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Speaker: Some nights all you want to do, or can do, is lie there and contemplate your 

own dissolution. Last night was one of those; and, supine on the mattress, perfectly 

still, I imagined leaving my own body and looking down on the corpse, before it had 

grown rigid – solid. And I thought how tiresome it was to have to wait all this while 

for death: not with any lack of peace of mind, you understand, just perhaps a certain 

impatience and a physical presentiment that enough time had passed for this 

particular organism to have done its work, its duty, run its course, consumed enough 

material and unburdened itself of sufficient freight to allow a line to be drawn under 

everything that it had witnessed. 

All this was present in my mind in a neutral and even placid fashion. The 

weight of the cloth on my limbs; the weight of the flesh on my bones; the weight and 

density of my bones and my flesh and my blood and the other stuff I took for granted 

was inside me - all bore down on what I imagined was my central nervous system, 

which in my resting mind's eye I saw as something resembling a tangle of telephone 

wires, of all sorts of colours, gathered in a huge fistful when the man sent out to do 

the repairs is seen kneeling by the dark green cabinet that stands on the pavement by 

the traffic lights, holding a pair of pliers.

Motionless and trying (though not really trying because that would run 

contrary to the very real effort the act entailed) – trying not to breathe, still I was 

unable to blot out the sound of the blood that gurgled and gushed through my veins. 

These I thought of as resembling the tough pale lines of inedible matter one finds in 

sheep's liver, which I'd always assumed to be veins though never of course making 

the slightest effort to educate myself in such matters. The only difference being that 



mine were purplish, and my meat was still red, that goes without saying.

And the sound my blood made as it flowed at times was the sound of the 

clumsy platoons of the Children’s' Crusade, when King Richard had run out of troops 

and ingeniously thought to assemble an army of infants and send them to the certain 

death of martyrs, stumbling across vast sand dunes beneath a blazing sun. At others it 

sounded to me like the forced march of retreating Sioux Indians through the blizzards 

of North America; at others still, like the beating of the soft snow on the faces of dead 

Sioux warriors. And then again, I thought it sounded like an engine, a more modest 

version of some significant, probably shiny and overwhelming machine housed in a 

modernist block with walls several feet thick, largely left alone as if it were known 

what function it performed and what practical use it possessed.

But as usual at such times, perhaps because despair has not in truth even begun 

to do its work on me, or because of some mechanical necessity arising from the 

animal part of our being, my mind turned first from veins to meat; from liver to 

bacon; from bacon to eggs; and from eggs to my balls and back again, for even a 

young man cannot spend all day thinking about his balls; and then from my own 

putative corpse (drifting on an ocean of light into convoluted arcades of folded cloth, 

streaming dust mites and bleak sunlight) to the body of Butch Cassidy, floating down 

from the battleship-grey grey mountains to walk as if risen again along the broad 

boulevards of Paris.

Historians disagree about the final resting place of Robert Leroy Parker, better known 

as the outlaw Cassidy, and widely assumed to have died in the canton of San Vicente 

in the Atocha Municipality, the second municipal section of the Sud Chichas Province 

in the Potosí Department in south-west Bolivia... a godforsaken part of the earth 

comprising ashen slag heaps (it looks like), dusty roads, a few unassuming and 

palpably temporary buildings, and a cemetery unremarkable except for its supposed 

inhabitants: Parker and Henry Longabaugh, “The Sundance Kid,” a big clumsy brute 

of a man (his name notwithstanding) with a jaw like a lantern of the kind you might 

see displayed in a pub on the high street. 



I lay there, last night, and thought of Cassidy lying in his bunk in his cabin. Of 

the ship crossing the Atlantic Ocean, headed out from Caracas towards Paris, as one 

might suppose, and of the throbbing of its great engine as he lay there listening. Of 

Cassidy with his ear to the engine, near enough, which must have sounded like the 

blood that flowed through his body and like the heart that beat within him. The 

human heart, he imagined, was a motor corroded by purely Biblical modes of thought 

– by jealousy, envy, greed, spite, lust, fear, etcetera... the mighty-sounding 

characteristics that Modernity was gradually wearing away at last, eating away at 

their solid presence in man's mind like a hungry, even greedy, termite. One day the 

whole edifice, Cassidy thought, would fall down in a great heap of ash; and the 

collective essence of humanity would resemble nothing so much as that dusty, 

abandoned canton, formless in aspect, forbidding and uniformly grey save for the 

bright tombstones, painted with their quaint folk motifs, providing colour for a while 

– until the wind had done its work - and a sense of vigour and even recent history in a 

place in which the dust never settled and no one in their senses ever stopped.

His accommodation on board the gigantic ocean liner, the biggest thing he had ever 

seen in his life, was of the meanest sort. But he was used to squalor and roughing it, 

and his fear of poverty and his loathing of work meant he scrimped and put up with 

discomfort in this transitional limbo. When he emerged at the other end of the 

passage, he imagined, he would be transformed. And he saw himself striding past 

edifices erected as a hymn to progress, in streets with proper pavement where people, 

if they smelled at all, would smell of soap and cigars - not a mule in sight. And where 

the money itself gave off an illusory but still reassuring odour of sophistication, of 

advanced techniques in printing, of centuries of history in their naïve depictions of 

the acts of the great men of the past (butchers, most of them, in truth!), a colossal 

paper monument of infinite, near identical tokens of civic propriety, even of a certain 

complacency which he'd don like a second skin, soon as he'd stepped off the boat and 

cleaned himself up.
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Singer:

Cloud like a cart

Sky like a track

Time like a wheel

Wind like a lash

Tree like a friend

Nest like a sock

Lost like a shoe

Mist like a block

High like a wren

Low like an ass

Sink like a rock

Heart like a duck
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Speaker: Butch Cassidy throwing his gun overboard as he stands up on deck and 

looks back towards the Americas, where he trained as a butcher's boy and a Printer's 

Devil, and graduated as a superior sort of your standard lowlife criminal. 

Butch Cassidy in Paris, his efforts concentrated on perfecting a typesetting 

machine which would make his fortune. 

Butch Cassidy in Hollywood, trying to sell his story to the movie moguls but 

rebuffed as the tale he had to tell was “insufficiently lacking in narrative thrust.” 

Butch Cassidy in his grave - and when that happens, some prime shithole in 

Bolivia will do just about as well as anywhere else...

On his deathbed, he supposed that the animal part of him, developed over millions of 

years (he was with Darwin on such matters, as he was with Freud when it came to 

paranoia), would mean his own dissolution would be a comforting experience - the 

various chemicals he supposed inside him, stored there for just such a moment, being 

released as if by a series of taps, though the quantity and pressure would be to scale. 

A kind of joy would surely flood his brain as stroboscopic light displays, quite unlike 

anything Paris or Los Angeles had to offer, a purely interior event, perhaps the only 

truly interior event, would flicker across the darkness of his rapidly collapsing mind. 

As the pressure built up and time slowed till it could not be said to be passing at all in 

any real sense, not now, he (Cassidy) saw Paris rise once more before him, glowing 

as if in a movie scene. And as it flickered and pulsated in the black space of the 

cinema auditorium, where he was seated in a vast multitude of strangers, their faces 

all lit by what was on the screen, the city was eclipsed by a sudden vision he had - 

that Cassidy had - of the millions of beating hearts that there must now be in the 

universe; and which must have beat all this time, across all time. 

And Paris, it now seemed to him - and it was unclear whether this was a dream 

or a film, that being the nature of both in the twentieth century, to be equal and 

identical - Paris was replaced by a vision of outer space where a planet made entirely 



out of hearts appeared suspended in a movie's idea of the universe (surely this was a 

film and not a dream) - a huge red, tangled planet, pulsating and seemingly on a 

collision course with Earth. And he recognised his friends and foes alike, gathered 

together as they were, not by their faces but by their hearts, as if their insides were 

exposed for all to see. Or at least, for him to see.

* * *

When entering a landscape, and not only for the first time, it is important that the 

birds see you and observe you: this is the order of things. 

The heart of Henry Longabaugh like the egg of a kestrel.

The heart of Hyder Ali like the egg of a grebe.

The heart of Adam Clarke like the egg of a godwit.

The heart of Claude Cahun like the egg of a swan.

The heart of Sleepy John Estes like the egg of a curlew.

The heart of Walking Stewart like the egg of a raven.

The heart of Bobby Driscoll like the egg of a wren.

The heart of Leonora Carrington like the egg of a kiwi.

The heart of Sterling Hayden like the egg of an eagle.

The heart of Tony Blair like the egg of a goose.

The heart of Charlie Watts like the egg of a thrush.

The heart of Mary Anning like the egg of a spoonbill.

The heart of Milton Nascimento like the egg of a plover.

The heart of Hedy Lamarr like the egg of a kite.

The heart of Miguel Indurain like the egg of a petrel.

The heart of Dorothea Tanning like the egg of a heron.

The heart of Osama Bin Laden like the egg of a robin.

The heart of Helen Kane like the egg of a swallow.

The heart of  Joan Crawford like the egg of an egret.

The heart of Robert Parker like the egg of a duck.



My own heart is the black egg of a shaggy black seabird, a cormorant perhaps, 

sat alone on a column and flapping its angel's wings, like an umbrella trying to dry 

itself besides the ocean.
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I got up from my bed and put on my Wellington boots. It would be a fine morning, I 

could see that from the depth of the sky which in dead of night contained a million 

tiny stars, the size of specks of dust but motionless, unblinking, indifferent and blind. 

The woodland was utterly silent and loomed like a sizeable beast out there in the 

blackness. I was unafraid, and I took out my gun and walked away from the 

farmhouse. My boots made no marks as I walked into the wood, as if the impression I 

would make on this land, on the times in which I seemed to live, would be fugitive: 

hardly an impression at all, the kind of footprint you leave momentarily in long wet 

grass only for the grass to raise itself up and, bristling, shrug off your passing and get 

back to being grass. The squelch of my footsteps in the boggy ground was soft and 

familiar, but then no one mistakes their own footsteps for another's. I stood still for a 

moment on the edge of the wood where the darkness was impenetrable and what lay 

before me was impossible to ascertain, even the multitude of stars now hidden from 

view beneath the canopy of black leaves and endless tangled branches. And I brought 

up my arm, took aim from pure reflex, and started firing the gun randomly into the 

wood.

ENDS


