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Celebrating masculine art and
the men who create it

Welcome to the second edition of Mascular Magazine. We are
very please to be building on the extremely positive response
we had to our launch issue. Based on the feedback we’ve had
and the thousands of downloads of the magazine, it would
appear that Mascular Magazine has struck a chord. Our readers enjoyed the broadly diverse selection of works we included
as well as the opportunity to better understand the artists
who created them.
We decided to construct the second edition of Mascular
Magazine around the theme of nature. Somehow the natural
world seemed to be making itself known this past spring showing us the extremes... The natural world inspired our
artists, and most of them created new works specifically for
the Magazine. That is perhaps the greatest compliment we
could hope to have. So what have these men been up to over
the summer?
Woodsmen was inspired by a long tradition of pairing the
human form in a natural setting. The theme is explored in the
earliest photos through the war years, the hippy experiment
through to Bruce Webber’s idyllic Bear Lake. I decided to update the theme and introduce a modern quality to it. I wasn’t
searching for a long lost age of innocence and freedom in my
photos. Rather, I wanted to evoke the electricity and beauty
of the modern male form having fun in or simply enjoying a
beautiful natural setting.
Discovering Craig Calhoun’s un-tethered exploration of form
and visual poetry was very exciting. He would have us believe
that everything is a bit of an accident, and that nothing he
does is planned or deliberate. What I see is a brave approach
to experimenting and deft use of composition that combine
to express a unique vision. In Singing Fictions, Calhoun makes
us consider loneliness. He creates familiar spaces, places and
environments with elements like a windowsill or shower door,
but they aren’t comforting. There’s a lot in each one of his
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beautiful images, and the more I look, the more I am confronted with uncomfortable truths.
Spanish Born Manel Ortega selected a location and model to
create a stunning primeval world. This world is profoundly
organic, overgrown and natural. Into it, Ortega introduces a
sinuous masculine form. He is born out of this environment.
Pure, strong and primal. I love the timeless quality of this
series. Ortega’s technical skill subtly reveals detail and form
beautifully.
Kit Perren was lucky enough to grow up in the countryside.
His childhood spent in familiar woods. In Within Nature Perren
rediscovers the landscapes of his childhood. As a grown man,
he takes us to the fields and forests he grew up in. We can
picture the youthful Perren in the shade of the trees, and now
as a man, the peace he derives from the natural surrounds he
knows so well.
Jason Carr explains that his painting is a form of Therapy. A
study in semiotics, namely bulls and birds inform and inhabit
his paintings . These elements link his works to universal
themes that transcend culture and time, though his paintings
have a spare and urgent feel to them. Can you see in them his
efforts to work out his issues?
David Goldenberg was inspired by the park near his home in
north London - a place he visits often and loves. It’s a place
where he can gather his thoughts and get away from it all. In
Sleeping, he considers themes around isolation, vulnerability
and peace - all within a setting that evokes the vastness of
the natural world and contrasts it with the smallness of the
individual.
In his highly original self-portraits, Jerome Oren’s vision of
nature comes through loud and clear. It’s not an inviting place.
In this environment, he is exposed. He is laid bare. He interjects himself into places he does not belong, where he is not
allowed or welcome. Oren’s ‘nature’ is not beautiful or green.

Man’s effect on his natural surroundings is felt through his
compositions. His is not a romantic view of nature. Even so, we
see beauty, humour and character in his self portraits.
In a second body of work, Oren collaborates with his partner
Pat Malo to create a pictorial story. A surreal story that blurs
the lines between humanity and nature, man and tree and industrial and pastoral. The principal characters in the first part
of the story (you can see the rest of the story on Oren’s Flickr
page) involves a young man and a dead tree.
Bobshaw Pete’s delightful series made me smile the moment
I saw it. He’s taken “animals” in the form of his little figurines
and set them in landscapes sculpted out of the human form.
His skillful use of depth of field and composition impart a
dreamlike quality to his photographs. They are, in a word,
beautiful.
I have been following Blue Rain’s work ever since I discovered
it five years ago. He creates poetic nude portraits within his
native Korean landscapes. His forms range from energetic and
dynamic to subdued and full of loneliness. At first glance we
are attracted by the forms and beautiful surroundings. The
landscapes themselves are stunning. But Blue Rain lives in
a country where his sexual identity is a source of shame. He
creates these images, in a sense, to confront his having to hide
who he really is. The love he shares with his partner, as seen in
some of his other work, is sensitive, sensual and beautiful, but
must remain hidden and anonymised. In that respect, these
photos belie an incredible sadness.

Juan Antonio Siverio’s Mirando a la Gomera invites us to enter
and become a part of the scene he has painted. The familiarity
and warmth, the colours all of them work together to compel
us forward and to share the gaze of his subjects. But there’s
something that makes me hold back, and rather than join
in the spectacle, to contemplate the figures in the painting
themselves. Are they lovers, father and son, strangers? What
will happen next? This tiny moment in a scene that is played
out every day is at once familiar and full of potential. Perhaps
Siverio’s trick is to provide us with various clues but to let us
conjure up the crime.
Vincent Keith discusses his approach to photographing trees.
Something that at first glance is such an easy thing to do
throws up some interesting challenges all the same. Trees
have enough in them to be worthy of portraiture, but capturing the character of a tree in a two dimensional surface has
kept him striving for what may not be achievable.
Jon Eland has been a supporter of Mascular Magazine ever
since it was first being considered. An accomplished photographer and master of composition, we were interested to
see what he would make of the “Nature” theme. Not one to
disappoint, he’s taken the subject and turned it inside out. In
Un|Natural he explores man’s efforts to control, codify, catalogue, pacify and repackage nature into more palatable and
comforting portions. His work shows us at once the futility
in that endeavor and how poor we are at imitating the real
thing.

Architect Kevin Leadingham appeared in the first edition of
Mascular Magazine, but as a model in the photo series “A
Portrait of Intimacy.” This time Kevin gives us a master-class in
the key elements that inform what he considers to be great
architecture, and for Leadingham, great architecture starts
with rules and proportions taken right out of the natural
world. His series “The Hidden Structure of Beauty” he concentrates on four themes and effectively shows how they work
together in the design process. He’s presented his essay in an
engaging way with the help of photographer Andrius Norkus.
Kevin Sonnichsen and Jeffrey Henderson have submitted an
essay with accompanying photographs that show how a powerful reaction to a landscape became the genesis for a film
project, Pintauro Road. Pintauro Road’s link to nature extends
beyond Sonnichsen’s encounter with a fog filled valley. In fact,
it’s as if it were the fourth character in the film. Pintauro Road
is a raw and compelling observation of a tangle of relationships brought to a head by a death and the California coast.
We are delighted to have the beautiful photography and
conceptual poetry of Conrado Raphael Maleta. Rather than
contrast man and his form with natural surroundings, he blurs
the lines. His photos show a man trying to commune with
nature, to be a part of it or indeed to be one with it. The vastness of it all seems so hard to capture and the natural world
is made of so many and differing elements, where is one to
begin? Maleta doesn’t concentrate on distinctions or limitation. His vision of nature is full of potential, communication
and a sort of inter-connectedness that links all living things
from the smallest particle to the stars.
Finally, in his second submission to the Magazine, The Last
Days of Summer, David Goldenberg presents us with a playful
and intimate portrait of two men enjoying the fading light of
the end of this season. Is it a metaphor of some kind?
So, there’s a lot to see, read, think about and digest in our
second edition. The artists who contributed to the magazine have clearly made the best of this summer. If you find
anything in the magazine particularly interesting or thought
provoking, or if you would like to explore these themes more
with the artists, please feel free to reach out to them. Contact
details are all to be found on page 3. Don’t forget the Magazine is interactive with tons of links that will take you to more
amazing content.
Like the artists who have contributed, Mascular Magazine
craves feedback - so please write to us with comments, suggestions and views. For those of you interested in contributing
to Mascular Magazine, the next issue will explore Relationships. The deadline for submissions is November 12. Go to
page 173 for more details.
I hope you enjoy the latest edition of Mascular Magazine.
Vincent Keith
Summer, 2012

Roger Thomas’s screen play Refracted appeared in the first
edition of Mascular Magazine, and we are happy to present
the conclusion to this meditation on relationships, loss and
self-realization. Thomas has surprises in store for you.
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Letters

We were very happy with the feedback we received from the first issue of Mascular Magazine, and wanted to share some of it with our
readers. In future, this section will include other mail and letters, so
please write to us.

Great project... and amazing work, as usual, David! Really liked the
Pembroke Ruins pics and the “On photography” article is very inspiring.
Keep spoiling us! ;-)
S. Catolfi
(Location unknown)

Obviously, I have not had a chance to read through the articles in
depth as I have only just downloaded it to my iPad. What I have seen
though is quite incredible and exciting. I am glad that the magazine
covers a range of subject matter which is inviting and is presented
beautifully. I will look forward to reading this on my commutes to
work!
Z. Rathore
Manchester, UK

Vincent, I just downloaded the magazine. Wow! Stunningly beautiful
photos and intelligent writing! Congratulations, my friend!
M. McCall
Georgia, USA

Great work on the magazine. I have to admit that I pretty much spent
most of the day reading it, while at work lol.
Really liked that you have focused on showing good quality work and
not just a soft porn magazine. I am sure it will be a hit.

I love the whole thing and think it is just gorgeous and classy and very
great to see some gay artwork and a magazine with this much integrity for those Gay men all over the world who are not into the Sissy
type and twink aspects that the Gay media always shoves down our
throats! I wood like to submit some work possibly and get a subscription too...but, dont know how to do it from over here in the states!
Can you help me or should I contact Vincent?
Thanks so much and all the best to you in your 50th year now as who
you are!
Jimbo
USA
I absolutely love “The Ghosts of the Pembroke Ruins”! Amazing!
But the rest of the publication is just as inspiring! :-)
Urs
Köln, Germany

L. Saenz
MY GOODNESS. My feeling is that you have a great deal to be proud
of! It is a beautiful, sexy, moving collection of images and words. What
gorgeous physicality/spirituality are present in these images... God
love the male body! Simply beautiful and quite inspiring. I am not
surprised but so pleased and excited by the quality of your introductory writing. How lucky these men are to have you supporting their
work, and them.
K. Frederiksen
London, UK
Hi,
I’m wondering about your magazine. Where can I buy it? I live in Sweden so an ordinary store can be a problem. :)
Your sincere
K. Andersson
Sweden

An amazing collection of art and photography. Outstanding!

Scott
Houston, Texas

Muy buen trabajo....una obra de arte!

(Unsigned)
San Juan, Puerto Rico

Fantastic collection of contributors and their amazing images.
D. Ashton
London, UK

Well done to all those who thought of this magazine / contributed...
just been reading through and am already impressed...thought and
art has gone into this...good to see a decent gay-oriented magazine
as opposed to the usual “quick-flick-through party pics stuff. Full support my end :)
A. Leo
(Location unknown)

Thank you, Vincent and all who contributed to such a fine publication.
And thank you for sharing this wonderful work.
Rob
Newcastle, Australia

I loved it! thanks so much! Its great to see John C Fry work there, I love
his work!
R. Ayala
Cancún, Mexico

6

7

Contributors

David Goldenberg

David Goldenberg I was born in a beach town near Tel Aviv, Israel. I spent most of my childhood
and my teens on the beach, gazing at the beautiful sunsets, causing trouble and trying hard to
make my parents very uncomfortable. I was not your usual boy, I was on a never ending quest to
change the world wherever I could and if not that at least to shake some of its pillars. After mandatory army service and some damaging war experiences, I spent my early 20’s experimenting
in doing all the wrong things and loving most of it. The best part of my late 30’s and early 40’s I
spent in North America gazing at beautiful sunsets and being gorgeous, first in Florida and later
in beautiful Vancouver. I moved to London, immersed myself in teaching, working, photography
and experimenting in whatever came my way. For the last four years I have been living with my
beautiful partner and my greatest inspiration, Louis, in north London, together with our chocolate Labrador, Brusky. I am now a bit older and have calmed down but have never lost my quest to
change the world and make people feel uncomfortable, and yes, I’m loving every minute of it.
Blue Rain BlueRain (1973 birth year) lives and works in Seoul, South Korea. He was born and raised
in rural Korea - a place that influences his photographic vision and sensibilities.

Blue Rain

Manel Ortega

Craig Calhoun

Roger Thomas
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Craig Calhoun was born and raised in the state of New York. He attended S.U.N.Y. New Paltz from
the Fall of 1989 to the Fall of 1994, graduating with a BFA in metalsmithing. He attended The
School of The Art Institute of Chicago (thanks to a full tuition scholarship) from the Fall of 1996 to
the Spring of 1998, graduating with an MFA in fiber. He first started manipulating digital images
with Photoshop in June of 2004. He currently lives and works in Chicago.
Roger Thomas - After a brief year in Lee Strasbourg School of Method Acting, I realised my
talents lay behind the camera and began to hone the techniques of TV, theatre and film script
writing. More years ago than I care to remember I won The Times/Time Out Magazine ‘New
Script Writer of the Year’ for my short film ‘ANGELS AT MY BEDSIDE’ about two angels supervising the last minutes of a dying woman, trying to figure out if she’d go to Heaven or Hell. I then
wrote ‘FLY FISHING’ a comedy feature film about a male escort who, having given up the ‘job’
and falling in love with a primary school teacher, has to think on his feet when he discovers his
new lover’s mother was one of his clients. Several years in the wilderness followed with none
of my work finding a production company willing to put money where its cameras were until I
won another ‘competition’ to create a film script for the St. Martin’s final year drama students.
‘LIFT’ told the story of six people participating in ‘group therapy’ finding themselves stuck in a
lift which falls several floors once they get inside it - their predicament proves more productive
than the last several weeks of therapy once they know their lives are hanging in the balance.
Since then I’ve had a couple of short films produced and my 12 episode ‘mini soap’ “PERSONA”
was filmed last week ready for viewing in July which is exciting. I am currently waiting for three
more feature films to be considered for production ‘REFRACTED’, ‘YOUNGER THAN MADONNA’
and ‘DRAG VIGILANTE’. I’m still doing the odd ‘go-go dancing’ gig and recently read the news for
‘PINKSIXTYNEWS’ which I hope to continue doing in my spare time.
Manel Ortega - was born in Granada, Spain and was fascinated by photography from an early
age. During his military service as a sub-mariner, he bought a camera with his first pay cheque
which confirmed his destiny. He then moved to Barcelona where he became a assistant photographer, laboratory manager and then established his own commercial studio in the heart of
the city which is now run by his business partner. His work has been featured in Spanish Vogue,
Arte Fotografico and La Vanguardia, 10 years ago he moved to Brighton, UK where he has
held several successful exhibitions exploring his creativity through collaborations and a wide
range of media. He was also commissioned to produce work for anti-discrimination campaigns,
World AIDS Day, The Terrence Higgins Trust, NHS and numerous cover shoots for G-Scene. He is
renowned for his interpretation of light, his portraiture and his interpretation of the male form.
He is now settled in Brighton with his partner Ross and their whippet, Basil who is an expert
and patient model.
Bobshaw Pete - I was born in Yorkshire in the front room during an episode of Dixon of Dock
Green, a popular Saturday evening TV police drama. This year for my 50th birthday my sister
surprised me with the first photograph I ever took. When I was a baby, I accidentally pressed
the shutter of the family Kodak Instamatic and snapped a photo of my mother standing at the
cooker of our holiday caravan. A slightly out of focus picture of a familiar subject at a quirky
angle. I have made little progress since that day. Please forgive me.

Contributors
Kit Perren - I was born in deepest, darkest Cheshire in 1973. I took a degree course in design
and silversmithing at High Wycombe. Fifteen years ago I started my own furniture restoration business; very much following in my grandfather and fathers footsteps, as they had both
been trained cabinet makers. I’ve successfully exhibited my paintings locally and always been
drawn to natural forms and nature as my inspiration, the countryside and landscape that I’ve
grown up in, remains one of the biggest influences to my artwork and photography. It wasn’t
until 2003 that I picked up my first very basic digital camera and found a new love and artistic
outlet in photography. A natural step was into self portraiture. Friends encouraged me to go
up a level and I bought the first of my beloved Canon SLRs. My thirties have been the period
of greatest change in my life, I was finally able to be comfortable and open about who I am. I
also met my partner in 2007, and we now live together in Cheshire. In between antique restoration, painting and photography, I’m also working on my first novel. The self portraits I take
reflect the slow changes about me, the day to day and funny ideas that go through my head.
Jon Eland - A Yorkshireman by birth and heart, Jon Eland’s photography career started with a
first camera arriving when he was nine. He trained in the visual arts, learning darkroom and
film techniques but his photography really bloomed when, in 2006, he got his first digital
camera and brought together his creative ideas, understanding of composition and skills in
the digital darkroom. Nowadays much of his time outside of the office is spent in photo-related activities - among the local camera group he started (Exposure Leeds), he also imported
the ‘Photocamp’ un-conference concept from the states, makes fine art photographic images
under the name ‘Strawbleu’ and has a separate male portraiture practice - But I Like It, which
specializes in narrative-led imagery and ‘real’ men. He is currently in the middle of several
personal portraiture projects, so he chose this opportunity to try out the combination of popart style still life and inky urban desolation you see in his Mascular photo essay, ‘Un|Natural’.
(Yorkshire is a region in England. Jon believes everyone should already know this.)

Conrado Rafael Maleta

Jon Eland

Conrado Rafael P. Sarid-Maleta - Born in Santiago de Cuba, Cuba in 1979, and now lives with
his wife in Tel Aviv, Israel. Architect, painter and photographer.. never happy at all but always
walking.

Jérôme Oren (Jéren) -French photographer born in Paris in 1966. In his youth, numerous trips
abroad with his parents gave him a taste for discovery and adventure. His father, himself a
keen photographer, gave him his first SLR camera for his 16th birthday, and taught him the
basics of technique and practice of photography. To this day, he retains a nostalgic love for
analog photography but has long since converted to digital for most of his work. However
his old Rolleiflex is never far away. A graduate of the Institut d’Etudes Politiques de Paris (“Sciences Po”), he lived in the U.S. for more than a year in Boston, MA and in the mid-West, where
he discovered American culture. He did his military service in the French Navy. His ship was
on a world tour and undertook various missions in support of indigenous peoples, allowing
him to discover remote lands and islands, but also instilled in him military values such as ,
determination, sense of leadership, solidarity and male friendship. After his military service,
he became involved in the family business situated on the French Riviera, where he has lived
ever since. He also becomes involved in professional lobbying., culminating in the role of head
of a major union. Photography had been a hobby among others, but the discovery in 2008 of a
social network dedicated to photography (www.Flickr.com) and meet other fans encouraged
him to go further in this process, by devoting more time and seeking always greater control..
Today he’s been exploring themes around the relationship between man and nature; conceptual humour; and portraits. All of which can be seen on his Flickr page.

Bobshaw Pete

Kit Perren

Jérôme Oren
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Kevin Leadingham

Kevin Leadingham - Born in a small seaside town in Scotland in 1969, I grew up spending half my
time at the family beach house and the other half on building sites. During my 5 years at Architecture
study in Glasgow I was able to drive my syllabus towards the more modest, vernacular, traditional,
people friendly area of design and study. I still have a passion today for Architecture which defers
to human scale, to street scale, to local materials and to local style. After spending a few years in
Manchester working on system built offices and apartment blocks I finally landed a job with English
Heritage in London. My job there was to wander around cathedrals, castles, priories and country
houses making measured hand drawings of carvings, cloisters, fireplaces, doors, windows, etc. I work
now for a firm of traditional Architects who pride themselves on well proportioned design, which is
built by traditionally trained builders and fitted out by skilled craftsmen. My job requires an eye for
authenticity, when I visit the building site nothing should shout out as being out of place, everything
should sit in its correct order in my minds eye. It is part of this hidden order that I touch on in the four
pages I have presented.
Andrius Norkus - Originally from Lithuania, has lived in London for a few years now. He currently
works in the construction industry but his main passion in life is photography. The type of images
he strives to capture are those unseen, candid street shots. This will find him walking the streets of
London most weekends with a keen eye out for those elusive split second moments.

Andrius Norkus

Juan Antonio Siverio

Jason Carr

Kevin Sonnichsen
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Juan Antonio Siverio - A native of Tenerife, lives and works in Denmark and Berlin. He creates contemporary images with the delicate mediums of pencils and watercolors always leaving the visible pencil
grid beneath the paintings. His work is very detailed and refined, with complex shadows and lights.
One can discover the architecture of each of Siverio’s works by looking closely onto the surface of each
of his paintings. Siverio lets the viewer see images mainly of me, especially masculine men and their
particular beauty. He unveils a clear and realistic look. His work is honest and he believes this is what
makes it beautiful and sensitive. He brings out the inner feelings of the person he draws, their soft
and vulnerable sides.
Jason Carr - I paint figurative images using mainly acrylics, mediums and acrylic spray paints. I have
a degree in Visual Arts (Wanganui NZ) and a Diploma in Character Animation (Freelance studios,
Auckland NZ) where I was taught figurative drawing by John Ewing (Disney animator for 101
Dalmatians and The Jungle Book), upon graduating I moved from New Zealand to London in 1999
to become an animator but in turn became a freelance illustrator working for various publishing
houses. I had always painted as a hobby but could never really find my style until I went through a
particularly rough patch in my life 2 years ago and through that found my painting mojo and since
then have been riding the wave of a re-discovered lust for creating. The pieces included are from the
Pride London 2012 group exhibition. I am currently working on 10-15 new pieces for my forthcoming
solo exhibition in late summer 2013 called ‘In our wildest moments’ which will explore the people
behind their daily uniforms and the masks behind their faces. I am also available for commission
work, go to facebook.com/jasoncarrartist
Kevin Sonnichsen dreamed about making movies ever since he knew what movies were. Saturdays
spent on the couch watching “creature features” with his mom and an abundance of “behind the
scenes” television shows and specials further fueled his interest in film and, in particular, special
effects. After receiving his BA in Theatrical Design and Production, Sonnichsen realized that the
effects industry had moved into the digital realm and he followed by studying at Mesmer Animation Labs and later, Gnomon School of Digital Effects. His career, however, took a seven-year detour
into interface development and e-commerce before his passion led him to Los Angeles and the film
industry. While in Los Angeles, Sonnichsen found work as a previs artist and worked on feature films
including “Eragon” and “Journey to the Center of the Earth”. He found that he missed San Francisco
and returned to the Bay Area where he began making his own films. He started with a dark take on
office culture, “Staff Infection”. “Pintauro Road” marks Sonnichsen’s fourth short film and a return
to his theatrical roots with a nod to his favorite playwright Joe Pintauro. Sonnichsen maintains a
day job as a user interface consultant and directs whenever he has the opportunity including music
videos, corporate films and shorts.

Contributors
Jeffrey Henderson has been honored with several awards in the areas of communication, videography and public relations and has extensive experience in event planning, public outreach, program
and project management as well as presentations to community and special interest groups. Henderson’s experience includes his ongoing work as a producer for Upper Market Entertainment (UME)
in San Francisco. As a producer at UME, Henderson has provided support for a wide range of projects
and produced short films. He continues his work with UME developing a documentary about a
Communist defector turned famous American sports figure. Other notable periods of Henderson’s
career include his work as an organizational consultant with his own firm, NeatFreak, in Long Beach;
Executive Director of the Bixby Knolls Business Improvement Association (BIA) in Long Beach; Account Executive with Adler Public Affairs in Long Beach; General Manager of a small full-service
advertising agency in Santa Monica, California, Cutler Enterprises; and as a Financial Development/
Corporate Relations Specialist for the Orange County Chapter of the American Red Cross in Santa
Ana, California. A Montana native, Henderson earned a Bachelor of Arts degree in communication
arts, with an emphasis in mass communications, from Montana State University, Billings. Currently,
by day, Henderson is an Account Executive with IMA Interactive in San Francisco; and, by night, he
blogs with one of his oldest and most dear friends, visit www.jeffandjanelle.com.

Luis Saenz - Having grown up in Parral Chihuahua Mexico, among a catholic and machista society,
he often finds himself trying to defy with his photography the boundaries of what’s wrong and
what’s right, but then who is he to determine that? Luis Saenz has always had a passion for art, and
it is not until he grabbed his first camera that he found a way to express his feelings and the way he
sees the world. Economist by trade, and a self taught photographer by passion. “...Always having a
vision for beautiful and obscure things, I have found that capturing moments in suspended animation is the voice that drives my photography.” He often finds himself involved in social activist causes
and tries to use his photography as a way to communicate better or help others. While he and his
partner Kevin lived in Las Cruces, NM., Luis taught photography and Photoshop techniques at Las
Cruces NM juvenile center, as a way to rehabilitate young lost kids and provide them with a passion in life, something to hold on to, while in there; he is in the works of putting together a similar
program in Oklahoma City where he and his partner live now.

Jeffrey Henderson

Luis Saenzs
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Woodsmen
Vincent Keith

This series of photographs was taken on a rainy day in July, 2012. I had been thinking of doing something in the woods with
models for a long time. The project brought together the male form and natural landscapes – themes I have often explored
in my photography, though not generally together.
As we walked through the woods to find a suitable “stage” for the photographs, I felt myself getting increasingly calm
and relaxed. I had a strong sense that things were coming together. The fact that the day was overcast only enhanced
the moody lighting I was hoping to achieve. The leaves and ground were wet and I knew this would give the photos a
saturated richness.
We finally found a natural clearing under a canopy of trees. The ground was strewn with dead leaves. As the models undressed, I listened to the nervous excitement in their voices. Though I had photographed three of the four before, it was
the first time they had been involved in a group shoot with me. They stripped completely and I began to arrange them into
various compositions. At first, they were slow to move and visibly uncomfortable being naked and damp. But as the afternoon went on, I could see them relax into their surroundings. It didn’t take long for them to undergo the transformation
from urbane male to Woodsmen, totally connected to and at home in the forest.
There came a point where all inhibitions ebbed away and the pure beauty of our surroundings and their bodies combined.
I drank it in. I knew the scene was contrived – why would four men be together, naked and in the woods in this way? I
thought I might try to shoot them as a voyeur might see them – hidden in the underbrush with the subject unaware that
they were being watched. But in the end decided to confront them directly. I wanted them to be aware they were being
watched, observed, captured. Naturally, they reacted to my gaze. What emerged before me was strength, beauty, poise,
confidence and form – all of the elements I find compelling in masculinity.

You can see more of Vincent’s work at www.mascularstudio.com
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Woodsmen 1 | 2012
Vincent Keith
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Woodland | 2012
Vincent Keith
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Woodsmen 2 | 2012
Vincent Keith
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Woodsmen 3 | 2012
Vincent Keith
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Woodsmen 4 | 2012
Vincent Keith
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Woodsmen 5 | 2012
Vincent Keith
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Woodsmen 6 | 2012
Vincent Keith
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Woodsmen 7 | 2012
Vincent Keith
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Woodsmen 8 | 2012
Vincent Keith
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Woodsmen 9 | 2012
Vincent Keith
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Woodsmen 10 | 2012
Vincent Keith
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Singing Fictions
Craig Calhoun

Happenstance for me is a great motivator. I never thought to photograph birds and the nests that they build to raise offspring until
a mourning dove did just that on my bathroom window sill back in
June of 2006. A digital image series titled shel-ter was the result.
The following montages (inspired by a brief email exchange with
Vincent Keith - yet another instance of happenstance) are continuations of that series.
One of the things I was attempting to do was to blend perspective,
scale, interior, and exterior (not to mention the blending of nature,
culture, bird, and human) to create what one could arguably call, in
a nod to Lewis Carroll, portmanteau spaces.
It amuses me that in shel-ter #74 I was able to line up the top of the
sink with the edge of the window because both objects recede into
space at different angles. That the eggs in shel-ter #65 seem huge
in proximity to Eric who seems small when juxtaposed with the
window sill in shel-ter #70. How in shel-ter #73 the shower curtain
rod kinda looks like just another twig from the nest. And most
amusing of all for me would be the overlapping of Eric’s left eye
with the right eye of a mourning dove in shel-ter #69.

You can see more of Craig Calhoun’s work at craigjcalhoun.tumblr.com
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I like to play with the indeterminacy of appearances in these ways
and more because I don’t believe that there is a definitive way to
look at or understand things and because it’s fun to do so. I’m not
trying to show existence as it really is (as if that could actually be
done). I’m also not claiming to state how life ought to be. If anything, I’m putting forth various fictions that viewers may or may not
find applicable to their experiences and interests.
In other words, I don’t presume to know. I’d even go as far as to
write that the wiggle room of not necessarily knowing, which I
would not equate with willful ignorance, is what motivates me; not
some search for (Platonic) truths or essences.
To quote Simon Le Bon, “To me, writing a song is a bit like an experiment. In science you have an intention, an experiment, a result
and an inference. What I always do is go for the experiment, and
the result perhaps, but I never draw the inference. I Leave that up
to people who listen to the song, because really I’m in the dark as
much as anybody else is.”
As such, I don’t create in order to capture; I create to constantly
shift.

shel-ter No. 69 | 2012
Craig Calhoun
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shel-ter No. 66 | 2012
Craig Calhoun
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shel-ter No. 70 | 2012
Craig Calhoun
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shel-ter No. 72 | 2012
Craig Calhoun
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shel-ter No. 72 | 2012
Craig Calhoun
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Mirando a La Gomera
Juan Antonio Siverio

Naturaleza. Hombre y naturaleza. Es una constante que en mi obra
el elemento “natural” sean las personas, los objetos de mis retratos.
Porque sólo existen por si mismos en el aire, en el espacio en blanco
en los dibujos. Pero con esta pieza había que recrear un escenario, y
la relación de mis personajes con el entorno. El blanco se vuelve azul
intenso y verde y negro y blanco de nuevo.

Nature. Man and nature. The natural is a constant element in my
work, whether the portrait is of a person or an object; they are
alone, floating in the blank space of my drawings. But with this
piece I had to recreate a scene and the relationship between the
subjects and their surroundings. The white became blue and green
and black and white again.

Y las personas ya no son los protagonistas, sino el entorno que los
absorbe…los personajes no pueden más que rendirse y mirar hipnotizados el movimiento, el color y la luz.

And the subjects are no longer the protagonists, rather it is the surrounding space that absorbs them. They can’t help but surrender
and stare hypnotized at the movement, the color and the light.

El azul intenso del mar domina sobre todo, y la luz del mediodía
convierte al hombre en un personaje de un cuadro de Friedrich,
inmovilizado y asombrado por esta belleza. O a la pareja en una
estampa de Hopper...pero donde en éstos hay misterio y extrañeza,
aquí hay familiaridad.

The blue of the sea dominates everything, and the mid-day light
converts the man into a character from a Friedrich painting, frozen
and stunned by this beauty. Or into a couple in the style of Hopper,
where instead of mystery and isolation there is familiarity.

Mi hombre está cómodo donde está, porque está cómodo con lo
que es…la poética está en la cotidianeidad, en la relación lúdica y divertida con un mar también hombre. Hay interacción, pero también
respeto. Cercanía.
Mis dibujos siempre pretenden retratar la realidad, captando el
máximo de detalles posibles, pero al mismo tiempo quiere alejarse
de ella a través de pequeñas imperfecciones en la realización, fallos a propósito que dejan ver la mano creadora, y la delicadeza del
trabajo. Reivindico los medios artísticos tradicionales sobre los modernos: el dibujo, la pintura, la escultura. Y en cada pieza se puede
apreciar el esqueleto de cada una, como una biología particular en
cada caso: la cuadrícula del fondo como los huesos, las marcas de
lápiz del dibujo como las venas, las manchas de acuarela son los
músculos…
Así además de dar importancia al concepto, la forma cobra protagonismo…aunque de una manera más íntima, porque requiere de un
esfuerzo mayor por parte del espectador…necesitas cercanía.
Lo que de lejos podría parecer un anuncio de Bikkembergs, aunque
cambiando el arquetipo masculino por uno más afín a mi mundo, se
convierte de cerca casi en una obra simbolista o romántica.

My man is comfortable where he is, because he is comfortable with
what is; the poetry is in the everyday, in the playful and fun relationship with a sea that is also a man. There is an interaction, but also
respect. There is intimacy.
My drawings always try to portray reality, capturing as many details
as possible, but at the same time push back at realism through
small imperfections in the execution, intentional errors that show
the creators hand, and the delicacy of the work. Traditional artistic
media triumph over modern ones: drawing, painting, sculpture.
And in each piece you can see its skeleton, each with its own biology: the background grid is the bones; the penciled under drawing
is veins; the flow of the watercolors are the muscles.
So even beyond the importance of the subject, technique takes
center stage, albeit in an intimate way. To appreciate the technique
requires more effort on the part of the viewer. You have to be close.
While viewed from a distance it might seem like an ad for Bikkembergs, substituting a male archetype better suited to my world.
When viewed closely it becomes a symbolic or romantic work.

You can see more of Juan Antonio’s work at www.juanantoniosiverio.com
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자연 속 알몸을 담다
Naked in Nature
Blue Rain

자 BlueRain (1973년에 태어남)

Blue Rain (Born in 1973)

나는 한국사람입니다. 농촌에서 태어나 어린시절을 보냈습니다.
콘크리트로 둘러쌓인 도시에서 오래 살다보니 어렸을 때 맡았던 흙냄새가 그립고
비오는 날에 처마에서 떨어지던 비소리도 그립습니다.
지난 시간들을 돌이켜보면 시골에서 보냈던 유년시절이 내 인생에서 제일 행복했던
때였던 것 같습니다.
아무런 근심 걱정없이 그져 자연 속에서 뛰어다녔으니깐요.
사진에 관심을 갖고 본격적으로 찍게 된 것은 얼마 안됐습니다. 5년 정도 된 거 같습
니다.
내 사진의 전부를 차지하고 있는 내 파트너를 만나면서 사진 생활은 시작됐습니다.
옷 하나 걸치지 않은 알몸이 된 피사체를 사진에 담는 일은 매우 매력적인 일임에 틀
림없습니다.
일상에 지친 몸과 마음에 생기를 전해주는 활력소입니다.

I am Korean, born and raised in a country village. I miss the smell of
earth I used to smell when I was little, the raindrops from the roof
on a rainy day, since then I have lived in a big concrete jungle city.
Looking back, I think that my youth in the country was the happiest
time in my life. I was running around in nature without a care in the
world. It hasn’t been that long since I took an interest in photography, perhaps five years. My photographic life started when I met my
partner who is in all of my photography. I find it is a very pleasurable
task to take photos of a naked body with my camera. It revitalizes
the body and mind.

자연 속 알몸을 담다
자연은 내게 언제나 어머니 품같은 존재다. 품안에 감싸주고 무조건적으로 내어주
는 존재다.
한번이라도 내게 해를 끼친 적이 있었던가? 없다.
생명을 잃게 되는 자연 재해에 맞딱뜨리기도 하지만 이는 인간의 욕심으로 빚어진 인
재에 가깝다.
자연은 언제나 내가 일한만큼 주거나 그 이상의 것으로 항상 베풀어왔다.
태어나서부터 죽기까지 욕심 때문에 서로 할퀴고 남의 생명까지 탐하는 게 인간이지
만
생명이 다 하는 날에 말없이 그 따스한 품에 품어주는 것은 자연이다.
내가 태어난 곳도 자연이요 내가 죽어서 돌아갈 곳도 자연이다.
자연을 주제로 사진을 찍게 된 계기는 이러한 심오한 이유에서만은 아니었다.
내 파트너를 처음 만난 것은 인터넷에 올려져있는 사진을 통해서다.
자연 속에 담겨져 있는 그를 본 순간 반해버렸다. 남자 누드 사진을 보기 힘들었을뿐
더러
야외에서 알몸으로 있는 자연스러운 모습을 찍은 사진은 거의 본적이 없었기 때문에
충격적이었고 이전에 느껴보지 못한 해방감을 느끼게 해주었다.
나중에 그를 직접 만나 연인 사이로 발전했고 그에게 누드 사진을 찍는 이유를 듣게
되었다.
상처받은 마음을 위로받고 복잡한 일상에서의 탈출, 그거였다.
아무도 나의 고통을 알아주지 않았을 때 내게 먼저 손을 내밀어주고 따스한 품으로
안아주었던 자연.
만약 그가 없었더라면 버틸 힘을 얻을 수 없었을거라 말했다.
지금은 피사체로서 사진 속에 담기지만 나도 그도 언젠가는 자연의 품안으로 돌아
갈 것이다.
그게 인생 아니던가.만약 그가 없었더라면 버틸 힘을 얻을 수 없었을거라 말했다.
지금은 피사체로서 사진 속에 담기지만 나도 그도 언젠가는 자연의 품안으로 돌아
갈 것이다.
그게 인생 아니던가.

You can see more of Blue Rain’s work on Flickr: Here
Korean to English translation by I & N Priest, London.
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Naked body in nature
Nature is like a mother’s love. A love that is unconditional. Has it
ever harmed me? Never. Sometimes you come across a natural
disaster that has cost lives, but that is purely caused by humans’
greed. Nature has always paid me back as much as I have worked,
or more. From birth to death we fight because of greed and at the
end of life, the only thing that embraces you is nature. I was born in
nature and I shall return to nature when I die. This wasn’t the only
reason why I started to take nature themed photographs. The first
time I met my partner was through photos on the Internet. I fell in
love with him in nature. Not only was I excited, but I also felt liberated by the natural male nude photos in the outdoors. We became
lovers later on, then, he told me the reasons why he takes nude
photographs; to comfort hurt souls and to escape from the stress of
everyday life.
“Nature embraced me and gave me a hand when no one noticed my
pain”, he said, “without it I wouldn’t have lasted”. “I might be just a
subject in a photograph now, but I will go back to nature’s embrace
one day”. Isn’t this what life is all about?

untitled I
Blue Rain
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untitled II
Blue Rain
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untitled III
Blue Rain
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untitled IV
Blue Rain
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untitled V
Blue Rain
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untitled VI
Blue Rain
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untitled VII
Blue Rain
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Sleeping

David Goldenberg

I am fortunate to live near one of London’s great parks, Hamstead Heath. The Heath is a vibrant and active participant in
the lives of those who live near it. From the wildlife to tranquility, it is part of the rhythm of life in north London. I walk
the dog there, gather my thoughts and escape from the grind.
The Heath has a strange way of reflecting your moods back at you. It reduces my thoughts to their core elements and
then amplifies them. Sometimes it can be overwhelming. I can feel cocooned or incredibly alone. Parts of the Heath are
very formal and have gardens in them, while other parts are wild and secluded. I enjoy both.
In the back of my mind, I was preparing a concept for this magazine and turning it over and over in my head as I walked
through the park. In the end, I started concentrating on themes like openness as compared to vulnerability. I thought
about how the natural world fits into our everyday lives. From an artistic perspective, I was struck by the “big-ness” of it
all as compared to the individual - this natural world that can’t be owned but can be consumed.
The concept came together in my mind and I waited for a day where all the elements came together in reality so that I
could shoot the project. I chose to place a human form into the natural surroundings but to do it in a way that implied
vulnerability and trust. The man in the images, my partner Louis, lies down in the grasses and gives up control. He is
in the embrace of these natural surroundings - he gives in to them. While asleep, he is vulnerable, he is alone, he is at
peace.
I like to think that the components of the landscape occupy his dreams too. There is drama, structure, beauty, serenity,
comfort, sound all of which also exist in the landscapes. In one of the images, there is a path. Many metaphors come to
mind, but I see it as a subtle reminder that in the end, we are responsible for the directions we take in life.

You can see more of David’s work at www.davidgoldenberg.co.uk

40

Sleeping Series (1) 2012
David Goldenberg

41

Sleeping Series (2) 2012
David Goldenberg
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Sleeping Series (3) 2012
David Goldenberg
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Sleeping Series (4) 2012
David Goldenberg
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Sleeping Series (5) 2012
David Goldenberg
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Sleeping Series (6) 2012
David Goldenberg
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Sleeping Series (7) 2012
David Goldenberg
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Landscapes
Luis Saenz

Whenever I am out exploring places with my camera I normally transport myself to past times, when
no human being had been at that place before, and although some of the places are special to me, to
the point that I keep coming back to them; every single time I am in awe because of their stunning
beauty.
I like to think of the burdens and obstacles that those first explorers had to go through in order to discover them, and then I wonder if future generations will get to enjoy them. My fear is that they won’t
since things might not be the same, so with my snapshots I can freeze time, where life and death are
always a constant, what keeps me in equilibrium with nature.
I am always in the eternal search for that “one” photo, and just when I thought I have achieved my
dream, there is always a new challenge in front of me, or a new angle that I have not seen before. So
at the end of my session, I’ve crawled, stood up as high as I could, laid flat on my belly or have morphed into some weird shape attempting to get closer to my objective.
Over the years, photography has taught me to pause and appreciate life and pay attention to those
little details around me that I wouldn’t see otherwise.

You can see more of Juis Saenz ‘s work at www.luissaenz.com
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waterfal
Luis Saenz
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basaseachi
Luis Saenz
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aspens
Luis Saenz
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new jealand
Luis Saenz

52

carcas
Luis Saenz
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oregan mountains
Luis Saenz
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Therapy
Jason Carr

The paintings I have submitted were from a body of work where I used birds and bulls to symbolise
a particular traumatic moment in my life and the emotions and experiences that arose during that
period. Both birds and bulls have always held a fascination for me as we use them in all walks of life.
Birds have symbolised war, peace, love, superstition and fear. Bulls have symbolised strength, freedom
and passion and the list goes on. I found at the time of creating this work that it was a natural process
to express my feelings in almost a secretive language using the symbolic values of these animals.
The bird images were the first paintings to be sketched out, as for me they expressed the trauma and
the fragility of my state of mind at the time. The images using the red rag and the bull horns were to
symbolise my ascension from the dark space and my reinvigorated outlook on life - I was back in control. This group of work was my diary and therapy, the interest and interpretations from the viewers
have been intriguing and thought provoking as every person has pulled something different from the
work and, in a way, related it to them personally.
I used both images and life models to create the pieces, I am inspired by both photographers and
painters alike. My favourite painters at present are Matthew Stradling, Andrew Salgado and Cauro
Hige. My favourite photographers are Steven Klein, Mariano Vivanco, GOD and Predrag Pajdic. There
are just too many to name there are so many great gay artists/photographers out there right now, it’s
an exciting time.

You can see more of David’s work at facebook.com/jasoncarrartist
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The opposite of alchemy
2012
Jason Carr
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Choice Pt.I
2012
Jason Carr
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Challenging the bull
2012
Jason Carr
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Choice Pt.II
Jason Carr
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Control
Jason Carr
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On Photographing Trees
by
Vincent Keith

I remember the excitement of holding my first “proper camera” as
if it were yesterday. It was a Pentax K-1000 that was part birthday
present and part funded through my savings. I was 13 and living in
Brazil at the time. I studied every millimetre of that camera. The few
dials and switches, the lens mount, even the font used by Pentax
and the evocative letter “K”.
Of course, the first role of film as an inevitable disappointment.
My skills were still in need of development. The photos themselves
were properly exposed and in focus – I was able to master the
technical side of using the camera having practiced on my father’s
kit. What disappointed was the fact that the images didn’t look
anything like what I had seen when I was taking the photos. Bearing in mind I may have been a bit ‘snap-happy’ to begin with, it’s no
surprise that the excitement of taking the photos didn’t necessarily
mean the results would be as exciting.
My photos were flat. The dynamic and interesting subjects I was
compelled to photograph just seemed to be lost in the film. Like
pretty much all photographers before me and since, I experiemented with interesting shapes, portraits, water, still life, doors, animals,
recurring patterns, vernacular images and trees. For some reason,
the never ending variety, the beautiful forms and the grandeur of
trees seemed to catch my eye. But of all the experiements, they
were the least successful. What I saw in real life – the textures
in particular – just didn’t come across in my early photos. I later
learned that far from being easy, taking interesting photos of trees
is very difficult indeed.
Over time, my skills improved. I started to learn what to look for in
a successful photograph. In fact, I started looking at scenes “photographically”. I knew I had accomplished something when I was able
to see something beautiful and know that there was no point in
photographing it because the results would never amount to much.
I also came to know the difference between photographing a tree
and photographing trees – a portrait vs. a street scene or crowd.
Today, trees still catch my eye, and more often than not, in places
where I can’t stop to take a picture – French motorways, for example. But when I do have the time, it’s still a passion. What I look
for varies, but I’ve learned that the trees themselves are only part of

You can see more of Vincent’s work at www.vgkphoto.com.
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the alchemy that makes a great shot. The weather plays a big role,
as does the surrounding landscape. In Woodlands in Wales (1) it’s actually the path leading into a dark wood that makes the compelling
image. Yes, there are trees, but they act as the frame rather than the
main event, so to speak. Frozen trees work really well, in my experience. Capturing freezing fog doesn’t often make for a good image,
but the way the freezing fog shrouds the trees – now that can be
interesting.
When I look at a tree I take in the complexity hidden within a simple
form. The leaves give a sense of freshness and life. The trunk looks
organic but it is immovable and as strong as any piece of architecture. These qualities are so powerful when in the presence of a tree,
but so difficult to freeze into a single frame and display in a static
image. The greens never look as vibrant. In a photograph you can
study the individual parts of the tree whereas when you’re standing
in front of it, your eyes move constantly and discover new parts or
new relationships between one part of the tree and another.
So what’s the answer? For me, the answer is to not even bother
with trying to replicate what I see in a living tree. Instead, I have
developed a photographic language in which trees have a role, but
not quite the same as in reality. My trees are forms. They are part of
the fabric of a landscape. They soften architecture and they define a
landscape. The trees in my photos are echoes of the real thing, and
as such can only reveal part of their true nature. But like an echo,
they capture you attention. My trees tend to be bold, energetic –
they intrude.
In the end, I learned to stop trying to take pictures of trees but
instead to take pictures that were altered and informed by the
presence of trees. Instead of replicating something that can’t travel
and seems eternal and can’t be fully taken in, I let the presence
of a tree, its essence and its impact do the same thing inside my
photographs.

frozen trees in wales
Vincent Keith
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winter trees in wales
Vincent Keith
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frozen trees in wales (2)
Vincent Keith
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woodlands in wales (1)
Vincent Keith

66

woodlands in wales (2)
Vincent Keith
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Within Nature
Kit Perren

I grew up in the South Cheshire countryside. I’m lucky, my parents
are both from London and I could so easily have been a city boy.
Growing up, long hot summers were spent outdoors exploring the
fields and woodland behind my parent’s house.
I’ve always seen a truly natural environment - especially in England,
as a rare thing. So much of the landscape is manufactured, controlled, contained and farmed. But here and there, places still exist;
secret wild places that seem untouched. Here, fallen trees are left
to rot and go mossy rather than be cleared away and managed, and
spring brings a sea of bluebells broken only by well-worn paths of
the local foxes.
To create the following images I took a personal journey back to
revisit some of the places I remember from my childhood. Both the
woodland and the fields in these shots are locations I’ve known for
years. These secluded spots are also where in later years, I developed
my outdoor self-portraits. I haven’t been back here for some time as
I try not to return to a shoot location too often, especially with my
more revealing shots.
I never set out to be my own model, but in my exploration of self I
have experimented with nude studies. The naked form in the natural environment is an extension of that.
I usually have a set idea in my head before I go out to take any
photos, but on top of that I like to see what is around me during the
shoot, and take some spontaneous pictures using the features available at the location. During this shoot I found a hide someone had
built using branches that was begging to be used.

You can see more of Kit Perren’s work here: PracticalOtter
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These images come from three separate shoots during June and
July; a period that saw some of the heaviest recorded rainfall in
England. Paths along the route were still water logged and not ideal
conditions for my partner and I to be slipping and sliding down
steep banks or squelching our way across farmer’s fields layered in
rain-flattened grass. There will be no silage cutting here this summer and it makes me wonder further about how our already hardpressed local dairy farmers will manage.
During the final shoot in July, the sun emerged and for an hour at
least, we had the place to ourselves. The woods felt different this
time though, and I noticed that some of the trees had been cleared.
All the time we were shooting, I could hear hammer drills and earth
movers on the new housing estate beyond the tree line. New paths
had been cut through the woods from the houses too, and although
this little patch of trees is safe, in a few months it will become a
popular dog-walking spot or playground for the residents of the
new houses.
It’s just another sign of how towns are encroaching on our available countryside. Another sign of progress, sure, but I know I won’t
be using this location again. This secret wild place is untouched no
longer.

at rest | 2012
Kit Perren
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in the long grass | 2012
Kit Perren
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long grass| 2012
Kit Perren
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protect me| 2012
Kit Perren
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storm | 2012
Kit Perren
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reach | 2012
Kit Perren
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climb | 2012
Kit Perren
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still | 2012
Kit Perren
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fern| 2012
Kit Perren
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Un|natural
Jon Eland

“I love nature, I just don’t want to get any of it on me.” ―
Woody Allen
Mankind has a weird, uneasy, often queasy and increasingly tenuous relationship with nature.
We have taken shelter to an all new height of self-defence; often
providing us and ours the heights of protection from all that is
natural. Our cities push back anything controlled by the basic elements of life as far from our doors as possible. Plants are tamed,
naturalised and made safe. Why is safety so damned important?
Where we can control these elements we arrange them in perfect
lines, ensuring they look the type of beautiful we agree with or act
in a manner that we want them to. Or we place them in simulations
of where they would normally exist - and then stand and gawp;
looking at their cuteness, ugliness or simply because they make us
realise what we, as a species, do. They’re not at home. We’re only
protecting them from us. What do we do?
We don’t tolerate animals acting defensively - it’s our way or the
highway; and yet we feel at ease to tinker - blending species like we
would a cocktail, or creating new life that’s somehow better - by our
rules. When did we become gods?
Even with the political forces of vegetarianism and veganism, across
the planet meat is consumed in ever increasing amounts - it’s one
of modern civilisation’s founding pillars - getting larger and stronger through the consumption of our fellow animals; while we abstract the concept of the foodstuff from the creatures who wander.
All the while we remove more and more of nature to make room for
tomorrow’s dinner. Who’s the dumber animal?

And then, when we can’t get nature to obey we use elements we
cut from upon the earth or extract from within it to create sick
imitations of nature - of our own hand; safe, smooth and in all sorts
of colours. Bright, bright colours, friendly, gawdy and sickly. A lie we
fabricate to protect ourselves from the ongoing truth. Where will
we stop?
Flying ducks on the wing, the miniature savannah on the table top,
the man in the animal mask awaiting ‘reprimand’ from his partner.
Plushies of animals that would consider us dinner, or the tenacity of
footwear not simply made from animal hide - but in their image.
And yet, through this all, nature shows us it has the upperhand.
Within weeks of a demolition, plants start to reclaim the land; the
elemental forces break up what we leave behind and eventually
it gets natural re-population. We are a force for destruction, but
nature has the ace card. It has time; and no matter what we do, it
shows it can outlive us and wait for us to end our reign. When we
have left, what will have been our legacy?
This photographic series takes two examples of our limited handle
on nature - the plant life which re-asserts itself in the brownfield
sites of on-hold developments in our stagnated economy and
examples of the faked nature created and formed from plastics created from the oil - itself a demonstration of our taking from nature
without a long-term plan and then shows them alongside each
other.
Two unnatural states – both anomalies of mankind’s own development – while aiming for the supernatural; all we seem to truly
achieve is truly unnatural.

You can see more of Jon Eland ‘s work at But I Like It Photography - www.butilikeit.co.uk
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Un|Natural I | 2012
Jon Eland
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Un|Natural II | 2012
Jon Eland
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Un|Natural III | 2012
Jon Eland
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Un|Natural IV I | 2012
Jon Eland
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Un|Natural V | 2012
Jon Eland
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Un|Natural VI | 2012
Jon Eland
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Un|Natural VII | 2012
Jon Eland
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DANIEL pant for breath and wipes the sweat from his lip as he looks
back down what now seems a relatively short street. The postman
jumps into his van and glances at DANIEL. DANIEL looks at the time
- it’s four thirty already.
INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY
DANIEL quickly closes the door behind him. FRANK is nowhere to be
seen.
DANIEL spots the cup still full of now cold tea next to a bowl of
cornflakes with a bottle of milk next to it. There is a note propped
against the tea cup.
‘Dear Dan, not sure where you gone but here’s some breakfast and a
cup of tea for you.’
DANIEL mentally kicks himself and returns the milk to the fridge.
He looks at the large carriage clock on the mantle, it says five thirty.
DANIEL frowns, how could he have been gone so long?
DANIEL walks over to press his ear against the bedroom door before
quietly opening it.
INT. BEDROOM - DAY
DANIEL stands in the bedroom doorway. The room is silent, FRANK is
sound asleep in bed, the blankets and sheet neatly tucked under his
arm, his face turned away from DANIEL.
DANIEL follows FRANK’S chest rising and falling as he breathes
deeply. DANIEL continues to watch his father for few more moments, smiling contended to himself.
DANIEL gently closes the door behind him.

Refracted
by
Roger Thomas

INT. CAFE - DAY
Later. DANIEL continues to stare at his phone. The rain has stopped
and the sun shines. DANIEL studies a photo of PETER’S happy smiling face on his phone. There is a sudden loud sound of steam being
shot into a cappuccino jug, which is also rattled loudly perhaps on
purpose.
DANIEL ‘wakes up’ and looks to the woman behind the counter. She
looks at him rolling her eyes. DANIEL looks down at his phone. The
picture is actually not a happy one with Peter seeming annoyed at
it being taken. The time on the phone indicates DANIEL has been at
the cafe for over two hours.
DANIEL jumps to his feet and quickly retrieves some money to pay
for his now stone cold coffee and curly edged sandwich.
EXT. STREETS - DAY
Late afternoon. DANIEL pauses briefly to scan the street ahead of
him - it seems to him a mile long. Some yards ahead a couple push
a pram, an old lady looks in an Oxfam window, the postman empties the
letter box. It’s raining on the other side of the street, but on DANIEL’S side it is bright and dry.
DANIEL looks at his watch, where has the time gone? After pushing past the couple with the pram and the old lady looking in the
window DANIEL finally reaches the end of the street.

FRANK’S eyes are open and staring ahead into the darkness.
INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT
DANIEL dreams as he lays in bed, twitching in his sleep.
INT. HOSPITAL WARD - DAY
A teenage DANIEL is being restrained by two male nurses in his
hospital bed as another attempts to put a length of tube down
his throat. As they hold his arms against the white sheet of the
mattress we can clearly see that both arms from the inside wrist
to the inside elbows are covered by a dozen or more self-inflicted
cuts/scratches - some old with pale scars, some more recent - pink,
bloody and sore. DANIEL’S distressed MOTHER observes before being ushered away in tears by another nurse.
The hospital bedside cupboard with another crystal duck is kicked
and the duck topples to smash on the hard floor below.
DANIEL’S MOTHER crouches to pick up the snapped off duck’s head.
She clutches it so tight blood trickles out of her fist. As DANIEL
struggles he catches his MOTHER’S eye as she is escorted from the
room.
DANIEL’S troubled uneasy breathing is the only sound during the
images in his dream.
INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT.
DANIEL now sits at the dining table lit only by the flickers of dying
flames in the fireplace. He has tear tracks beneath his reddened
exhausted eyes. He holds his own intact crystal duck by its stumpy
glass legs his eyes fixed on the flickering light from the fire forming
odd shapes and dark rainbows as it passes through its prisms.
DANIEL’S tears subside as his fingers clutch the duck so tightly
his hand turns white and a trickle of blood seeps out between his

You can follow Roger Thomas and his work at script-2-screen.tumblr.com
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knuckles - the painful grip perhaps preferable to the memories.

it’s neat and tidy.

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

DANIEL

DANIEL lies beneath the bathwater, he looks up at FRANK above him
and smiles. FRANK smiles back and waves at DANIEL beneath the
surface.
INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY
DANIEL, asleep at the dining table wakes with a start. Daylight
shines around the edges of the closed curtains.
FRANK stands emotionless at the fire place.
DANIEL spots his father immediately remembering their fight.
FRANK becomes more animated and smiles at DANIEL who notices
how washed, shaved and presentable his father is.

Did you tidy up?
DANIEL takes a big breath.
DANIEL
Dad...the other night - not sure whathappened FRANK
- What happened? In the bathroom? I stuck my hand in the nurse’s
knickers and you... made me wish I hadn’t. In a nutshell...
FRANK’S tone is not aggressive, just informative.
DANIEL

DANIEL

...in a nutshell.

Dad?
FRANK
Didn’t want to risk lifting you, so... left you sleep there.
DANIEL isn’t sure what to say. He rubs the dried tears on his cheeks.
DANIEL

FRANK
Probably deserved it - me, I mean, not you- or her!
DANIEL is taken aback by his father’s apology not knowing how to
respond.
FRANK

No.. Good, you shouldn’t have risked it.

Come on, I’ve been a miserable old shit since I got here.

DANIEL pulls back the curtains, the bright yellow sunlight floods the
room.

You’re .. not well..

DANIEL
FRANK
Well or not, I was well out of order with that nurse, I’d have been
pissed off with me too.
DANIEL
I lost my temper.
FRANK
Good! Every fucking right to! Treating you like a f DANIEL lowers his head.
FRANK stops mid flow. He shakes his head and takes a breath.
And you know one other thing? - I swear too fucking much.
DANIEL can’t stifle his smile, followed by a relieved laugh.
DANIEL
Dad.. if you feel the need, you an shout out as many ‘fucking fucky
fucks’ as you bloody please.
DANIEL takes FRANK’S face in his hands and kisses his forehead.
FRANK
Eh?
DANIEL

FRANK

What you want for breakfast? Good fry up?

You want a tea? - or is it coffee you have in the morning?

FRANK

DANIEL rubs his stiff neck.

Nurse said I need to stick to fruit and -

DANIEL

DANIEL

No, sit - I’ll do it. Sit.

- Oh ‘fuck’ what she said.

DANIEL awkwardly sidles past FRANK, who then sits at the chair
DANIEL vacated.
DANIEL fills the kettle clicking it on to boil. He looks at the kitchen,

DANIEL opens the fridge door.
DANIEL
- we’ve got everything.
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DANIEL excitedly fetches fresh eggs, bacon, and sausages from the
well stocked fridge.
FRANK
Then I’d love a sausage... Maybe I’m on the turn?
FRANK stares at DANIEL waiting for him to smile and laugh.
DANIEL’S face drops and he glares hard at FRANK for a long loaded
moment.
DANIEL
Take more than a sausage...
DANIEL finally laughs, allowing FRANK to relax and laugh loudly
with him.
INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY
DANIEL comes out of his bedroom looking about for his shoes.
FRANK sits at the dining table watching DANIEL.
FRANK
What you looking for?
DANIEL finds one of his shoes next to the sofa and the other remains undiscovered. He holds out a shoe for FRANK to see.
DANIEL
You seen my shoe? The other one like this?
FRANK
Where you off?
DANIEL
Shop.
FRANK
Why?
DANIEL is busy searching and doesn’t answer right away. He puts on
the one discovered shoe.
DANIEL
Cos we need food and... there’s lots of stuff we need.
FRANK
What stuff?
DANIEL
Stuff! Tea bags...loo roll...
FRANK
Well there’s plenty of loo roll – could wipe your arse till Christmas,
the amount you got in there... don’t know why you got so much.
DANIEL
We still need... food.

DANIEL
Don’t be daft.
FRANK
Then sit down, I don’t need anything. Switch the telly on. I’ll wash
up if you want a bit of space.
DANIEL
Dad, I’m not twelve. Why you being so reasonable?
FRANK
Fine, I’ll be a miserable git again if you want DANIEL
No! No...no. I’ll keep this...new ‘you’. Thanks.
DANIEL takes a relaxing if quizzical breath and after a moment of
thought sits down on the sofa.
DANIEL
May as well take this off then.
DANIEL removes his one shoe. FRANK gets up and walks to the
fireplace. DANIEL spots the photo of his mother back in its original
place.
DANIEL
The photo’s back?
FRANK
Found another frame in your room.
DANIEL
Oh. Well done. Looked weird without Mum’s up there.
FRANK
So young.. Die young, stay young.
DANIEL joins FRANK at the fireplace.
DANIEL
Like Marilyn Monroe.
FRANK
No.. Lady Di.. more a saint than a show girl. Your mum..
DANIEL
Bet they’re both having their roots done right now... tin foil dreadlocks, Cosmo on their laps.. rubbing their wrists on the perfume
page.
FRANK smiles as he reaches for the photo, but quickly pulls his hand
back. DANIEL smiles at his father and takes down the photo so they
can both see it clearly.
DANIEL

FRANK

Those boots! Talk about Nancy Sinatra.

The fridge is full - unless you want to eat everything in one sitting.
Be needing that loo roll if you’re thinking of doing that.

1985, Poole.

DANIEL huffs and goes through the kitchen cupboards, he realizes
they are indeed pretty full. He checks the fridge and again its fairly
well stocked.
FRANK
See? Perhaps you just want to get out of here for a while. Getting on
your nerves a bit, am I?
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FRANK
DANIEL
Oh? Where was I?
FRANK
Mumps.. or Measles... something. Your mum was three months
gone with Graham so you were shipped off to your Nan’s.

DANIEL
Yes, Bournemouth. Been wanting to fix that old projector - there’s
film of Bournemouth on there I think.

everything.. escaping.. She pulled you back through the cat flap
once - by the ankles. You kicked her right in the nose.. Didn’t baby sit
for ages after that.
DANIEL

FRANK

(laughing)

That old thing? Thought your mother chucked it?
DANIEL
She gave it me. First thing she trusted me with.

Really? ... shit... awful.
DANIEL and FRANK laugh. DANIEL replaces the photo on the mantle.

EXT. SEASIDE HOUSE - DAY

There is a knock at the door.

Same cine footage. DANIEL’S GRANDMOTHER is holding a furious
four year old DANIEL in her arms, DANIEL red faced and screaming
as they both wave to his parents through the French windows.

The NURSE is at the front step. It’s raining and slightly breezy. She
frowns at the grey clouds above.

EXT. DOORSTEP - DAY

INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY
FRANK is immediately concerned. DANIEL pulls the curtain across
the window a few inches - shielding himself from the bright sunshine outside.
FRANK
Tell them to sod off.
NURSE (OOV)
Mr Thomas! It’s Nurse Jenkins. Come to look in on your father. Hello?
DANIEL
She’s back?! Thought she’d have sent someone else.
FRANK
Definitely tell her to sod off.
DANIEL
Dad?
FRANK
Don’t let her in.. - probably wants revenge. Please Dan.
DANIEL looks concerned at his father’s anxiety. He approaches the
door but doesn’t open it. He puts his hand over the key hole.
DANIEL

FRANK (OOV)

Hello.

Bournemouth - not as if you were a million miles away. Though
you’d swear it was, the way you screamed your Nan’s house down.

FRANK
I don’t want to see her!

FRANK as he is now, appears outside the French windows still
within DANIEL’S memory.

DANIEL

FRANK

Any chance you could... come back in an hour?

You still got to see y’Mum... from a distance.

FRANK

INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY

Not today. Please!

DANIEL has a moment of clarity.

DANIEL

DANIEL
That’s why I was stuck indoors! Of course. I’ve had that image in my
head for years. Had dreams about it.
FRANK looks at the projector, he picks it up giving it a shake.

Or tomorrow?
EXT. DOORSTEP - DAY
The NURSE frowns attempting to peer through the key hole but
sees nothing.

DANIEL

NURSE

Thought they were messages... symbolic signs.. messages from
beyond the grave. But it was just me with measles...

I want to check his blood pressure! Purely routine.

DANIEL smiles and laughs to himself.
FRANK

INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY
FRANK peeks out behind the kitchen wall. DANIEL is confused at
how his father is acting.

Wasn’t funny... Yowled your Nan’s ears off for six days. Smashing
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The NURSE knocks the door hard, the NOISE reverberating through
the room, making DANIEL flinch.
DANIEL
He’s - asleep right now.
NURSE (OOV)

No!
FRANK slams the door behind him. Daniel hears the chimes rattle
loudly.
Fucking chimes!

(oddly aggressive)

INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY

I need to see him!

DANIEL has set up the chess board on the small table between
himself and FRANK. The chess set appears much more ‘matched’
and the board less tatty.

DANIEL winces at her voice.
DANIEL
(worried)
I really don’t want to wake him. He is fine, honest. Come back tomorrow, yes?
EXT. DOORSTEP - DAY
The NURSE rubs her arms against the cool air, it’s spotting with rain
behind her.
NURSE
(calm and polite)
Um...okay, I’m sure it’s...fine. But may I take his blood pressure by
tomorrow latest?
DANIEL (OOV)
Yes. Sorry...See you tomorrow.
NURSE
...tomorrow then.
The NURSE walks down the steps, takes one more concerned glance
at the front door, then hurries through the light rain to her car.
INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY
DANIEL presses his ear to the door until he’s convinced the NURSE
has left. He peeks around the half closed curtain. He turns to FRANK.
DANIEL
What was that all about?
FRANK is sheepish.
FRANK
I don’t want her coming in here poking me about. You heard how
angry she was.
DANIEL
It’s only blood pressure.
FRANK
Yeah, so she says!
DANIEL
Well, she’s coming back tomorrow, so you’ll have to see her.
FRANK
I don’t and I won’t. So you can bloody well turn her away then as
well.
FRANK walks briskly to his room, hardly using his stick.
DANIEL shakes his head and shouts after him.
DANIEL
Your walking’s improved. That might make her more pleasant...
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FRANK (OOV)

FRANK hides his nerves ready for a fresh attempt at the game.
FRANK stretches his hand toward the Knight. DANIEL doesn’t dare
breath.
FRANK’S hand closes in on the piece, his fingers almost within
reach. FRANK’S eyes concentrate as he grips, lifts and triumphantly
moves the Knight to its new position.
FRANK looks DANIEL in the eye raising an eyebrow with content
satisfaction.
DANIEL can’t hide a relieved wry smile.
Chess piece after piece are moved with increased ease as they continue their game.
INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT
DANIEL and FRANK sit on the sofa listening to football on the radio
with the chess game on-going between them.
FRANK is leaning forward engrossed in the match while DANIEL
studies the chess board with a frustrated expression.
A goal is disallowed, FRANK is furious.
FRANK
Come on, Ref! Ray Charles could see that was a foul!
DANIEL shakes his head with no interest either way as he’s concentrating on the chess game.
DANIEL
It’s on the radio dad - can’t see anything.
FRANK
He was fouled!
DANIEL
The fuss. Ball goes one way - ball goes the other way. Who cares..?
FRANK slowly turns to DANIEL with a look of total disdain.
FRANK
‘Who cares?’ What are you, an alien?
DANIEL
Can we just play this?
FRANK
Stadiums are full every week.
DANIEL
Yes and look what they’re full of...
FRANK
Hey, me and your brother used to enjoy going to the match now
and then.

DANIEL

- Vulnerable. Bugger!

You’re welcome to it.

DANIEL stands up.

DANIEL picks up a Rook and contemplates placing it down on a
square further down the board. FRANK coughs.
FRANK
You’re leaving your Queen exposed.
DANIEL replaces the Rook and thinks again.
FRANK
Couldn’t drag you to a match - rather watch Bionic bloody Woman
on telly.
DANIEL
Better than football...bores me rigid.
DANIEL picks up his Bishop. FRANK coughs again a little louder.
FRANK
Bishops can only move diagonally.
DANIEL growls with frustration as he replaces his Bishop.
FRANK
I won’t be going to another match for a while. You’ll not take me.
DANIEL
Too right.
DANIEL pauses a moment trying to suppress his frustration with
the chess game.
DANIEL
I can’t move! Every time I try I leave myself...
DANIEL can’t remember the word.
FRANK
- Vulnerable?
DANIEL

DANIEL
Going to make a sandwich?
INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT
DANIEL opens the kitchen cupboard and takes down a plate and
turns to the retrieve a loaf from the bread bin. As Daniel turns back
to the plate he sees that it has two slices of bread on it with one
slice buttered and cheese waiting to be grated on a smaller plate
next to it. DANIEL stares at the plate and the loaf of bread still in his
hands.
DANIEL shakes the moment off.
DANIEL leans on the wall looking at FRANK. FRANK studies the
chess board. DANIEL stretches and yawns.
DANIEL
Did you ever play chess with Graham?
FRANK
No. He’d never sit still long enough.
Graham’s got his dogs now anyway...
DANIEL finishes the sandwich and cuts it in half. FRANK continues
to study the board.
DANIEL
What dogs? When did Graham get dogs? Sue’d not have dogs in her
precious ‘show home’. Got to take your shoes off at the bottom of
the drive as it is...
FRANK
His dogs, for dog fighting - all that fuss...
DANIEL thinks to himself but remains confused.
DANIEL
What are you talking about?
FRANK
That illegal...’dogging’ thing he was caught doing. The thing that’s
caused all this trouble, with Sue.
DANIEL realises his father’s total misunderstanding of his brother’s
‘troubles’ and has to turn away to stifle his grin and attempt to
remain serious.
A stony faced DANIEL places the sandwiches on the dining table but
FRANK can see something is ‘amusing’ him.
FRANK
What?
DANIEL doesn’t know how to explain things to FRANK.
FRANK
What?
DANIEL
Don’t know if I should.

Continued on page 154
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Infractions

Jérôme Oren (Jéren)

Infractions est une série d’autoportraits, la plupart nus, réalisés
durant l’été 2012.

Infractions is a series of self-portraits, mostly nude, that I created
during the summer 2012.

Pris à un tournant de ma vie, dans un pays étranger, ils témoignent
d’une rupture volontaire avec un passé trop “conforme”. Surtout,
chacune de ces photos a été prise en infraction, sur des lieux privés
ou publics (champs, propriétés, musées, ateliers, jardins, rue) où ma
présence, et encore moins ma nudité, n’étaient connues ou autorisées.

Taken at a turning point in my life, in a foreign country, they reflect a
deliberate break with a “conformist” past. Importantly, each of these
photos was taken while engaged in a trespass or infraction, in private or public places (fields, private land, museums, shops, gardens,
a street) where my presence, let alone my nakedness, were neither
wanted nor authorized.

Ignorer les interdictions d’entrer, se dévêtir totalement au risque
d’être surpris, se laisser enfermer dans un musée : les montées
d’adrénaline suscitées par de telles actions ont satisfait une certaine inclination naturelle, longtemps frustrée, pour l’aventure.

Ignoring ‘Do Not Enter’ signs and undressing with the risk of being
caught or getting locked in a museum: the adrenaline generated by
these actions satisfied a certain natural but frustrated inclination in
me, one that longed for adventure.

Cependant, l’esprit de ces autoportraits nus ne réside chez moi ni
dans un désir de provocation gratuite, ni dans un exhibitionnisme
malsain, parfois (auto)destructeur, dont on verrait mal la finalité.
Plutôt, la confrontation de l’homme en tenue d’Adam avec des
éléments environnementaux inattendus ou inhabituels devrait
susciter, en tout cas je le souhaite, sourires et interrogations.

However, the spirit of these nude self-portraits is not a desire for
gratuitous provocation, nor unhealthy exhibitionism or sometimes
(self) destructive. I see no purpose in that. Rather, it is the confrontation of man as Adam seen in an unexpected or unusual environment that should give rise, at least I hope, to smiles and questions.

Réalisée loin de la ville et en milieu rural, la série effleure plusieurs
sujets : l’”état de nature”, qu’évoquait J-J. Rousseau, ou encore le
pouvoir transformateur de la nature sur l’homme décrit par H-D
Thoreau.
Par opposition, certaines photographies de la série, réalisées dans
l’enceinte de constructions humaines, peuvent interroger sur la
place de l’homme dans un monde architecturé à l’excès et sur le
formalisme de certaines entreprises...
Enfin, J’ai réservé la publication de cette série à MASCULAR MAGAZINE, et à mon ami Vincent, dont le précieux soutien est moteur
dans ma démarche photographique.

You can see more of Jérôme’s work on the following sites:
jeren.darqroom.com
www.flickr.com/people/jeren_france
www.facebook.com/Jeren.photo
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Taken in the city and rural areas, the series touches on several topics: the “state of nature”, evoked by J-J. Rousseau, or the transformative power of nature over man as described by H-D Thoreau.
By contrast, some photographs in the extended series, taken within
the confines of human constructions, raise questions about the
place of man in a world designed to excess, and about the formalism adopted by the corporate world ...
Finally, I reserved the publication of this series for MASCULAR MAGAZINE, and my friend Vincent, whose support is a precious engine in
my photographic approach.

Pause champêtre (1) | 2012
Rural break (1) | 2012
Jérôme Oren
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Pensez bio | 2012
Think Organic| 2012
Jérôme Oren
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Soyez bio | 2012
Be Organic | 2012
Jérôme Oren
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Au naturel | 2012
Jérôme Oren
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Pensée alternative | 2012
Alternative Thinking | 2012
Jérôme Oren
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Autoportrait à l’abreuvoir | 2012
dispiritedness | 2012
Jérôme Oren
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Je marche seul | 2012
I walk alone | 2012
Jérôme Oren

Nature morte | 2012
Still Life | 2012
Jérôme Oren
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[ ] | 2012
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Music Reviews
by

Sprechhund
We are fortunate to have Sprechhund as our music editor. He is
intimately involved in the music industry and hugely knowledgeable about the contemporary scene. He has chosen three recently
released and noteworthy albums to review for this edition of
Mascular Magazine.

My Head is an Animal
Of Monsters and Men

This is the first album from the Icelandic six-piece band who are
expected to do great things this year.
These guys have been touring the US and Europe building an
ever-growing following and are making a massive splash at the
moment.
The second single from the album ‘Little Talks’ is currently being
played all over UK radio, so you would need to be living on the
moon not to have heard this. Check out the crazy video on Vevo
that has over 17 million hits.
Sounding like a mix between Mumford and Sons and Arcade Fire
meets The Beautiful South, there is something here for everyone
– the vocals are delivered superbly by singers young Ragnar and
Nanna and the album is packed full of great singalong tracks that
will keep you happy for some time – no filler tracks here.
Tracks to download – Dirty Paws”, “King and Lionheart”, “Mountain Sound”, “LIttle Talks” , “Your Bones”, “Lakehouse”
Little Talks Video

iTunes
Spotify
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The Silicone Veil

Solo Piano II

This is the second album from Norwegian chanteuse Susanne
Sundfør. If you like Massive Attack, The Cocteau Twins and the
voice of Elizabeth Fraser you will adore this album and the magical vocals from Susanne on this album.

Just to keep all you culture vultures out there up with the latest
contemporary classical artists I have included the latest release
for the genius that is Chilly Gonzales.

Susanne Sundfor

I discovered the video for the track “White Foxes” on YouTube and
have been mesmerized by the magic of this album ever since – so
far it has sold in excess of 40,000 in the singer’s native Norway
and will no doubt do well over here once everyone hears it.
Tracks to download – “White Foxes”, “Can You Feel The Thunder”,
“Among Us” and “The Silicone Veil”.
White Foxes Video
iTunes
Spotify

Chilly Gonzales

Solo Piano II is the second solo piano from the Canadian maestro
Jason Beck better know as Chilly Gonzales. In the past Gonzales
has been compared to the likes of Erik Satie.
Most of Solo Piano II is very upbeat, full of playful flourishes and
takes you back to Gonzales’ jazz background and you will find
White Keys to be a refreshing and summery little number.
Minor Fantasy, meanwhile, brings to mind images of grand
buildings, high-ceilinged drawing rooms and evening wear and
Chilly could almost be Chopin at his most cheerful. Othello is also
sweepingly romantic, full of gentle trills and runs.
Most of all, the pleasure of Solo Piano II can be sumarised by a
sentence included in the liner notes to the first volume: “Although
they say the piano can create the most colours of any instrument,
it is actually black and white, much like an old silent movie.” This
set is a welcome throwback to simpler, gentler times. It breaks no
rules, but these days, coming from a star of so-called ‘alternative’
music, this is arguably as revolutionary as it gets.

iTunes
Spotify
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As Close to Nature as I Want to Be
Bobshaw Pete

Nature? I hate nature. I hate photographs of nature. I hate long exposures of milky
waves. I hate humming birds frozen in flight. I hate dew drops on cobwebs on misty
mornings. I hate raindrops on roses and whiskers on kittens. I hate the thought
that if you just get up early enough or walk far enough or catch an animal at just
the right moment with a trip switch, then you can show you have mastered technique and technology and can recreate the perfect shot that millions have taken
before.
Nature? I’m staying in bed. In the city. Near the shops, near the people, near the
noise, near the life.
Nature? Do you expect me to be impressed? You can come to me on my terms or
not at all. Understood?
Bobshaw Pete - August, 2012.

You can see more of Bobshaw Pete’s work on Flickr: Furry Jock
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Like Nature I| 2012
Bobshaw Pete
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Like Nature II| 2012
Bobshaw Pete
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Like Nature III| 2012
Bobshaw Pete

107

Like Nature IV| 2012
Bobshaw Pete
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Like Nature V| 2012
Bobshaw Pete
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Like Nature VI| 2012
Bobshaw Pete
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Like Nature VII| 2012
Bobshaw Pete
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Like Nature VIII| 2012
Bobshaw Pete
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Like Nature IX| 2012
Bobshaw Pete
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Finding Pintauro Road
by
Kevin Sonnichsen
Photography: Jeffrey Henderson

The story began with a drive. My father
had met a young country singer in
Seattle who was interested in making
a music video. I was keen on exploring some locations near the Russian
River in Northern California, and to use
a canary yellow ‘65 Ford Thunderbird
owned by Lon, the co-producer of my
first film, Staff Infection, as a central
image in the video.
It was a beautiful sunny day and Lon
suggested that we take the Thunderbird on the scouting mission. After
exhausting the locations I had in mind
for the video, he suggested that we
take a drive out to the coast.
That passage was through Coleman
Valley Road, where the landscape
changed from evergreen rain forest to
something very different... rolling hills
covered with scrub grass interrupted by
huge rocky outcroppings and scarred
with barbed wire fencing.
As we approached the coast, the fog
began to appear, first clinging to the
hills in the distance, but soon surrounding the car - the landscape desaturating before my eyes into near black-andwhite.

View

Pintauro Road

You can see more of Jeffrey’s photos on his Flickr page here.

Thunderbird
Jeffrey Henderson
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Coleman Valley Road
Jeffrey Henderson

The balmy Northern California summer day had somehow become something that felt a lot more like Northern England in a matter of
miles. I could understand how Hitchcock felt that Northern California was his home away from home and why he chose to shoot so many
of his films here.
My tank top, while more than adequate for tooling around along the Russian River on a summer’s day wasn’t substantial enough for this
weather. Lon turned on the heat, but with the top down, it barely managed to warm my shins before dissipating into the fog.
Lon offered to pull over and put the top up – at the very location that we would film nearly a year later. I helped him wrestle the primitive
convertible top into place and then surveyed the landscape. There’s a story in this. I could tell.
The inside of the white convertible top was black, and I quickly felt like we were floating along this alien landscape in a claustrophobic
bubble. The juxtaposition between this cocoon and the open air a few moments earlier was shocking to say the least.
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Miwauk Beach
Jeffrey Henderson
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Filming Pintauro Road | 1
Jeffrey Henderson

Finally, we reached Highway 1 and made the turn South towards Bodega Bay, where Hitchcock filmed the Birds. I wondered how many
times he traveled on this same road searching for locations or maybe making the mundane journey to and from the seat each day.
The ocean made its voice heard above the Thunderbird’s engine and my attention was drawn to the surf some 20 yards down a rocky cliff
face from the road upon which we traveled.
Lon noted my interest and suggested that we pull off at one of the beach access areas ahead. The car was hardly in park before Lon was
halfway down the wooden stairs that led to the beach. I hung back and took in the scene... An improbably jaunty canary yellow vintage
Ford Thunderbird parked atop a sea cliff shrouded in fog. I stepped back with my camera to capture the image, but not before impulsively
opening the driver’s side door. This was a scene from a movie – an Alfred Hitchcock suicide scene. Perhaps the owner of this car was Grace
Kelly? But why was she here?
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Filming Pintauro Road | 3
Jeffrey Henderson

I made my way down the stairs and joined Lon on the beach. I was immediately drawn to a large rock formation in the surf, through the
center of which was carved a near perfectly round hole. Subtle, eh?
An image came to me... A woman in a black cocktail dress on this beach. Incongruous, indeed, but she must have something to do with the
car on the cliff and the foggy coastal road we had just left.
As we drove back to San Francisco, I reflected on the inspirations that the road, the landscape, the beach and the ocean had all contributed.
There was a story there to be told, and it was up to me, and the playwright I worked with, to find it. We found it, and it became Pintauro
Road.
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Filming Pintauro Road | 2
Jeffrey Henderson
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Within Nature
Manel Ortega

The East Sussex coast near my home is a stark and spectacular landscape that I
love. It has a rough and primeval feel that comes alive to me, under the constant
gaze of the statuesque white chalk cliffs. I know the coast well and have shot many
landscapes over the years.
I have done a lot of work around the male nude, masculinity and male sexuality. It is
a rich seam to mine, and I find something new in every man I photograph.
I created this series of photographs because I was interested in exploring a human
form within this landscape. I wanted to see the contrast of these different organic
forms within the same context. This forbidding and yet familiar landscape can
seem impenetrable at times, particular when viewed from a distance. But if you
come in closer, you discover a rich tapestry of colours, textures and forms. To me, it
seemed natural to bring in the contrast of a male nude form.

You can see more of Manel Ortega’s work at www.modusphotostudio.co.uk
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within nature series (I) | 2012
Manel Ortega
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within nature series (II) | 2012
Manel Ortega
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within nature series (III) | 2012
Manel Ortega
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within nature series (IV) | 2012
Manel Ortega
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within nature series (V) | 2012
Manel Ortega

125

within nature series (VI) | 2012
Manel Ortega
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within nature series (VII) | 2012
Manel Ortega
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within nature series (VIII) | 2012
Manel Ortega
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within nature series (IX) | 2012
Manel Ortega
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The Hidden Structure of Beauty
by
Kevin Leadingham

The candid photographic style of Andrius was tempered slightly with posed images, but the intention was to capture how natural the
subjects, discussed in the presentation, sat together visually. The presentation here represents a visual thought process. It contains facts,
figures, thoughts, influences and images. Some drift in and out, some are more prominent than others, but all lead to the conclusion.
Photography by Andrius Norkus.
You can see more of Andrius’s work at: www.flickr.com/people/andrius_norkus/
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Biosphera

Conrado Rafael Maleta

There is a landscape of weird and golden sand dunes. There is also a line [it must be a blue line] that makes clear all that
is around the Self, the Human Self. It is great here in this minimalistic space of a wild Universe!
I saw a couple of tears in the middle of a lovely square, philosophic square it was. I also saw stars, real stars I saw in a
wide emotional surface. Sometimes they looked like tiny tears. It is amazing the “how” of this evolutive interconnection!
A few of anthropomorphic clouds had been moving so fast down and up inside a male’s heart. Was not mine of course,
was someone’s, a man’s heart that was full of clouds. He [the other beside me] even didn’t knew nothing about this: a
natural and red cave placed in an unknown land.
Oh! Desirable corner of shapes!
Oh! Boundless joy that can be eaten, here in this realm of water and land!
The group of creatures had been there for a long time, in fact not so much time. Just enough for a little walk through the
wisdom that flows and flows never turning the head back. I saw them and He also did it. We were discovering something
that they called Kingdom. We didn’t knew it because we was inside it and that was good... so good for a human life.
...and even today I feel like a fish, I can dance like a cloud and jump out this corner that looks like the Whole Beyond, the
Universe by excellence.
It is a landscape made of sand but also it is a soul possessed by a male mermaid. It is a body, it is you and him; it is a
nature, the Nature.

You can see more of Conrado’s work at conradomaleta.tumblr.com
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If it is not real then what other things can be A world is a world and nothing can change that
2012
Conrado Rafael Maleta
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I am for you a visual icon for what the others call Cosmos
2012
Conrado Rafael Maleta
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There is some animal pain and silent lamentation in this landscape of simple nature
2012
Conrado Rafael Maleta
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Dust. Life in minor scale. Scale for the wholeness of a natural enjoyment that is called life
2012
Conrado Rafael Maleta
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Poem about the incredible emotional relationship between a cloud and a field of sand dunes
2012
Conrado Rafael Maleta
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And there was also water, but not common one. Water that was full of fecundity and pureness
2012
Conrado Rafael Maleta
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It is tree with a strong roots. It is a seed full of power and also a small garden under the skin of the planet
2012
Conrado Rafael Maleta
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Homo Arbor
Jéren & Pat Malo

Homo Arbor - l’homme arbre : dans un champ aux arbres calcinés, repose une barque échouée et une sculpture conceptuelle dont l’auteur
reste anonyme. Apparaît un homme nu, qui n’a gardé comme seul témoignage de son passé citadin qu’une paire de baskets aux couleurs
vives. Ses mains, à force d’étreindre un tronc mort, sont couvertes de
suie. Penseur ou chasseur, particule du divin, il entame un rite gestuel et primordial qui semble établir un lien entre un ciel lourd et une
terre brûlée. Un autre homme (sont-ils vraiment interchangeables ?)
met les voiles pour quitter cette terre abîmée...

Homo Arbor - tree man: in a field of charred trees, sits a beached
boat and a conceptual sculpture whose author remains anonymous.
A naked man appears, wearing a brightly colored pair of sneakers
as the only testimony to his past as a city dweller. His hands are
covered in soot from trying to hug a dead tree trunk. Thinker or
hunter, divine particle, he begins a ritual or primordial gesture that
attempts to establish a link between a heavy sky above and the
scorched earth below. Another man (are they really interchangeable?) sets sail to leave this damaged earth...

Tel pourrait être le script d’Homo Arbor. Dialogue des éléments, alliance du bizarre et du naturel.... Cette série totalement improvisée a
été réalisée en quelques minutes. Son imperfection, son incomplétude sont aussi les marques de ce qu’elle raconte. L’homme urbain
et sédentaire d’aujourd’hui succède au chasseur primitif et nomade
d’hier. Mais rien n’y fait : les liens qui existent entre l’homme et la Nature sont immuables.. Cataclysmes, catastrophes, bouleversements
climatiques, contrarient souvent l’histoire d’une humanité qui ne
sait gérer son développement que par l’urbanisation et l’épuisement
des ressources naturelles. On dit que si demain la ville de New York
était désertée par l’homme, il suffirait d’à peine cent ans pour que
plus rien de ce qu’il a construit ne subsiste. Restons modestes...

This could be the script Homo Arbor. A dialog of elements, an alliance between the bizarre and nature... This series came together
as an improvisation in just a few minutes. Its imperfection, its
incompleteness also marks what it says. The urban man today and
sedentary hunter succeeds the primitive and nomadic yesterday.
But nothing happens: the relationship between man and nature are
immutable. Catastrophes, disasters, climate change, often contradict the story of a humanity that can manage its development as
urbanization and the depletion of natural resources. It is said that
if the city of New York was deserted by man tomorrow, it would be
barely a hundred years until nothing of what had been built would
remain. It’s a warning to us to remain humble...

Il s’agit d’une collaboration entre Pat Malo et Jéren.

This is a collaboration between Pat Malo and Jéren.

You can see the rest of the series at www.flickr.com/people/jeren_france
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Homo Arbor (1) | 2012
Jérôme Oren
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Homo Arbor (2) | 2012
Jérôme Oren
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Homo Arbor (10) | 2012
Jérôme Oren
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Jérôme Oren
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Last Days of Summer
David Goldenberg

I wanted to capture the way people feel at end of the summer, that certain feeling that people have
when one season ends and another is about to begin. When the days are still warm but the nights are
getting chilly; people are back from their holidays bringing sunny memories and summer tans to carry
them through the coming winter chills. There are fewer and fewer chances to catch those rays of light
that leaving warm feelings on your back and neck and fills you with contentment. I decided to capture
this end of summer feeling, as it is reflected through the special connection that Rob and Carlos have
shared with each other for so many years.
I never tire of watching a loving couple enjoying silliness together; or just enjoying each other’s
company. Couples always have a special energy and kind of language that only they understand; it is
precious to them, like the essence of their relationship. And I wanted to captured this essence, without
any interference, just them, the park and the soft sunlight at the end of the day. I didn’t want to be
intrusive and gave them minimum guidance, I just let them be themselves so they can share their joy.

You can see more of David’s work at www.davidgoldenberg.co.uk
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last days of summer | 1
David Goldenberg
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last days of summer | 2
David Goldenberg
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last days of summer | 3
David Goldenberg
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last days of summer | 4
David Goldenberg
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last days of summer | 5
David Goldenberg
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last days of summer | 6
David Goldenberg
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last days of summer | 7
David Goldenberg
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His lights on?

Refracted

EXT. LAY-BY - NIGHT

by
Roger Thomas

A car parked alone in a rural lay-by. We slowly move closer to the car.
There are lights on inside the car illuminating the interior against
the night outside.

Continued from Page 103

The inside lights...inside the car.

DANIEL (OOV)
As we get closer to the car, we see it gently rocking.

FRANK
Should what? What’s he done now?
DANIEL
Right, - but don’t get all bloody... - Don’t go over there and punch
him. – Not like we even know where he is...

INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT
DANIEL and FRANK sit on the sofa.
FRANK
Well that was bloody stupid, no wonder he was caught. Anybody
could have seen them!
DANIEL

FRANK
I’ll punch you in a minute!
DANIEL
‘Dogging’...it’s not...dog fighting.
FRANK
What is it then?
DANIEL
It’s...Jesus.. Graham was caught... in a lay-by. He was in his car with...

Yeah.. That’s the point. That’s what ‘dogging’ is.
FRANK is shocked and his jaw drops. DANIEL hesitates, but continues.
DANIEL
People who do this... they.. kind of want to be watched... doing
whatever they’re .. doing.
EXT. LAY-BY - NIGHT
The car’s windows are open. People are emerging from the thicket
nearby and close on the car as it continues to rock.
INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT
FRANK is shocked.
FRANK
I don’t believe it. Dirty little. I tell you, I’m shocked... it’s bloody
shocking.
FRANK and DANIEL sit in silence, DANIEL allows his father to absorb
what has just been told to him.
FRANK
Maybe this woman.. forced him.. wouldn’t take ‘no’ for an answer?
DANIEL
...yes that’s the danger of stone-wash stretch denim - makes you a
target for all sex-hungry women..
DANIEL rolls his eyes in reaction to his own sarcasm.
FRANK
- And Sue’s brother caught them?
DANIEL
- Sue’s brother and a dozen others – giving them marks out of ten
no doubt.

another woman.
FRANK
Another woman?
DANIEL
With his lights on.
FRANK
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FRANK
What was Sue’s brother doing there?
EXT. LAY-BY - NIGHT
Through the window of the car, we see a man’s white, large backside with the jeans and underpants pulled down in between a pair
of woman’s legs. A hand appears on the glass of the lowered passenger window. Another person’s hand appears next to it. Shadowy

faces looking through at the couple having sex inside the car.
FRANK and DANIEL are sitting in the front seats of the car, while
GRAHAM and the WOMAN remain entwined on the back seat.
When FRANK and DANIEL speak, their lips move, but the sound is
from their conversation in the sitting room.
FRANK (OOV)
Watching him doing it. Why?

No idea...
FRANK
- Your mother didn’t even want the light on in the bloody bedroom DANIEL
(pulling a face)
- enough, don’t want to hear about...that...
FRANK

DANIEL (OOV)
Graham wanted him to watch! - okay not him in particular...
DANIEL pretends to retch at the suggestion. A man’s grinning face
sticks his head inside the car. His grin drops.

(ignoring him)
First time I saw her fanny was when she gave birth to you and only
then cos the mid-wife made me cut the biblical cord...
DANIEL

MAN
Graham?
GRAHAM looks up to see who called his name and recognises the
MAN as his wife’s brother. GRAHAM takes a gasp in shock. The MAN
calls to the woman underneath GRAHAM.
MAN

(embarrassed)
‘Umbilical’...I don’t want to know.
And so we’re clear - I’ve never dogged - doggied...
DANIEL struggles to find the correct conjugation.
DANIEL

Sue, its Kevin, your brother.
A woman’s face appears next to GRAHAM’S. She looks annoyed.
WOMAN
I ain’t Sue! And unless you got a bigger dick you can fuck off!
All three stare at each other in silence. FRANK and DANIEL shake
their heads in judgment.
INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT
DANIEL and FRANK sit in a similar position still looking at each
other on the sofa.

- Done...been.. dogging?
DANIEL pauses and decides that conjugation will do.
DANIEL
And that’s all we need to know. Graham did it, you haven’t done it and neither have I - subject closed.
DANIEL takes a breath and busies himself with the tea cups.
DANIEL swats a fly away from his face, he’s hot, bothered and embarrassed.
DANIEL

DANIEL
They leave the lights on and windows down so FRANK
Yes-yes, I get it.
FRANK isn’t impressed, even though he’s trying hard to understand.
DANIEL can see his father’s discomfort and is ready to leave the
subject.
FRANK
Have you ever done this doggying?
DANIEL

Sodding flies!
INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT
DANIEL is asleep on the sofa bed.
INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT
DANIEL is messing around with his THORAZINE tablets, placing
them one by one under his top lip to make it look like he has massive teeth. FRANK sits on the side of the bath shaking his head and
laughing at the faces DANIEL pulls. DANIEL laughs spitting out the
pills into the sink, turning on the tap and washing them away.
INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT

(cringing)

DANIEL wakes up with a start. He listens, wondering if he heard his
father’s voice.

Dogging! And no, I have not. It’s what you lot do.

DANIEL throws back the covers and walks silently to FRANK’S door.

FRANK
I’ve never done that!
DANIEL
Not you! Straight people.
FRANK
Why?
DANIEL
(exasperated)

DANIEL hears nothing and a smiles with relief.
INT. BATHROOM - DAY
DANIEL is at the end of the bath holding FRANK’S ankle massaging
his calf muscle.
DANIEL
Don’t know why your legs are so tired – not as if you walk anywhere.
FRANK winces as he watches DANIEL, gripping the sides of the bath.
DANIEL
Too hard?
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FRANK
No. No. Keep going.
DANIEL continues.

DANIEL gets out of bed and switches the light on.
DANIEL

DANIEL
Thought about what you’ll do when you’re better? You’re coming on
great guns every day.
FRANK
Don’t know. Go home I suppose.
DANIEL
Well, no hurry - enjoying the company to be honest.
FRANK huffs but smiles.
FRANK
Shush, soft arse...
DANIEL grins.
FRANK’S eyes widen as he nods at DANIEL. DANIEL doesn’t understand what his father is trying to say. FRANK eventually tells him.

Sitting there with the curtains closed. What you like?!
DANIEL looks at the clock on the wall.
DANIEL
It’s six o’clock!
DANIEL quickly pulls on a pair of sweat pants.
DANIEL
Bet you’ve had nothing to eat have you?!
FRANK
Not fussed.
FRANK points to the dining table. The Super 8 projector is upright
and pointing at the far white wall. The crystal duck sits next to it
glinting.
FRANK

FRANK

I fixed the projector.

Other leg?

DANIEL

DANIEL smirks taking FRANK’S other leg to massage it.
FRANK rolls his eyes but doesn’t hide his contented face. FRANK
hums Rod Stewart’s ‘I Am Sailing’ as he closes his eyes to enjoy the
massage.
INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY
DANIEL is in a deep sleep on the sofa bed. He is dressed and still
holds the towel.
FRANK watches him from the entrance to the kitchen with a blank
expression.
EXT. SEASIDE HOUSE - DAY
DANIEL dreams. Outside the French windows at DANIEL’S GRANDMOTHER’S house. The sky is grey and stormy. The chimes silently
clatter in the wind.
DANIEL’S GRANDMOTHER battles to unpeg the washing on the line
– the sheets billowing out of control in the wind. The sheets suddenly part to reveal GRANDMOTHER’S face turning to terror as two
filthy hands with broken dirty nails grab her by the throat.
INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT

That nurse will have my bloody balls. You fixed it?
DANIEL glances at the projector in confusion.
DANIEL
Was gonna throw it.
DANIEL shakes his head and shrugs before hurrying to the kitchen
to see what there is to eat, shaking himself awake.
FRANK
I was an electrician - brain’s not completely gone...
DANIEL
Right, what do you want? Slept so heavily...
FRANK
I’m not hungry! Stop fussing man.
DANIEL
You must want something, what about beans on toast? Bit of
cheese on top - you like that?
FRANK

Early evening. DANIEL wakes up with a start. He spots FRANK sitting at the dining table. FRANK’S expression turns from blank to
animated as DANIEL wakes.
DANIEL quickly sits up.
DANIEL
Shit! What time is it? Why didn’t you wake me?
FRANK
You needed sleep. All that massage knackered you out.
DANIEL looks at the closed curtains.
DANIEL
What time is it for God’s sake?
FRANK
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You’d not slept much the last few nights, so thought I’d leave you.

Yes, anything to stop you fannying on. We can watch a home movie.
DANIEL retrieves a tin of beans from the cupboard only half listening to FRANK.
DANIEL
You haven’t been outside since the park either... need fresh air.
FRANK
I can lean out the window.
DANIEL
You need exercise. Stuck in here all day.
FRANK
What you want me to do, take a spin round the block?
DANIEL

The nurse said FRANK
- bloody nurse...
DANIEL
It’s in the folder.
FRANK
(mimicking)
‘It’s in the folder...’
DANIEL
Hey, I’m supposed to be looking after you. Do you want me to get in
trouble?
FRANK
You’re looking after me just fine. We don’t need her...
DANIEL
Well when she comes...DANIEL pauses to think.
DANIEL
...should have come by now.. Has she been and you’ve not let her in?
- Or not answered at all?! Is that why the lights are off?!
FRANK
No..
DANIEL doesn’t believe his father and sighs with frustration.
DANIEL

looks away innocently.
DANIEL open the front door and looks outside for any signs of the
NURSE having visited.
DANIEL notices a WOMAN standing on the other side of the street
with a dog. She stares curiously at him. DANIEL stares back a moment before closing the door.
DANIEL
She didn’t leave a note...
DANIEL returns to the kitchen. He shakes the beans on the hob.
FRANK
You worry too much.
DANIEL
Then stop giving me cause.
FRANK
Always was your problem.
DANIEL half listens whilst continuing to prepare the food.
FRANK
Same as a kid. Worrying about everything.
Even worried about your imaginary friends.
DANIEL
They’d stopped talking to me!
DANIEL makes the sound of a drum roll and a cymbal being tapped
a-la joke punch-line.
FRANK
I’m right.
DANIEL
Okay, whatever.
FRANK
Just saying...
DANIEL
Yes, I know you’re ‘just saying’. It’s sorted itself out, so...
FRANK
Yes, I know it’s sorted.
DANIEL stops as he’s about to put the bread in the toaster.
DANIEL
It is sorted. Why do you want to bring it up?
FRANK
Everyone has ups and downs...
DANIEL
Yes, and?
FRANK

Oh, Dad. I’m gonna be in so much trouble...
FRANK
We’ll say we were out...exercising.

And...we were there for you.
DANIEL
So you’re saying it’s my turn?

DANIEL notes his father’s sarcasm and gives him a glare. FRANK
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FRANK
No DANIEL
You don’t think I’d look after you anyway?!
FRANK
I didn’t say that!
DANIEL

DANIEL helps FRANK down the last step and into the wheelchair.
FRANK gets comfortable.
FRANK
And we’re outside because...?
DANIEL
You’ve not had any exercise today.
DANIEL begins pushing his father down the pavement.
FRANK

You make it sound like I’m being forced to have you here by that...
sodding nurse!

You’re the one pushing the chair.

FRANK

DANIEL

You were hardly overjoyed when you heard it was two weeks..

You also need fresh air.

DANIEL throws two slices of bread in the toaster.

FRANK shrugs as he takes in the scenery. The street light flickers, but
FRANK doesn’t acknowledge it.

DANIEL
So it is what you think?
FRANK
No! God you’re hard work. Look, we’ve all of us had problems but we
know we can lean on each other. That’s all I’m saying. Blimey..

DANIEL slowly pushes FRANK down the street. It’s a very still night,
the street is calm, clean and clear.
DANIEL
I am better, just so you know.
FRANK

DANIEL calms from anger to a sulk.

I know.

DANIEL
Well...you’re here cos you’re my dad. End of.
FRANK smiles warmly to himself.
FRANK
And I appreciate it.
FRANK looks at DANIEL straight in the eye.
FRANK
I do, Daniel. Really.
DANIEL smiles.
The toast pops up. DANIEL quickly butters the toast and pours the
beans over it. DANIEL carries the plate to his father at the dining
table. DANIEL moves the projector and the duck to the side.

DANIEL
Yes, but wanted you to hear it from me. So you know those ‘episodes’ and all the other... ‘business’ is behind me.
FRANK
You can say the words you know...
DANIEL
- anorexic schizo nutcase? .
FRANK rolls his eyes and shakes his head.
FRANK
Don’t. It’s history. Over.
DANIEL tries to smile.

DANIEL

FRANK

Here you go...

I’d not be here if they thought you weren’t capable.

FRANK

DANIEL

You’re a good boy. Good to your dad.

mmm...suppose...

DANIEL

FRANK

Shush...
FRANK picks up his knife and fork and begins to eat.
DANIEL quickly enters the kitchen, immediately returning with a
bowl. DANIEL takes FRANK’S knife and fork from him and places the
bowl over the food. FRANK looks confused.
DANIEL
Come on.
FRANK sits bewildered. DANIEL fetches the wheelchair.
DANIEL
We’re going around the block!
EXT. DANIEL’S STREET - NIGHT
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‘Suppose’...
DANIEL continues pushing FRANK in the chair. They continue in contented silence. They complete the circuit of the block and return to
the steps below DANIEL’S flat. The WOMAN with the dog is walking
towards them.
DANIEL smiles to himself, it’s been a pleasant night in the warm
calm air. DANIEL bends to secure the brakes of the wheelchair.
FRANK ruffles DANIEL’S hair.
FRANK
(poking fun)
Phew, I’m knackered...

DANIEL pulls away, but smiles then stands and ruffles his father’s
hair.

Okay, just don’t fall asleep. I’m not carrying you to bed.
FRANK

FRANK

I won’t...

Watch it - ain’t got much left...
The WOMAN and dog appear next to DANIEL. Her smile looks curiously concerned. She pulls her raincoat around her to keep out the
chill.
She doesn’t acknowledge FRANK.
WOMAN
You okay love?
DANIEL

DANIEL
Have you snoring in my ear...
FRANK
I’m not going to sleep!
FRANK continues to eat.
DANIEL
I know you. You’ll get comfortable and next thing you’re twitching
and snoring...
FRANK speaks with his mouth full.
FRANK
I won’t go to sleep!
FRANK feigns a sulk.
FRANK
Poor old dad can’t even have a kip now, even after a stroke. My leg is
sore too.
DANIEL laughs, FRANK pushes his plate as he finishes his food.
DANIEL
All right. Sit... before you collapse.
FRANK switches on the projector. Immediately the far wall is illuminated with a large white scratched square. Images of DANIEL’S
MOTHER and a much YOUNGER FRANK appear on the wall.
FRANK hurries to the sofa bed and practically jumps on it like a
child. DANIEL and FRANK are bathed in the light and the images
reflected from the wall - they sit engrossed by what they see.

Yes... all good. You?
The woman nods and continues walking, occasionally turning to
look at DANIEL, squinting through the rain which now falls quite
heavily.
DANIEL nods again to the WOMAN and prepares FRANK for the
steps to his flat.
INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT
FRANK holds the door while DANIEL carries in the wheelchair.
FRANK removes his dressing gown and sits at the dining table while
DANIEL takes off his coat and shoes.
DANIEL
Finish your dinner.
FRANK removes the bowl from this plate.
DANIEL begins to return his bed into a sofa once more.
FRANK
Leave it down, we’ll see what’s on the projector and stretch out.
DANIEL

The YOUNG FRANK and his late wife are playing in the sand joined
by a four or five year old DANIEL at Bournemouth. DANIEL’S GRANDMOTHER joins them. All smile intermittently at the camera, squinting and making funny faces whilst being filmed.
DANIEL and FRANK continue to watch, they smile, their faces illuminated by the light from the projector. The noise of the projector
whirring is the only sound.
DANIEL leans forward as he concentrates on the images. FRANK’S
face turns blank and expressionless.
INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT
DANIEL is fast asleep. FRANK’S face is illuminated by the light of the
projector, but the film has long finished.
A fly lands on the white-lit square on the wall, FRANK’S face remains expressionless.
INT. BATHROOM - DAY
DANIEL’S head and shoulders being pulled out then pushed underwater over and over rapidly. FRANK’S head and shoulders being
pulled out then pushed underwater over and over rapidly. Both are
gasping and trashing about madly.
INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT
DANIEL is asleep on the sofa - the bed now put away. He stretches
and wakes. FRANK is awake and watching TV, he’s concentrating
hard. The TV is on ‘mute’.
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DANIEL

FRANK

Oh...shit. Done it again, haven’t I?

- nice boy...

FRANK

DANIEL is surprised by the acceptance of his sexuality.

You were only gone five minutes. Barely closed your eyes.
DANIEL stretches and yawns.
DANIEL
What’s this?
DANIEL nods to the TV.
FRANK frowns trying to decipher what he watches.
FRANK
Not sure. Some... woman talking to... a man... about... something.
DANIEL rolls his eyes.
DANIEL
(sarcastic)
Glad I woke up!
FRANK
I think that bloke there, him there...has been collecting blind dogs
for the guides or something.

FRANK
What happened with - what’s his face? He didn’t look too interested
if you don’t mind me saying.
DANIEL
God...Peter. Forgotten about him...
DANIEL loses himself in thought.
FRANK
Was it my fault? Wasn’t exactly pleasant to him.
DANIEL slowly comes out of his thoughts.
DANIEL
No, no. Should call him, I suppose.
FRANK
You never talk about being a...you know, being.. a gay.
DANIEL smiles awkwardly.
DANIEL

DANIEL

Not something I feel comfortable talking about to be honest. To you.

(translating)

FRANK

Guide dogs for the blind. Yes...
FRANK doesn’t notice DANIEL’S correction and continues to speculate.

You talked to your mother about it.
DANIEL is taken by surprise.
DANIEL

FRANK

She told you?

Think he’s getting an award or medal... hard to tell.
DANIEL
Do you think it would be easier with the sound up?
FRANK
Was seeing if I could lip read - ‘case I went deaf...
DANIEL doesn’t have an answer. DANIEL watches his father as he
stares intently at the TV.
DANIEL
Ever wonder where you’ll be in ten years time?
FRANK
If you start off now we’ll see, shall we?
DANIEL
You know what I mean. Got to wonder what we’re doing here.
FRANK
Well, I’m watching shite TV with the sound off - what are you doing?
DANIEL
Dad...
FRANK
I’m serious. What you doing? Stuck in here with me, should be out
there with your friends - meeting a nice girl DANIEL glances at his father.
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FRANK
‘Course. Hell, you don’t think something like that would be ignored,
do you? You were only fourteen.. we were worried sick. You having
to cope with that as well as everything else..
DANIEL
Neither of you said.
FRANK
We were talking about you, not to you. Talked about everything. She
had her opinion, I had mine.
DANIEL
We knew what yours was...
FRANK
Mine was mine cos you never talked to me DANIEL
You were always too angry.
INT. SEASIDE HOUSE - DAY
1993. FRANK marching after a fourteen year old DANIEL through
their house. DANIEL storms into his bedroom.
DANIEL
You don’t understand anything!!
FRANK (OOV)
- all I’d get was a door slamming between me and an angry face...

INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT

FRANK

FRANK and DANIEL are chatting on the sofa.
DANIEL
You’d have had a calm conversation with me?
FRANK
Not straight away...
DANIEL looks smug.
FRANK
But eventually we could have. If your mother had been there. Maybe
she’s here...?
DANIEL looks at his father curiously.
FRANK

What are you doing?! All I’ve heard for the last twenty minutes is
slam, slam, slam and bastard, bastard, bastard. Thought Gordon
Ramsay was on.
DANIEL
There’s a load of flies in here.
DANIEL keeps his eye on one fly, preparing to slam it with the newspaper.
FRANK
Open the window.
DANIEL
That’s how they’re getting in! I think..
FRANK

We’re talking aren’t we?
DANIEL smiles.
DANIEL
And no punches have been...swung...
DANIEL smiles but remembers the fight they both had in the bathroom.
DANIEL
All got... out of hand... the other night.
DANIEL looks guilty.
FRANK
I must be losing my touch, though.
DANIEL doesn’t know what FRANK means.
FRANK
Not a bloody mark on you!
FRANK smiles at DANIEL, relieving the tension. FRANK shoves DANIEL and laughs. DANIEL smiles sheepishly.
INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT
The TV is on, but the screen simply reads ‘Programmes start again
at 5:30’.
DANIEL is asleep on the sofa. DANIEL’S eyes begin twitching then
suddenly open. Next to his face on the arm of the sofa is a filthy
hand, nails dirty, gnarled and bitten.
DANIEL gasps and sits bolt upright. The hand is gone.
DANIEL rubs his eyes and calms his breath. DANIEL takes a moment
then bravely looks over the arm of the sofa.
There is nothing there. DANIEL is relieved and takes another calming breath.
INT. SITTING ROOM - MORNING.

Where?
DANIEL looks around the room and points at one or two flies.
DANIEL
There! Look! Buggers everywhere...
FRANK
They’re only flies!
DANIEL
(swatting)
Going to get that sticky paper. Can’t stand them buzzing around my
head...
DANIEL gets off the stool and walks to his bedroom. He returns putting on his coat.
DANIEL
All right on your own a couple of minutes?
FRANK tenses.
FRANK
On my own?
DANIEL
Gonna nip out.
DANIEL opens the front door.
FRANK
I’ll come with you!
DANIEL
It’s raining. I’ll be back in two minutes.
DANIEL steps outside and is about to close the door, when FRANK
grabs his arm.
FRANK

DANIEL stands on a stool near the kitchen. He holds a rolled up
newspaper in his hand and tries to reach a fly on the wall. He slams
the wall with the paper, but misses the fly.

What do you want to go out for?!

DANIEL

For the fly paper!

Y’little .. bastard!
FRANK comes out of the bedroom and stares at DANIEL.

DANIEL
DANIEL tries to close the door, but FRANK steps out onto the step
barefooted, still gripping DANIEL’S arm.
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FRANK

DANIEL sits next to his father.

They’re only flies!
DANIEL becomes concerned.

DANIEL
It’s all right. I’ll stay in.

DANIEL
Dad, I’ll be two minutes.
FRANK
Five minutes! You can’t reach the end of the road in two minutes!
DANIEL
What’s wrong? Do you want the doctor?
FRANK
No, I don’t want the fucking doctor!
DANIEL notices the WOMAN with the dog on the other side of the
road watching them. DANIEL ignores her curious stare and ushers
his father back inside.
INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT
DANIEL moves FRANK to the dining table pulling out a chair but he
refuses to sit. FRANK quietens but remains panicked.
FRANK
I don’t feel...safe. Not on my own.

FRANK smiles, trying to look composed. DANIEL puts his arm around
his father’s shoulder.
FRANK
It’s just a couple of flies...
DANIEL rubs his father’s shoulder pretending all is well again.
DANIEL
Just stupid flies...
Father and son sit in silence.
INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT
DANIEL sits at the dining table watching another home movie on
the projector unconsciously fiddling with the crystal duck. On the
wall ahead DANIEL’S mother dances in the back yard holding her
new-born son GRAHAM. Her bleached blond hair shining in the sun
as she dances in and out of the ‘whites’ hanging on the washing
line. The glass wind-chimes glint in the background.
FRANK stands at the mantle-piece looking at the photo of his late
wife. He is illuminated by the projector’s light.

FRANK finally sits at the table. DANIEL sits next to him.
DANIEL tries to speak calmly softly.
DANIEL
You’re perfectly safe here.
FRANK stands up, marches to the front door and locks it.
FRANK
What if I had a turn? Or tripped over?
DANIEL
Dad...
FRANK
What if that nurse comes back? What would I say to her?
DANIEL
Just chat till I get back. She’s not going to make you do anything.
FRANK
And if you’re held up, talking to someone?
DANIEL
I’m coming straight back.
FRANK
I don’t want to be here on my own!
DANIEL takes a breath, stares with concern at his father then takesoff his coat.
FRANK sits on the sofa and holds his face in his hands.
DANIEL
I’m sorry. It was those stupid flies...
FRANK
I don’t know what’s wrong with me.
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DANIEL stretches but is content to let the images flow over him but
his face becomes serious.
DANIEL
Did you ever blame me?
FRANK doesn’t understand.
DANIEL
I stressed her out, with all my ‘stuff’.
DANIEL joins his father at the mantle piece. The images now reflected onto both of them.

DANIEL

DANIEL’S MOTHER

Used to think she was faking it, the way she’d flop down on the
sofa...

Chocolate?!

INT. SEASIDE HOUSE - DAY
DANIEL’S childhood sitting room. His MOTHER, looking tired, sits
down heavily on the sofa. Twelve year old DANIEL throws his
school blazer and bag on the easy chair. He shouts in the face of his
mother, but there is no sound.
DANIEL’S MOTHER mouths the words but it’s DANIEL’S voice.
DANIEL (OOV)
‘You wear me out, Dan,’ she’d say. ‘Haven’t the strength ...’
INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT
FRANK and DANIEL at the mantle-piece..
DANIEL
And she didn’t...
FRANK
We agreed not to tell you...and that’s the way it was.
DANIEL

DANIEL pushes his mother and her tissue away and huffs off like a
typical teenager out of the kitchen.
DANIEL’S MOTHER claps her hands and laughs as she grips the tissue to her face.
INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT
FRANK and DANIEL at the mantle-piece.
FRANK
Best birthday present she’d had in ages.
FRANK takes a big breath.
FRANK
Reckon she stopped worrying after that.
DANIEL thinks very carefully about what his father has just said. His
face turns serious.
DANIEL
So my problems kept her alive?
FRANK

If I’d known FRANK
You didn’t cause her tumour.
DANIEL
But if I’d have known. Understood why you were so...preoccupied.
Thought you didn’t give a toss about me.. my problems.
FRANK sits at the table and pauses the home movie. On the wall
DANIEL’S mother is suddenly frozen with a sheet she’s partially
pulled over her face coyly.
FRANK

(frowning)
May have given her something to... cling to...
FRANK stares seriously at his son.
FRANK
But she’d not have clung on forever! Never think anything other!
Understand?
DANIEL stares back at his father and switches on the movie again.
His mother suddenly alive and once more dancing in and out of the
washing on the line.
FRANK

You were having a hard time...
DANIEL
But she died so fast.
FRANK
Yes...didn’t see that coming. Not even the doctors. You turned the
corner, medication was working, eating again, playing outside.
Remember when you were late home from school?
INT. SEASIDE HOUSE - DAY
DANIEL’S childhood kitchen. DANIEL’S MOTHER is wearing a scarf
over her head, having lost all her hair, thin eyebrows thin and ashen
skin. Fourteen year old DANIEL comes in, he has chocolate on his lips
and is licking his fingers.
DANIEL’S Mother looks worried and grabs his arm as he walks past
her.
DANIEL’S MOTHER
Where’ve you been? Been worried sick!
DANIEL
Been with mates, haven’t I.
DANIEL’S MOTHER looks at DANIEL’S face. She grabs a tissue and
wipes the chocolate from his face and dabs her tongue on it.
DANIEL
Mum! That’s gross..

Daniel?!
DANIEL nods but is still lost in the images of his mother. FRANK
watches him blank faced.
INT. SEASIDE HOUSE - DAY
Cine footage. GRANDMOTHER holding a four year old DANIEL in
her arms, both waving to DANIEL’S MOTHER through the window.
DANIEL straining to get to his Mother, struggling and screaming to
get away from the grip that holds him back.
His mother looks at him with a wry smile. She holds a new baby to
which she dangles the crystal duck. She turns her back on DANIEL to
walk away with the YOUNG FRANK.
YOUNG FRANK smirks unkindly at the now ‘present day DANIEL’
looking at him as they leave. DANIEL reaches out vainly to them.
INT. SITTING ROOM - NIGHT
DANIEL suddenly wakes, he is covered in cold sweat and gasping for
breath.
DANIEL quickly switches on the gas fire, a low yellow glow fills the
room.
DANIEL looks confused and half asleep but senses something
watching him.
DANIEL creeps towards the window. His hand slowly reaches and
grips one of the curtains. DANIEL holds his breath and pulls the
curtain back.
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DANIEL is horrified as a haggard, disheveled face, with matted hair
and dirty beard glares back menacingly through the condensation
covered glass.
DANIEL releases the curtain and scrambles backwards onto the
floor away from the window trying to catch his terrified breath.
DANIEL in an extreme state of panic looks about him. The room is
filled with flies, the photo of his mother lies smashed on the hearth,
the chess board is a mess with the Knight still broken in two.
The dining table is covered in rotten food, the dusty crystal duck lays
on its side, the blue neon light from the open fridge door gives the
kitchen a ghostly air, old rancid milk slowly drips from the fridge
door splashing in a growing lumpy stalagmite on the floor below.
The super 8 projector sits in its box on the sofa. A shadowy figure
appears in the bedroom doorway. DANIEL’S breathing quickens with
panic until he can hardly draw breath.
FRANK
Daniel?
The sitting room light is switched on and DANIEL is shocked but
relieved to see his father standing in the bedroom doorway.
The room is normal again - no flies, no mess on the dining table,
mother’s photo intact on the mantle, chess board perfectly set up in
the corner, projector on the dining table next to the glinting crystal
duck.
DANIEL takes a relieved but confused breath.

NURSE (OOV)
Mr Thomas! Mr Thomas? Will you let me in! It’s nurse Jenkins.
Please!
DANIEL raises his head.
EXT. DOORSTEP - DAY
The NURSE stands on the doorstep trying to see signs of life inside.
NURSE
Mr Thomas! Please let me in...
The NURSE looks to the road. There is a police car with a male and
female officer standing next to it. The POLICEWOMAN is talking to
the same WOMAN with the dog DANIEL met in the street.
The NURSE nods to the officers.
INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY
DANIEL stands, concerned by the commotion outside his door. His
chair topples noisily backwards onto the floor. DANIEL stands fixed
to the spot. The photo of his mother is smashed on the hearth but
another also stands intact on the mantle. Images of his mother
dance on the wall but the projector is still in its box on the table.
DANIEL stares curiously around him. FRANK enters the room.
DANIEL
Dad! That nurse is outside!

DANIEL

FRANK

The worst nightmare...

Let her in then.

FRANK

DANIEL

Oh?

What?... But you didn’t want to see anyone!

DANIEL

FRANK

Gran and.. Mother. Some horrible man at the window...

When?

FRANK
What you doing on the floor?
DANIEL gets up feeling foolish.
DANIEL
Get back to bed. It’s late.
FRANK
Nah. I’m up now. Want a brew? Look like you need one..
DANIEL
I’ll make it. Sit.. so bizarre..
DANIEL enters the kitchen and FRANK sits at the dining table. A fly
lands on FRANK’S hand, then another and another.
FRANK looks at the three flies with a blank expression, but doesn’t
swat them away.
INT. SITTING ROOM - MORNING.
DANIEL is asleep at the dining table, with his head face down in the
crook of his elbow. The curtains are closed but light shines through
the edges into the room.
There is a knock at the door.
DANIEL’S head remains buried in the crook of his arm but he slowly
starts to stir.
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Another knock, harder this time.

DANIEL is still confused and closes his eyes to concentrate a moment. DANIEL opens his eyes and FRANK is now sat at the dining
table. DANIEL’S confusion is interrupted by more knocking at the
front door.
DANIEL
You wouldn’t let me open the door -before?!
FRANK
That? Ah, we need to forget that.
FRANK heads to the door, but DANIEL holds him back.
DANIEL
Don’t!
FRANK
Its time to open the door Daniel.
More knocking.
NURSE(OOV)
Daniel? You must let us in!
DANIEL stares at his father, looking for answers.
DANIEL
What shall I do?

FRANK
Let them in.
DANIEL paces around trying to find answers. Flies buzz around.
FRANK enters the sitting room from the bathroom and sits at the
dining table.
DANIEL
I’ll say I was helping you...in the bedroom!
FRANK
Why?
DANIEL
- the bathroom then!
DANIEL remembers something about the bath.
DANIEL
In... the bath...
FRANK
Up to you Daniel. It’s always been up to you.
There is another knock at the door.
DANIEL grips his father’s arm.
FRANK
Now now. Time to stop all this.
EXT. DOORSTEP - DAY
The NURSE is moved away from the door by the two POLICE OFFICERS.
POLICEMAN
Mr Thomas! Have to let us in now Mr Thomas.
You have one minute.
They all wait a few moments for some response. The POLICEWOMAN nods to the POLICEMAN.
INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY
DANIEL backs away from the door.
DANIEL
I’m scared, Dad.
FRANK
I know.
DANIEL
We’re okay though, the two of us, yes? You like it just being us, don’t
you?
No answer from FRANK.
DANIEL
Just us two.
FRANK smiles then looks to the door.
POLICEMAN (OOV)
Move away from the door Mr Thomas.
DANIEL looks to his father for answers.
FRANK
It will all be over soon Daniel.

DANIEL is more confused and hugs his father tight.
There is a loud crash as the door is smashed open. The two police
officers stand in the doorway. The NURSE stands behind them.
DANIEL stands with his arms wrapped tightly around himself alone.
DANIEL is dressed in a dirty pair of jogging bottoms and heavily
sweat stained vest. He is filthy - black long half bitten nails, grey unwashed hands, hair matted and several days of beard growth on his
gaunt, sunken eyed, haggard face - the same face that frightened
him the window when he pulled back the curtain.
The dining table is a mess with rotten food and dirty crockery and
cutlery everywhere. The fridge door is open with rancid rotten food
hanging out of it riddled with flies, a stalagmite of fetid milk on the
floor where it had dripped for days. Filthy dishes pile up the sink, left
dried and blue with mold. The projector sits its box on the sofa. The
dusty crystal duck tipped on its side.
The photo of DANIEL’S mother lies smashed on the hearth and the
chess set is once again a mismatched mess with the Knight broken
in two.
The POLICE OFFICERS step further into the room, they hold their
hands up to their mouths and noses to quell the stench. The POLICEWOMAN wafts several flies from her face.
POLICEWOMAN
Mr Thomas, where is your father?
DANIEL unwraps his arms from around himself, he is very confused.
The NURSE steps tentatively into the room. She looks around the
sitting room then approaches the bedroom.
INT. BEDROOM - DAY
The NURSE gently pushes open the door. The room is dark, the light
switch fails to work. She is momentarily startled, as the glass windchimes rattle. They settle and the Nurse steps further into the room
and switches on the bedside lamp.
The room fills with with a low yellow-orange light. She looks around
and spots FRANK’S pyjamas in a pile on the floor to the side of the
bed. The bed is a mess with dirty linen, drawers pulled out, wardrobe doors open, revealing a clothes half hanging, half thrown in a
pile inside. FRANK however, is not inside.
INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY
The POLICEWOMAN approaches DANIEL.
POLICEWOMAN
What happened, Daniel? Can you tell us what happened here?
Where is your father Daniel?
The NURSE returns from the bedroom, she shakes her head to the
POLICEMAN.
The NURSE approaches the bathroom.
INT. BATHROOM - DAY
The NURSE slowly pushes open the door. The room is dark and she
feels around for the light pull-cord, finally finds it and pulls and the
bright light fills the room.
She looks at the dirty sink. Above it, the mirrored cabinet door is
open. The empty THORAZINE pill bottle sits with its lid off. She reads
the label and the date and places it in her pocket.
She looks to her left, the shower curtain is pulled around the bath.
Her nostrils flare and she puts her fingers to her nose to stop the
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smell. She can hear and see sickening shadows of the countless flies
that buzz behind the curtain
She bravely reaches out, gathers her strength and quickly pulls the
curtain back.
The NURSE gasps with shock and horror at the spectacle before her.
The contained flies scatter like a black nightmarish cloud revealing
the nightmare they’d been drawn to. She puts both her hands to her
mouth to stop her scream.
FRANK is in the bath, both his feet and ankles jut out of brown rancid bath water, the rest of FRANK’S body is submerged and barely
visible through the rank translucent soup-like water. FRANK’S skin
has a brown stained swollen quality resembling over boiled chicken
- dead and soft.
The NURSE slowly reaches out to touch FRANK’S dead foot but immediately pulls away fearing she may throw up. The NURSE quickly
leaves the room.
INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY

NURSE
Was it an... accident? In the bath? Did he slip?
INT. BATHROOM - DAY
Flashback. DANIEL massages FRANK’S calf.
DANIEL
Don’t know why your legs are so tired, not as if you walk anywhere.
FRANK is submerged under the water, dead. DANIEL holds a lifeless
leg smiling as if FRANK is alive and well.
INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY
The POLICEMAN returns from the bathroom. He leans in close to
speak privately to the POLICEWOMAN, who then nods to him. The
POLICEMAN then speaks into his radio.
POLICEMAN
Ambulance please. Adult male, dead a week - ten days. Drowning..
She holds up the pill bottle.

The NURSE comes out of the bathroom looking sick and disturbed.
She takes off her glasses to wipe her face.

NURSE
When did you finish these Daniel?

NURSE

DANIEL

He’s... in there. Dead.
The POLICEWOMAN enters the bathroom.
NURSE
Your father, Daniel. What happened? He’s dead Daniel.
DANIEL sits down slowly at the table, he is more confused than
upset, he tries to remember.

To keep my weight up.
DANIEL then cups his mouth to whisper privately to the NURSE
smiles.
..- and to stop those silly people talking in my ears. Dad called them
my ‘imaginary friends’..
DANIEL winks at the NURSE.

DANIEL

DANIEL

No-no. We were just talking...

I took the last one yesterday - before you came... day before...

The POLICEWOMAN comes out of the bathroom and approaches
the NURSE.
POLICEWOMAN
How long has he been dead do you think?

NURSE
I not been here for over a three weeks, my love...
DANIEL frowns in confusion.
DANIEL

NURSE

No, Dad’ll tell you...

At least a week. Maybe ten days, difficult with him being underwater so long...
DANIEL hears them talking.
DANIEL
Stop whispering about him... he was just here talking...
Tears slowly roll down DANIEL’S face.
DANIEL
.. about my dream...
NURSE
What dream, dear?
DANIEL
We’re... father and son. Properly. Getting along so well.
DANIEL smiles at the NURSE, hoping she’ll understand.
The NURSE crouches before DANIEL and rubs his hand.
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NURSE
Your father’s dead, darling...
DANIEL panics.
DANIEL
Oh stop! He was just here!
DANIEL stands up suddenly. The NURSE stands.
DANIEL
Tell you himself.. Dad! Dad!!
The POLICEWOMAN steps forward and grips DANIEL’S arm.
POLICEMAN
Settle down, Mr Thomas.
DANIEL
You have to speak to him!
The NURSE looks concerned fearing DANIEL may lose control.

POLICEMAN

The POLICEWOMAN is talking to the NURSE.

Its best you come with us, Mr Thomas.

POLICEWOMAN

Nurse? Does he need sedation..?

Looked a bit odd talking to an empty chair but he wasn’t doing any
harm. - Bless her, felt awful for not calling us herself but said he’d
have been dead a while by then so nothing she could have done...
Will you come to the station later, we’ll need a statement as you
found him.

DANIEL doesn’t struggle but continues to look around the room for
his father’s whereabouts.
The NURSE shakes her head sure that DANIEL won’t cause trouble.
The POLICEMAN cuffs DANIEL’S wrists and gently leads him to the
front door.
NURSE
I’ll wait here for the ambulance.
DANIEL
No! Dad needs me here, he’ll be worried where I am.
NURSE
Go with the nice policeman, Daniel. I’ll see to your father.
The POLICEWOMAN joins the NURSE. The NURSE shows the pill
bottle.
NURSE

The NURSE smiles sadly and nods.
The POLICEWOMAN follows DANIEL, led by the POLICEMAN, to the
front door.
DANIEL looks to the NURSE for answers but all she can do is give a
sympathetic smile.
DANIEL is led to his front door.
EXT. SEASIDE HOUSE - DAY
DANIEL steps out through the dazzling French windows into his
GRANDMOTHER’S full bloom Summer garden and into the brilliant
sunshine.
DANIEL’S face turns from confused sadness to amazed relief. He
looks around him at the beautiful garden, the apple trees, the
slightly overgrown grass and wild flowers, the pollen catching the
light as it floats on the breeze. His eyes get suddenly drawn to
the glass wind-chimes as they clink in the breeze just outside the
French windows.
DANIEL closes his eyes and sighs smiling to himself, breathing in the
summer air.
DANIEL opens his eyes once more, his face clean and shaven, his hair
neat and combed. He looks down at his clean and manicured hands.
POLICEMAN (OOV)
Come on, son.
DANIEL hears the POLICEMAN’S voice and looks up at his face. It is
not the POLICEMAN’S face that smiles back but his father’s. FRANK’S
hand is in the place of the handcuffs.
FRANK wearing his fresh green striped ‘day-jamas’ leads DANIEL
further into the Summer garden. FRANK points ahead waving to
DANIEL’S MOTHER who waits for them at the garden gate. DANIEL
smiles, tears in his eyes then glances back to the house. DANIEL’S
GRANDMOTHER stands in the French windows, she smiles and
waves him off. DANIEL smiles back at her then grips FRANK’S arm as
they continue on.
EXT. DOORSTEP - DAY

Schizophrenia medication. Would have run out weeks ago going by
the date..
POLICEWOMAN
Woman few doors down - says she saw him about a week ago.
EXT. STREET - NIGHT
Flashback. DANIEL pushes an empty wheelchair down the street.
DANIEL is filthy with dirty hair, hands and beard, he meets the
WOMAN with her dog. She looks at him curiously as he pushes the
empty chair stopping at the foot of his steps.

The NURSE joins the POLICEWOMAN at the front door. Through the
drizzle they watch as the POLICEMAN and DANIEL walk toward the
police car. They both look on curiously as DANIEL looks on smiling
contentedly with happy tears in his eyes.
EXT. SEASIDE HOUSE - DAY
The sun shines brightly as DANIEL and FRANK approach the garden
gate to where DANIEL’S MOTHER waits with open arms.
END

WOMAN
You all right love?
INT. SITTING ROOM - DAY
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Parent
Lover
Priest
Friend
Elder
Boss
Enemy
Slave
Supervisor
Neighbor
One night stand
Model
Healer
Ward
Supplier
Servant
Ego
Issue No. 3 of Mascular Magazine will explore RELATIONSHIPS. We are asking photographers,
writers, designers, architects, musicians, sculptors, poets - artists of all kind to consider and
reflect on the important relationships in their lives. How were they formed? How do they work?
What do you get from them? We and our work are formed and informed by our relationships both positive and negative. Are relationships changing, and if so, in what ways? Issue No. 3 of
Mascular Magazine wants to hear what you have to say about the relationships in your life.
If you are interested in contributing to Issue No. 3, please contact Mascular Magazine at:
submissions@mascularmagazine.com
Deadline for submissions is November 12, 2012.
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