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John Fraser has lived in Rome since 1980. Previously,

he worked in England and Canada. ST R AN G E R s AN D R E F U G E E s I have a script, already charged with metaphor,
and [ must make another jump, turn it to pictures
that you never dreamed of, will never use again.

Animal Tales Military Roads ity

T The Observatory 1t°s hard, so hard, Khalil, it makes me weep ...
Black Masks The Other Shore although, it’s what our business is. There’s
Blue Light / Starting Over  People You Will Never Meet worse — once you take ship in metaphor, there’s
The Case The Red Bird waves of real things — up and under you. You
Confessions The Red Tank believe you owe a reverence to the dead., they
Down from the Stars Runners bore you up, the order’s theirs, you wear their
W SRl 2 SR face, your prick and tits are handed down, and
F'merf’m'n% “fomf”n S'_hm bares you will hand them on — the sun is good, the
The Future’s Coming Sisters : < :

Everywhere Soft Landing moon a little less.... If they weren’t there — how
Happy Always The Storm would you see to hunt, or plant....? I tum them
it Plices Thirty Years into portents. poetry — suppose they stay that
An Illusion of Sun Three Beauties way? Suppose the realism I court transforms
The Magnificent Wurlitzer Tomorrow the Victory the world, turns seasons inside out, and ghastly
Medusa Wayfaring things come down from rocks out there in space

where nothing is, though it is filled with hard
stuff quite invisible... And as you know, Khalil
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— it doesn’t end like that. Into the death pit, on
the memorial ... the names are sketched when
we are born, the space reserved — a niche for
slaves, a bed for nobs — a death 1s a serious
thing, it stands and will not move aside and
let you through, not for a day, until you pay it
with another death. Not yours, if possible, not
a metaphor — first a sacrifice, then you work it
out... you send a postcard. A mobilisation,

the scything of the young — conscription,

johnfraserfiction.com/medusa g by politicos or friendly nature with its germs
johnfraserﬁct!on‘oom/mllitary /; If " and tidal waves.... An office to report to,
johnfraserfiction.comiobservatory ot : _ S
johnfraserfiction.com/othershore s _ an emergency, a judgement: death is insatiable,
johnfraserfiction.com/people 2. E Khalil. However many bodies you can offer up,
johnfraserfiction.com/redbird : it’s always harder to evade — “move on, move
Johnfraserfiction.com/redtank out, just let me past” you cry in vain....
ig::giﬂz:g:‘xg;unners Unforgiving, unmoveable. Quite insatiable.’
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