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1996-2026







THIRTY YEARS AGO, in 1996, I finished a book about things that stir the bowels. It took about two years to write and was the culmination of 25 years of thoughts and discussions. The bound manuscript sat unread and unloved for thirty years, yet its insights quietly informed all aspects of my life and the lives of some of those around me. It is time to reopen Bowel Stirring Things.





Let’s go back to 1996:










INTRODUCTION







THIS BOOK IS about bowel stirring things, those thoughts and situations that can agitate the guts and bring on an urge to run to the toilet. It is a voyage into a strange world of mental laxatives in which ordinary things are transformed into monsters that can turn our bowels to water.





It is well known that extreme fear can loosen the bowels, but the topics covered here seem much less threatening. Some have traces of fear or insecurity, like the common urge to visit the toilet before a journey, but most seem safe enough. For example, some people find that browsing through a second-hand bookshop, making a telephone call, or viewing old farm machinery stirs them into action. “The Fantasies” section contains a wide variety of bowel stirring (or B.S.) imagery that proves this point.





An extraordinary variety of objects, places, arrangements, and thoughts can trigger the B.S. Some contain elements of comfort juxtaposed with elements of discomfort, such as an armchair in a street. In others, there is an unexpected or surreal combination of objects, as may happen in modern works of art. If you are stirred by such things you might dismiss the effect as a quirk, something deeply personal that is best ignored. However, having considered the subject for many years, I am convinced that the effect is not idiosyncratic, but general. Moreover, I believe that it is an inborn response and that it is very ancient, a view that is explored in the chapter “Fear and the Origin of the B.S.”





Whatever the truth may be concerning its origins, the B.S. is a strange and exotic thing with great utility. It can be used as an amusing and devastating instrument to analyse architecture, industrial design, telecommunications, art, and works of fiction in all media. Conversely, it can be a spur to creativity and help to generate ideas. Indeed, it sometimes seems to me that B.S. techniques are widely used in the creation of certain objects, books, films, and television programs simply to make them more compelling.





The B.S. can also spice up conversations, giving them a delicious air of conspiracy and making them seem quite profound. Most basically though, the B.S. gives you power over your bowels. Using the B.S., you can trigger the urge to defaecate almost at will and thereby relieve constipation or save time in the toilet. You can timetable your motions around trips or work schedules and so avoid potentially embarrassing situations. You can evacuate yourself before venturing into a world of dubious public toilets.





The B.S. can be highly amusing, but it takes a certain kind of courage to introduce the subject to others. You need a sense of diplomacy and timing. It helps if you are a good judge of character too. Don’t try it on a first date.





Unhappily, not everything about the B.S. is positive. It is important to understand that this bizarre urge to open the bowels can be overwhelming, especially in someone who has only recently been introduced to the technique. While the urgency can be easily handled at home, it can be appalling if it occurs somewhere else. Unfortunately, the B.S. can be triggered virtually anywhere by a stray thought or a funny circumstance. If this happens, you can find yourself fighting to stay continent in the street, park, opera, or marketplace. You might be with your boss, a customer, or (perish the thought) the object of your desire, and I can imagine few things that could wreck a career or douse the fires of passion more effectively than an explosive bowel motion in company.





Knowing that the B.S. can operate on a hair trigger could tempt you to try to provoke the feeling in somebody else. This is a very wicked thing to do and great mischief can be done, especially if the victim is miles away from a toilet. Self-interest alone points against using the B.S. as a weapon, for it can back-fire horrifically. You might stir your own bowels into violent ferment and leave your victim quite unmoved. Alternatively, the person chosen as the butt of this joke might turn out to be more skilled at the techniques than you and deliver a swift and fluid retribution.





If this happens, you might even find yourself locked into a sort of B.S. arms race, with increasingly outrageous descriptions being exchanged. Such a competition can end very badly if there is only one toilet available. Two people who are exploring the B.S. together will probably have to come to an agreement not to use the techniques maliciously on one another, tempting though it might be. They will need to develop an etiquette that preserves a sense of dignity. Once the ground rules have been set, though, it can be a great journey to undertake in company.








FANTASIES





B.S. FANTASIES ARE musings that bring on the urge to evacuate the bowels. They can have elaborate plots or be little more than mental tableaux. These small day dreams can help you to relax and have an easy bowel motion. They might work instantly, but it is more likely that you will have to persevere with the technique for several weeks before any result. To make them more effective, try replacing the times and places that I have chosen with details that have personal significance for you. Use these fantasies as a starting point to create a private gallery of bowel stirring images that you can browse whenever you feel the need (but not the urge).






The Spaceship


Whilst locked in the toilet you can construct, in your mind, a perfect spaceship that is a safe and completely self contained world, perhaps based on your own house or an idealised version of it. The whole point is to have everything that is comfortable and safe contained in a vessel that is impenetrable to your foes and does not wear out. You can build and decorate the most wonderful rooms in this ship. A great wood panelled study heavy with books, charts, and various devices or a workshop with all of your favourite tools and equipment. Imagine orbiting the Earth, sitting in your favourite armchair, surrounded by your library of books and gazing out at the hard emptiness of space through a simulated sash window. Skim the surface of Loch Ness, or hover above the trees of the Amazon rainforest. Imagine such a vessel parked in your back garden, just waiting for you to finish loading it with your favourite pieces of furniture, books and records.






The Partially Built Lorry in the City


Imagine that you have a lorry that consists only of the drivetrain and chassis, with the driver’s chair perched at the front, totally exposed. Dressed in a heavy coat, you must drive this open work vehicle down the back streets of the industrial area of Birmingham, pausing to pick up some friends who must hold on tightly to the chassis, since there are no seats.






Tending The Distant Garden


Imagine that you own a small front garden attached to someone else’s house. The house, like all the others in the terrace, is very close to the pavement and has a bay window. All day people walk by the garden, giving it little thought, except, perhaps, as a convenient rubbish dump. An old honeysuckle, surely placed there years before, sprays up the wall and drapes across the brickwork. It is 3 o’clock in the afternoon of a spring day and you have just arrived on your old bicycle with your gardening tools in the saddlebag…






Touring Around a Deserted Hospital on a Monorail


Imagine an abandoned hospital that sits on a peninsula that juts into a lake. The car park is empty except for a couple of old cars. A few people are still working in scattered offices around the campus. You enter by the old emergency exit. Turn left and walk down a wide and long corridor. Take the lift to the third floor. When you step out you notice that a monorail has been laid along the centre of the corridor. A small steel chair is perched on top, like an inverted ski lift. Climb onto the chair and pull the start handle to your left. The chair surges forward, powered by a small electric motor strapped to its underside. You pass trolleys and drip stands, open doors leading onto deserted wards and noticeboards with tattered papers pinned to them. So far, the monorail has been bolted firmly to the floor, but now it turns a corner and the supports are attached to the wall, so that you are completely clear of the ground.






Nearly Meeting In a Hotel


Imagine arranging a peculiar rendezvous in a hotel. You organise things so that you and a friend stay at the hotel at the same time but never meet. You could arrange not to meet for dinner by booking the same table at different times or distant tables at the same time. The whole enterprise is more bowel stirring if the hotel is far from home. Perhaps two Englishmen could arrange not to meet in a hotel in Tasmania.






The Toilet that Straddles an External Wall


Imagine a toilet that stands in a hole that has been knocked through an external wall. When sitting on this toilet, you will have one foot in the garden and the other in the utility room. Looking straight ahead, you can see the cavity between the inner and outer skins of the brick wall. One side of your body is warmed by the air coming in from the nearby kitchen, whereas the other side, which is projecting into the garden, is lashed by a cold wind. The cistern is bolted on the outside of the house so that the chain swings in the wind. The toilet paper is dispensed from a free standing holder, positioned in the middle of the garden path.






A Personal Computer in a Public Space


Imagine keeping your computer, with all of your letters and confidential files, in the foyer of a large hotel or museum. Visitors could browse through your private material and could even add items of their own. If you have work to do on the machine, then you must pull up a chair and type away, with your back to the crowd.






The Bus Shelter Connected to the House


Imagine a bus shelter directly in front of your house. A small-gauge railway line starts in the middle of your sitting room, runs through an archway set in the bay window, across the front garden, over the footpath and into the bus shelter. A wooden chair with wheels, powered by a small electric motor, allows you to chug back and forth between your comfortable living room and the bus stop in the street.



It is 8.30 at night. You are sitting on the motorised wooden chair, in the bus shelter, in the street, reading a book. A car squeals around a corner several blocks away. Someone approaches along the path. It is time to slip the little lever into reverse and quietly retreat into your living room. The last thing you want is a nosy passenger asking awkward questions about why a small-gauge railway connects your house to the bus shelter.






A Private House In the Middle of a University Campus


Imagine owning a house that stands in the middle of the quad. It should be a conventional two storey house surrounded by a low picket fence. During the day, students would walk all around it and lean against the fence. At night, the campus would be very quiet and your house would be far from any other dwellings; you might feel the urge to scan the campus with night vision equipment.






The Model Aeroplane


Imagine that you have a remotely controlled model of WW2 bomber. The plane is about 3 metres long and its bomb bays can be used to transport various objects. Video cameras are located fore and aft, where the gunners would have sat. Pictures from these cameras are transmitted to your remote control console to help you fly the plane. The plane has an incredible range. Refuelling depots exist at strategic points around the world, giving the plane unlimited reach. These are also controlled from your console. Now imagine a series of tasks that the plane must do. You could, for example, carry a book to a relative who lives on the other side of the world. You load the book in through the bomb doors, where it is clasped by mechanical arms. You plot a rough course for the plane. You could fly by electronic navigation, or simply use the video cameras to fly by visual cues alone. Take the plane to a local place that can act as a runway. Perhaps a nearby park or a quiet stretch of road. A night take off along the high street would be ideal.






The Old Radio


Imagine trying to hunt for stations on an old valve radio. It is 10 o’clock on a Friday night in November. You are in a back bedroom of a terraced house in Northampton. The radio set is standing on a table next to the window. An angle poise lamp illuminates the work surface. Above the table are shelves weighed down with books and old copies of Wireless World. Jammed in between the books are several electronic meters and an oscilloscope. Wires spill down from these. The room is strewn with dismembered television sets and other electronic matter.



Through the dusty window, you can see across several walled gardens and the roofs of the houses and garages. The night is cold and overcast although the odd star is visible. You turn your attention to the radio. The valves are glowing slightly and you turn the dial. There is plenty of static. The odd snatch of music from a distant orchestra, then some singing and finally a cultured voice reading some foreign news. The reception is poor, as if the messages are real sounds trying to reach across huge distances in the night.






The Railway Carriage in The Museum


Imagine owning a railway carriage that sits in the foyer of a transport museum. It contains all the comforts of home such as a settee, a bookcase and a standard lamp. From the outside, it looks just like a normal exhibit. You retreat to this carriage after the day’s visitors have left. When the museum lights are switched off, the other exhibits loom menacingly. The only light is from street lamps. It is best to draw the curtains across the carriages’ windows and try to forget the ghostly nature of your immediate surroundings. To make matters worse, your telephone (an old bakelite one) connects to a socket outside your carriage. Anyone prowling around the museum could unplug the cord and cut off all communication with the outside world …..






The Train


Imagine owning a railway carriage whose interior is decked out like your living room. From the outside it looks dirty and unprepossessing, so no one would suspect that you used it as a refuge. You can park it anywhere on the rail network. It is highly secure and so you could safely leave it in the sidings while you explore the local city.



Imagine a series of carriages that contain various rooms of your house. One is your lounge, left in a siding in Northampton. Another houses your library and is parked at New Street Station in Birmingham. Your bathroom and toilet are concealed in the guards van kept at St Pancras Station in London. All of these carriages are connected by telephones which plug into sockets just beneath the lip of the platform.






The Fireplace in the Street


It is a dank and drizzly night in the village of Medbourne. You are sitting in an arm chair in the street, facing an old brick garden wall. Your chair is perched on the grassy verge and tips back slightly. Three feet in front of you is an arched fireplace built into the wall. Unfortunately it has been disused for decades and water pours through the grate, making it impossible ever to light a fire. You have to make do with a small paraffin heater. The arrangement is made more homely by a series of ducks hung above the mantle piece. Gilt framed pictures of farming scenes, interspersed with the odd portrait, hang on the wall. Some are only a few inches above the grass, while others are well above head height. They are dotted along the whole length of the wall, some thirty yards on either side of the fireplace, and even continue around the corner. It gives the impression of a huge living room that has been unfolded and erected in the street, the roof having collapsed into a line of coping stones. A nest of occasional tables completes the effect and keeps your cup of coffee clear of the water pouring along the gutter.






The Tower Block with a Crane


Imagine a tower with a crane fixed to the top. The crane stretches from the roof to the ground. At the end is a metal chair. Controls on the chair can manoeuvre it anywhere in the sphere enclosed by the jointed arm of the crane.



The chair is suspended two feet above the lawns that surround the tower. Climb in and steer the chair so that it seems to fly over the grass.






Teleportation


Imagine being able to teleport anywhere that you choose. As you consider this, you will appreciate just how B.S. it is. You can playfully exit the safety of your bathroom and visit all sorts of hostile places. The level of B.S. is higher if the teleportation works through a mechanical device. The possibility then exists for you to lose, or be denied access to, the device. This amplifies the B.S. considerably. For example, you might need to hold a torch-like device to teleport. When you arrive at your destination you may have to wait 1O minutes for the power supply to recharge. You could put the torch down while you go exploring, knowing that someone might steal it in the meantime. The batteries might fail to recharge, leaving you stranded.






Visiting the Office Whilst Invisible


Imagine visiting your workplace at a quarter to five on a Thursday afternoon. You are completely invisible. The secretary continues typing as you walk past. You creep over to the boss’s office to check that it is clear. You can hear the other workers leave, one by one. The secretary sighs, shuffles her papers and puts on some lipstick. Tiptoe back, making as little noise as possible. Lean over her shoulder and stare into the make-up mirror. She shuts the mirror, pops it back in her handbag and looks up at the clock. Exactly five. She scans the room to make sure that everything is in place. For a moment she looks right through you. Then leaves, locking the door behind her.



Go to her desk drawer to find the key to the locked red filing cabinet. Back in the boss’s office you pull your personal file. Take it into the corridor and squat on the floor. Read it carefully in the middle of the carpet. Anyone watching would see a file whose pages slowly turn by themselves. Check the reference you were given for the last job that you applied for. Return to the main office to copy it. Switch on the photocopier that is just inside the door. It makes a huge noise, like an aircraft taking off.






The Decrepit Entrance


Imagine a rotting wooden door set into an ivy covered brick wall. The bricks are ancient and have warm red hues. Open the door and look into the garden beyond, which is large and quite formal. Flower beds are arranged in a radial pattern, with pathways converging on a central fountain. You enter, carefully closing the door behind you. The air is very still, trapped by the brick wall that surrounds the whole garden. The sun beats down and the air is heavy with the perfume of flowers. The drone of bees makes the place seem even more peaceful.



The far wall has a green house built into it, the roof nearly reaching the coping stones at the top. Inside, vines hang down, heavy with grapes. Another door is set into the wall on your right. Go through the door. This section of the garden, once formal, is now overgrown. This region looks alien but familiar. Peculiar things blossom and deep impenetrable undergrowth covers the ground. Strange items of garden furniture are dotted about. Statues, fountains, ponds and brick walls crop up here and there. There are arches to walk under and ruins to explore. It seems deserted but it resonates with a magical force. The remains of a series of fish ponds, fountains and waterfalls lie half concealed in the undergrowth. The lawn is more like a meadow and there are wild flowers everywhere. In the distance, seventeen old trees, placed in an oval, shade a small horse that nibbles the grass.






Owning Bookshelves in the Local Library


Imagine owning three lengths of shelving in your local public library, where you store some of your favourite books: a metre long section near the entrance where people look for new releases, an entire top shelf in the mysteries section and a bottom shelf in the far corner of the reference library upstairs.



You could enjoy your books at any time, perhaps sitting in one of the comfortable reading chairs that are scattered about. The other users would never suspect that you were consulting a private library embedded in a public one.



Library books can be transferred to your own shelves, where they can stay for a couple of weeks. You can take books that belong to you, or the library, home. However, they must be checked out at reception.



Imagine borrowing a novel at half-past ten in the morning and stashing it in your shelf in the reference section. You return at half-past nine that night. It is drizzling and miserable outside. You open the main doors using your private key and quickly reach round for the light switch. As the doors slam shut, dozens of fluorescent lights flicker on revealing the huge deserted foyer. The eye-pummelling strobe effect soon settles down and a cool thin light fills the cavernous library.



During the day, light would filter in through the tall windows. The foyer would have figures hunched over newspapers and a small but steady stream of borrowers taking out their reading matter. But now the daylight and the people have gone.



Take off your damp coat and hang it on a coat hook. Lean your umbrella against a table. Directly in front, are the dark stacks of the lending section. To the left, a grand marble staircase sweeps up to the reference section. Climb the stairs. Pause half way up. Lean on the cool balustrade, wide enough to sit on and smooth enough to slide down. Look down across the darkened mass of books on the ground floor. Listen carefully for any sounds. Nothing but a distant motorbike droning along the High Street.



Continue climbing until you reach the wide landing. Switch on the lights for the rest of the staircase. Prints of the old town and its surrounding countryside are lit up. Continue up the stairs, pausing to look at the old tinted pictures. The reference section is behind a partition of wooden panels and windows, through which the collection of reference works is just visible. Unlock the door and enter the reference section. Switch on the lights. Choose a large wooden table near the entrance and put your notepad and pencil on it, then go over to your private shelf in the corner. The surrounding shelves hold ancient multi-volume encyclopedias and old editions of guides, directories and almanacs. Stoop down and retrieve the novel that you secreted there earlier in the day. Go back to the desk near the door and start to read. Every hour, break off and consult the old encyclopedias for the project you are working on.






The Double-Decker Bus & The Canal


It is 11 o’clock on a Wednesday evening in early December. You are standing on a quiet road by a canal. On the other side of the canal is a factory, dank and deserted, whose walls rise straight from the water. The bricks at the bottom are filthy, covered in slime and crumbling. On the other side of the road is a scrap yard. A gantry straddles a mountain of cars like a slowly feasting dinosaur. Street lamps march past the scrap yard, one of them picking out a mindless scrawl of graffiti on the corrugated iron wall. A distant car accelerates away, its gear changes sounding like intakes of breath.



An ancient double decker bus is parked by the canal path. This bus has been heavily modified. All of its controls are remote, for the driver’s seat is projected from the driver’s cubicle on the end of a crane, like a mutant eye on a stalk. The seat hangs above the canal, clear of the oily water by only a few inches. A joystick on the seat controls its height above the water as well as its distance from the bus. The driver’s foot controls have been replaced by knobs, like those on an old radio. The steering wheel is still there, though. It has a handle projecting up, so that it can be turned with one hand. Cables, rods and chains connect the chair to a machine that sits bolted to the upper deck, where the front seats would normally be. The machine is housed in a grey painted metal box with rounded edges. Dials and switches of unknown utility that face backwards down the deserted aisle. From the right of the machine, armatures project and attach to a series of rods that pass through a hole in the upper deck. They enter the driver’s compartment and work the foot pedals, brake and steering column.



It is extremely B.S. to control this bus from the external driver’s seat. The air is cool and damp and clings around you. A small electric fan heater bolted near to your feet tries hard to warm you up, but most of the hot air is just lost into the night. By careful manipulation of the joystick you can position the chair several yards from the canal bank and a few inches above the water. Using the knob controls, you cause the bus to creep along the road at slightly less than walking pace. No one else is around, even the bus is empty.






The Flying Arm Chair


Imagine that you own a magic arm chair that can hover around or fly great distances. Overstuffed and covered in one of those prints that look like heavy ferns uncoiling. A comfortable, but unlikely, flying machine. It is surrounded by an invisible barrier, like the glass bubble of a small helicopter, that stops freezing winds and rain.



One cold November night, you decide to take it for a flight. Carefully steer it out of the lounge and into the hallway. You have to get up to open the front door. Park the chair in the front garden for a moment while you lock the front door and gather your thoughts. Then it is time for lift off. A slight tinkle as the castors, like unretractable undercarriage, drop a fraction of an inch. Ascend in a tight arc. Bank sharp left and get a glimpse of your porch and then your roof and then your desolate back garden. Settle three feet above the top of your house.



Look back down the line of roofs with their damp slates glistening in the moonlight. Try to imagine that you can see through the slates, felt, rafters, joists and ceilings and into all the little rooms. See all the lives lived out there, partitioned from one another for ever.



Straight ahead, along the line of chimney stacks, lies a church steeple, like the final sight on a long gun. It stands on the corner by the traffic lights. The only car out tonight is sitting patiently behind the red light. They turn to green and the car drones off towards the park. To your right is another church, its squat tower back over your right shoulder. The church rooms, currently being renovated and extended, are to your immediate right. Evidence of building work lies strewn about; a small cement mixer, several heavy duty planks and assorted tins. Scaffolding clings to the brickwork.



Track along the rooftop of your neighbour’s house, which is the last one in the terrace. At the end of the roof, pause and look down the sheer wall of bricks. The corner of the block is occupied by an all night service station. Hover out across the forecourt. The garish signs light up the corner and it is rather like cruising over a factory or industrial complex that has been lit up for security reasons. Pass under the canopy as if you were about to fill up with petrol. The petrol pumps stand impassively like squat guards. Swoop out and over to the roofs of the houses in the next block.



At the junction of each house with its neighbour, you have to divert around a chimney stack. After doing this four or five times, peel off left and fly above the back gardens, every now and then going right down until you are hovering only inches above someone’s lawn.



Now fly north, across the back gardens opposite, over those houses, several more blocks, round a steeple of yet another church and then hang twenty feet over the main road. Look down at the closed shops. There is a chemist on the corner, a little supermarket further, a television shop and an off-licence. Turn left, and hover about thirty feet above the road. Follow the white line in the middle of the road until you come to a set of traffic lights. To your right is a corner pub, shut for several hours now. Go up and have a look at the sign, which is in the shape of a circus elephant on its hind legs. Spend several minutes inspecting the sign, paying particular attention to the fluorescent tube that follows its outline and the tiny cracks and marks in the paintwork. Look over the bricks to the slates on the roof.



Now rotate the chair so that you face a park opposite. It is a deep velvety black. Swoop down to the lawns and pause a couple of feet above the damp grass. Climb out of the chair and wander about. You are standing in the middle of a huge expanse of grass. It is skirted by roads and looks like a dark lake with houses around the shore. The chair bobs about behind you, like a rowing boat. A line of street lamps marches across the middle of the park, their weak lights tracing a footpath like a slim bridge across the expanse of blackness. It is a path that no one in their right mind would walk down at this time of night.



Return to the chair and head for the path. Now hover along it at walking speed, two or three feet in the air. Finally, you reach the edge of the park. Land the chair and cross the road on castors. This is slow and quite noisy.



Elevate to six feet and continue along the road opposite. To your left is a grammar school and behind that a technical college. Playing fields behind
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