





The

Boy

lWith

allS
forEyes






Bgle Wit
Naﬁs "

forEyes

Volume 1: Bobby



CAST

IRON
BOOKS

This edition first published in 2022

Cast Iron Books, 17 Clarence Street, Ulverston, Cumbria, LA12 73]
www.castironbooks.com

© Shaun Gardiner

Written & lllustrated by: Shaun Gardiner

The right of Shaun Gardiner to be identified as Proprietor of this work has
been asserted in accordance with Section 77 of the Copyright, Designs
and Patents Act 1988.

All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced, stored
in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means,
mechanical, electronic, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without
written permission from the publisher.

A CIP record for this book is available from the British Library

ISBN: 978-1-7399724-0-0 (hardback)
ISBN: 978-1-7399724-1-7(ebook)

Printed and bound in the UK

123456789









“...each pleasure and pain is a sort of nail which nails and rivets the soul to the body,
until she becomes like the body, and believes that to be true which the body affirms to
be true...”

Plato, Phaedo
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Tarfeathered, the crow.
Solitary as a church.

W he day the crow came
began like any other.

The black-belching chimneys
serrated the sky.

Boats swelled on the up-turned
underbelly of the stagnant,
sea-dogged sea.

The hunched, dawn-defying
shoulders of the town shrugged
plumb-lines of dew through a
skin of soot, and gave no sign
that it noticed the bird
hopping
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its rooftops.
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Its call when it came
\ . cracked the morning.
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It wrung the town
from its damp sleep.









The next day

more Crows came.
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- The-town was black and Wlhit- i
® and red all over.
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Soon,
whichever way
the people looked,
the slates were clotted.
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¥ but at night the people

whispered 4 : ;.eﬁ
F . pillow to pillow, §
£ dream to dream: -+ __









T he days passed.
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One morning,
stepping out of doors,
the people saw tendrils
of cloud
curling around
their ankles.

There was a fog gathermg on
the ocean. [JI—.
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Murmurs, rumbhngs :
hke a storm grlndlng
o its teeth.
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They said: it is the sound
of cannons.
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The fog rolled across
the waves.

It seeped through the town
from seashore to smokestack,
and
rising above the fog
the people saw









Still, the days passed.

They became used to it:

the windows rattling
in their frames,

the spoons jangling
in their breakfast bowls.

Everything fell
into the background;

they became used to it all.

But at night.




when things have no
background but the utter
blank of sleep,

the great sea that lay
between their dreams
and their horizons -

disappeared.

the people knew
the least accident
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The smallest echo of it
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in an irresistible

obliterating

wave.















't awn clucked its tongue.

é

mould itself into the corners of the morning.
A premonition of rain hung grimly
from the corners of her mouth.

/| The boy’s mother watched the mist



. . When the boy appeared he was late,
but she saw with approval that he was

i He clutched
his satchel nervously.

She detectEd on him
the faint,

-y U consprratorral scent
Last night she thought she had illness.
heard him moving around the & ; R S
house. D I h The boy’s mother tied a

S plastic shopping bag over each

For weeks now, after he had

left for school, she had found 4

of his shoes. She instructed gt
him not to untie them untrl

his bedclothes knotted in a
pattern of violence, [

the bell rang.

o £ the tracks ofa sleep
> tangled with bad dreams. [

the fraye stair of the veins
where the blood s feet 80,

the brittle twigs of the nerves, .

g and every sea- danger besettmg \

B She thrust two more bags
neatly folded, into his hands,
3 for the walk home.

She eyed her son
"8 as a general eyes terrain.




few weeks ago, at school,
a girl whose name he didn’t know
gave Bobby his first kiss.

It was just before the bell,
standing in line, waiting.



She swept in and grazed his cheek,
just lightly, with her lips.



Then she was gone.

A sudden giggling visitation

no more than a touch




Bobby woke from the moment
as if from a dream.

r

A report of the mind,
made to itself,
of a thing
it had not witnessed.

Yet the very indistinction of
that rapturous moment
fixed it upon him.

He returned to his place
in the line.




F(-((F ?ﬁ-' hat same day a few weeks ago
) Bobby didn’t want his dinner,
but his mother wouldn’t hear of it.
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~ So he pushed the cold stuff around his plate
for what seemed like forever before finally, |
seeing the uselessness of her campaign, '

she let him go. |



Upstairs to hi
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\ n‘ through the front door - |

clutching in his hands

a sheaf of paper and a pencil -

|

and onto the front step,

n ., where he stopped.
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It was too gross a body
to ever receive a spirit.™,
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He abandoned it
and began again.

id .
He couldn’t keep track
of the pages.

Hesistant, in small, furtive darts,
like a bird sifting snow,

He completed a line.
he began to draw. '

He turned the paper
this WY

and thy.

His brow furrowed.
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" The same thing
happened.
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The pencil whirred
and trembled.

P R“'(’:‘: -
Suddenly they were all gone, §
every surface stained with s
a single abandoned line. 3




He turned the pencil over
and attacked the old pages,

trying to restore them
to pristine, untouched

But they wouldn’t
rub clean.

They left grey ghosts !
behind them - &

haunting

the rough

ineradicable
trenches
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The girl. He thought
if he could draw her -

could set her down &8
in clear leaden lines -

- the image, once complete, (N Like a magic spell,
would bring her to him. o it would render her.

He felt,
as do_e_§__childi_shness,

thaf'fr'iﬁgir—ling :
~ a thing sufficiently
strongly would bring it about.




But he had no name for her,

nothing, no face to recall -
o&Ly_ghe kiss itself,
VR P

Just ghosts, dissolving

Wherever his eye turned it
in the heat of his gaze.

found nothing solid. |

The magical idea dribbled

down his hand like wax.

It made meaningless shapes
on the paper.

»

a flurry of divided

sensations.










He went back inside.

L

He went upstairs for his bath.

T




He felt the water, how closely it o .
mapped his body, placing him pelegii 1 1 r ’

so neatly, so certainly. \ '#* B ,.* i

He followed it through every fold,
prying out every hidey-hole:

the spaces between
his fingers

the twin, mirrored whorls
of hisears.

He shivered on the tiles. §&

Air rcplaccd water, cold hands 1
B all over him. & "




On one side of it, the world,
his own body with it.

He felt his body

like the water, the air,

gather around him. For the first time, he saw

the divide.
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O.n the other - himself.

Bobby.

He did not know.

But between these two things there was that divide

-

a gap, without breadth,
but 1mposs1ble to cross.
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ace whlch d1d not meet a surfac

On the other side,
the world.

Everything.






His bath over, he went to bed
as he always did.

But there swam,

beneath the calm surface
of his routine, a sensation
of profound loneliness.

That night,
a few weeks ago,
the dreams began.













Dreams



)\ obby dreamed
@ %‘ he vZas falling.
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The Theft




@) obby woke.
\ ) His dreams vanished.

Only a few scraps remained,
tloating on the surface.

o D e =W B8
|

He tried to save them but
they fell apart. The pieces

| slipped between his fingers,

disintegrated, swam away.

Blood in the water; a residue
of fear and confusion.




-~ He didn’t sleep again. ==

The night rolled over.

There were teeth on its belly. h‘““\




The clouds broke The distant, hazy sky this revealed )

was the nearest to a clear day the town had seen for months.

. lF " " l =

The eyes of the screens stayed shut:
a rest day. e

The children ran out w The adults pottered,
into the streets. [ ~ occupied themselves in v
small neglected duties.

Bobby hstened to
% his mother wander
. around the house,
dusting the corners,
straightening its

edges.

He felt the day, such as it was, ©
slough off the night. st

b He felt reheved and renewed

; ST R A el ik ﬁ N e
o Nl : 1 He forgot the things that had kept him awake. __-.;-



That night the dreams

came back.



The next morning it seemed
to Bobby that the dreams had
been somehow - closer.

The next morning, closer still.

Games in the playground;
day by day, while his back
was turned, the night
inching towards him.

0 He was atraid to sleep.

Afraid to be awake.

(‘Idlll by grain his strength [58
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Day and night, slumber and
wakefulness, slid towards a
grey, even entropy.

e

oy
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Time began to disappear.

- Chunks of it simply bitten
- out of his life, as if his dreams r%
had become shadows, to #Ege
touch him even in daylight. : ;
7 TG TR 7 T He prcsscdhm ht,ad o
to the pillow.

i He fistenedn the static in his
- cars, the stationless hissing of |

.~ blood.

cramps in his N 2% e e Hle astered T the sound,
hm:_w' F ¢ . e B P LA . fighting to stay awake.
teethmhlsflesh e ' B -
il Sl
! water swallowing | = X
his lungs T I:ns bodv a sh'idow, -
e : 2 his dreams a bodv;




. The next morning it seemed
to Bobby that the dreams had
| been somehow — closer. 1B

N Games in the playground;
day by day, while his back
N was turned, the night |
inching towards him.

Day and night, slumber and £
wakefulness, slid towards a
grey, €ven entropy. (M

He was afraid to s[et.p

A.'l'I‘Ald to be awake.
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' kneeled in front of By

* the sideboard

Dl opened the :

bottom drawer

o m—

' The bare wooden boards of the

' landing were cold under his g i
feet. : '

T
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|
1

_ forbldden

2 ‘ o still, silenf;b;ieffgé-ra-cloud
T Lt o ghostface of Bobby’s father |
v - - passed before him.




He went back
upstairs.

He hid the things he had

stolen in his satchel

! R
: =B

There, finding himself once I ,
more in command of his body, i’

1i&

e

} is dreams when he slept
1 again were empty and

’ calm - the stillness at the

crest of a high wave, before
the descent.










@B} he next day dawned with mist on its breath.

»

- His mother watched it mustering.

She assessed her forces, without much hope.

The clouds rattled their spears.



! =W

before heading downstairs.

Id.

L

E':‘ﬁ. The bedsheets 7

P twisted tight "

P around his feet. f
X

The mist made the town
outside his window seem
suffocatingly close,
vanishingly distant,
both at once.

s e T S 2 N

;-aﬂ Knotted, taﬁgled

2% mﬂ;‘? WO:"ld. ij:_
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He was late.

His mother arrayed him

for that day’s battle.




All the while, Bobby
thought only of his father’s
toolbox, the guilty night -

- -~

the weight in his heart.

He hugged his mother
goodbye.

He wanted to say something,
§ some words of comfort, or explanation;

But the reed of his bod
: was his no longer:
no sound came. g

His mother’s rituals could do
nothing against the germ that
already lay within him.



The cuckoo madness

that laid his path ahead of him.
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Bobby walked for a long time.

The sound of the rain diminished.

He heard trickles of water
in the quiet.

Eventually
a feeble worm-light
illuminated a wide pool,
blocking his way.




The pool was too big;
the bunker’s rear wall
was impossible to place.

The water was filthy.

How deep was it?
He couldn’t tell.

The floor was sodden.

Bobby’s hand lingered for an
instant on the plastic bags
crumpled in a corner of his
satchel, but he left them.

He sat.




Then for a while

there was only
the sound of his breathing

the ip ip ip of the water.










Bobby raised a nail up
l before his face, its point W

towards his left eye. "
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The impact of the hammer on the nail made a quiet sound
that disappeared quickly



swallowed into the corners of the bunker

a ringing like a small bell






“However much it eludes the despairer, however much [...] the despairer has
succeeded in altogether losing his self, and in such a way that the loss is not the
least way noticeable, eternity will nevertheless make it evident that his condition is
that of despair, and will nail him to his self, and it will be evident that his

success was an illusion.”

Seren Kierkegaard, The Sickness Unto Death
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The next day more crows came. More the next.
Soon, whichever way the people looked, the slates were clotted.
The town was black and white and red all over.

By day no one said it, but at night the people whispered pillow to pillow,

dream to dream:

If one crow will sing a murder, a murder of crows witl sing a war.
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