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Thislittle anthology was origindly put together for family and
friends as apartia answer to Anno’s own question, scrawled up on
thewall of Alberto’slivingroom. It dternatestheir views of Anno
with Anno’s own view of himsdf and the world, as expressed in his
lyrics and poems.

These poems — “words” he cdled them — areonly asmall sdection
from histota output of over 700. None of us had any idea he had
written so much, and doubtless in time he would have thrown much
of it away. But as hedidn’t, and as these words amount to his own
autobiography (when arranged in gpproximate chronologca order),
we arerisking his heavenly wrath by gradually postingthem up on
the KjD website.

Our thanks to the many people quoted anony mously, and awelcome
to anyone who would like to add their own memories of Anno to the
Rabbit page ...

All words in italics are copyright © & h 2002 by the Estate of Alexander
Birkin.



Anno, you were adarling baby, aswest toddler, atypica but not terrible
teenager, and a beautiful and sensitive y oung man. You made mewish | was
adrl again, becauseyou were away's so sweet and kind. Oh darling
Alexander Kingdom Birkin —you, the sweetest boy — so bright, so fair ...
So loving.

Filled with light

So tdl, so gentle.

A hug, akiss, never too busy ...

I remember feedingyou yoghurt in your high chair when you would not est.
Then you became thetdl and beautiful young man you will dways be.

Oh how you will be missed

Anno

Anno

Anno

ANNO.

Yubyy

My Papa is so tall and thin

He dose not hav a dubble chin.

His hear is black and getting grey
He dose not see a lot of day

Hesits and rits all through the night
and dose not like the site of lite.
Helikes to play like a child

And reallyisvery wild.

We have adventures all thetime

I'mreally very glad he's mine.
(aged 7)

Yy

It isdifficult to pinpoint particular aptitudes as Alexander is doingso well in
dl aress. Perhaps currently he is particularly involved with writing Heis an
enthusiastic learner, curious and imaginaivein his goproach. He has amature
leve of independencein his attitude, plenty of persistence, and works well
with other children. He does dl this with modesty and has made avery great
contribution to the dass. Alexander is a child of great talent and charm —
sociable, kind, thoughtful & sensitive, with hisquick humour and wide generd
knowledge.

(Fox school report, aged 8)

Yy
It crawls towards the sun likeits being
beckoned towar ds the great heat.

It brings its head forward and snaps at a
piece of banana.

Then as summer lessens its grip and the cold



winter breeze comes in, it crawls away
to hiber nation and will not return till
spring comes once again.

(aged 9, about his tortoise)

Yy

| cherish the memory of your smal hands in your bed, reachingup for the
light early in the morningwhen you woke up. You were dway s reaching up
for thelight —and you are purelight now.

Yubyy

Happy Birthday Andrew!
You are ageing on,
but remember that Death
will alwis be by your side,
ready to take you away!

(Anno's 9th/AB's 44th birthday)

PPy

Anno will dways bewith us—our rainbow! Hewas — still is—so loved by
so many people. We fed so privileged to know such abeautiful young
person.

Yy

Dear drs, | think the closing of the London zoo is a tradgaty. And we are
willing to adopt any animals espeshaly if it is going to be put down — and
espechaly a monkey ...

(Letter to the
London Zoo, aged 10)

Yy

Alex isa joy to teach. He is so kind to the other students.
(Malibu High School report, aged 13)

Yy

What do | say?| can barely string sentences together right now, as| am
fighting through my tears to write this. | remember when | met Anno, or
Alexas | knew him then. Chubby Alex, with atanged mass of hair and a
Pearl Jam T-shirt. We became such close friends that it was abitter and
painful experienceto leave London. Anno was one of themain reasons | love
London —why occasionadly duringthe course of my recent hectic life,



| have fet astrongurgeto return. | will never forget him.

LAY

If I could have any wish it would be to be ableto fly. I would like a lot of
things but that would be the first. I've always wanted to be able to just soar
up and fly anywhere | wanted to. ... | would want to be remembered by my
friends as being a good loyal person to rely on and for my very great scence
of humore.

(diary, aged 14,
1995)

Yubyy

You never knew how much | loved you, and how much you affected my life.
| remember when | was six or seven havingto write an essay on my hero,
and on thetop linel proudly wrote: "My herois my cousin Anno, who
lives in Waes and he has motorbikes." | loved you so much, and the impact
you had on my lifewill never fade. | am so proud of you Anno, and | fed
honoured to have been part of your wonderful life. | will dways loveyou.

PPy

Oh hail! My cabbage Queen
Oh hail! What's obscene -
Semen, life, vaginal dreams -
Oh hail, the mighty Queen.

Help me see,

help me bleed,

help me be

My cabbage Queen ... tonight.

Help mecry,
help mefly,
help me die

my cabbage Queen ... tonight.
(Cabbage Queen, aged 15, 1996)

PPy

| recdl aloud, thoughtful, amost rustic y oung man who made me see things
differently from the age of 14. | had just arrived in London, and he
enthusiasticadly thrust mein directions never before gpparent. He taught me
how to play quitar, what exactly "head-bangng' was, and above dl, the
inexplicable urge to make strange, dmost pterodacty| like noises. | was never
ableto keep up.

Hewas possessed of avigour that was both unnerving and hopelessly
atractive. From the moment that he convinced methat three and ahdf inch
leed figurines were not the centre of existence, | redised that he had
somethingin him that even the most hardened stance could not oppose.

He created atangent in methat yearned for such aspark of creativity, and
humour tha could flaw peoplein seconds. Never adull moment, even if it



did mean hewas away's amess.

| dway s believed that Anno was thefoca point of any gethering, and
whether heliked it or not, was someonethat others would aways both
admire and imitate. This did not dway's please him. But if thereis onething
I'd have him know, I'd findly makeit clear to him that no onel know is
morefittingfor such afollowing | know, that seven years on, thereare
cherished parts of methat would not exist had his spirit and inimitable
charismanot crossed my path. They areideds that I'll never let wane or fade
in the comfort of the future, that to me embody his presencein my life
completdy: his unflgppable pursuit of what he loved, and the ability to
charm his way out of absolutely anything

ey

Poetry is the expression of the unexpected — therefusal to collect, and the
desireto break through the walls of possibility. Anything is possible, through
theinscription of words placed writhing mad on a page, willing to tear apart
any boundary in order that they may be fdt. To you, my pages may seem
insignificant, pointless and vain. So beit. Treat them not as a meaning or a
collection of words, but as a spear, parting the flesh so that it may sting the
coreof sdf. So that it may releaseits venom into your system and stop at
nothing to tear apart your soul. Read again my friend, watch how the words
bend.

Yy

Alexis anaturd writer who endlessly experiments with ideas and language
and questions texts very effectively. He has ashrewd understanding of
moativation and his andytic work is idiosy ncretic, funny and involving
Heworks very well independently but is also cagpable of motivating other
students who do not share his complete enthusiasm for the subject. An
absolutejoy to teach.

(Holland Park report, 1997)

LAY

FUCK
school
fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck
ART
fuck fuck fuck fuck it.

(Alex, what is the meaning of this? Please see me at 3:20.)

(school exercise book, 1997)

LAY

Inthefour yearsthat | intermittently took care of your sons, | learnt to love
them, and certainly worry about them, much morethan | ever worried about
my own children. In my care, | watched Anno strugde with his puppy fat,
and his homework. All the dramas, thetears, the fun, the adventure— dl the
wonderful times that they had in that magica world up in Wales ...

Yy

Lower, great hand of reality —wreck



with all the conviction | once had, this world,

This mistake, this strange....
(notebook, 1997)

LAY

| have dway's carried with me the memory of his warmth and kindness to
me, an extraordinary quality in ayoungteenager. The photo of him and Fido
looking out over Iverna Court is etched in my mind, but his sweet kindness
lingersin my heart. Anno was magc, it's as simple as that — and will aways
be remembered that way by al who knew him.

ey

Death is thetransition
fromaregular state of consciousness
into a higher collective state.
To dieis to become one with the universe.
(notebook, 1997)

LAY

You redly were one of the"ones that burn" —you flared briefly but so
brightly, and illuminated the world you lived in. We will al take avay abit
of that light.

PPy

Did you ever turn around and go "Hey! Where did the last four years of my
lifego?" Though I'velearned a lot, | fed somewhat drained of all desire. All
that exists in my memory is the music, the music, the music, and the whole
time | amwondering why I'm letting school eat me alive. | realised the great
joy that came with my exam results was not so much the grades, morea
thing of —now I'm free. But I'm not. I'm as much as slave to my cowardice
as | ever was. Somewher e down insideis this raging fucking fire, but every
day the monotony, the rejection, the alienation | fed from the people around
me at school drowns it out. And I'mtelling you, | can't let it die— it would kill
me. | can't think right during the week because of school —it's like a
corkscrew in my brain — but I've just got this strong feding that if | go with
themusic, | won't ever regretit. | can't go on living my lifelike | seeit being
lived in my nightmares. I've found this medium/bliss/joy etc ... and if | don't
givemysdftoit, | don't think I'll ever be ableto forgive mysdf. | think it's
like Bront€'s love: Musicis moremethan | am. If all else perished and it
remained, | would still continueto be; and if all dseremained and it were
annihilated, the universewould turn to a mighty stranger. Every part of me
needs to go with this: it is the essence of my soul. | remember we once talked
about safety nets. You said sometimes it's better not to have one, so you have
no second choice. It's not that | don't want one, but by theend of it | don't
know if there will be anything left of me. Campbell says if you follow your
bliss, doors will open up whereyou never dreamed they would. Maybeit's
time| rolled the dice?

(fax, February 1998)

PPy



You'rein my thoughts, at that still point while theworld turns on. If I'm
sitting looking over theriver with aslight wind blowing, | think about you,
and then return back to carry on. Theworld doesn't know what's gone.

M any peopleloveyou very much becauseyou had such agood heart, and
you gave so much to everyonethat met you —"everyoneloved Anno". You
carried something specia with you — aspirit that we can only hopeto do
justiceto.

I know the musicians will play for you and I'll try to find the chords you
might have chosen and make something beautiful. You'retherewherethe
north wind blows, high in the diamond sky .

ey

Hold on to who you know you are my dear est friend,
you've got me climbing in your heat & bending in my sleep,
don't weep for those who dar e not know your wonder .

| wonder sometimes how you hold your ground

on an earth that's far too small yet too far.......

Round — Drowned in whisky and wine to the sounds of crime,
may i join you for a while?

You ar e the king of kingdoms dark
that hold my sorrows and my sparks,
and hold my heartin icy brambles.

Got my eye caught and tangled in thorns,
remember moonlight on our skin.

Let us toast to the ghost of thefirst born,
spread your dark angelic wings.

you suffer for our crimes you likeit when it rainsi likeit when you
smileyou likeit when it stings i like it when you reign.

Will you yield at the sign on the water,
Will you wait upon the waves?

Or inyour clouds or inyour caveor in your temple at thewer of my
dreams...

Did you
takethetime
to wonder why
it hurt me?

justninemor eyear suntilweleave
(9 Years, for JS. 1998)

Yy

Oh my beloved godson, how you are loved, forever and ever and ever.

LAY

No matter how much | write,
can't write enough.



Got this convolution in my gut,

You're cramping in my soul.

Fingers turn my faceto gold,

And all the time the song you sang to me
is folded in upon my heart.

Can't write enough!

| could writea bible

with the words you won't have timeto read.
Need you on my fingers,

in my nose, on my clothes

and in my head.

Need you on my breath from 6 to 6.

Build a house of silver bricks and hang me on the wall,
Ornamental — promise meyou'll play your songs
wherel can hear and smell you,
Put a spell on me,
please forget how to reverseit,
And just hope to God the chains that bind me hold.
Watch the silver air turn gold,
and suffocate my bold, voracious heart.

(laptop, July 1998)

ey

Anno was atruly beautiful person, gentle, softly-spoken, handsome and
inteligent. | remember having acouple of redly quite heated arguments with
him as well, but hedways remained very charming and courteous. There
was dway s something other-worldly about him, both in his manner and in
his gaze, but | believeit serves as abeacon of hopeto dl of us.

LAY

My job is to fed things, & your job isto pretend to fed things. My emotions
command me (at least | try & will them to) whereas you command your
emotions.

(notebook,
1998)

LAY

| can't stop thinking of Anno. | seehis face so dearly, full of excitement,
dyingto tell me something— aged about eeven | suppose. | often seehim
rushing towards melike this —with his long hair and funny tooth. Anno was
such good company growingup. | fed likewe grew up together —we were
constantly together —and for so long. It's hard to explain it to other people—
it's not like family, it's just afamiliarity based on spendingall that time
together. You sad after Anno died that you suspected hewasn't avery
happy person —I've put it clumsily but thedst isright | think. He was such
ahagppy child, | felt hgppier than Ned. He was ahy steric (granted) but just
loved getting up to facethe day, planning adventures, having adventures —
enjoying his adventures. He laughed alot — | remember lots of laughter. Lots
of lovetoo. Hewas very open about his love of people. | think of him now
inWales, in Kent, in London, in Los Angeles, in Scotland, in France, in
Czechoslovakia, in Germany — and sadly in Milan. I'm never sad for too long
because | start to remember — his childhood was ahgppy one and that's the



bit 1 knew. His "manhood" (!) may have been moretroubled, and
complicated, but that Anno | didn't know so well. Anno and | said goodbye
when hewas about 16 — our lives just went careering off in different
directions. All the music, thewords, thetanged lovelife, that's dl a
discovery for me. I'm back in the sandpit in Waes with Skeletor and
Optimus Prime. | hope he knows how much wedl think of him. All
scattered around the world a the moment, we're al connected because of
him, heés aways in our minds — it's such a.connection.

ey

Remember the story of the boy who tried holding to water .
It slipped through his finger s the tighter he clutched.

Let her energy move among you,

let her substance become you.

Mourn! Mourn not for the dead but for us who are
still trapped in this spher e of perception.
This fear of perception — it runs deep
& dwdlsin our unnatural nature.
We're not who we think we are.
Know then that sheis your source,

and you her becoming.
(notebook, 1998)

LAY

| knew you as aboy. But | didn't asaman. And it's apity for me, because
now | think I'm awoman. And | think | would haveredly liked you as a
man. You are beautiful. | taked to you afew days beforeyou went in the
ether dimension. And | still talk to you alittle bit every day. Anno, you are
my child friend. Sorry for dl the shit Endish. | loveyou and | say hdloto
you every sindeday —seeyou later in my prayers.

ey

Smile now,

| am gone.

Don't hold on

for too long.
Theropell slip away.

(notebook, 1998)

Yy

Anno shines like abeacon, way back from my earliest memories of him. | mostly
remember the chubby, hot, sweaty and grubby Anno of his childhood, always excited
and up to somethinginteresting, but aways banginginto things, spilling things and often
intheway like an eager puppy. One of the many things | loved about Anno was that he
was dway's so pleased to see one, not only as achild but throughout his teenageyears
when so many others cool off beingwelcomingto adults. Not him. | aways felt
immensdly flattered and he dway s lifted on€' s spirits immediately . Reading his poems
and listening to his songs, | marve at hisimagnation, wit, soul and passion. Thereisa
prophetic qudity in his outlook that is quite chillingand quite edtraordinary ...

PPy



| saw from this place at the foot of my gravel

gave mysdlf in awe to childish hope and promise.

The tomb it was dug by those whom you know and love and trust.
Theré's just room enough to put you in.

And you fear that you lust and you know what you love must be clean.
And you fear what you've seen, what you've touched, what you've been.
And I'm touched.

I'm not naming anyone at all.

1'm soon to return,
ther€'s soon to befirein my veins again.
I'm almost home.

I'm almost ready.
(Touched, 1998)

LAY

I remember Anno when we visited you in London before Auguste went to
Wales with himtwo years ago. Full of love and life, with his long hair
dancingin thewind, passionately speskingabout music and idess,
philosophy and projects, and so positive and optimistic. And now heis
oone, but I'm sure he has left amongal of us this spontaneity of fredy
speaking and behavingwhich is atreasure for the ones who knew and loved
him. Auguste has told me how good he was in music and how passionatdly
helived, and thisis agft he gaveto dl his friends, and this will live for ever.

Yubyy

Avyear ago | crossed an ocean for a day,

& for an hour your face was next to mine....
(notebook, July 1999)

ey

Anno was magc, and will away's be remembered that way by dl who knew
him. He was worth his weight in riffs and verse. Well miss and remember
himfor therest of our lives. What afuckingincredible guy —wow!

LAY

| burned my doubt, collapsed the wave.
You're my craving in the darkness -
this. My God, my King, my slave.
Savethe dead we are alone here,
Seizetheinstant quickly for

what lies within it — infinity.

You arethe centre of my spin

and you begin where | have ended.

Shar e the shadows, sharethe light
sharetheinsight that you hold,
sharetheerror, sharethetruth,
sharetheterror rooted firmly in here.



Does this bold heart beat on?

Fed us breathing in your heart ...
Fed us breathing in your heart ...
This bold heart beats on.

Disarmed of sdf and sdlfish things,
With sticky eyes that trust the darkness
And thelight, for both are Him

And Heis us when we arewhole.

We are ageless. We are holy.

(Collapse of the ¥ Wave Function, December 1999)

Yy

I'll cherish dl of my life every minute spent with Anno. | did love him very
much and fed grateful to life that it made me known to him. Hewas the Sun.

LAY

Close, I'm closer than I'm letting on,
closeto finding God, and getting on my
horseand riding to the pyre,
I’'m closer now to fireand sun
than | have been before....
(Close, early draft, 1999)

PPy

Thething about Anno was his passion and compassion for dl that mattered
in life, and his instinctive understanding of dl thet redly did matter. Asa
teacher | dways knew that whatever | introduced hejust got it and found
the humour in it/the situation/others’ reactions - so much so that | find it
hard to picture himin classes without asmile playinground his lips. Asa
friend we hardly ever had asinge disagreement about any issue we
discussed. Heregularly used to pre-empt my next point as | was strugging
to formulateit in my head. Our conversations became increasingy excited nd
animated as esch of us pushed the other into investigeting new redms/
switching contexts as we were talking (usually to the quite understandable
annoy ance of the surrounding customers). | can remember crying with
laughter on many occasions and dway s coming away with new thoughts and
ideas and commitment ... and awarmth that kept me saner than before. |
miss him.

Yy

Time, alone, spent thinking,

drinking sorrow in its purest form.

Time, spent waiting for tomorrow.

Time, or lack thereof, is taking over,

and my graveis getting closer.

And though I'm miles away, my arms are open,
and I'm hoping for an accident ...

some tragic inter vention of the Gods.



Yy

Anno, Billy, Alberto & Lee formed Kicks Joy Darknessin the
spring of 2000:

At lilac evening | walked with every muscle aching among the lights of 27th
and Welton in the Denver coloured section, wishing | were a Negro, feeling that
the best the white world had offered was not enough ecstasy for me, not enough
life, joy, kicks, darkness, music, not enough night.

Jack Kerouac, On
the Road

Agrand hope. Arope.
An invitation to your party of plastic bags.
And cyanide.

A deep breath: alack of Iron.
I'mfinewithout. I'm still within.

I'm coming back to what | know.

They brought a clown to " camp F"

Death's easy with a pinch of mockery.
Murder's easy with prawns and soap.
“Wow” was all he said as they shot him up
With a mighty dose of justice.

Slenceclings like leather.
Heaven feds like war m butter.

(American Television, 2000)

[Billy: American Television was a song inspired by a program

that Anno and | watched about American prisons and the death
penalty. Anno was particularly struck by the story of one man's
execution. His last meal was a prawn cocktail, his last word —
"wow"]

Yy

What on earth can | say?| just heard that Anno died inacar crash in Itdy and I'min
shock. It simply cannot betrue. That golden boy of yours. I'll never forget his
kindness. Anno dways remembered to cal me, or sometimes to drop by fromtimeto
timeto see how | was. Hewas awonderful boy and | am findingit hard to grasp that |
shall see him no morein thislife. Lauracaled melast night in floods of tears when she
heard the terrible news. Wedl loved Anno.

Yy

Thesick & the dead are just dreams of escape.
| believe in goodness just for goodness sake, trust me.

| am strong. | fed like mighty Hercules.
(notebook, 2000)

Yy



For meyou'l live where nature shines. Your breath will be the dew on the branches of
trees, the dance that makes its way by winter’s breath across dl the places that we
love. But mostly Anno, in the songs of al those men who stood and said "1 will not
bow down except in grace and love!". Those arey our songs too Anno. Joined those
hallowed ranks now, of al the ones you held in such esteem; and proud, so proud they
must bethat you are standing at their side.

Yoy

Why do you talk of ending,

of boundaries & beginnings?

Thereis no nothingness.

The orchestra is improvising,

but they know their notes.

Why sear ch for fate? Why wish
for an ending?

This journey is one never -ending.
Thejourneyis all.

I'mpart of it all.

I'mtheheart of it all,

& itismy heart.

It gives memy air & my tears.
I'm born of it.

I'll dietoit.

Its hands always on me.

Its words carry me.
(loose page, c2000)

Yoy

| remember your voice on the phone, filled with energy and friendliness. Just two
words with Anno on the phone could set you up for thewholeday. I'm gad for every
moment | knew you, for your music and words, your high, wide, beautiful vapour trail.
And the brightest eyes I've ever seen.

Yypyy

The sly might of melody moves us like wind,
& webend & wewind into things

not of mind but of matter.

You shatter thebonds & the

shackles come loose from my wrists,

& lie scattered in bits in the sand,
wher e the jackals stand mad on hind legs,

at the edge of my circles of faith.
(loose page, c2000)

ey

Dearest Anno, | watched you passionately fight your way in to the sunlight, blossom
and each of your petals become so beautiful. You touched me. | smile now as | think of
you, you have eterna beauty ... and will dway's have the sun on your face. Cariad
bythol.

Yoy



My whole life hangs tonight — like water —
swdling to thefinal drop.

My grip on naturefumbles—as |

stumble backwar ds — over rhetoric & rhyme.

The rumblein my heart could uproot heaven
and all their ghostly judgement is like air —
is naught at all.

The dust that is my body shall be

One dust once — again.
With all things, not soon... hot soon enough.
— Ring the bells of murder —

Jesus slegps — in every one of you.
Wake! Wake sweet prince & sing! Fill the

Avenues — with laughter.
Scream your wor ds of
Goodness in my ear,

Let me hear —what | have done.

| seek just closeness with my fellow man.

(loose page, c2000)

Yoy

Anno was likeno onedsel’ve ever met. That any one should possess such taent and
intelligence— not just intelligence but wisdom — is enough to have left an indelible
impression on anyone lucky enough to have known him. That that same boy should
have been so gentle and considerate, and, frankly, so beautiful, was positively
unnaturd. | can't remember ever having been so immediately over-whelmed by
anybody . Honestly, Anno had aKeats-like quality — poetic, and of another time.
Listeningto his music now | am struck by his daring, his wit and his honesty .

Yy

| sat by myself past the bridge by the great white balloon.
With my guilt by the great yellow moon.
This place where | ventured with fire & with fear of the devil’s
omnipotent moon.
& thewound in my heart bled into my brain,
& thewind blew therain in my eyes,
& | thought it was tears, & | cried at my being in love.

& | writhed in the light of the moon strung above.
That lunatic moon hung above.

My senses wer e sharp!

& volcanic her lingering, luminous soul, we had rolled in
theraw light of manic ddusions & danced like the dead.
Her head in my hands, like a spdll, like a charm,

like a luminous psalm for my psyche, my arms ar e wr apped
tightly. And loosely enfolding the night,

arethefolds of desire that are tight round my throat,

& the music of madness floats on hind legs

through the dregs of my sunken ser enity.



Do you trust meto cling to your word? For | do — every |etter.

I’m better off burned by your fire than cold to the world, my desire,
My earliest memory.

WEe're Animals trying to be Angels, but we are not able to

know without words, yet we grow without knowing the verb,

& welovewithout grammar.
(loose page, c2000)

Yy

Anno, you touched my life. | am privileged to have shared moments of musica
perfection with you. | dso had some beautiful, everyday times just messing around
which | treasured even then. | loved you Anno, you were so specid and so loved.

Py

What's that that you have got? Not me but my reflection!
Pieces fall away from their structure.
Theair moves softly ... backwards ...
My wor ds move backwar ds.
All thoughts, all moments move like music backwar ds.
I know now
Freedom must be taken & fate stolen.

Don't sit & wait for miracles to move you.
Don't refuse your sdf, don’t remove your self from beauty.
Don't fall short of fantasy.
Despite your suspicions, thereis no respite in madness,
only hunger & fever.
Natur € s willing now, & isn't it just thrilling how one
becomes uneasy.

Vision is the only virtue.
(loose page, c2000)

Anno lit somethingin peopl€'s hearts and minds that will never go out - how lucky
they wereto have seenit - hewill shine on for them all. If find it hard to believe hewas
SO very very young, and yet his remarkable - quite brilliant and original. Losing Anno
has shocked us dl, not just his youth, which is hard enough, but his quite extraordinary
qudities, his gft as ahuman beingto the world. | know the wounds will never hed, but
| dso know that beautiful exquisite things will flow from there - only beauty could
come from such aone.

Yy

Place where dreams have lost their meaning,
but preservetheir madness.
Music's lost its notes,
but keeps its beat
& the heat has lost its war mth,
& sweat has lost that calm rdief of dampness.
& thanks has lost its heart.

The player lost his part,

& the soldier lost his sword,

& our lord has lost that spark that
onceroared handsomein my chest.



& what still glows is kept for ransom,
& what's dead, in time, is sanctioned
& removed,
& used to firethe lantern in my hand.
(loose page, ¢2000)

Yypyy

Sweet Anno .... my certainty isthat heinspired each of my boys by his life and the
way helived it - with darming daring, with naive honesty and with the compassion that
was earthed in him - what acombination - how could anyonefail to beinspired?| am
pleased | was hugged by him. That's what | will miss.

LAY

Steal me.
Médt my gold centre.
| enter through your dreams,
whereyou're weak,
& wherel'm clean of inhibition.
I'mkilling this body, this prison of flesh,
this heart & this head that you loved — put to rest,
but I'll seeyou in sleep,

when I'm perfect .

(loose page, c2000)

Yypyy

Ever sinceyou left us I've been tongue-tied; every one dsewho loved you (and that's
everyoneyou ever met, it seems) has found words - beautiful, moving, funny words -
only | have been silent. Then | began to read your own poems, and tried to write one
my sef, but without success; it wouldn't leave the ground. And | seemed to seeyou
riding across some vast plain - no, you have the freedom of the skies now; your horseis

winged.

Yy

I'm pedling off my pretence,

Ripping out my wire frame,

| am without spite and without shame,
Shedding sorrow like a skin

Letting winds of silence sing me to myself
Bathing naked in her body ...

From where did you fall, Lady? Ruin
Of my eyes. Rain of my roots, of my
Fedlers that fumble and rise through
Ajungle of sinew and muscle, to

Pry open subtle horizons that

Liein between our two patter ns.

We're safe enough here from the dawn.
From the scor n of the heartless, this
Darkness is warming and seamless.



Our body is total and seamless.

(And though you will say | don't mean this)

| dream just of waking.

Stinking of sleep and your love.

Caged from the wor|d by your fingers and bones.
My lone under standing.

My centr e of sdf mutilation.

That place where my body is good and desired.

| dream just of waking.

Shaking off sleep in your arms.

With ddight and disarm | am gradually opening.

(Dreams of Waking, 2000)

Yoy

Anno was such aradiant and intelligent young man, full of enthusiasm and so
interestingto tak to. A very lovable and specid person. It was dways ajoy to see
him. Thelast time| had aredly good cha with Anno was this springin India Hejust
popped up out of the blue one evening when my daughter and | were sitting on the
beach near our house. There he was, with anew harcut since last wed seen him, and
dowindy gorgeous as ever. We were so pleased to see him. He had just been in the
north of Indiawith David and was making his way south to meet his dad. Wetaked
about the magicdl city of Varanasi, about the music, the vibrancy and the amosphere of
Indiaby which hefdt so inspired. Hetaked about his plans for the future. He was
such aphilosophicd young man. After that, | saw him twice more a our housein
London. Although it was only fleetingy on both occasions, | can still remember our last
conversation, because it was never boringor trivia to tak to Anno, even if you had
only five minutesto spare.

Yy

He stood like a stone with a storm like a scarf,

round a face he wore like a mask.

As basking and bathing in glory he lay,

clasping air with the claws of his mind,

T'was weary and wary of truths buried deep,

steeped in the bowels of your pride.

"It'swarm" you once said " wher e the dead flowers grow".
I know. | go there.

Loveistheonly truth, like light.
Let truth move out of you like light.

Thejester he blessed her and guessed at her age,
while you dressed her in rage and desire.

Then wired her up to your context and writhed,
and you cried for her sex and sedition.

Theart in the eye of the harlot survives

as a sliver of God for your soul.

o littleis known of your love or your lover,

she shimmers above your seduction.

Loveistheonly truth, like light.
Let truth move out of you like light.



In death thereis growth & under standing,
Thereis no sufferancein surrender.

Don't fear the other, his claws or his cage,
Hisrageis your rapture.

Capturethis light ‘foreit sinks

beneath the mountains bathed in blood.
(Like Light, 2000)

Yoy

It would take an ability like Anno'sto express what | fed in words. | do not have that.
Perhaps one day 1'll be ableto makeit solid in someform, but until then these words
will haveto do. | loved him as friend. | respected him as amusician. Hewas so kind to
everybody . His poetry is stunning, and | will miss what | did not know of him as
sorely aswhat | did. You could never get enough Anno.

ey

We are broken
and in need of adoration.
a token of my truth is herein blood
On your walls.
On your world!
Your mirror.

Isit | who error in my thought?
You ought not to correct my splendid ways,

For | am youth!

thetruth is never louder,
never bolder and moreignorant than now,

and theterror of mistakeis never greater.

But we are not so fragile.
We ar e strongest now whilst strapped to the drum
and we breathe to its beat,
and the heat from the sun keeps us hopeful.

(Terror of Mistakes, 2000)

Yoy

At the crags, at the tooth,

wher e the rags of my youth lie
tatter ed and stone-washed,
sloshed round the bowels of that
Truth that | knew, that she
threw to the dogs and hyenas.
Shelured in the dreamer with
silk and with song to the

hilt of my want and she
beckoned me on past the

ruin of laughs that | knew in my



head and my heart couldn’t last,

so begged for my last little breath to

bedrawn in her arms;

in the calm of the murder she brought

to those days fraught with doubt,

thick with cloud — shrouding peak and portcullis.

But the gates of my bliss remained closed,
till a girl wrapped in woes, in the thr oes of abandon, took
warmly my hand and we kissed and
composed in the mists of our

minds some eulogy —

wistful and white, like the nights

that | spend with no body beside me to bend about,
dreaming in rhymes of reflections | find in
your face and your failings,

losing my grip on therailings of faith as
devoutly | rise, from a dream without

sleep, and | creep through my

terminal twilight,

away from the place wher e the sly might

of melody moves us like wind, and we

bend and we wind into things of one mind
and one matter .

You shatter the locks and the shackles come
loose from my wrists and lie scattered in
bits on the sand wher e the jackals stand
mad on hind legs at the edge

of my circdles of faith!

(Rhyme, Summer 2000)

LA

Anno was avita and shining presencein al our lives. He was amaster of language,
who used magic words to express like no other the inexpressible, to gveform to what
weadl knew but didn't know we did. What Anno often didn’t say sometimes
overwhdmindy said it al. | regret never havingtold him how honoured and specid he
made mefed by inviting meto his ggs. By askingmein the simplest, most direct and
unambiguous way to be part of what was the most important part of hislife. | amin
his debt for that generosity of emotion, and those thrilling experiences ..

Yy
Sweet Lady, | wake in your arms to contentment.
The sentiment swells and the wells of my heart overflow.

| wish you no scars, | wish you no less than the stars.

Your empathy stills me and opens me out like a sail,
and it fills me with winds and impales me on ecstasy’'s mast.

(notebook, 2000)

Yy



The tower walls at midnight burn,

With fraught desire, the rocks beneath,

Aretaut & wet with fiction's blood.

Someone leaps. The other turns. But who is who
(& who areyou?)

Forget what you want, but

Don't forget thelink that grew me,

That travels deeply,

Through mein the form of every thought that | think.

Theloathing & thelove,

Bubbling together at the

Brink of my emotion.

This commotion started long before my face

was ever etched into the wall of time.

| have both your madnesses inside.

| am in constant disagreement with mysef.

But | cannot leave me.

You both cannot leave me.

Nor each other. Bdieve me.

| am the ring that won't slip off with soap.

The armies have broken inside me, & now

they stand poised & opposed. Now thereis blood.

Now thereis love standing covered in glory, &

Honour lies covered in mud.

You & |, Ma, we built too closeto theriver.

Look at us washing our minds free of fever,

Brushing off bird shit & bad dreams forever,

& never onceturning thetide.

Thank you for pains & concerns that have

made mein turn more unhappy & kind.

| am proud to remind them of you.

(Close to the River, April 2001)
Yy

Nothing| write can describe the hole | fdt insidewhen | heard about Anno. | hadn't
seen him for someyears until heturned up a some function or other afew months ago.
He came up to me and chatted away, full of enthusiasm and energy. He had changed so
much | simply didn't recognise him. What | did recognise was a gentle, warm,
stimulating y oung man with perfect manners and the presence of astar. | turned to Joe,
after held left, and asked whom I'd been takingto, only to find out it was your boy.

vy

You know you've got to kegp on walking man
or dseyou'reliableto fall asleep,

Don't lay your head down on that pillow,
You'll dieright there upon your mattress.

Get up & go & writeyour name (BIG),
Scrawl it out across the sky-line;

Spend your days in sear ch of things

to leave behind you when you go.

By which point do you really give a shit?

Shetold methat she loved me & blah blah blah, &
we talked about divinity & blah blah blah, & then



we talked about her TV shows and blah blah blah, &
then | said | loved her & blah blah blah.

Girl, you know that words are only half truths,
& that they glitter like a fool's gold.

You wear them round you like a necklace

To stop you looking like a car cass.

She even said she knew me & blah blah blah, &

we talked about our parents & blah blah blah, & how
we fdll off the same horse & blah blah blah, &

we talked about our bodies.

Inariver. Then you realized theriver's name & source,
& then | said goodbye & nothing more.

(Isis, early draft, March 2001)

Time collects its dues from each of us.
(She gets down and moves to love's exit)
Tastein music says a lot, | guess.

(She gets down and grooves to love's exit)

She has this thing about the death of trust.
(She keeps her fishnet gloves on love's exit)
I bust my mouth on fragile wor ds.

(Help meturn thekey to love's exit)

All my colour's gone.

All the wrongs have now been righted.

Scribbled down (and cited in a court of law)
Whereluck isin thedraw (and truth isin the eye)
Thejury finds in favour of love's exit.

Do you like my fortress?

| builtit by myself.
No surprises there then?

No. Noneat all.
Do you like my fortress?

(Fortress, May 2001)
Yy
Anno was atrue poet —wrote likeapoet, lived like apoet, died like apoet. Weadl
knew that he was the One, and we hitched our wagons to his star.
Yy
I've seen your facein glass, I'vecrossed my ...

I've seen your facein sted. In dreams
I've held your bones of sted.

The curves of morality curl.
The wings of night unfurl and beat,
and lift us from the torture of deceit.



An art. Amoment found. The sound of
Instinct distinctly close and clear. Like a prayer.
| want to be close and clear and just explode.

There's something in my eye...

Sing to me my sweet creeper.
Creep upon melike a glorious tide.
Let me hidein your flesh..

The curves of morality curl.
The wings of night unfurl and beat,
and lift us from this murder ous deceit.

(Curves of Morality, June 2001)

ey

M emories are not built solely on duration, but most endurindy, on qudity. You have
left us only qudity. Wewill tread lightly on your dreams ...

ey

Look at the man what you've made me—
Sorry and wiselikeiron and glass, if |
Asked for a reason you'd smile, if |

Asked for an answer you'd lie. What's
Driven to pain and disgust, all your efforts?
Your loveis an animal's den:

Lined with the bones of your dead.

Our names ar e forgotten.

Our heads areall rotten.

Our eyes arelike cotton or silk.
Our minds arelike curdling milk.
My carcass is mangled and
Tangled about round your feet:

A bramblethat's dug in too deep.

Ther€'s hundreds of millions of
Tales and opinions to tell. But

| can't be bothered to ydl anymore.
I'd smile but the wound is too sore.

The world now's the same as before— everyone's

Witty and droll and absolved with sdf pity and

Bored with this cold, shitty town —

Warmed only by a love that | became too afraid to offend,
so | ended up killing with kindness instead.

(Chauvinist Waltz, July 2001)
LAY
Whilesadly | never had the chanceto know him persondly, it was clear to me from his

wider reputation and the affectionate esteem in which you held him that hewas a
brilliant person. It had away's struck mewhen you spoke about him that it was firstly



as an equd and an inspiration, and it was only gradually that | realised that this
wonderful forcein your life was aso your son.

Yy

A broken skull is

Not a broken brain, monsieur! The
War that you have waged is one of
Thought, and it cannot be fought with
Knives and guns or

Even fire extinguishers.

Napoleon was right when he
Observed that only true imagination
Gives the masses might.

(onthe Genoariots, August 2001)

Yoy

| supposeit's to do with the proximity, but everything has fallen into place around my
skull thanks to this opportunity [of recording in Italy] . For thefirst imein my lifel fed
likel know what I'm doing, & I'm doing what | know. The fear & anxiety & excitement
I'm feding at the moment is bursting me. It feds likeit is only possible to do what | want
to over the next few years by doing it myself (and loving none but myself?!)

| want you to play on the song for the samereason | want Lee & Billy to. Though | must
say, if my suspicions are right, then you also will have contributed to the great monolith
of modern rock'n'roll music. You'll be blushing from the cor ners of streets, & festering
in the minds of spotty teenagers long after you have shuffled off ...

(unsent letter, August 2001)

For dl of us who knew, worked and played with Anno, thisis atragc event. | dways
found in Anno that oh-so-rare spark that enthused, energsed and inspired those he
cameinto contact with. For me he was one of those specid peoplethat makelife so
enjoyable and theworld afar moreinteresting place. As afriend (and as aprotege!) |
shdl miss him terribly . His honesty, loydty and kind-heartedness made him avery
specid person —agentleman. 1, like many others, will find the world an emptier place
without him.

Yoy

Me & her, we had a neck romance.
Thereis much broken skin.
Thereare several perforations.
The exit wound is wor se.
The exit wound is always wor se.
(notebook, September 2001)

AT
Anno made an indelible impression upon me. | had, quite by the bye, after our sessions

together, told my family of his strikingintelligence, his shiningindividudity, his
enthusiasm and vitdity. | shall never forget this wonderful young man, with dl the



promise of an extreordinary life before him. I'm sure he made adifference to everyone
lucky enough to encounter him.

Yy

They killed the Lion of Panjir.
| fear them & hate them mor e than most things,
but you must not bring your seif to be like them.
Don't let the smoke of New York city
cloud your eyes to the horizon.
From hereit looks alight with blood & fire.
That we are moved by such desires as murder
Moves meinto tears.
(notebook, September 2001)

Yoy

I was incredibly fond of Anno, & thrilled that he was such agood friend of and to
Danid. Hewas one of those very few people blessed with great talent and looks. But
instead of being full of himself (which would have been quite par for the course & his
age) was kind, sensitive and caring. I'll never forget the song he composed for Dan — it
redly heped himwhen hewas at his lowest ebb —and by theway it was dso ahel of
atune! Thank you for bringing such abeautiful boy into this shitty world of ours.

Yoy

There's nothing at all any mor e that will shield from
Per spective those eyes that wer e sealed and

Protected befor e that are red now and

Sorewith a longing for blindness— A

Longing to ped off, like sticker s, those pictur es that
Flicker before us likefire, or still worselike a

Pyr e of ember s that waits for thewind. And remembers.

ETA8:58 EST

Thereis no u in the vell of morning, that

Hangs like a tattered old awning, in shreds from
The orangish sky — seeit

Blow likeaflag, likea

Bad camouflage, that is

Larger than all of your cinema screens

And still it can't cover the dead.

The colours are dreamy.

Thereds aremorered than in

All of your films about sacrifice and bliss.

The poor are so precise—they never miss the mark.
Thereis no defense against ghosts for they
Liein your own sdf.

ETA8:58 EST

Don't get mewrong — | long to know a
Time that knows no pain, but thereis
Only gain wherethereis empathy. |
Hunger for the fantasy that all men



Know each other. |
think we need another education ...

Your homework is to witness things,

Me? | witnessed someone have a nightmare;
| could not shareit, but | didn't wake him for
| was so enjoying peace and quiet.

(Terrorist Attack, September 2001)

Yoy

You touched so many peoplein your short life, you turned everything around you to
oold, and the laughter and joy that you brought to us dl will never, never grow old. You
were away's too beautiful to be shackled. | loveyou —just keep on rockin' ...

Yoy

Me& Mr Lee, were hunting

Thanatos with burning stones.
Chasing dragons off to warmer worlds
wherewe can curl up into balls

& fall to safety, to the

dead land of the unaware.
(notebook, October 2001)

Yoy

| saw Anno infrequently, but when we did meet it gave methat sense of awonderful
friend whom | had saved up to see. | last saw him singngand laughingat adgin
Kentish Town —atriumphant night. It is amazingto methat he accomplished so much
so young, but it is al the more sad to think of what more was bound to come. | looked
up to him. | envied his energy, his warmth, his conquests and his enduring innocence.
These, at least, are hdd in time. | witnessed Anno coming through the setbacks in lovel
recognised from my own recent experiences, but it was sautary to watch himas he
turned that energy into loud and beautiful songs. He was the perfect human example of
therulethat energy is never lost, it is only converted. Love was never lost in Anno — he
was the perfect artist.

Yy

What's happened when a man decides that
ghosts & angels only make him weak?

Does hefall inside himsdf & sleep forever?
(notebook, LA, October 2001)

Yy
Thelast timel saw Anno was a the Chateau M armont in LA, in the bar, and hewas so

full of life. He had agreat life, and did morein his 20 years on this earth than lots of
peoplewho have lived to agrand old age.

Yoy

People look so like octopuses, with all their gestures & gigantic
sucking limbs.



Naturereally jipped us with the paint job.
(notebook, LA, October 2001)

Yoy

Anno was such aspecia boy. So kind, dway's, | remember — so clever and so unusual,
and dway s bursting with enthusiasm for life.

Yoy

| likeyou.

I'm not like you.
Let'sbuildafire&
Lock horns.

It would be

Such a human encounter .
(notebook, October 2001)

Yoy

Thank you for having bought into our house and lifeyour joy of living, poetry, music,
confusion.

Yy

In beautiful sleep you called meto merge,
& you surge & you burst through my scars

& spill out of my dreams into everything.
(notebook, October 2001)

Yy

Anno was the beingin our lives that gave us unimaginable beauty and inspiration, and
changed my life completely. Hewas truly the most exceptionadly tdented,
exceptionaly creetive, beautiful, and unique quy I've ever known. Thank you for
everything, and seeyou on the up side.

Yoy

| measure my lifeout in
Lovers & mark them in pieces of wood with a notch.

Three names appear & hers appears twice.
(notebook, October 2001)

Yoy

| was in my room with my room-mate and his drlfriend when | opened the letter
containing Anno's picture. | showed it to her and she shut up. Shelooked a me and
sad quietly "...... Fit" —"Fit" beingthe highest accolade aman can have. It means he
is purely beautiful. It made me so happy, | was saying"Yes, yes—heisfit —and he's
my cousin!" | know you dready know how beautiful hewas. | haveto say, Anno is so
popular here. | am under constant demand to get copies of his CDs, girls arein shock as
to hislooks and | haveredised | never stop having his music in the back of my mind.
All this about Anno just made mefed you had aright to know that even in Berkshire



Anno is beingloved, admired, respected.
Yyyyy

Thereis no darkness, only absence of light,
and when you're dead, you're dead!

The kingdom of His heaven is within me.
(notebook, October 2001)

Yoy

| dwaysthink of Alexasamost beautiful youngman. A young man of kind, generous
heart, who was never afraid to live and love.

Yy

It's so hard to know, when you touch me, wher e friendliness ends & such things as
Desireareborn. Can the Fire that has burned me still warm me and lavish my bones,
can it ravish my bones, can it damage my bones once again? When does our drowning

begin? Did | already sink to the bed, to the deathbed of dreams?
(notebook, October
2001)

Yoy

I only met Anno afew times, but hewas an inspiration. He seemed set to achieve
everything and he saw no obstacles, only goas — he remains an inspiration to us al.

Yy

And thereis no way out, except sleep, which perpetually beckons me.
(video clip, October
2001)

Yoy

I mourn the passing of your gorious boy. | can't weep likeyou but | weep with you.
He's in the forget-me-nots and the stars now — he's still forever.

Yy

It's so quiet | can hear my cigar ette go out.
It's a Gitanes.
They'rereally strong,
they make my voice sound cooal,
make my dick fed longer.
| fed so cold
likean old harpsichord
that no one plays any more
'causeit's gay & old-fashioned.
(Venice, October 2001)

Yoy

| will never alow you to be forgotten, Anno. No one living in the same house as me will



ever not know your name. Your wisdom, love, beauty, humour, and especidly your
annoying habits — | shall tell people of for aslongas | exist. And above dl ese, I'll do
my best to makeyou proud of my life, so that when | come up there and joinyou, I'll
be ableto say, "Good game! Shall we have another?' | loveyou Anno ...

AR
I'm caught between two stools,
in the cloudy air between things.
| am the separation.
In itself.
Inaway | am the ether.
(notebook, October 2001)
Yy

You aremy oldest friend, my brother, and oneday | may cometo terms with not
havingyou here, but not yet, not now. You're still here with mein my heart, in my
mind, and in your music. Wow, you've gven so much to me—and just look at dl the
amazing stuff you've gven to everyone else.

Yy

Alone.

All one.

I amall one,
Alone. With a

gun & arabbit
(notebook, October 2001)

Yy

Anno was taented, funny, sweet and so much more! The entireworld is apoorer place
having lost such ashininglight. My heart is broken.

Yoy

Can you really be arsed to play it when we know the end already?
Is this not the final end?
(notebook, November 2001)

ey

| just miss him, and it seems like not aday passes when | don't think about himin a
serious way . I'm forever thinking of things | want to say to him, to tel him about a
book or film, or | find asongthat | loveand | know hed loveit too and | want to fed
the enthusiasm he could bringto things. He just made them come divein your mind. |
know you fed that deep down hewas saddened by life, but thisis not abad thing. | am
too. Life's horrible and shitty and all rest but | know, as | know hedid, that meancholy
unlocks asecret door to the sublime...

Yy



Comeon Lord, it'soneor the other, you know that.

(notebook, November 2001)

Yy

Ther€e's hope despitetime
and its mindless pillage
that seizes on our bodies.
This wreckage that's left,
that we re left with that's
no body’ s robe.
Wearethrown in the
hope we will giveit some
noble demise,

liketo flame or to ashes or
flashes of light that will
humble the mightiest men.

And then,

when the wor ms are upon us,

they’ Il know to become us as
gently as possible,

after all of thejostles of life

(notebook, November 2001)

LA

We shdl never properly remember Anno by sittingin one place waitingfor the
memories to come back to us of their own accord — his and our memories are scattered
dl over theworld.

If wewant to find them then we must travel ... we must never waste this sorrow — it
won't cometo an end but will last through winter — heis our dark evergreen.

Yy

Let the terminal sleep be a terminal dream,
unpertur bed by the meaningless noises of nature.

(notebook, November 2001)

vy

[Anno's last poem, written on the back of aplace mat in the Gasthaus restaurant in
Bergamo, where he, Billy and Lee were cdebrating Alberto’s birthday afew hours
before the crash:]

| wonder: can you hear mewhen | scream for you?
| really am the only one who ever gets your nameright;
Not in how it's said but why.
Come, join mein wild adventures,
to places we've been to & bored of
along time ago.
Everything needs to be seen again.



You'relikean old friend.

You're like a fellow soldier, & although
our wars ar e different,

Our fears are much the same.

You can hold me & complain about dying if you want.
I'd like to do the same to you.

What areweto do?

What possible chance do we havein a world of
designer ideas and advertised truths?

Are we best |€ft to play with the wolves in our nightime?

Alonewith theright kind of need but
thewrong kind of want.

(November 8th, 2001)



On leaving the restaurant, Anno wrote on the wall:

KTb

dlas, here

They dropped Billy home, then headed up to amusic club in Milan. Coming homein
thick fog on the autostrada, they ran into someone ese' s accident. Anno was aslegp on
the back seat with Lee. Together with Alberto and Georgo (an Itdian friend), Anno and
Leethey were pronounced deed at 4.30 am on November 8", 2001.

* % * * %



