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 Chapter 1

Blank brick walls line anonymous dim corridors. What
creativity and colour these walls conceal is firmly contained
behind tall, heavy, faceless doors; and by each door: a sign;
expressing whatever 'creative' or 'innovative' business haunts each
corresponding unit.

The pervasive
stillness demonstrates the inherent lack of community here; the
incessant need to achieve overriding the desire for human contact,
for day-to-day pleasantries. Barely a sound is heard; only faintly
the speeding cars passing on the adjacent main road.

A creative
type strolls down one of the corridors, flicking on timed lights as
he goes. He appears to be an architect of some kind, apparent by
his deliberate use of spectacles and his insistently functional
dress sense. His fashion-accessory dog sniffs the gaps under each
door, before reluctantly heaving its rotund body towards its
master.

Reaching the
end of the corridor, the architect waits for his mutt, holding open
the door with well practised patience.

Polly pulls
open the door to the nearby kitchen. Her shiny, dark hair falls
around her shoulders in stark contrast to the matt, shapeless,
paint-stained shirt she is wearing. Her abruptness punctures the
air and arrests, momentarily, the attention of the architect, who
makes no attempt to assist her as she swings a tray of tea and
biscuits through the opening whilst propping the door with a
well-placed foot.

'Hey! How's
things?' She smiles sweetly at the man as she slips past the
closing door. The architect nods and mutters something even he
himself cannot hear and turns to look back at his slow dog.

That unhurried
beast emerges from the adjoining corridor, passing by its master's
legs.

'Ah! Sweet
doggy!' Polly stops to gaze at the fuzzy, grumpy-looking animal.
The owner smiles weakly and prepares to walk on.

'What's his
name?'

'Her.'

'Of course.
She's so cute. What's her name?'

The architect
reaches the door to the stairs, turning sleepily to answer Polly's
tiresome question. 'Flannel.'

'Flannel.' She
calls the dog: 'Flan-nel! Flannel!'

Flannel
notices her for the first time and makes two or three steps in her
direction before growling deeply.

'Oh, she don't
like me!' Polly makes a retreat, Flannel yapping at her.

Making a
kissing noise, Flannel is suitably distracted as the architect
pushes open the door and they both leave.

Polly reaches
her own door, turning sideways to thump twice with her head. The
door opens to reveal the suspicious expression of her studio
friend, Beatrice. Polly slips inside, merrily recounting the story
of the dog as their door swings slowly to a close.

All doors
shut, the thoroughfare is still. The timed light goes out,
returning all to that familiar dimness.






Bright sweeps
of fluid colour, brushed horizontally across beautifully primed
Belgian linen, spill and run jagged paths of paint down the woven
surface, pooling in crevasses; to be brushed away, brushed out, in
the consecutive strokes, continuing furiously towards the floor,
until the entire harsh, brilliant titanium surface is concealed
behind a glowing base of thin pigment.

Rexus' bare
arm, rag in hand, thrusts forward. The sound the rag makes striking
the surface belies the gentleness of the impact. He mops up the
continually spilling fluid, smoothing out the tone and application;
then, once complete, he lifts the canvas by its sides and places it
carefully to dry against the wall.

Wiping his
bare arm across his brow, he takes a moment's rest, taking up a
cool bottle of water and tipping a quarter of it down his throat.
He is surprisingly tidy looking despite dressed in his 'studio
gear': black, hard-wearing trousers, and a simple black T-shirt. He
is handsome enough; but conservative in appearance.

He stands, a
solitary figure in a mostly empty prison-cell of a room, with tall
painted brick walls and a high, narrow window on one side. His cool
eyes scan beneath his stern brow. A cluster of boxes by a small
sofa beg to be unpacked, while a stack of large, expensive, quality
canvases await the treatment of the ones drying against the
opposing wall. His easel stands in one corner: a totem overlooking
the studio, currently not needed.

The wide hog
hair brush plunges into clean white spirit, clouding with colour as
it strikes the bottom of the jar. Rexus furiously rinses it,
stabbing the base of the glass container before raising the brush
in an arc of drips that scatter against the floor. A new rag
envelops it; he strangles out any remaining colour and
chemical.

Taking up the
next canvas, a new colour is applied in the same washy application,
spilling and dripping then smoothed out into a solid coat,
glowing.

Shrieking
across the space, his buzzer sounds. Annoyed by the disturbance,
Rexus downs his brush and marches briskly to the door, where he
lifts the intercom receiver and presses the door release before
hanging up. He continues with his painting.

He is onto his
next canvas when the person who rang, a removal man, arrives,
strolling in, carrying some well-packaged large paintings.

Rexus looks
not at the man, continuing with his base coats. 'You damage them,
you buy them.'

The removal
man halts the hasty descent of the package and continues at a
gentler speed, resting the paintings soundlessly on the floor then
leaning them against the wall. He glares resentfully at Rexus
before leaving, passing his colleague who is also carrying
paintings. The brief intimation the two men exchange conveys the
need for utmost care and the second man downs his load with equal
gentleness.

Another two
deliveries and the first removal man returns with some
paperwork.

'That's the
lot.'

Rexus sighs
heavily. He downs his brush again and goes over to the man.

'Just sign
here.'

Rexus does so
and shoves the papers back before returning to his work. The man
carefully holds his temper as he cheerily bids Rexus a good day,
leaving copies of the paperwork on top of the leaning
paintings.






Rexus is on
his final canvas. This is boring work; but essential for great
painting. Squeezing out the desired pigment, he mixes it to the
correct consistency, continually moving the paint around to ensure
an even application. He takes up the laden brush and takes it to
the canvas, and again applies an undercoat.

He is in
mid-flow when Polly wanders in through the open door, gazing about
the room with a child-like awe, as if this is the first time she
has seen an interior. This added interruption bothers Rexus
immensely and Polly returns to his hard disapproval a blank
bewilderment, moving further into the room, then moving behind
Rexus, breaking contact with his line of sight.

Turning back
to his work his head hangs in a mental stall. He can feel her as
she continues to look around nosily. Torn between fury and
continuing his work, his obsessiveness compels him to take up the
latter, unable to leave these renegade dribbles to their own
devices. His uncertainty about this intruder also contributes to
his need to continue: to confront this unusual behaviour with
something grounded and real. He will deal with her in time.

Moving
aimlessly, Polly discovers Rexus' two-seater sofa: straight-backed
and rigid, firm-cushioned and clothed with a fetishy, austere
fabric; and, perhaps guided more by its intended use rather than
weariness, she lowers herself onto it, and finds no trouble in
lounging contently. The open bag of crisps on the coffee table
catches her eye and, again, motivated more by intention than
hunger, she lifts the packet and helps herself to its contents,
crunching noisily as she watches the show.

Levelling out
the application with his rag, Rexus finishes the final canvas and
steps back to admire his work, relaxing his body onto one hip and
allowing his toned, worked arm to hang limply, his T-shirt,
clinging to his moist skin, revealing his slim, muscular form. His
attention returns to Polly, giving her a questioning look which she
returns with equal query. She is a slim young lady with smooth,
youthful skin that emerges from the crumpled mess of that soiled
cloth shirt, loosely buttoned to reveal what seems to be more
youthful skin underneath, open just enough to allude to, but
showing nothing of, her neatly formed, smallish breasts.

She nods
enthusiastically in approval.

He picks up
his water and takes another long drink, spilling moisture from his
mouth and forehead while Polly observes, crunching thoughtfully on
another crisp.

Again he looks
at her.

'I like your
work!' She nods at the wet canvas beside him.

'It's a
ground.'

'Oh … Sure … I
do abstracts too. My work is about, erm … my emotional response …
y'know … to the paint.'

'I don't paint
abstracts; I paint figures.'

'Oh! So this
is an undercoat?'

'Yes.'

'I getcha …
So? … You're the new guy, huh?'

'I'm the new
tenant.'

'Cool, cool.
Welcome to the building.'

'Thank you.'
Rexus fights to bestill his temper. 'Can you tell me who you
are?'

'Oh, I'm
Polly. I rent studio 206 down the way there. Share with my friend
Trix. So, what's you're name?'

'Rexus.'

'Nice to meet
you, Rex. You'll like it here.'

Rexus takes a
moment to formulate his words.

'And why are
you―?'

'Coool! I like
it! Not bad!'

A prickle of
fright stabs Rexus, discovering Polly no longer seated. She is
peering at some large paintings leaning in file against the wall,
pulling them away one-by-one to gaze down at each image. 'You paint
big, huh?'

Rexus hurries
over but remains cool, gently pressing them back to the wall,
fighting Polly's grip which stubbornly holds them away so she can
view them.

'Please!―'

'Oh, it's O.K.
I'm and artist too.'

'These have
been sold.'

'I won't
damage―'

'I'd rather
you didn't touch my paintings.'

She releases
her grip and allows them to lean back against the wall.

'You could
touch it up if it got damaged.'

There are many
reasons why this is a poor option but Rexus spares himself the
bother of explaining them.

'I don't want
to.'

His directness
would offend most people but not Polly and it is exactly what she
needs to finally get the message.

'Yeah, bit of
a drag, isn't it? So you sell your work? Great stuff. How much do
you get? I'd like to sell some of my paintings but I'm never sure
if I'd be asking too much.'

'These sold
for thirty grand each.' Of course, there is a hint of bragging as
he reveals this.

Polly steps
away from the paintings. 'Oh Shit! Who d'you sell to? Does he want
to buy any more? I've got tonnes.'

'My agent
deals with sales.'

'Oh …' Polly's
face turns to a kind of blank disappointment. The intended effect
of Rexus' words – to make Polly realise he is not like her; a
professional not an amateur – is not quite reached. She suddenly
brightens, pulling a postcard from her rear jeans pocket.

'I guess the
drinks are on you then! Here!'

Rexus takes
the card and looks at it, showing not a whisper of emotion. The
card has on it a photo of a garden gnome that has some angular
lines drawn over it. Turning it over, he discovers the words:
Seeing Through/Seeing Between printed in large, bloated sans-serifs
above a brief descriptory paragraph and a list of names.

'Group show.
You can come, if you like. I'm in it.' She points to her name on
the card. 'See?'

Rexus nods
politely and looks steadily at Polly.

'Thank you,
but I won't be attending. I only attend professional
exhibitions.'

Polly is in no
way offended. 'O.K. Maybe come for a drink. You're buying, huh?
Private view's next Thursday.'

She heads out
leaving Rexus fairly perplexed. 'Um … ah … Thank you.'

'Yeah, see
ya!'

She disappears
out the door, leaving Rexus alone with his fumes, his barely begun
paintings, and his lack of furniture.






Rexus lines up
his metal containers of artists' media along the foot of the wall,
placing them in careful order. When the men come to install
shelves, his media will be placed upon one of them. He unpacks his
brushes and his countless palettes, all caked in thick layers of
paint, and stores them in the small bedside chest of drawers that
doubles up as a table to hold his tubes of paint. The other
cardboards boxes have in them books and various containers of other
artists' materials. Again these are stacked at the foot of the wall
awaiting a designated shelf.

Libby enters
through the open door, taking in the scene, unimpressed. She holds
her hands casually in the pockets of her jumpsuit which bridges the
casual/formal divide with its shirt-like collar and flaring trouser
legs. Her hair she wears up, allowing pretty ringlets to dangle
down her face and neck. She finds Rexus rooting through one of his
boxes.

'You know
anyone could just walk in here.'

'Anyone did.'
He picks himself up and straightens himself. He was not referring
to Libby but to Polly, but not knowing that, Libby smiles at the
perceived jibe.

'Not you! …
Some local … yokel …'

'You've been
fraternising with the neighbours?'

'I need the
door open to let out the fumes.'

'So this door
open thing is temporary?'

'Well …
yes.'

'Good. Don't
get too friendly with the neighbours. This place is temporary,
yes?'

'I need the
space. This studio is two-thirds the price of my last.'

'You can get
space. Just make sure it's in Hoxton or Hackney, or whichever place
becomes the next fashionable arty area … Peckham. Just not Finsbury
fucking Park.'

'Why does it
matter where my space is?'

'It doesn't.'
She gives a heavy sigh. 'But it does. My reasons are exactly why I
sell art and you make it. Some buyers like going to trendy slums.
This place … is nowhere.'

'If they like
my art―'

'They'd love
it more in Hackney.'

'I just need
the space, that's all. And the further away from the self-loving,
fake artists the better.'

'Deary, you're
talking about all artists.' She stares at Rexus, a facade of
impeccable make-up and glossy cherry lips. 'Those self-loving
ponces are exactly what the buyers want.'

'Just let me
paint.'

'Then paint.
But then we move.'

Rexus glances
about the room at all the clutter begging to be ordered.

'Can I get you
a coffee?'

'I'm not
staying. I came to see this dump and tell you to move. Since I have
achieved that objective, I can also tell you I will be speaking to
Roger Keen in the next couple of days. I will see you on Thursday
to fill you in. O.K.?'

They bid their
farewells and Libby leaves. She is barely at the door when she
takes out her mobile phone, dialling as she walks.
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 Chapter 2

The music of Neu! plays soft from a stereo hooked up to
someone's mp3 player. Leyton dances badly, out of sync to the
steady rhythm, in a manner that is deliberately irritating to the
spectator. He is one of those lucky types who, despite his ordinary
appearance and deficit of wit, elicits a great deal of respect from
virtually everyone he meets. His comfortable-but-boring dress
sense, along with his comfortable-but-boring face, do nothing to
diminish the adoration his presence conjures. Dressed vaguely in
some kind of trend popular with teenage boys who wear jogging
bottoms daily, he moves slowly to the beat, borrowing moves from a
nineteen-eighties school disco.

The drawn
curtains saturate a middle tone green across the living room,
casting both Leana and Cherry in a pukish light. They chat as they
pose to an unseen audience, both in tattoos and retro dress, and
Cherry with her dirty expression, sucking on a cigarette.

Leana eyes
Leyton with a curiosity.

'What's that
guy dancing to?'

'This is
Krautrock, I think.'

'Yeah, but
what band?'

Cherry shrugs
and continues to enjoy her smoke.

'Hey you!'

Leyton
responds to Leana's call with a sharp raise of the eyebrows.

'What's this
music?'

'Neu!' Leyton
does not stop dancing, and continues to not stop as he dances over
to Leana, hoping perhaps he might get lucky. 'I love this music. I
love the plodding melody. It's so cool. And the weird thing is:
Kraftwerk did Autobahn, a concept album about cars and driving. But
Neu! Is way better driving music than Autobahn!'

It is not what
has been said but the assertion itself that puts Leana on guard.
The comment, innocent enough, on popular culture is interpreted as
a challenge to her cultural expertise, causing her to argue on
impulse, a reflexive act, and in this respect, she is typical of
all creative types.

'Why shouldn't
it be better driving music? They are different bands.'

'Autobahn is a
concept album about driving―'

'That doesn't
mean you should listen to it while you are driving.'

Leyton's
enthusiasm for life diminishes along with his enthusiasm for
dancing. What began as a simple, trivial comment has seamlessly
turned into a battle for cultural supremacy. He finds himself
standing limply before Leana, unable to hide his flaccid
spirits.

'So? … ' He
tries to salvage what's left of this fledgeling acquaintance. 'Are
you an artist?'

'Yes. I'm a
burlesque artist. Me and Cherry here are performing on Thursday at
the Truman Brewery.'

'Great …'
Leyton finds burlesque the least artistic art form on the planet.
It appears to him to be a performance art which intends to
challenge woman's subjugation as sexual objects by perpetuating the
objectification of women, just with slightly less nudity. In a
world where instant fame can be bestowed upon a woman via the
removal of her clothes, it is unsurprising to find it so
commonplace. Nudity is certainly a legitimate medium in art but the
amount of art that has nothing of interest to Leyton but the nudity
itself is staggering.

'To highlight
the oppression of the people subjugated by war, we will be
performing to War by Edwin Starr.'

How
sensitive!

'Oh, I love
that song.' This is Leyton to a tee, always finding a positive
angle amongst regressive crap. 'It really fires me up. It's got all
the marching and attitude. It actually makes me want to go to
war!'

Again comes
Leana's defensive mode: 'Well, that's the irony of the song!' She
gives him a shitty look.

What humour
Leyton had remaining has now vacated. He looks blankly at Leana,
deflated. He opens his mouth, but instead of words, he simply holds
it open, gaping. He crouches on the floor and vomits over Leana's
shoes who shrieks with shock.

Leaping up
merrily, he smiles. 'Yep! Time to go home, I think!'

He walks out
happily.


The city is
barely awake yet alive with early-starters and delivery trucks.
Leyton has no problem walking several miles to Seven Sisters Road;
it is the quickest mode of transport bar taxi or car, and he cannot
drive nor find the will to pay the fees of a minicab. The sky is
one giant gloom but the air is refreshing after a night time of
alcohol odours and burning narcotics. He paces himself carefully,
knowing the journey will be long, down the grey streets of tall
Victorian architecture and random shabby looking shops.

He arrives mid
morning at Finsbury Park station, congested with tense bodies
queuing and passing through, masking the realities of this world
with distractions from portable devices. Weaving skilfully through
the mentally numb apparitions (looking ahead, timing perfectly the
direction of the flow of the crowd, anticipating spontaneous
unnecessary changes in direction, avoiding collisions, sharp
reactions) he eventually leaves the nobodies to their non-lives of
servitude and begins the short journey to his studio building.

The building
block complex is a rectangular nothingness on the corner of the
street. Once a manufactory of some kind, its purpose and jobs
therein have long ago been exported to some other country where
wages and workers' rights are suitably low. Landlordism being one
of the number one money making scams currently in the U.K., with
politicians personally profiting from high property prices, the
owner had every incentive to join in. The wide concrete floors were
converted into several business units to be individually rented
off, and it was not long before the owner discovered he was making
more money doing that than whatever he was doing previously.

The grates are
up when Leyton arrives. Using his fob, he gains entry and ascends
the stairs to his studio.

He is
exhausted when he lands on his floor but hungry also. He makes his
way to the kitchen to see if he can steal a piece of bread or two
…


Rexus stands
to attention before the kettle, listening to it crescend to a boil,
his teabag awaiting its scalding jacuzzi in his simple, completely
black mug. Beneath the hiss of the kettle, Polly and Beatrice
mutter and giggle, looking over at Rexus from the steel-legged,
plastic-veneered dining table.

Beatrice is
considerably rounder than Polly; shorter and more shapely. She
wears what would be a vintage dress on the likes of Leana or
Cherry, but on Beatrice most would call it charity shop. Her hair
(the colour of which is as ordinary as her demeanour) she has
plaited on both sides, Laura Ingles style, and her little quirks of
varicoloured nails and the occasional flower painted on her cheek
do little to raise her notability.

She whispers
with Polly as they look over at Rexus' rear, contemplating what he
might be like as a person, intrigued by his cool, quiet dominance.
Rexus can hear their mutterings and although he cannot hear exactly
what is being said he knows they are discussing him. He maintains
his tense stance, willing the kettle to get a move on, which has
lingered on its pre-boil hiss for far too long now.

Leyton
stumbles into the kitchen and heads directly to the fridge where he
takes out some milk and drinks from the bottle. After a long, cool
swig, he notices something written in indelible ink on the
plastic.

'What's this?
“2-1-5”?'

The kettle
finally boils.

'That's Rex's
new studio,' announces Polly, proudly.

Rexus pours
the water over his teabag. The flavour oozes out, mingling with the
clear liquid. He turns with suspicion to the unfamiliar voice and
the familiar sound of his own name.

Leyton looks
momentarily caught out. He hands the milk to Rexus. 'Yours, I
think.'

Rexus is
appalled at the contamination of his milk and holds it limply
between thumb and forefinger. There is no way he will drink this
milk after it has kissed this urchin's lips.

'Don't worry,
Rex, Leyton's a dick. We all think so.'

'Hey!'

'You are a
dick!'

'That's
hurtful.'

'That's
true!'

As Polly and
Leyton squabble, Rexus carries his milk to the corner and drops it
into the bin.

'Don't do
that!' Leyton darts over and retrieves the milk. 'No need to waste
good milk.' He peels off a piece of banana skin and wipes the
bottle on his trousers.

Rexus glowers
at him before tipping his tea into the sink. He hates black tea
(unless it is the likes of Earl Grey, of course).

'Don't worry,
Rex, Leyton pisses everyone off when they first meet him. But
everyone ends up liking him – for some reason.' Polly sticks her
tongue out at Leyton.

'Because I'm
so charming.' He returns the gesture. 'And severely
misunderstood.'

'Clearly!'
Rexus simmers as he turns to leave.

Leyton has
found the shopping bag Rexus brought with him and is already
peering through it.

'Rabbit skin
glue? A little bit old skool … You're a real artist
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