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Creed 

 

Why should I feel it essential to say I am a believer?  Essential – is it only so to me?  

Is it essential to my mother?  If I am to convince her I am something more than a bum – 

Andy is a bum, she used to dismiss me, Andy Warhol is a bum – then I need to let myself 

know that my faith stems from something more than the desire to tie a sweat stained lace 

around a limp cock and let the friction of that sensation breathe life into the old girl between 

my legs.  I sometimes talk to this lady.  She smells like a bottle of vodka.  She throws in a 

little brandy.  She would not mind a little pint of Guinness.  And yet she is teetotal.  Not a 

drop will she accept.  The merest rivulet will not press from that sweet little hole in her 

centre.  She is a good girl who will behave as she believes she should.  She is a beautiful 

woman trapped between the scratchy balls, the hairy ass, the shitty stink of a man.  He is on 

heat and lady dick is disgusted with himself for the way he confesses which hand should 

touch his body and harm her into being what he believes she is, she was, she will be now and 

forever, till death do me part into the holy union of man and man.  When I go to a wedding, 

I long to dress in white.  I long to take the bride’s face and kiss it, and to leave my beard 

imprinted on the woman as Christ’s face was on Veronica’s veil on the way to Calvary.  You 

do not have a beard, you accuse me, but we do, all men do – that is what my mother always 

maintained – they can grow inside their skins.  They are hairy as Jesus is, engraving his image 

sweat on the white of Veronica’s headwear.  All men’s beards, be they dark or fair, their 

beards are red.  Their beards are blood.  Believe in blood.  Believe in flesh.  It is not only 

Esau who has hairy. So was his mother Rebecca.  Her wisdom depends on shaving the 

scripture on her arms, above her lips, behind her knees.  She is clear as a wife, the wife never 

had.  She puts wisdom to her mouth.  I draw breath.  I blow it through her whistle.  And I 

collect the sounds, their fragments, join them into a name, Messiah.  My prayer, my petition.  

Shall I tell you what it is I have hoarded in my heart? 
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Collect 

 

I sometimes have to laugh when I read what Jesus believed before he left his life.  

Was he being sarcastic?  Is it possible that the divinity should avail of the human gift of 

satire?  No, not satire – perhaps it is more accurate to state that the fucking proof Jesus 

could not be Jewish is that he had no sense of humour?  One day in Central Park I was 

sitting smelling the feet of the people of Atlantic – this is my secret but everyone had fins 

and stank of seaweed – didn’t I come across two young Mormons – a boy blond as a cloud, 

the girl his twin – who wanted to talk about the Saviour.  He was – wasn’t he – Semitic?  Do 

I mean Israeli?  Is that how you’d phrase it?  Do I mean Palestine – is that what you prefer?  

We do not know.  I asked them, would you believe in Christ, the Israelite?  Believe in Christ 

the Palestinian?  Would you believe in Jesus if he made you laugh?  He does make us laugh, 

they insult, his parables make us happy.  No, I don’t believe you, he is the reason you are 

cruising through the Park.  That is why he is not in the midst of us.  I ask the Mormon boy 

and girl if I have ruined their mission.  They look at each other.  They do not know how to 

answer me.  They ask if they may read me a letter, sent to them from mission control.  I ask 

them in the middle of Central Park to disclose the contents of their epistle. 
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Epistle 

 

The letter consists of nothing more than the babblings of some prophet.  He has 

promised onto his believers whatever it is prophets usually promise.  I decide I have listened 

enough to these mad deliberations, but they keep reading. I walk away, they follow me, still 

chanting of angels and heaven that they imagine will be like the milk and honey of their hair.  

I have long learned that in case of emergencies while in public places, it is always useful to 

carry a candy bar.  I take it from my pocket, crumble it and throw the chocolate over my 

tormentors.  The extraordinary thing is this attracts birds – birds of many shades of grey and 

black.  This multitude of our feathered friends gather about the melting brown of the 

beautiful Christians and gather them into their ascending flock, as I make my escape through 

the Park.  What happens next is true, Gospel true, I swear it. 
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Gospel 

 

When I look back, I see the creatures of air carrying well fed Mormons into the skies, 

light as if they were the birds’ feathers.  I can see burning candles in their hands.  The breeze 

about me has the sickly sweet of incense.  I hear human voices sing from the heavens, their 

crescendo increasing, culminating in the mighty roar of Convert, Convert, Convert.  This is a 

sign I must mend my ways.  I look down at my clothing and find I am dressed entirely in 

white raiment that touches me like my skin.  I discover I am naked in Central Park, protected 

only by the beating wings of the Mormon Tabernacle Choir of pigeons, blackbirds, seagulls, 

rooks, the odd linnet, the rare osprey and since this is a divine vision, I do believe a dodo has 

just entered from Fifth Avenue.  I rejoice in the fact I am chosen to receive this magnificent 

present.  I express my thanks by turning my face into full assembly of this multitude and I 

say, gosh.  They greet me back with a prolonged demand to convert, convert, convert. 

Should I do so, I suddenly realise I will be spiritually obliged to donate some of my income 

to the Mormon church.  That is not in my nature.  I decline their kind suggestion, pull on a 

pair of pants and a shirt, then I dash off, leaving no forwarding address.  I am a hustler.  I 

will not be a pilgrim to Utah.  Too much salt in the water disagrees with me – it leads to 

strokes and heart attacks – so that is not and never will be my city by the lake.  Wham – 

bam, thank you Jesus, but I have to make you another type of offering.  Could it be a secret 

– a big one – my biggest?  Is that what you want?  Or am I just teasing you?  Would you like 

to find out? 
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Offertory 

 

It must have been twelve, or thirty after twelve.  It was definitely afternoon.  Maybe I was ill 

and home from school.  No, that was not possible.  I could smell the kitchen cooking.  I 

think I was hungry.  We were not usually silent, myself and her.  Only when there was 

something wrong.  That was not often the case.  I prided myself on being a good boy.  I can 

only report the conversation as follows. 

She     Do you know – could you guess – who called here this morning? 

Me      Who? 

She     The cops.  That’s who.  They wanted to see you.  It was about something. 

Me      What was it about? 

She     You. 

Me      Why me? 

She     They’re not happy with you. 

Why are they not happy? 

What you do.  The way you put your hand down your pants.  Poking at yourself. 

What are they going to do to me? 

They won’t put you into jail.  But they could take you away. 

Where would they put me? 

They’ve got a big, black hole for boys who do that.  They would leave you there.  You’re 

seven years old now.  You must stop doing that.  It is dirty.  Nobody likes it. 
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Secret 

 

It is as if she has put a bullet up my dick. My boy’s body is paralysed.  I hear my 

mouth make a noise I do not recognise.  I cry nearly every day but not like this.  And I do 

not recognise what is pouring from me.  It is not the water of tears.  It is not easy as tears.  It 

is my house, my family’s furniture, its tables and chairs, its icebox and cupboards, the very 

kitchen itself trickles through me and out of me.  I realise then why I’m smelling the way I 

do.  It is because there is soup running from me and staining all my flesh.  I am convulsed 

with fear of the cops, and I cannot stop soup, torrents of soup nearly suffocating me, 

pouring itself out from every part of me.  I say I am sorry, really sorry, it is just that it hurts 

me, it hurts me so much, that’s why I have to touch it so that it stops hurting me.  I say my 

shorts hurt it as well, my Jockey shorts hurt it.  It hurts when I walk and it hurts when I sit 

and it does all the time.  But I promise to you and to God that no matter how much I am in 

pain down there, I will never poke again, I will never touch myself ever again.  Please tell the 

cops that.  Please don’t let them put me in the black hole where I will not be able to see.  I 

keep repeating and repeating myself and then I notice my mother is crying.  She says, why 

did I do that?  She is talking to herself – what possessed me?  Then she speaks to me.  Come 

on, be a good boy.  I won’t let anyone go near you.  You know that.  If you’re tempted again, 

you just think of God.  Make that sacrifice.  She keeps going on about sacrifice as she bathes 

me clean.  She tells me Jesus made so many sacrifices I could surely do this out of love for 

him.  Out of love for him.  She makes no mention of the miracle of the soup.  She treats it 

as if it were a regular bath night.  But I can see the colour in the water in fifty-seven different 

ways.  I know something strange has happened.  Only I can discern what is coming from my 

filthy body.  My mother is oblivious to my mess.  I am afraid it will block the drains but say 

nothing.  She asks me if it is nice to be clean and comfortable?  I answer, yes.  She asks if 

this is all I have to say – what is the magic word?  Thank you, I reply, but that is not the 

magic I can now perform.  I am looking at my mother’s face in the bathroom mirror and I 

turn the mirror into another mirror so my mother’s face is repeated 8627 times, as many 

times as there are ways of saying the name Jesus.  She does not know that I have multiplied 

her as I curse and blaspheme against my mother, against Jesus, against the cops.  If they 

expect a sacrifice from me, I will refuse.  I will poke myself.  I will bless myself with what 
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flows from me.  It will be my mother, my son, my ghost.  I will conjure strange victuals from 

my soup.  I will dine on myself.  And I will taste other men.  Even cops.  That will be my 

sacrifice. 
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Sacrifice 

 

I disdain too much contact with straight men.  It is nothing personal. It is just that I 

cannot give them the commitment they require.  Well, as a rule, they require.  They find 

themselves attracted to me because they know that my wealth, my art, my status, my 

detachment ensure I will not be any burden to them.  The lightness of my company is 

eventually irresistible.  I’ve lost count of how many times I’ve had to comfort these poor 

souls.  I do not show any visible signs of affection.  That might unman them.  That is the last 

thing on my mind.  No, instead I caress the darlings with my eyes.  When I am in their 

company,  I do not let them out of my sight.  And it is as if my glance conquers them.  I see 

them open their lips.  Their tongues are ready, I feed them the sacrament of my virginity.  

They dine on its delicious grace.  It cleanses them anew.  I sent them back to wives and 

sweethearts changed men.  So keen are these – my priests – to prove their love of ladies, I 

know of one who tastes the very breath of his beloved, leaving teeth marks on her breasts, 

the silly bugger.  I cannot be blamed for this mystical excess.  Did he not remember it was a 

sin to touch the holy of holies with anything but the tongue?  But let there be no retribution.  

Now is the time for breathing easily.  Letting it all hang out.  Forgive and forget.  What point 

in singling out what is probably a blameless guy and lashing him, why did you do it?  Why 

did you track my mother down and force her to put me through hell?  What devil did you 

embrace to do it to me?  Was the Sabbath black when you did invoke malign spirits to your 

aid?  Did you spit out the host and hurl it to the earth?  Did you curse your own mother?  

Do you threaten to damn my mother if she did not castrate you?  Is it any wonder that 

straight men find it difficult to consummate their desire for me when I would devour them, 

knuckle and thumb, shin and sole, nail and hair?  Can you blame me if I refuse their 

attentions, knowing as I do since I was seven years old what it is like to have the cops after 

you?  I pray to the moon, I thank it for my survival, that silver balloon rising through the 

mists, myself and that cold goddess ascendant as if like cats and dogs in unnatural 

communion. However, no-one can accuse me of owning cat or dog.  I am allergic. 
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Communion 

 

That allergy is extending from animals to people.  I find it impossible now to stay too 

long in once place.  It is why I must travel from city to city, party to party, keeping myself to 

myself, attended by servants who know which side their bread is buttered  and are content to 

smell the coffee and never spill the beans.  Why do I turn to food for my metaphor?  Is it 

because I no longer eat?  I do not so much diet as digest the air and can live on my own 

silent breath.  It is difficult to observe the barbarians chewing meat and vegetables, rinsing 

their foul mastications with the rot and wet of wine.  They flatter themselves.  I imagine their 

bowels scattering, their kidneys emptying.  But they are wrong.  I have never listened to dirty 

stories.  I would never kick in the bathroom door.  I do not own the necessary steel capped 

boots the men in my family prided themselves on possessing.  Well, occasionally I do put 

them on my feet, but they do not fit.  Too small, too weak, too silly, too cissy – yes, that 

monstrous word the school would use to torment.  I can use their torture – I am an artist.  

Torture has made me what I am today.  Had I not been like a girl, had I not have to – 

absolutely have to touch my dick to insist to my doubting brain my body was a boy – had I 

not to take pleasure in my revenge against you all – had I not been able to bleed you dry with 

my thirsty painting, had I not the enjoyment of convincing you, you could do as well, but 

not better, had you not believed you couldn’t because I did it first, then I could never have 

given thanks as I expect you to do when I said, the mass is ended, give thanks to the Lord. 
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Thanksgiving 

 

Or as they say in the old country – Ite, misse est – deo gratias. 
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poetry 

 

 

ANTICISM! 

Five Poems and a Manifesto 

Kevin McFadden 

 

 

 
Scum Rises 

 [Narcissus] 
 
 
The cream always floats to the top.  
So does the scum. So does comparison, up  
from what’s mere muck, mire metaphor  
would flower out of, and so on with 
the similes, and so on with the show . . .  
and so on. I’m ever looking down on you 
and you are ever lying. My love is proof  
of truth’s angle of refraction: you are lost in 
slant-ration and I am fond of posing  
postulations. A mendacity needn’t be truthless, 
for example. You there, in the pond appearing  
peered-at, come up and see me sometime.  
Let’s delve for the above. When will we 
(will we ever) get over ourselves? 
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At Amen 
[Echo] 

 
 

A mendacity needn’t be truthless, 
you said. I hung on your words 
in those days . . . oh, the wounds 

I heard inside your swoons, the lays 
I laid around your blaze . . . I admit 

your intentions were more than half 
my inventions. Not love, some other empire: 
the early attentions and the late attenuations.  
But I wanted a lover, not—my abettor— 
a better. The awfully big hows of your little 
light whys, I think of you now and then: 

A mendacity needn’t be truthless . . . 
if you ever lost me at ruthless, 
you had me at amen.  
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Loan, Glasgow 
 
 
Where I first learned to say things, Ohio, my accent 
was the local legal tender: good in Edinburg 
as Dublin or London. Then came Glasgow (proper). 
One year abroad in broad Glaswegian, the notes 
brought from home bouncing everywhere, overdrawn. 
Want a wild time? In Glasgow time was tame. 
See the town? You had to hear the tune. New loans, 
including my name; I began saying Cave-in 
if I wanted the right introduction in a pub. The road 
was rude, the power sometimes poor. My voice 
skim milk in that butterchurn of gutturals, Scots vowels 
clotted and spread like cream, I learned to hear 
everything twice and nothing the same. Glasgow 
still hasn’t left me alone: it’s left me a lane. 
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A Used Car 
 
 
Track team’s door-to-door hawking Redenbacher’s. 
The neighbor’s new Olds, your old news 
on the stoop, the Joneses who need keeping up with, 
the Nielsons who watch for us, watching. 
 
These families we speak of, today we all know 
who means what. But tell those Kaufmann kids  
“we gave at the office”—who’ll know what we meant 
in a thousand years, our spell to fend off vendors? 
 
Why leave posterity anything? It’s holding back from us.  
I mean to take some flavors out of this world.  
It’ll give the translators something to suck on  
[1McDonald’s . . . a carnivorous clan-name, 
 
renowned for building arches.] [ 2Smuckers . . .  
a brand if lost to history, known to rhyme]. 
Royal families, oil families, that Rockefeller  
fella, names generations lived with, or up to. 
 
Let COMING SOON read the labels, maybe 
window-shop at Macy’s, or the esoteric Peterson’s  
[3Auto Oasis]. The future’s discerning. Afford it a Ford  
or two for every what’s an Edsel? That’ll learn it. 
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Ité 
 
 
Go, my interrections, with enough muck about, 
seek new illigation, another rake and lake: 
 
the light has not lain, 

the rain’s not right. 
 
Fresh of my flesh, flock of my frock,  
 
we (fade to wet)  

ask (fade to bask) 
 
to be set on fire not on file. Arrayed not allayed. 
 
Flee this rand. Go revel and lever in the one-off world… 
what lows they may take 

from these rows. 
 
(Fade to stake.) 

(Fade to crows.) 
 
Cannot tell my else from my arse 
and the fishpond is correcting nothing. 
 
(Cloud fade to clod.  

Dry fade to day.) 
 
Crown of my clown, crutch of my clutch, may they lead you; 
glow, grow; be kindled, be kindred. 
 
O (fade to go) 

go (fade to god) 
 
offer a player a prayer: 
 
see that I’m not collected ahead of my time.
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Manifesto Cries 
 
 

Minute-maids and second-fiddles, our hour has arrived: and the clock-hands are pointing 
upward toward Anticism!  

 

Anticism is eight-elevenths Romanticism. Blake had he read the stalls of a public-school 
restroom. Wordsworth had he wandered lonely as a could and danced with folded faiths. 
The sly echo of the Byronic hero. Anticism arrives—like funk to a summer potato—when 
there’s something perverbial in the church and rotten in the state. It is shape-changing, 
change-shaping, a border-crosser, a gut-checker. It values listening before enlisting, twisted 
noting before setting it down. 

 

Cleanse the doors of perception all you want, take the doors off the jambs: one is always 
hung by some frame. The way things are put is at least as important as the puttering of the 
putter. If the choices are self-consciousness or self-deception, Anticism considers the or. 

  

What goes on origins in the morning, aporia in the afternoon, stupor in the evening?—The 
Riddle of Anticism! 

 

One can sing even in the downtime and be up to something. Anticism plays on playfulness 
(full synapse), the stuff on which dreams are smear’d, on which puns are spun. Its hand is 
heavy, its soul is light: the specific gravity of a graffito. It is the disposition of the 
dispossessed; its saint is Hamlet, its church the Congregation of Vapors. 

 

Quit calling it “elliptical.” It is comma-cal. It is high-colonic; often semi-colonic. More can 
be done with one well-telegraphed dash than is dreamed of in all your soft filigree (stop). 

 

Anticism is the answer to the age of columny. We must bring to account the blunters and 
blatherers. It is a call to music—see sharp or be flat. It is a call, to wit, to wit. The newsprint 
of ten-thousand non-events is thick on our hands and ten-thousand more sound-bites wax in 
our ears. We must kick poetry’s headline habit (the dope of the op-ed, the trope-gear of 
reportage) and stop writing copy. We must break the column. Ergo, Anticism is 
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Arch 

Nuanced 

Terse 

Ironic 

Colloquial 

Ingenious      without  Regurgitation 

Sublime        without  Opium 

Mysterious    without   Mysteriousness 

 
Eight-elevenths is the sacred proportion of the aesthetic. Eight-elevenths of any work 
should be unwritten “immaterial” that is loaded and latent in the text…the ether there in the 
three. Anticism is also eight-elevenths Giganticism (a branch focused on larger quarrels) and 
eight-elevenths Pedanticism (a branch devoted to littler quibbles). But this is mere 
semanticism; Anticism prefers to do the piddle math. 
 
Know the true by its ism and the false by its hood. Realism=A smiler. Sincerity=Sir Nicety. 
You won’t catch a conscience by bowing deep; mind country matters, mind the pall of grin-
bearers, mind the courtesy begetting villainy. Forget the money, follow the etymology. Play’s 
the thing. 

 

Poets not yet poetic will find the path not yet pathetic. Beware the false ocean of emotion, 
the false floor of the florid. Love not excess: be not a howl, be a wandering bark. To the 
roofs when the deluge comes, and be ready, they don’t call them rafters for nothing! Flood 
the streets with Anticism, the way not waded, the road not rowed—or what? or else—if the 
ands won’t serve, then take to the ors. 

 
 
 

Kevin McFadden’s Eight Poems In The Manner of OuLiPo appeared in Archipelago 6.1 
www.archipelago.org/vol6-1/mcfadden.htm. 

http://www.archipelago.org/vol6-1/mcfadden.htm
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fiction 

 

 

The Caliph of Baghdad 

Isabel Fargo Cole 

 

I pity the statesmen and those who take their ventures for reality, I pity them and smile.  
For I know that their deeds are not real; if they were, how could we bear all the pain this 
statesmanship has brought upon us?  I know: all that is real is what I have thought […].  I know 
it, and I walk the streets of the city, ride on the roofs of the omnibuses, descend into the shafts of the 
Underground with my secret like Harun al Rashid.  I walk through Baghdad, incognito as the 
Caliph.   

—Hermann Ungar, “The Caliph” 

 

 

The outbreak of war sent me into a state of apathy which lasted several years.  I left 

my husband, immersed myself in my financial difficulties and the search for work.  Then I 

worked all I could.  And I followed the developments in my home country and in the distant 

countries where we fought.  I had drifted away from my circle of friends, my ex-husband’s, 

and making new friends didn’t come easily.  It was my ties back home that stirred, the 

tormenting mutual incomprehension which made me feel for the first time like an exile – like 

someone with a homeland. 

I worked from my apartment, carried on the hopeless argument with friends and 

family from my desk.  I watched them and their words and the war we wrote about as if 

through the wrong end of a telescope.  Evenings I spent in cafes and bars.  It was 

comforting to be around people who had nothing to do with it all.  I wished they would 

acknowledge me, even with a casual gesture, but no gesture was forthcoming.  They sensed 

that I fed upon their lives, and instinctively they shied away.  I was ashamed of that, but I 

learned to live with my shame, and soon it felt like love. 

Best of all, no one knew where I came from.  It was good to have a secret.  It gave 

meaning to my silence: I was a proud pariah, an exile, an abdicator. And this in turn made 

me, a mere observer, innocent. 
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