fucking statue and I had no choice but to wait.

[INSERT:
‘Oli ... Nog has floated in and out of print for the last several decades,
from Midnight Classics to a few other small presses, but Quake and Flats
have remained crouched in the corner, waiting for a break-out, which now
might happen.
As for "making it harder to write when I made it big,"...I've never
thought of myself as 'making it big', but as someone who barely made it at
all, given that I often live way off the grid, in Cape Breton, Nova
Scotia, where I am now, as well as having spent a whole lot of years being
ground and beaten up writing scripts on the celluloid trail in Paris, Rome
and L.A. among other places, as a way to support my habit of writing
books. If nothing else the film world has kept me a humble off the grid
scribbler, far away from any 'self-involvement' or 'big hat' postures. A
few of the scripts that I wrote might interest you, particularly Sam
Peckinpah's Pat Garrett and Billy the Kid, Two Lane Blacktop (Monte
Hellman), Walker (Alex Cox), Voyager (Volker Schlondorff) and Candy
Mountain, which I co-directed with Robert Frank ... there are others, too
many, actually, which aren't worth mentioning.
As for agents and book tours and such, I've never been on a book tour, and
have only done a few readings, and those for friends who ran independent
book stores. For my last book, being fed up with mainstream publishers, I
chose to publish with a young start up publishing outfit: Two Dollar
Radio, a Mom and Pop outfit with great spirit and purity. Now that I'm off
the grid, I barely relate to an agent, and haven't talked to mine for a
few years. The concept of having an assistant has never occurred to me,

and am sure never will. I tend not to play well with others in the
industry.
I like it this way.
Best, Rudy Wurlitzer’

END INSERT]
Night time wasn't much of a relief either.
You'd think the temperature would drop by at least seven or eight degrees, but no, not here. It went down by
one.
And the only thing I could think to do was stay in the pubs and the nightclubs and hope to God they had aircon. And alcohol.
There weren't many people in the bars we went to.
The guide book told us the best places to go and the best areas, but Cebu was an odd place as there weren't
many areas where the bars were concentrated. It was all in hotels like the Shangri-la, and the Sheraton, or in
shopping malls, or in the middle of nowhere.
This was where we found one of the nightclubs from the book. Highly recommended, but only after one in the
morning, it said.
As we walked in, they told me shoes weren't allowed in the main club area and would I mind wearing slippers. I
didn't really give a shit so I said 'sure', and Bruiser said 'sure', and we put on our slippers and walked into the
main club area and...
...it was a cabaret club.
Actually, I didn't know exactly what a cabaret club was but I figured it had something to do with dancers in
fancy costumes and shit music from years back, and that's the kind of thing we were in the thick of.
They led us to a table near the front and from there I could see we were probably the youngest guys in there.
But not the whitest.
'Mate, what is this place?'
'I don't know, man...'
Bruiser ordered something from the menu and, when the waitress had gone, continued.
'Seriously, it's like an oldies' karaoke joint...'
'Yeah...'
'...with absolutely no decent women. Look, they're all whores...that one, her...mate, what is this place?'
He'd pointed at a few other tables with white guys and Filipino women, and Chinese guys and Filipino women,
and other guys and Filipino women...

'Wasn't this place in the guide book?' I asked.
'Yeah, and they raved about it...this is the must-see place in Cebu...that's what it said.' He shook his head.
'That book's going in the fucking bin, mate, no fucking joke.'
A while later the musicians on stage tagged in another group. This one with a female lead, a Filipino.
'I don't know, mate...is she fit?'
We were at the front, a few metres from the stage, but neither of us could see the singer's face as it was so
dark in there.
'Better than the rest,' I guessed.
The band played their set and the two of us watched, not really entranced, but a little more accepting than
before, and for some reason I couldn't really understand, I decided I had to talk to the singer.
'I'm gonna talk to her...' I said.
'Okay, mate...'
Another song played. I stared up at her, blanking the exit, and dreamed of taking her back to the shack.
'After she's done, I'll talk to her...'
And another song came and went, and a scene of the two of us fucking in the sea.
'She'll be done soon...'
Bruiser had finished his drink and was looking at the exit.
'Let's just go, mate.'
'One more song...'
'You're not gonna talk to her...'

[FUCK,
I CAN’T EVEN
REMEMBER WHAT SHE
LOOKED LIKE…]

'One more song, man...please.'
Three more songs played and then she was done. The band picked up their stuff and left the stage, and I sat
there and did nothing.
'Mate...'
'Wait. She'll come back out...'
Bruiser folded his arms.
She didn't come back out.
I sat there praying for Bruiser not to say anything else.

'Let's get out of here.'
I didn't listen.
'She's not coming back.'
I stared at the side of the stage.

[I’M
GETTING
WORRIED ABOUT
THE

'Mate, come on...'
'Shut up...just shut up a minute...'

LACK OF

Bruiser stood up.
'I'm going.'

PICTURES IN THIS ISSUE.
IS IT

'Five minutes, man, come on. I'd do it for you...'

A

'Nah, mate...'

HUGE

'I would...I have, I've-...in Japan, loads of times, I waited for you...'

PROBLEM?]

'When?'
'Loads of times.'
'No you didn't. And even if you did, at least I talked to them. You? You were never gonna say anything, you just
sat there...'
'There was no chance to...she didn't come close enough to the table...'
'Nah, you just sat there as usual. See, this is typical Oli...your blueprint, mate, all the way, every single time.
You sit there and look, and you start talking complete shit about falling in love with them, and then what? You
don't do anything, you just...you sit there, mate...'oh, but I love her, Bruiser, I love this one', and what about
the last one? 'No, I didn't love her, not like this one'...well, it's shit, mate, it's being shit to me, your mate, the
guy you're actually on holiday with...?
'Man, what are you talking about?'
'I don't care, I'm going...you figure it out...'
He walked away, and I got up quickly and followed.
'No, wait a minute...wait a minute...'
He slowed down a little.
'...you came here, sat down and five seconds later it's 'mate, I'm bored, let's get out of here'...that's what you
said, and...what about me then, huh? You decided, you made a choice and you didn't give a shit what I wanted to
do...so where's the equality there, man? In what way were you looking out for me...taking me into account and...'

'Mate, keep it quiet...'
'...and what do you mean, I always do this? When? When have I ever done this? I haven't, you're lying...you're
just saying it, but it's lies...I never did it, and you say it, and you think you don't have to give evidence,
but...when? When did I ever sit anywhere and tell you I was gonna talk to a girl? Huh?'
'Oli...'
'Nah, I won't quiet...I won't be quiet...Why? I don't give a fuck about these...these old fucks, girls,
whores...whatever the fuck they are...'
I didn't realise as it was happening, but Bruiser told me later pretty much the whole room was watching. Maybe
seventy, eighty people, he said.
'...I don't care...they won't do anything, and...and who gives a shit? I'm just having a discussion, asking you why
you're lying...why you never back me up when it comes to women or...back me up when it comes to
anything...what? You got an answer yet?'
He didn't.
'Where you going? Get back...come back here...'
I followed him out of the club and...well, I went on a bit more about how he didn't ever back me up and how he
was lying about something, and after another twenty minutes I sat back in the taxi, with Bruiser sleeping
almost on my shoulder, and wondered what I was angry about anyway.

[INSERT:
‘Dude, what happened to Toronto?
If you wanna get some kind of purpose then you could come out to LA…? I’m not sure if
it’s your kind of thing, but I could help you settle when you get here, and then…I
don’t know, dude, you ever thought about writing cinema?
There’s a small indie group that set up over in West Hollywood a few years ago…it’s
not like a huge deal or anything, but I know Tom Sizemore’s tied up in it, and maybe
you could go and see them?
Apart from that, dude, I got nothing. I know for sure you can’t act for shit…and don’t
you fucking dare put that short we did out there…not anywhere, okay?
And dude, sorry about the Cannes thing…I know I kinda said sorry already, but…y’know,
it really wasn’t my fault…you know how I get when Vince is around…but, seriously,
dude, it WILL NOT happen again…Vince is dead to me, deader than dead…I don’t even care
if he does get Coppola to look at that Russell Mulcahy thing I did…it’s over.
Okay, dude, gotta run. Let me know if you’re coming and I’ll make some room…
Tomi x’

END INSERT]

The next day I couldn't apologise.
We left the shack late, had a shitty breakfast at the same restaurant, and walked around a different part of
Cebu City.
The whole day, Bruiser talked as if nothing had happened.
The whole day, I listened and tried to get it straight in my head why exactly it had happened. And the weird
thing was, while I was spending all this time thinking, I was also forgetting to be anxious.
But when night returned, and I thought of how I hadn't been anxious that day, and how I'd worn another light
coloured t-shirt without realising, it all came running back.
And sitting at the beach bar of the Shangri-la, after giving up on the shitty nightlife of Cebu Central, I looked
around, saw the faces and the bodies and the proximity of it all, and started to feel that old feeling, that
boxed in feeling, and it was already feeling a lot worse than-...
'We need to find women we know here,' Bruiser said, as we walked along the beach, seeing nothing but couples.
'Yeah...'
'Japanese women, mate. That's what we need. We know them, we understand them, we can trap them. But
where are they?'
'I don't know, man...'
I looked at the two white men who walked past us and wondered if they could hear our conversation. I figured
they could catch some of it, and it annoyed me. I wanted it back, what they had taken. More than that, I
wanted them off the beach. Off the resort. Off the whole fucking map.
I picked up a stone and threw it into the sea, not really trying to skim it or anything.
'What was that, mate?'
'Nothing...what?'
'Here, I'll show you how it's done...'
Bruiser picked up a flat stone and skimmed it across the surface five or six times.
'I wasn't trying to skim mine,' I said.
'Nah, that's a lesson for you. Watch it, record it, remember it.'
I thought about picking up another stone but I didn't because I knew I'd probably fail and skim it less times
than him and then he'd gloat a little bit more, and then it'd be-...
'See, if we can find the Jap girls, we can get a fuck...and the way I figure it, if I were them, where would I be?
Not the shitty nightclubs, not the bars...' He counted them off his fingers. 'The hotels, mate, that's where.'
'Our hotel?'

'The shack? No fucking way, mate. That's full of fat white guys and whores...what the hell would they be doing
there? Nah, where they'll be...if you think about it, where they'll be is in hotels like this...or maybe not this
one, it's pretty steep here, but somewhere a little lower, a little more...I don't know, Japanese?'
'Maybe they all stay in the same place...'
'Yeah, if they...hang on, that's it, mate, that's it. I'm a fucking idiot. Japanese, it's what they do, isn't it?
They're all in the same fucking place...'
'Probably...'
'...and all we've gotta do is get online and find out where it is...google 'Japanese hotels in Cebu' or something...I
don't know, but it should get some results...then we go there, drink at the bar, and see what we get...'
I picked up another stone, but didn't throw it.
'...we'll do it tomorrow. Tomorrow night. Leave about six, go to their hotel and stay as long as it takes...'
I played with the stone for a while and thought about what he was saying, but then he kept on talking and we
kept on walking along the beach, and I thought about other things...about the beach we were on and where it
was in the world, and where it would be on a map of the Philippines and where that put me...and was this really
it then? Was this the Philippines I was feeling? And then I thought of the next day and what t-shirt I would
wear and how hot it would be outside, and...and I knew that it wasn't gonna be the image of a statue or a
church that I'd be taking from this place.

As we walked back to the shack later that night, we got approached by the same guys as the previous day. At
first we both thought they were gonna jump us, and Bruiser whispered to me to get ready for something,
anything, but they didn't attack, they just smiled, lit a cigarette each, and offered us a fuck for the night.
We shook our heads and they followed us back to the shack door, smoking and smiling all the way.
'Look, ' I said, finally, 'the thing is...we're gay.'
'What?'
'Gay. You know? We...' I looked across at Bruiser and he wasn't getting the joke.
'You gay boys?'

[SERIOUSLY

They looked at each other then came back and said 'no, no.'

THERE’S JUST

'Yes, really. We're gay. Very gay. No need for women...'
'You need women? We have, no problem...'
'No...no women, we're good.'
'We have good women, beautiful women...big tits.'
Bruiser opened the door and turned.

NO
SPACE
FOR PICTURES]

'Mate, we're gay, like he said. We fuck each other. No need for women.'
And we both walked into the shack and left them for whichever white fuck came by next.

Inside, on our separate beds, I told Bruiser I thought he was homophobic.
'You don't have to be gay to make gay jokes...'
'Yeah, I guess not...'
We watched a bit of TV. An American show, no Filipino stuff.
'About last night, man...I'm sorry...'

[PICTURE…
PICTURE…

ANYTHING…]

'Forget about it, mate. I'm used to it.'
And that was the length and breadth of my apology for being a motherfucker. Thank fuck, too, for if it went
into detail, it would probably come out that I didn't believe a word of it.
It's not like I was a complete motherfucker.

[INSERT:
‘Does this mean you're actually considering coming to London? That'd be fantastic.
Now the conference is over I'll actually have time to put together some proper
coherent thoughts on all that - at least I will after I've done all the reviews and
articles I've promised people I'd get to them by the end of July. London's so tricky
is why I want to give it proper thought - I was in Camden and Hoxton before the gig in
Kilburn and seriously the hotspots are like quicksand they shift so fast, and if you
get it wrong you're sunk. But get it right and it'd be amazing.
I have a pretty exact vision of what I want to do, and I imagine you have the same, so
I think doing anything under the same umbrella could possibly start world war three,
but I think working together with a massive overlap would work incredibly well.
What I'm really looking to do is a new kind of literary-cum-art/music gallery that's
online and real, and has a press attached, which functions more like a promo company.
It'd be based around real and online exhibition/events that would aim to be stupidly
controversial as well as incredible in quality (not controversial in subject matter so
much as controversial because of how they do the art/literature itself), and it would
be fantastic to be associated with an incredibly cool venue, and in turn to bring
people to that venue, as well as giving it exclusive sales rights on products, for
example.
Let me know what you think
Dan’

I stopped the anti-travel writing for a moment and gave this one some time. A venue in London wasn’t a bad idea. I
could sell my book, my magazine…I could make it work.

‘I'm more flexible than you think, man. As long as we worked out our differences
before we got started then it might be okay.
What are your ideas for a venue?
Oli’

“A true artist doesn’t take time
outs…he is consumed, like
Balzac…[he] would disappear
into his apartment and walk out
a few months later, white as a
sheet, shattered, and say
simply, ‘it’s done.” – Brett Ratner

The next day, Bruiser got up early to search Japanese hotels.
He came back as I was still sprawled on the bed, dreading the t-shirt, dreading the heat I could feel already
from the window.
'Those fuckers don't give up, mate.'
'Huh?'
'The guys from last night. They were just outside, asking me if I wanted a fuck again.'
'We're un-gay now?'
'I don't know, mate, maybe I'm just not a convincing ass bandit. Makes sense. But who cares, because uncle
Bruiser has come up with the goods...'
I lifted my head up.
'The Japanese goods?'
'That's right, mate. Japanese hotel. Forty-five minutes from here by taxi. And according to the info I got, all
the Japanese stay there. Seriously, all of them.'
I put my head back on the pillow, unsure if this was good news or not.
'And think about it...who else around here's gonna be doing something like this?'
'Yeah...'

'No one, mate. Not a fucking soul.'

We decided not to go into Cebu city in the afternoon, as we figured we'd seen the best of it already, and I'd
retained fuck all of that anyway. What statue? What church? I had no idea. The only thing I could remember
was the fast food place with the sixteen degree air-con.
So we stayed by the pool, and when it became tedious watching white guys play around with their whores, we
moved to the middle resort, the better resort, and used their pool instead.
I lay on the side, becoming Iraqi, as Bruiser swam under the water nearby, going down and rising back up again
in slo-mo as if someone were filming.
'Mate, there better be decent girls at this hotel...'
'Yeah...'
'...I'm not going forty-five minutes for nothing. But...if there's nothing, we're fucked. And it's not peak season
here so maybe...'
'Maybe...'
'Nah, there'll be something. There's always something, right?'
'Right.'
'What we'll do is...if there's two of them, choose who we want quickly then chase. No changing minds either,
you choose, you're stuck with what you've got. Okay?'
'Okay...'
'And try and see who they're interested in. Even if one is really fit, just see who she's warming to...'
'Fine...'
'It'll probably be me though...Japanese girls seem to like me, I don't know why. They just warm to me...'
'Do they?'
'Yeah, they do. They like me. Maybe because I talk a lot, I don't know, mate...and you don't say that much so
maybe they feel like they can relax around me more...'
'I talk sometimes...'
'Yeah, you're like a radio, mate. Can't get a word in...'
'Fuck off.'
'Nah, mate, seriously...it's just what I'm good at. Don't hate me for it, just ride along in the...what? The
slipstream, mate. Yeah, it'll work out for you too. Just ride the slipstream.'

And he swam under the water again and away to a different part of the pool, leaving me alone to think of dark
t-shirts and unbearable heat.

Turned out the Japanese hotel was empty.
Or almost empty. Bruiser had been right in one of his negatives; it was off-peak season, and no one in Japan
had chosen to get any autumn peace of mind in Cebu.
Except two girls.
Well, there were probably more there, in their hotel rooms under that beautiful fucking air-con, or out and
about in that ridiculous, pitiless heat that I really didn't want to think about, but which was stalking me
everywhere.
I mean, fuck, where was all the shade?

Not in the restaurant. We sat there with a giant fan next to us, still sweating, me more than Bruiser. And as I
was looking around for an escape, any small place with a little bit of shade or some air-con, that's when I saw
the two girls.
From a distance, they looked okay, but I knew that meant nothing. Japanese women usually looked good from a
distance. It's only when you got close and could see their teeth and the caked-on make-up that you had to
reappraise.
And these two weren't really any different.
I was the one to walk over and invite them to join us at our table. The reasoning from Bruiser was, I could
speak more Japanese, I could reel them in.
And I did, I got them to the table, and as they sat down I thought about continuing in Japanese, but that
would sideline Bruiser and I didn't know that much Japanese anyway, and using just a little of it in this heat
was making me fucking anxious and I knew I was already sweating, so I sat back and let Bruiser take over...
And he talked to them for a while and seemed to do quite well, and when they went to the toilet he turned side
on and told me to start speaking more, and I said I was trying, but I was no radio like him, and he laughed and
told me he was doing pretty good, and he thought the prettier girl liked him and that's the one he'd chosen
and what did I think about that?
'I don't know, man...'
'Mate, I think I deserve first choice here...I'm putting in all the groundwork...'
'Yeah...I don't know, man. Let's wait a little longer...'
And they came back and Bruiser talked to them some more, and he focused almost exclusively on the pretty
one, and I still said next to nothing and I played with my fingers under the table and checked my t-shirt for
sweat and played with my fingers again, and I was a little annoyed that he was going for the pretty one as I

figured she'd like me more than him, but I didn't think I cared that much as there was something worse that
had been happening all this time right next to me...
Twenty minutes earlier, another couple had come, and straight away they'd asked the waiter if he could turn
the fan a little more towards them.
And I saw him glance over at us, me looking like a tramp, Bruiser dressed cheap as ever, and then he did it,
that motherfucker, without even asking me, he came over and turned the fan away from me.
And now I was fucking dying.
And I couldn't talk to these girls...I couldn't...and I didn't want to even look at them...I didn't know them, and
they were laughing at all Bruiser's shitty fucking jokes and...and why did I get them over here? Why? It was
too unknown, too-...too, I don't know...too much? But I didn't know why it was too much or how this had such a
grip on me, but it did, and the thing was, the urgent thing was...they had to leave. They had to get up and get
the fuck away from me.
'I'm going to the toilet, man.'
And I got up and smiled at the two girls who weren't getting out of my fucking face, and I walked into the
toilet and hit the first fucking door I saw.

The girls were going to bed early that night. They had one day left in Cebu and they wanted to make the most
of it, so we arranged to meet them the next day. Or Bruiser arranged it. I didn't say a word.
In the taxi back to the shack, I stared out of the window and thought back to my performance. I was pretty
sure it wasn't great and the girls had noticed I wasn't quite right, but then...maybe they hadn't. Maybe they
just thought I was quiet.
Shacks ran by outside, and kids sweated in the evening heat. Or maybe they didn't, maybe they'd just poured
water over their shirts. Maybe they never sweated.

[NOTE:
I DON’T KNOW HOW TO WRITE THE REST OF THIS SCENE, BUT
THE GIST OF IT IS: OLI CONTINUES TO PANIC AND WONDERS
WHETHER OR NOT ANYONE ELSE IS NOTICING ALL THE SWEAT.]
]

In the shack, Bruiser talked about the potential for the next night as I lay still on the bed.
'Mate, if we don't push it too hard then...I don't know, what do you think? We got a shot at them or not?'
'Yeah...maybe...'
'Yeah, probably. They're on holiday right? They want some fun, and...' He scratched his head. 'But maybe
they're not that kind of girl...'
I closed my eyes. I didn't care what kind of girls they were.
'Mate, what do you think? You think they're that kind of Japanese?'
'Yeah.'
I didn't want to meet them.
'Yeah, they're Jap girls, they're on holiday without their family...they have to be that kind. There's no way
they can't be, it's impossible. Right?'
I stopped answering.

[INSERT:
‘Dear author,
I am a little confused as to how you managed to get hold of my private
e-mail address, however, the summer months have slowed considerably in
my old age and I feel a tinge of curiosity as to the nature of this magazine you write
for. Tell me, what is it? An independent publication, you said in your message, where
does it circulate? What influence does it have? I have a distinct feeling that it is
some kind of misdirection you’re pulling, but I cannot imagine to what end you are
pulling me towards.
As for the idea of myself having an assistant…well, that is quite impossible. I write
in a room, alone, and there can be no gain in you watching me type. However I do
expect you to write back and explain to me who gave you my address.
Yours,
Milan Kundera’

Kundera! Incredible!
I couldn’t even remember writing to him…and he wasn’t on my list, so…was I drunk? I didn’t know and I didn’t
really care. The old bastard had said no to me, and what more was there to say? Would I write back to him and tell
him how I got his e-mail? No, I couldn’t. I didn’t even know myself.
Fuck it. I wouldn’t reply.

“I don’t think of myself as Czech. I
don’t think of myself as not
Czech. I’m somewhere in between,
but not in the middle. I suppose
you might say I’m a non-Czech
Czech who’s not consciously trying
to be either anti-Czech or proCzech. Which is not a bad thing.
As long as you don’t call me
Czech.”
– Milan Kundera [An excerpt from his essay,
‘Don’t call me Czech’, 2009]

The next day we went back to the Japanese girls' hotel and waited for them in the bar. I had put on the
blackest t-shirt I could find, but still I was on edge.
And so was Bruiser. Or so it seemed. I mean, I knew he'd get a little nervous, he always did around new women,
but this time he was a little worse. For some reason he'd put on a white shirt, and on the way had sweated
from the heat, which, like a clockwork fucking sun, was set on thirty-five degrees again. Since we'd arrived,
I'd not known any other temperature and I was sick of it.
'Mate, can you see this?'
Bruiser was holding up his shirt and pointing.
'Is it clear? Can you see it that bad?'
'Not really,' I said back.

[THIS
IS
EXAGERRATED]

I sat back in my chair, a little more comfortable in my own t-shirt.
'Should've worn black,' he said. 'Why didn't I wear black...'
As we waited for the girls, I looked around the hotel at the beach and the shalets, which were a little too good
to be shacks, at the few Japanese people walking around, and I wondered which part of this was the Philippines
exactly. If I blocked out my knowledge, it could just as easily be Okinawa. Maybe that's why they chose it.
The girls came late and apologised. They sat down and faced Bruiser, expecting more from him, but somehow
the roles got switched and it was me that started talking, and it was Bruiser who sat there panicking about his
white t-shirt.
And the more I talked, the more I realised the anxiety wasn't there, and suddenly it didn't seem that hot
anymore, and it seemed that the prettier of the two girls was moving closer towards me, and I knew Bruiser
wouldn't be too happy about that. But then, he was elsewhere.

'Mate, where's that fan gone?'
'I don't know...'
'Seriously...'
'Man, I don't know. It's over there, isn't it?'

[THIS
PART
NEVER
HAPPENED]

'Where?'
He looked back and saw the fan in the corner of the bar and I knew he wanted it on his lap, but I also knew he
couldn't put it on his lap, not with the girls there. Then they would know he was sweating.
So he sat there in silence, checking his shirt, panicking, and not asking the waiter to bring over the fan. Just as
I had done the day before.
And after another two hours at the bar, the prettier of the two girls was on my lap and kissing me, while the
other one was sitting still, wondering why Bruiser was still in the toilets.
I told her he'd be back soon, but she didn't seem impressed. She whispered something to her friend, and she
got off my lap and said they were going back to their room, and I said, 'great, let's go' and I got up and
followed them back, with my arm around my new Japanese girl, and a beautiful sweat free black t-shirt
protecting me, and we went back to their room and pretty soon the friend was asleep and the prettier girl
starting rubbing my leg and said, 'what do you want to do?' and I didn't say anything, I just picked her up and
took her into the bathroom and got her in the tub and-...
Or the truth of it was, another half hour of talking at the bar, the two of them got bored and said they had to
go to bed early.
No journey to the end of the night. No fucking in the bathtub. No Bruiser losing his mind in the toilets. They
were going to bed and there was nothing we could do to stop them. It was 6:56pm. Fuck.

So, we left the hotel bar, and as soon as we were in the taxi, Bruiser relaxed and stopped checking his shirt
and said one last time, 'mate, it was like a sauna in that fucking bar.'
And then he said how Japanese girls were too unpredictable and why were they on holiday on their own in the
first place? If all they were gonna do was sleep early then why? Didn't they want to fuck a white guy?
'They were too shy...' I said.
'Yeah, but they're always shy, mate. It was our job to get them relaxed...dominate them. But we didn't do it...'
'I was doing okay...'
Bruiser said nothing.
'I talked to them at least...'
'Yeah, makes up for your fucking mime act yesterday...'

'I wasn't that-...'
'It was all me, one man show, mate. You owed me today, and...anyway, I wasn't as quiet as you were
yesterday...I said some stuff...'
'Yeah, I guess...'
'It's not like I said nothing. I did speak, I always speak and say something...I wasn't as quiet as you were...I
don't get that bad...'
'I guess not...'
'No way. Mate...I'm never that bad...'
And then we both went back to our separate windows, and I didn't know about Bruiser, but the shacks and the
people outside went by unnoticed again. Just the occasional one I'd look out and see, but most of it, gone,
forgotten.
Was it like this for everyone?

[INSERT:
‘hey olswang,

you could do a cafe with bruiser in oz. this would tide you over but you will only
ever earn a finite amount of cash. also you will have to work there to save costs. do
you want to be like gunther from friends?!

Travel writing, betty bluth, is a no go as it is so unreliable work and only the top
few get the big bucks. it would be a good job if you could have a steady income from
it. you should travel for a bit as that is the awesomest fun to be had.

what you MUST be careful of is pissing away the money that you have. you have the
potential to set up your future with that capital. im doing ok at work now too (touch
wood) so i propose that you come to london and we can do a joint venture. do you
remember the shop, Graniph which sold t shirts in japan? they are looking for people
to open franchises in england. we would be the first i believe and in the business
plan we would sell our exeperience of actually being in tokyo as a main point.

i also would like to buy an apartment in the near future. maybe we
that? london is the place to be, brother hunch. the idea for me is
good income so that i can do the stuff i love, like travelling and
it is unsustainable to continuously travel. you need a plan man --

could go halves on
to have a good job,
bird dogging.
and here it is!

Jay’

END INSERT]

We had one day left in Cebu, and more than anything we just wanted to go home. Or back to Hong Kong. There
was nothing in this country that interested us anymore.
So, we sat on the bed of the shack not saying anything to each other, watching one of those satire cartoons on
the TV, one of those American ones, I think it was American Dad, and as I sat there I thought about what I
would say to people back in Hong Kong. They'd want to know what this place was like, and what could I tell
them?

CLICK [TO IMAGINATION]

'Sorry, I don't know because I was stuck in my own head.'
'What?'
'I was focused on my t-shirt and how much sweat was coming through. I didn't see
anything around me.'
'Are you serious?'
'Yes, I have anxiety and it's pretty much out of control.'
'You saw nothing?'
'There was a statue. That was nice.'
'Statue of who?'
'I don't know. All I remember is wanting to leave and find air-con.'
'What about the churches over there?'
'Horrible. They don't even have fans. I fucking hate them.'
'Err...so what did you do?'
'We went to a fast food place. The food was shit, but there was air-con.'
'That's your highlight?'
'Yeah.'
'Wow, I'm sorry...'
'Why? You take a hungry man to the moon and give him a cookie, he's not gonna
remember the moon...'
'I guess not.'

I knew I'd be forced into a lot of conversations like this, and I knew I wouldn't be able to say any of it. No one
wanted to hear about this shit. They wanted to know about the fucking statue or the women or the scuba
diving.

Fuck, the scuba diving.
I turned on my side and told Bruiser we'd forgotten to go scuba diving.

Later that afternoon we finally got off the beds and out of the shack and went scuba diving. There was a boat,
and a few Filipino guys asking us where we were from and did we like it here, and then the boat stopped and
there was the sea and there were some fish, and we looked at them as they swam and did absolutely nothing,
and then we got back on the boat and the Filipino guys picked up some other guys out of the sea...I don't know
where they came from, there were no other boats near us, but there they were, climbing out of the fucking
ocean onto the boat...and they tried to sell us some shitty stuff they'd made and Bruiser bought some kind of
necklace made of shells that looked like shit, and I bought nothing because I was tired and I didn't need a
shitty necklace to remind me of this place, I had my mind and memories, and the boat moved slowly back to the
group of shacks that was our resort, and then we were back and it was evening and it was time to go back
home.

“I did one good thing in my life,
one piece of art…and then
nothing. Man, twenty years shot
by just like that, died on me
without a word…” – John Cusack
At the airport I was calm. I didn't know why, but all the shit that had taken up space in my head on the way
here had disappeared, and now I was just tired and bored. I bought a magazine to pass the time but it was
done with fast, and I had that book I had taken from the library, so I pulled that out my bag and read a few
lines, but it was Pynchon and Pynchon was tedious, so I put it back and thought of Hong Kong and if it'd be any
different now that there was space in my head again.
We arrived back in Hong Kong and it was hot, possibly even hotter than the Philippines. I checked the
temperature reading in the airport and it said thirty-two degrees, which was three degrees less than the
Philippines, but it couldn't be true, it was hotter, and that fucking thing had to be lying.
And straight away I realised I was wearing a white t-shirt, and I knew that, really, nothing was different.
'You alright, mate?'
'Yeah...'
I looked around for the toilets.
'You feeling better now?'

'A little...'
There they were.
'I'll be back in a minute.'
'Where you-...'
'Toilet,' I said back, already halfway there, pulling the t-shirt away from my body.

Bruiser had to stay two more days after that, and then he'd go back to his family in Brisbane. I didn't mind so
much, as long as he didn't try to wind me up, and as long as he didn't make me go anywhere crowded.
So we went out for the night in Soho and then Lan Kwai, and we talked to a few people in the bars, me in
another black t-shirt, Bruiser in white, and we told them we'd just been to the Philippines, and of course, they
had questions.
And when they asked Bruiser he told them about the statue and the churches and a whole load of other things
he must've read in the guide book because we sure as hell didn't see any of it.
'Yeah, I heard the churches were cool over there...' they said.
And when they asked me, I stared at my drink and thought of telling them all about the sweat and the fast
food place and the shacks flying past the taxi windows, but I didn't, I said:
'We went scuba diving.'
But that's not a very honest place to leave this, as a few hours later, in a different bar, and for the following
few weeks after that night, when people would ask me about the holiday, I would grow some balls and tell them
straight:
'We searched for Japanese girls and tried to fuck them.'
And it wasn't the real story, but it was enough.

[INSERT:
Oli,
I don’t get it, why does he want to burn you? You know, in old Irish ways, you’d take
him up a hill to a big rock and cut out his heart. I think the idea was, if he died,
he was human, and if he didn’t he was a witch.
Actually, I might have that wrong.
I didn't find you any job yet. Then again, I haven't got a job myself, so it could be
a while.
Marcella

END INSERT]

Editorial 3

Never, never, never, ever put your own personal shit in the magazine.
…
…
It has to go, all of it.
…
…
Wasn't I getting the hang of travel writing though?
Reading back over it, I think it's pretty decent. Not enough pictures though. People would get bored.
…
…
Cut it. Do something else.
…
…
I've always wondered about Philosophy.
I don't really understand it so much, but for the first twenty pages of any book I can do okay.
I got through Camus and that Rebel book.
…
…
What if...
…
Camus as interpreted by me? Interjected with parts of my life?

The Rebel

Take that, Sartre

[As interpreted by me, not Camus]

JEAN PAUL JUST COULDN’T LET GO OF IT [COMMUNISM], ALBERT COULD…
“[THE REBEL] IS THE DISEASE OF MODERN POLITICS…AT THE FIRST SIGN
OF COLLAPSE, CONDEMN, FLEE AND MAKE A FENCE FOR YOURSELF.” – Jean Paul
Sartre, review of ‘The Rebel’, 1952
I’ll start on the first page, with no guarantees I know what I’m talking about:
'What is a rebel? A man who says no: but whose refusal does not imply a renunciation. He is also a man who says
yes as soon as he begins to think for himself. A slave who has taken orders all his life, suddenly decides that he
cannot obey some new command. What does he mean by saying 'no'?'
Okay, this is the first paragraph, so what's he talking about? Seems to be definitions. What is a rebel and how big
exactly is his 'no'? Or maybe, how far does it stretch?
The answer doesn't appear to be in this paragraph. And when I read on a few more pages, it doesn't appear to be there
either. So, how far does a rebel stretch? Dunno. He says no, but maybe no more than once, and he probably won't
build anything more out of his single no. So, no revolution. Is that what the whole book's saying?
The first chapter is kinda boring. Let's skip forward. Metaphysical rebellion. Sounds tough, but we've gotta try and
understand it at least. Let's see:
'Metaphysical rebellion is the means by which a man protests against his condition and against the whole of
creation. It is metaphysical because it disputes the ends of man and of creation. The slave protests against the
condition of his state of slavery; the metaphysical rebel protests against the human condition in general.'
The metaphysical rebel is a person who doesn't agree with the Universe or God or what it is to be human, so he
rebels. I guess that's clear enough. But how can the rebel say no exactly? Or, how can he say no to what he is? We're
all human and we're all living in the same world so there's not much you can do about that, Camus. I guess you could
write a book and whine about it a lot. That's one thing. Or you could kill yourself. But then you look a bit dumb. I
mean, you'll be dead, and you won't be able to know for sure that people found out about your rebellion against
yourself. They'll probably just think you were depressed.

'An embarrassed Sartre met Camus in the street.
He warned him that The Rebel would be
reviewed, but not favourably. Who on the staff
of Les Temps Modernes would tackle the
wretched book?'

Is he gonna talk about reality and how it's not really as real as we think it is? I hope he doesn't. I'm kinda bored of all
that. This is real. It's all real, every tree and table and murder. I'm not sure if I can prove it, but if it weren't all real,
would it really be so depressing?
I guess aliens could be controlling us. Or our real bodies could be elsewhere...or our real spirit or soul or whatever...
But, really? I don't know. I've been reading a lot of Sherlock Holmes recently, and what he always says is, 'Watson
[who never seems to grow any smarter during the sixty or so stories he dogs around after Holmes], whatever is left
after all possible things have been refuted, no matter how impossible, must be the truth.' I think that's it. But now I
read it back, I don't think it's saying what I thought it was saying. I wanted to use a quote that says to follow logic,
and to put everything else, like the supernatural, to one side until more evidence comes.
No, I've tried to find it again, but it's gone. But he did say it somewhere. Anyway, back to Camus.
I think there's a bit later on where he talks about Dostoevsky. Ivan and the Brothers Karamazov. Hang on...
Yup, got it. Page fifty-one. The Rejection of Salvation. I like this section.
'But with Dostoevsky the account of rebellion goes a step farther. Ivan Karamazov sides with mankind and stresses
human innocence. He affirms that the death sentence which hangs over them is unjust. Far from making a plea for
evil, his first impulse, at least, is to plead for justice which he ranks above divinity. He does not absolutely deny the
existence of God. He refutes Him in the name of moral value.'
Camus goes on to ask why God allows children to suffer...or Ivan asks it, but Camus uses it...and if God pops up
after we die and says, 'well done, mate, you made it. You're in,' then we have every right to tell him to go fuck
himself. Because of all the horrible stuff he's done, I think.
Is that right? I think Camus says suffering should not be necessary to get to the truth, and...I think that's a Christian
thing he's attacking...Jesus on the cross and it's all okay because suffering leads to salvation...but...I'm not sure if I get
this. Wait...
No, it's okay. I get it now. And it's good. I can't really explain it to you though.
What else?
Camus stays with Ivan and says he'll reject God and live a simple life and...and even if there's nothing beyond death
then so be it, he'll live anyway, without truth.
'But to live is also to act. To act in the name of what?'
I don't know, man. Camus is asking a lot of questions. But I don't know if he's right about living being a form of
action. I don't feel like it's an act when I open my eyes in the morning and get out of bed and go to work and-…
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“I bought them all. Every last one. Because I’m back, baby.” Tom
Berenger, at the LA premiere of ‘Inception’
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