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IIAR[AI\' I LLISON MAKES his
first appearance in NIW

WORLDS with A Boy and His Dog. A
prolific writer of many talents, he has
won a number of major st awards,
including the Hugo and the Nebula, as
well as the Hollywood Screen Writers
Guild Awards tftor 1964/65 and
1966/67. He has teuded with Frank
Sinatra and the teud was immortalised
in F SQUIRL : he has been described as
one of Hollywood’s most eligible
bachelors and at one time ran with a
New York teenage gang in order to
write his novels and short stories ot
New York slum lite (Rumble, The
Deadly Streets, Gentleman Junkie,
etc.). He s thirty-four and sold his
first novel when he was twenty-one.
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He currently lives in Hollywood.

His most recently published book
was Love Ain't Nothing But Sex Mis-
spelled, a collection of short stories
(some of them sf) published by
Tnident Press in the U.S., but he has
had surprisingly little work published
in England so far. Dorothy Parker said
of him, “*Mr Ellison is a good, honest,
clean writer, putting down what he has
seen and knows, and no sensationalism
about it. I cannot recommend him too
vehemently.” Ot his own work, Ellison
has written:

“The world you were born into is
goimng nuts. Just check around 1l you
think I'm wrong. People stand and
watch while women are knited to
death in the streets. church-going boys

trom good homes take down ritles and
butcher pedestrians en masse: kids call
their parents squarc and they re night:
parents call their kids dope fiends, and
they re night; wild-eyed bigots run for
public ottice: the book-burners are
back with us: suddenly, getting high
on something that twists your chromo-
somes scems like the only way to
make it through the nmight: cops beat
up pregnant women because they
plead for peace: the black man hates
the white man and the white man
hates the black man and the grey man
1S caught between. niddled from both
sides: fear nises up into the air like ugly
smoke, permeated with the stench of
paranoia and aliecnation.

“All the things I've mentioned are



in my stories; they are based on
experiences lI've had and places I've
been . .. Also In these stonies are
ogres, soldiers, grassheads, movie stars,
hookers, sick comedians, minotaurs,
derelicts, teenagers, divorcees, fashion
models, trolls, hillbillies, convicts,
writers, lesbians, junkies. gamblers.
beach bums and a hopping, crawling,
slithering, stniding, perambulating
assortment of poor damned souls who
want love, can’t get love, are petrified
at the thought of love, wouldn 't know
love if it bit them on the thigh, plead
tor love, and in one or two cases even
find love. .. .~

A Bov and his Dog i1s, among other
things. a science fiction story about
love.

Ellison has recently been invigorat-
ing the American science fiction scene
with his 1conoclastic speeches at con-
ventions and his anthology ot original
stories called Dangerous Visions which
has proved to be one of the best-selling
s anthologies tor some time. He 1s
currently compiling a second book,
with oniginal contributions by writers
like James Sallis, M. John Harrison and

M. John Harrison

Graham M. Hall, among others, to be
called Again, Dangerous Visions. We
hope that more of his work will be
published in this country soon.

M. John Harrison, whose second
story appears in NEW WORLDS (his
first was Baa Baa Blocksheep in NW
184), is our Books Editor and has been
largely responsible for increasing the
scope and improving the quality of our
books pages. His first novel The Com-
mitted Men will be published by
Hutchinson next year and he has sold
a number of short stories to New
Writings in SF, THE MAGAZINE OF
FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION
and other magazines and anthologies.
He 1s currently writing more episodes
in  the lite of Block (the central
character in Baa Baa Blocksheep),
which he hopes will eventually make a

book. His present story. The Ash
Circus, 1s, he says, “of course
apocryphal .

Brian Aldiss is the Literary Editor
of the Oxford Mail, and regularly
writes criticism for that newspaper.
His longer criticism is always a
pleasure to read and we are pleased to

publish his review of The Edwardian
Turn of Mind n this i1ssue. The Hand
Reared Boy is his latest novel and will
be published soon by Hutchinson; it
describes an adolescent’s sexual
awakening. His Charteris series,
originally published here, will be
appearing in book form from Faber as
Barefoot in the Head His new short
story, T7ie Moment of Eclipse, will be
published iIn NEW WORLDS next
month.

Also next month, part three ot A4
Cure for Cancer (the novel 1s 1n four
parts) and contributions from a variety
of new writers. We regret, too. that
some work announced for torth-
coming issues recently has had to be
held back, but will eventually appear.
as will the second part ot James Sallis’s
article. Orthographies. NMr Sallis has
had to retire temporarily from active
editorial work in NEW WORLDS due
to pressure of other commitments in
the United States, and this has resulted
i a certain amount of unavoidable
conftusion concerning work scheduled
tor particular issues, tor which all
involved apologisc. B
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I\\' AS ouT with Blood, my dog. It was his week for
annoying me; he kept calling me Albert. He thought
that was pretty damned funny. Payson Terhune: ha ha. I'd
caught a couple of water rats for him, the big green and
ochre ones. and someone’s manicured poodle. lost off a
leash in one of the downunders: he'd eaten pretty good, but
he was cranky. ““Come on, son of a bitch,” | demanded,
“find me a piece of ass.” Blood just chuckled, deep in his
dog-throat. “*You're funny when you get horny,” he said.

Maybe tunny enough to kick him upside his sphincter
asshole, that refugee from a dingo-heap.

“Find! I'm not kidding!”

He knew I'd reached the edge of my patience. Sullenly,
he started casting. He sat down on the crumbled remains of
the curb, and his eyelids flickered and closed, and his hairy
body tensed. After a while he settled forward on his front
paws, and scraped them forward till he was lying flat, his
shaggy head on the outstretched paws. The tenseness left
him and he began trembling, almost the way he trembled
just preparatory to scratching a flea. It went on that way
for almost a quarter of an hour, and finally he rolled over
and lay on his back, his naked belly towards the night sky,
his front paws folded mantis-like, his hind legs extended
and open. “I'm sorry,”” he said. ‘“There’s nothing.”™

| could have gotten mad and booted him, but | knew he
had tried. | wasn’t happy about it, | really wanted to get
laid, but what could 1 do? **Okay,” | said, with resignation,
“forget it.”

He kicked himself onto his side and quickly got up.

“What do you want to do?”" he asked.

“Not much we can do, is there”?”” | was more than a little
sarcastic. He sat down again, at my feet, insolently humble.

| leaned against the melted stub of a lamppost, and
thought about girls. It was painful. “*We can always go to a
show,” | said. Blood looked around the street, at the pools
of shadow lying in the weed-overgrown craters, and didn’t
say anything. The whelp was waiting for me to say okay,
let’s go. He liked movies as much as | did.

“Okay, let’s go.”

He got up and followed me, his tongue hanging, panting
with happiness. Go ahead and laugh, you eggsucker. No
popcorn for you!

Our Gang was a roverpak that had never been able to cut
it simply foraging, so they’d opted for comfort and gone a
smart way to getting it. They were movie-orientated kids,
and they’d taken over the turf where the Metropole Theatre
was located. No one tried to bust their turf, because we all
needed the movies, and as long as Our Gang had access to
films, and did a better job of keeping the films going, they
provided a service, even for solos like me and Blood.
Especially for solos like us.

They made me check my .45 and the Browning .22 long
at the door. There was a little alcove right beside the ticket
booth. I bought my tickets first; it cost me a can of Oscar
Meyer Philadelphia Scrapple for me, and a tin of sardines
for Blood. Then the Our Gang guards with the bren guns
motioned me over to the alcove and | checked my heat. |
saw water leaking from a broken pipe in the ceiling and |
told the checker, a kid with big leathery warts all over his
face and lips, to move my weapons where it was dry. He
ignored me. “Hey. you! Motherfuckin’ toad, move my stuff
over the other side . . . it goes to rust fast . . .an’it picks up
any spots, man, I'll break your bones!™

He started to give me jaw about it, looked at the guards
with the brens, knew if they tossed me out I'd lose my

price of admission whether | went in or not, but they
weren't looking for any action, probably understrength,
and gave him the nod to let it pass, to do what | said. So
the toad moved my Browning to the other end of the gun
rack, and pegged my .45 under it.

Blood and me went into the theater.

“1 want popcorn.”

“Forgetit.”

“Come on, Albert. Buy me popcorn.”

“You're just being a shit.” | shrugged: sue me.

We went in. The place was jammed. 1 was glad the guards
hadn’t tried to take anything but guns. My spike and knife
felt reassuring, lying-up in their oiled sheaths at the back of
my neck. Blood found two together, and we moved into
the row, stepping on feet. Someone cursed and | ignored
him. A Doberman growled. Blood’s fur stirred, but he let it
pass. There was always some hardcase on the muscle, even
in neutral ground like the Metropole.

(I heard once about a get-it-on they’'d had at the old
Loew’s Granada, on the South Side. Wound up with ten or
twelve rovers and their mutts dead, the theater burned
down and a couple of good Cagney films lost in the fire.
After that was when the roverpaks had got up the
agreement that movie houses were sanctuaries. It was better
now, but there was always somebody too messed in the
mind to come soft.)

It was a triple feature. “*Raw Deal’” with Dennis O’Keefe,
Claire Trevor, Raymond Burr and Marsha Hunt was the
oldest of the three. It'd been made in 1948, seventy-six
years ago, god only knows how the damn thing’'d hung
together all that time; it slipped sprockets and they had to
stop the movie all the time to re-thread it. But it was a good
movie. About this solo who'd been japped by his roverpak
and was out to get revenge. Gangsters, mobs, a lot of
punching and fighting. Real good.

The middle flick was a thing made during the Third War,
in '07, two years before | was even born, thing called
“Smell of a Chink™. It was mostly gut-spilling and some
nice hand-to-hand. Beautiful scene of skirmisher grey-
hounds equipped with napalm throwers, jellyburning a
Chink town. Blood dug it, even though we’d seen this flick
before. He had some kind of phony shuck going that these
were ancestors of his, and he knew / knew he was making it
up.

“Wanna burn a baby, hero?”’ | whispered to him. He got
the barb and just shifted in his seat, didn’t say a thing, kept
looking pleased as the dogs worked their way through the
town. | was bored stiff.

| was waiting for the main feature.

Finally it came on. It was a beauty, a beaver flick made
in the late 1970s. It was called **Big Black Leather Splits™.
Started right out very good. These two blondes in black
leather corsets and boots laced all the way up to their
crotches, with whips and masks, got this skinny guy down
and one of the chicks sat on his face while the other went
down on him. It got really hairy after that.

All around me there were solos playing with themselves.
| was about to jog it a little myself when Blood leaned
across and said, real soft, the way he does when he’s onto
something unusually smelly, “*There’s a chick in here.”

"“You're nuts,” | said.

“I tell you I smell her. She’s in here, man.”™

Without being conspicuous, | looked around. Almost
every seat in the theater was taken with solos or their dogs.
If a chick had slipped in there’d have been a riot. She'd
have been ripped to pieces before any single guy could have

Page 5



gotten into her. “Where?"’ | asked, softly. All around me,
the solos were beating-off, moaning as the blondes took olf
their masks and one of them worked the skinny guy with a
big wooden ram strapped around her hips.

“Give me a minute,” Blood said. He was really concen-
trating. His body was tense as a wire. His eyes were closed,
his muzzle quivering. I let him work.

It was possible. Just maybe possible. | knew that they
made really dumb flicks in the downunders, the kind of
crap they'd made back in the 1930s and '40s, real clean
stuff with even married people sleeping in twin beds. Myrna
Loy and George Brent kind of flicks. And | knew that once
in a while a chick from one of the really strict middle<class
downunders would cumup, to see what a hairy flick was

like. I'd heard about it, but it’d never happened in any
Theater /d ever been in.

And if she was here, why couldn’t any of the other dogs

smell her ...?

“Third row in front of us.” Blood said. “Aisle seat.

Dressed like a solo.”
“How’s come you can whiff her and no other dog’s

caught her?”
“You forget who | am, Albert.”
“l1 didn’t forget, I just don’t believe it.”
Over 50 years ago, in Los Angeles, before the Third

War even got going completely, there was a man named
Buesing who lived in Cerritos. He raised dogs as watchmen

and sentries and attackers. Dobermans, Danes, Schnauzers

and Japanese akitas. He had one four-year-old German

shepherd bitch named Ginger. She worked for the Los
Angeles Police Department’s narcotics division. She could
smell out marijuana. No matter how well it was hidden.
They ran a test on her: there were 25,000 boxes in an auto
parts warehouse. Five of them had been planted with
marijuana that had been sealed in cellophane, wrapped in
tin foil and heavy brown paper, and finally hidden in three
separate sealed cartons. Within seven minutes Ginger found
all five packages. At the same time that Ginger was
working, 92 miles further north, in Santa Barbara
cetologists had drawn and amplified dolphin spinal fluid
and injected it into Chacma baboons and dogs. Altering
surgery and grafting had been done. The first successful

product of this cetacean experimentation had been a two-

year-old male Puli named Ahbhu, who had communicated
sense-impressions telepathically. Cross-breeding and
continued experimentation had produced the first
skirmisher dogs, just in time for the Third War. Telepathic
over short distances, easily trained, able to track gasoline or
troops or poison gas or radiation when linked with their
human controllers, they had become the shock commandos
of a new kind of war. The selective traits had bred true.
Dobermans, greyhounds, akitas, pulis and schnauzers had
become steadily more telepathic.

He had told me so, a thousand times. Had told me the
story just that way, in just these words, a thousand times,
as it had been told to him. I'd never believed him till now.

Maybe the little bastard was special.

| checked out the solo scrunched down in the aisle seat
three rows ahead of me. | couldn’t tell a damned thing. The
solo had his (her?) cap pulled way down, fleece jacket
pulled way up.

“Are you sure?”

“As sure as | can be. It’s a girl.”

“If it is, she’s playing with hersell just like a guy.” Blood
snickered. “Surprise,” he said sarcastically.

The mystery solo sat through “Raw Deal™ again. It
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made sense, if that was a girl. Most of the solos and all of
the members of roverpaks left after the beaver flick. The
theater didn’t fill up much more, it gave the streets time to
empty, he/she could make his/her way back to wherever
he/she had come from. I sat through ““Raw Deal” again
myself. Blood went to sleep.

When the mystery solo got up, I gave him/her time to
get weapons if any'd been checked, and start away. Then |
pulled Blood’s big shaggy ear and said, “Let’s do it.”" He
slouched after me, up the aisle.

| got my guns and checked the street. Empty.

“Okay, nose,” I said, “‘where’d he go?”

“Her. To the right.”

| started off, loading the Browning from my bandolier. |
still didn’t see anyone moving among the bombed-out shells
of the buildings. This section of the city was crummy,
really bad shape. But then, with Our Gang running the
Metropole, they didn't have to repair anything else to get
their livelihood. It was ironic; the Dragons had to keep an
entire power plant going to get tribute from the other
roverpaks; Ted’s Bunch had to mind the reservoir, the
Bastinados worked like field-hands in the marijuana
gardens, the Barbados Blacks lost a couple of dozen
members every year cleaning out the radiation pits all over
the city; and Our Gang only had to run that movie house.

Whoever their leader had been, however many years ago
it had been that the roverpaks had started forming out of
foraging solos, I had to give it to him: he’d been a flinty
sharp mother. He knew what services to deal in.

“She turned off here,” Blood said.

| followed him as he began loping, towards the edge of
the city and the bluish-green radiation that still flickered
from the hills. I knew he was right, then. The only thing
out here was the access dropshaft to the downunder. It was
a girl, all right.

The cheeks of my ass tightened as | thought about it. |
was going to get laid. It had been almost a month, since
Blood had whiffed that solo chick in the basement of the
Market Basket. She’d been filthy, and I'd gotten the crabs
from her, but she’d been a woman, all right, and once I'd
tied her down and clubbed her a couple of times she'd been
pretty good. She’'d liked it, too, even if she did spit on me
and tell me she’d kill me if she ever got loose. | left her tied
up, just to be sure. She wasn't there when | went back to
look, week before last.

“Watch out,” Blood said, dodging around a crater almost
invisible against the surrounding shadows. Something
stirred in the crater.

Trekking across the nomansland | realised why it was
that all but a handful of solos or members of roverpaks
were guys. The War had killed off most of the girls, and
that was the way it always was in wars . .. at least that’s
what Blood told me. The things getting born were seldom
males or female, and had to be smashed against a wall as
soon as they were pulled out of the mother.

The few chicks who hadn’t gone downunder with the
middle-classers were hard. solitary bitches like the one in
the Market Basket: tough and stringy and just as likely to
cut off your meat with a razor blade once they let you get
in. Scufthing for a piece of ass had gotten harder and harder,
the older I'd gotten.

But every once in a while a chick got tired of being
roverpak property, or a raid was got-up by five or six
roverpaks and some unsuspecting downunder was taken,
or hke this time, yeah some imddle-class chick from a
downunder got hot pants to find out what a beaver flick



looked like, and cumup.
| was going to get laid. Oh boy, I couldn’t wait!

Olf'l' HERFE IT was nothing but empty corpses of blasted
buildings. One entire block had been stomped flat,
like a steel press had come down from Heaven and given
one solid wham! and everything was powder under it. The
chick was scared and skittish, I could see that. She moved
erratically, looking back over her shoulder and to either
side. She knew she was in dangerous country. Man, if she'd
only known how dangerous.

There was one building standing all alone at the end of
the smash-flat block, like it had been missed and chance let
it stay. She ducked inside, and a minute later | saw a
bobbing light. Flashlight? Maybe.

Blood and | crossed the street and came up into the
blackness surrounding the building. It was what was left of
a YMCA.

| didn’t want her getting out; inside there was as good a
place to screw her as any, so | put Blood on guard right
beside the steps leading up into the shell, and | went around
the back. All the doors and windows had been blown out,
of course. It wasn’t no big trick getting in. | pulled myself
up to the ledge of a window, and dropped down inside.
Dark inside. No noise, except the sound of her, moving
around on the other side of the old YMCA. I didn’t know if
she was heeled or not, and | wasn’t about to take any
chances. | bow-slung the Browning and took out the .45
automatic. | didn’t have to snap back the action- there was
always a slug in the chamber.

| started moving carefully through the room. It was a
locker room of some kind. There was glass and debris all
over the floor, and one entire row of metal lockers had the
paint blistered off their surfaces: the flash blast had caught
them through the windows, a lot of years ago. My sneakers
didn’t make a sound coming through the room.

The door was hanging on one hinge, and | stepped
over through the inverted triangle. |1 was in the swimming
pool area. The big pool was empty, with tiles buckled down
at the shallow end. It stunk bad in there: no wonder, there
were dead guys, or what was left of them, along one wall.
Some lousy cleaner-up had stacked them, but hadn't buried
them. | pulled my bandana up around my nose and mouth,
and kept moving.

Out the other side of the pool place, and through a little
passage with popped light bulbs in the ceiling. | didn’t have
any trouble seeing. There was moonlight coming through
busted windows and a chunk was out of the ceiling. | could

hear her real plain now, just on the other side of the door at
the end of the passage. | hung close to the wall, and stepped
down to the door. It was open a crack, but blocked by a
fall of lath and plaster from the wall. It would make noise
when | went to pull it open, that was for certain. | had to
wait for the rnght moment.

Flattened against the wall, I checked out what she was
doing in there. It was a gymnasium, big onc, with climbing
ropes hanging down from the ceiling. She had a big square
eight-cell flashlight sitting up in the croup of a vaulting
horse. There were parallel bars and a horizontal bar about
cight feet high, the high-tempered steel all rusty now. There
were swinging rings and a trampoline and a big wooden
balancing beam. Over to one side there were wallbars and
balancing benches, horizontal and oblique ladders, and a
couple of stacks of vaulting boxes. | made a note to
remember this joint. It was better for working-out than the
jerry-rigged gym I'd set up in an old auto-wrecking yard. A

guy has to keep in shape if he’s going to be a solo.

She was out of her disguise. Standing there in the skin,
shivering. Yeah, it was chilly, and | could see a pattern of
chicken-skin all over her. She was maybe five six or seven,
with nice tits and kind of skinny legs. She was brushing out
her hair. It hung way down the back. The flashlight didn't
make it clear enough to tell if she had red hair or chestnut,
but it wasn’t blonde, which was good, and that was because
| dug redheads. She had nice tits, though. I couldn’t see her
face, the hair was hanging down all smooth and wavy and
cut off her profile.

The crap she’d been wearing was laying around on the
floor, and what she was going to put on was up on the
vaulting horse. She was standing in little shoes with a kind
of funny heel on them.

| couldn’t move. | suddenly realized | couldn’t move.
She was nice, really nice. | was getting as big a kick out of
just standing there and seeing the way her waist fell inward
and her hips fell outward, the way the muscles at the side
of her tits pulled up when she reached to the top of her
head to brush all that hair down. It was really weird, the
kick 1 was getting out of standing and just staring at a chick
do that. Kind of very, well, woman stuff. I liked it a lot.

I'd never ever stopped and just looked at a chick like
that. All the ones I'd ever seen had been scumbags that
Blood had smelled out for me, and I'd snatchn’grabbed
them. Or the big chicks in the beaver flicks. Not like this
one, kind of soft and very smooth, even with the goose
bumps. | could of watched her all night.

She put down the brush, and reached over and took a
pair of panties off the pile of clothes, and wriggled into
them. Then she got her bra and put it on. | never knew the
way chicks did it. She put it on backwards, around her
waist, and it had a hook on it. Then she slid it around till
the cups were in front, and kind of pulled it up under and
scooped herself into it, first one, then the other:; then she
pulled the straps over her shoulder. She reached for her
dress, and | nudged some of the lath and plaster aside, and
grabbed the door to give it a yank.

She had the dress up over her head, and her arms up
inside the material, and when she stuck her head in, and
was all tangled there for a second, | yanked the door and
there was a crash as chunks of wood and plaster fell out of
the way, and a heavy scraping, and | jumped inside and was
on her before she could get out of the dress.

She started to scream, and | pulled the dress off her with
a ripping sound. and it all happened tor her before she
knew what that crash and scape was all about.

Her face was wild. Just wild. Big eyes: | couldn’t tell
what colour they were because they were in shadow. Real
fine features. a wide mouth, little nose, cheekbones just like
mine, real high and prominent and a dimple in her right
cheek. She stared at me really scared.

And then . ..and this is really weird . . .1 felt like |
should say something to her. | don't know what. Just
something. It made me uncomfortable, to see her scared,
but what the hell could | do about that. | mean, | was going
to rape her, after all, and | couldn’t very well tell her not to
be shrinky about it. She was the one cumup, after all. But
even so. | wanted to say hey. don't be scared. | just want to
lay you. (That never happened before. | never wanted to
say anything to a chick, just get in, and that was that.)

But it passed. and | put my leg behind hers and tripped
her back, and she went down in a pile. | levelled the .45 at
her, and her mouth kind of opened in a little o shape.
“"Now I'm gonna go over therec and get one of them
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wrestling mats, so it'll be better, comfertable, uh-huh? You
make a move off that floor and I shoot a leg out from
under you, and you’ll get screwed just the same, except
you’ll be without a leg.” I waited for her to let me know
she was onto what | was saying, and she finally nodded real
slow, so | kept the automatic on her, and went over to the

big dusty stack of mats, and pulled one off.

| dragged it over to her, and flipped it so the cleaner side
was up, and used the muzzle of the .45 to maneuver her
onto it. She just sat there on the mat, with her hands
behind her, and her knees bent, and stared at me.

| unzipped my pants and started pulling them down off
one side, when | caught her looking at me real funny. |
stopped with the jeans. “What’re you lookin” at?”

| was mad. | didn’t know why | was mad, but | was.

“What’s your name?” she asked. Her voice was very soft,
and kind of furry, like it came up through her throat that
was all lined with fur or something.

She kept looking at me, waiting for me to answer.
“Vic,” | said. She looked like she was waiting for more.

“Vic what?”

| didn’t know what she meant for a minute, then I did.
“Vic. Just Vic. That’s all.”

“Well, what're your mother and father’s names? "

Then | started laughing, and working my jeans down
again. “‘Boy, are you a dumb bitch,” I said, and laughed
some more. She looked hurt. # made me mad again. “*Stop
lookin’ like that, or I'll bust out your teeth!”

She folded her hands in her lap.

| got the pants down around my ankles. They wouldn’t
come off over the sneakers. | had to balance on one foot
and scuff the sneaker off the other foot. It was tricky,
keeping the .45 on her and getting the sneaker off at the
same time. But I did it.

| was standing there buck-naked from the waist down
and she had sat forward a little, her legs crossed, hands still
in her lap. “Get that stuff off,” I said.

She didn’t move for a second, and | thought she was
going to give me trouble. But then she reached around
behind her and undid the bra. Then she tipped back and
slipped the panties off her ass.

Suddenly, she didn’t look scared any more. She was
watching me very close and | could see her eyes were blue
now. Now this is the really weird thing . . .

| couldn’t do it. I mean, not exactly. I mean, | wanted to
fuck her, see, but she was all soft and pretty and she kept
looking at me, and no solo | ever met would believe me, but
| heard myself talking to her, still standing there like some
kind of wetbrain, one sneaker off and jeans down around
my ankle. “What’s your name?”

“Quilla June Holmes.”

“That’s a weird name.”

“My mother says it’s not that uncommon, back in
Oklahoma.”

*“That where your folks come from?"

She nodded. “*Before the Third War.”

“They must be pretty old by now.”

“They are, but they’re okay. | guess.”

We were just frozen there, talking to each other. | could
tell she was cold, because she was shivering. “Well,” | said,
sort of getting ready to drop down beside her, *'l guess we
better -~

Damn it! That damned Blood! Right at that moment he
came dashing in from outside. Came skidding through the
lath and plaster, raising dust, slid along on his ass till he got
to us. “Now.what?”’ | demanded.
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“Who're you talking to?"" the girl asked.

“Him. Blood.”

“The dog!”"”

Blood stared at her and then ignored her. He started to
say something, but the girl interrupted him. ““Then it’s true
what they say ... you can all talk to animals . . .”

“You going to listen to her all night, or do you want to
hear why I came in?"

“Okay, why're you here?”

“You're in trouble , Albert.”

“Come on, forget the mickeymouse. What's the up?”

Blood twisted his head towards the front door of the
YMCA. “Roverpak. Got the building surrounded. I make it
fifteen or twenty, maybe more.”

“How the hell’d they know we was here?”

Blood looked chagrined. He dropped his head.

“Well?”

“Some other mutt must've smelled her in the theater?”

“Great.”

“Now what?”

“Now we stand ‘em off, that’s what. You got any better
suggestions?”

“Just one.”

| waited. He grinned.

“Pull your pants up.”

HE GIRL, THIS Quilla June, was pretty safe. | made
her a kind of a shelter out of wrestling mats, maybe a
dozen of them. She wouldn’t get hit by a stray bullet, and
if they didn’t go right for her, they wouldn’t find her. |
climbed one of the ropes hanging down from the girders
and laid out up there with the Browning and a couple of
handfuls of reloads. | wished to God I'd had an automatic,
a bren or a Thompson. | checked the .45, made sure it was
full, with one in the chamber, and set the extra clips down
on the girder. | had a clear line-of-fire all around the gym.
Blood was lying in shadow right near the front door.
He'd suggested | try and pick off any dogs with the
roverpak first, if I could. That would allow him to operate
freely.

That was the least of my worries.

I’d wanted to hole up in another room, one with only a
single entrance, but I had no way of knowing if the rovers
were already in the building, so I did the best I could with
what | had.

Everything was quiet. Even that Quilla June. It'd taken
me valuable minutes to convince her she’d damned well
better hole up and not make any noise, she was better off
with me than with twenty of them. **If you ever wanna see
your mommy and daddy again,” | warned her. After that
she didn’t give me no trouble, packing her in with mats.

Quiet.

Then | heard two things, both at the same time. From
back in the swimming pool I heard boots crunching plaster.
Very soft. And from one side of the front door | heard a
tinkle of metal striking wood. So they were going to try a
yoke. Well, I was ready.

Quiet again.

| sighted the Browning on the door to the pool room. It
was still open from when I'd come through. Figure him at
maybe five-ten, and drop the sights a foot and a half, and
I'd catch him in the chest. I'd learned long ago you don’t
try for the head. Go for the widest part of the body: the
chest and stomach. The trunk.

Suddenly, outside, | heard a dog bark, and part of the
darkness near the front door detached itself and moved



"

inside the gym. Directly opposite Blood. I didn’t move the
Browning.

The rover at the front door moved a step along the wall,
away from Blood. Then he cocked back his arm and threw
something a rock, a piece of metal, something-across the
room, to draw fire. | didn't move the Browning.

When the thing he'd thrown hit the floor, two rovers
jumped out of the swimming pool door, one on either side
of it, rifles down, ready to spray. Before they could open
up, I'd squeezed off the first shot, tracked across and put a
second shot into the other one. They both went down.
Dead hits, right in the heart. Bang, they were down, neither
one moved.

The mother by the door turned to split, and Blood was
on him. Just like that, out of the darkness, riiiip!

Blood leaped, right over the crossbar of the guy’s rifle
held at ready, and sank his fangs into the rover's throat.
The guy screamed, and Blood dropped, carrying a piece of
the guy with him. The guy was making awful bubbling
sounds and went down on one knee. | put a slug into his
head, and he fell forward.

It went quiet again.

Not bad. Not bad atall atall. Three takeouts and they
still didn’t know our positions. Blood had fallen back into
the murk by the entrance. He didn’t say a thing, but | knew
what he was thinking: maybe that was three out of
seventeen, or three out of twenty, or twenty-two. No way
of knowing; we could be faced-off in here for a week and
never know if we'd gotten them all, or some, or none. They
could go and get poured full again, and I'd find myself run
out of slugs and no food and that girl, that Quilla June,
crying and making me divide my attention, and daylight

and they'd be still laying out there, waiting till we got
hungry enough to do something dumb, or till we ran out of
slugs, and then they’d cloud up and rain all over us.

A rover came dashing straight through the front door at
top speed, took a leap, hit-on his shoulders, rolled, came up

going in a different direction and snapped off three rounds
into different corners of the room before I could track him
with the Browning. By that time he was close enough under
me where | didn’t have to waste a .22 slug. | picked up the
45 without a sound and blew the back off his head. Slug
went in neat, came out and took most of his head with it.
He fell right down.

“Blood! The rifle!™

Came out of the shadows, grabbed it up in his mouth
and dragged it over to the pile of wrestling mats in the far
corner. | saw an arm poke out from the mass of mats, and a
hand grabbed the nfle, dragged it inside. Well, it was at least
safe there, till | needed it. Brave little bastard: he scuttled
over to the dead rover and started worrying the ammo
bandolier off his body. It took him a while; he could have
been picked off from the doorway or outside one of the
windows, but he did it. Brave little bastard. 1 had to
remember to get him something good to eat, when we got
out of this. I smiled, up there in the darkness: if we got out
of this, I wouldn’t have to worry about getting him
something tender. It was lying all over the floor of that
gymnasium.

Just as Blood was dragging the bandolier back into the
shadows, two of them tried it with their dogs. They came
through a ground floor window, one after another, hitting
and rolling and going in opposite directions, as the dogs—a
mother-ugly Akita, big as a house, and a Doberman bitch
the color of a turd - shot through the front door and split in
the unoccupied two directions. | caught one of the dogs,
the Akita, with the .45 and it went down thrashing. The
Doberman was all over Blood.

But firing, 1'd given away my position. One of the rovers
fired from the hip and .30-06 soft-nosed slugs spanged off
the girders around me. | dropped the automatic and it
started to slip off the girder as I reached for the Browning. |
made a grab for the .45 and that was the only thing saved
me. | fell forward to clutch at it, it slipped away and hit the
gym floor with a crash, and the rover fired at where I'd
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been. But | was flat on the girder, arm dangling, and the
crash startled him. He fired at the sound, and right at that
instant | heard another shot, from a Winchester, and the
other rover, who’d made it safe into the shadows, fell
forward holding a big pumping hole in his chest. That
Quilla Jure had shot him, from behind the mats.

I didn’t even have time to figure out what the fuck was
happening . . . Blood was rolling around with the Doberman
and the sounds they were making were awful . . . the rover
with the .30-06 chipped off another shot and hit the
muzzle of the Browning, protruding over the side of the
girder, and wham it was gone, falling down. I was naked up
there without clout, and the sonofabitch was hanging back
in the shadow waiting for me.

Another shot from the Winchester, and the rover fired
right into the mats. She ducked back behind, and I knew |
couldn’t count on her for anything more. But | didn’t need
it;in that second, while he was focused on her, | grabbed the
climbing rope. flipped myself over the girder, and howling
like a burnpit-screamer, went sliding down, feeling the rope
cutting my palms. I got down far enough to swing, and
kicked off. I swung back and forth, whipping my body
three different ways each time, swinging out and over, way
over, each time. The sonofabitch kept firing, trying to track
a trajectory, but I kept spinning out of his line of fire. Then
he was empty, and I kicked back as hard as | could,and
came zooming in toward his corner of shadows, and let
loose all at once and went ass-over-end into the corner,
and there he was, and | went right into him and he spanged
off the wall, and I was on top of him, digging my thumbs
into his eye-sockets. He was screaming and the dogs were
screaming and that girl was screaming, and | pounded that
motherfucker’s head against the floor till he stopped
moving, then I grabbed up the empty .30-06 and whipped
his head till 1 knew he wasn't gonna give me no more
aggravation.

Then I found the .45 and shot the Doberman.

Blood got up and shook himself off. He was cut up bad.
“Thanks,” he mumbled, and went over and lay down in the
shadows to lick himself off.

| went and found that Quilla June, and she was crying.
About all the guys we’d killed. Mostly about the one she'd
killed. I couldn’t get her to stop bawling, so | cracked her
across the face, and told her she’'d saved my life, and that
helped some.

Blood came dragassing over. “How’re we going to get
out of this, Albert?”

“Let me think.”

| thought, and knew it was hopeless. No matter how
many we got, there’d be more. And it was a matter of
macho now. Their honor.

“How about a fire?"” Blood suggested. “Get away while
it’s burning?” I shook my head. “They’ll have the place
staked-out all round. No good.”

“What if we don’t leave? What if we burn up with it?”

| looked at him. Brave . . . and smart as hell.

We gathered all the lumber and mats and scaling ladders
and vaulting boxes and benches and anything else that
would burn, and piled the garbage against a wooden divider
at one end of the gym. Quilla June found a can of kerosene
in a storeroom, and we set fire to the whole damn pile.
Then we followed Blood to the place he’d found for us.
The boiler room way down under the YMCA. We all
climbed into the empty boiler, and dogged down the door,
leaving a relense vent open for air. We had one mat in there
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with us, and all the ammo we could carry, and the extra
rifles and sidearms the rovers’d had on them.

“Can you catch anything?” | asked Blood.

“A little. Not much. I'm reading one guy. The building’s
burning good.”

“You may be able to tell when they split?”

“Maybe. If they split.”

| settled back. Quilla June was shaking from all that had
happened. “Just take it easy,” I told her. “By morning the
place’ll be down around our ears and they’ll go through the
rubble and find a lot of dead meat and maype they won't
look too hard for a chick’s body. And everything’ll be all
right . . . if we don’t get choked off in here.”

She smiled, very thin, and tried to look brave. She was
okay, that one. She closed her eyes and settled back on the
mat and tried to sleep. | was beat. | closed my eyes, too.

“Can you handle it?” I asked Blood.

“I suppose. You better sleep.”

I nodded, eyes still closed, and fell on my side. | was out
before I could think about it.

When | came back, I found the girl, that Quilla June,
snuggled up under my armpit, her arm around my waist,
dead asleep. I could hardly breathe. It was like a furnace;
hell, it was a furnace. | reached out a hand and the wall of
the boiler was so damned hot I couldn’t touch it. Blood was
up on the mattress with us. That mat had been the only
thing’d kept us from being singed good. He was asleep, head
buried in his paws. She was asleep, still naked.

I put a hand on her tit. It was warm. She stirred and
cuddled into me closer. I got a hard on.

Managed to get my pants off, and rolled on top of her.
She woke up fast when she felt me pry her legs apart, but it
was too late by then. “Don’t .. .stop ...what are you
doing . ..no,don't . .."

But she was half-asleep, and weak, and I don’t think she
really wanted to fight me anyhow.

She cried when | broke her, of course, but after that it
was okay. There was blood all over the wrestling mat. And
Blood just kept sleeping.

It was really different. Usually, when I'd got Blood to
track something down for me, it'd be a grab it and punch it
and get away fast before something bad could happen. But
when she came, she rose up off the mat, and hugged me
around the back so hard I thought she’d crack my ribs, and
then she settled back down slow slow slow, like I do when
I'm doing leg-lifts in the makeshift gym | rigged in the auto
wrecking yard. And her eyes was closed, and she was
relaxed looking. And happy. | could tell.

We did it a lot of times, and after a while it was her idea,
but I didn’t say no. And then we lay out side-by-side and
talked.

She asked me about how it was with Blood, and 1 told
her how the skirmisher dogs had gotten telepathic, and how
they’'d lost the ability to hunt food for themselves, so the
solos and roverpaks had to do it for them, and how dogs
like Blood were good at finding chicks for solos like me.
She didn’t say anything to that.

| asked her about what it was like where she lived, in one
of the downunders.

“It's nice. But it’s always very quiet. Everyone is very
polite to everyone else. It’s just a small town.”

“Which one you live in?”

“Topeka. It’s real close to here.”

“Yeah, | know. The access dropshaft is only about half a
mile from here. | went out there once, to take a look
around.”



““Have you ever been in a downunder?”

“No. But | don’t guess I want to be, either.”

“Why? It’s very nice. You'd like it.”

“omt.”

“That’s very crude.”

“I'm very crude.”

“Not all the time.”

I was getting mad. “"Listen, you ass, what’s the matter
with you? | grabbed you and pushed you around, | raped
you half a dozen times, so what's so good about me, huh?
What's the matter with you, don’t you even have enough
smarts to know when somebody’s "

She was smiling at me. “l didn't mind. I liked doing it.
Want to do it again?”

| was really shocked. | moved away from her. **What the
hell is wrong with you? Don't you know that a chick from
a downunder like you can be really mauled by solos? Don’t
you know chicks get warnings from their parents in the
downunders, ‘Don’t go cumup, you'll get snagged by them
dirty, hairy, slobbering solos!” Don’t you know that?”

She put her hand on my leg and started moving it up,
the fingertips just brushing my thigh. I got another hard on.
“My parents never said that about solos,  she said. Then
she pulled me over her again, and kissed me and | couldn’t
stop from getting in her again.

God, it just went on like that for hours. After a while
Blood turned around and said, “I'm not going to keep
pretending I'm asieep. I'm hungry. And I'm hurt.”

| tossed her off me she was on top by this time and
examined him. That Doberman had taken a good chunk out
of his right ear, and there was a rip right down his muzzle,
and blood-matted fur on one side. He was a mess. ““Jesus,
man, you're a mess, | said.

“You're no fucking rose garden yourself, Albert!” he
snapped. | pulled my hand back.

“Can we get out of here?" | asked him.

He cast arcund, and then shook his head. "'l can't get
any readings. Must be a pile of rubble on top of this boiler.
I'll have to go out and scout.”™

We kicked that around for a while, and finally decided if
the building was razed, and had cooled a little, the roverpak
would have gone through the ashes by now. The fact that
they hadn’t tried the boiler indicated that we were
probably buried pretty good. Either that, or the building
was still smouldering overhead. In which case, they'd still
be out there, waiting to sift the remains.

“Think you can handle it, the condition you're in?”

“I guess I'll have to, won’t 17 Blood said. He was really
surly. “l mean, what with you busy fucking your brains
out, there won’t be much lett for staying alive, will there?”

| sensed real trouble with him. He didn’t like Quilla
June. I moved around him and undogged the boiler hatch.
It wouldn't open. So | braced my back against the side, and
jacked my legs up, and gave it a slow, steady shove.

Whatever had fallen against it from outside, resisted for a
minute, then started to give, then tumbled away with a
crash. | pushed the door open all the way, and looked out.
The upper floors had fallen in on the basement, but by the
time they’d given, they’d been mostly cinder and light-
weight rubble. Everything was smoking out there. | could
see daylight through the smoke.

| slipped out, burning my hands on the outside lip of the
hatch. Blood followed. He started to pick his way through
the debris. | could see that the boiler had been almost
completely covered by the gunk that had dropped from
above. Chances were good the roverpak had taken a fast
look, figured we’'d been fried, and moved on. But | wanted
Blood to run a recon, anyway. He started off, but I called
him back. He came.

“What is it?"

| looked down at him. “I'll tell you what it is, man.
You’'re acting very shitty?”

“Sue me.”

“Goddamit, dog, what's got your ass up?”

“Her. That nit chick you've got in there.”

*“So what? Big deal . . . I've had chicks before.”

“Yeah, but never any that hung on like this one. | warn
you, Albert, she’s going to make trouble.”

“Don’t be dumb!” He didn’t reply. Just looked at me
with anger, and then scampered off to check out the scene.
| crawled back inside and dogged the hatch. She wanted to
make it again. | said | didn’t want to; Blood had brought
me down. | was bugged. And | didn't know which one to be
pissed off at.

But God she was pretty.

She kind of pouted, and settled back with her arms
wrapped around her. “Tell me some more about the
downunder,” | said.

At first she was cranky, wouldn’t say much, but after a
while she opened up and started talking freely. | was
learning a lot. | figured | could use it some time, maybe.

There were only a couple of hundred downunders in
what was left of the United States and Canada. They’d been
sunk on the sites of wells or mines or other kinds of deep
holes. Some of them, out in the west, were in natural cave
formations. They went away down, maybe two to five
miles. They were like big caissons, stood on end. And the
people who'd settled them were squares of the worst kind.
Southern Baptists, Fundamentalists, lawanorder goofs, real
middleclass squares with no taste for the wild life. And
they’d gone back to a kind of life that hadn’t existed for a
hundred and fifty years. They'd gotten the last of the
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scientists to do the work, invent the how and why, and
then they’d run them out. They didn’t want any progress,
they didn’t want any dissent, they didn’t want anything

that would make waves. They’d had enough of that. The

best time in the world had been just before the First War,
and they figured if they could keep it like that, they could
live quiet lives and survive. Shit! I'd go nuts in one of the

downunders.

Quilla June smiled, and snuggled up again, and this time
I didn’t turn her off. She started touching me again, down
there and all over, and then she said, *"Vic?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Have you ever been in love?”

“What?”’

“In love? Have you ever been in love with a girl?”

“Well, I damn well guess I haven’t!”

“Do you know what love is?”

“Sure. | guess I do.”

“But if you've never been in love . . .?

“Don’t be dumb. I mean, I've never had a bullet in the
head, and | know | wouldn’t like it.”

“You don’t know what love is, I'll bet.”

“Well, if it means living in a downunder, | guess | just
don’t wanna find out.”

We didn’t go on with the conversation much after that.

b b

She pulled me down and we did it again. And when it was

over, | heard Blood scratching on the boiler. | opened the
hatch and he was standing there. *"All clear,” he said.

“You sure?”

“Yeah, yeah, I'm sure. Put your pants on,” he said it
with a sneer in the tone, ‘‘and come on out here. We have
to talk some stuff.”

| looked at him and he wasn't kidding. | got my jeans

and sneakers on, and climbed down out of the boiler. We
went off and he harangued me for half an hour about our
mutual responsibilities. | was about up to here with him,
and told him | was going to do right by him, like I always
had, and he threatened me, saying 1'd damned well better
because there were a couple of very hip solos making it
around the city, and they’d be delighted to have a sharp
tail-scent like him. I told him I didn't like being threatened,
and he’d better watch his fucking step or I'd break his leg.
He got furious and stalked off. I said screw you and went
back to the boiler to take it out on that Quilla June again.

But when | stuck my head inside the boiler, she was
waiting, with a pistol one of the dead rovers had supplied.
She hit me good and solid over the right eye with it, and |
fell straight forward across the hatch, and was out cold.

nI TOLD YOU she was no good.” He watched me as I
swabbed out the cut with disinfectant from my kit, and

painted the tear with iodine. He smirked when | flinched.

| put away the stuff, and rummaged around in the
boiler, gathering up all the spare ammo | could carry, and
ditching the Browning in favour of the heavier .30-06. Then
| found something that must’ve slipped out of her clothes.

It was a little metal plate, about 3% inches long and an
inch and a half high. It had a whole string of numbers on it,
and there were holes in it, in random patterns. “What’s
this?”’ 1 asked Blood.

He looked at it, sniffed it.

“Must be an identity card of some kind. Maybe it’s what
she used to get out of the downunder.”

That made my mind up.

| jammed it in a pocket and started out. Toward the
access dropshaft.

“Where the hell are you going?”’ Blood yelled after me.
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“Come on back, you’ll get killed out there!”

“I’'m hungry, dammit!”

“Albert, you sonofabitch! Come back here!™

I kept right on walking. | was gonna find that bitch and
brain her. Even if I had to go downunder to find her.

It took me an hour to walk to the access dropshaft
leading down to Topeka. | thought I saw Blood following,
but hanging back a ways. | didn’t give a damn. 1 was mad.

Then, there it was. A tall, straight, featureless pillar of
shining black metal. It was maybe twenty feet in diameter,
perfectly flat on top, disappearing straight into the ground.
It was a cap that was all. I walked straight up to it, and
fisned around in the pocket for that metal card. Then
something was tugging at my right pants leg.

“Listen, you moron, you can’t go down there!”

| kicked him off, but he came right back.

“Listen to me!”’
I turned around and stared at him.

Blood sat down; the powder puffed up around him.
“Albert . .."

“My name is Vic, you little egg-sucker.”

“Okay, okay, no fooling around. Vic.” His tone
softened. *““Vic. Come on, man.” He was trying to_get
through to me. 1 was really boiling, but he was trying to
make sense. | shrugged, and crouched down beside him.

“Listen, man,” Blood said, “this chick has bent you way
out of shape. You know you can’t go down there. It’s all
square and settled and they know everyone; they hate
solos. Enough roverpaks have raided downunders and raped
their broads, and stolen their food, they’ll have defenses set
up. They’ll kill you, man!”

“What the hell do you care? You're always saying you'd
be better off without me.” He sagged at that.

“Vic, we’ve been together almost three years. Good and
bad. But this can be the worst. I'in scared, man. Scared you
won’t come back. And I'm hungry, and I'll have to go find
some dude who’ll take me on . . . and you know most solos
are in paks now, I'll be low mutt. I'm not that young any
more. And I'm hurt.”

I could dig it. He was talking sense. But all I could think
of was how that bitch, that Quilla June, had rapped me.
And then there were images of her soft tits, and the way
she made little sounds when | was in her, and | shook my
head, and knew | had to go to get even.

“I got to do it, Blood. I got to.”

He breathed deep, and sagged a little more. He knew it
was useless. “You don’t even see what she’s done to you,
Vic.”

I got up. “I'll try to get back quick. Will you wait . . .?”

He was silent a long while, and | waited. Finally, he said,
“For a while. Maybe I'll be here, maybe not.”

I understood. 1 turned around and started walking
around the pillar of black metal. Finally, I found a slot in
the pillar, and slipped the metal card into it. There was a
soft humming sound, then a section of the pillar dilated. I
hadn’t even seen the lines of the sections. A circle opened
and | took a step through. | turned and there was Blood
watching me. We looked at cach other, all the while that
pillar was humming.

*So long, Vic.”

“Take care of yourself, Blood."

“Hurry back.”

“Do my best.”

“Yeah. Right.”

Then I turned around and stepped inside. The access
portal irised closed behind me.



SHOULD HAVE knov 1. noild have suspected. Sure,

every once in a while 1 chick cumup to see what it was
like on the surface, what ' ad happened to the cities; sure, it
happened. Why I'd beleved her when she'd told me,
cuddled up beside me in that steaming boiler, that she'd
wanted to see what it was like when a girl did it with a man,
that all the flicks she’d seen in Topeka were sweet and solid
and dull, and the girls in her school’d talked about beaver
flicks, and one of them had a little eight-page comic book
and she’'d read it waith wide cyes . . . sure, I'd believed her.
It was logical. I should have suspected something when she
left that metal plate behind. It was too easy. Blood'd tried
to tell me. Dumb? Yeah!

The second that access iris swirled closed behind me, the
humming got louder, and some cool light grew in the walls.
Wall. It was a circular compartment with only two sides to
the walls: inside and outside. The wall pulsed up light and
the humming got louder, and then the floor I was standing
on dilated just the way the outside port had done. But |
was standing there, like a mouse in a cartoon, and as long as

I didn’t look down I was cool, | wouldn't fall.
Then I started settling. Dropped through the floor, the

iris closed overhead, |1 was dropping down the tube, picking
up speed but not too much, just dropping steadily. Now |
know what a dropshaft was.

Down and down | went and every once in a while 1'd see
something like 10 LEV or ANTIPOLL 55 or BREEDER-
CON or PUMP SE 6 on the wall, and faintly I could make
out the sectioning of an iris...but 1 never stopped
dropping.

Finally, | dropped all the way to the bottom and there
was TOPEKA CITY LIMITS POP. 22,860 on the wall, and |
settled down without any strain, bending a little from the
knees to cushion the impact, but even that wasn’t much.

| used the metal plate again, and the iris—a much bigger
one this time—swirled open, and I got my first look at a
downunder.

It stretched away in front of me, twenty miles to the
dim shining horizon of tin can metal where the wall behind
me curved and curved and curved till it made one smooth,
encircling circuit and came back around around around to
where | stood, staring at it. | was down at the bottom of a
big metal tube that stretched up to a ceiling an eighth of a
mile overhead, twenty miles across. And in the bottom of
that tin can, someone had built a town that looked for all
the world like a photo out of one of the waterdogged books
in the library on the surface. I'd seen a town like this in the
books. Just like this. Neat little houses, and curvy little
streets, and trimmed lawns, and a business section and
everything else that a Topeka would have.

Except a sun, except birds, except clouds, except rain,
except snow, except cold, except wind, except ants, except
dirt, except mountains, except oceans, except big fields of
grain, except stars, except the moon, except forests, except
amimals running wild, except . ..

Except freedom.
They were canned down here, like dead fish. Canned.

I felt my throat tighten up. I wanted to get out. Out! |
started to tremble, my hands were cold and there was sweat

on my forehead. This had been insane, coming down here. |

had to get out. Out/

I turned around, to get back in the dropshaft, and then
it grabbed me.

That bitch Quilla June! I shoulda suspected!

HE THING WAS low, and green, and boxlike, and had
cables with mittens on the ends instead of arms, and it
rolled on tracks, and it grabbed me.

It hoist me up on its square flat top, holding me with
them mittens on the cables, and | couldn’t move, except to
try kicking at the big glass eye in the front, but it didn’t do
any good. It didn’t bust. The thing was only about four feet
high, and my sneakers almost reached the ground, but not
quite, and it started moving off into Topeka, hauling me
along with it

People were all over the place. Sitting in rockers on their
front porches, raking their lawns, hanging around the gas
station, sticking pennies in gumball machines, painting a
white stripe down the middle of the road, selling newspapers
on a corner, listening to an oompah band on a shell in a
park, playing hopscotch and pussy-in-the-corner, polishing a
fire engine, sitting on benches reading, washing windows,
pruning bushes, tipping boaters to ladies, collecting milk
bottles in wire carrying racks, grooming horses, throwing a
stick for a dog to retrieve, diving into a communal
swimming pool, chalking vegetable prices on a slate outside
a grocery, walking hand-in-hand with a girl, all of them
watching me go past on that metal motherfucker.

I could hear Blood speaking, saying just what he’d said
before I'd entered the dropshaft: It’s all square and settled
and they know everyone; they hate solos. Enough rover-
paks have raided downunders and raped their broads, and
stolen their food, they ll have defenses set up. They Ul kill
you, man!

Thanks, mutt.

Goodbye.

THE GREEN BOX tracked through the business section
and turned in at a shopfront with the words BETTER
BUSINESS BUREAU on the window. It rolled right inside
the open door, and there were half a dozen men and old
men and very old men in there, waiting for me. Also a
couple of women. The green box stopped.

One of them came over and took the metal plate out of
my hand. He looked at it, then turned around and gave it to
the oldest of the old men, a withered cat wearing baggy
pants and a green eyeshade and garters that held up the
sleeves of his striped shirt. “‘Quilla June, Lew,” the guy said
to the old man. Lew took the metal plate and put it in the
top left drawer of a rolltop desk. “‘Better take his guns,
Aaron,” the old coot said. And the guy who’d taken the
plate cleaned me.

“Let him loose, Aaron,” Lew said.

Aaron stepped around the back of the green box and
something clicked, and the cable-mittens sucked back inside
the box, and I got down off the thing. My arms were numb
where the box had held me. I rubbed one, then the other,
and | glared at them.

“Now, boy . ..” Lew started.

“Suck wind, asshole!”

The women blanched. The men tightened their faces.

“I told you it wouldn’t work,” another of the old men
said to Lew.

“Bad business, this,”’ said one of the younger ones.

Lew leaned forward in his straight-back chair and
pointed a crumbled finger at me. “Boy, you better be
nice.”

“I hope all your fuckin’ children are hare-lipped!”

“This is no good, Lew!” another man said.

“Guttersnipe,” a woman with a beak snapped.




Lew stared at me. His mouth was a nasty little black

line. | knew the sonofabitch didn’t have a tooth in his
crummy head that wasn’t rotten and smelly. He stared at
me with vicious little eyes, God he was ugly, like a bird
ready to pick meat off my bones. He was getting set to say
something 1 wouldn’t like. **Aaron, maybe you'd better put
the sentry back on him.” Aaron moved to the green box.

“Okay, hold it,” I said, holding up my hand.

Aaron stopped, looked at Lew, who nodded. Then Lew
leaned forward again, and aimed that birdclaw at me. "You
ready to behave yourself, son?”

“Yeah, | guess.”

“You'd better be dang sure.”

“Okay. I'm sure. Also fuckin sure!”

*And you’ll watch your mouth.”

| didn’t reply. Old coot.

“You’'re a bit of an experiment for us, boy. We tried to
get one of you down here in other ways. Sent up some
good folks to capture one of you little scuts, but they never
came back. Figured it was best to lure you down to us.”

| sneered. That Quilla June. I'd take care of her!

One of the women, a little younger than Bird-Beak,
came forward and looked into my face. “‘Lew, you'll never
get this one to cow-tow. He’s a filthy little killer. Look at
those eyes.”

“How’d you like the barrel of a rifle jammed up your
ass, bitch?” She jumped back. Lew was angry again.
“Sorry,” | said, ‘I don’t like bein’ called names. Macho,
y know?”

He settled back and snapped at the woman. “Mez, leave
him alone. I'm tryin’ to talk a bit of sense here. You're only
making it worse.”

Mez went back and sat with the others. Some Better
Business Bureau these creeps were!

“As | was saying, boy: you’re an experiment for us.
We've been down here in Topeka close to twenty years. It’s
nice down here. Quiet, orderly, nice people who respect
each other, no crime, respect for the elders, and just all
around a good place to live. We're growin’ and we're
prosperin’.”

| waited.

“But, well, we find now that some of our folks can’t
have no more babies, and the women that do, they have
mostly girls. We need some men. Certain special kind of
men.

| started laughing. This was too good to be true. They
wanted me for stud service. | couldn’t stop laughing.

“Crude!” one of the women said, scowling.

“This’s awkward enough for us, boy, don't make it no
harder.” Lew was embarrassed.

Here I'd spent most of Blood’s and my time above-
ground hunting up tail, and down here they wanted me to
service the local ladyfolk. I sat down on the floor and
laughed till the tears ran down my cheeks.

Finally, 1 got up and said, “'Sure. Okay. But if | do,
there’s a couple of things / want.”

Lew looked at me close.

“The first thing | want is that little Quilla June. I'm
gonna fuck her blind, and then I'm gonna bang her on the
head the way she did me!”

They huddled for a while, then came out and Lew said,
“We can’t tolerate any violence down here, but | s’pose
Quilla June’s as good a place to start as any. She’s capable,
isn’t she, Ira?”

A skinny, yellow-skinned man nodded. He didn’t look
happy about it. Quilla June’s old man, | bet.
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“Well, let’s get started,” | said. “"Line 'em up.” | started
lO unzip my jeans.

The women screamed, the men grabbed me, and they
hustled me off to a boarding house where they gave me a
room, and they said | should get to know Topeka a little bit
before 1 went to work, because it was, uh, er, well,
awkward, and they had to get the folks in town to accept
what was going to have to be done . . . on the assumption, |
suppose, that if 1 worked out okay, they'd import a few
more young bulls from aboveground, and turn us loose.

So | spent some time in Topeka, getting to know the
folks, seeing what they did, how they lived. It was nice, real
nice. They rocked in rockers on the front porches, they
raked their lawns, they hung around the gas station, they
stuck pennies in gumball machines, they painted white
stripes down the middle of the road, they sold newspapers
on the comers, they listened to oompah bands on a shell in
the park, they played hopscotch and pussy-in-the-corner,
they polished fire engines, they sat on benches reading,
they washed windows and pruned bushes, they tipped their
boaters to ladies, they collected milk bottles in wire



carrying racks, they groomed horses and threw sticks for
their dogs to retrieve, they dove into the communal
swimming pool, they chalked vegetable prices on a slate
outside the grocery, they walked hand-in-hand with some
of the ugliest chicks I've ever seen, and they bored the ass
off me.

Inside a week | was ready to scream.

| could feel that tin can closing in on me.

| could feel the weight of the earth over me.

They ate artificial shit: artificial peas and fake meat and
make-believe chicken and ersatz corn and bogus bread and
it all tasted like chalk and dust to me.

Polite? Christ, you could puke from the lying, hypo-
critical crap they called civility. Hello Mr This and Hello
Mrs That. And how are you? And how is little Janie? And
how is business? And are you going to the solidarity meeting
Thursday” And | started gibbering in my room at the
boarding house.

The clean, sweet, neat, lovely way they lived was enough
to kill a guy. No wonder the men couldn’t get it up and
make babies that had balls instead of slots.

Finally, | started getting hip to the possibilities of
getting out of there. It began with me remembering the
poodle I'd fed Blood one time. It had to of come from a
downunder. And it couldn’t of got up through the
dropshaft. So that meant there were other ways out.

They gave me pretty much the run of the town, as long
as | kept my manners around me and didn’t try anything
sudden. That green sentry box was always somewhere
nearby.

So I found the way out. Nothing so spectacular; it just
had to be there, and | found it.

Then I found out where they kept my weapons, and |

was ready. Almost.

IT WAS A week to the day when Aaron and Lew and Ira
came to get me. | was pretty goofy by that time. 1 was
sitting out on the back porch of the boarding house,
smoking a corncob pipe with my shirt off, catching some
sun. Except there wasn’t no sun. Gooty.

They came around the house. “Morning, Vic,” Lew
greeted me. He was hobbling along with a cane, the old fart.
Aaron gave me a big smile. The kind you’d give a big black
bull about to stuff his meat into a good breed cow. Ira had
a look that you could chip off and use in your furnace.

“Well, howdy, Lew. Mornin’ Aarcn, Ira.”

Lew seemed right pleased by that.

Oh, you lousy bastards, just you wait!

“You 'bout ready to go meet your first lady?”

“Ready as I'll ever be, Lew,” | said, and got up.

“Cool smoke, isn’t it?”’ Aaron said.

| took the corncob out of my mouth. ““Pure dee-light,” |
smiled. | hadn’t even lit the fucking thing.

They walked me over to Marigold Street and as we came
up on a little house with yellow shutters and a white picket
fence, Lew said, “This’s Ira’s house. Quilla June is his
daughter.”

“Well, land sakes,” | said, wide-eyed.

Ira’s lean jaw muscles jumped.

We went inside.

Quilla June was sitting on the settee with her mother, an
older version of her, pulled thin as a withered muscle. “Miz
Holmes,” | said, and made a little curtsey. She smiled.
Strained, but smiled.

Quilla June sat with her feet right together, and her
hands folded on her lap. There was a ribbon in her hair. It

was blue.

Matched her eyes.

Something went thump in my gut.

“*Quilla June,”’ | said.

She looked up. “Mornin’, Vic.”

Then everyone sort of stood around looking awkward,
and finally Ira began yapping and yipping about get in the
bedroom and get this unnatural filth over with so they
could go to Church and pray the Good Lord wouldn't
Strike All Of Them Dead with a bolt of lightning in the ass,
or some crap like that.

So I put out my hand, and Quilla June reached for it
without looking up, and we went in the back, into a small
bedroom, and she stood there with her head down.

“You didn’t tell ’em, did you?” I asked.

She shook her head.

And suddenly, I didn’t want to kill her at all. | wanted
to hold her. Very tight. So I did. And she was crying into
my chest, and making little fists and beating on my back,
and then she was looking up at me and running her words
all together: “Oh, Vic, I'm sorry, so sorry, | didn’t mean to,
I had to, I was sent out to, I was so scared, and I love you
and now they’ve got you down here, and it isn’t dirty, is it,
it isn’t the way my Poppa says it is, is it?”

I held her and kissed her and told her it was okay, and
then asked her if she wanted to come away with me, and

she said yes yes she really did. So I told her I might have to
hurt her Poppa to get away, and she got a look in her eyes
that I knew real well.

For all her propriety, Quilla June Holmes didn’t much
like her prayer-shouting Poppa.

I asked her if she had anything heavy, like a candlestick
or a club, and she said no. So I went rummaging around in
that back bedroom, and found a pair of her Poppa’s socks,
in a bureau drawer. | pulled the big brass balls off the
headboard of the bed, and dropped them into the sock. I
hefted it. Oh. Yeah.

She stared at me with big eyes. “What're you going to
do?”

“You want to get out of here?”

She nodded.

“Then just stand back behind the door. No, wait a
minute, | got a better idea. Get on the bed.”

She laid down on the bed. “Okay,” I said, “‘now pull up
your skirt, pull off your pants, and spread out.” She gave
me a look of pure horror. *“Do it,” I said. “If you want
out.”

So she did it, and I rearranged her so that her knees were
bent and her legs open at the thighs, and I stood to one side
of the door, and whispered to her, *“Call your Poppa. Just

She hesitated a long moment, then she called out, in a
voice she didn’t have to fake, ‘“Poppa! Poppa, come here,
please!” Then she clamped her eyes shut tight.

Ira Holmes came through the door, took one look at his
secret desire, his mouth dropped open, I kicked the door
closed behind him and walloped him as hard as I could. He
squished a little, and spattered the bedspread, and went
very down.

She opened her eyes when she heard the thunk! and
when the stuff splattered her legs she leaned over and
puked on the floor. I knew she wouldn’t be much good to
me in getting Aaron into the room, so I opened the door,
stuck my head around, looked worried, and said, *“Aaron,
would you come here a minute, please?”’ He looked at Lew,
who was rapping with Mrs Holmes about what was going on
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in the back bedroom, and when Lew nodded him on, he
came into the room. He took a look at Quilla June’s naked
bush, at the blood on the wall and bedspread, at Ira on the
floor, and opened his mouth to yell, just as | whacked him.
It took two more to get him down, and then I had to kick
him in the chest to put him away. Quilla June was still
puking.

| grabbed her by the arm and swung her up off the bed.
At least she was being quiet about it, but man did she stink.

“Come on!”

She tried to pull back, but I held on, and opened the
bedroom door. As | pulled her out, Lew stood up, leaning
on his cane. I kicked the cane out from under the old fart
and down he went in a heap. Mrs Holmes was staring at us,
wondering where her old man was: ““He’s back in there,” |
said, heading for the front door. “The Good Lord got him
in the head.”

Then we were out in the street, Quilla June stinking
along behind me, dry-heaving and bawling and probably
wondering what had happened to her underpants.

They kept my weapons in a locked case at the Better
Business Bureau, and we detoured around by my boarding
house where | pulled the crowbar I'd swiped from the gas
station out from under the back porch. Then we cut across
behind the Grange and into the business section, and
straight into the BBB. There was a clerk who tried to stop
me, and | split his gourd with the crowbar. Then I pried the
latch off the cabinet in Lew’s office, and got the .30-06 and
my .45 and all the ammo, and my spike, and my Knife, and
my kit, and loaded up. By that time Quilla June was able to
make some sense.

“Where we gonna go, where we gonna go, oh Poppa
Poppa Poppa . . .!"

“Hey, listen, Quilla June, Poppa me no Poppa. You said
you wanted to be with me . . . well, I'm goin’ up, baby, and
if you wanna go with, you better stick close.”

She was too scared to object.

| stepped out the front of the shopfront, and there was
that green box sentry, coming on like a whippet. It had its
cables out, and the mittens were gone. It had hooks.

I dropped to one knee, wrapped the sling of the .30-06
around my forearm, sighted clean, and fired dead at the big
eye in the front. One shot, spang'

Hit that eye, the thing exploded in a shower of sparks,
and the green box swerved and went through the front
window of The Mill End Shoppe, screeching and crying and
showering the place with flames and sparks. Nice.

| grabbed Quilla June by the arm and started off toward
the south end of Topeka. It was the closest exit I'd found
in my wandering, and we made it in about fifteen minutes,
panting and weak as Kittens.

And there it was.

A big air-intake duct.

| pried off the clamps with the crowbar, and we climbed
up inside. There were ladders going up. There had to be. It
figured. Repairs. Keep it clean. Had to be. We started
climbing. It took a long, long time.

Quilla June kept asking me, from down behind me,
whenever she got too tired to climb, “Vic, do you love
me?” | kept saying yes. Not only because I meant it. It
helped her keep climbing.

I CAME UP a mile from the access dropshaft. | shot
off the filter covers and the hatch bolts, and we
climbed out. They should have known better down there.
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You don’t fuck around with Jimmy Cagney.

They never had a chance.

Quilla June was exhausted. I didn’t blame her. But |
didn’t want to spend the night out in the open; there were
things out there I didn’t like to think about meeting even in
daylight. It was getting on toward dusk.

We walked toward the access dropshaft.

Blood was waiting.

He looked weak. But he’d waited.

I stooped down and lifted his head. He opened his eyes,
and very softly he said, “Hey".

| smiled at him. Jesus, it was good to see hum. “We made
it back, man.”

He tried to get up, but he couldn’t. The wounds on him
were in ugly shape. “‘Have you eaten?” | asked.

“No. Grabbed a lizard yesterday . . . or maybe it was day
before. I'm hungry, Vic.”

Quilla June came up then, and Blood saw her. He closed
his eyes. “We’d better hurry, Vic,” she said. “Please. They
might come up from the dropshaft.”

| tried to lift Blood. He was dead weight. “Listen, Blood,
I'll leg it into the city and get some food. I'll come back
quick. You just wait here.”

“Don’t go in there, Vic,” he said. *‘l did a recon the day
after you went down. They found out we weren’t fried in
that gym. | don’t know how. Maybe mutts smelled our
track. I've been keeping watch, and they haven’t tried to
come out after us. | don’t blame them. You don’t know
what it's like out here at night, man...you don’t
know. ..."

He shivered.

“Take it easy, Blood."

“But they've got us marked lousy in the citv. Vic. We
can’t go back there. We’'ll have to make it someplace else.”

That put it on a different stick. We couldn’t go back,
and with Blood in that condition we couldn’t go forward.
And | knew, good as | was solo, | couldn’t make it without
him. And there wasn’t anything out here to eat. He had to
have food, at once, and some medical care. I had to do
something. Something good, something fast.

“Vic,” Quilla June’s voice was high and whining, “come
on'! He”'ll be all right. We have to hurry.”

| looked up at her. The sun was going down. Blood
trembled in my arms.

She got a pouty look on her face, ““If you love me, you'll
come on!”

| couldn’t make it alone out there without him. | knew
it. If 1 loved her. She asked me, in the boiler, do you know
what love 1s”

T WAS A SMALL fire, not nearly big enough for any

roverpak to spot from the outskirts of the city. No
smoke. And after Blood had eaten his fill, I carried him to
the air-duct a mile away, and we spent the night inside, on a
little ledge. 1 held him all night. He slept good. In the
morning, | fixed him up pretty good. He d make it; he was
strong.

He ate again. There was plenty left from the night
before. I didn’t eat. I wasn't hungry.

We started off across the blast wasteland that morning.
We’d find another city, and make it.

We had to move slow, because Blood was still limping. It
took a long time before | stopped hearing her calling in my
head. Asking me, asking me: do you know what love is’

Sure | know.

A boy loves his dog. IR



I:—JERRY IS DEAD

EFRRY CORNELIUS WAS buried at sea without honour,

although Captain Vassily personally draped the plastic
coffin with a Hungarian flag.

The coffin tumbled into the grey Pacific, vanished, then
popped up again among its own bubbles to rock uneasily on
the heavy swell. Vassily, who was prone to seasickness, left
the taffrail, and none of his crew was interested enough in
the English assassin to watch as the coffin was captured by
a fast north-easterly current. By this time the flag had
become dull and soggy. Bobbing jauntily like an apple in a
tub, the coffin vanished into a low haze astern at five or six
knots. When it reached a predetermined point about 50
miles off the Chilean coast, it sank again. Simultaneously,
Vassily’s destroyer was located by an Antarctic-based
hydrofoil from the Panamanian Third Flotilla, bottled up in
a coral lagoon, and taken out by a small tactical atomic
shell. It was almost too late, but the Panamanians weren't
to know that.

Two days later the nuclear submarine USS Marty
Lingham, cruising south at fifty knots with five ‘Mother's
Day’ strike missiles aboard, detected Jerry's sonar beacon.
It hove to several hundred fathoms down and dispatched
frogmen in self-propelled depth armour. In the infirmary
they stripped the flag off and opened the box. Jerry had
got wet. His long pale corpse glistened under the florescents
like a stranded albino fish. There was a slight frown on his
face.

Manny Ableson the psychotic resurrectionist, Jerry's
friend from the Israeli death camp days, administered a
massive dose of PbX in the form of a rectal suppository-
noting that Jerry seemed to have given up the habit-then
put the corpse to bed, where it lay for 24 hours, losing its
pallor and smelling of seawater. Jerry had expressly
forbidden photographs, but Ableson took them anyway,

chuckling. In the last frame, he found that Jerry's frown
had vanished. It was now very definitely too late, for the
Panamanians and for everyone else.

Jerry woke up feeling refreshed but hungry. He was
bothered by an abstract mental itch, as if he'd forgotten an
interesting dream: but he’d had enough of the essential
passivity of eternal rest. Someone had laid out his lace-
fronted shirt, bottle green frock coat, and black cords. He
put them on, admired himself in a small mirror, and went
to find the captain. On the way, he met Manny, who
pinched his arm. “Didn’t I tell you it would work, my boy?
Where are your shoes?”’

“Somebody forgot to pack them.” Jerry considered his
bare pink feet.

“Oh, see those pinkies,” said Manny. ““All that beautiful
blood flowing again.” He rubbed his hands together and
leered.

“You can chuck the rest of the PbX down the sink. |
shan't be doing this again.” Jerry was off death, it made his
hair greasy.

He walked into the captain’s quarters without knocking.
A dead man had certain extraordinary privileges. At the
sound of his entrance, the captain gave a guilty jerk and did
something below the level of his leather-topped desk. Jerry
smirked and studied the beige decor of the cabin. On the
wall behind the desk hung a Mercator projection of the
world; areas damaged by the war were marked in green; a
lot of England had gone, it seemed, before the American
rockets had stopped falling. Underneath the map was an
unframed homily. The Devil finds work for idle hands. The
captain stopped fumbling and stood up. He was big and
bulky, grey haired, and his uniform was crumpled as if he’d
slept with it. He came round the desk on the balls of his
feet, a large arthritic hand outstretched. Jerry imagined him
exercising every morning with a Charles Atlas contraption.

“You must be Cornelius. I'm Captain Donne.”

“I know.” Jerry ignored the hand. “And it’s Mr
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Cornelius. 1 want to go to London.” He sat down behind
the desk, put his feet up, and examined them without
prejudice.

“That’s a long haul, Cornelius. Cornelius, I'd like my
chair.”

Donne squinted.

“Yes, said Jerry.

*“l can’t waste American time. There's a war on, you
know.”

Jerry knew about war. He was, he supposed, partially
responsible for the lack of shoes. It had been a rush trip. He
didn’t think America had too much time left to waste.

“London.” He hadn’t seen London for some time.
“*America owes you nothing, Cornelius. The truce would

have got signed without your help. They all come to heel in
the end. | don’t know why the Pentagon endorsed this
jaunt.”

“They didn’t. I arranged it with a friend. And there isn’t
a Pentagon any more.”” Jerry was a stickler for accuracy. He
mentioned the name of his friend. He felt that he might be
losing his patience. Donne said nothing. “Look,” Jerry

continued reasonably, ** *Mr Cornelius has been accorded the

temporary rank of Cin C Ayn Rand Sector (E)" ™.

Donne lurched forward like a drunk, slammed his hands
on the edge of the‘desk. Jerry looked with interest at his
working features, the sweat dribbling into the eyes.

“Those bloody orders were sealed! You snide bastard,
how 7

“I dictated them.” Jerry yawned and got up. He had
spent a night without sleep before he died. “*London. The
Thames estuary will do. I'll borrow one of your admirable
little rubber dinghies.”

“You're a bloody corpse!” yelled Donne. **Christ, you
queer bastard " His voice took on a derisive note, “"How
does it feel to be dead, Cornelius?” To know you're
nothing?”

“I forget,” said Jerry. "*Ask the priest.”

“I could have left you there, you know!”

Donne screamed. He appeared to be unbuttoning his

N

flies. Jerry shut the door behind him and wondered if

people had stopped looking up to him. Lately they all
seemed to want to prove something.

2:—THE RESURRECTIONIST

Jerry languished in the stern of the yellow inflatable,
one white limp hand on the throttle of the outboard motor,
the other trailing in the brown waves of the Thames. He
was feeling decadent. His feet were cold. The Marty
Lingham was sinking to port, the water closing over its fat
hull with a sound like a stallion breaking wind. Jerry had
company he hadn’'t expected. Earlier in the day, Donne had
sent him a note that read:

GET THAT GREASY KIKE OFF MY BOAT,.CORPSI -
FACL..

So Manny was sitting in the bow, talking animatedly and
waving his arms about. Jerry had stopped listening to him.
He had taken no reprisals against Donne, merely chalked

TAKLE YOURSELF IN HAND CAPTAIN

on the bulkhead of the officers’ rest room.

Page 18

“There was nobody about . . .”

LLondon was in a mess.

The marshes had returned: the sunken housing estates of
Deptford and Plumstead had become a flat tract of khaki
mud, pocked by the glassy craters of low-yield nuclear
explosions. It was twilight. Corpse lights flickered from
pools of stagnant water: Jerry could smell the rotting flesh
from way out on the water. Under a grey-green luminous
sky, blasted trees poked up out of the silt. Here and there
Jerry picked out the blistered facade of a Chez Nous or
Dunromin. Off to the west, the hills of the city were dark
misty heaps. Jerry remembered Verdun and the slime beds
of Passchendaele. In his head they came over the top
screaming, viscera exploding away like coils of pale conduit.
He was depressed.

They dragged the inflatable partly out of the water and
watched for a moment as the current plucked at its stern.
The marshes were silent. There were no omens.

“What are you going to do now? " asked Jerry.

Ableson waved his arms about, beamed, pushed his
spectacles up his nose.

“You surprise me Jerry.  His pudgy arm made a
sweeping gesture that included the whole smashed London
basin. “"This is . . . beautiful.”

“Yes, said Jerry. ‘Well, bye bye.”

The little jew shuffled forward through the mud and
embraced him. His lips were wet and muscular. Jerry moved
away quickly, disturbed.

“Until the next time, Jerry?”

Jerry loathed the paradoxical sermanic sense ol Schiksal
of the jews. He made a slight noncommittal motion of his

head.
“You're welcome to it.”’ he said.

5



Ableson went off toward the urban foothills. The last
Jerry saw of him for some time was a fat cruciform shape in
the gathering gloom: his right hand terminated in a thick
glass tube that caught a little of the remaining light, his left
in a sheat of photographs: he was cackling loudly.

Struggling with his malaise of the head Jerry wandered
along the indistinct shoreline looking for the transport he
had arranged. He found it in a fold of land that might have
been the bed of a vanished tributary -like most things, the
old geomorphology no longer held. It was an LWN
hovercraft, brooding, a big pale bird. Jerry loosened his
heater in its cradle under his arm and made a couple of
circuits of the machine, suspicious as an old dog about to
lie down. There was nobody about, not even a pilot. The
broken trees worried him, and here the mud was of a
puzzling consistency, soft but fibrous. Bones, luminescent
white caught at his feet. He tripped and fell heavily against
the flank of the ‘craft.

Inside, he showered and dressed in some of the nicer
clothes in the locker, but it didn't cheer him up. Somebody
had left his pale blue calf-length suede boots in the middle
of the chart table, obscuring the Port Of London and most
of the City. He strapped himself into the pilot’s seat and
lifted off on the first leg of the complex journey north,
water and mud churning beneath the lift skirts of the ‘craft.
He decided that the cockpit smelled of Le Galion Sortege, a
perfume he didn’t particularly like.

3:—GODWIN AND
DOROTHY WORDSWORTH

Things went from bad to worse. There were rumours of the
Second Coming; a Dutch woman gave birth to triplets
without showing previous indications of pregnancy.

The process of dislocation that had begun during the late
fifties accelerated.

There were intimations of entropy everywhere: an
avalanche trapped a hundred members of the Greek
Orthodox Church in a2 mountain ziggurat in Capadocia
where they were praying for revelation; two thousand
peopl: threw themselves into the sea off Scarborough after
sighting a large green and gold hemisphere protruding from
the base of a low cumulus cloud: the accidental detonation
of a “Thanksgiving’ class orbital hydrogen device in the Van
Allen belts severed global radio communication throughout
the month of October; the Astronomer Royal reported a
shift in the orbit of Halley's Comet and, operating from a
jury-rigged radio telescope at the summit of Ben A’ Choirn.
declared the Millenium and the Age of Saturn.

Jerry, tired out by all this, hired a croft on the north
west coast of Scotland and made the inevitable transition
from decadence to Romance. He wandered through the
rowan woods of Balmacara, dressed in a long black cloak
and a russet felt shovel hat, reciting verses of his own
composition and eating stale bread which he dipped in
spring-water. His black hair grew longer and wilder,
although it was still soft and heavy. In the long evenings he
read Godwin and Dorothy Wordsworth in the orange light
of an oil lamp, his eyes dark-circled like a racoon’s in his
thin nervous face. Byron’s cremation moved him par-
ticularly. He formed 2 plan of action based on the following

data:

The appearance of Andy Warhol a thousand feet above
the New York quarantine area An abnormally heavy
shower of Leonids which damaged several houses and a
church in Prerov, Czechoslovakia- An outbreak of
vulcanism at the north magnetic pole  The discovery of an
Aryan with burning hair in the Negev desert- The opening
of Joanna Southcott’s box.

He could tell he had recovered when he began to find
Keats’ La Belle Dame Sans Merci something of a joke. He
left the croft, but kept the shovel hat.

4:—JERRY’S NEW FRIEND

Jerry drove down from Glasgow to Manchester, making
detours and admiring the bomb damage. The M6 between
Preston and Haydock was impassable: worse still, his
Phantom VI had broken down on the A72 and he had been
forced to steal a cramped and uncomfortable Ford GT 40.
Looking out of the side windows as he hammered along he
reflected that at least there were roads in the north: the
areas south of Manchester were nothing but desert, great
plains of feathery ash dotted with ruined towns and sinking
gun emplacements. For once, the Americans had been
thorough.

As arranged, he met Ffolliott the anarcho-fascist in the
bar of the Manchester Piccadilly. The tone of the place had
gone right down since he’d last been there. All the wooden
surfaces had a greasy look and there were cobwebs in the
corners. A faint, weary smell of disinfectant hung in the air.

It was bleak and cold and empty and he didn’t like it much.
As he entered he saw the only customer other than
Ffolliott-an old workman with a muffler folded under his
chin and a flat cap crammed down hard on his head- zip a
delicate lace-edged handkerchief into his flies. Jerry caught
his eye and grinned at him. He smiled back shyly, showing a
brown, buckled row of teeth and a lot of discoloured
tongue; he winked.

“Mister Cornelius. You haven’t changed.” Ffolliot was
leaning on the bar and looking like a large black bear: fat,
but with plenty of slack skin left over; hairy and bored and
rather dangerous. He was juggling small change in a puddle
of spilt beer, his fingers clumsy clumps of uncooked
sausage. His small vicious eyes gleamed at Jerry, red rimmed
and full of broken veins. Jerry pulled up a stool and sat
down beside him. In the corner, the little fetishist was
turning on, muttering ‘Oh, oh, oh.”

“No," said Jerry, “*My car broke down.”

“Heh, heh.”

"l don’t find it funny.” said Jerry.

“What's the news, Mister Cornelius?”” Ffolliott’s larynx
had been maltreated in Paris some years before: his voice
was a coarse whisper. He was a coarse man.

“News?” The barman gave Jerry a large Glen Grant.
“You'd be in a better position to know if there were
any - I've been resting. But there won’t be any more news.
Not for a couple of millenia at least.” He sipped his whisky
meditatively.

“Not on your own elevated plane, Mister Cornelius. No
news of the mind, perhaps. But we materialists

“You've got me wrong. I'm not talking about anybody’s
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“This amused him even more.”’

mind. Is the gear ready?”

“Not a thinker Mister Cornelius? We have everything set
up. When does it start?”

“Chnstmas day, | think.”

“A celebration?”

“A fertility ritual.”

Jerry went over and bought the fetishist a sup of

Newcastle Brown. Atter a while Ffolliott went away. Jerry
lett later with his new friend, who'd promised to find him a
bed and some action a dragster, as it turned out, and very
prolessional too. Jerry happily readjusted to decadence:
Man as a whole might bind Time, but Jerry was content
enough to disorganise it.

S3:—THE INSURRECTIONIST

They consummated the putsch at nine o’clock on Christinas
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morning.

The Fairbairn Coalition government had set up its
administrative  oftices i Central Library, a prison-like
cditice on the peniphery ot St Peter's Square. Jerry led his
detachment in a trontal attack on the main doors, storming
out of Oxtord Street with his heater set on needle beam
and a bag of nerve bombs swinging tfrom his shoulder. It
was snowing. A high wind hurling across the square out of
the morning gloom spat cold brittle flakes into his tace. The
gomg was slushy and trcacherous. There were a ftew
(Catholics on the streets. lerry revelled in the sound of
hobnails thumping behind him in a tlying wedge. the rattle
of machine pistois: well junked-up. he screamed into the
wind. shooting at huge shadows in the murk.

He was carefully dressed tor the part in a black shako
and a double breasted leather trench coat that slapped

round the tops ol s shiny cavalry boots as he ran. He



hadn’t been so blocked in years.
They were met by a withering burst of fire from the
library entrance: half the Regular Army seemed to be

inside, and they had a pair of Brens mounted on the steps.
Jerry slid to a halt behind the cenotaph and motioned his
men into the cover of the flower beds. For a moment he
was too overcome with laughtgr to do anything. Then he
fumbled a Very pistol out of his shoulder bag and sent a red
starshell arcing up into the weather. This amused him even
more; he rolled about in the slush.

In answer came the throaty concussion of a shaped
charge as Ffolliott’s squad, sniding up the dark alley of
Library Walk from Albert Square, blew in a side door.
Windows flickered with red light. Jerry jumped up again as
the Brens guttered into astonished silence. Never a dull
moment. He waved his heater in the air above his head, and
with a ragged cheer his lads followed him on to the mouths
of the guns.

He met up with Ffolliott among the books. Skirmishing
was going on in the reference section, spilling over into
Current Affairs. Christmas decorations hung in charred
unhappy strips from the tops of the shelves. There was a lot
of noise.

" shouted Ffolliott, = , !

“Downstairs,” Jerry suggested. “*In the theatre

They clattered down the parquet steps, Ffolliott ahead
and to the right. The Army had a bazooka set up in front of
the doors. A gout of flame and a retching noise. The rocket
bomb went right through Ffolliott and failed to explode.
“Hard luck.” Jerry burnt down the opposition, his heater
fizzing nastily. The doors were locked and barred, which
was expressly- forbidden in case of fire. He fetched
Ffolliott’s bombardier and indicated the obstacle.

“Yessir,” said the bombardier. “l should stand a little
way back if | were you sir.”

The doors bulged inwards in a puff of smoke, hung
raggedly off their hinges. The bombardier took part in a
snappy exchange of fire, then fell over with blood running
into his eyes.

“Nice try,”’ said Jerry. with feeling.

Inside. he found Cassock, Minister For Internal Affairs,
an empty Skoda machine pistol in his hands and a look of
frustration on his face.

“Where's Fairbairn?” Jerry asked him., making an
unpleasant face and brandishing his heater.

“Fuck off,” sneered Cassock. “"He got away. Look
darling. | don’t know what you're after, but Cornelius and
Brunner aren’t going to like this

“Ho ho,” said Jerry, “Pardon?”

“Who the hell are you? No, don’t bother. Fairbairn’s a
joke, but he’ll be halfway to London by now. They aren't
going to fancy you much when he turns them on to this

“Christ,” Jerry murmured softly. It was too late for that.

He recognised the theatre as a watershed: Time was Jeaking
away, draining into the channels he had prepared. He felt
great tsunamis of Time washing over him. He had made a

mistake. His high disintegrated, leaving him very cold. He
began to shiver, and his head ached. The walls of the
theatre advanced and receded rhythmically.

Cassock blew a wet raspberry at him.

“What'’s the matter. dearie? Got the curse?”

6:—AN UNPLEASANT SURPRISE

He borrowed an old twin-engined Piaggio P 166 pusher from
Ringway airport and programmed its automatic pilot to
take him over the site where his London base had been. The
P166 chugged along under 65% power at 11,000 feet. He
would have preferred something faster.

He was drifting, tapping energy and direction from the
Time-reservoir in his body: he sensed that where he had
previously fed on the vitality of his contemporaries, he was
now leaching a bare sustenance directly from the past. It
was a chilly, morose substitute. The junk had gone away,
leaving his bones like jelly. Something was missing.

He wept quietly as he gazed out over the endless
melancholy southern snowscape, his head aching
ferociously to the fazed 4/4 beat of the Lycoming GSOs.

Trying to come to terms with the latest fuck-up, he
reflected that it boiled down to a struggle between the soft
Romance rituals and the tragic influence of the weekday
gods-and now England had conceded: the desolation
beneath his wings, once stripped of the myth of American

potency. became the property of Woden; Chretien De
Troyes and Jessie Weston notwithstanding, England had

given way to Angle-Land and voted for ice.

Jerry felt displaced, wondering what section of the
Time-scale he was travelling as the Piaggio bumbled south.
The cycle was renewing itself too soon, gathering
momentum. He though that being dead might have its
advantages after all.

It was growing dark as he sideslipped out of the pall of
cloud blanketing London, one engine coughing irregularly.
There wasn’t much fuel left, according to the instruments.

It was a nasty surprise to find the Poor Clare convent in
West 11 intact and in reasonable condition after seeing it
destroyed six months before by a pair of lght strike
bombers.

Jerry rubbed his eyes and flew in low along Ladbroke
Grove. For miles around there was nothing but ash and
snow and heaps of frozen mud that followed the old street
patterns like molehills. His hands trembled slightly on the
controls; various premonitions and insights itched up and
down his spine in a disorderly manner. It wasn't the estate
he had known: the walls were down in places, and huge
garish flowers rioted out of the gaps. They packed the
grounds, obscured the outbuildings, filled the Piaggio's
cabin with conflicting perfumes. An ornate fountain played
at the centre of the whole tasteless set-up: Europa being
raped by an offensive stone bull, water pouring out of her
mouth and her back arched happily. Jerry couldn’t believe
it.

Disturbed by the sound of a plane, a herd of stunted red
deer skittered through the vegetation and out on to the
ashi-flats. A flock of gaudy parrots burst from the under-
growth and wheeled round the fountain.

Jerry set the P166 to circling a few thousand feet up,
baled out with his heater in his hand. and landed in the wet
mauve petals of an enormous pansy, sneezing and struggling
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“He was dnfting . . .

with his chute harness. The air was warm and heavy. Jerry

telt the perfume turn him on.

Miss Brunner stepped out of shadows of the tountain,
dressed nicely 1n a beige trouser suit cut a httle severely at
the neck. She held a Smith & Wesson thirty eight. There

was a smile on her pointed bitch-fox features.
“Oh yes,”
here. | can’t seem to get my balance, Miss Brunner.
“Hello Mr Cornelius. You look pale.”
“Don’t say that, it makes me worry about myself.”

FFairbairn was small and pin-striped but quite <arong
enough to take Jerry's gun away from him and piraon his

arms in a full-nelson. Jerry nodded politely to him

“Guess who's dying to meet you? " asked Mi,s Brunner
coquettishly as the Prime Minister frog-marched him
toward the convent.

Fitting it together at last, Jerry began to scream and
choke, tears running down his cheeks. He thrashed about
and kicked, but the flowers had sapped his strength.

“Now, now,” Miss Brunner said, “we're all friends
here.”

His screams echoed down a long corridor, batting back
into his own ears. Embrasured low wattage bulbs glowed

dimly. His feet rattled and dragged on tile. The mass of

building above blocked out the drone ot the orbiting
Piaggio. Miss Brunner led him into the refectory. which was
full of broken trestles. At the opposite end of the hall two
people sat facing him across an oak table, their features
running like wet water colour in the poor light. Jerry
redoubled his struggles, roaring and crying: back-heeled
Fairbairn’s crutch, got one arm free: rushed at the hgures
behind the table. Miss Brunner put out an elegant foot.

“Naughty,” she said. **Pick him up Fairbairn, and don't
let him do 1t again.”

“Hello Jerry,” said Frank, “I'm glad you came. Brothers
oughtn’t to fight, you know. l've had lots ol time to
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said Jerry, stuinbling about, “*You would be

think.” His voice was clogged and pustulant. He smelled
foul. In front of him on the table was a pile ot glossy
half-plate photographs.

Manny Ableson, tull of smiles, put a plump hand on his
arm. Bits fell oft it. “Not too much talk. Frankie, " he
advised, “*It’s not good for you so soon.”

Jerry’s shrieks scraped impotently at the stonework.

"N

“Please, Jerry, said brank glutinously, halt rising and
shedding things. “Now we've both 7 The words turned
into a stinking cough. “Now we both Anow, there's no
point in fighting. Here's my hand. In tniendship. Catherine
wasn 't all my fault. You had your justice anyway

e stood up, leaned torward.

Jerry, it was you | loved. Jerry, kiss me like a brother
should.”

Manny restrained him as he lifted one leg on to the table
preparatory to clambering over it. They stood like that for
some time, kFrank wheezing through puckered lips. Jerry
civing the PM a bad time of it and screaming “You shit, oh
you shit ' Then there was a silence as Jerry cunningly set
Fairbairn up for another kick in the privates.

“Jerry 7
“Jerry? I've been off the junk a long time Jerry? Couldn't

Frank's voice wormed coyly into the gap.

we get together 7

Miss Brunner giggled. She was sitting on the edgé of the
table, swinging her legs gently and smoking a St Montz
Filter. She was enjoying herselt.

Jerry and kFrank broke free simultancously, falling
toward one another across the table.

Jerry's heater clattered on to the floor. Fairbairn hopped
about, sucking his breath in through his teeth and looking
ewmltily at Miss Brunner. Jerry began to tear with hooked
fingers at the deliquescent flesh ot his brother's face. Frank
scrabbled with his decomposing front limbs, scattering the
photographs. Bent over the table, his buttocks quivering
slightly, he moaned.

Miss Brunner's sexy laugh turned into a high rnising



whine. As Jerry who was laughing himself now picked at
Frank’s eyes, the refectory roof fell in with a bang. Flames
flickered through the billowing dust. The Prime Minister,
his legs trapped under a lump of masonry, emptied the clip
of a Mauser at Miss Brunner, bang, bang, bang.

“You treacherous bitch,”” he said.

She dropped him without much trouble, holding the S &
W in both hands. Manny Ableson had vanished. Miss
Brunner looked at the mess and shook her head sadly. She
stubbed out her St Moritz, reversed her pistol, and
reluctantly hit Jerry over the head.

7:—JERRY IS UNORIGINAL

“It’s a matter of acceptance really,” Miss Brunner said to
herself, regarding the burning convent with a faint, amused
frown. She was sitting in the pilot’s seat of a little CZAL
HC-2 helicopter, dangling her legs out of the door. Her feet
were almost brushing the ground. She had opened a fresh
packet of St Moritz.

“Because ot that, none of us gained from the
experience.’

Sticking out of the roof of the refectory at an angle of
seventy degrees, the fuselage of Jerry's Piaggio was outlined
with fire, its stringers like a burning skeleton. Occasionally
the wreckage spluttered and settled: gobs of molten dural
dropped into the convent, sending up fresh showers of
prettily coloured sparks. There was a dull concussion from
the depths of the building and one of the walls fell in.

“Dying, I mean,” Miss Brunner went on.

“Christ.” Jerry was sprawled weakly on the cold damp
ash near Miss Brunner’s feet. I think I'm damaged. | feel
bad.” He was shivering again. All his clothes had got dirty.

He had a cut lip, his glands were swollen, and there was a -

tender spot at the base of his skull. He was sick and tired of
everything.

“Nonsense. Where's your sense of destiny? Come on, Mr
Cornelius.™

She was in her element, Jerry realised. So was he, in a
way. He got up., wanting sympathy, supporting himself
against the tail spar of the CZAL.

“Fuck off,” he said pettishly. He got into the passenger
seat, barked his shins on the low dashboard. “*Where's my
gun? | can’t go without my gun.”

Miss Brunner started the tiny 75 hp motor and they
ascended into the night. At nine thousand feet, a little
below the chopper’s ceiling, she swung north-ast. Below
them the snow glowed in the light of a partial moon. Jerry
glared down at 1t, his body and brain like lcad. Even Miss
Brunner was a comfort to him. He turned from the white
depression of Ragnorak to her small strong face, limned in
blue light from the instrument panel. She looked very
capable.

“I'm not sure of anything any more.” He made a
tentative gesture. “In the last few weeks I've had hundreds
of deja vu experiences ~ And he had, too.

The North Sea crept underneath the helicopter.

“Really?”” Miss Brunner’s laugh wasn’t at all comforting.
Her eyes were very bright as she turned to him.

“I'd have expected something more original from you,
Mr Cornelius.” @

ANTHONY HAYDEN-GUEST:
HOW THE SPONSORS HELPED OUT

Musak, Hertz, and Cellophane
Have all sent parcels to the Front
IBM sent us a brain

Playboy sent a plastic cunt

EMI for recreation

Sent hits by wholesome entertainers
The Container Corporation

Sent containers of containers

The Saféways chicken broiler farms

Sent sheets of parti-coloured stamps

The Board of Butlins sent a warm

Good Morning, Lads! from all their camps

The Postmaster sent a Greeting
Cablegram (delivered late)

The Peace Corps sent pamphlets on eating
Wisely, which we pulped. and ate

Carters sent some Tested Seeds
Woolworths sent simulated pearls
Gala Films filled different needs
With film-clips of extraordinary girls

Alcoa, Kapok. Fibreglass

Forward their Springwear Catalogue
Modelled by glamorous bits of arse
For a post-nuclear spread in Vogue

Lyons sent Individual Pies

Medici Prints sent us Good Taste
Carelessness of ICl's

Sent mounds of bio-chemical waste

Boots sent drugs (for normal uses)
Time sent its version of the news
United Fruit sent canned fruit juices
Polaroid sent vivid views

Andrex sent rolls of tinted tissue
Esso sent tigers for our tanks
Fortune sent a double 1ssue
Devoted to the Central Banks

Hamleys sent toys, and party tricks
Polythene sent a see-through lunch
Nabisco, Mars, and Weetabix

All turn up trumps betore the crunch

Unilever sent detergent
Porton sent bottles ol discase
The Prudential sent an urgent
Refund. on all policies

Hilton sent pictures ol a penthouse

The Haig Fund sent remembrance poppies
Rank-Xerox copies us, and sent us

Copies of copies of their copies

The Readers Digest sent a number

Of compressed Thoughts for us to read
Norwegian Pine sent lengths of lumber
Which they seem to think we'll need

Revion, Yardleys, Rubinstein

Send lotions to preserve the skin
Gallup sends a dotted line

The Censor sends a Vision of Sin [l
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By D. M.Thomas

NOTES FIRST MONTH

The poem describes the
feelings of a girl
bearing an illegitimate
child; specifically, in
terms of the myth, it

is Ariadne after

Theseus has deserted

her to return to Athens.
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to think that when i played as a child on
this island - the maze was already built in

which i twist and writhe - and which my
hands contain
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he walks with me on the island he has found
to hide my guilt - his words are laconic on
leaving - you look well - if there is any-
thing you need
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.g. ballard:

beach
murders

AN ENTERTAINMENT FOR GEORGE MacBETH

INTRODUCTION

Readers hoping to solve the mystery of the Beach Murders
—involving a Romanoff Princess, a CIA agent, two of his
Russian counterparts, and an American limbo dancer—may
care to approach it in the form of the card game with which
Quimby, the absconding State Department cipher chief,
amused himself in his hideaway on the Costa del Sol. The
principal clues have therefore been alphabetised. The
correct key might well be a familiar phrase, e.g. PLAY-
MATE OF THE MONTH, or meaningless, e.g. qwert
vuiop . .. etc. Obviously any number of solutions is pos-
sible, and a final answer to the mystery, like the motives
and character of Quimby himself, lies forever hidden.

Auto-erotic

As always after her bath. the reflection of her naked body
filled the Princess with a profound sense of repose. In the
triptych of mirrors above the dressing table she gazed at the
endless rephicas oi herseli, the scent of the Guerlain helio-
trope soothing her slight migraine. She lowered her arms as

the bedroom door opened. Through the faint mist of

talcum she recognised the handsome, calculating face of the

Russian agent whose photograph she had seen in Statler’s
briefcase that afternoon.

Brassiere

Statler waded through the breaking surf. The left cup of the
brassiere in his hand was stained with blood. He bent down
and washed it in the warm water. The pulsing headlamps of
the Mercedes parked below the corniche road lit up the
cove. Where the hell was Lydia? Somewhere along the
beach a woman with a bloody breast would frighten the
wits out of the Russian landing party.

Cordobes

The self-contained face of the bullfighter, part gamun, part
Beatle. lay below Quimby as he set out the cards on the
balcony table. Whatever clse they said about the boy, he
never moved his feet. By contrast Raissa was pacing around
the bedroom like a tigress in rut. Quimby could hear her
wide Slavic hips brushing against his Paisley dressing-gown
behind the escritoire. What these obsessives in Moscow and
Washington failed to realise was that for once he might
have no motive at all.
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Drinamyl

Those bloody little capsules, Raissa thought. No wonder
the West was dying. Every time she was ready to lure
Quimby over to Sir Giles’'s villa he took one of the
tranquillisers, then went down to the sea and talked to the
beachniks. At Benidorm he even had the nerve to bring one
of the Swedish girls back to the apartment. Hair down to
her knees, breasts like thimbles, the immense buttocks of a
horse. Ugh.

Embonpoint

The Princess slid the remains of the eclair into her mouth.
As she swallowed the pastry she pouted her cream-tilled lips
at Statler. He lowered his rolled-up copy ot Time Atlantic,
with its photo of Quimby betore the House Committee.
The dancers moved around the tea-terrace to the soft
rhythm of the fox-trot. There was something sensuous,
almost sexual, about Manon’s compulsive eating ot eclairs.
This magnificent Serbo-Croat cow, had she any idea what
was going to happen to her”

Fata Morgana

Lydia felt his hand move along the plastic zipper of her
dress. She lay on the candlewick bedspread, gazing at the
sea and the white sand. Apart tfrom the dotty English
milord who had rented the villa to them the place was
empty. As Kovarski hesitated the silence seemed to amplity
all the uncertainties she had noticed since their arrival at
San Juan. The meeting at the nudist colony on the Isle du
Levant had not been entirely fortuitous. She reached up
and loosened the zip. As her breasts came out she turned to
face him. Kovarski was sitting up on one elbow, staring
through his Zeiss binoculars at the apartment block 300
vards along the beach.

Guardia Civil

Quimby watched the olive-uniformed policemen ambling
along the shore, their quaint Napoleonic hats shielding their
eyes as they scanned the girls on the beach. When it came
to the crunch, on whose side would they see themselves

Stat’s., the Russians’. or his own? Quimby shuttled the
Cordobes-backed cards. The platinum-haired call-girl who
ived 1in the next apartment was setting ott tor Alicante in

er pink Fiat. Quimby sipped his whiskey. Five minutes
earlier he had discovered the concealed aerial ot Raissa’s

transmittern

Heterodvne

Kovarskr was worrnied. The sight of Raissa’'s body on the
pony skin reminded him that Statler was stull to be
reckoned with. The piercing whistle from the portable radio

confirmed that Raissa had been 'ying there since dusk. He

Page 28




knelt down, eyes lingering for a last moment on the silver
clasps ot her Gossard suspenders. He put his finger in her
mouth and ran it around her gums, searching for the
capsule. A cherry popped into his palm. With a grimace he
dropped it into the vodkatini by the radio. He opened
Raissa’s right hand and from the frozen clasp of her thumb
and forefinger removed the capsule. As he read the message
his brow furrowed. What the devil had the Princess to do
with Quimby? Was this some insane CIA plot to restore the
Romanotis?

lguana

The jade reptile shattered on the tiled tloor at Sir Giles’s
feet. With an effort he regained his balance. Pretending to
straighten his Old Etonian tie, he touched the painful bruise
under his breast-bone. He looked up at the tough, square-
jawed face of the American girl. Would she hit him again?
She glared at him contemptuously, bare feet planted wide
on the pony skin. Ah well, he thought, there had been
worse moments. At Dunkirk the bombs falling from  the
Stukas had made the beach drum like a dancing tloor.

Jasmine

Statler gazed at the white salver-shaped flowers in the
lobby. Their nacreous petals, bled ot all colour, reminded
him of Manon’s skin, and then of Quimby’s large pallid
face, with its too-intelligent eyes watching over the sunken
cheeks like a snide Buddha's. Was the exchange a fair one,
the Princess for the complex, moody cipher chiet? He
walked out through the revolving doors of the hotel into
the bright Alicante sunlight, realising with a pang that he
would never see Manon again.

Kleenex

Raissa bent torwards over the bed. With the ring finger of

her right hand she litted her eyelid. For a moment the
elegant mask ol her tace was contorted like an obscene
paraquet’s. She tapped the lower lid and the micro-lens
jumped on to the tissue. The minute R on its rim shone in
the beam of the Angelpoise. She wiped the lenses and
placed them in the polarimeter. As the door ot the sate
opened, revealing the dials of the transmitter, she listened
to Quimby singing Arrivederci Roma in the bathroom. All
that drinamy! and whiskey would keep the pig drowzy for
at least an hour.

L.imbo

The bar had been a mere twelve inches from the floor.
Kovarski recollected, as he felt the hard curve ol Lydia’s
iliac crest under the midnight blue stretch pants. For once
the nightclub in Benidorm was hushed, everyone watching
as this demented American girl with the incredible thighs
had edged under the bar, hips jerking to the throb of the
juke-box. Kovarski picked his nose, involuntarily thinking
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about Stat. The C1A man had a face like ice.

M ercedes

The brake servos had gone. Holding the hand-brake, Lydia
groped behind Kovarski’s chest for the off-side door handle.
The Russian lay against the sill, his handsome face
beginning to sag like the first slide of an avalanche. As the
door opened he fell backwards on to the gravel. Lydia
released the handbrake and let the car roll forwards. When
Kovarski had gone she wound up the window, elegantly
starred by the bullet which had passed through the door.
She flashed the headlamps for the last time and pressed the
starter.

Neapolitan

Raissa finished off the remains of Quimby’s ice-cream with
the eager lips of a child. In three hours they would be six
fathoms under the Mediterranean, due to surface for the

first time in the Baltic. She would miss the sunlight, and the
small, dark Spaniards with their melancholy eyes following
her down the dusty street to the bodega. In the end it
would be worth it. Throw away the Man-Tan, as Kovarski
often quoted to her in his mock-Yevtushenko, the sky will
soon be full of suns.

Oceanid

For a moment Manon realised that Kovarski was undecided
whether to rape or kill her. She backed into the bathroom.
her left hand covering her powdered breasts. The trapped
steam billowed into Kovarski’s face. He goggled at her like
an insane student in a Dostoevski novel. He stepped across
the cork bathmat and took her elbow in a surprisingly
tender gesture. Then the alabaster soap-dish caught her on
the side of the head. A second later she was lying in a hot
mess in the bath, Kovarski’s arms moving over her head like

pistons.

Poseidon

Quimby handled the bottle of Black Label with a respect
due their long acquaintance. The proto-Atlantic ocean had
covered all North America and Europe except for Scotland,
leaving intact a percolation system 300 million years old.
As he filled his glass he watched Sir Giles’s villa on the bluff
above the cove. The swarthy Russian and his American
beatnik had moved in yesterday. No doubt Stat was at the
Carlton in Alicante. Quimby set out the cards for the last
game. The hand would be hard to play, but luckily he was

still dealing.

Quietus

Statler was dying in the dark surf. As the Russian bosun let
him drift away in the shallow water he was thinking of the

Princess and her immense brown nipples. Had she borne a
child then, keeping alive the fading memories of the

Austro-Hungarian Empire? The burning wreck of the
Mercedes shone through the water, illuminating the bodies
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of the two Russians being dragged towards the dinghy.
Statler lay back in the cold water as his blood ran out into

the sea.

Remington

Lydia knelt by Kovarski's Travel-Riter. In the courtyard
below the bedroom window Sir Giles was setting off for
Alicante in his battered Citroen. That twitching old goat,
did the English ever think about anything else? She
removed the hood from the typewriter, then peered at the
new ribbon she had inserted while Kovarski was in San
Juan. The imprint of the letters shone in the sunlight. She
jotted them onto the bridge pad, then tore off the sheet
and slipped it into the left cup of her brassiere.

Smith & Wesson

Kovarski blundered through the darkness among the dunes.
Below him the surf broke like a lace shawl on the beach.
The whole operation was going to pieces. By now Raissa
should have been here with Quimby. He climbed the slope

up to the Mercedes. As he felt for the pistol in the glove
compartment something moved on the gravel behind him.
The gun-flash lit up the interior of the car. Kovarski fell
sideways across the seat. The second bullet passed through
his chest and went on into the off-side door.

Tranquiliser

Statler opened the capsule and drew out the folded tissue.
In Raissa’s untouched vodkatini the rice paper flared like a
Japanese water-flower. He fished it out with the toothpick
and laid it on the salver. So this was how they made
contact. He looked down at the body on the pony skin and
smiled to himself. With luck Kovarski would literally eat his
own words. As he turned the Russian girl over with his foot
the cherry popped from her mouth. He pushed it back
between her lips and went over to the Travel-riter.

UV. Lamp

With a sigh the Princess dropped the goggles into the
douche-bag on the dressing table. In spite of her efforts, the
months of summer bathing on the Cote d’Azur before her
meeting with Stat, her skin remained as white as the
jasmine blossoms in the lobby. In her veins ran the
haemophilic blood of the Romanoffs, yet the time to
revenge Ekaterinburg had passed. Did Stat realise this?

Vivaldi

Lydia tuned in Radio Algiers with a wet forefinger. The



French had left some damned good records behind. She
stood on the pony skin, admiring her tough, man-like hips
as she dried herself after the swim. Her sharp nails caressed
the cold skin of her breasts. Then she noticed Sir Giles's
marmoset-like face peering at her through the fronds of the
miniature palm beside the bedroom door.

Wave Speed

6,000 metres per second, enough to blow Stat straight
through the rear window of the Merc. Kovarski lifted the
hood and lowered the bomb into the slot behind the
battery. Over his shoulder he peered into the darkness
across the sea. Two miles out, where the deep water began,
the submarine would be waiting, the landing party
crouched by their dinghy under the coning-hatch. He
tightened the terminals, licking the blood from the re-
opened wound on his hand. The Princess had packed a lot
of muscle under that incredible ivory skin.

XF-169

The Lockheed performance data would make a useful
bonus, Raissa reflected as she slipped her long legs into the
stretch pants. The charge account at GUM and the dacha in
the Crimea were becoming a distinct possibility. The door
opened behind her. Siphon in hand, Quimby stared at her
half-naked figure. Without thinking, she put her hands over
her breasts. For once his face registered an expression of
surprising intelligence.

Yardley

Sir Giles helped himself to Statler’'s after-shave lotion. He
looked down at the Princess. Even allowing for her size, the
quantity of expressed blood was unbelievable. His small
face was puckered with embarrassment as he met her blank
eyes staring up at the shower fitment. He listened to the
distant sounds of traffic coming through the empty suite.
He turned on the shower. As the drops spattered on the red
skin the magnificence of her white body made his mind
reel.

Zeitgeist

The great fans of the guardia civil Sikorski beat the air over
the apartment block. Quimby bent down and retrieved two
of the cards from the tiled floor. Below, along the beach
road, the Spanish speed cops were converging on the wreck
of the Mercedes. Quimby sat back as the helicopter
battered away through the darkness. All in all, everything
had worked out. The face of Cordobes still regarded him
from the backs of the cards. A full moon was coming up
over the Sierra. In the Alicante supermarket the hips of the
counter girls shook to Trini Lopez. In the bodega wine was
only ten pesetas a liter, and the man with the deck still
controlled the play
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T IS DARK OUTSIDE, empty and cold too I know, dirty

cold because this city is dirty and the people are dirty and
it is not like winters were in Wyoming, white and clean and
sharp on the face and in the chest. But they were empty
there too only you never knew it because it was so blinding
bright on the ground and so blue in the sky like robins’ eggs
would be if you mixed a little black in them, and there
weren’'t any noises except maybe the horses snorting and
stamping their feet and Ponny yelling and Buzzy crying
because Donny dumped show down her back and Nick
slapping his big-mittened hands against his sides.

It’s no different here, the noise. There isn't any, but it is
a dead no-noise and people are dying on the floor below.
What time is it that there isn’t any noise? | would scream if
| could but I am frightened to scream because | would not
know what to do if someone came, and it would be worse if
no one came so | will not scream even though it is late and
dark and | am empty inside.

Aunt Laura | hate you because you made me more
empty when | wanted you to smile and I would smile back
and you would tell me how everyone in Wyoming was and
how Donny was going into the Air Force at seventeen next
month and how Buzzy looked when she went to her first
dance and about mother and Nick. | hate them because |
love them and don’t like them and they don’t know me
because | never let them know me. | couldn’t and they
didn’t understand I couldn’t because | know so much more
than they do, but I don’t know anything and | hate me and
them because | am frightened and empty inside.

Why Janie, you said, you look lovely.

And you sat in the chair at the side of my bed, knowing
it was not serious, that it was just female trouble, you know
when the flow reverses at that time of the month and bends
a little oh so tiny female hair back and ruptures the follicle
the doctor told you, a little infection and a few days in the
hospital nothing at all but just to be on the safe side. Laugh
| wanted to laugh but I would have shrieked. | was a wire
stretched too taut and | would have snapped and whip-
sawed and never have been joined again, and you were
plucking on me and the gentle doctor whom | love was
plucking and the city and the people and you didn’t see the
blue-black holes in the crooks of my arms and the backs of
my hands or if you did you didn’t understand them. That is
where they put the tubes so they can pour blood and
plasma into you to make you strong again. But you were
confident and cheery and spooned me verbal chicken soup
which is what | wanted you to do, but it did not make me
feel different and it did not make me love them or them
love me and please oh goddamn you why didn’t you help
me”’

You smiled at your lovely little black-haired Janie niece
and we chatted so very nicely and it was sweet of you, you
thought, to bring me the pretty picture cover magazines
and the chocolates and then finally you had to leave with
my love to be given to everybody back home and after
marveling at the Radio City Rockettes you returned to
your hotel and now you and all your Church Group friends
have landed again in Wyoming and are back in your homes
with hooked rugs and soft mattresses and sleeping well
under the clean Wyoming sky.

The sky 1s warm there because it is dark, soft darkness
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not like the dead darkness here, and full of stars so very full
of twinkling little lights that when | was a little girl I used
to think it would get too heavy and sag and burst and spill
the stars in shining streams and | would catch them in my
hands like grains of sand and they would be bright like tears
and | would cry with joy. I hate you all because your sky is
endless and warm and friendly, and I tried to go back to my
friendly sky over Wyoming three years ago when | was
twenty but the sky was stiff and the stars were dead.

What did you feel about him my father, mother? Did
you love him or hate him or want him or just let him have
you without caring either way? You were silent and this
was the only part of you I never understood and I could
not escape you until I knew. But you were hard and kept it
locked in the granite of your heart and if you had only let
me have him it might have been better for you and I. Thank
you at least for saving one picture of him, the one | have
carried with me since | was seven and the one | showed to
people in Chicago when 1 went looking for him after |
found the shredded envelope and letter to me you thought
I'd never know about.

My father restless and always running it was something
out of a barely funny novel when they told me in Chicago
that he’d gone to Alaska two weeks earlier. And | followed
him and found where he had been in Anchorage, but he was
gone already because the money | had stolen from you and
Nick nad run out almost and | stayed in small towns and
worked sometimes as a waitress and sometimes as a cleaning
girl which would have gnawed at your dignity like a barn
rat if you had known and two months passed before | got
there.

So | went back home and you and Nick sent me to the
University where | was very successful even though | was
only seventeen because | was always a bright girl. My



medical student was five years older than I and quiet and he
knew more about almost everything than | did and we
talked a lot, sometimes about my being a virgin and | knew
he was the right one. The boys at home were hungry and
snickering and crude and though I had touched some of
them through their pants and let them put their hands on
me and sometimes their fingers in me | did not want them
to do it because they were dirty. But my medical student
was different and one Sunday we went to church together
then to his apartment where he washed himself and very
neatly and precisely deflowered me on top of a clean sheet
and | was neither happy nor sad.

Later something went wrong and he offered to marry me
but | didn't love him and he didn’t love me although he was
nice so I went to San Francisco which seemed as far away
from everything as any other place and since | was grown
and ready to accept responsibility I went ahead and had my
baby. It didn’t mean anything to me but I had to see that it
would be properly cared for and so I told the lawyer |
wanted to meet these people who wanted the baby. I didn't
like them at first and said no, but they had the right income
to see it would have all it needed and would go to school
and they seemed to love it though I didn’t see how they
could so | finally told the lawyer all right. The lawyer was
nice and afterwards | let him take me out and on our third
date we went to bed and then it grew strange in San
Francisco and there were a lot of people and a homosexual
lived with my roommate and | for a while and there were
always parties and | took amphetamine and learned to
drink martinis and margueritas and smoke marijuana and |
learned to fuck very well but | have never had an orgasm at
least | don’t think I have even though | get passionate and
excited so bad | think I can't stand it. Do you know about
fucking, mother? Did you and my father do it much?

Before you were married” And after the divorce did you
fuck with Nick betore you married him? Oh never mind
because it doesn’t matter anyway, but you would not
believe how much | know about it. Once I tried to count
how many there had been and I got as far as 16 and then |
knew there were too many faces and hands ever for me to
remember them all so I gave it up and went back to sleep.
Someday maybe | will tell you about them even how |
made our little homosexual do it o me and how he got sick
and vomited later and about how black skin looks lying
across my white belly and my white breasts and how
terribly exciting it 1s. Then when you hear that maybe your
granite heart will crack and fall into little crumbly pieces
and all of us, you and I and Donny and Nick and Buzzy and
Laura and all the others can hate each other in peace.

| have never known anybody and no one has ever known
me. But why should anyone ever know anyone? that is
senseless and it does not make anything better. Or worse.
Except Jackson, Jackson | knew or at least | was with him,
my big bay horse, and we spent long afternoons together
and he carried me with long easy strides, gaping nostrils and
foam at the ends of his bit and my hair tangling in the wind
but you had him gelded when I was 12. He was too mean
you said and dangerous you said and | looked at what you
had done to him and should have hated you but | didn't
and | did not miss him, nor he me, though we were never
together again.

My nipples are brown now instead of the pretty pale
pink they once were and my thighs and belly and the
undersides of my breasts are scored with jagged white scars
and at first | could not look at myself naked in a mirror but
that passed soon, for | had become neither better nor worse
and | had become no uglier that I had been pretty, nor
prettier than I had been ugly. | had changed that is all and
change is only change and nothing more.

If I had found my father we would have shook hands or
maybe kissed each other and had dinner and drinks and
talked for a while and then he would have gone and | would
have gone because there was nothing really we could have
done with each other and so after the first time | never
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