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A Dying God
by Andrew Openshaw
During quiet spells in the shop, I would drive, in my head, to a remote service station. Tipping my cap to the
concealed inside an A to Z. After buying cigarettes
rendezvous, watch dust clouds rise in the rear-view mirror.
Friends never showed any interest when I asked them-So, instead I tried
internet forums, but they were full of weirdos. Finally, I began leaving books on the counter at work, using
them to bring up the subject with bemused customers, strangers. Altered States, Class of 88, Party & Protest in
90s Britain. I hoped that if something was happening, word would get around I wanted an invite.
Someone took the bait. A flyer tucked in one of my books read CULVERT, THE VALLEY,
MIDNIGHT. Two clipart speakers framed the bold black letters, musical notes and the date filled the rest of the
white space. Of course, it occurred to me that it might be a trick to lure a young impressionable girl into the
woods at night. I would only have myself to blame if that was the case.
The descent into the valley began after a twenty-minute walk across a field. Forty minutes later, though,
--if I could even find where home was. So, after the field ended I
started along a path next to the woods. A few solitary street lights dotted the route meaning I could at least
conserve the battery in my torch. On I walked, yet nothing indicated this was the way to go. With no discernible
gate or gap, jumping the fence and going offjeans, and the excess layers were making me hot and anxious. It was then that I spotted it hanging on a fence
post--a cardboard sign. Neon letters read THIS WAY and an arrow pointed into the trees. Sick to the stomach, I
skipped the fence.
Torch back on I moved more quickly for five minutes, brushing foliage aside and ignoring bad thoughts.
At last, I came upon a lantern hanging off a branch. A few steps on and the lanterns became frequent, so I
turned the torch off again. When I reached a small clearing, I stopped to catch my breath. Bathed in twinkling
lights, I gazed ar
appreciate the twee-attractiveness of this quaint little den. It was startling and I believe it was then that his game
really began.
A faint breeze made me shiver. Was this a trap? Tense and alert, I swivelled and started back to the
a rustle or a breaking twig; moving
without making a noise in this dense environment was impossible. After a while, I regained my nerve and
started walking back towards the path.
t into the rock was a circle, the
outline of a huge underground pipe. The culvert entrance.
Urine, faeces, the smells were unmistakable but they brought me back after my lapse of awareness.
There had been the den of lights, then the culvert entrance. A period between those two points was missing. I
opportunity I had been waiting for, for so long. A part of me still wanted to turn back, to find the fence again.
#
Inside the concrete shaft, I welcomed the drop-in temperature, my jumper clinging to drying sweat. With the
torch now providing less than a metre of visibility, I had to take cautious steps. Water dripped through cracks in
the concrete; it helped calm my nerves for a few paces until a faint scuttle made me instinctively freeze and
rats
al feet scraping along the stone surface
induced strong palpitations.
The tunnel curved after about half a mile, and around the bend were rows of candles, creating a path. I
stuffed the torch in my back pocket. A pounding bass made the walls tremble. Music played somewhere and I
was getting closer to it. Flickering lights illuminated silhouetted figures in a gap up ahead. Seeing actual people,
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I started into a jog, unable to contain my excitement. The tunnel opened into a juncture, arteries ran off it in
different directions.
I stood on the precipice and peered into the lair. Beams from strobe lights leapt around the walls, casting
weird pointy shadows. Techno music blasted from two large floor speakers that framed a table near the back. A
figure wearing headphones tweaked nobs on a mixing desk, eyes fixed on two spinning records. Everything
about the scene was perfect, apart from the lack of people.
I jumped the half metre down into the chamber anyway and joined the fifteen or so dancers. They were
all
or a bit older, wore sober expressions. Their movements appeared choreographed, and no one attempted to
e girl who wore a green dress, with a matching bow in her hair.
Turning, the girl appeared to hear, but something made her stop. She blinked, acted confused for a second, and
then lost herself again in the volley of lights.
I headed for the DJ, an older man with soft unblemished skin and traces of eyeshadow. Engrossed in his
art, I had to wave my hands to get his attention. He took off his headphones and came around the table to stand
next to me.
he words were a whisper, but they
filled my mind. My movements became heavy.
When I opened my eyes, I was in another tunnel, staring into the darkness. Glancing over my shoulder, I
d never moved. Nothing made any
sense. Then my feet started moving forward, one after another. Fighting my brain, I told myself to go back.
ahead. It appeared to go on for miles, with no discernible end in sight. After a while I stopped resisting the
steady pace, my mind dissolving into a thick mist.
ding
toward my destiny. Vague things come back to me. It was a much narrower tunnel than earlier and I had to
stoop to avoid scraping my head on the hard-damp roof. Strange echoes bounced around the walls, an
occasional shriek accompanied by a low yelp. Darkness drained in as the trail of lights diminished up ahead.
Step, step, step, step until they were all gone.
My body maintained its momentum regardless until a foot caught on something and I hurtled forward
into the abyss. This caused a flurry of motion. Rows of flaming torches ignited outwards like dominoes,
revealing an oval chamber, much larger than the previous one. Several shadows darted across stark white walls;
moving around the enclosure and across the roof, they were accompanied by the deafening clatter of hooves.
The yelping and shrieking returned. Manic laughter joined in, and a low growl. Dazed, I just swayed, staring out
with vacant eyes. It bared down on me in a flash; teeth bared it sprayed saliva as it leapt the final few metres.
With a vicious bark, the wild dog opened wide and sank its teeth into my calf. I clattered to the hard ground, the
impact extinguishing all the flames.
In the passing of a heartbeat, I was outside again, stood on the road next to the fence. A car pulled up
al
in.
#
When I closed my eyes, the dog was leaping. Its teeth bared, wild flavescent eyes, then the memory slipped
away.
r.
I sucked in and held my breath. The man was peering at me through the rear-view mirror. Exhaling I
ut the tunnel and back on the road escaped me. My leg throbbed.
subaquatic statement. Embarrassed, I peered at my hands. They were blurry, a cloud of particles rather than
something whole. My gaze then drifted to the seats. Minutes passed.
Braking brought me back to my senses. The car had turned into the hospital grounds. During the short
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journey, my mind had raced through endless calculations; trying to understand the complexities of the intricate
patterns on the back seat. In grasping at the vastness of the webs of stitching, I found I could flip my attention if
uestions. Mental dexterities, I pondered, that
belittled those of lesser mortals, those uncomprehending of the multitude of answers that hid beneath the layers
of soft fabrics.
drag, the genius of drive
shafts. It remained undetected by modern science, sealed away behind smooth patches of vinyl, streaming
through moulded foam and woven into incessant webs of red-black-grey. A hidden energy rose out of the
trimmers to course through me, compelling me to count these beautiful formations under my hands. It passed
The driver tapped my knee; I jumped and stared into his taut

The driver
moved back after this sudden and incomprehensible outburst.
I rummaged around in my pockets, took out a note which I placed onto his outstretched palm. He took it.
Overcome with joy at his acceptance of my payment, I unclipped my seatbelt and lunged toward the front
section of the car.
The driver reached out and caught me, preventing me from crashing into the dashboard. Pushing me
back down into the rear seats, he spoke to me like I was a child.
I saluted him and stumbled outside, the car skidding off as soon as its door slammed shut.
exhaust. Stale cigarettes emanated from a gathering of butts on the ground. A hint of cut grass came in on the
breeze. In the stillness, the earth hummed. Everything was intricate and connected; all sounds became divided
rom rustling
litter or the faint whirr of the hospital generator.
Overwhelming data flowed through me. I could capture, analyse, compartmentalise them all. It was
intense but manageable because I had a rhythm and understood that gaining the new knowledge was a visceral
rather than intellectual thing.
I was falling in love with every microscopic string of new awareness. Revelations obscured in the
crowded-inertia of the city made themselves known, drop by drop, from the most ultimate of wellsprings. The
biggest revelation was acknowledging something guided me here. It was close, waiting behind a veil, toying,
and testing.
I walked towards the A&E entrance but stopped when my leg began hurting. The bite had penetrated my
thick jeans and broken the skin. Rolling up the material to expose red marks, I poked at the wound. Pushing on
soft flesh reminded me of the foamy car seats with their tantalising secrets. I collapsed into a heap on the floor,
my laughter echoing out across the deserted hospital grounds.
Composed and on my feet, again, I approached the revolving doors. I suppressed another bout of
laughter at the prospect of this rotating riddle. It was a door, though, and doors were signals. Stepping through
would satiate my expanding mind. My stomach churned as the turning central axis launched me forward.
Wooziness momentarily broke my connection to the unbounded wisdom; I was no longer privy to the
astounding abstracts. The taxi had rejected me after all and one fatal over-spin would cast me outside again;
crushed like the cigarettes, a burning light forever extinguished. Turning in slow motion, my vision became
blurred by a streaming incandescence. Air trapped in the whirling entrance swooshed into the waiting room, I
fell into my new realm.
#
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I stood staring at the scene in front of me. A&E at 2 am
startling spectacle. Gripped by surfacing doubts, I searched for inklings of logic, but found none. People were
everywhere, all on their feet, immersed in a miasma of fumes. Forty maybe, a mixture of uniformed staff and
patients. They were dancing to music, which blasted from a wide-screen TV on the wall. Many were swigging
from bottles of wine and smoking too. One person was being sick but instead of helping, those nearest laughed
and cheered. Smeared on the floor was more vomit mixed with what looked like blood. Mouth agape, I
descended into a fit of rasping coughs, cigarette air plunging into my exposed lungs.
No one paid attention to me, despite my spluttering episode. Bent-double I tried to catch my breath and
caught a whiff of a resinous aroma.
spilt wine. Hunkering down, I covered my face with my hands, but soon lost my balance and cast them into the
viscous pulp. Kneeling in the sluice, I rubbed the mess first on my clothes and then in my hair, scraping back
sweat-clung strands from my face. From my cowering place, I noticed those in the vicinity above me had
stained clothes too. Spellbound, their conversations were indistinguishable.
Ribbons of light encapsulated the figures in a dazzling aura. Limbs cascaded through them, as these
upwards, away from
the assembly. Below was a scale model of the scene. A musical carousel in a frosted window at Christmas time.
Mind-descending back to the floor I weaved through gyrating bodies. Still, no one acknowledged me, so I
headed for reception. A girl at the desk was typing into a computer, oblivious to the empty bottles amassing on
the counter. I only got halfway across the room before a tug on my jumper forced me to stop. Someone pushed
a box under my nose. Gazing up at me was a slight woman, a senior registrar. Shaking with excitement, the
I reached in and grasped a small object. The woman then grabbed it off me
and gave it a twist. I laughed. It was a torchPeople began crowding in, grabbing handfuls of the torches. They headed off to distribute them around
the room. Satisfied at her dispersed stash, the tin
nonchalant receptionist ended her engrossing tasks and reached for the switch. In the blackout, those with pen
torches began swirling their lights; bouncing the beams off the walls and ceiling. The music grew louder and the
crowd jostled me back into the centre of the room to join in their dancing. I twirled, the others enraptured by my
graceful movements.
On cue, everyone stopped and turned to watch the receptionist emerge from her desk. The girl climbed
up on the counter. Bottles knocked to the floor, glass shattering everywhere. A loud cheer accompanied the girl
as she ripped open her uniform and exposed her bra. Balancing herself, she raised her arms in the air and began
swaying in time to the rhythm. Others followed suit, removing shirts and jumpers, tearing down tunics and
tossing off shoes. Deep bass throbbed in my head. Nauseous, I stumbled away from the disrobing throng.
Leaning on a wall, I began retching.
The bout lasted several seconds then stopped. I breathed in and exhaled, overcome by an overwhelming
sense of euphoria.
The diminutive registrar approached me, her sagging breasts glistening with a filmy coating of crushed
fruit. The woman held a myrtle crown adorned with golden-green leaves and small white flowers. Placing it
digitised letters scrolled across the black screen: THE REAL FUN CAN BE FOUND IN THE EAST WING.
I immediately strode off towards the door leading into the hospital. A cacophony of breaking glass, orgiastic
screams and pounding beats continued behind me. Glancing back, I took in, one last time, the marvellous
emergency room.
#
The music turned to a dull thud when the door closed. All along the corridor ceiling lights flickered, white walls
glistened with perspiration. Filing cabinets dotted the route, their drawers yanked open and reams of patient
records covered the floor. I removed my jumper, dragging matted hair through damp wool, knocking off my
a faded bra, I placed the crown back on my head and skipped down the hall.
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Crude graffiti covered the damp surfaces, strange slogans mixed with arrows that led the way. The
A distant scream interrupted my speech. Ahead, a woman darted across the aisle, her naked feet slapping
the hard-sticky floor. A man followed, doors clattering from a forceful push, his erection visible beneath a
tattered hospital gown. Grunting and disoriented, he mock-imitated horns with his fingers, staggering like a
wounded bull. He paused to admire me before continuing his pursuit of the flighty squealer. Although fleeting,
the stare penetrated my soul.
y nails into
the paint, scratching the vivid markings in a frenzied attack. Skating through the honeyed slick, I jumped and
mounted one of the filing cabinets. Wheeling and twisting my way up the corridor, I arrived at the double doors
from which the bull-man came.
Dismounting, I kicked the doors open and walked into a new room. Lots of panting and giggling trickled
from several private cubicles framed by curtains. Through gaps in the jiggling material, I glimpsed writhing
tubes. Animated invalids pumped hard, still attached to their drips. It was much darker here. Many of the lights
had failed and those that still worked blinked on and off, accompanied by an unsettling electric charge. One
spark and up it would all go.
I noticed a body reclining on a row of seats along one wall, a plume of curling smoke rose from a head
obscured by a high desk. Treading on a mangled paper clip, I cried out in pain. Alert to my presence, the figure
emerged. Barely clothed and vulnerable, I froze in the beam of its piercing eyes.
The boy took a final drag on his cigarette and crushed it into a seat cover. Nude on top but covered
he led me down another corridor. Stepping over entwined bodies, we passed
gangs of men, stalking the wards, seeking their prey. In one room, a masked surgeon was buggering a man
bending over a table with his gown hiked up around his waist. When we arrived at another set of double doors,
my partner motioned for me to enter first.
The sludge of crushed grapes coated the floor of this huge recovery room. Its walls swathed in ivy, tree
branches reaching in through smashed windows. In the beds were drunken males, naked with huge erections.
Topless nurses were transfusing their own blood into the arms of their patients. My boy-guide dragged me
towards an unoccupied bed. He hoisted me off my feet and threw me on the mattress. A hunger overtook the
placid youth; he lunged at me and tore my underwear. I gave back in equal measure, clasping my mouth to his
and digging my nails into his back. Reaching below, I tried to guide his cock into me.
This blood and violence must have alerted the others in the room. One of the nurses had thrown off the
tubes attached to her arm and ran towards us. With ease, the crazed woman grabbed my lover and tossed him to
the floor. The rest of the nurses arrived and pounced like a pack of rabid wolves, tearing at his flesh. Electrified
by their ecstasy, I joined in too. Chunks flew off him as we women ripped and gouged.
Two men then dragged me away and pushed me, face first, against a wall. Held in place, another person
came and flogged me with a wooden rod.
My humiliation finally ended. The staff played soothing pipes and little leather drums which carried an
upbeat rhythm. Some of the nurses came and helped me back to the bed. One woman rubbed salve onto my
welts and turned me over to allow another to dry my wet face. They dressed me in a long purple robe and
replaced my crown. Two then escorted me past the mutilated pulp of my paramedic prince to the doors.
Handing me a fennel staff, the women pushed me back into the hospital maze, alone.
#
A huge weight had fallen from my shoulders. Yes, I was sore, but airy too. I floated along the corridor, my
gown flowing behind me. The wards and corridors had emptied; the buzz and flash of broken lights provided
the only sounds. Laughing loudly, I screamed, my voice carrying across the now seemingly deserted building.
The fennel staff handed to me by the nurses became a sword in my head. I began fighting an invisible foe,
slashed at the air. A warrior princess cutting her way through the battle, searching for her nemesis, the entity
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behind this whole charade. Chaos whore, maker of madness, agitator, synergist of subversion. Eleutherios was
risen. He-she-it bewitched me and this entire hospital, those people at the rave. It was a wicked plan and I was
the fool, the sacrifice, the next one in line.
A distant rattle grew into a thunderous clattering, the unmistakable earth-pounding noise of heavy
animals running in a pack. The hooves from the tunnels were back, their arrival heralded by the instantaneous
expulsion of most of the lights.
My mood dropped as the shadows of the half man, half beasts marched up the walls towards me. Mythic
creatures advancing on either side, I edged away but soon slipped and fell. This activated the beast in the lead.
His shadow form began pouring off the wall in a thick mist, down to the floor. It reformed again in front of me,
no longer just a black visage, but real, tangible. Two others followed and they moved forward in formation. I
scrambled to my feet but slipped again, hurling myself backwards and landing on the hard floor.
My gown had risen, I was revealing myself to them. This vulnerability ignited their erections, I lay
helpless unable stop them. The lust which overcame me when I was with the young paramedic melted away, the
idea o
The lead creature, its naked muscles gleaming with sweat, was on me in a flash. It leered at me, dark eyes
framed by thick eyebrows, squinting and devilish. It's long beard brushed my face as he reached down and
grabbed me, throwing me against the wall in one effortless swing. I prepared for its brutal entry.
An echo from the hall broke the momentum. A yelp. I recognised it immediately from the tunnels. The
Satyr released me and I crumpled to the floor. Out from the darkness emerged a dog, the one that had bitten me.
It snarled and glared at my three attackers, who cowered as it stepped toward them. A few paces further and it
let out a guttural bark, the sort that empties your bones.
The bite had changed me for sure. Every sensation heightened since
tuned into something beyond the
realms of men. I could sense it coursing through my body still, just like it had started to do in the taxi.
The standoff ended abruptly when the three Satyrs faced each other and exchanged words in an
undecipherable language. In turn, they each swirled back into the wall and galloped away into the hospital;
disappearing phantoms expunged in front of my eyes. Lights flicked back on, and the dog released its fearsome
stare and began panting, smiling maybe, as dogs sometimes do. It then wandered down the
corridor, yelping back over its shoulder telling me to follow, so I did.
The dog led me down a long corridor till we reached the door of an isolated room in the heart of the east
wing. It nuzzled its head against the frame, indicating for me to enter. I turned the handle, cool in my hot hands.
He lay in the bed, a frail white body under severe blue cotton sheets. Wires leading to a cardiac monitor. A
breathing apparatus obscured his face, but I recognised him. It was the DJ, whose whisper had filled my mind
with a cacopho
The man reached up with a shaking hand and removed the oxygen mask. With a nod of the head, he
nk deeply
What did old Hippocrates say again? Wherever the art of medicine is loved, there is also a love of humanity. He

were still present within, despite me regaining a modicum of cognisance.
well
t we all

selfater social, sexual
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I yelled, and moved toward the bed but soon found myself stuck like a bug in amber.
hese are the worst economic
Droplets of water began tumbling down my cheeks. Tears of rage, of sadness, but also of joy,
affirmation. These are the words I longed to hear.
Something in his eyes changed. A drunken kindness, reverting to an unforgiving fury. His lucid ranting
descended into a stumble of clipped words.
The coughing fit began again. Released from the invisible hold, I approached the bed and placed a hand
on his arm and helped him lay back down on the pillow. He picked up the oxygen mask again and took deep
breaths.
lutionary counterculture. Exodus Collective,
Fantazia Party, Zippies, Spiral Tribe, the second summer of love. After the police began to crack down, we took

companies seeking to exploit past glories. Organised parties sponsored by clothing brands. Rented buses to get
you there a
You realise the tentacles of the corporate world have reached too far into your lives. The totalitarianism
trouble on
-rats. Suffering is all around you, suffering created by your reliance
He sunk back into his bed, his infiltrating voice replaced by the monotonous beeping of the heart rate
monitor. It lulled me, a great calmness descended. The warbling pipes returned, their mellow consonance
drifting under the door. A bristling tambourine. His pretence was building but I could only soothe him,
believing him tired and distressed.
ve wandered the earth setting fires. Reborn into the next body destined to ignite the flames of the

powerful.

madness,
In that moment, the room filled with light, his chest convulsed and the heart rate monitor flatlined. I
#
I stopped and gazed at the effulgent dawn, all oranges and purples, an aurulent hue. A beautiful day
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emerged, the warmth within me outdid the morning chill. It had rained overnight and droplets of water clung
feet content on the hard pavement, drinking up the fresh life-giving water laying in small pools along the path.
The wind caught my hair like all knowledge flowed through me. The path led away from the hospital, and the
housing estate which surrounded the grounds poked through the gap at the end.
He came panting towards me, bristling golden mane, excited lolling tongue. I hunkered down to scratch
laughed. Twirling, like I had in the hospital.
Eyes wide open, everything belonged eternally to me.
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