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What?  London Lit Plus is an London-wide, open literary festival for London, running concurrently with the
London Literature Festival at the South Bank.

When?  June 29th – July 13th 2007.

What's an open festival?  Unlike a traditional festival, which is curated by a small number of individuals, an
open festival is curated by the participants – anyone can be a part of it by declaring themselves part of
the festival.

Why? There's a wealth of fantastic literary activity going on all the time in London, from independent
presses to small literary magazines run for the love of lit, from book readings in pubs to open-mic poetry
nights in basements all over the capital – and much more besides. For two weeks this summer, we want
to showcase and celebrate all that London's multitude of scenes has to offer, under one easily-accessi-
ble banner: London Lit Plus.

Who's behind it?  LL+ was created by a loose coalition including 3:AM Magazine, Scarecrow, Social Dis-
ease Publishing, and booktwo.org – but the real force behind it is everyone who participates, either by
attending events, or throwing their own.

Who's appearing?  The ever-expanding list of participants, including authors, poets, comedians, speakers
and more, can be found at http://londonlitplus.com .

You may like to check out...

Friday June 29, 8pm – Through A Glass Darkly: A Literary Pub Quiz and Celebration . The shadowy forces
behind Through A Glass Darkly, the compendium of everything London, Literary and booze-related
present a night of, well, literature and booze, for London Lit Plus, in Fitzrovia. The Wheatsheaf, 25
Rathbone Place, London W1T 1DG.

July 3, 8pm – PoeJazzi! Poejazzi is a spoken word and music night with a killer line-up that will see queues
right down the street… PoeJazzi was a Time Out No.1 Critic’s Choice in January 2007 and was listed
among the 101 Things To Do In London 2007. Volupté Bar, No 9 Norwich Street, off Furnival Street,
EC4A 1EJ.

Tuesday July 5, 9pm – Social Disease Social . An evening of anti-readings, music and socialising from
Social Disease, celebeating the first birthday of Straight From The Fridge. Anti-readings throughout the
night include a Literary Lucky Dip, Writing on the Wall, whispered one-to-one readings with the writer of
your choice and more… Hedges and Butler Club, 3 New Burlington Mews, Off Regent Street.

Sunday July 8, 8pm – Perverted by Language: Fiction inspired by The Fall . Mechanical ducks, shark
women that taste of liquorice, perverted sexual shenanigans in cramped office spaces, double-crossing
Nazi apologists, bald-headed cultural subversives and celebrity deer-culling - this is just a glimpse into the
wonderful and frightening world of Perverted by Language: Fiction inspired by The Fall… The Pineapple,
51 Leverton Street, London, NW5 2NX.

Wednesday July 11, 8pm – Lazy Gramophone: Music, Spoken Word and Theatre . The Lazy Gramophone
artistic collective presents a night of music, spoken word and theatre, from the eclectic sounds of
Masdafarai and Gypsy Girl, to the stroytelling genius of Guy J Jackson and Matt Lloyd, with much else
besides. The MacBeth 70 Hoxton St, London, N1 6LP.

Thursday July 12, 6.30pm – Anything but Hackneyed: Niven Govinden reads...  Anything But Hackneyed &
3:AM magazine present Niven Govinden reading from his new novel Graffiti My Soul. The Broadway
Bookshop, 6 Broadway Market, E8 4QJ.
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muzzle moved as though a cat had been
teasing a playmate then went for the jugular.
Click.

The noise rushed in immediately, men had
never screamed in such a wild manner as the
audience right then and there, but it was the
soft sound of the gun returning to the table
that had my attention. The cylinder had
moved clockwise four times. It was 50:50,
like when we first sat down, so I treated it the
same. The punters threw every last penny at
one or the other of us. I took the gun and
pulled the trigger. Click.

When I put the gun to my head I put all of
my living energy into keeping the bullet out of
that chamber. I stopped the sweat from
running down my neck and used that energy
to keep the bullet out of the barrel. I set the
gun down and took my hand away cold. It was
as though letting go of the gun was the same
as killing the man across from me. The game
was over. He had lost, but until I put down the
gun he was still breathing. And breathing he
was; in some sort of Zen suicidal trance he
picked up the gun and looked right through
me as he blew himself away.

little. It’s a very still place weighed down by
heat in the summer.

I was in another shithole port town, in
another shithole dockyard, in another shithole
warehouse – surround by Rolls Royces,
Bentleys and Mercs. The Japs make all sorts
of fancy cars now, but the real money sticks
to the classics. The noise ricocheed off the
concrete walls. There were the usual warm-
ups: cock fights, poisonous bug fights and
knife fights to the third blood strike. If they
were unlucky the first strike could kill ‘em but
then all the fights I saw went to three or five
strikes even, and the fighters always managed
to stay long enough to see the main attraction.
This time we decided with a coin toss. He
picked, I lost. I went first. The crank stood
between us, picked up the gun, showed it to
us. Picked up the bullet – hollow tip this time
– loaded the gun, showed it again, spun the
revolver and snapped it into place. He set it
down with the barrel pointing away from him
and the top facing me.

I grabbed the gun immediately, raised it to
my temple with intention. I squeezed the
trigger. Click. I quickly put the gun down
again, that round was like a sprint, fast and
hard – but controlled. My opponent was
covered in a film of sweat that hadn’t yet
started to bead. He picked up the gun with the
same level of intent, but just a bit slower than
I had. He looked straight at me, he didn’t
blink. Click. He lowered the gun to the table.

This was the first time I’d ever gone this
far. It was my turn. The other side of the
Earth from my place of birth, I picked up a
Japanese Army Issue Revolver, put it to my
right temple and for the second time that night
I spat in the face of God. Click. My opponent
stared at me in disbelief as I set the weapon
on the worn brown felt between us. Perhaps
he’d never come this far either.

A cheer burst through the silent heat bubble
that surrounded me. Another round of bets.
Still, the man’s hand did not shake as he
reached for the gun. Calmly and with
determination he raised the gun to his head,
brushed the muzzle just millimetres from his
hair, tickling it. He jerked the trigger; the

What do you think? Add your comments at  www.litro.co.uk

It’s not something a person enters into lightly.
I say “person” because I had heard about a
girl, but she went the same way as everybody
else. It started with that TV gig when I sat
about waiting for people to bid a million
dollars for me to give it a go. Never could
figure out how the producers got it past the
censors. The chap who paid wasn’t too happy
when I lived. How could he know it was real?
he asked as he forced the gun into my hand,
backed by two gorilla-like men. He promised
me his goons wouldn’t shoot me if I pulled
the trigger, just once. He didn’t like watching
people die, but he had to know it was real.
Click.

So then I’d lived through it twice. The odds
were improving. When a horse wins two races
you reckon it stands a good chance of wining
the next one. I got into it. I had heard the
Japanese were big customers and they are –
on the northern island, near Russia, go figure.

Now it’s a tough game, heads or tails, life
or death. Still, it has a lot to do with feeling,
it’s all feeling. The punters look at you and go
with how they feel. Japanese generally feel
against the white guy, which is okay because I
only ever bet on me. When you look across
the table you can see whether or not the other
contestant feels the bullet. I know I feel the
bullet – no – I push my feeling towards there
being no bullet.

Of course, you gotta take everything in
from the situation around you. Maybe the
crank loading the gun is gonna slip two in.
They consider first best because you
obviously got more of a chance, more possible
clicks before the bang, but I’m not so sure,
because if you first you got the first chance of
dying. It’s sorta like being the first person to
swan dive off the Titanic into icy waters
below. You might live but then, the odds are
against you.

Now you could say the odds are fairly well
against you the minute you sit down across a
table from another person with nothing but a
revolver and a bullet to separate you. The
crowd swirling around, sweating, yelling,
jeering and swearing. It’s a charged

atmosphere.  And I have done it six times
now.

The third time, my first in Japan. Down
south on the outskirts of Shimonosekia, new
age industrial waste land, exactly the kind of
place you would expect this shit to go down.
But it wasn’t that big a scene down there – all
financed by the one guy. I think all the punters
betting worked for him, must have been his
quadrant of that tin town, so I guess he
couldn’t lose either way. And I could only
lose one way. It was my first time competing,
like in a boxing match, but the fighters can’t
decide who throws the first punch. We were
both there but given a choice we both
would’ve rather left it alone.

Each scene, each place, each person has a
different way of deciding who goes first. I’m
partial to a coin flip myself, quick clean and
simple, the sound of the thumb striking the
coin is fresh and it cleans my soul before the
screaming starts again. Shimonosekia,
however, did it another way. They found a fat
chick and stripped her down, pubic hair
stretching up round the lower fold of her
belly. Two guys took turns pounding her just
above that hairline. Earlier they’d asked me
for a number between one and 30 and they
must’ve asked the other guy too. She puked
all sorts of noodle bits and seafood smelling
slop shot from her mouth on the 15th thump. I
had guessed 25, his guess must’ve been less
lucky. Him first.

The crank picked up the gun, wiped it with
a red cloth, showed us each the bullet as he
picked it up, loaded the top diagonal chamber
and showed it again. Then spun. The noise
died out all around. The moans of the fat
chick went quiet. All I could hear was the
high speed roll of the revolver’s bearing. The
crank slammed the cylinder in and laid the
gun on the table, barrel pointing away from
him. My competitor looked at me, picked up
the gun, rested his temple in the nozzle like it
was a pillow – and shot himself in the head.
First try, dead.

I’ve been first once. I was still on the big
island, Honshu, but on the northern outside tip
where the island curves back in on itself a

Any questions or suggestions? Just email litro.fiction@gmail.com

Jeremy Bourdon is on the lamb, avoiding the gallows. He finds
it easier to make time to write when running from the law.

Given the clandestine nature of such an occupation he can
be hard to come across, but if you do meet him he might

write you a nonsensical ditty.

‘Click Click Bang Bang’  © Jeremy Bourdon, 2007.  LITRO is
published every other Friday and handed out for free near to

London Underground stations and elsewhere around the
world. To get in touch please email litro.fiction@gmail.com  or

visit www.litro.co.uk .
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