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THE CREATURE HAD taken hold of his Iip and pulled
his muscle off his bone, as though renoving a
Bal acl ava.' Still with ne?

Here's another taste of what you can expect from
Cive Barker: 'Each man, woman and child in that
seething tower was sightless. They saw only through the
eyes of the city. They were thoughtless, but to think
the city's thoughts. And they believed thenselves
deathless, in their lunbering, relentless strength.
Vast and nmad and deat hl ess.'

You see that Barker is as powerfully visionary as
he is gruesone. One nore quote, fromyet another story:

"What would a Resurrection be wthout a few
| aughs?'

| quote that deliberately, as a warning to the
fai nthearted. | f you |like your hor r or fiction
reassuring, both wunreal enough not to be taken too
seriously and famliar enough not to risk spraining
your inmagination or waking up your nightmares when you
t hought they were safely put to sleep, these books are
not for you. If, on the other hand, you're tired of
tales that tuck you up and nake sure

the night light is on before leaving you, not to
nmention the parade of CGood Stories Wll Told which have



have been, but the tendency has also produced a good
deal of irresponsible nonsense, and there is no reason
why the whole field should | ook backward. VWhen it cones
to the imagination, the only rules should be one's own
instincts, and Cive Barker's never falter. To say (as
some horror witers argue, it seens to ne defensively)
that horror fiction is fundanmentally concerned with
reminding us what is normal, if only by showing the
supernatural and alien to be abnormal, is not too far
from saying (as quite a few publishers' editors
apparently think) that horror fiction nust be about
ordi nary everyday people confronted by the alien. Thank
heaven nobody convinced Poe of that, and thank heaven
for witers as radical as Cive Barker.

Not that he's necessarily averse to traditional
thenes, but they cone out transforned when he's
finished with them 'Sex, Death and Starshine' is the
ultimte haunted theatre story, 'Human Renains' is a
brilliantly original variation on the doppel ganger
theme, but both these take familiar thenes further than
ever before, to conclusions that are both blackly comc
and weirdly optimstic. The sane night be said of 'New
Murders in the Rue Mrgue', a dauntingly optimstic
conmedy of the mmcabre, but now we're in the nore
challenging territory of Barker's radical sexual



any of those. 'Scape-CGoats', his island tale of terror,
actually uses that staple of the dubbed horror film and
vi deocassette, the underwater zonbie, and 'Son of
Cel lul oid" goes straight for a biological taboo with a
directness worthy of the films of David Cronenberg, but
it's worth pointing out that the real strength of that
story is its flow of invention. So it is with tales
such as 'In the Hlls, the Cties' (which gives the lie
to the notion, agreed to by too many horror witers,
that there are no original horror stories) and 'The
Skins of the Fathers'. Their fertility of invention
recalls the great fantastic painters, and indeed |
can't think of a contenporary witer in the field whose
wor k demands nore loudly to be illustrated. And there's
nore: the terrifying 'Pig-Blood Blues'; 'Dread' , which
wal ks the shaky tightrope between clarity and voyeurism
that any treatnent of sadism risks; nore, but | think
it's alnpst time | got out of your way.

Here you have nearly a quarter of a mllion words
of him (at least, | hope you ve bought all three
volunmes; he'd planned them as a single book), his
choice of the best of eighteen nonths' worth of short
stories, witten in the evenings while during the days
he wote plays (which, by the way, have played to full
houses) . It seems to me to be an astonishing



THE DEAD HAVE hi ghways

They run, wunerring lines of ghost-trains, of
dream carri ages, across the wastel and behind our |ives,
bearing an endless traffic of departed souls. Their
thrum and throb can be heard in the broken places of
the world, through cracks nade by acts of cruelty,
viol ence and depravity. Their freight, the wandering
dead, can be glinpsed when the heart is close to
bursting, and sights that should be hidden conme plainly
into view

They have sign-posts, these highways, and bridges
and | ay-bys. They have turnpi kes and intersections.

It is at these intersections, where the crowds of
dead mingle and cross, that this forbidden highway is

nost likely to spill through into our world. The
traffic is heavy at the cross-roads, and the voices of
the dead are at their nost shrill. Here the barriers

that separate one reality from the next are worn thin
wi th the passage of innunerable feet.

Such an intersection on the highway of the dead
was |ocated at Nunmber 65, Tollington Place. Just a
brick-fronted, nock-Georgian detached house, Number 65
was



it warped the beans. It rattled the windows. It rattled
the mind too. Nunber 65, Tollington Place was a haunted
house, and no-one could possess it for long wthout
insanity setting in.

At sone time in its history a horror had been
comitted in that house. No-one knew when, or what. But
even to the untrained observer the oppressive
at nosphere of the house, particularly the top storey,
was unmi st akable. There was a nenory and a promise of
blood in the air of Nunber 65, a scent that lingered in
the sinuses, and turned the strongest stonmach. The
building and its environs were shunned by vernin, by
birds, even by flies. No woodlice cramed in its
kitchen, no starling had nested in its attic. Watever
vi ol ence had been done there, it had opened the house
up, as surely as a knife slits a fish's belly; and
through that cut, that wound in the world, the dead
peered out, and had their say.

That was the runmour anyway.

It was the third week of the investigation at 65,
Tollington Place. Three weeks of unprecedented success
in the realmof the paranormal. Using a newconer to the
busi ness, a twenty-year-old called Sinon MNeal, as a
medium the Essex University Parapsychology Unit had



seenmed, whatever cane into their heads. Their nanes, of
course, and their birth and death dates. Fragnents of
menories, and well-w shes to their Iiving descendants,
strange elliptical phrases that hinted at their present
torments and nourned their |ost joys. Sonme of the hands
were square and ugly, sone delicate and fem nine. There
wer e obscene drawi ngs and hal f-finished jokes al ongside
lines of romantic poetry. A badly drawn rose. A gane of
noughts and crosses. A shopping list.

The famobus had cone to this wailing wall -
Mussolini was there, Lennon and Janis Joplin - and
nobodi es too, forgotten people, had signed thenselves
beside the greats. It was a roll-call of the dead, and
it was growi ng day by day, as though word of mouth was
spreadi ng anongst the lost tribes, and seducing them
out of silence to sign this barren room with their
sacred presence.

After a lifetime's work in the field of psychic
research, Doctor Florescu was well accustoned to the
hard facts of failure. It had been al nost confortable,
settling back into a certainty that the evidence would
never manifest itself. Now, faced with a sudden and
spect acul ar success, she felt both el ated and confused.



Upstairs, the noises stopped.

Mary | ooked at her watch: it was six-seventeen p.m
For sonme reason best known to the visitors, the
contact never lasted rmuch after six. She'd wait 'til
hal f-past then go up. Wat would it have been today?
W would have come to that sordid little room and
left their mark?

"Shall | set up the caneras?" Reg Fuller, her
assi stant, asked.
' Pl ease, ' she nur mur ed, di stracted by

expectati on.

"Wonder what we'll get today?

"W'll leave himten mnutes.'

"Sure.’

Upstairs, MNeal slunped in the corner of the
room and watched the Cctober sun through the tiny
window. He felt a little shut in, all alone in that
damm place, but he still snmiled to hinself, that warm
beatific smile that nelted even the npbst academc
heart. Especially Doctor Florescu's: oh yes, the wonan
was infatuated with his snle, his eyes, the lost |ook
he put on for her.

It was a fine gane.



wote, ha, he laughed to think of it, the names he
found in tel ephone directories.

Yes, it was indeed a fine gamne.

She pronmised him so much, she tenpted him with
fame, encouraging every lie that he invented. Prom ses
of wealth, of applauded appearances on the television,
of an adul ation he'd never known before. As long as he
produced the ghosts.

He smled the snile again. She called him her Go-
Bet ween: an innocent carrier of nessages. She'd be up
the stairs soon - her eyes on his body, his voice close
to tears with her pathetic excitenment at another series
of scrawl ed nanes and nonsense.

He liked it when she |ooked at his nakedness, or
all but nakedness. Al his sessions were carried out
with himonly dressed in a pair of briefs, to preclude
any hidden aids. A ridicul ous precaution. Al he needed
were the |eads under his tongue, and enough energy to
fling hinmself around for half an hour, bellowing his
head off.

He was sweating. The groove of his breast-bone
was slick with it, his hair plastered to his pale
forehead. Today had been hard work: he was | ooking
forward to getting out of the room sluicing hinself



How they buzzed, these harmess insect voices,
buzzed and sang and conpl ai ned. How t hey conpl ai ned.

Mary Florescu drummed the table with her fingers.
Her wedding ring was |oose today, she felt it noving
with the rhythm of her tapping. Sonetinmes it was tight
and sonetinmes |oose: one of those small nysteries that
she'd never analysed properly but sinply accepted. In
fact today it was very |oose: alnost ready to fall off.
She thought of Alan's face. Aan's dear face. She
thought of it through a hole nmde of her wedding ring,
as if down a tunnel. Was that what his death had been
like: being carried away and yet further away down a
tunnel to the dark? She thrust

the ring deeper on to her hand. Through the tips of
her index-finger and thunb she seened alnobst to taste
the sour netal as she touched it. It was a curious
sensation, an illusion of sone kind.

To wash the bitterness away she thought of the
boy. Hs face cane easily, so very easily, splashing
into her consciousness wth his smle and his
unremar kabl e physique, still unmanly. Like a girl
really - the roundness of him the sweet clarity of his
skin - the innocence.



seened suddenly alive:

the very nmolecules of oxygen, hydrogen, nitrogen
jostled against her in an intimate enbrace. The ninbus
around Fuller's head was spreading, finding fellow
radiance in every object in the room The unnatural
sense in her fingertips was spreading too. She could
see the colour of her breath as she exhaled it: a pinky
orange glanour in the bubbling air. She could hear,
quite clearly, the voice of the desk she sat at: the
| ow whine of its solid presence.

The world was opening up: throwing her senses
into an ecstasy, coaxing theminto a wild confusion of
functions. She was capable, suddenly, of knowing the
world as a system not of politics or religions, but as
a system of senses, a system that spread out from the
living flesh to the inert wood of her desk, to the
stale gold of her wedding ring.

And further. Beyond wood, beyond gold. The crack
opened that led to the highway. In her head she heard

voi ces that came fromno |iving nouth.
She | ooked up, or rather sone force thrust her
head back violently and she found herself staring up at
the ceiling. It was covered with worns. No, that was



It saw another sight, the lie in him the absence
of power where she'd thought there had been sonething
wonderful. He had no talent to commune w th ghosts, nor
had ever had, she saw this plainly. He was a little
liar, a boy-liar, a sweet, white boy-liar wthout the
conpassion or the w sdom to understand what he had
dared to do.

Now it was done. The lies were told, the tricks
were played, and the people on the highway, sick beyond
death of being msrepresented and nocked, were buzzing
at the crack in the wall, and demandi ng sati sfacti on.

That crack she had opened: she had unknow ngly
fingered and funmbled at, unlocking it by slow degrees.
Her desire for the boy had done that: her endless
thoughts of him her frustration, her heat and her
di sgust at her heat had pulled the crack wider. O all
the powers that nmade the system manifest, love, and its
conpani on, passion, and their conpanion, |oss, were the
nmost potent. Here she was, an enbodiment of all three.
Lovi ng, and wanting, and sensi ng acutely t he
i mpossibility of the former two. Wapped up in an agony
of feeling which she had denied herself, believing she
| oved the boy sinply as her Go-Between.



conmon intersection they stood at.

Ful l er heard the sound.

"Doctor? He |ooked up fromhis tinkering and his
face - washed with a blue light she could see fromthe
corner of her eye - bore an expression of enquiry.

"Did you say sonething? he asked.

She thought, with a fillip of her stomach, of how
this was bound to end.

The ether-faces of the dead were quite clear in
front of her. She could see the profundity of their
suffering and she could synpathize with their ache to
be heard.

She saw plainly that the highways that crossed at
Tollington Place were not common thoroughfares. She was
not staring at the happy, idling traffic of the
ordinary dead. No, that house opened onto a route
wal ked only by the victinse and the perpetrators of
vi ol ence. The nen, the wonen, the children who had died
enduring all the pains nerves had wit to nuster, wth
their mnmnds branded by the circunstances of their
deat hs. El oquent beyond words, their eyes spoke their
agonies, their ghost bodies still bearing the wounds
that had Kkilled them She could also see, ningling
freely with the innocents, their slaughterers and
tormentors. These nonsters, frenzied, mush- m nded



lived in a tiny corner of the world, and that the

rest of it, the Third, Fourth and Fifth Wrlds, were
pressing at his lying back, hungry and irrevocable. The
sight of his panic was also a snell and a taste to her.
Yes, she tasted him as she had always |onged to, but it
was not a kiss that married their senses, it was his
growing panic. It filled her up: her enpathy was total.
The fearful glance was hers as much as his - their dry
throats rasped the sane snall word:

"Pl ease -'

That the child learns. 'Please -, That wins care
and gifts.

" Pl ease -

That even the dead, surely, even the dead nust
know and obey.

' Pl ease -,

Today there would be no such nercy given, she
knew for certain. These ghosts had despaired on the
hi ghway a grieving age, bearing the wounds they had
died with, and the insanities they had slaughtered
with. They had endured his levity and insolence, his
idiocies, the fabrications that had nade a game of
their ordeals. They wanted to speak the truth.



loured over the highway. It overwhelnmed the nere
reality of the house.

"Pl ease,' she said, her eyes rolling up to the fading
subst ance of the ceiling.

Wder. Wder -The brittle world she inhabited was
stretched to breaking point.

Suddenly, it broke, like a dam and the black
wat ers poured through, inundating the room

Ful l er knew sonmething was amiss (it was in the
colour of his aura, the sudden fear), but he didn't
understand what was happening. She felt his spine
ripple: she could see his brain whirl.

"What's going on?' he said. The pathos of the
enqui ry rmade her want to | augh.

Upstairs, the water-jug in the witing room
shat t ered.

Fuller let her go and ran towards the door. It
began to rattle and shake even as he approached it, as
though all the inhabitants of hell were beating on the
other side. The handle turned and turned and turned.
The paint blistered. The key gl owed red- hot.

Ful I er | ooked back at the Doctor, who was still fixed
in that grotesque position, head back, eyes w de.



i mbs shook and collapsed. As he sank to the floor his
face began to blister like the door, and his corpse
rattle like the handle. He was inert stuff already: as
fit for this indignity as wood or steel.

Sonewhere to the East his soul joined the wounded
hi ghway, on its route to the intersection where a
nmonent previously he had died.

Mary Fl orescu knew she was al one. Above her the

marvel | ous boy, her beautiful, cheating child, was
withing and screeching as the dead set their vengeful
hands on his fresh skin. She knew their intention: she
could see it in their eyes - there was nothing new
about it. Every history had this particular tornment in
its tradition. He was to be used to record their
testaments. He was to be their page, their book, the
vessel for their autobiographies. A book of blood. A
book made of blood. A book witten in blood. She
thought of the grinoires that had been nade of dead
human skin: she'd seen them touched them She thought
of the tattooes she'd seen: freak show exhibits some of
them others just shirtless |abourers in the Street
with a nmessage to their nothers pricked across their
backs. It was not unknown, to wite a book of bl ood.



forced into silence for too long. Mary listened as his
voice wearied wth its conplaints, and she fought
against the weight of fear in her |inbs. Sonehow, she
felt, she nmust get up to the room It didn't matter
what was beyond the door or on the stairs -he needed
her, and that was enough

She stood up and felt her hair swirl up from her
head, flailing like the snake hair of +the Gorgon
Medusa. Reality swam - there was scarcely a floor to be
seen beneath her. The boards of the house were ghost-
wood, and beyond them a seething dark raged and yawned
at her. She looked to the door, feeling all the tine a
| ethargy that was so hard to fight off.

Clearly they didn't want her up there. Mybe, she
t hought, they even fear me a little. The idea gave her
resolution; why else were they bothering to intimdate
her unless her very presence, having once opened this
hole in the world, was now a threat to thenf?

The blistered door was open. Beyond it the
reality of the house had succunbed conpletely to the
how ing chaos of the highway. She stepped through
concentrating on the way her feet still touched solid
floor even though her eyes could no |onger see it. The
sky above her was prussian-blue, the highway was wide



She couldn't tell if they were laughing at her
clumsi ness, or sounding a warning at how far she had
got .

First step. Second step. Third step.

Though she was torn at from every side, she was
W nni ng against the crowd. Ahead she could see through

the door of the room to where her little liar was
sprawl ed, surrounded by his attackers. H's briefs were
around his ankles: the scene |ooked like a kind of
rape. He screamed no longer, but his eyes were wld
with terror and pain. At least he was still alive. The

natural resilience of his young mind had half accepted
the spectacle that had opened in front of him

Suddenly his head jerked around and he | ooked
strai ght through the door at her. In this extrenmty he

had dredged up a true talent, a skill that was a
fraction of Mary's, but enough to mmke contact with
her. Their eyes net. In a sea of blue darkness,

surrounded on every side with a

civilization they neither knew nor understood, their
living hearts net and marri ed.
"I'm sorry,' he said silently. It was infinitely
pitiful. '"I'"'m sorry. |I'm sorry.' He |ooked away, his
gaze wenched from hers.



a kind of focus, and she could see him in the enpty
room with the sun through the w ndow, and the
shattered jug at his side. Then her concentration would
falter and instead she'd see the invisible world nade
visible, and he'd be hanging in the air while they
wrote on him from every side, plucking out the hair on
his head and body to clear the page, witing in his
arnpits, witing on his eyelids, witing on his
genitals, in the crease of his buttocks, on the soles
of his feet.

Only the wounds were in common between the two
sights. Wether she saw him beset with authors, or
alone in the room he was bl eedi ng and bl eedi ng.

She had reached the door now Her trenbling hand
stretched to touch the solid reality of the handle, but
even with all the concentration she could nuster it
would not come clear. There was barely a ghost-inmage
for her to focus on, though it was sufficient. She
grasped the handle, turned it, and flung the door of
the witing room open.

He was there, in front of her. No nore than two
or three yards of possessed air separated them Their
eyes met again, and an eloquent |ook, common to the
living



with the anticipation of defeat. She reached to touch
him no longer having to fight against the hordes of
the dead; they were falling away from their quarry on
every side, like dying flies dropping froma w ndow.

She touched him lightly, on the face. The touch
was a benediction. Tears filled his eyes, and ran down
his scarified cheek, mingling with the bl ood.

The dead had no voices now, nor even nouths. They
were | ost along the highway, their malice damed.

Plane by plane the room began to re-establish
itself. The floor-boards becanme visible wunder his
sobbing body, every nail, every stained plank. The
wi ndows canme clearly into view - and outside the
twilight street was echoing wth the clanour of
children. The hi ghway had di sappeared from |iving human
sight entirely. Its travellers had turned their faces
to the dark and gone away into oblivion, |eaving only
their signs and their talisnans in the concrete world.

On the mddle I|anding of Nunber 65 the snoking,
blistered body of Reg Fuller was casually trodden by
the travellers' f eet as they passed over t he
intersection. At length Fuller's own soul canme by in
the throng and glanced down at the flesh he had once
occupi ed, before the crowd pressed him on towards his
j udgenent .



light surrounded him Every sense was in place. Sight.
Sound. Touch.

Touch.

She touched him now as she had never previously
dared, brushing her fingertips, oh so lightly, over his
body, running her fingers across the raised skin like a
blind woman reading braille. There were minute words on
every mllimetre of his body, witten in a nultitude of
hands. Even through the blood she could discern the
meticulous way that the words had harrowed into him
She could even read, by the dimming Ilight, an
occasi onal phrase. It was proof beyond any doubt, and
she w shed, oh God how she wished, that she had not
conme by it. And yet, after a lifetinme of waiting, here
it was: the revelation of life beyond flesh, witten in
flesh itself.

The boy would survive, that was clear. Already
the blood was drying, and the myriad wounds healing. He
was healthy and strong, after all: there would be no
fundamental physical danage. H's beauty was gone
forever, of course. From now on he would be an object
of curiosity at best, and at worst of repugnance and
horror. But she would protect him and he would |earn,
in tinme, how to know and trust her. Their hearts were
inextricably tied together.



She would read them all, report them all, every
last syllable that glistened and seeped beneath her
adoring fingers, so that the world would know the
stories that the dead tell.

He was a Book of Blood, and she his sole
transl ator.

As darkness fell, she left off her vigil and |ed
him naked, into the bal ny night.

Here then are the stories witten on the Book of
Blood. Read, if it pleases you, and |earn.
They are a map of that dark highway that |eads

out of life towards unknown destinations. Few will have
to take it. Mst wll go peacefully along lanplit
streets, ushered out of living wth prayers and

caresses. But for a few, a chosen few, the horrors wll
come, skipping to fetch them off to the highway of the
dammed.

So read. Read and | earn.

It's best to be prepared for the worst, after
all, and wise to learn to wal k before breath runs out.

THE M DNI GHT
MEAT TRAI'N



Was it really only a season since he stepped out
of Port Authority Bus Station and | ooked up 42nd Street
towards the Broadway intersection? So short a time to
| ose so many treasured ill usions.

He was enbarrassed now even to think of his
naivety. It made him w nce to remenber how he had stood
and announced al oud:

"New York, | love you.'

Love? Never.

It had been at best an infatuation.

And now, after only three nonths living with his
obj ect of adoration, spending his days and nights in
her presence, she had | ost her aura of perfection.

New York was just a city.

He had seen her wake in the norning like a slut,
and pick rmurdered nmen from between her teeth, and
suicides fromthe tangles of her hair. He had seen her
late at night, her dirty back streets shanelessly
courting depravity. He had watched her in the hot
afternoon, sluggish and wugly, indifferent to the
atrocities that were being conmitted every hour in her
throttl ed passages.

It was no Pal ace of Delights.

It bred death, not pleasure.



sirens began, or at twlight, when Manhattan was still
a mracle.

For those noments, and for the sake of his
dreans, he still gave her the benefit of the doubt,
even when her behaviour was |ess than | adyli ke.

She didn't make such forgiveness easy. In the few
nonths that Kaufman had lived in New York her streets
had been awash with spilt bl ood.

In fact, it was not so nmuch the streets
t hensel ves, but the tunnels beneath those streets.

' Subway Sl aughter' was the catch-phrase of the
month. Only the previous week another three killings
had been reported. The bodies had been discovered in
one of the subway cars on the AVENUE OF THE AMERI CAS,
hacked open and partially disenbowelled, as though an
efficient abattoir operative had been interrupted in
his work. The killings were so thoroughly professional
that the police

were interviewi ng every nan on their records who had
sonme past connection with the butchery trade. The neat-
packagi ng plants on the water-front were being watched,
t he sl aughter-houses scoured for clues. A swift arrest
was prom sed, though none was made.



completely stripped. Every shred of clothing, every
article of jewellery. Even the studs in her ears.

More bizarre than the stripping was the neat and
systematic way in which the clothes had been fol ded and
placed in individual plastic bags on the seat beside
t he cor pse.

This was no irrational slasher at work. This was
a highly-organized nmnd: a lunatic with a strong sense
of tidiness.

Further, and yet nobre bizarre than the careful
stripping of the corpse, was the outrage that had then
been perpetrated upon it. The reports clained, though
the Police Departnent failed to confirmthis, that the
body had been neticulously shaved. Every hair had been
removed: from the head, from the groin, from beneath
the arms; all cut and scorched back to the flesh. Even
the eyebrows and eyel ashes had been pl ucked out.

Finally, this all too naked slab had been hung by
the feet from one of the holding handles set in the
roof of the car, and a black plastic bucket, lined with
a black plastic bag, had been placed beneath the corpse
to catch the steady fall of blood fromits wounds.

In that state, stripped, shaved, suspended and
practically



It was said that the man who had found the body was in
protective custody in New Jersey, out of sight of
enquiring journalists. But the cover-up had failed.
Sonme greedy cop had |leaked the salient details to a
reporter from The Tinmes. Everyone in New York now knew
the horrible story of the slaughters. It was a topic of
conversation in every Deli and bar; and, of course, on
t he subway.

But Loretta Dyer was only the first.

Now t hree nore bodi es had been found in identical
circunstances; though the wrk had clearly been
interrupted on this occasion. Not all the bodies had
been shaved, and the jugulars had not been severed to
bl eed them There was another, nmore significant
difference in the discovery: it was not a tourist who
had stumbled on the sight, it was a reporter from The
New Yor k Ti nes.

Kauf man surveyed the report that sprawl ed across
the front page of the newspaper. He had no prurient
interest in the story, unlike his elbow mate along the
counter of the Deli. Al he felt was a nild disgust,
that nmade him push his plate of over-cooked eggs aside.
It was sinply further proof of his city's decadence. He
could take no pleasure in her sickness.



only the beginning of the horror. Mybe nore nurders

would follow, until at Jlast the mnurderer, in his
exhilaration or exhaustion, would step beyond caution
and be taken. Until then the city, Kaufman's adored

city, would live in a state somewhere between hysteria
and ecstasy.

At his el bow a bearded nman knocked over Kaufman's
cof f ee.

"Shit!' he said.

Kauf man shifted on his stool to avoid the dribble
of coffee running off the counter.

"Shit,' the nan said again.

No harm done,' said Kaufman.

He looked at the man with a slightly disdainful
expression on his face. The clumsy bastard was
attenpting to soak up the coffee with a napkin, which
was turning to mush as he did so.

Kauf man found hinself wondering if this oaf, with
his florid cheeks and his wuncultivated beard, was
capabl e of nurder. Was there any sign on that over-fed
face, any clue in the shape of his head or the turn of
his snall eyes that gave his true nature away?

The man spoke.

" Wannanot her ?'

Kauf man shook hi s head.



| ower jaw.
'Looks bad, huh?' he said.
What did he nean? The coffee? The absence of his
teet h?

"Three people Ilike that. Carved up.' Kaufnan
nodded.

' Makes you think,' he said. 'Sure.’

"I mean, it's a cover-up isn't it? They know who
didit.'

This conversation's ridicul ous, thought Kaufman.
He took off his spectacles and pocketed them the
bearded face was no longer in focus. That was sone
i mprovenent at | east.

'Bastards,' he said. °'Fucking bastards, all of
them 1'll lay you anything it's a cover-up.
"OfF what ?'

'They got the evidence: they're just keeping us
in the fucking dark. There's sonething out there that's
not human.'

Kauf man understood. It was a conspiracy theory
the oaf was trotting out. He'd heard them so often; a
panacea

"See, they do all this cloning stuff and it gets
out of hand.



heart that the nmonsters to be found in the tunnels were
perfectly hunan.

The bearded man threw his nobney on the counter
and got wup, sliding his fat bottom off the stained
pl astic stool.

"Probably a fucking cop,' he said, as his parting
shot. "Tried to make a fucking hero, made a fucking
nonst er

instead.' He grinned grotesquely. 'Lay you anything,'
he continued and | unbered out without another word.

Kaufman slowy exhal ed through his nose, feeling
the tension in his body abate.

He hated that sort of confrontation: it made him
feel tongue-tied and ineffectual. Cone to think of it,
he hated that kind of man: the opinionated brute that
New York bred so well.

It was coming up to six when Mihogany woke. The
nmorning rain had turned into a |light drizzle by
twilight. The air was about as clear-snelling as it
ever got in Mnhattan. He stretched on his bed, threw
off the dirty blanket and got up for work.

In the bathroom the rain was dripping on the box
of the air-conditioner, filling the apartnment with a



office; others, benign as sheep, would be wandering
hone down the Avenues, ushered along by a ceaseless

current of bodies. Still others would even now be
cramming on to the subway, blind to the graffiti on
every wall, deaf to the babble of their own voices, and

to the cold thunder of the tunnels.

It pleased Mahogany to think of that. He was,
after all, not one of the common herd. He could stand
at his w ndow and | ook down on a thousand heads bel ow
him and know he was a chosen nan.

He had deadlines to neet, of course, like the
people in the street. But his work was not their
sensel ess | abour, it was nore |ike a sacred duty.

He needed to live, and sleep, and shit like them
too. But it was not financial necessity that drove him
but the demands of history.

He was in a great tradition, that stretched
further back than Anerica. He was a night-stalker: Iike
Jack the Ripper, like Glles de Rais, a living
enbodi nent of death, a waith with a human face. He was
a haunter of sleep, and an awakener of terrors.

The peopl e bel ow himcould not know his face; nor
would care to look twice at him But his stare caught
them and weighed them up, selecting only the ripest



Al in all, he was content. To be part of that
great tradition was enough, would always have to remain
enough.

Recently, however, there had been discoveries.
They weren't his fault of course. Nobody could possibly
blane him But it was a bad tine. Life was not as easy
as it had been ten years ago. He was that rmuch ol der,
of course, and that nade the job nore exhausting; and
nore and nore the obligations weighed on his shoul ders.
He was a chosen nman, and that was a difficult privilege
to live with.

He wondered, now and then, if it wasn't time to
think about training a younger man for his duties.
There would need to be consultations with the Fathers,
but sooner or

later a replacenent would have to be found, and it
would be, he felt, a crimnal waste of his experience
not to take on an apprentice.
There were so many felicities he could pass on.
The tricks of his extraordinary trade. The best way to
stalk, to cut, to strip, to bleed. The best neat for
the purpose. The sinplest way to dispose of the
remai ns. So nuch detail, so nuch accunul ated experti se.



his hair. The clock above the elevator read seven-
si xteen. He would work through until ten, no later.

The elevator took himup to the twelfth floor and
to the Pappas offices. He traipsed unhappily through
the maze of enpty desks and hooded machines to his
little territory, which was still illumnated. The
wonmren who cleaned the offices were chatting down the
corridor: otherwise the place was lifeless.

He took off his coat, shook the rain off it as best
he could, and hung it up.

Then he sat down in front of the piles of orders
he had been tussling with for the best part of three
days, and began work. It would only take one nore
night's labour, he felt sure, to break the back of the
job, and he found it easier to concentrate without the
incessant clatter of typists and typewiters on every
si de.

He unw apped his ham on whole-wheat with extra
mayonnai se and settled in for the evening.

It was nine now.

Mahogany was dressed for the nightshift. He had his
usual sober suit on, with his brown tie neatly knotted,
his silver cufflinks (a gift from his first wfe)



duty. Above all, he nust be careful. There would be
eyes on him every step of the way, watching his
performance tonight, and judging it. He nmust wal k out
i ke an innocent, arousing no suspicion.

If they only knew, he thought. The people who
wal ked, ran and skipped past him on the streets: who
collided with him w thout apology: who net his gaze
wi th contenpt:

who smiled at his bulk, looking uneasy in his
ill-fitting suit. If only they knew what he did, what
he was and what he carri ed.

Caution, he said to hinmself, and turned off the
light. The apartment was dark. He went to the door and
opened it, used to walking in blackness. Happy in it.

The rain clouds had cleared entirely. Mahogany
made his way down Anmsterdam towards the Subway at 145th
Street. Tonight he'd take the AVENUE OF THE AMERI CAS
agai n, his favourite |ine, and often the nost
producti ve.

Down the Subway steps, token in hand. Through the
automatic gates. The snell of the tunnels was in his
nostrils now. Not the snell of the deep tunnels of
course. They had a scent all of their own. But there
was reassurance



amongst them so few worth the chase. The physically
wast ed, the obese, the ill, the weary. Bodi es destroyed
by excess and by indifference. As a professional it
sickened him though he understood the weakness that
spoi |l ed the best of nen.

He lingered in the station for over an hour,
wandering between platforns while the trains came and
went, canme and went, and the people with them There
was so little of quality around it was dispiriting. It
seemred he had to wait longer and |longer every day to
find fl esh worthy of use.

It was now alnost half past ten and he had not
seen a single creature who was really ideal for
sl aught er.

No matter, he told hinself, there was tinme yet. Very
soon the theatre crowd would be energing. They were
al ways good for a sturdy body or tw. The well-fed
intelligentsia, cl ut ching their ticket-stubs and
opining on the diversions of art - oh yes, there'd be
sonet hi ng there.

If not, and there were nights when it seemed he
woul d never find sonething suitable, he'd have to ride
downtown and corner a couple of lovers out late, or
find an athlete or two, fresh from one of the gyns.
They were always sure to offer good material, except



skills. Wirse, it had made hi m wonder what his masters
would have done with him had he suffered a fatal
injury. Wuld he have been delivered to his famly in
New Jersey, and given a decent Christian burial? O
woul d his carcass have been thrown into the dark, for
their own use?

The headline of the New York Post, discarded on the
seat across from him caught WMhogany's eye: 'Police
All-Qut to Catch Killer'. He couldn't resist a smle.
Thoughts of failure, weakness and death evaporated.
After all, he was that man, that killer, and tonight
t he thought of capture was |aughable. After all, wasn't
his career sanctioned by the highest possi bl e
authorities? No policenan could hold him no court pass
judgenent on him The very forces of |aw and order that
made such a show of his pursuit served his nmasters no
Il ess than he; he alnpbst w shed some two-bit cop would
catch him take himin triunph before the judge, just
to see the looks on their faces when the word cane up
from the dark that Mahogany was a protected nman, above
every | aw on the statute books.

It was now well after ten-thirty. The trickle of
t heatregoers had begun, but there was nothing likely so
far. He'd want to let the rush pass anyway: just follow



cushions of his palnms till his head filled wth
col ours.
"Fuck it,"' he said.

He never swore in conpany. But once in a while to
say fuck it to hinself was a great consolation. He made
his way out of the office, danmp coat over his arm and
headed for the elevator. His linbs felt drugged and his
eyes woul d scarcely stay open.

It was colder outside than he had anticipated,
and the air brought him out of his lethargy a little.
He wal ked towards the Subway at 34th Street. Catch an
Express to Far Rockaway. Home in an hour.

Nei t her Kauf man nor Mahogany knew it, but at 96th and
Broadway the Police had arrested what they took to be
the Subway Killer, having trapped himin one of the up-
towmn trains. A snall nman of European extraction,
wi el ding a hamrer and a saw, had cornered a young woman
in the second car and threatened to cut her in half in
t he nane of Jehovah.

Whet her he was capable of fulfilling his threat
was doubtful. As it was, he didn't get the chance.
Wiile the rest of the passengers (including two
Marines) |ooked on, the intended victim landed a kick



with the Marines.

It was to be a useful diversion, though Mahogany
couldn't know it at the time. It took the Police the
best part of the night to deternmine the identity of
their prisoner, chiefly because he couldn't do nore
than drool through his shattered jaw. It wasn't until
three-thirty in the norning

that one Captain Davis, comng on duty, recognized
the man as a retired flower salesman from the Bronx
called Hank Vasarely. Hank, it seened, was regularly
arrested for threatening behavi our and indecent
exposure, all in the nane of Jehovah. Appearances
deceived: he was about as dangerous as the Easter
Bunny. This was not the Subway Slaughterer. But by the
time the cops had worked that out, Mihogany had been
about his business a |ong while.

It was eleven-fifteen when Kaufman got on the
Express through to Mttt Avenue. He shared the car wth
two other travellers. One was a middl e-aged bl ack woman
in a purple coat, the other a pale, acne-ridden
adol escent who was staring at the "Kiss My Wite Ass'
graffiti on the ceiling with spaced-out eyes.



enpty platform at 14th, then shut them again. The doors
hi ssed closed. He was drifting in that warm sonewhere
bet ween awareness and sleep and there was a fluttering
of nascent dreams in his head. It was a good feeling.
The train was off again, rattling down into the
tunnel s.

Maybe, at the back of his dozing mnd, Kaufman half-
regi stered that the doors between the second and first
cars had been slid open. Maybe he snelt the sudden gush
of tunnel-air, and registered that the noise of wheels
was nomentarily |ouder. But he chose to ignore it.

Maybe he even heard the scuffle as Mhogany
subdued the youth with the spaced-out stare. But the
sound was

too distant and the pronmise of sleep was too
tenpting. He drowsed on.

For some reason his dreans were of his nother's
ki tchen. She was chopping turnips and snmiling sweetly
as she chopped. He was only small in his dream and was
| ooking up at her radiant face while she worked. Chop.
Chop. Chop.

H s eyes jerked open. His nother vanished. The
car was enpty and the youth was gone.



remenbered. A little concern crept into Kaufnman's sober
head. Suppose he'd been sleeping a long while, and the
guard had overlooked him in the car. Perhaps they'd
passed Far Rockaway and the train was now speeding on
its way to wherever they took the trains for the night.

"Fuck it,' he said al oud.

Should he go forward and ask the driver? It was
such a bloody idiot question to ask: where am |? At
this tine of night was he likely to get nore than a
stream of abuse by way of reply?

Then the train began to sl ow

A station. Yes, a station. The train enmerged from
the tunnel and into the dirty light of the station at
West 4th Street. He'd nissed no stops..

So where had the boy gone?

He'd either ignored the warning on the car wall
forbidding transfer between the cars while in transit,
or else he'd

gone into the driver's cabin up front. Probably
between the driver's legs even now, Kaufman thought
his lip curling. It wasn't unheard of. This was the
Pal ace of Delights, after all, and everyone had their
right toalittle love in the dark



wi th nervous energy.

Hi s senses were sharpened too.

Even over the clatter and the runble of the
wheels on the tracks, he heard the sound of tearing
cloth coming from the next car. Ws soneone tearing
their shirt off?

He stood up, grasping one of the straps for
bal ance.

The w ndow between the <cars was conpletely
curtai ned off, but he stared at it, frowning, as though
he night suddenly discover X-ray vision. The car rocked
and rolled. It was really travelling again.

Anot her ri pping sound.

Was it rape?

Wth no nmore than a mld voyeuristic urge he
noved down the see-sawing car towards the intersecting
door, hoping there night be a chink in the curtain. H's
eyes were still fixed on the window, and he failed to
notice the splatters of blood he was treading in. Unti

- his heel slipped. He I|ooked down. H's stomach
al nost saw the blood before his brain and the ham on
whol e-wheat was half-way up his gullet catching in the
back of his throat. Blood. He took several |arge gulps
of stale air and | ooked away - back at the w ndow.



the curtain looking for a flaw in the blind: a pulled
thread in the weave would be sufficient. There was a
tiny hole. He glued his eye to it.

Hs mnd refused to accept what his eyes were
seeing beyond the door. It rejected the spectacle as
preposterous, as a dreaned sight. H's reason said it
couldn't be real, but his flesh knew it was. H's body
becane rigid with terror. H's eyes, unblinking, could
not close off the appalling scene through the curtain.
He stayed at the door while the train rattled on, while
his blood drained from his extremties, and his brain

reeled from lack of oxygen. Bright spots of [ight
flashed in front of his wvision, blotting out the
atrocity.

Then he fainted.

He was unconscious when the train reached Jay
Street. He was deaf to the driver's announcenent that
all travellers beyond that station would have to change
trains. Had he heard this he would have questioned the
sense of it. No trains disgorged all their passengers
at Jay Street; the line ran to Mtt Avenue, via the
Aqueduct Race Track, past JFK Airport. He would have
asked what kind of train this could be. Except that he
al ready knew. The truth was hanging in the next car. It



the vibrating wall of the car, hidden from view Fate
was with him so far he thought: sonehow the rocking of
the car must have jockeyed his unconscious body out of
si ght.

He thought of the horror in Car Two, and
swal | owed back vomit. He was al one. Wherever the guard
was (nurdered perhaps), there was no way he could call
for help. And the driver? Was he dead at his controls?
Was the train even now hurtling through an unknown
tunnel, a tunnel without a single station to identify
it, towards its destruction?

And if there was no crash to be killed in, there
was always the Butcher, still hacking away a door's
t hi ckness from where Kaufman | ay.

Wi chever way he turned, the name on the door was
Deat h.

The noi se was deafening, especially lying on the
floor. Kaufman's teeth were shaking in their sockets
and his face felt numb with the vibration; even his
skul | was achi ng.

G adually he felt strength seeping back into his
exhausted linbs. He cautiously stretched his fingers
and clenched his fists, to set the blood flow ng there
agai n.



the slaughterer didn't finish him expectation woul d.

He heard novenment beyond the door.

I nsti nct took over. Kauf man t hrust hi nsel f
further under the seat and tucked hinself up into a
tiny ball, with his sick-white face to the wall. Then

he covered his head with his hands and closed his eyes
as tightly as any child in terror of the Bogeynan.

The door was slid open. dick. Wwoosh. A rush of
air up from the rails. It snelt stranger than any
Kauf man had snelt before: and colder. This was sonehow
primal air in his nostrils, hostile and unfathomable
air. It made hi m shudder.

The door closed. di ck.

The Butcher was close, Kaufman knew it. He could
be standing no nore than a matter of inches from where
he | ay.

Was he even now |ooking down at Kaufman's back?
Even now bending, knife in hand, to scoop Kaufman out
of his hiding place, like a snail hooked from its
shel | ?

Not hi ng happened. He felt no breath on his neck.
Hi s spine was not slit open.

There was sinply a clatter of feet close to
Kauf man's head; then that sane sound recedi ng.



quality. Mhogany wal ked the length of the car to the
driver's cabin. He'd spend the rest of the journey
t here.

My Christ, thought Kaufman, he's going to Kkill
the driver.

He heard the cabin door open. Then the voice of
t he Butcher: |ow and hoarse.

"Hi.'

"Hi L'

They knew each ot her.
"All done?

"Al'l done.’

Kaufman was shocked by the banality of the
exchange. Al done? What did that nmean: all done?

He missed the next few words as the train hit a
particul arly noisy section of track.

Kauf man coul d resist |ooking no longer. Warily he
uncurl ed hinself and glanced over his shoul der down the
length of the car. Al he could see was the Butcher's
| egs, and the bottom of the open cabin door. Damm. He
wanted to see the nonster's face again.

There was | aughter now.

Kauf man cal cul ated the risks of his situation:
the mathematics of panic. If he remained where he was,



the seat, watching the Butcher's back every minute as
he did so. Once out, he began to craw towards the
door. Each step he took was a tornent, but the Butcher
seemed far too engrossed in his conversation to turn
round.

Kauf man had reached the door. He began to stand
up, trying all the while to prepare hinself for the
sight he would neet in Car Two. The handl e was grasped;
and he slid the door open.

The noise of the rails increased, and a wave of
dank air, stinking of nothing on earth, came up at him
Surely the Butcher nust hear, or snell? Surely he nust
turn -But no. Kaufman skinned his way through the slit
he had opened and so through into the bloody chanber
beyond.

Relief made him careless. He failed to latch the
door properly behind him and it began to slide open
with the buffeting of the train.

Mahogany put his head out of the cabin and stared
down the car towards the door.

"What the fuck's that?' said the driver.

"Didn't close the door properly. That's all.’

Kauf man heard the Butcher wal king towards the door.
He <crouched, a ball of consternation, against the



fluid on the floor under his fingers, the sound of the
straps creaking beneath the wei ght of the corpses, even
the air, tasting salty with blood. He was with death
absolutely in that cubby-hole, hurtling through the
dar k.

But there was no nausea now. There was no feeling
left but a casual revulsion. He even found hinself
peering at the bodies with sonme curiosity.

The carcass closest to himwas the renmains of the
pinply youth he'd seen in Car One. The body hung
upsi de-down, swinging back and forth to the rhythm of
the train, in unison with its three fellows; an obscene
dance nacabre.

Its arnms dangled 1loosely from the shoul der
joints, into which gashes an inch or two deep had been
made, so the bodies would hang nore neatly.

Every part of the dead kid's anatony was swaying
hypnotically. The tongue, hanging from the open nouth.
The head, lolling on its slit neck. Even the youth's
penis flapped from side to side on his plucked groin.
The head wound and the open jugular still pulsed blood
into a black bucket. There was an el egance about the
whol e sight: the sign of a job well-done.



around, presenting a dorsal view

He was not prepared for this last horror.

The neat of her back had been entirely cleft open
from neck to buttock and the nuscle had been peeled
back to expose the glistening vertebrae. It was the
final triunph of the Butcher's craft. Here they hung,
these shaved, bled, slit slabs of humanity, opened up
like fish, and ripe for devouring.

Kauf man alnost sniled at the perfection of its
horror. He felt an offer of insanity tickling the base
of his skull, tenpting himinto oblivion, promsing a
bl ank indifference to the world.

He began to shake, wuncontrollably. He felt his
vocal cords trying to form a scream It was
intolerable: and yet to screamwas to become in a short
while like the creatures in front of him

"Fuck it,’ he said, nore loudly than he'd
i ntended, then

pushing hinself off from the wall he began to wal k
down the car between the swaying corpses, observing the
neat piles of clothes and belongings that sat on the
seats beside their owners. Under his feet the floor was
sticky with drying bile. Even with his eyes closed to
cracks he could see the blood in the buckets too



wi t h confi dence.

Then the |ights went out.

"Jesus Christ,' he said.

The train lurched, and Kaufman | ost his bal ance.

In the utter blackness he reached out for support
and his flailing arns enconpassed the body beside him
Before he could prevent hinmself he felt his hands
sinking into the lukewarm flesh, and his fingers
grasping the open edge of nmuscle on the dead woman's
back, his fingertips touching the bone of her spine.
Hi s cheek was | aid against the bald flesh of the thigh.

He screaned; and even as he screaned, the lights
flickered back on.

And as they flickered back on, and his scream
died, he heard the noise of the Butcher's feet
approaching down the length of Car One towards the
i nterveni ng door.

He let go of the body he was enbracing. H s face
was sneared with blood from her leg. He could feel it
on his cheek, l|ike war paint.

The scream had cleared Kaufman's head and he
suddenly felt released into a kind of strength. There
woul d



clothes beside the Puerto Rican's body. There was a
knife there, lying anmongst the rhinestone rings and the
imtation gold chains. A |I|ong-bladed, inmaculately
clean weapon, probably the man's pride and joy.
Reachi ng past the well-mnuscled body, Kaufman plucked
the knife fromthe heap. It felt good in his hand; in
fact it felt positively thrilling.

The door was opening, and the face of the
sl aughterer cane into view

Kauf man | ooked down the abattoir at Mhogany. He
was not terribly fearsonme, just another balding,
overweight nman of fifty. H's face was heavy and his
eyes deep-set. Hs muth was rather small and
delicately lipped. In fact he had a wonan's nout h.

Mahogany coul d not understand where this intruder
had appeared from but he was aware that it was another
oversi ght, another sign of increasing inconpetence. He
nmust dispatch this ragged creature imediately. After
all they could not be nmore than a mile or two fromthe
end of the line. He nust cut the little man down and
have him hanging up by his heels before they reached
their destination.

He nmoved into Car Two.

"You were asleep,' he said, recognizing Kaufnan. 'I

saw you.



"As it is," he said, '"I'll have to do away with
you. Kaufman raised the knife. It looked a little
smal | beside the Butcher's paraphernali a.

"Fuck it,' he said.

Mahogany grinned at the little nman's pretensions
to defence.

"You shouldn't have seen this: it's not for the
likes of you,' he said, taking another step towards
Kaufrman. 'It's secret.'

Ch, so he's the divinely-inspired type is he?
t hought Kauf man. That expl ai ns sonet hi ng.

"Fuck it,' he said again.

The Butcher frowned. He didn't like the little
man's indifference to his work, to his reputation.

‘"W all have to die sone time," he said. 'You
shoul d be well pleased: you're not going to be burnt up
like nost of them | can use you. To feed the fathers.'

Kaufman's only response was a grin. He was past
being terrorized by this gross, shanbling hul k.

The Butcher unhooked the cleaver from his belt
and brandi shed it.

"A dirty little Jew like you,' he said, 'should
be thankful to be useful at all: meat's the best you
can aspire to.'



the wound, and in that nonment Kaufman sprang. The knife
sped towards Mahogany's eye, but an error of judgenent
buried it instead in his neck. It transfixed the colum
and appeared in a little gout of gore on the other
si de. Strai ght through. In one stroke. Strai ght
t hr ough.

Mahogany felt the blade in his neck as a choking
sensation, alnost as though he had caught a chicken
bone in his throat. He nade a ridicul ous, half-hearted
coughi ng sound. Blood issued from his lips, painting
them like lipstick on his worman's mouth. The cleaver
clattered to the floor.

Kaufman pulled out the knife. The two wounds
spouted little arcs of bl ood.

Mahogany collapsed to his knees, staring at the
knife that had killed him The little man was watching
him quite passively. He was saying sonething, but
Mahogany's ears were deaf to the remarks, as though he
was under water.

Mahogany suddenly went blind. He knew with a
nostalgia for his senses that he would not see or hear
again. This was death: it was on himfor certain.

H s hands still felt the weave of his trousers,
however, and the hot splashes on his skin. Hs life



ti me passed: he didn't know how long; he was lost in a
dream of victory.

Then the train began to slow He felt and heard
the brakes being applied. The hanging bodies |urched
forward as the careering train slowed, its wheels
squealing on rails that were sweating sline.

Curiosity overtook Kaufman.

Wuld the train shunt into the Butcher's underground
sl aught er house, decorated with the nmeats he had
gathered through his career? And the |aughing driver,
so indifferent to the massacre, what would he do once
the train had stopped? Whatever happened now was
acadenmic. He could face anything at all; watch and see.

The tannoy crackl ed. The voice of the driver:

"W're here nman. Better take your place eh?

Take your place? What did that mean?

The train had slowed to a snail's pace. Qutside
the wi ndows, everything was as dark as ever. The lights
flickered, then went out. This time they didn't cone
back

on.

Kauf man was left in total darkness.

W'l be out 1in half-an-hour,' the tannoy
announced, so |like any station report.



seened a lifetime. See no evil. Hear no evil. Speak no
evil.

Then, there was a flicker of Ilight outside the
wi ndow. It threw the door frame into silhouette, and it
grew stronger by degrees. Soon there was sufficient
light in the car for Kaufman to see the crunpled body
of the Butcher at his feet, and the sallow sides of
meat hangi ng on every side of him

There was a whisper too, from the dark outside
the train, a gathering of tiny noises |ike the voices
of beetles. In the

tunnel, shuffling towards the train, were human
bei ngs. Kaufnman could see their outlines now Sone of
them carried torches, which burned with a dead brown
light. The noise was perhaps their feet on the damp
earth, or perhaps their tongues clicking, or both.

Kauf man wasn't as naive as he'd been an hour
before. Could there be any doubt as to the intention
these things had, com ng out of the blackness towards
the train? The Butcher had slaughtered the nmen and
wonen as neat for these cannibals, they were com ng,
like diners at the dinner-gong, to eat in this
restaurant car.



door.

He could not |ook away. Not that terror froze him
as it had at the window. He sinply wanted to watch.

The creature stepped into the car. The torches
behind it threw its face into shadow, but its outline
could be clearly seen.

There was not hing very remarkabl e about it.

It had two arns and two legs as he did; its head

was not abnormally shaped. The body was small, and the
effort of <clinbing into the train made its breath
coarse. It seemed nore geriatric than psychotic;

generations of fictional nan-eaters had not prepared
himfor its distressing vulnerability.

Behind it, sinmlar creatures were appearing out
of the darkness, shuffling into the train. In fact they
were coming in at every door.

Kauf man was trapped. He weighed the cleaver in
his hands, getting the balance of it, ready for the
battle with these antique nonsters. A torch had been
brought into the car, and it illumnated the faces of
t he | eaders.

They were conpletely bald. The tired flesh of
their faces was pulled tight over their skulls, so that
it shone with tension. There were stains of decay and



shoul ders, or knotted about their midriffs was nade of
human skins. Not one, but a dozen or nore, heaped

haphazardly on top of each other, like pathetic
t rophi es.
The leaders of this grotesque neal-line had

reached the bodies now, and the gracile hands were laid
upon the shanks of neat, and were running up and down
the shaved flesh in a nanner that suggested sensual
pl easure. Tongues were dancing out of mouths, flecks of
spittle landing on the neat. The eyes of the nonsters
were flickering back and forth wth hunger and
excitenent.

Eventual | y one of them saw Kauf man.

Its eyes stopped flickering for a nonent, and
fixed on him A look of enquiry cane over the face,
maki ng a parody of puzzl enent.

"You,' it said. The voice was as wasted as the
lips it cane from

Kauf man raised the cleaver a little, calculating
his chances. There were perhaps thirty of themin the
car and many nore outside. But they |ooked so weak, and
they had no weapons, but their skin and bones.



The creature attenpted a wy smile, but it had
al nrost forgotten the technique and the result was a
gri mace which exposed a nout hful of teeth that had been
systematically filed into points.

"You nmust now do this for wus,' it said through
the bestial grin.

"W cannot survive wi thout food.'

The hand patted the runp of human flesh. Kaufman
had no reply to the idea. He just stared in disgust as
the fingernails slid between the cleft in the buttocks,
feeling the swell of tender nuscle.

"It disgusts us no less than you,' said the
creature. 'But we're bound to eat this meat, or we die.
God knows, | have no appetite for it.'

The thing was drooling neverthel ess.

Kauf man found his voice. It was snmall, nore with

a confusion of feelings than with fear.

"What are you?' He remenbered the bearded man in
the Deli.

"Are you accidents of sone kind?

"W are the City fathers,'" the thing said. 'And
not hers, and daughters and sons. The builders, the |aw
makers. W nade this city.'

"New York?' said Kaufman. The Pal ace of Delights?
'Before you were born, before anyone living was born.’



"You will bring us nore,' the father said. 'Mre
neat for us. The other one was weak.'

Kauf man stared in disbelief.

'"Me?" he said. 'Feed you? Wiat do you think |
anf?'

"You nmust do it for us, and for those ol der than
us. For those born before the city was thought of, when
Anerica was a tinberland and desert.'

The fragile hand gestured out of the train.

Kaufman's gaze followed the pointing finger into
the gloom There was sonething else outside the train
which he'd failed to see before; nuch bigger than
anyt hi ng human.

The pack of <creatures parted to let Kaufman
through so that he could inspect nore closely whatever
it was that stood outside, but his feet would not nove.

"CGo on,' said the father.

Kauf man thought of the city he'd loved. Wre
these really its ancients, its philosophers, its
creators? He had to believe it. Perhaps there were
people on the surface -bureaucrats, politicians,
authorities of every kind - who knew this horrible
secret and whose lives were dedicated to preserving
t hese abom nations, feeding them as savages feed | anbs
to their gods. There was a horrible fanmliarity about



nothing. His head bowed, it was all he could do to
prevent hinmself fromfainting again.

It was there; the precursor of man. The original
Aneri can, whose homeland this was before Passamaquoddy
or Cheyenne. Its eyes, if it had eyes, were on him

H s body shook. His teeth chattered.

He could hear the noise of its anatony: ticking,
crackl i ng, sobbing.

It shifted a little in the dark.

The sound of its novenent was awesone. Like a
nmountain sitting up.

Kaufman's face was raised to it, and wthout
t hi nki ng about what he was doing or why, he fell to his
knees in the shit in front of the Father of Fathers.

Every day of his life had been leading to this
day, every nonment quickening to this incalculable
nonent of holy terror.

Had there been sufficient light in that pit to
see the whole, perhaps his tepid heart would have
burst. As it was he felt it flutter in his chest as he
saw what he saw.

It was a giant. Wthout head or linmb. Wthout a
feature that was anal ogous to human, wi thout an organ
that made sense, or senses. If it was |like anything, it



as he did so a football was pitched out of the train
and rolled to a halt in front of the Father.

At least he thought it was a football, wuntil he
peered nore attentively at it, and recognized it as a
human head, the

head of the Butcher. The skin of the face had been
peeled off in strips. It glistened with blood as it |ay
in front of its Lord.

Kauf man | ooked away, and walked back to the
train. Every part of his body seened to be weeping but
his eyes. They were too hot with the sight behind him
they boiled his tears away.

I nside, the creatures had already set about their
supper. One, he saw, was plucking the blue sweet norsel
of a wonan's eye out of the socket. Another had a hand
in its mouth. At Kaufman's feet lay the Butcher's
headl ess corpse, still bleeding profusely from where
its neck had been bitten through

The little father who had spoken earlier stood in
front of Kauf man.

"Serve us?' it asked, gently, as you might ask a
cow to follow you

Kauf man was staring at the cleaver, the Butcher's
synbol of office. The creatures were |eaving the car



l'iving man should be, covered in grime and bl ood.

The father's hand still gripped Kaufman's face,
and its forefinger hooked into his nmouth and down his
gullet, the nail scoring the back of his throat.
Kauf man gagged on the intruder, but had no will left to
repel the attack.

"Serve,' said the creature. 'In silence.’

Too |ate, Kaufman realized the intention of the
fingers -

Suddenly his tongue was seized tight and tw sted
on the root. Kaufrman, in shock, dropped the cleaver. He
tried to scream but no sound came. Blood was in his
throat, he heard his flesh tearing, and agonies
convul sed him

Then the hand was out of his nouth and the
scarlet, spittle-covered fingers were in front of his
face, with his tongue, held between thunb and
forefinger.

Kauf man was speechl ess.

"Serve,' said the father, and stuffed the tongue
into his own nouth, chewing on it wth evident
satisfaction. Kaufrman fell to his knees, spewing up his
sandw ch.



Kaufman lay on the floor, tears pouring down his
face, tears of disconfiture and of resignation. He
would Dbleed to death, he decided, where he lay. It
wouldn't matter if he died. It was a foul world anyway.

The driver woke him He opened his eyes. The face
that was looking down at him was black, and not
unfriendly. It grinned. Kaufman tried to say sonething
but his mouth was sealed up with dried bl ood. He jerked
his head around like a driveller trying to spit out a
word. Not hing cane but grunts.

He wasn't dead. He hadn't bled to death.

The driver pulled him to his knees, talking to
hi mas though he were a three-year-old.

"You got a job to do, nmy man: they're very pleased

with you.'

The driver had licked his fingers, and was
rubbi ng Kaufman's swollen lips, trying to part them

"Lots to |l earn before tonorrow night. '

Lots to learn. Lots to |earn.

He | ed Kaufman out of the train. They were in no
station he had ever seen before. It was white-tiled and
absolutely pristine; a station-keeper's N rvana. No



A rain of dawn light was pouring through a
grating in the roof of the station. Mtes of dust hung
in the beans, turning over and over. Kaufnman watched
them entranced. He hadn't seen such a beautiful thing
since he was a child. Lovely dust. Over and over, and
over and over.

The driver had nanaged to separate Kaufman's
lips. H's nouth was too wounded for himto nove it, but
at least he could breathe easily. And the pain was
al ready begi nning to subside.

The driver snmiled at him then turned to the rest
of the workers in the station

"I'd like to introduce Mhogany's replacenent.
Qur new butcher,' he announced.

The workers |ooked at Kaufman. There was a
certain deference in their faces, whhich he found
appeal i ng.

Kaufman | ooked up at the sunlight, now falling
all around him He jerked his head, signifying that he
wanted to go up, into the open air. The driver nodded,
and | ed him

up a steep flight of steps and through an alley-way
and so out on to the sidewal k.



busi ness in ignorance: never knowi ng what it was built
upon, or what it owed its life to. Wthout hesitation,
Kaufman fell to his knees and kissed the dirty concrete
with his bloody lips, silently swearing his eternal
loyalty to its continuance

The Palace of Delights received the adoration
wi t hout coment.

THE YATTERI NG
AND JACK

VWHY THE POAERS (long may they hold court; long may
they shit light on the heads of the damed) had sent it
out from Hell to stalk Jack Polo, the Yattering
couldn't discover. Wenever he passed a tentative
enquiry along the systemto his master, just asking the
simple question, 'What am | doing here? it was
answered with a swift rebuke for its curiosity. None of
its business, canme the reply, its business was to do.
O die trying. And after six nonths of pursuing Polo,
the Yattering was beginning to see extinction as an
easy option. This endl ess gane of hide and seek was to
nobody's benefit, and to the Yattering's inmmense
frustration. It feared ulcers, it feared psychosomatic



non-exi stent. The man was a no-account, one of
nature's blankest little nunbers - why bother with the
likes of hinP This wasn't a Faust: a pact-naker, a
soul -seller. This one wouldn't |look twice at the chance
of divine inspiration: he'd sniff, shrug and get on

with his gherkin inporting.
Yet the Yattering was bound to that house, |ong

ni ght and longer day, until he had the man a |unatic,
or as good as. It was going to be a lengthy job, if not
i nt erni nabl e. Yes, there were times when even

psychosomatic |eprosy would be bearable if it neant
bei ng invalided off this inpossible nission.

For his part, Jack J. Polo continued to be the
nmost unknowi ng of nen. He had always been that way;
i ndeed his history was littered with the victins of his
naiveté. Wien his late, lamented wife had cheated on
him (he'd been in the house on at least two of the
occasi ons, watching the television) he was the | ast one
to find out. And the clues they'd left behind them A
blind, deaf and dumb nman woul d have become suspi ci ous.
Not Jack. He pottered about his dull business and never
noticed the tang of the adulterer's cologne, nor the
abnormal regularity with which his wfe changed the
bed-1i nen.



surface so glacial, so utterly w thout distinguishing
mar ks, as to deny nalice any hol d what soever.

Events seemed to make no dent in his perfect
indifference. Hs life's disasters seemed not to scar
his mnd at all. Wen, eventually, he was confronted
with the truth

about his wife's infidelity (he found them screw ng
in the bath) he couldn't bring hinmself to be hurt or
hum | i at ed.

'These things happen,'’ he said to hinself,
backing out of the bathroom to let them finish what
they'd started.

' Che sera, sera.'

Che sera, sera. The man nuttered that damm phrase
wi th nonotonous regularity. He seenmed to live by that
phi |l osophy of fatalism letting attacks on his manhood,
anbition and dignity slide off his ego |ike rain-water
from his bald head.

The Yattering had heard Polo's w fe confess all
to her husband (it was hanging upside down from the
light-fitting, invisible as ever) and the scene had
made it wince. There was the distraught sinner, begging
to be accused, baw ed at, struck even, and instead of
giving her the satisfaction of his hatred, Polo had



hone, it <could plan for nore elaborate tricks to
unnerve its victim wthout ever having to concern
itself with revealing its presence to creatures the
powers had not narked for attack

But the absence of the wife left the house enpty
during the days, and that soon becane a burden of
boredom the Yattering found scarcely supportable. The
hours from nine to five, alone in the house, often
seened endless. It would nope and wander, planning
bizarre and inpractical revenges upon the Polo-man,
paci ng the rooms, heartsick, conpanioned only by the
clicks and whirrs of the house as

the radiators cooled, or the refrigerator switched
itself on and off. The situation rapidly became so
desperate that the arrival of the nidday post becane
the high-point of the day, and an unshakeabl e
nmel ancholy would settle on the Yattering if the postnan
had nothing to deliver and passed by to the next house.
When Jack returned the games would begin in
earnest. The usual warmup routine: it would nmeet Jack
at the door and prevent his key from turning in the
| ock. The contest would go on for a minute or two until
Jack accidentally found the neasure of the Yattering's
resi stance, and won the day. Once inside, it would



from the rail that held up the shower curtain and
murnmuring obscene suggestions in his ear. That was
al ways successful, the demons were taught at the
Acadeny. The obscenities in the ear routine never
failed to distress clients, naking themthink they were
conceiving of these pernicious acts thenselves, and
driving them to self-disgust, then to self-rejection
and finally to nmadness. O course, in a few cases the
victims would be so inflamed by these whispered
suggestions they'd go out on the streets and act upon
them Under such circunstances the victim would often
be arrested and incarcerated. Prison would lead to
further crimes, and a slow dwi ndling of noral reserves
- and the victory was won by that route. One way or
anot her insanity would out.

Except that for sonme reason this rule did not
apply to Polo; he was inperturbable: a tower of
propriety.

I ndeed, the way things were going the Yattering
woul d be the one to break. It was tired; so very tired
Endl ess days of tornenting the cat, reading the funnies
in yesterday's newspaper, watching the game shows: they
drained the fury. Lately, it had developed a passion
for the woman who lived across the street from Polo.



was to relinquish all powers over the victim to put
itself at the mercy of hunmanity.

Al June, all July and nost of August it sweated
inits prison, and all through those bright, hot nonths
Jack Polo maintained conplete indifference to the
Yattering's attacks.

It was deeply enbarrassing, and it was gradually
destroying the denon's self-confidence, seeing this
bland victim survive every trial and trick attenpted
upon him

The Yattering wept.

The Yattering screaned.

In a fit of wuncontrollable anguish, it boiled the
wat er in the aquarium poaching the guppies.

Pol o heard not hi ng. Saw not hi ng.

At last, in late Septenber, the Yattering broke
one of the first rules of its condition, and appeal ed
directly to its masters.

Autum is Hell's season; and the denons of the
hi gher dom nati ons wer e feeling beni gn. They
condescended to speak to their creature.

"What do you want?' asked Beel zebub, his voice
bl ackening the air in the |ounge.



mrror over the mantel piece.

' You want what ?'

Beel zebub was part elephant, part wasp. The
Yattering was terrified.

"I - want to die.'

"You cannot die.'

"From this world. Just die fromthis world. Fade

awnay.

Be repl aced.’

"You will not die.'

"But | can't break himl' the Yattering shrieked,
tearful.

"You must .’

'y 2"

'Because we tell you to.' Beelzebub always used
the Royal 'we', though unqualified to do so.

"Let ne at |east know why I'min this house,' the
Yattering appeal ed. ' What is he? Nothing! He's
not hi ng!"

Beel zebub found this rich. He |aughed, buzzed,
trunpet ed.

"Jack Johnson Polo is the child of a worshipper
at the Church of Lost Sal vation. He belongs to us.'
"But why shoul d you want hinf He's so dull."’



hi s voi ce.

'Heaven,' said the Yattering, not knowing quite
what was neant by the word.

"Polo is to be hounded in the name of the 4dd
One, and punished for his mother's crimes. No tornent
is too profound for a fanily that has cheated us.'

"I''m tired," the Yattering pleaded, daring to
approach the mrror.

'Please. | beg you.'

"Claim this man,' said Beel zebub,
suffer in his place.’

The figure in the mrror waved its black and
yell ow trunk and faded.

"Where is your pride? said the naster's voice as
it shrivelled into distance. 'Pride, Yattering, pride.’

Then he was gone.

In its frustration the Yattering picked up the
cat and threw it into the fire, where it was rapidly
cremated. If only the law allowed such easy cruelty to
be visited upon hunman flesh, it thought. If only. If
only. Then it'd nmake Pol o suffer such tornments. But no.
The Yattering knew the laws as well as the back of its
hand; they had been flayed on to its exposed cortex as
a fledgling demon by its teachers. And Law One stated:
" Thou shalt not lay pal mupon thy victins.'

or you wll



The first of these poor victins was drowned in
the toilet bow one idle Friday afternoon. It was a
pretty satisfaction to see the Ilook of distaste
register on Polo's face as he unzipped his fly and
gl anced down. But any pleasure the Yattering took in
Jack's disconfiture was cancelled out by the blithely
efficient way in which the man dealt with the dead cat,
hoisting the bundle of soaking fur out of the pan,
wapping it in a towel and burying it in the back
garden with scarcely a nurnur.

The third cat that Polo brought honme was wise to
the invisible presence of the denon from the start.
There was indeed an entertaining week in nid-Novenber
when |life for the Yattering becane alnobst interesting
while it played cat and nouse with Freddy the Third.
Freddy played the nouse. Cats not being especially
bri ght animals the gane was scarcely a great
intellectual challenge, but it nade a change from the
endl ess days of waiting, haunting and failing. At |east
the creature accepted the Yattering's presence.

Eventual |y, however, in a filthy nmood (caused by the
re-marriage of the Yattering's naked wi dow) the denobn
lost its tenmper with the cat. It was sharpening its

nails on the nylon carpet, clawing and scratching at
the pile for hours on end. The noise put the denon's



There was anger in his voice. Yes, exulted the
Yattering, anger. The man was upset: there was clear
evi dence of enotion on his face.

Elated, the denobn raced through the house
deternmined to capitalize on its victory. It opened and
slamed every door. It smashed vases. It set the
| anpshades swi ngi ng.

Pol o just cleaned up the cat.

The Yattering threw itself downstairs, tore up a

pillow. Inpersonated a thing with a Ilinp and an
appetite for human flesh in the attic, and giggling.

Polo just buried Freddy 111, beside the grave of
Freddy |1, and the ashes of Freddy I

Then he retired to bed, without his pillow

The denobn was utterly stunped. If the nan could
not raise nore than a flicker of concern when his cat
was exploded in the dining-room what chance had it got
of ever breaking the bastard?

There was one | ast opportunity left.

It was approaching Christ's Mass, and Jack's
children would be conming hone to the bosom of the
famly. Perhaps they could convince him that all was
not well with the world; perhaps they could get their
fingernails under his flaw ess indifference, and begin



enthusiasm for the coming holiday. He cleared his
daughters' roons inmaculately. He nade their beds up
with sweet-snelling linen. He cleaned every speck of
cat's blood out of the carpet. He even set up a
Christnmas tree in the lounge, hung wth iridescent
balls, tinsel and presents.

Once in a while, as he went about t he
preparations, Jack thought of the gane he was playing
and quietly cal cul ated

the odds against him In the days to come he would
have to nmeasure not only his own suffering, but that of
his daughters, against the possible victory. And
al ways, when he made these cal cul ations, the chance of
victory seenmed to outweigh the risks.

So he continued to wite his life, and waited.

Snow came, soft pats of it against the w ndows,
against the door. Children arrived to sing carols, and
he was generous to them It was possible, for a brief
time, to believe in peace on earth.

Late in the evening of the twenty-third of
Decenber the daughters arrived, in a flurry of cases
and ki sses. The youngest, Amanda, arrived hone first
From its vantage point on the landing the Yattering
viewed the young worman bal efully. She didn't ook Iike



the drab house was repainted with light, and fun and
| ove.

It made the Yattering sick.

Whinpering, it hid its head in the bedroom to
block out the din of affection, but the shock-waves
enveloped it. Al it could do was sit, and l|listen, and
refine its revenge.

Jack was pleased to have his beauties hone.
Amanda so full of opinions, and so strong, |ike her
nother. G na nore |like his nother: poised, perceptive.
He was so happy in their presence he could have wept;
and here was he, the proud father, putting them both at
such risk. But what was the alternative? If he had
cancel | ed the Chri st mas

celebrations, it would have | ooked highly suspicious.
It might even have spoiled his whole strategy, waking
the eneny to the trick that was bei ng pl ayed.

No; he nust sit tight. Play dumb, the way the
eneny had cone to expect himto be.

The time would cone for action.

At 3.15 a.m on Christmas norning the Yattering
opened hostilities by throwing Amanda out of bed. A
paltry perfornance at best, but it had the intended
effect. Sleepily rubbing her bruised head, she clinbed



invisible, sat on the w ndow seat and nade obscene
gestures at the wonen, tying knots in its genitalia.

G na peered under the bed. The Yattering was clinging
to the light fixture now, persuading it to swng
backwards and forwards, naking the roomreel

"There's nothing there -'

"There is.'

Amanda knew. Ch yes, she knew.

"There's sonething  here, G na,' she said.
"Something in the roomwith us, |'msure of it.'

"No.'" G na was absolute. '"It's empty.’

Amanda was searching behind the wardrobe when
Pol o cane in.

"What's all the din?

"There's something in the house Daddy. | was
thrown out of bed."'

Jack | ooked at the crunpled sheets, the dislodged
mattress, then at Amanda. This was the first test: he
nmust lie as casually as possible.

'Looks like you've been having nightmares,
beauty,' he said, affecting an innocent snile

"There was sonething wunder the bed,' Amanda
i nsi st ed.

' There's nobody here now.'



but he was quietly satisfied that the battle had been
joined in such a petty nanner. He'd half-feared that
the eneny would turn savage with such tender victins at
hand. But no: he'd judged the mnd of the creature
quite accurately. It was one of the |ower orders.
Powerful, but slow. Capable of being inveigled beyond
the Iimts of its control. Carefully does it, he told
hi nsel f, carefully does
it.

He traipsed through the entire house, dutifully
openi ng cupboards and peering behind the furniture,
then returned to his daughters, who were sitting at the
top of the stairs. Amanda |ooked small and pale, not
the twenty-two-year-old wonan she was, but a child
agai n.

"Nothing doing," he told her with a smle. "It's
Christmas norning and all through the house -'

G na finished the rhyne.

"Nothing is stirring; not even a npuse.'

'Not even a nopuse, beauty.'

At that nonent the Yattering took its cue to
fling a vase off the | ounge nmant el pi ece.

Even Jack j umped.



"woul d not throw me out of ny bed.'

G na said nothing. The options were linited. The
alternatives unattractive.

"Wll, maybe it was Santa Caus,' said Polo,
attenpting levity.

He parcelled up the pieces of the vase and
wandered through into the kitchen, certain that he was
bei ng shadowed every step of the way. 'Wiat else can it
be?" He threw the question over his shoulder as he
stuffed the newspaper into the waste bin. 'The only
ot her expl anation-' here he becane al nost elated by his
skimmMing so close to the truth, 'the only other
possi bl e explanation is too preposterous for words.'

It was an exquisite irony, denying the existence
of the invisible world in the full know edge that even
now it breathed vengefully down his neck.

"You mean pol tergeists? said G na.

"I mean anything that goes bang in the night.
But, we're grown-up people aren't we? W don't believe
i n Bogeynen.'

"No," said Gna flatly, 'l don't, but | don't
bel i eve the house is subsiding either.'
"Well, it'll have to do for now,' said Jack with

nonchalant finality. 'Christmas starts here. W don't
want to spoil it tal king about gremins, now do we.'



No hal f-nmeasures from now on. No subtlety. It would be
an all out attack.

Let there be blood. Let there be agony. They'd
al | break.

Amanda was in the kitchen, preparing Christnas
dinner, when the Yattering nounted its next attack
Through the house drifted the sound of King's College
Choir, 'O Little Town of Bethlehem how still we see
thee lie. '

The presents had been opened, the G and T's were
bei ng downed, the house was one warm enbrace from roof
to cellar.

In the kitchen a sudden chill perneated the heat
and the steam making Amanda shiver; she crossed to the
wi ndow, which was ajar to clear the air, and closed it.
Maybe she was catchi ng sonet hi ng.

The VYattering watched her back as she busied
hersel f about the kitchen, enjoying the donesticity for
a day. Ananda felt the stare quite clearly. She turned
round. Nobody, nothing. She continued to wash the
Brussels sprouts, cutting into one with a worm curled
in the mddle. She drowned it.

The Choir sang on.



desperate to escape. A cat caught in the box, or a -
Bird.

It was coming fromthe oven.

Amanda' s stonach turned, as she began to imagi ne
t he worst.

Had she |ocked sonmething in the oven when she'd
put in the turkey? She called for her father, as she
snatched up the oven cloth and stepped towards the
cooker, which was rocking with the panic of its
prisoner. She had visions of a basted cat |eaping out
at her, its fur burned off, its flesh hal f-cooked.

Jack was at the kitchen door.

"There's sonething in the oven,' she said to him
as though he needed telling. The cooker was in a
frenzy; its thrashing contents had all but beaten off
t he door.

He took the oven cloth from her. This is a new
one, he thought. You're better than |I judged you to be.
This is clever. This is original.

G na was in the kitchen now.

"What' s cooki ng?' she qui pped.

But the joke was lost as the cooker began to
dance, and the pans of boiling water were twitched off
the burners on to the floor. Scalding water seared
Jack's leg. He yelled, stunbling back into G na, before



directions. Its crisp brown wings pitifully flailed and
flapped, its legs beat a tattoo on the roof of the
oven.

Then it seenmed to sense the open door. Its wings
stretched thenselves out to either side of its stuffed
bulk and it half hopped, half fell on to the oven door
in a nockery of its living self. Headless, o0o0zing
stuffing and onions, it flopped around as though nobody
had told the damm thing it was dead, while the fat
still bubbled on its bacon-strewn back

Amanda screaned

Jack dived for the door as the bird lurched into
the air, blind but vengeful. What it intended to do
once it reached its three cowering victins was never
di scovered. G na dragged Amanda into the hallway with
her father in hot pursuit, and the door was slanmed
closed as the blind bird flung itself against the

panel ling, beating on it with all its strength. G avy
seeped through the gap at the bottom of the door, dark
and fatty.

The door had no |ock, but Jack reasoned that the
bird was not capable of turning the handle. As he
backed away, breathless, he cursed his confidence. The
opposition had nore up its sleeve than he'd guessed.



G na poured a hefty brandy for her sister and sat
beside her on the sofa, plying her with spirits and
reassurance in about equal neasure. They made little
i mpressi on on Ananda.

"What was that?' G na asked her father, in a tone
t hat denmanded an answer.

"I don't know what it was,' Jack replied.

"Mass hysteria? Gna's displeasure was plain.
Her father had a secret: he knew what was going on in
the house, but he was refusing to cough up for sone
reason.

"What do | call: the police or an exorcist?

"Nei t her.'

"For Cod's sake -'

"There's nothing going on, Gna. Really.'

Her father turned from the w ndow and | ooked at
her. His eyes spoke what his nouth refused to say, that
this was war.

Jack was afraid.

The house was suddenly a prison. The ganme was
suddenly lethal. The eneny, instead of playing foolish
ganes, neant harm real harmto themall.



attic, well-satisfied with its endeavours. The bird, it
felt, had been a stroke of genius. Now it could rest a
whi | e:

recuperate. Let the eneny's nerves tatter
themselves in anticipation. Then, in its own good tine,
it would deliver the coup de grace

Idly, it wondered if any of the inspectors had
seen his work with the turkey. WMaybe they would be
i mpressed enough by the Yattering's originality to
inmprove its job prospects. Surely it hadn't gone
through all those years of training sinply to chase
hal f-witted inbeciles |I|ike Polo. There  nust be
sonet hi ng nore chal | engi ng avail abl e than

that. It felt victory in its invisible bones: and it
was a good feeling.

The pursuit of Polo would surely gain nonmentum
now. Hi s daughters would convince him (if he wasn't now
quite convinced) that there was sonething terrible
afoot. He would crack. He would crunble. Mybe he'd go
classically mad: tear out his hair, rip off his
clothes; snear hinself with his own excrenent.

Oh yes, victory was close. And wouldn't his
masters be loving then? Wuldn't it be showered with
prai se, and power?



now. She had a book open on her lap, but she wasn't
reading it.

The gherkin inmporter wasn't in the room Wsn't
that his footstep on the stair? Yes, he was going
upstairs to relieve his brandy-full bl adder.

| deal tim ng.

The Yattering crossed the room In her sleep
Anmanda dreant sonmething dark flitting across her
vi sion, sonething nalign, sonething that tasted bitter
i n her nouth.

G na | ooked up from her book.

The silver balls on the tree were rocking,
gently. Not just the balls. The tinsel and the branches
t oo.

In fact, the tree. The whole tree was rocking as
t hough soneone had just seized hold of it.

G na had a very bad feeling about this. She stood
up. The book slid to the floor.

The tree began to spin.

"Christ,' she said. 'Jesus Christ.'
Amanda sl ept on.

The tree picked up nonentum



t here, dog-headed, dancing on his beauties.

But no. It was the Christnas tree that was
whining, whining like a pack of dogs, as it spun and
spun.

The lights had long since been pulled from their
sockets. The air stank of singed plastic and pine-sap.
The tree itself was spinning like a top, flinging
decorations and presents off its tortured branches with
the | argesse of a mad king.

Jack tore his eyes fromthe spectacle of the tree and
found G na and Amanda crouching, terrified, behind the
sof a.

"CGet out of here,' he yelled.

Even as he spoke the television sat up
impertinently on one leg and began to spin like the
tree, gathering nonentum quickly. The clock on the
mant el pi ece joined the pirouetting. The pokers beside
the fire. The cushions. The ornanents. Each object
added its own singular note to the orchestration of
whi nes which were building up, second by second, to a
deafening pitch. The air began to brim with the snell
of burning wood, as friction heated the spinning tops
to flash-point. Snoke swirled across the room



plates on sticks, trying to keep them all noving at
once. It nust be exhausting work, he thought. The denobn
was probably close to collapse. It couldn't be thinking
straight. Overexcited. Inmpulsive. Vulnerable. This nust
be the nonment, if ever there was a nonent, to join
battle at last. To face the thing, defy it, and trap
it.

For its part, the Yattering was enjoying this
orgy of destruction. It flung every novable object into
the fray, setting everything spinning.

It watched wth satisfaction as the daughters
twitched and scurried; it laughed to see the old nan
stare, pop-eyed, at this preposterous ballet.

Surely he was nearly nad, wasn't he?

The beauties had reached the door, their hair and
skin full of needles. Polo didn't see them |eave. He
ran across the room dodging a rain of ornaments to do
so, and picked up a brass toasting fork which the eneny
had overl ooked. Bric-a-brac filled the air around his
head, dancing around with sickening speed. H's flesh
was bruised and punctured. But the exhilaration of
joining battle had overtaken him and he set about
beating the books, and the clocks, and the china to
smithereens. Like a man in a cloud of |ocusts he ran
around the room bringing down his favourite books in a



But it was so enjoyable, playing against the
eneny nore directly than he'd ever allowed hinself
before. He didn't want to give up. He wanted the denon
to showitself, to be known, to be recognized.

He wanted confrontation wth the dd One's
em ssary once and for all.

Wthout warning the tree gave way to the dictates
of centrifugal force, and exploded. The noise was |ike
a howl of death. Branches, tw gs, needles, balls,
lights, wire, ribbons, flew across the room Jack, his
back to the explosion, felt a gust of energy hit him
hard, and he was flung to the ground. The back of his
neck and his scalp were shot full of pine-needles. A
branch, naked of greenery, shot past his head and
impal ed the sofa. Fragments of tree pattered to the
carpet around him

Now other objects around the room spun beyond
the tolerance of their structures, were exploding |ike
the tree. The television blew up, sending a | ethal wave
of glass across the room nuch of which buried itself

in the opposite wall. Fragnments of the television's
i nnards, so hot they singed the skin, fell on Jack, as
he elbowed hinmself towards the door Ilike a soldier

under bonbardnent.



hear |aughter from the |ounge. Tangible, audible
| aughter, rich and satisfied.

Amanda was standing in the hall, her hair full of
pi ne-needles, staring down at him He pulled his |egs
through the doorway and G na slamed the door shut on
t he denvolition.

"What is it?" she denmanded. 'Poltergeist? Ghost?
Mot her' s ghost ?

The thought of his dead w fe being responsible
for such whol esal e destruction struck Jack as funny.

Amanda was half smiling. Good, he thought, she's
coming out of it. Then he nmet the vacant |ook in her
eyes and the truth dawned. She'd broken, her sanity had
taken refuge where this fantastique couldn't get at it.

"What's in there?” Gna was asking, her grip on his
armso strong it stopped the bl ood.

"l don't know,' he lied. 'Amanda?

Amanda's smile didn't decay. She just stared on
at him through him

"You do know.'

"No. '

"You're lying.'

"I think...'



stand up as though nothing had happened; he nust |eave
Ananda be, |eave explanations and recrimnations until
it was all over and done with.

"Wl k?' Gna said, di sbelievingly. "Yes. ..
wal k... | need sone fresh air.' 'You can't |eave us
here."'

"Il find sonebody to help us clear up.' 'But
Mandy. '

"She'll get over it. Leave her be.'

That was hard. That was al nost unforgivable. But
it was said now.

He wal ked wunsteadily towards the front door,
feeling nauseous after so much spinning. At his back
G na was raging.

"You can't just |eave! Are you out of your m nd?

'l need the air,' he said, as casually as his
t hunpi ng heart and his parched throat would permt. 'So
"1l just go out for a nmonent.'

No, the Yattering said. No, no, no.

It was behind him Polo could feel it. So angry
now, so ready to twist off his head. Except that it
wasn't allowed, ever to touch him But he could feel
its resentnent |ike a physical presence.

He took another step towards the front door.



denon bolted the door, quickly, loudly. No temper [eft
for pretence now.

Jack, keeping his novenents as even as possible,
unbol ted the door, top and bottom It bolted again.

It was thrilling, this game; it was also
terrifying. If he pushed too far surely the denobn's
frustration would override its | essons?

Gently, snoothly, he wunbolted the door again.
Just as gently, just as snoothly, the Yattering bolted
it.

Jack wondered how | ong he could keep this up for.
Somehow he had to get outside: he had to coax it over
the threshold. One step was all that the |aw required,
according to his researches.

One sinmpl e step.

Unbol ted. Bolted. Unbolted. Bolted.

G na was standing two or three yards behind her
father. She didn't understand what she was seeing, but
it was obvious her father was doing battle wth
soneone, or sonething.

'Daddy -' she began.

"Shut up,' he said benignly, grinning as he
unbolted the door for the seventh tine. There was a



lock by invisible hands, then crushed to dust in the
air.

Jack feigned a nove towards the wi ndow beside the
back door but the blinds were pulled down and the
shutters slanmed. The Yattering, too concerned with the
wi ndow to watch Jack closely, missed his doubling back
t hrough the house.

When it saw the trick that was being played it
let out a little screech, and gave chase, al nost
sliding into Jack on the snoothly-polished floor. It
avoided the collision only by the nost balletic of
manoeuvres. That would be fatal indeed: to touch the
man in the heat of the nonent.

Polo was again at the front door and G na, wise
to her father's strategy, had unbolted it while the
Yattering and Jack fought at the back door. Jack had
prayed she'd take

the opportunity to open it. She had. It stood
slightly ajar:
The icy air of the crisp afternoon curled its way
into the hallway.
Jack covered the last yards to the door in a
flash, feeling without hearing the how of conplaint



Pol o had stepped into the squeaky-fresh snow, his
slippers and trouser-bottons buried in chill. By the
time the fury reached the step Jack was already three
or four yards away, marching up the path towards the
gate. Escapi ng. Escapi ng.

The Yattering how ed again, forgetting its years
of training. Every lesson it had |earned, every rule of
battle engraved on its skull was subnmerged by the
sinmple desire to have Polo's life.

It stepped over the threshold and gave chase. It
was an unpardonabl e transgression. Sonewhere in Hell,
the powers (long may they hold court; long nay they
shit light on the heads of the dammed) felt the sin,
and knew the war for Jack Polo's soul was |ost.

Jack felt it too. He heard the sound of boiling
water, as the denon's footsteps nelted to steam the
snow on the path. It was conming after him The thing
had broken the first rule of its existence. It was
forfeit. He felt the victory in his spine, and his
st omach.

The denon overtook him at the gate. Its breath
could clearly be seen in the air, though the body it
emanated from had not yet becone visible.



falling on its back.
It knew its mnmistake. The lessons it had had

beaten into it came hurtling back. It knew the
puni shnent too, for |eaving the house, for touching the
man. It was bound to a new lord, enslaved to this

i diot-creature standing over it.

Pol o had won.

He was | aughing, watching the way the outline of
the denon formed in the snow on the path. Like a
phot ograph devel opi ng on a sheet of paper, the inage of
the fury cane clear. The law was taking its toll. The
Yattering could never hide fromits master again. There
it was, plain to Polo's eyes, in all its charmess
glory. Maroon flesh and bright lidless eye, arms
flailing, tail thrashing the snow to slush

"You bastard,' it said. |Its accent had an
Australian lilt.

"You will not speak unless spoken to,' said Polo,
with quiet, but absolute, authority. 'Understood?

The lidl ess eye clouded with humlity.

"Yes,' the Yattering said.

'Yes, M ster Polo.

'Yes, M ster Polo.

Its tail slipped between its legs like that of a
whi pped dog.



' Beel zebub,' it answered, proud to nane its old

master. 'The powers. Hell itself.'

"I don't think so,'" Polo nused. 'Not with you
bound to me as proof of ny skills. Aren't | the better
of then?'

The eye | ooked sull en.

"Aren't | ?

"Yes,' it conceded bitterly. 'Yes. You are the

better of them'

It had begun to shiver.

"Are you col d?' asked Pol o.

It nodded, affecting the |Iook of a |ost child.

"Then you need sone exercise,' he said. 'Youd
better go back into the house and start tidying up.'

The fury | ooked bew | dered, even disappointed, by
this instruction.

"Nothing nore?" it asked incredulously. 'No miracles?
No Hel en of Troy? No flying?

The thought of flying on a snow spattered
afternoon like this left Polo cold. He was essentially
a man of sinple tastes: all he asked for in life was
the love of his children, a pleasant hone, and a good
trading price for gherkins.

"No flying,' he said.



of me. Heretical even.'

"I's that so?'

"Ch yes,' said the Yattering, warming to its
prophecy. 'People have been burned for |ess.'

"Not in this day and age,' Polo replied.

"But the Seraphim will see,' it said. 'And that
nmeans you'll never go to that place.’

"What pl ace?

The Yattering funbled for the special word it had
heard Beel zebub use.

'Heaven,' it said, triunphant. An ugly grin had cone
on to its face; this was the cleverest manoeuvre it had
ever attenpted; it was juggling theol ogy here.

Jack nodded slowy, nibbling at his bottomlip.

The creature was probably telling the truth:
association with it or its like would not be |ooked
upon benignly by the Host of Saints and Angels. He
probably was forbidden access to the plains of
par adi se.

"Wll," he said, 'you know what | have to say
about that, don't you?

The Yattering stared at him frowning. No, it
didn't know. Then the grin of satisfaction it had been
wearing died, as it saw just what Polo was driving at.

"What do | say?' Polo asked it.



YOU COULD SMELL the kids before you could see them
their young sweat turned stale in corridors with barred
wi ndows, their bolted breath sour, their heads nusty.
Then their voices, subdued by the rules of confinenent.

Don"t run. Don't shout. Don't whistle. Don't
fight.

They called it a Remand Centre for Adol escent
O fenders, but it was near as damm it a prison. There
were locks and keys and warders. The gestures of
liberalism were few and far between and they didn't

di sqguise the truth too well; Tetherdowne was a prison
by sweeter nanme, and the inmates knew it.
Not that Redman had any illusions about his

pupi | s-to-be. They were hard, and they were | ocked away
for a reason. Most of them would rob you blind as soon
as look at vyou; cripple you if it suited them no
sweat. He had too many years in the force to believe

the sociological lie. He knew the victins, and he knew
the kids. They weren't misunderstood norons, they were
qui ck and sharp and anoral, like the razors they hid

under their tongues. They

had no use for sentinent, they just wanted out.
"Wl cone to Tet herdowne.'



into your private life. So I'd prefer you to keep
Christian nanes purely for off-duty hours.'

She didn't offer hers. Probably sonething flinty.

Yvonne. Lydia. He'd invent sonething appropriate.

She Ilooked fifty, and was probably ten vyears
younger .

No rmake-up, hair tied back so severely he
wonder ed her

eyes didn't pop

"You'll be beginning <classes the day after
tonorrow. The Governor asked nme to welcone you to the
Centre on his behalf, and apologise to you that he
can't be here hinself. There are funding problens.’

"Aren't there al ways?'

"Regrettably vyes. I'm afraid we're sw nmng
against the tide here; the general npbod of the country
is very Law and Order orientated.’

What was that a nice way of saying? Beat the shit
out of any kid caught so nmuch as jay-wal ki ng? Yes, he'd
been that way hinself in his tinme, and it was a nasty

little cul-de-sac, every bit as bad as being
sentimental .

' The fact is, we may | ose Tet her downe
al together,' she said, 'which would be a shane. | know

it doesn't ook |like nmuch .



discipline departnment. They didn't really want him
here. They wanted sone sociologist who'd wite up
reports on the effect of the class-system on brutality
anongst teenagers. She was quietly telling himthat he
was the odd man out.

"I told you why | left the force.'

"You mentioned it. Invalided out.'

"I wouldn't take a desk job, it was as sinple as
that; and they wouldn't let me do what | did best.
Danger to nyself according to sone of them'

She seemed a little enbarrassed by hi s
expl anation. Her a psychologist too; she should have
been devouring this stuff, it was his private hurt he
was nmaking public here. He was conming clean, for
Christ's sake.

"So | was out on ny backside, after twenty-four

years.' He hesitated, then said his piece. 'I'm not a
token policenan; |'m not any kind of policeman. The
force and | parted conpany. Understand what |'m
sayi ng?'

'Good, good.' She didn't wunderstand a bl oody
word. He tried another approach

"I"d like to know what the boys have been told.'

' Been tol d?'

" About ne.’



consequently they suffer.'

He didn't argue, but she |ooked at him severely,
as though he had.

'"Ch yes, they suffer. That's why we're at such
pains to show some appreciation of their situation; to
teach themthat there are alternatives.'

She wal ked across to the window. From the second
storey there was an adequate view of the grounds.
Tet herdowne had been sone kind of estate, and there was
a good deal of land attached to the main house. A
playing-field, its grass sere in the m dsumer drought.
Beyond it a cluster of out-houses, sone exhausted
trees, shrubbery, and then rough wasteland off to the
wall. He'd seen the wall from the other side. Alcatraz
woul d have been proud of it.

"W try to give thema little freedom a little
education and a little synpathy. There's a popular
notion, isn't there, that delinquents enjoy their
crimnal activities? This isn't ny experience at all.
They cone to nme guilty, broken.

One broken victim flicked a vee at Leverthal's
back as he sauntered along the corridor. Hair slicked
down and parted in three places. A couple of hone-grown
tattoos on his fore-arm unfinished.



threadbare sernons on the fires below, but wth a
slightly | ess col our ful vocabul ary. It was
fundanentally the sane story though, complete with the
promi ses of healing, if

the rituals were observed. And behold, the righteous
shal | inherit the Kingdom of Heaven

There was a pursuit on the playing field, he
noticed. Pursuit, and now a capture. One victim was
laying into another smaller victim with his boot; it
was a fairly merciless display.

Leverthal caught the scene at the sanme tine as
Rednan.

' Excuse ne. | nust -

She started down the stairs.

"Your workshop is third door on the left if you
want to take a look,'" she called over her shoul der,
"I''"l'l be right back.'

Li ke hell she woul d. Judging by the way the scene
on the field was progressing, it would be a three
crowbar job to prize them apart.

Redman wandered along to his workshop. The door
was | ocked, but through the wired glass he could see
the benches, the vices, the tools. Not bad at all. He



boy's head; the injuries | ooked bad.

A nunber of the spectators |ooked up and stared
at the new face as Redman approached. There were
whi spers anongst them sone sniles.

Redman | ooked at the boy. Perhaps sixteen, he |ay
with his cheek to the ground, as if Ilistening for
sonething in the earth.

'Lacey', Leverthal nanmed the boy for Redman.

"I's he badly hurt?

The man kneeling beside Lacey shook his head.

"Not too bad. Bit of a fall. Nothing broken.'

There was blood on the boy's face from his mashed
nose. H's eyes were closed. Peaceful. He could have
been dead.

"Where's the bloody stretcher? said the warder.
He was clearly unconfortable on the drought-hardened
ground.

"They're coming, Sir,' said soneone. Redman
thought it was the aggressor. A thin lad: about
nineteen. The sort of eyes that could sour nmilk at
twenty paces

Indeed a small posse of boys was emerging from
the main building, carrying a stretcher and a red
bl anket. They were all grinning fromear to ear



Leverthal was offering no support.

"Didn't we?' he denmanded of her.

"It was too far to lay any blane, | think. But |
don't want to see any nore of this kind of bullying, do
you al |l understand ne?'

She'd seen Lacey, and recognized him easily from
that distance. Wiy not the attacker too? Redman kicked
hinself for not concentrating; wthout nanmes and
personalities to go with the faces, it was difficult to
di stinguish between them The risk of nmeking a
m spl aced accusation was high, even though he was
al nrost sure of the curdling eyed boy. This was no tine
to make mistakes, he decided; this tinme he'd have to
| et the issue drop.

Leverthal seemed unnoved by the whol e thing.

'Lacey,' she said quietly, '"it's always Lacey.'

'"He asks for it,' said one of the boys with the
stretcher, brushing a sheaf of blond-white hair from
his eyes, 'he doesn't know no better.'

Ignoring the observation, Leverthal supervised
Lacey's transfer to the stretcher, and started to walk
back to the main building, with Redman in tow It was
all so casual.



Redman spent a good deal of the next day putting
his workshop in order. Miny of the tools had been
broken or rendered usel ess by untrained handling: saws
wi thout teeth, chisels that were chipped and edgel ess,
broken vices. He'd need noney to re-supply the shop
with the basics of the trade, but now wasn't the tine
to start asking. Wser to wait, and be seen to do a
decent job. He was quite used to the politics of
institutions; the force was full of it.

About four-thirty a bell started to ring, a good
way from the workshop. He ignored it, but after a tine
his instincts got the better of him Bells were alarns,
and alarns were sounded to alert people. He left his
tidying, |ocked the workshop door behind him and
foll owed his ears.

The bell was ringing in what was |aughingly
called the Hospital Unit, two or three roons closed off
fromthe main block and prettied up with a few pictures
and curtains at the wi ndows. There was no sign of snoke
in the air, so it clearly wasn't a fire. There was
shouti ng though. Mre than shouting. A how .

He quickened his pace along the intermnable
corridors, and as he turned a corner towards the Unit a



It was like westling a crocodile: the kid had
all the strength of fear. But the best of his fury was
spent.

Tears were springing into his bruised eyes as he
spat in Redman's face. It was Lacey in his arns,
unwhol esone Lacey.

"OK. W got him'

Redman stepped back as the warder took over,
putting Lacey in a hold that |ooked fit to break the
boy's arm Two or three others were appearing round the
corner. Two boys, and a nurse, a very unlovely
creature.

"Let me go . . . Let me go ' Lacey was
yelling, but any stomach for the fight had gone out of
him A pout came to his face in defeat, and still the

cow|like eyes turned up accusingly at Redman, big and
brown. He | ooked younger than his sixteen years, al nost
prepubescent. There was a whisper of bumfluff on his
cheek and a few spots anpongst the bruises and a badly-
applied dressing across his nose. But quite a girlish
face, a virgin's face, from an age when there were
still virgins. And still the eyes.

Leverthal had appeared, too late to be of use.

"What's goi ng on?



boy just stared, as though he'd never been asked a
guesti on before.

"You the pig? he said suddenly, snot running
from his nose

"Pig?

'He neans policenan,' said one of the boys. The
noun was spoken with a nocking precision, as though he
was addressing an inbecile.

"I know what he neans, lad,' said Redman, still

determned to out-stare Lacey, '| know very well what
he neans.'

"Are you?

"Be quiet, Lacey,' said Leverthal, 'you're in
enough trouble as it is.'

"Yes, son. I'mthe pig.'

The war of looks went on, a private battle
bet ween boy and man

"You don't know nothing,' said Lacey. It wasn't a
snide remark, the boy was sinply telling his version of
the truth; his gaze didn't flicker

"All right, Lacey, that's enough.' The warder was
trying to haul him away; his belly stuck out between
pyjama top and bottom a snooth donme of milk skin.

"Let him speak,' said Redman. 'Wat don't |
know?"'



hold just a little.

"Way did you try and escape, Lacey?'

"Cause he came back.'

"Wo came back? A nane, Lacey. Wwo are you
tal ki ng about ?'

For several seconds Rednan sensed the boy
fighting a pact wth silence; then Lacey shook his
head, breaking the electric exchange between them He
seened to | ose his way sonmewhere; a kind of puzzlenent
gagged him

"No harmis going to cone to you.'

Lacey stared at his feet, frowning. 'l want to go
back to bed now,' he said. A virgin' s request.

"No harm Lacey. | promse.'’

The promise seenmed to have precious little
effect; Lacey was struck dumb. But it was a promse
nevert hel ess, and he hoped Lacey realised that. The kid
| ooked exhausted by the effort of his failed escape, of
the pursuit, of staring. H's face was ashen. He let the
warder turn him and take him back. Before he rounded
the corner again, he seenmed to change his nind; he
struggled to loose hinself, failed, but nanaged to
twist hinself round to face his interrogator.



yet to neet a head shrinker who didn't have problens of
their own.

"The boy's Ilying," she said, 'Henessey's no
| onger with us.'

A little pause. Redman didn't pronpt, it would
only make her junpy.

'Lacey's clever,' she went on, putting the
cigarette to her colourless lips. 'He knows just the
spot .

' Eh?'

"You're new here, and he wants to give you the
i mpression that he's got a nystery all of his own.'

"It isn't a nystery then?

' Henessey?' she snorted. 'Good God no. He escaped
custody in early Mwy. He and Lacey . . .' She
hesitated, wthout wanting to. 'He and Lacey had
sonet hi ng between them Drugs perhaps, we never found
out. due-sniffing, nutual nmasturbation, God knows
what . '

She really did find the whol e subject unpleasant.
Distaste was witten over her face in a dozen tight
pl aces.

'How di d Henessey escape?



wasn't especially bright, but he was cunning. | wasn't
al together surprised when he went missing. The few
weeks before his escape he'd really sunk into hinself.
I couldn't get anything out of him and up until then
he'd been quite tal kative.'

"And Lacey?'

"Under his thunb. It often happens. Younger boy
i dolizes an older, nore experienced individual. Lacey
had a very unsettled fanm |y background."

Neat, thought Redman. So neat he didn't believe a
word of it. Mnds weren't pictures at an exhibition,
all nunbered, and hung in order of influence, one
mar ked ' Cunning', the next, 'lInpressionable'. They were
scrams; they were sprawling splashes of graffiti,
unpr edi ct abl e, unconfi nabl e.

And little boy Lacey? He was witten on water

Classes began the next day, in a heat so
oppressive it turned the workshop into an oven by
el even. But the boys responded quickly to Redman's
straight dealing. They recognized in him a man they
could respect without l|iking. They expected no favours,
and received none. It was a stable arrangenent.



It was not until the follow ng Monday that one of
t he boys nentioned the farm

Nobody had told him there was a farm in the
grounds of the Centre, and the idea struck Rednman as
absurd.

' Nobody nuch goes down there,' said Creeley, one
of the worst woodworkers on God's earth. "It stinks.'

General |aughter.

"All right, lads, settle down.'

The | aughter subsided, laced with a few whispered
jibes.

"Where is this farm Creel ey?

"It's not even a farmreally, sir,' said Creeley,
chewi ng his tongue (an incessant routine). 'It's just a
few huts. Stink, they do sir. Especially now.'

He pointed out of the window to the wilderness
beyond the playing field. Since he'd |last |ooked out at
the sight, that first day with Leverthal, the wastel and
had ripened in the sweaty heat, ranker with weeds than
ever. Creeley pointed out a distant brick wall, all but
hi dden behind a shield of shrubs.

"See it, sir?

‘"Yes, | seeit.’

"That's the sty, sir.'



across the field and past the out-houses. The buil dings
he glinpsed fromthe workshop wi ndow were com ng out of
hiding. A few ranshackle huts thrown wup out of
corrugated iron and rotting wood, a chicken run, and
the brick-built sty were all the farm could offer. As
Creeley had said, it wasn't really a farmat all. It
was a tiny donesticated Dachau; filthy and forlorn.
Sonebody obviously fed the few prisoners: the hens, the
hal f dozen geese, the pigs, but nobody seened bothered
to clean them out. Hence that rotten snell. The pigs
particularly were living in a bed of their own ordure
i slands of dung cooked to perfection in the sun
peopl ed with thousands of flies.

The sty itself was divided into two separate
conmpartnments, divided by a high brick wall. In the
forecourt of one a small, nottled pig lay on its side
in the filth, its flank alive with ticks and bugs.
Anot her, snaller, pig could be glinpsed in the gl oom of
the interior, lying on shit-thick straw. Neither showed
any interest in Rednan.

The ot her conpartnment seenmed enpty.

There was no excrement in the forecourt, and far
fewer flies anobngst the straw. The accunul ated snell of
old faecal matter was no |ess acute, however, and



pristine, her blushing pink frame radiant with good
health. Her sheer size inpressed Rednan. She nust have
wei ghed twice what he wei ghed, he guessed: an
altogether formidable creature. A glampbrous aninal in
her gross way, with her curling blonde |ashes and the
delicate down on her shiny snout that coarsened to
bristles around her lolling ears, and the oily,
fetching I ook in her dark brown eyes.

Redman, a city boy, had seldom seen the living
truth behind, or previous to, the nmeat on his plate.
This wonderful porker canme as a revelation. The bad
press that he'd always believed about pigs, the
reputation that mde the very name a synonym for
foul ness, all that was given the lie.

The sow was beautiful, from her snuffling snout
to the delicate corkscrew of her tail, a seductress on
trotters.

Her eyes regarded Rednan as an equal, he had no
doubt of that, admiring himrather |ess than he admnired
her.

She was safe in her head, he in his. They were
equal under a glittering sky.

Close to, her body snelt sweet. Sonebody had
clearly been there that very norning, sluicing her



was over.

That night he went to find Lacey. The boy had
been renoved fromthe Hospital Unit and put in a shabby
room of his own. He was apparently still being bullied
by the other boys in his dornitory, and the alternative
was this solitary confinenment. Redman found him sitting
on a carpet of old comc books, staring at the wall.
The lurid covers of the comics nmade his face [|ook
m | ki er than ever. The bandage had gone from his nose,
and the bruise on the bridge was yell ow ng.

He shook Lacey's hand, and the boy gazed up at
him There was a real turn about since their |ast
nmeeting. Lacey was calm even docile. The handshake, a
ritual Redman had introduced whenever he net boys out
of the workshop, was weak.

"Are you wel | ?

The boy nodded.

"Do you like being al one?

'Yes, sir.'

"You'l | have to go back to the dormtory
eventual ly.' Lacey shook his head.

"You can't stay here forever, you know.'

"Ch, | know that, sir.'

"You'll have to go back.'



"No. '
"Way did you nention Kevin Henessey's nane to ne
last week? | know that he isn't here any longer. He
escaped, didn't he?
Lacey stared at the three-colour hero on the

page.
"Didn't he?
'"He's here,' said Lacey, very quietly. The kid
was suddenly distraught. It was in his voice, and in

the way his face folded up on itself.

"If he escaped, why should he cone back? That
doesn't really nake nuch sense to ne, does it make much
sense to you?'

Lacey shook his head. There were tears in his
nose, that nuffled his words, but they were clear
enough.

'He never went away.'

"What ? You nean he never escaped?

"He's clever sir. You don't know Kevin. He's
clever.' He closed the comic, and |ooked up at Redman.
"In what way cl ever?

'He pl anned everything, sir. Al of it.'

" You have to be clear.’

"You won't believe me. Then that's the end,
because you won't believe ne. He hears you know, he's



wal king a tight rope, very close to losing his
protector.
"You promised,' he said suddenly, cold as ice.

"Promised no harm would conme to you. It won't. |
said that and | nmeant it. But that doesn't nean you can
tell ne lies, Lacey.'

"What lies, sir?

' Henessey isn't dead.'

"He is, sir. They all know he is. He hanged
hinself. Wth the pigs."'

Redman had been lied to many tines, by experts
and he felt he'd beconme a good judge of liars. He knew
all the tell-tale signs. But the boy exhibited none of
them He was telling the truth. Redman felt it in his
bones.

The truth; the whole truth; nothing but.

That didn't nmean that what the boy was saying was
true. He was sinply telling the truth as he understood
it. He believed Henessey was deceased. That proved
not hi ng.

"I'f Henessey were dead -'

"He is, sir.'

"I'f he were, how could he be here?



reasonabl e questi on.

"No, boy,' said Redman. 'No, | don't.' Lacey
seenmed unruffled by this conflict of opinion. 'You'll
see,' he said sinply. "You'll see.'

In the sty at the perineter of the grounds the
great, nanel ess sow was hungry.
She judged the rhythm of the days, and with their

progressi on her desires grew. She knew that the tine
for stale slops in a trough was past. Qher appetites
had taken the place of those piggy pleasures.

She had a taste, since the first tine, for food
with a certain texture, a certain resonance. It wasn't
food she would demand all the time, only when the need
came on her. Not a great demand: once in a while, to
gobbl e at the hand that fed her.

She stood at the gate of her prison, listless
with anticipation, waiting and waiting. She snaffled,
she snorted, her inpatience beconing a dull anger. In

the adjacent pen her castrated sons, sensing her
di stress, becanme agitated in their turn. They knew her
nature, and it was dangerous. She had, after all, eaten
two of their brothers, living, fresh and wet from her
own wonb.



sonetinmes, pink and inperial, and denmand that the
smal | est boys be sent into her shadow to suckle her,
naked like her farrow? And wouldn't she beat her
vicious heels wupon the ground, until the food they
brought for her was cut into petit pieces and delivered
into her maw between trenbling finger and thunb? All
t hese things she did.

And wor se.

Toni ght, the boys knew, they had not brought what
she wanted. It was not the neat she was due that lay on
the plate they carried. Not the sweet, white neat that
she had asked for in that other voice of hers, the neat
she could, if she

desired, take by force. Tonight the nmeal was sinply
stal e bacon, filched from the kitchens. The nouri shnent
she really craved, the nmeat that had been pursued and
terrified to engorge the nuscle, then bruised like a
hanmered steak for her delectation, that nmeat was under
special protection. It would take a while to coax it to
the sl aughter.
Meanwhile they hoped she would accept their
apol ogies and their tears, and not devour them in her
anger.



her eyes glinting like jewels in the murky night,
brighter than the night because living, purer than the
ni ght because wanti ng.

The boys knelt at the gate, their heads bowed in
supplication, the plate they both held lightly covered
with a piece of stained nuslin.

"Well? she said. The voice was unm stakable in
their ears. H's voice, out of the nouth of the pig.

The elder boy, a black kid with a cleft palate,
spoke quietly to the shining eyes, nmking the best of
his fear:

"It's not what you wanted. WW're sorry.

The other boy, unconfortable in his crowled
trousers, murnured his apol ogy too.

"We'll get him for you though. We wll, really.
W'll bring him to you very soon, as soon as Wwe
possi bly can.'

"Why not tonight?' said the pig.

'"He's being protected.’

"A new teacher. M Rednman.'

The sow seemed to know it all already. She
renenbered the confrontation across the wall, the way
he'd stared at her



"CGo on, quickly.'

The boy took the first strip of bacon between
finger and thunb and proffered it. The sow turned her
nmouth sideways up to it and ate, showi ng her yellow sh
teeth. It was gone quickly. The second, the third,
fourth, fifth the sane.

The sixth and last piece she took wth his
fingers, snatched with such el egance and speed the boy
could only cry out as her teeth chanped through the
thin digits and swallowed them He wthdrew his hand
from over the sty wall, and gawped at this nutilation.
She had done only a little damage, considering. The top
of his thunb and half his index finger had gone. The
wounds bled quickly, fully, splashing on to his shirt
and his shoes. She grunted and snorted and seened
sati sfi ed.

The boy yel ped and ran.

" Tonorrow, ' said the sow to the renaining
supplicant. 'Not this old pig-neat. It nust be white.
White and lacy.' She thought that was a fine joke.

'Yes,' the boy said, 'yes, of course.’

"Wthout fail,' she ordered.

"Yes.'

'O | conme for himnyself. Do you hear ne?'

"Yes.'



' Henessey dead?' said Leverthal, head still down
as she wote one of her intermnable reports. 'It's
anot her fabrication. One mnute the child says he's in
the Centre, the next he's dead. The boy can't even get
his story straight.'

It was difficult to argue with the contradictions
unl ess one accepted the idea of ghosts as readily as
Lacey. There was no way Redman was going to try and
argue that point with the worman. That part was a
nonsense. Ghosts were foolishness; just fears made
visible. But the possibility of Henessey's suicide nade
nore sense to Redman. He pressed on with his argunent.

'"So where did Lacey get this story from about
Henessey's death? It's a funny thing to invent.'

She deigned to look up, her face drawn up into
itself like a snail in its shell.

"Fertile immginations are par for the course
here. If you heard the tales I've got on tape: the
exoticismof some of them would bl ow your head open.'

'Have there been suicides here?

"In nmy time? She thought for a nonment, pen
poised. 'Two attenpts. Neither, | think, intended to
succeed. Cries for help.'

'"WAs Henessey one?



He knew she was going to say pig, but she stopped
just short of the word.

"Those wetched animals on the farm' she said,
| ooki ng back down at her report.

' Henessey spent tinme at the farn®?

"No nore than any other boy,' she lied. 'None of
them like farm duties, but it's part of the work rota.
Mucking out isn't a very pleasant occupation. | can
testify to that.'

The lie he knew she'd told nmade Redman keep back
Lacey's final detail: that Henessey's death had taken
place in the pig-sty.

He shrugged, and took an entirely different tack.

"I's Lacey under any nedication?'

' Sone sedatives.'

"Are the boys always sedated when they've been in
a fight?'

"Only if they try to make escapes. W haven't got

enough staff to supervise the likes of Lacey. | don't
see why you're so concerned.'
"I want himto trust ne. | promsed him | don't

want himlet down.'



that you should let us go about our business the way
we're used to. Learn the ropes before you start -'
"Interfering.’
She nodded. 'It's as good a word as any. You're
maki ng enenies.'

" Thank you for the warning.'

"This job's difficult enough wthout enemes,
beli eve ne.'

She attenpted a conciliatory |ook, which Rednan
i gnor ed.

Enemies he could live with, liars he couldn't.

The CGovernor's room was |ocked, as it had been
for a full week now Explanations differed as to where
he was. Meetings with funding bodies was a favourite
reason touted anongst the staff, though the Secretary
clained she didn't exactly know. There were Sem nars at
the University he was running, sonebody said, to bring
sonme research to bear on the problems of Remand
Centres. Maybe the Governor was at one of those. If M
Rednman wanted, he could |eave a nessage, the Governor
woul d get it.

Back in the workshop, Lacey was waiting for him
It was al nost seven-fifteen: classes were well over



'"They read them sir: in case you wite sonething
you shouldn't. And if you do, they burn them'

"And you've witten sonething you shouldn't?

He nodded.

" What ?'

"About Kevin. | told her all about Kevin, about
what happened to him'

"I"'m not sure you've got your facts right about
Henessey.'

The boy shrugged. 'lIt's true, sir,' he said
quietly,

apparently no longer caring if he convinced Redman or
not '"It's true. He's there, sir. In her.'

"I n who? What are you tal king about?

Maybe Lacey was speaking, as Leverthal had
suggested, sinply out of his fear. There had to be a
limt to his patience with the boy, and this was just
about it.

A knock on the door, and a spotty individua
called Slape was staring at him through the wred
gl ass.

"Cone in.'

"Urgent telephone call for vyou, sir. In the
Secretary's Ofice.'’



"I"'mrelying on you, so don't |let ne down.'

"No, sir.'

Redman turned to Lacey. The bruised |ook was a
wound now open, as he wept.

"Gve nme your letter. I'lIl take it to the
Ofice.'

Lacey had thrust the envelope into his pocket. He
retrieved it unwillingly, and handed it across to
Redman.

'Say thank you.'

" Thank you, sir.'

The corridors were enpty.

It was television tinme, and the nightly worship
of the box had begun. They would be glued to the black
and white set that dominated the Recreation Room
sitting through the pap of Cop Shows and Ganme Shows and

Wars from the Wrld Shows with their jaws open and
their mnds closed. A hypnotized silence would fall on
the assenbl ed conpany until a promise of violence or a
hint of sex. Then the room would erupt in whistles,
obscenities, and shouts of encouragenent, only to
subside again into sullen silence during the dial ogue
as they waited for another gun, another breast. He



be speaking to the outside world. Like Crusoe seeing a

sail, only to have it sweep by his island.
Ri di cul ous: this wasn't his prison. He could walk
out whenever he liked. He would walk out that very

ni ght: and be Crusoe no | onger.

He contenplated leaving Lacey's letter on the
desk, but thought better of it. He had promised to
protect the boy's interests, and that he would do. |If
necessary, he'd post the letter hinself.

Thinking of nothing in particular, he started
back towards the workshop. Vague w sps of unease
floated in his system «clogging his responses. Sighs
sat in his throat, scows on his face. This dam pl ace,
he said aloud, not neaning the walls and the floors,
but the trap they represented. He felt he could die
here with his good intentions arrayed around him |ike
flowers round a stiff, and nobody would know, or care,
or nourn. ldealism was weakness here, conpassion and
i ndul gence. Unease was all: unease and -Sil ence.

That was what was wong. Though the television
still popped and screaned down the corridor, there was
silence accompanying it. No wolf-whistles, no cat-
cal | s.



'"He's got a gun!'’

Anot her shot.

The wonman, blonde, big-breasted, took the bullet
in her heart, and died on the sidewal k beside the man
she' d | oved.

The tragedy went unwatched. The Recreation Room
was enpty, the old arnchairs and graffiti-carved stools
pl aced around the television set for an audience who
had better entertainnent for the evening. Redman wove
bet ween the seats and turned the television off. As the
silver-blue fluorescence died, and the insistent beat
of the music was cut dead, he becane aware, in the
gloom in the hush, of sonebody at the door.

"Who is it?

'Sl ape, sir.'

"I told you to stay with Lacey.'

'"He had to go, sir.'

C 7"

"He ran off, sir. I couldn't stop him'

'Dam you. What do you nean, you couldn't stop
hi n®?'

Redman started to re-cross the room catching his
foot on a stool. It scraped on the linoleum a little
protest.



Sl ape didn't nove aside

"Qut of nmy way, Slape.’

"Really, sir, there's no way you can help him
now. He's gone.'

"I said, out of ny way.'

As he stepped forward to push Slape aside there
was a click at navel-level and the bastard had a flick-
knife pressed to Rednman's belly. The point bit the fat
of his stomach.

"There's really no need to go after him sir.'

"What in God's nane are you doi ng, Slape?

"W're just playing a gane,' he said through
teeth gone grey.

"There's no real harm in it. Best |eave well
al one.’

The point of the knife had drawn blood. Warmy
it wended its way down into Redman's groin. Slape was

prepared to kill him no doubt of that. Watever this
ganme was, Slape was having a little fun all of his own.
Killing teacher, it was called. The knife was still

being pressed, infinitesinmally slowy, through the wall
of Redman's flesh. The Ilittle rivulet of blood had
thi ckened into a stream

"Kevin likes to cone out and play once in a
while,' said Slape.



were a nman, you started to die: and Kevin used to say
he'd never die.'

"Never die.' 'Never.'

"I want to neet him'

' Everybody does, sir. He's charismatic. That's
the Doctor's word for him Charismatic.'

"I want to nmeet this charismatic fellow'

' Soon. '

" Now. '

"l said soon.'

Redman took the knife-hand at the wist so
qui ckly Slape had no chance to press the weapon hone.
The adol escent's response was slow, doped perhaps, and
Rednan had the better of him The knife dropped from
his hand as Redman's grip tightened, the other hand
took Slape in a strangle-hold, easily rounding his
enmaci at ed neck. Redman' s palm pressed on hi s
assailant's Adamls apple, neking himgargle.

"Where's Henessey? You take ne to him'

The eyes that |ooked down at Redman were slurred
as his words, the irises pin-pricks.

‘Take me to him' Rednman denanded.

Sl ape's hand found Redman's cut belly, and his
fist jabbed the wound. Redman cursed, letting his hold
slip, and Slape alnost slid out of his grasp, but



all night I'm happy as a sand- boy."

Sl ape shook his head, grabbing his breath through
his constricted w ndpi pe in short, painful gasps.

'You don't want any nore?

Sl ape shook his head again. Rednman let go of him
and flung him across the corridor against the wall.
Whi npering with pain, his face crinped, he slid down
the wall into a foetal position, hands between his
| egs.

"Where's Lacey?

Sl ape had begun to shake; the words tunbled out.
"Where d' you think? Kevin's got him'

"Where' s Kevin?'

Sl ape | ooked up at Redman, puzzl ed.

"Don't you know?'

"I wouldn't ask if | did, would | ?

Slape seened to pitch forward as he spoke,
letting out a sigh of pain. Rednman's first thought was
that the youth was collapsing, but Slape had other
ideas. The knife was suddenly in his hand again,
snatched from the floor, and Slape was driving it up
towards Redman's groin. He sidestepped the cut with a
hair's breadth to spare, and Slape was on his feet
again, the pain forgotten. The knife slit the air back



crippling blow to Slape's knee, the weak 1leg, he
guessed. He guessed correctly.
Sl ape screanmed, and staggered back, reeling

round and hitting the wall face on. Rednman followed
t hrough, pressing Slape's back. Too late, he realized
what he'd done. Slape's body relaxed as his knife hand,
crushed between wall and body, slid out, bloody and
weapon |less. Slape exhaled death-air, and collapsed

heavily against the wall, driving the knife stil
deeper into his own gut. He was dead before he touched
t he ground.

Redman turned him over. He'd never becone used to
the suddenness of death. To be gone so quickly, |Iike

the image on the television screen. Switched off and
bl ank. No nessage.

The utter silence of the ~corridors becane
overwhel ming as he wal ked back towards the vestibule.
The cut on his stomach was not significant, and the
bl ood had made its own scabby bandage of his shirt,
knitting cotton to flesh and sealing the wound. It
scarcely hurt at all. But the cut was the least of his
probl enms: he had mysteries to unravel now, and he felt
unable to face them The used, exhausted atnosphere of
the place made him feel, in his turn, wused and



They fed ne to the pig. Don't believe them if

they said | never loved you, or if they said | ran
away. | never did. They fed me to the pig. | |ove you.
Tommy.

He pocketed the letter and began to run out of
the building and across the field. It was well dark
now. a deep, starless

dark, and the air was nuggy. Even in daylight he
wasn't sure of the route to the farm it was worse by
night. He was very soon |ost, sonmewhere between the
playing-field and the trees. It was too far to see the
outline of the main building behind him and the trees
ahead all | ooked alike.

The night-air was foul; no wind to freshen tired
linbs. It was as still outside as inside, as though the
whol e world had becone an interior: a suffocating room
bounded by a painted ceiling of cloud.

He stood in the dark, the blood thunmping in his
head, and tried to orient hinself.

To his left, where he had guessed the out-houses
to be, a light glinered. Cearly he was conpletely
m st aken about his position. The |ight was at the sty.



world was an attractive option. Down and out.

And there was Lacey. There'd been a nonment of
doubt, after speaking to Leverthal, when he'd wondered
why he cared so nuch about the boy. That accusation of
special pleading, it had a certain truth to it. Ws
there sonething in him that wanted Thomas Lacey naked
beside hin? Wsn't that the sub-text of Leverthal's
remark? Even now, running uncertainly towards the
lights, all he could think of was the boy's eyes, huge
and denandi ng, | ooking deep into his.

Ahead there were figures in the night, wandering
away from the farm He could see them against the
lights of the sty. Was it all over already? He nade a
| ong curve around

to the left of the buildings to avoid the spectators
as they left the scene. They nade no noise: there was
no chatter or | aught er anongst t hem Like a
congregation leaving a funeral they walked evenly in
the dark, each apart from the other, heads bowed. It
was eerie, to see these godl ess delinquents so subdued
by reverence.
He reached the chicken-run w thout encountering
any of themface to face



no nane to.

There was a noise fromthe sty, the sound of the
sow s feet on the straw as she accepted their stares.
Sonebody was speaki ng, but he couldn't nake out who. An
adol escent's voice, with a lilt to it. As the voice
halted in its nonol ogue, the warder and another of the
boys broke rank, as if dismissed, and turned away into
the dark. Redman crept a little closer. Tine was of the
essence now. Soon the first of the congregation would
have crossed the field and be back in the Miin
Buil ding. They'd see Slape's corpse: raise the alarm
He nmust find Lacey now, if indeed Lacey was still to be
f ound.

Leverthal saw him first. She |ooked up from the
sty and nodded a greeting, apparently unconcerned by
his arrival. It was as if his appearance at this place
was inevitable, as if all routes led back to the farm
to the straw house and the snell of excrement. It nade
a kind of sense that she'd believe that. He alnost
believed it hinself.

‘Leverthal,' he said.

She smiled at him openly. The boy beside her
rai sed his head and sniled too.

"Are you Henessey?' he asked, |ooking at the boy.



"Where's Henessey?' asked Rednan, neeting the
sow s gaze.

"Here,' said the boy.

"This is a pig.'

"She ate him' said the youth, still smiling. He
obviously thought the idea delightful. 'She ate him
and he speaks out of her.'

Redman wanted to laugh. This nade Lacey's tales
of ghosts seem alnobst plausible by conparison. They
were telling himthe pig was possessed.

'Did Henessey hang hinsel f, as Tomry sai d?'

Leverthal nodded.

"In the sty?

Anot her nod.

Suddenly the pig took on a different aspect. In
his imagi nation he saw her reaching up to sniff at the
feet of Henessey's twitching body, sensing the death
com ng over it, salivating at the thought of its flesh.
He saw her licking the dew that oozed fromits skin as
it rotted, lapping at it, nibbling daintily at first,
then devouring it. It wasn' t too difficult to
understand how the boys could have nade a nythol ogy of
that atrocity: inventing hymcrms to it, attending



Al this he could understand: they were children,
many of them under-educated, sone verging on nental
instability, all susceptible to superstition. But that
didn't explain Leverthal. She was staring into the sty
again, and Redman registered for the first tinme that
her hair was unclipped, and lay on her shoulders,
honey-col oured in the candl elight.

"It looks like a pig to nme, plain and sinple,' he
sai d.

'She speaks wth his voice,' Leverthal said,
qui etly. 'Speaks in tongues, you mght say. You'll hear
himin a while. My darling boy.'

Then he understood. 'You and Henessey?'

"Don't look so horrified," she said. 'He was
ei ghteen: hair blacker than you' ve ever seen. And he
| oved ne.'

"Way did he hang hinsel f?

"To live forever,' she said, 'so he'd never be a
man, and die.'

"W didn't find him for six days,' said the
youth, alnost whispering it in Redman's ear, 'and even
then she wouldn't |et anybody near him once she had
him to herself. The pig, | mean. Not the Doctor.
Everyone | oved Kevi n, you see, ' he  whispered
intimtely. 'He was beautiful.’



The sow responded to the sudden action. She
started to stanp the straw, showing the whites of her
eyes.

Redman tried to shrug off the boy's grip, at the
same tinme delivering an elbow to his belly. The boy
backed off, wi nded and cursing, only to be replaced by
Levert hal .

"G to him' she said as she snatched at Redman's
hair. "Go to him if you want him' Her nails raked
across his tenple and nose, just nissing his eyes.

"Cet off me!'" he said, trying to shake the woman
of f, but she clung, her head |ashing back and forth as
she tried to press himover the wall.

The rest happened with horrid speed. Her 1|ong
hair brushed through a candle flane and her head caught
fire, the flames clinbing quickly. Shrieking for help
she stunbled heavily against the gate. It failed to
support her weight, and gave inward. Redman watched
hel pl essly as the burning woman fell anongst the straw.
The flames spread enthusiastically across the forecourt
towards the sow, |apping up the kindling.

Even now, in extrems, the pig was still a pig.
No miracles here: no speaking, or pleading, in tongues.
The aninmal panicked as the blaze surrounded her,
cornering her stamping bulk and licking at her flanks.



about in her

pain. Her cries did not dimnish as the dark ate her
up, they seened just to echo back and forth across the
field, unable to find a way out of the | ocked room

Redman stepped over Leverthal's fire-ridden
corpse and into the sty. The straw was burning on every
side, and the fire was creeping towards the door. He
hal f-shut his eyes against the stinging snmoke and
ducked into the pig-house.

Lacey was lying as he had been all along, back to the
door. Rednman turned the boy over. He was alive. He was
awake. His face, bloated with tears and terror, stared
up off his straw pillow, eyes so w de they |ooked fit
to leap from his head.

"CGet up,' said Redman, |eaning over the boy.

Hs small body was rigid, and it was all Redman
could do to prize his linbs apart. Wth little words of
care, he coaxed the boy to his feet as the snoke began
to swirl into the pig-house

"Cone on, it's all right, come on.'

He stood upright and sonething brushed his hair.
Rednman felt a little rain of worns across his face and
glanced up to see Henessey, or what was left of him
still suspended from the crossbeam of the pig-house.



Qutside the straw was no |longer blazing as
brightly, but the light of fire and candl es and burning
body still nade himsquint after the dark interior.

"Cone on lad,' he said, lifting the kid through
the flanes. The boy's eyes were button-bright, lunatic-
bright. They said futility.

They <crossed the sty to the gate, skipping
Leverthal 's corpse, and headed into the darkness of the
open field.

The boy seenmed to be stirring from his stricken
state with every step they took away from the farm
Behind them the sty was already a blazing nenory.
Ahead, the night was as still and inpenetrable as ever

Redman tried not to think of the pig. It nust be dead
by now, surely.

But as they ran, there seened to be a noise in
the earth as sonething huge kept pace wth them
content to keep its distance, wary now but relentless
inits pursuit.

He dragged on Lacey's arm and hurried on, the
ground sun baked beneath their feet. Lacey was
whi npering now, no words as yet, but sound at least. It
was a good sign, a sign Rednan needed.

He' d had about his fill of insanity.



Governor's O fice hand in hand. Lacey had fallen silent
again, but his expression was no longer so manic; it
| ooked as though cleansing tears might be close. He
sniffed; made noises in his throat.

Hs grip on Rednman's hand tightened, then rel axed
conpl etely.

Ahead, the vestibule was in darkness. Sonmebody

had smashed the bulb recently. It still rocked gently
onits
cable, illumnated by a seepage of dull light from

t he wi ndow.

'Come on. There's nothing to be afraid of. Cone
on, boy.'

Lacey bent to Redman's hand and bit the flesh.
The trick was so quick he let the boy go before he
could prevent hinself, and Lacey was showing his heels
as he scooted away down the corridor away from the
vesti bul e.

No matter. He couldn't get far. For once Rednan
was gl ad the place had walls and bars.

Redman crossed the darkened vestibule to the
Secretary's Ofice. Nothing noved. Woever had broken
the bul b was keeping very quiet, very still.



to the door. It was sturdy, strong wood, and the [|ock
was good quality. H's shoulder ached and the wound in
his stomach had reopened by the tine the | ock gave, and
he gai ned access to the room

The floor was littered with straw, the snell
i nside nade the sty seem sweet. The Governor was |ying
behi nd his desk, his heart eaten out.

'"The pig,' said Redman. 'The pig. The pig.' And
saying, 'the pig', he reached for the phone.

A sound. He turned, and net the blow full-face.
It broke his cheek-bone and his nose. The room nottl ed,
and went white.

The vestibule was no longer dark. Candles were
burning, it seenmed hundreds of them in every corner,
on every edge. But then his head was swimmng, his
eyesight blurred with concussion. It could have been a
single candle, multiplied by senses that could no
| onger be trusted to tell the truth.

He stood in the middle of the arena of the
vestibule, not quite knowing how he could be standing,
for his legs felt nunmb and usel ess beneath him At the
peri phery of his vision, beyond the Ilight of the
candl es, he could hear people talking. No, not really



the figure astride her becane apparent. It was Tomy
Lacey of course, naked as the day he was born, his body
as pink and as hairless as one of her farrow, his face
as innocent of hunman feeling. His eyes were now her
eyes, as he guided the great sow by her ears. And the
noi se of the sow, the snaffling sound, was not out of
the pig's mouth, but out of his. H s was the voice of
the pig.

Redman said his nanme, quietly. Not Lacey, but
Tommy. The boy seenmed not to hear. Only then, as the
pig and her rider approached, did Redman register why
he hadn't fallen on his face.

There was a rope around his neck.

Even as he thought the thought, the noose
ti ghtened, and he was haul ed off his feet into the air.

No pain, but a terrible horror, worse, so nmuch
worse than pain, opened in him a gorge of loss and
regret, and all he was sank away into it.

Below him the sow and the boy had conme to a
halt, beneath his jangling feet. The boy, still
grunting, had clinbed off the pig and was squatting
down beside the beast. Through the greying air Rednan
could see the curve of the boy's spine, the flaw ess
skin of his back. He saw too the knotted rope that



"This is the state of the beast,' it said, 'to
eat and be eaten.'

Then the sow smiled, and Redman felt, though he
had believed hinself nunb, the first shock of pain as
Lacey's teeth bit off a piece from his foot, and the
boy clanbered, snorting, up his saviour's body to kiss
out his life.

SEX, DEATH AND
STAR SHI NE

DI ANE RAN HER scented fingers through the two
days' growth of ginger stubble on Terry's chin.

"I love it,' she said, 'Even the grey bits.'

She |oved everything about him or at |east
that's what she cl ai ned.

When he kissed her: | love it.

When he undressed her: | love it.

When he slid his briefs off: | love it, | |ove
it, I love it.

She'd go down on him wth such wunalloyed
enthusiasm all he could do was watch the top of her
ash- bl onde head bobbing at his groin, and hope to God
nobody chanced to walk into the dressing-room She was



God she was quite

a performer. Faultless technique; inmaculate timng
she knew either by instinct or by rehearsal just when
to pick up the rhythm and bring the whole scene to a
sati sfying concl usion

When she'd finished nmilking the noment dry, he al nost
want ed to appl aud.

The whole <cast of Calloway's production of
Twel fth Night knew about the affair, of course. There'd
be the occasional snide coment passed if actress and
director were both late for rehearsals, or if she
arrived looking full, and he flushed. He tried to
persuade her to control the cat-with-the-cream | ook
that crept over her face, but she just wasn't that good
a deceiver. Wich was rich, considering her profession.

But then La Duvall, as Edward insisted on calling
her, didn't need to be a great player, she was fanpus.
So what if she spoke Shakespeare like it was Hi awat ha,
dum de dum de dum de dun? So what if her grasp of
psychol ogy was  dubi ous, her logic faulty, her
proj ection inadequate? So what if she had as nuch sense
of poetry as she did propriety? She was a star, and
t hat meant busi ness.



which it ~consistently drew high ratings, and its
perforners becane, alnost overnight, brilliant stars in
television's rhinestone heaven. Qittering there, the
bri ghtest of the bright, was D ane Duvall.

Maybe she wasn't born to play the classics, but
Jesus was she good box-office. And in this day and age,
with theatres

deserted, all that mattered was the nunmber of punters
on seats.

Calloway had resigned hinself to the fact that
this would not be the definitive Twelfth Night, but if
the production were successful, and with Diane in the
role of Viola it had every chance, and it night open a
few doors to himin the West End. Besides, working with
the ever-adoring, ever-demanding Mss D. Duvall had its
conpensat i ons.

Gal  oway pulled up his serge trousers, and | ooked
down at her. She was giving him that w nsone smile of
hers, the one she used in the letter scene. Expression
Five in the Duvall repertoire, sonewhere between
Virginal and Mtherly.



"Yes.'

"Are you OK?'

"Couldn't be better,' he replied. He kissed her
lightly on the nose and left her to her teasing.

On his way to the stage he ducked into the Men's
Dressing Room to adjust his clothing, and dowse his
burning cheeks with cold water. Sex always induced a
gi veaway nottling on his face and upper chest. Bending
to splash water on hinself Galloway studied his
features critically in the mrror over the sink. After
thirty-six years of holding the signs of age at bay, he
was beginning to look the part. He was no nore the
juvenile lead. There was an indisputable puffiness
beneat h his eyes, which was

nothing to do with sleeplessness and there were |ines
too, on his forehead, and round his nouth. He didn't
| ook the wunderkind any longer; the secrets of his
debauchery were witten all over his face. The excess
of sex, booze and anbition, the frustration of aspiring
and just nissing the main chance so nany tinmes. Wat
would he look like now, he thought bitterly, if he'd
been content to be sone unenterprising nobody working
in a mnor rep, guaranteed a house of ten aficionados
every night, and devoted to Brecht? Face as snmpooth as a



The carpenter, his name was Jake, had built two hedges
for Aivia's garden. They still had to be covered with
| eaves, but they |ooked quite inpressive, running the
depth of the stage to the cycloramm, where the rest of
the garden would be painted. None of this synbolic
stuff. A garden was a garden: green grass, blue sky.
That's the way the audience Iliked it North of
Bi rmi ngham and Terry had sone synpathy for their plain
t astes.

"Terry, love.'

Eddi e Cunni ngham had him by the hand and el bow,
escorting himinto the fray.

"What's the probl en?

"Terry, love, you cannot be serious about these
fucking (it came trippingly off the tongue: fucking)
hedges. Tell Uncle Eddie you're not serious before |
throw a fit.' Eddie pointed towards the offending
hedges. 'I nean look at them' As he spoke a thin plune
of spittle fizzed in the air.

"What's the problen? Terry asked again.

"Probl en? Blocking, |ove, blocking. Think about
it. We've rehearsed this whole scene with ne bobbing up
and down like a March hare. Up right, down left - but
it doesn't work if | haven't got access round the back.



'G“_'
That took the wind out of his sails.

' No?'
"Un.'

"I mean it seens easiest, doesn't it?
"Yes... | just liked...

"I know.'

"Wl l. Needs must. What about the croquet?'

"W'll cut that too.'

"All that business with the croquet mallets? The
bawdy stuff?

"It"Il all have to go. |I'm sorry, | haven't
t hought this through. | wasn't thinking straight.'

Eddi e fl ounced.

"That's all you ever do, love, think straight...'

Titters. Terry let it pass. Eddie had a genuine
point of criticism he had failed to consider the
probl ens of the hedge-design.

"I'"m sorry about the business; but there's no way
we can accomodate it.'

"You won't be cutting anybody else's business,
I'"'m sure,"’ said Eddie. He threw a glance over
Gl | oway' s



"Where's Ryan?'
The Stage Manager showed his bespectacled face
over the of fendi ng hedge.

"Sorry?

"Ryan, love - wll you please take a cup of
coffee to Eddie and coax him back into the bosom of the
fam | y?

Ryan pulled a face that said: you offended him
you fetch him

But Galloway had passed this particular buck
before: he was a past nmaster at it. He just stared at
Ryan, defying himto contradict his request, until the
ot her man dropped his eyes and nodded his acqui escence.

"Sure,' he said glumy.

' Good nman.'

Ryan cast him an accusatory | ook, and di sappeared
in pursuit of Ed Cunni ngham

'"No show without Belch,' said Galloway, trying to
warm up the atnosphere a little. Sonmeone grunted: and
the small half-circle of onlookers began to disperse.
Show over.

'K, OK,' said Glloway, picking up the pieces,
"let's get to work. We'll run through from the top of
the scene. Diane, are you ready?

"Yes.'



busi ness when the thought of Ilife as an accountant
seemred a consummation devoutly to be wshed, to
par aphrase the Prince of Dennark

In the Gods of the Elysium sonebody noved.
Gal l oway | ooked up from his doubts and stared through
the swarthy air. Had Eddie taken residence on the very
back row? No, surely not. For one thing, he hadn't had
time to get all the way up there

' Eddi e?" Galloway ventured, capping his hand over
his eyes. 'Is that you?

He could just make the figure out. No, not a
figure, figures. Two people, edging their way along the
back row, making for the exit. Wwoever it was, it
certainly wasn't Eddie.

"That isn't Eddie, is it? said Galloway, turning
back into the fake garden.

'No,' someone repli ed.

It was Eddie speaking. He was back on stage,
| eani ng on one of the hedges, cigarette clanped between

his lips.

' Eddi e.

"It's all right," said the actor good-hunouredly,
‘don't grovel. | can't bear to see a pretty nan

grovel .’



| ook round. They'd gone, whoever they were.
' There was somebody in the house this afternoon.’

Hamersmith | ooked up from the sheets of figures
he was poring over.

"Oh?" his eyebrows were eruptions of wire-thick hair
that seenmed anbitious beyond their calling. They were
rai sed high above Hammersmith's tiny eyes in patently
fake surprise. He plucked at his bottom lip wth
ni coti ne stained fingers.

"Any idea who it was?'

He plucked on, still staring up at the younger
man; undi sgui sed contenpt on his face.

"Is it a problen?

"I just want to know who was in looking at the
rehearsal that's all. | think I've got a perfect right
to ask.'

" Perfect right,’ sai d Hamrer smi t h, noddi ng
slightly and naking his lips into a pale bow.

"There was talk of somebody conming up from the
National ," said Galloway. 'My agents were arranging
sonething. | just don't want sonebody coming in wthout
me knowi ng about it. Especially if they're inportant.'



who was in today.'

The Manager sighed heavily.

"Believe ne, Terry,' he said, 'I don't know
nmysel f. | suggest you ask Tallulah - she was front of
house this afternoon. If sonebody came in, presumably
she saw them'

He sighed again.

"All right .. . Terry?

Calloway left it at that. He had his suspicions
about Hammersmith. The man couldn't give a shit about
theatre, he never failed to nmake that absolutely plain;
he affected an exhausted tone whenever anything but
noney was nentioned, as though nmatters of aesthetics

were beneath his notice. And he had a word, [|oudly
admi ni st ered, for actors and directors al i ke:
butterflies. One day wonders. In Hamersnmith's world

only noney was forever, and the Elysium Theatre stood
on prime land, land a wise man could turn a tidy profit
on if he played his cards right.

Gal loway was certain he'd sell off the place
tonorrow if he could manoeuvre it. A satellite town
i ke Redditch, growing as Birm ngham grew, didn't need
theatres, it needed offices, hypermarkets, warehouses:
it needed, to quote the councillors, growh through



The rehearsal was over and the actors |ong gone. The
bare hedges | ooked sonewhat small from the back row of
the stalls. Maybe they needed an extra few inches. He
nmade a note on the back of a show bill he found in his
pocket :

Hedges, bigger?

A footfall nmade him look up, and a figure had
appeared on stage. A snpoth entrance, up-stage centre,
where the hedges converged. Galloway didn't recognize
t he man.

"M Galloway? M Terence Gal |l oway?'

' Yes?

The visitor wal ked down stage to where, in an
earlier age, the footlights would have been, and stood
| ooking out into the auditorium

"My apologies for interrupting your train of
t hought .’

"No problem'

"I wanted a word.'

"Wth ne?

"I'f you would."'

Gal l oway wandered down to the front of the
stalls, appraising the stranger.



After Hammersmith's bad nmnners, the voice came as a
breath of good breedi ng.

"My nane is Lichfield. Not that | expect that
means much to a nman of your tender years.'
Tender years: well, well. Mybe there was still

sonet hing of the wunderkind in his face.

"Are you a critic? Galloway inquired.

The laugh that emanated from beneath the
i mracul at el y-swept brimwas ripely ironical

"I'n the nane of Jesus, no,' Lichfield replied.

"I"msorry, then, you have ne at a loss.'

'"No need for an apol ogy.'

"Were you in the house this afternoon?

Lichfield ignored the question. 'I realize you're
a busy man, M Calloway, and | don't want to waste your
tine.

The theatre is nmy business, as it is yours. |
thi nk we must consider ourselves allies, though we have
never net.'

Ah, the great brotherhood. It made Galloway want
to spit, the famliar clains of sentinent. Wen he
thought of the nunber of so-called allies that had
cheerfully stabbed himin the back; and in return the
pl aywrights whose work he'd smlingly slanged, the



theatre, down the years, and frankly it pains me to
carry this burden of news.'

"What news?'

'M @Glloway, | have to inform you that your
Twel fth Night will be the last production the Elysium
will see.'

The statenment didn't cone as nuch of a surprise,

but it still hurt, and the internal w nce nust have
regi stered on Calloway's face.

"Ah.. . so you didn't know. | thought not. They
al ways keep the artists in ignorance don't they? It's a
satisfaction the Apollonians will never relinquish. The

accountant's revenge.'

"Hammersnith,' said Gall oway.

"Hammersmith.'

'Bastard.'

"Hs clan are never to be trusted, but then |
hardly need to tell you that.'

"Are you sure about the closure?

"Certainly. He'd do it tonorrow if he could.'

"But why? |'ve done Stoppard here, Tennessee
WIlians
- always played to good houses. It doesn't nmake

sense. '



"I was, for nmany years, a trustee of the theatre,
and since ny retirenent |'ve nade it ny business to -
what's the phrase? - keep ny ear to the ground. It's
difficult, in this day and age, to evoke the triunph
this stage has seen . '

H's voice trailed away, in a reverie. It seened
true, not an effect.

Then, business-like once nore: 'This theatre is

about to die, M Galloway. You will be present at the
last rites, through no fault of your own. | felt you
ought to be .

war ned. '

"Thank you. | appreciate that. Tell ne, were you

ever an actor yourself?'
"What makes you think that?

' The voice."'
"Too rhetorical by half, | know M curse, |I'm
afraid. | can scarcely ask for a cup of coffee without

sounding like Lear in the storm’

He | aughed, heartily, at his own expense.
Gal l oway began to warm to the fellow. Maybe he was a
little archaic-1ooking, perhaps even slightly absurd,
but there was a full-bl oodedness about his manner that
caught Gl | oway' s i magi nati on. Lichfield wasn' t
apol ogetic about his love of theatre, like so many in



- M wife Constantia has played here on a numnber of
occasions, and | nmay say very successfully. Before the
war of course.'

'"It's a pity to close the place.'

"Indeed. But there are no last act mracles to be
perfornmed, |'m afraid. The Elysium will be rubble in
six weeks' tine, and there's an end to it. | just
wanted you to know that interests other than the
crassly commercial are watching over this closing
production. Think of us as guardian angels. W w sh you

well, Terence, we all w sh you well.'

It was a genuine sentinent, sinply stated
Gal loway was touched by this nan's concern, and a
little chastened by it. It put his own stepping-stone

anmbitions in an wunflattering perspective. Lichfield
went on: 'W care to see this theatre end its days in
suitable style, then die a good death.'

' Damm shane. '

"Too late for regrets by a long chalk. W should
never have given up Dionysus for Apollo.'

" What ?'

' Sol d our sel ves to t he account ants, to
legitimacy, to the likes of M Hammersnith, whose soul
if he has one, nust be the size of ny fingernail, and

grey as a louse's back. W should have had the courage



hypnotic Lichfield' s presence was until that other

voi ce cane between them Listening to him was |Iike
being rocked in famliar arns. Lichfield stepped to the
edge of the stage, lowering his voice to a

conspiratorial rasp.
'One |l ast thing, Terence-'
"Yes?'
"Your Viola. She lacks, if you'll forgive ny

pointing it out, the special qualities required for the
role.'

Gal | oway hung fire.

" know, ' Lichfield conti nued, ' persona
| oyalties prevent honesty in these matters.'

"No,'" Galloway replied, 'you're right. But she's
popul ar.'

'So was bear-baiting, Terence.'

A lum nous smle spread beneath the brim hangi ng
in the shadow like the grin of the Cheshire Gat.

"I'm only joking,' said Lichfield, his rasp a
chuckl e now. 'Bears can be charning.'

"Terry, there you are.'

Di ane appeared, over-dressed as usual, from
behind the tabs. There was surely an enbarrassing
confrontation in the air. But Lichfield was walKking



The first Dress Rehearsal wasn't, all things
considered, as bad as Glloway had anticipated: it was
i measurably worse. Cues were lost, props nislaid,
entrances mnmissed; the <conic business seenmed ill-
contrived and |aborious; the performances either
hopel essly overwought or trifling. This was a Twelfth
Ni ght that seened to last a year. Halfway through the
third act Galloway gl anced at his

wat ch, and realized an uncut perfornance of Macbeth
(with interval) would now be over.

He sat in the stalls with his head buried in his
hands, contenplating the work that he still had to do
if he was to bring this production up to scratch. Not
for the first tine on this show he felt helpless in the
face of the casting problens. Cues could be tightened,

props rehearsed with, entrances practised until they
were engraved on the nenory. But a bad actor is a bad
actor is a bad actor. He could labour till doonsday

neat eni ng and sharpening, but he could not nake a silk
purse of the sow s ear that was Di ane Duvall.

Wth all the skill of an acrobat she contrived to
skirt every significance, to ignore every opportunity
to nove the audience, to avoid every nuance the
pl aywright would insist on putting in her way. It was a



his actorly projection, his posing, his rhetoric. It
had nmoved him nore deeply than he was prepared to
admit, and the thought of this Twelfth Night, with this
Viola, becomng the swan-song of Lichfield s beloved
El ysium perturbed and enbarrassed him It seened
sonehow ungr at ef ul .

He'd been warned often enough about a director's
burdens, long before he becane seriously enbroiled in
the profession. H's dear departed guru at the Actors'
Centre, Wellbeloved (he of the glass eye), had told
Gal  oway from t he begi nni ng:

"Adirector is the loneliest creature on CGod's earth.
He knows what's good and bad in a show, or he should if
he's

worth his salt, and he has to carry that information
around with himand keep snmiling.'
It hadn't seened so difficult at the tinme.

"This job isn't about succeeding,' Wellbeloved
used to say, 'it's about learning not to fall on your
soddi ng face.'

Good advice as it turned out. He could still see

Vel | -bel oved handing out that w sdom on a plate, his
bal d head shiny, his living eye glittering with cynical
delight. No man on earth, Galloway had thought, |oved



No late drinking in one or others' digs, no
mut ual ego-nmassage. He had a cloud of gloom all to
hinself, and neither wne, wonmen nor song would
disperse it. He could barely bring hinmself to |ook
Diane in the face. H's notes to her, broadcast in front
of the rest of the cast, had been acidic. Not that it
woul d do rmuch good

In the foyer, he nmet Tallulah, still spry though
it was long after an old |ady's bedtine.

"Are you locking up tonight?" he asked her, nore
for something to say than because he was actually
curious.

"I always lock up,' she said. She was well over
seventy:

too old for her job in the box office, and too
tenacious to be easily renpved. But then that was all
acadenmic now, wasn't it? He wondered what her response
would be when she heard the news of the closure. It
would probably break her brittle heart. Hadn' t
Hamrersmith once told him Tallulah had been at the
theatre since she was a girl of fifteen?

"Wl |, goodnight Tallulah.'

She gave him a tiny nod, as always. Then she
reached out and took Galloway's arm



Galloway tried to sound indifferent.

"It can't be hel ped."

"Your show is very close to his heart.

" realize that,' said @Glloway, avoi di ng
Tal l ul ah's accusing | ooks. He had quite enough to keep
him awake tonight, wthout her disappointed tones
ringing in his ears.

He loosed his arm and made for the door.
Tallulah made no attenpt to stop him She just said:
"You shoul d have seen Constantia.'

Constantia? Were had he heard that nane? O
course, Lichfield' s wife

' She was a wonderful Viola.'

He was too tired for this nooning over dead
actresses; she was dead wasn't she? He had said she was
dead, hadn't he?

"Wonderful ," said Tallul ah again.

' Goodnight, Tallulah. I'lIl see you tonorrow. '

The old crone didn't answer. |If she was offended
by his brusque manner, then so be it. He left her to
her conplaints and faced the street.

It was |ate Novenber, and chilly. No balmin the
night air, just the snell of tar from a freshly laid
road, and grit in the wind.

Gal  oway pulled his jacket collar up around



was as true of buildings as of people. But the Elysium
had to die as it had lived, in glory.

Respectfully, she drew back the red curtains that
covered the portraits in the corridor that led from
foyer to stalls. Barrynore, Irving: great nanmes and
great actors. Stained and faded pictures perhaps, but
the nenories were as sharp and as refreshing as spring
water. And in pride of place, the last of the line to
be unveiled, a portrait of Constantia Lichfield. A face
of transcendent beauty; a bone structure to make an
anat omi st weep.

She had been far too young for Lichfield of
course, and that had been part of the tragedy of it.

Lichfield the Svengali, a man twi ce her age, had been
capable of giving his brilliant beauty everything she
desired; fane, noney, conpanionship. Everything but the
gift she nost required: life itself.

She' d died before she was yet twenty, a cancer in
the breast. Taken so suddenly it was still difficult to
bel i eve she'd gone.

Tears brinmmed in Tallulah's eyes as she
renenbered that |lost and wasted genius. So nany parts
Constantia would have illunm nated had she been spared

O eopatra, Hedda, Rosalind, Electra.



awash. And oh dear, there was sonebody behind her
probably M Galloway back for sonething, and here was
she, sobbing fit to burst, behaving like the silly old
wonman she knew he thought her to be. A young man |ike
him what did he understand about the pain of the
years, the deep ache of irretrievable 1o0ss? That
wouldn't cone to him for a while yet. Sooner than he
t hought, but a while neverthel ess.

"Tallie," sonebody said.

She knew who it was. Richard Walden Lichfield.
She turned round and he was standing no nore than six
feet from her, as fine a figure of a man as ever she
remenbered him to be. He nust be twenty years ol der
than she was, but age didn't seemto bow him

She felt ashamed of her tears.

"Tallie,' he said kindly, 'l know it's a little
late, but | felt you'd surely want to say hello.'
"Hel | 0?'

The tears were clearing, and now she saw
Lichfield' s conpanion, standing a respectful foot or
two behind him partially obscured. The figure stepped
out of Lichfield's shadow and there was a |um nous,
fi ne-boned beauty Tallulah recognized as easily as her
own reflection. Tinme broke in pieces, and reason
deserted the world. Longed-for faces were suddenly back



The rehearsal was called for nine-thirty the
following norning. Diane Duvall nade an entrance her
customary half hour late. She |ooked as though she
hadn't slept all night.

"Sorry I'm late,' she said, her open vowels
0ozi ng down the aisle towards the stage.

Gal  oway was in no nood for foot-Kissing.

"W've got an opening tonmorrow,' he snapped,
everybody's been kept waiting by you.'

"Ch really? she fluttered, trying to be
devastating. It was too early in the norning, and the
effect fell on stony ground.

and

" OK we're going from the top,’ Gal | onay
announced, 'and everybody please have your copies and a
pen. I've got a list of cuts here and | want them

rehearsed in by lunchtime. Ryan, have you got the
pronpt copy?'

There was a hurried exchange with the ASM and an
apol ogetic negative from Ryan.

"Well get it. And | don't want any conplaints
fromanyone, it's too late in the day. Last night's run
was a wake, not a performance. The cues took forever;
t he business was ragged. |'mgoing to cut, and it's not
going to be very pal atable.'



was enpty from Gods to front stalls. Maybe Lichfield
had a spy hole sonmewhere, he thought, then condemed
the idea as the first signs of buddi ng paranoi a.

At |ast, |unch.

Gal |l onay knew where he'd find Diane, and he was
prepared for the scene he had to play wth her
Accusati ons, tears, reassurance, tears agai n,
reconciliation. Standard fornat.

He knocked on the Star's door.

"Who is it?

Was she crying already, or talking through a
gl ass of sonething conforting.

"It's nme.’

" Oh.

"Can | come in?
"Yes.'

She had a bottle of vodka, good vodka, and a
glass. No tears as yet.

"I'"museless, aren't |1?' she said, alnpst as soon
as he'd closed the door. Her eyes begged for
cont radi cti on.

"Don't be silly," he hedged.

"I could never get the hang of Shakespeare,' she
pouted, as though it were the Bard's fault. 'Al those



honesty. 'Yes. Unless -, 'I'll never work again, wll
I? Harry talked ne into this, that damm half-witted
Jew. good for ny reputation, he said. Bound to give ne
a bit nore clout, he said. What does he know? Takes his
ten bl oody per cent and | eaves ne holding the baby. I'm
t he one who | ooks the dam fool aren't |?

At the thought of Jlooking a fool, the storm
broke. No light shower this: it was a cloudburst or
nothing. He did what he could, but it was difficult.
She was sobbing so loudly his pearls of w sdom were
drowned out. So he kissed her a little, as any decent
director was bound to do, and (miracle upon mracle)
that seened to do the trick. He applied the technique
with a little nore gusto, his hands straying to her
breasts, ferreting under her blouse for her nipples and
teasi ng them between thunb and forefinger.

It worked wonders. There were hints of sun
between the clouds now, she sniffed and unbuckled his
belt, letting his heat dry out the last of the rain.
Hs fingers were finding the lacy edge of her panties,
and she was sighing as he investigated her, gently but
not too gently, insistent but never too insistent.
Somewhere along the line she knocked over the vodka
bottle but neither of them cared to stop and right it,



"I"'msorry, | should have knocked.'

Hs voice was as snoboth as whipped cream
betraying nary a trenor of enbarrassnent. Galloway
wedged hinmsel f away, buckled up his belt and turned to
Lichfield, silently cursing his burning cheeks.

"Yes.. . it would have been polite,' he said.

"Again, ny apologies. | wanted a word with-' his
eyes, so deep-set they were unfathomable, were on D ane
'- your star,' he said.

Galloway could practically feel D ane's ego
expand at the word. The approach confounded him had
Lichfield

undergone a volte-face? Was he conming here, the

repentant admirer, to kneel at the feet of greatness?

"I would appreciate a word with the lady in
private, if that were possible,' the nellow voice went
on.

"Well, we were just -'

"OfF course,' Diane interrupted. 'Just allow ne a
nonment, would you?

She was immediately on top of the situation,
tears forgotten.

"I'"lIl be just outside,' said Lichfield, already
taking his |eave.



"Ch don't be such a drag Terence,' she snarled.
"You just can't bear to have anyone else get any
attention, can you?

"My m stake.'

She peered at her eyes.

"How do | | ook?" she asked.

"Fine.'

"I"msorry about before.'’

' Bef ore?’

"You know.'

"Ch... yes.'

"I'"ll see you in the pub, eh?

He was sunmarily disnmissed apparently, hi s

function as | over or confidante no | onger required.

In the chilly corridor outside the dressing room
Lichfield was waiting patiently. Though the |ights were
better here

than on the ill-lit stage, and he was cl oser now than
he'd been the night before, Glloway could still not
quite nmake out the face under the wide brim There was
sonet hi ng
- what was the idea buzzing in his head? -
sonething artificial about Lichfield s features. The
flesh of his face didn't nove as interl ocking system of



Lichfield? I won't let you.'

"Perish the thought.'

The voyeuristic pleasure Lichfield had plainly
taken in his enbarrassnent made Glloway |ess
respectful than he'd been

"I won't have you upsetting her -

"My interests are your interests, Terence. All
want to do is see this production prosper, believe ne.
Am | likely, wunder those circunstances, to alarm your
Leading Lady? I'Il be as neek as a |anb, Terence.'

"What ever you are,' cane the testy reply, 'you're
no | amb."'

The smile appeared again on Lichfield' s face, the
tissue round his nmouth barely stretching to acconmpdate
hi s expression.

Galloway retired to the pub with that predatory
sickle of teeth fixed in his mnd, anxious for no
reason he coul d focus upon.

In the mrrored cell of her dressing-room D ane
Duval | was just about ready to play her scene.

"You may come in now, M Lichfield," she
announced. He was in the doorway before the |ast
syl labl e of his nane had died on her |ips.



She frowned a little, a dancing pucker where the
pl ucked arches of her brows converged.

"I"'mafraid so.'

"Most unprofessional of him' Lichfield said
"But forgive nme - an understandabl e ardour."'

She noved upstage of him towards the lights of
her mirror, and turned, knowi ng they would back-Iight
her hair nore flatteringly.

"Well, M Lichfield, what can | do for you?

"This is frankly a delicate natter,’ sai d
Lichfield. 'The bitter fact is - how shall | put this?
- your talents are not ideally suited to this

production. Your style |acks delicacy.'

There was a silence for two beats. She sniffed,
t hought about the inference of the remark, and then
noved out of centre-stage towards the door. She didn't
like the way this scene had begun. She was expecting an
admirer, and instead she had a critic on her hands.

"CGet out!' she said, her voice like slate.

"M ss Duval | -

"You heard ne.'’

"You're not confortable as Viola, are you?
Lichfield continued, as though the star had said
not hi ng.



requires a special truth, a soulfulness you, frankly,
| ack.'

The scene was hotting up. She wanted to hit him
but she couldn't find the proper notivation. She
couldn't take this faded poseur seriously. He was nore
nmusi cal comedy than nelodrana, with his neat grey
gloves, and his neat grey cravat. Stupid, waspish
gueen, what did he know about acting?

"Get out before | call the Stage Manager,' she
sai d, but he stepped between her and the door.

A rape scene? Was that what they were playing?
Had he got the hots for her? God forbid.

"My wife,' he was saying, 'has played Viola -'

' Good for her.'

'- and she feels she could breathe a little nore
life into the role than you.'

"W open tonorrow,' she found herself replying,
as though defending her presence. Wiy the hell was she
trying to reason with him barging in here and making
these terrible remarks. Maybe because she was just a
little afraid. Hs breath, close to her now, snelt of
expensi ve chocol at e.

' She knows the role by heart.’



ny wife.'
"What ?' she goggl ed at his arrogance.
"And Constantia will play the role.’
She laughed at the nane. Maybe this was high

conedy after all. Sonething from Sheridan or WIde,
arch, catty stuff. But he spoke with such absolute
certainty. Constantia will play the role; as if it was

all cut and dried.

"I"'m not discussing this any longer, Buster, so
if your wife wants to play Viola she'll have to do it
in the fucking street. Al right?

' She opens tonorrow. '

"Are you deaf, or stupid, or both?

Control, an inner voice told |her, you're
overplaying, losing your grip on the scene. Watever
scene this is.

He stepped towards her, and the mrror |Ilights
caught the face beneath the brim full on. She hadn't
| ooked carefully enough when he first nade his
appearance: now she saw the deeply-etched l|ines, the
gougi ngs around his eyes and his nouth. It wasn't
flesh, she was sure of it. He was wearing |atex
appl i ances, and they were badly glued in place. Her
hand all but twitched with the desire to snatch at it
and uncover his real face.



The thin veil of latex cane away, and his true

physi ognony was exposed for the world to see. D ane
tried to back away, but his hand was in her hair. Al
she could do was look up into that all-but fleshless
face. A few withered strands of nuscle curled here and
there, and a hint of a beard hung froma leathery flap
at his throat, but all Iliving tissue had |ong since
decayed. Mdst of his face was sinply bone: stained and
wor n.

"I was not,' said the skull, 'enbalnmed. Unlike
Constantia.'

The expl anation escaped Diane. She nmade no sound
of pr ot est, which the scene would surely have
justified. Al she could sumon was a whinper as his
hand- hol d ti ghtened, and he haul ed her head back.

"W must meke a choice, sooner or later,' said
Lichfield, his breath snelling less |ike chocolate than
prof ound putrescence, 'between serving ourselves and

serving our art.'

She didn't quite understand.

'The dead nust choose nore carefully than the
living. We cannot waste our breath, if you'll excuse
the phrase, on less than the purest delights. You don't
want art, | think. Do you?



screanmed then, as his rotting nmouth fastened itself on
to hers, but his greeting was so insistent it quite
took her breath away.

Ryan found Diane on the floor of her dressing-
rooma few

m nutes before two. It was difficult to work out what
had happened. There was no sign of a wound of any kind
on her head or body, nor was she quite dead. She seened
to be in a coma of sone kind. She had perhaps slipped,
and struck her head as she fell. Whatever the cause,
she was out for the count.

They were hours away from a Final Dress Rehearsal
and Viola was in an anbulance, being taken into
I nt ensi ve Care.

'The sooner they knock this place down, the
better,' said Hammersnmith. He'd been drinking during
of fice hours, sonething Galloway had never seen him do
before. The whisky bottle stood on his desk beside a
hal f-full glass. There were glass-nmarks ringing his
accounts, and his hand had a bad dose of the shakes.

"What's the news fromthe hospital ?



weren't you? Fancy yourself like that, don't you? Wll,
let nme tell you sonething, Diane Duvall is worth a
dozen of you. A dozen!'

'"I's that why you let this last production go on,
Hamer smit h? Because you'd seen her, and you wanted to
get your hot little hands on her?

"You wouldn't wunderstand. You've got your brain
in your pants.' He seened genuinely offended by the
interpretation Galloway had put on his admration for
M ss Duval .

"All right, have it your way. W still have no
Viola.'

"That's why |I'm cancelling,' said Hammersmth,
sl owi ng down to savour the nonent.

It had to come. Wthout Diane Duvall, there would

be no Twelfth Night; and nmaybe it was better that way.

A knock on the door.

"Whio the fuck's that?' said Hamersmith softly.
' Cone. '

It was Lichfield. Galloway was al nost glad to see
that strange, scarred face. Though he had a lot of
questions to ask of Lichfield, about the state he'd
left Diane in, about their conversation together, it
wasn't an interview he was willing to conduct in front



' Ch.'

"I make it ny business -, 'Wat do you want?
Hamrersmith broke in, irritated by Lichfield s poise.

"I hear the production is in jeopardy,' Lichfield
replied, unruffled.

'"No jeopardy,' said Hanmersmth, allow ng hinself
a twitch at the corner of his mouth. 'No jeopardy at
all, because there's no show It's been cancelled."'

"Ch?' Lichfield | ooked at Gall oway.

"I's this with your consent?' he asked.

"He has no say in the matter; | have sole right
of cancellation if circumstances dictate it; it's in
his contract. The theatre is closed as of today: it
will not reopen.'

"Yes it will,' said Lichfield.

"What ?' Hammersmith stood up behind his desk, and
Gl loway realized he'd never seen the nman standing
before. He was very short.

"W will play Twelfth N ght as advertised,'
Lichfield purred. "My wife has kindly agreed to
understudy the part of Viola in place of Mss Duvall.'

Hammersmith |aughed, a coarse, butcher's |[augh.
It died on his lips however, as the office was suffused
with lavender, and Constantia Lichfield nmade her



her presence for fear she'd vanish
Then she spoke. The lines were from Act V, Scene

"I'f nothing lets to nake us happy both

But this nmy nmasculine usurp'd attire,

Do not enbrace ne till each circumstance

O place, tine, fortune, do cohere and junp

That | am Viola.'

The voice was light and nusical, but it seened to

resound in her body, filling each phrase wth an
undercurrent of suppressed passion
And that face. It was wonderfully alive, the

features playing the story of her speech with delicate
econony.

She was enchanti ng.

"I'm sorry,' said Hamersnith, 'but there are
rules and regul ations about this sort of thing. Is she
Equi ty?'

"No,"' said Lichfield.

"Wl | you see, it's inpossible. The union
strictly precludes this kind of thing. They'd flay us
alive.'



chi ded.

"I''I'l take that risk.'

"As you say, it's nothing to nme. But if a little
bird was to tell them you' d have egg on your face.'

"Hammersmith: give her a chance. Gve all of us a
chance. |If Equity blacks nme, that's ny |ook-out.'
Hanmmrersmith sat down agai n.

' Nobody' Il cone, you know that, don't you? Diane
Duvall was a star; they would have sat through your
turgid production to see her, Gl | ownay. But an
unknown... Well, it's your funeral. Go ahead and do it,
I wash ny hands of the whole thing. It's on your head
Gal | oway, remenber that. | hope they flay you for it.'

' Thank vyou," said Lichfield. ' Mbst kind.'
Hamersmith began to rearrange his desk, to give nore
prom nence to the bottle and the glass. The interview
was over: he wasn't interested in these butterifies any
| onger.

'"Go away,' he said. 'Just go away.'

‘"Il have one or two requests to nake,' Lichfield
told Galloway as they left the office. "Alterations to
the production which would enhance ny wfe's
per f or mance. '

"What are they?



"Foot |l ights?

"An odd requirenent, | realize, but she feels
much happier with footlights.'

'"They tend to dazzle the actors,' said Gall oway.
"It becones difficult to see the audience.'

' Nevert hel ess. . . I have to stipulate their
installation.'
"Thirdly - | would ask that all scenes involving

ki ssing, enbracing or otherw se touching Constantia be
re-directed to renove every instance of physical
cont act what soever.'

" Everyt hi ng?’

"Everything.'

"For Cod's sake why?'

"M wife needs no business to dramatize the
wor ki ng of the heart, Terence.'

That curious intonation on the word 'heart'.
Wor ki ng of the heart.

Gal | onay caught Constantia's eye for the nerest
of moments. It was |ike being bl essed.

' Shal | we introduce our new Viola to the
conpany?' Lichfield suggested.
"Why not ?

The trio went into the theatre.



At six, Galloway called a break, announcing that
they'd begin the Dress at eight, and telling themto go
out and enjoy thenselves for an hour or so. The conpany
went their ways, buzzing with a newfound enthusiasm
for the production. What had |ooked l|ike a shanbles
half a day earlier now seened to be shaping up quite
well. There were a thousand things to be sniped at, of
course: technical shortcom ngs, costunes that fitted
badly, directorial foibles. Al par for the course. In
fact, the actors were happier than they'd been in a
good while. Even Ed Cunni ngham was not above passing a
conplinment or two.

Lichfield found Tallulah in the Geen Room
tidyi ng.

"Tonight. . 'Yes, sir.

"You must not be afraid.’

"I'm not afraid,’ Tallulah replied. Wat a
thought. As if-'

'There may be sonme pain, which | regret. For you,
i ndeed for all of us.'

"l understand.'

"OfF course you do. You love the theatre as | |ove
it: you know the paradox of this profession. To play
life. ah, Tallulah, to play life... what a curious



"Does it hurt?
'Scarcely at all.'

"I't would make nme very happy.'

"And so it should.'

H s mouth covered her nouth, and she was dead in
less than a minute, conceding happily to his inquiring
tongue. He laid her out on the threadbare couch and
| ocked the door of the Green Room with her own key
She'd cool easily in the chill of the room and be up
and about again by the tine the audience arrived.

At six-fifteen Diane Duvall got out of a taxi at
the front of the Elysium It was well dark, a w ndy
Novenber night, but she felt fine; nothing could
depress tonight. Not the dark, not the cold.

Unseen, she made her way past the posters that
bore her face and nanme, and through the enpty
auditoriumto her dressing-room There, snoking his way
through a pack of cigarettes, she found the object of
her affection.

"Terry.'

She posed in the doorway for a nmoment, letting
the fact of her reappearance sink in. He went quite
white at the sight of her, so she pouted a little. It



cl osed the door behind her.
"Unfini shed business,' she said.

"Listen.. . I've got sonething to tell you.
CGod, this was going to be nmessy. 'W've found a
replacenent, in the show' She |ooked at him blankly.

He hurried on, tripping over his own words, 'W thought

you were out of conmission, | nean, not pernanently,
but, you know, for the opening at |east. '
"Don't worry,' she said. H's jaw dropped a little.
"Don't worry? "What's it to nme?
"You said you canme back to finish -, He stopped.
She was unbuttoning the top of her dress.
She's not serious, he thought, she can't be
serious. Sex? Now?
"I've done a lot of thinking in the last few
hours,' she said as she shimmed the crunpled dress

over her hips, let it fall, and stepped out of it. She
was wear i ng a white br a, whi ch she tried,
unsuccessfully, to unhook. 'I've decided | don't care

about the theatre. Help nme, will you?

She turned round and presented her back to him
Automatical |y he unhooked the bra, not really analysing
whet her he wanted this or not. It seened to be a fait
acconmpli. She'd conme back to finish what they'd been



hands between her | egs.
"Don't worry about ne,
ny mind. All | really want.
She put her hands, so recently at her groin, on
his face. They were icy cold.

she said. 'I've made up

"All 1 really want is you. | can't have sex and
t he stage
There cones a tine in everyone's |ife when

deci si ons have to be nade.'

She licked her lips. There was no film of noisture
| eft on her nouth when her tongue had passed over it.
' The accident nade ne think, made me anal yse what

it is | really care about. And frankly -' She was
unbuckling his belt. '- | don't give a shit -'
Now t he zip.

- about this, or any other fucking play.'

H's trousers fell down.

"~ 1'I'l show you what | care about.'’

She reached into his briefs, and clasped him Her
cold hand sonehow made the touch sexier. He |aughed
closing his eyes as she pulled his briefs down to the
m ddl e of his thigh and knelt at his feet.

She was as expert as ever, her throat open like a
drain. Her mouth was somewhat drier than usual, her



"Cod,' he gasped, 'that is so good. Ch yes, oh
yes.'

Her face didn't even flicker in response to his
words, she just continued to work at him soundl essly.
She wasn't nmaking her usual noises, the small grunts of
satisfaction, the heavy breathing through the nose. She
just ate his flesh in absolute silence.

He held his breath a nmonent, while an idea was
born in his belly. The bobbing head bobbed on, eyes
cl osed, lips clamped around his nenber, utterly
engrossed. Half a minute passed; a minute; a minute and
a half. And now his belly was full of terrors

She wasn't breathing. She was giving this
mat chl ess bl owjob because she wasn't stopping, even
for a noment, to inhale or exhale.

Calloway felt his body go rigid, while his
erection wilted in her throat. She didn't falter in her
| abour; the relentless punping continued at his groin
even as his nind fornmed the unthinkabl e thought:

She' s dead.

She has nme in her nouth, in her cold nouth, and
she's dead. That's why she'd conme back, got up off her
nortuary slab and cone back. She was eager to finish
what she'd started, no |onger caring about the play, or



"What is it?" she asked, her fluting voice still
affecting life.

"You. . . you're not. . . breathing.'

Her face fell. She |l et himgo.

"Ch darling,' she said, letting all pretence to
life disappear, 'I'm not so good at playing the part
am | ?

Her voice was a ghost's voice: thin, forlorn. Her
skin, which he had thought so flatteringly pale was, on
second view, a waxen white.

"You are dead?' he said.

"I"'mafraid so. Two hours ago: in ny sleep. But |
had to conme, Terry; so rmuch unfinished business. | made
my choice. You should be flattered. You are flattered,
aren't you?'

She stood up and reached into her handbag, which
she' d

left beside the mirror. Galloway | ooked at the door,
trying to nmake his linbs work, but they were inert
Besides, he had his trousers round his ankles. Two
steps and he'd fall flat on his face.
She turned back on him wth sonething silver and
sharp in her hand. Try as he might, he couldn't get a
focus on it. But whatever it was, she neant it for him



throttled wal kways, or too tender to bear |ooking at
such vandal i sm

It had not always been so. There were illustrious and
influential famlies interred behind the nmarbl e facades
of the Victorian mausol euns. Founder fathers, |ocal

industrialists and dignitaries, any and all who had
done the town proud by their efforts. The body of the
actress Constantia Lichfield had been buried here
("Until the Day Break and the Shadows Flee Away'),
though her grave was alnobst unique in the attention
sone secret admirer still paidtoit.

Nobody was watching that night, it was too bitter
for lovers. Nobody saw Charlotte Hancock open the door
of her sepulchre, with the beating w ngs of pigeons
appl audi ng her vigour as she shanbled out to neet the
moon. Her husband Gerard was with her, he less fresh
than she, having been dead thirteen years |onger.
Joseph Jardine, en famlle, was not far behind the
Hancocks, as was Marriott Fletcher, and Anne Snell, and
t he Peacock

Brothers; the list went on and on. In one corner,
Alfred Crawshaw (Captain in the 17th Lancers), was
hel ping his lovely wife Emma fromthe rot of their bed.



beauty. Still they cane, swi nging open the back gate of
the cenetery and threading their way across the
wastel and towards the Elysium 1In the distance, the
sound of traffic. Above, a jet roared in to land. One
of the Peacock brothers, staring up at the w nking
giant as it passed over, mssed his footing and fell on
his face, shattering his jaw. They picked him up
fondly, and escorted himon his way. There was no harm
done; and what would a Resurrection be without a few
| aughs?

So the show went on.

"If rmusic be the food of love, play on, Gve ne
excess of it; that, surfeiting, The appetite may sicken
and so die -'

Gal l oway could not be found at Curtain; but Ryan
had i nstructions from Hammersnith (through t he
ubiquitous M Lichfield) to take the show up with or
wi thout the Director.

"He'l | be upstairs, in the Gods,' said Lichfield.
"In fact, | think I can see himfrom here.'

"I's he smling? asked Eddie.

"Ginning fromear to ear.'

' Then he's pissed.'



faces."'

Act I, Scene Il; and the first entrance of
Constantia Lichfield as Viola was nmet with spontaneous
appl ause. Such applause. Like the hollow roll of snare
drums, like the brittle beating of a thousand sticks on
a thousand stretched skins. Lavish, wanton appl ause.

And, ny God, she rose to the occasion. She began
the play as she neant to go on, giving her whole heart
to the role, not needing physicality to communicate the
depth of her feelings, but speaking the poetry with
such intelligence and passion the merest flutter of her
hand was worth nore than a hundred grander gestures.
After that first scene her every entrance was net wth
the sane appl ause from the audi ence, followed by al npst
reverential silence.

Backstage, a kind of buoyant confidence had set
in. The whole conpany sniffed the success; a success
whi ch had been snatched miraculously from the jaws of
di saster.

There agai n! Appl ause! Appl ause!

In his office, Hammrersmith dimy registered the
brittle din of adulation through a haze of booze.

He was in the act of pouring his eighth drink
when the door opened. He glanced up for a noment and



"l suppose you' ve heard?

The ot her grunted.

"She died,' said Hammersnmith, beginning to cry.
"She died a few hours ago, wi t hout regai ni ng
consci ousness. | haven't told the actors. Didn't seem
worth it.'

Galloway said nothing in reply to this news.
Didn't the bastard care? Couldn't he see that this was
the end of the world? The wonan was dead. She'd died in
the bowels of the Eysium There'd be official
enquiries nade, the insurance would be exanmined, a
post-nortem an inquest:

it would reveal too nuch.

He drank deeply from his glass, not bothering to
| ook at Gal |l oway agai n.

"Your career'll take a dive after this, son. It
won't just be me: oh dear no.'
Still Galloway kept his silence.

"Don't you care?' Hanmmrersmth demanded.

There was silence for a nonment, then @Glloway
responded. 'l don't give a shit.'

"Junped up little stage-manager, that's all you
are. That's all any of you fucking directors are! One
good review and you're God's gift to art. Well let ne
set you straight about that -'



saliva and snot ran from nouth and nose, his tongue
hung out like the tongue of a panting dog.

Hamrersmith put his glass down on his blotting
pad, and |ooked at the worst part. There was blood on
Gl loway's shirt, a trail of it which led up his neck
to his left ear, from which protruded the end of Diane
Duvall's nail-file. It had been driven deep into
Gal  oway' s brain. The man was surely dead.

But he stood, spoke, wal ked.

From the theatre, there rose another round of
appl ause, nuted by distance. It wasn't a real sound
sonehow;, it cane from another world, a place where
enotions ruled. It was a world Hammersnith had al ways
felt excluded from He'd never been nuch of an actor,
though God knows he'd tried, and the two plays he'd
penned were, he knew, execrable. Book-keeping was his
forte, and he'd used it to stay as close to the stage
as he could, hating his own |lack of art as nmuch as he
resented that skill in others.

The appl ause died, and as if taking a cue from an
unseen pronpter, Calloway cane at him The nmask he wore
was neither comic nor tragic, it was blood and | aughter
together. Cowering, Hamersmith was cornered behind his
desk. Galloway leapt on to it (he | ooked so ridicul ous,



From Constantia's nouth the lines were a
revelation. It was alnost as though this Twel fth N ght
were a new play, and the part of Viola had been witten
for Constantia

Lichfield alone. The actors who shared the stage with
her felt their egos shrivelling in the face of such a
gift.

The Jlast act continued to its Dbitter-sweet
concl usion, the audience as enthralled as ever to judge
by their breathless attention.

The Duke spoke: 'Gve ne thy hand;

And let ne see thee in thy wonan's weeds.'

In the rehearsal the invitation in the line had
been ignored: no-one was to touch this Viola, nuch |ess
take her hand. But in the heat of the performance such
taboos were forgotten. Possessed by the passion of the
noment the actor reached for Constanti a. She,
forgetting the taboo in her turn, reached to answer his
t ouch.

In the wings Lichfield breathed 'no' under his
breath, but his order wasn't heard. The Duke grasped
Viola's hand in his, life and death holding court
t oget her under this painted sky.



The act drew to a close, and Malvolio, still
trunpeting his threats, even in defeat, was carted off.
One by one the company exited, leaving the clown to
wrap up the play.

"A great while ago the worl d began

Wth hey, ho, the wind and the rain

But that's all one, our play is done

And we'll strive to please you every day.'

The scene darkened to blackout, and the curtain
descended. From the gods rapturous appl ause erupted,

that sanme rattling, hollow applause. The conpany,

their faces shining with the success of the Dress
Rehearsal, formed behind the curtain for the bow The
curtain rose

t he appl ause nount ed.

In the wings, Galloway joined Lichfield. He was
dressed now. and he'd washed the blood off his neck

"Wll, we have a brilliant success,' said the
skull. "It does seema pity that this conpany should be
di ssol ved so soon.'

"It does,' said the corpse.

The actors were shouting into the wngs now,
calling for Galloway to join them They were appl auding
him encouraging himto show his face.



unpl easant ness had gone, taken with her life. She no
| onger suffered the aches in her hip, or the creeping
neuralgia in her scalp. There was no |onger the
necessity to draw breath through pipes encrusted with
seventy years' nuck, or to rub the backs of her hands
to get the circulation going; not even the need to
blink. She laid the fires with a new strength, pressing
the detritus of past productions into wuse: old
backdrops, props, costuming. Wen she had enough
conbusti bl es heaped, she struck a match and set the
flame to them The Elysium began to burn.

Over the appl ause, sonmebody was shouting:
' Marvel | ous, sweethearts, nmarvellous.'

It was Diane's voice, they all recognized it even
though they couldn't quite see her. She was staggering
down the centre aisle towards the stage, naking quite a
fool of herself.

Silly bitch,' said Eddie.

Whoops,' said Gall oway.

he was at the edge of the stage now, haranguing
hi m

CGot all you wanted now, have you? This your new
|ady-love is it? Is it?



A Dbeat, and then the stage lights were
extingui shed. Diane fell back, her hands snoking. One
of the cast fainted, another ran into the wings to be
si ck. Sonmewhere behind them they could hear the faint
crackle of flanes, but they had other calls on their
attention.

Wth the footlights gone, they could see the
auditoriumnore clearly. The stalls were enpty, but the
Bal cony and the gods were full to bursting with eager
admrers. Every row was packed, and every available
inch of aisle space thronged with audi ence. Sonebody up
there started clapping again, alone for a few nonents
before the wave of applause began afresh. But now few
of the conpany took pride init.

Even from the stage, even wth exhausted and
light dazzled eyes, it was obvious that no nman, wonan
or child in that adoring crowd was alive. They waved
fine silk handkerchiefs at the players in rotted fists,
sone of

them beat a tattoo on the seats in front of them
nost just clapped, bone on bone.

Gal l oway snil ed, bowed deeply, and received their

admration with gratitude. In all his fifteen years of



situation. There were bright flanmes tickling the roof-
joists, and billows of canvas cascaded down to right
and left as the flies caught fire. In front, the dead:
behi nd, death. Snobke was beginning to thicken the air,
it was inpossible to see where one was going. Sonebody
was wearing a toga of burning canvas, and reciting
screans. Soneone else was wielding a fire extinguisher
against the inferno. Al wuseless: all tired business,
badl y managed. As the roof began to give, lethal falls
of tinber and girder silenced nost.

In the GCods, the audience had nore or |ess
departed. They were anbling back to their graves |ong
before the fire department appeared, their cerenments
and their faces |lit by the glow of the fire as they
glanced over their shoulders to watch the Elysium
perish. It had been a fine show, and they were happy to
go hone, content for another while to gossip in the
dar k.

The fire burned through the night, despite the
never less than gallant efforts of the fire departnment
to put it out. By four in the norning the fight was
given up as lost, and the conflagration allowed its
head. It had done with the El ysium by dawn.



simply never found.

They stood at the side of the notorway, and
wat ched the cars careering through the night.

Lichfield was there of course, and Constantia,
radiant as ever. @Glloway had chosen to go with them
so had Eddie, and Tallulah. Three or four others had
al so joined the troupe.

It was the first night of their freedom and here
they were on the open road, travelling players. The
snoke al one had killed Eddie, but there were a few nore
serious injuries anmongst their nunber, sustained in the
fire. Burned bodies, broken linbs. But the audience
they would play for in the future would forgive them
their pretty nutilations.

"There are lives lived for love,' said Lichfield
to his new conpany, 'and lives lived for art. W happy
band have chosen the latter persuasion.'

"There was a ripple of applause anongst the
actors.

"To you, who have never died, may | say: wel cone
to the world!"

Laughter: further appl ause.

The lights of the cars racing north along the
notorway threw the conpany into silhouette. They



than the dead, who had experienced such feelings, and
thrown themof f at |ast?

The dead. They needed entertai nment no |ess than
the living; and they were a sorely negl ected narket.

Not that this conmpany would perform for noney,
they would play for the love of their art, Lichfield
had made that clear from the outset. No nore service
woul d be done to Apollo.

"Now," he said, 'which road shall we take, north
or south?

"North," said Eddie. 'My nother's buried in
d asgow, she died before | ever played professionally.
I'd like her to see ne.'

"North it is, then,' said Lichfield. '"Shall we go
and find ourselves sone transport?

He led the way towards the notorway restaurant,
its neon flickering fitfully, keeping the night at
light's length. The colours were theatrically bright:
scarlet, lime, cobalt, and a wash of white that
spl ashed out of the windows on to the car park where
they stood. The automatic doors hissed as a traveller
energed, bearing gifts of hanburgers and cake to the
child in the back of his car.

"Surely sonme friendly driver will find a niche
for us,' said Lichfield.



He took his wife's hand.

' Nobody refuses beauty,' he said.

"What do we do if anyone asks us what we're doing
here?' asked Eddie nervously. He wasn't used to this
rol e; he needed reassurance.

Lichfield turned towards the conpany, his voice
boonmi ng in the night:

"What do you do?' he said, 'Play life, of course!
And smile!’

I'N THE HI LLS,
THE CI TI ES

IT WASN'T UNTIL the first week of the Yugoslavian
trip that Mck discovered what a political bigot he'd
chosen as a lover. Certainly, he'd been warned. One of
the queens at the Baths had told him Judd was to the
Right of Attila the Hun, but the nan had been one of
Judd's ex-affairs, and Mck had presuned there was nore
spite than perception in the character assassination.

If only he'd listened. Then he wouldn't be
driving along an interminable road in a Vol kswagen t hat
suddenly seenmed the size of a coffin, listening to

Judd's views on Soviet expansionism Jesus, he was so



was a dance teacher. Judd was a journalist, a
pr of essi onal pundit.

He felt, like nost journalists Mck had
encountered, that he was obliged to have an opinion on
everything under the sun. Especially politics; that was
the best trough to wallow in. You could get your snout,
eyes, head and front hooves in that ness of nuck and
have a fine old tinme splashing around. It was an
i nexhausti ble subject to devour, a swill with a little
of everything in it, because everything, according to
Judd, was political. The arts were political. Sex was

political. Rel i gi on, conmer ce, gar deni ng, eating,
drinking and farting - all political

Jesus, it was mnd-blowingly boring; Kkillingly,
| ove deadeni ngly boring.

Wrse still, Judd didn't seemto notice how bored

M ck had becone, or if he noticed, he didn't care. He
just ranbled on, his argunents getting w ndier and
wi ndier, his sentences |lengthening with every mle they
drove.

Judd, Mck had decided, was a selfish bastard,
and as soon as their honeynoon was over he'd part with
t he guy.



had to face the bitter truth: Mck was a queen; there
was no other word for him Al right, perhaps he didn't
mnce or wear jewellery to excess, but he was a queen
nevert hel ess, happy to wallow in a dreamworld of early
Renai ssance frescoes and Yugoslavian icons. The
conplexities, the contradictions, even the agonies that
made those cultures blossom and wther were just
tiresone to him Hi s nmind

was no deeper than his |ooks; he was a well-grooned
nobody.
Sone honeynoon.

The road south from Belgrade to Novi Pazar was
by Yugosl avi an standards, a good one. There were fewer
pot-holes than on many of the roads they'd travelled
and it was relatively straight. The town of Novi Pazar
lay in the valley of the R ver Raska, south of the city
named after the river. It wasn't an area particularly
popular with the tourists. Despite the good road it was
still inaccessible, and |acked sophisticated anenities;
but Mck was deternined to see the nonastery at
Sopocani, to the west of the town and after some bitter
argunent, he'd won.



Now, with the cards on the table after a row at
Bel grade, they drove in silence nost of the tine; but
the straight road, |ike nobst straight roads, invited
di spute. Wien the driving was easy, the nmind rooted for
sonething to keep it engaged. \Wat better than a fight?

"Wy the hell do you want to see this dam
nmonast ery?' Judd demanded

It was an unmistakable invitation.

"We've conme all this way . . .' Mck tried to
keep the tone conversational. He wasn't in the nood for
an ar gunent

"More fucking Virgins, is it?

Keeping his voice as even as he could, Mck

pi cked up the @uide and read aloud fromit... 'there
sonme of the greatest works of Serbian painting can
still be seen and enjoyed, including what many

commentators agree to be the enduring nasterpiece of
t he Raska school: "The Dornmition of the Virgin. "'

Si | ence.

Then Judd: 'I"'mup to here with churches.'

"It's a nmasterpiece.'

"They're all mast er pi eces according to that
bl oody book.'

Mck felt his control slipping.



fucki ng mast erpi eces -,

"Stop the car!’

" What ?'

"Stop the car!’

Judd pulled the Vol kswagen into the side of the
road. M ck got out.

The road was hot, but there was a slight breeze.
He took a deep breath, and wandered into the mddle of
the road. Enpty of traffic and of pedestrians in both
directions. In every direction, enpty. The hills
shimered in the heat off the fields. There were wld
poppies growing in the ditches. Mck crossed the road
squatted on his haunches and picked one.

Behi nd him he heard the VWs door slam

"What did you stop us for?" Judd said. H s voice
was edgy, still hoping for that argunent, begging for
it.

Mck stood up, playing with the poppy. It was
close to seeding, late in the season. The petals fell
fromthe receptacle as soon as he touched them little
spl ashes of red fluttering down on to the grey tarnac.

"I asked you a question,' Judd said again

M ck | ooked round. Judd was standing the far side
of the car, his brows a knitted Iline of burgeoning



performng for his benefit. It might just have been
plausible in a sixteen-year-old virgin. In a twenty-
five-year-old, it lacked credibility.

M ck dropped the flower, and untucked his T-shirt
from his jeans. A tight stomach, then a slim snooth
chest were revealed as he pulled it off. H's hair was
ruffled when his head re-appeared, and his face wore a
broad grin. Judd |ooked at the torso. Neat, not too
muscular. An appendix scar peering over his faded
jeans. A gold chain, small but catching the sun, dipped
in the hollow of his throat. Wthout neaning to, he
returned Mck's grin, and a kind of peace was made
bet ween t hem

M ck was unbuckling his belt.

"Want to fuck? he said, the grin not faltering.

'"It's no use,' cane an answer, though not to that
guesti on.

"What isn't?

"W're not conpatible.’

"Want a bet?

Now he was unzi pped, and turning away towards the
wheat-field that bordered the road.

Judd watched as Mck cut a swathe through the
swayi ng sea, his back the colour of the grain, so that



| ost dog, sitting at the edge of the road, waiting for
sone | ost naster.

Judd followed Mck's path through the wheat,
unbuttoning his shirt as he walked. Field-mce ran
ahead of him scurrying through the stal ks as the giant
came their way, his feet like thunder. Judd saw their
panic, and smiled. He meant no harm to them but then
how were they to know that? Mybe he'd put out a
hundred lives, mce, beetles, worns, before he reached
the spot where Mck was lying, stark bollock naked, on
a bed of tranpled grain, still grinning.

It was good |ove they nmde, good, strong |ove,
equal in pleasure for both; there was a precision to
their passion, sensing the nonent when effortless
delight becane urgent, when desire becanme necessity.
They |ocked together, linb around Iinb, tongue around
tongue, in a knot only orgasm could untie, their backs
alternately scorched and scratched as they rolled
around exchangi ng bl ows and kisses. In the thick of it,
creaning together, they heard the phut-phut-phut of a
tractor passing by; but they were past caring.

They made their way back to the Vol kswagen with
body-t hreshed wheat in their hair and their ears, in
their socks and between their toes. Their grins had



fucking Virgin -

They laughed |Ilightly together, then Kkissed,
tasting each other and thenselves, a mnmingling of
saliva, and the aftertaste of salt senen.

The fol |l owi ng day was bright, but not
particularly warm No blue skies: just an even |ayer of
white cloud. The norning air was sharp in the lining of
the nostrils, like ether, or peppernint.

Vasl av Jel ovsek watched the pigeons in the nmain
square of Popolac courting death as they skipped and
fluttered ahead of the vehicles that were buzzing
around. Sone about mlitary business, sone civilian. An
air of sober intention barely suppressed the excitenent
he felt on this day, an excitenment he knew was shared
by every man, wonman and child in Popolac. Shared by the
pigeons too for all he knew Maybe that was why they
pl ayed under the wheels with such dexterity, know ng
that on this day of days no harmcould cone to them

He scanned the sky again, that sane white sky
he'd been peering at since dawn. The cloud-Ilayer was
low; not ideal for the celebrations. A phrase passed
t hrough his mind, an



A head in the clouds.

Already the first contingent was assenbling in
the square. There were one or two absentees owing to
illness, but the auxiliaries were ready and waiting to
take their places. Such eagerness! Such wi de smles
when an auxiliary heard his or her nane and nunber
called and was taken out of line to join the linb that
was already taking shape. On every side, miracles of
organi zation. Everyone with a job to do and a place to
go. There was no shouting or pushing: indeed, voices
were scarcely rai sed above an eager whisper. He watched
in admiration as the work of positioning and buckling
and ropi ng went on.

It was going to be a long and arduous day. Vasl av
had been in the square since an hour before dawn,
drinking coffee from inported plastic cups, discussing
the half-hourly nmneteorological reports comng in from
Pristina and Mtrovica, and watching the starless sky
as the grey light of nmorning crept across it. Now he
was drinking his sixth coffee of the day, and it was
still barely seven o'clock. Across the square Metzinger
| ooked as tired and as anxious as Vaslav felt.

They'd watched the dawn seep out of the east
toget her, Metzinger and he. But now they had separated,
forgetting previous conpanionship, and would not speak



Now the first |eg of Popolac was erected, to the
mut ual satisfaction of Metzinger and Vaslav. Al the
safety checks had been neticulously nade, and the I|eg
left the square, its shadow falling hugely across the
face of the Town Hall.

Vasl av sipped his sweet, sweet coffee and all owed
hinmself a little grunt of satisfaction. Such days, such
days. Days filled with glory, with snapping flags and
hi gh, stomach-turning sights, enough to last a man a
lifetinme. It was a gol den foretaste of Heaven.

Let America have its sinple pleasures, its
cartoon nice, its candy-coated castles, its cults and
its technol ogies, he wanted none of it. The greatest
wonder of the world was here, hidden in the hills.

Ah, such days.

In the main square of Podujevo the scene was no
| ess animated, and no less inspiring. Perhaps there was
a muted sense of sadness underlying this year's
cel ebrati on, but t hat was under st andabl e. Nita
obrenovic, Podujevo's |loved and respected organizer,
was no longer living. The previous winter had clainmed
her at the age of ninety-four, leaving the city bereft
of her fierce opinions and her fiercer proportions. For
sixty years Nta had worked with the citizens of
Poduj evo, always planning for the next contest and



but she lacked Nita's power to galvanize the people
into action. She was, in a word, too gentle for the job
in hand. It required a |eader who was part prophet and
part ringmaster, to coax and bully and inspire the
citizens into their places. Mybe, after two or three
decades, and with a few nore contests under her belt,
Nita Cbrenovic's daughter would nmake the grade. But for
t oday Poduj evo was behi ndhand; safety-checks were being
over| ooked; nervous |ooks replaced the confidence of
earlier years.

Nevertheless, at six minutes before eight the
first linmb of Podujevo made its way out of the city to
the assenbly point, to wait for its fellow.

By that time the flanks were already |[ashed
together in Popol ac, and arnmed contingents were
awai ting orders in the Town Square.

M ck woke pronptly at seven, though there was no
alarmclock in their sinply furnished room at the Hotel
Beograd. He lay in his bed and listened to Judd s
regular breathing fromthe twin bed across the room A
dull morning light whinpered through the thin curtains,
not encouraging an early departure. After a few
mnutes' staring at the cracked paintwork on the



Today naybe they would go south to Kosovska
Mtrovica. There was a narket there, wasn't there, and
a nuseun? And they could drive down the valley of the

I bar, following the road beside the river, where the
hills rose wild and shining on either side. The hills,
yes; today he decided they would see the hills.

It was eight-fifteen.

By nine the mmin bodies of Popolac and Podujevo
were substantially assenbl ed. In their allotted
districts the linbs of both cities were ready and
waiting to join their expectant torsos.

Vasl av Jel ovsek capped his gloved hands over his
eyes and surveyed the sky. The cloud-base had risen in
the last hour, no doubt of it, and there were breaks in
the clouds to the west; even, on occasion, a few
glinpses of the sun. It wouldn't be a perfect day for
the contest perhaps, but certainly adequate.

Mck and Judd breakfasted late on henmendeks -
roughly translated as ham and eggs - and several cups
of good black coffee. It was brightening up, even in
Novi Pazar, and their anbitions were set high. Kosovska



by wundulating hills, whose sides were thickly and
darkly forested. Apart from a few birds, they saw no
wildlife. Even their infrequent travelling conpanions
petered out altogether after a few mles, and the
occasi onal farmhouse they drove by appeared |ocked and
shuttered up. Black pigs ran unattended in the yard,
with no child to feed

them Washing snapped and billowed on a sagging |ine,
wi th no washerwonan in sight.

At first this solitary journey through the hills
was refreshing in its lack of hunan contact, but as the
nor ni ng drew on, an uneasi ness grew on them

"Shouldn't we have seen a signpost to Mtrovica,
M ck?
He peered at the map.

' Maybe. . .’

'- we've taken the wong road."'

"If there'd been a sign, I'd have seen it. |
think we should try and get off this road, bear south a
bit nmore - nmeet the valley closer to Mtrovica than

we' d pl anned.'
"How do we get off this bloody road? 'There've
been a couple of turnings. . .' 'Dirt-tracks.'



turning. Anything's better than this.'

They drove on. The road was deteriorating
rapidly, the pot-holes becom ng craters, the humobcks
feeling like bodies beneath the wheels.

Then:

" There!"

A turning: a palpable turning. Not a major road,
certainly. In fact barely the dirt-track Judd had
described the other roads as being, but it was an
escape from the endless perspective of the road they
were trapped on.

"This is becomng a bloody safari,' said Judd as
the VW began to bunmp and grind its way along the
doleful little track.

"Where's your sense of adventure?

"l forgot to pack it.'

They were beginning to clinb now, as the track
wound its way up into the hills. The forest closed over
them blotting out the sky, so a shifting patchwork of
i ght and shadow scooted over the bonnet as they drove.
There was birdsong suddenly, vacuous and optimstic,
and a snell of new pine and undug earth. A fox crossed
the track, up ahead, and watched a |ong nonent as the
car grunbled up towards it. Then, with the leisurely



Popol ac when the head of the contingent at |ast marched
out of the Town Square and took up its position with
t he mai n body.

This last exit left the city conpletely deserted.
Not even the sick or the old were neglected on this
day; no-one was to be denied the spectacle and the
triumph of the contest. Every single citizen, however
young or infirm the blind, the crippled, babes in
arns, pregnant wonmen - all made their way up fromtheir
proud city to the stanmping ground. It was the |aw that
they should attend: but it needed no enforcing. No
citizen of either city would have missed the chance to
see that sight - to experience the thrill of that
cont est .

The confrontation had to be total, city against
city. This was the way it had al ways been.

So the cities went up into the hills. By noon
they were gathered, the citizens of Popolac and
Poduj evo, in the secret well of the hills, hidden from
civilized eyes, to do ancient and cerenonial battle.

Tens of thousands of hearts beat faster. Tens of
t housands of bodies stretched and strained and sweated
as the twin cities took their positions. The shadows of
the bodies darkened tracts of land the size of snall



swivelling mechanism of the hips. It was stiffer than
it should be, and the novenents were not snooth. As a
result there was considerable strain being put upon
that region of the city. It was being dealt wth
bravely; after all, the contest was intended to press
the contestants to their linmts. But breaki ng point was
closer than anyone would have dared to admit. The
citizens were not as resilient as they had been in
previous contests. A bad decade for crops had produced
bodi es less well-nourished, spines |less supple, wlls
less resolute. The badly knitted flank m ght not have
caused an accident in itself, but further weakened by
the frailty of the conpetitors it set a scene for death
on an unprecedented scal e.

They stopped the car.

'Hear that?

M ck shook his head. His hearing hadn't been good
since he was an adolescent. Too many rock shows had
bl own his eardruns to hell.

Judd got out of the car.

The birds were quieter now. The noise he'd heard
as they drove cane again. It wasn't sinply a noise: it
was



Boom
The earth-thunder sounded again. 'What the hell

is it? said Mck. 'Watever it is, | want to see it -
Judd got back into the Vol kswagen, smling.
"Sounds alnost |ike guns,' he said, starting the

car. 'Big guns.'

Thr ough hi s Russi an- made bi nocul ars Vasl| av
Jel ovsek watched the starting-official raise his
pistol. He saw the feather of white snoke rise fromthe
barrel, and a second |later heard the sound of the shot
across the valley.

The contest had begun.

He looked up at twin towers of Popolac and
Poduj evo. Heads in the clouds - well alnost. They
practically stretched to touch the sky. It was an
awesone sight, a breath-stopping, sleep-stabbing sight.
Two cities swaying and withing and preparing to take
their first steps towards each other in this ritual
battl e.

O the two, Podujevo seened the less stable.
There was a slight hesitation as the city raised its
left leg to begin its march. Nothing serious, just a
little difficulty in <co-ordinating hip and thigh
nmuscl es. A couple of steps and the city would find its



"Did you hear a shot?' asked Judd.

M ck nodded.

"Mlitary exercises . . .?" Judd's snile had
broadened. He <could see the headlines already -
excl usive reports of secret nmanoeuvres in the depths of
the Yugoslavian countryside. Russian tanks perhaps,
tactical exercises being held out of the Wst's prying
sight. Wth luck, he would be the carrier of this news.

Boom

Boom

There were birds in the air. The thunder was
| ouder now.

It did sound |ike guns.

"It's over the next ridge . . .' said Judd.

"I don't think we should go any further.'

"l have to see.'

"I don't. We're not supposed to be here.'’

"I don't see any signs.'

"They'l|l cart us away; deport us - | don't know -
| just think -,

Boom

"I've got to see.'

The words were scarcely out of his nmouth when the
scream ng started



rapidity as the failure of one part of the anatony put
unendur abl e pressure on the other.

The rmasterpiece that the good citizens of
Poduj evo had constructed of their own flesh and bl ood
tottered and then

-a dynanited skyscraper, it began to fall.

The broken flank spewed citizens like a slashed
artery spitting blood. Then, with a graceful sloth that
made the agonies of the citizens all the nmore horrible,
it bowed towards the earth, all its linbs dissenbling
as it fell.

The huge head, that had brushed the clouds so
recently, was flung back on its thick neck. Ten
thousand mouths spoke a single scream for its vast
mouth, a wordless, infinitely pitiable appeal to the
sky. A howl of loss, a howl of anticipation, a how of
puzzl ement. How, that scream demanded, could the day of
days end like this, in a welter of falling bodies?

"Did you hear that?

It was unmi st akabl y human, t hough al nost
deafeningly loud. Judd's stonmach convul sed. He I ooked
across at Mck, who was as white as a sheet.

Judd stopped the car.

"No,' said M ck.



human fl esh

- too human for words. It remnded himof his
chi | dhood

imaginings of Hell; the endless, unspeakable
tornments his

mot her had threatened him with if he failed to

enbrace Christ. It was a terror he'd forgotten for
twenty years. But suddenly, here it was again, fresh-
faced. Maybe the pit itself gaped just over the next
horizon, with his nmother standing at its lip, inviting
himto taste its puni shnents.

"If you won't drive, | wll.'

Mck got out of the car and crossed in front of
it, glancing up the track as he did so. There was a
noment's hesitation, no nmore than a nonent's, when his
eyes flickered with disbelief, before he turned towards
the windscreen, his face even paler than it had been
previously and said:

"Jesus Christ.
with suppressed nausea.

H's lover was still sitting behind the wheel, his
head in his hands, trying to blot out nenories.

"Judd.. .’

in a voice that was thick



there was the flavour of freshly - opened carcasses:
the snmell out of the depths of the hunman body, part
sweet, part savoury.

M ck stunbled back to the passenger's side of the
VW and funbled weakly at the handle. The door opened
suddenly and he lurched inside, his eyes gl azed.

'Back up,' he said.

Judd reached for the ignition. The tide of bl ood
was already sloshing against the front wheels. Ahead,
the world had been painted red.

"Drive, for fuck's sake, drivel’

Judd was naking no attenpt to start the car.

"W nust |ook,' he said, wthout conviction,
have to.'

"W don't have to do anything,' said Mck, 'but
get the hell out of here. It's not our business . '

"Plane-crash -, 'There's no snoke.' 'Those are
human voi ces."'

Mck's instinct was to | eave well alone. He could
read about the tragedy in a newspaper - he could see
the pictures tonorrow when they were grey and grainy.
Today it was too fresh, too unpredictable -Anything
could be at the end of that track, bleeding -'W nust -

we



stared, with a thousand eyes, at the ruins of its
ritual enemy, now spread in a tangle of rope and bodies
over the inpacted ground, shattered forever. Popolac
staggered back fromthe sight, its vast legs flattening
the forest that bounded the stanping-ground, its arns
flailing the air. But it kept its balance, even as a
conmmon insanity, woken by the horror at its feet,
surged through its sinews and curdled its brain. The
order went out: the body thrashed and tw sted and
turned from the grisly carpet of Podujevo, and fled
into the hills.

As it headed into oblivion, its towering form
passed between the car and the sun, throwing its cold
shadow

over the bloody road. Mck saw nothing through his
tears, and Judd, his eyes narrowed agai nst the sight he
feared seeing around the next bend, only dinmy
regi stered that sonething had blotted the light for a
m nute. A cloud, perhaps. A flock of birds.

Had he |ooked up at that monent, just stolen a
gl ance out towards the north-east, he would have seen
Popol ac's head, the vast, swarning head of a nmaddened
city, disappearing below his |ine of vision, as it
marched into the hills. He would have known that this



Their donesticated inmaginations had never conceived
of a sight so unspeakably brutal.

Perhaps in the battlefields of Europe as many
corpses had been heaped together: but had so nmany of
them been wonmen and children, |ocked together with the
corpses of nen? There had been piles of dead as high,
but ever so many so recently abundant with life? There
had been cities laid waste as quickly, but ever an
entire city lost to the sinple dictate of gravity?

It was a sight beyond sickness. In the face of it
the mind slowed to a snail's pace, the forces of reason
picked over the evidence wth neticulous hands,
searching for a flawin it, a place where it could say:

This is not happening. This is a dream of death,
not death itself.

But reason could find no weakness in the wall.
This was true. It was death indeed.

Poduj evo had fall en.

Thirty-eight thousand, seven hundred and sixty-
five citizens were spread on the ground, or rather
flung in ungainly, seeping piles. Those who had not
died of the fall, or of suffocation, were dying. There
woul d be no survivors fromthat city except that bundle
of onlookers that had traipsed out of their homes to



alike. Some of them he could see, wore |[eather
harnesses, tightly buckled around their upper chests,
and snaking out from these contraptions were |engths of
rope, mles and mles of it. The closer he |ooked, the
nore he saw of the extraordinary system of knots and
| ashings that still held the bodies together. For sone
reason these people had been tied together, side by
side. Sone were yoked on their neighbours' shoul ders,
straddling them |ike boys playing at horse back riding.
O hers were locked arm in arm knitted together with
threads of rope in a wall of nuscle and bone. Yet
others were trussed in a ball, with their heads tucked
between their knees. Al were in sone way connected up
with their fellows, tied together as though in sone
i nsane col |l ective bondage gane.

Anot her shot.

M ck | ooked up.

Across the field a solitary nman, dressed in a
drab overcoat, was wal king anongst the bodies with a
revol ver, dispatching the dying. It was a pitifully
i nadequat e act

of nercy, but he went on neverthel ess, choosing the
suffering «children first. Enptying the revolver,



"What's happened here? Mck shouted across at
him It felt good to shout, it felt good to sound angry
at the nman. Maybe he was to blanme. It would be a fine
thing, just to have soneone to bl ane.

"Tell us -' Mck said. He could hear the tears
throbbing in his voice. 'Tell wus, for God s sake.
Expl ai n.'

Grey-coat shook his head. He didn't understand a
word this young idiot was saying. It was English he
spoke, but that's all he knew. Mck began to walk
towards him feeling all the tinme the eyes of the dead
on him Eyes like black, shining gens set in broken
faces: eyes looking at him upside down, on heads
severed from their seating. Eyes in heads that had
solid hows for voices. Eyes in heads beyond how s,
beyond breath. Thousands of eyes.

He reached G ey-coat, whose gun was al nost enpty.
He had taken off his spectacles and thrown them aside.
He too was weeping, little jerks ran through his big,
ungai nly body.

At Mck's feet, sonebody was reaching for him He
didn't want to |ook, but the hand touched his shoe and
he had no choice but to see its owner. A young man,
lying like a flesh swastika, every joint smashed. A



the nuzzle of the revolver was slipped into Grey-coat's
nmouth and the trigger was pull ed.

Grey-coat had saved the last bullet for hinself.
The back of his head opened like a dropped egg, the
shell of his skull flying off. H's body went [inp and
sank to the ground, the revolver still between his
lips.

"W nmust -, began Mck, saying the words to
nobody. 'We nust

VWhat was the inperative? In this situation, what
nmust they do?

"W nust -'Judd was behind him 'Help -' he said
to M ck.

'Yes. W nust get help. W nust -, 'Go.'

Go! That was what they nust do. On any pretext,
for any fragile, cowardly reason, they nmust go. Get out
of the battlefield, get out of the reach of a dying
hand with a wound in place of a body.

"W have to tell the authorities. Find a town.
CGet help -'

"Priests,' said Mck. 'They need priests.'

It was absurd, to think of giving the Last Rites
to so nany people. It would take an arny of priests, a
wat er cannon filled with holy water, a |oudspeaker to
pronounce the benedictions.



reverse and backed down the track. Vaslav saw the
Engl i shmen running towards the car, cursing him There
was no help for it

- he didn't want to steal the vehicle, but he had
work to do. He had been a referee, he had been
responsible for the contest, and the safety of the
contestants. One of the heroic cities had already
fallen. He nust do everything in his power to prevent
Popolac fromfollowing its twin. He must chase Popol ac,
and reason with it. Talk it down out of its terrors
with quiet words and pronmises. If he failed there would
be another disaster the equal of the one in front of
him and his conscience was al ready broken enough.

Mck was still chasing the VW shouting at
Jel ovsek. The thief took no notice, concentrating on
manoeuvring the car back down the narrow, slippery
track. Mck was losing the chase rapidly. The car had
begun to pick up speed. Furious, but wthout the breath
to speak his fury, Mck stood in the road, hands on his
knees, heavi ng and sobbi ng.

"Bastard!' said Judd.

M ck | ooked down the track. Their car had already
di sappear ed.

" Fucker couldn't even drive properly.’



After a few nmetres the tide of blood began to
peter out. Just a few congealing rivulets dribbled on
towards the main road. Mck and Judd followed the
bl oody tyre marks to the junction.

The Srbovac road was enpty in both directions. The
tyre marks showed a left turn. '"He's gone deeper into
the hills," said Judd, staring along the lonely road
towar ds the bl ue-green distance.

'"He's out of his mind!

"Do we go back the way we cane?'

"It'"ll take us all night on foot."'

"We'll hop alift.'

Judd shook his head: his face was slack and his
| ook I ost.

"Don't you see, Mck, they all knew this was
happeni ng. The people in the farns - they got the hell
out while those people went crazy up there. There'll be
no cars along this road, I'Il lay you anything - except
maybe a couple of shit-dunmb tourists like us - and no
tourist would stop for the |ikes of us.’

He was right. They Ilooked I|ike butchers -
splattered with blood. Their faces were shining with
grease, their eyes naddened.



In Popolac a kind of peace reigned. Instead of a
frenzy of panic there was a nunbness, a sheep-Ilike
acceptance of the world as it was. Locked in their
positions, strapped, roped and harnessed to each other
in a living systemthat allowed for no single voice to
be louder than any other, nor any back to |abour |ess
than its nei ghbour's,

they let an insane consensus replace the tranqui
voi ce of reason. They were convul sed into one mnd, one
t hought, one anbition. They becane, in the space of a
few nmonents, the single-mnded giant whose inmage they

had so brilliantly re-created. The illusion of petty
individuality was swept away in an irresistible tide of
collective feeling - not a mob's passion, but a

tel epathic surge that dissolved the voices of thousands
into one irresistible command.

And the voi ce said: CGo!

The voice said: take this horrible sight away,
where | need never see it again.

Popolac turned away into the hills, its |egs
taking strides half a mle long. Each man, wonan and
child in that seething tower was sightless. They saw
only through the eyes of the city. They were
t houghtl ess, but to think the city's thoughts. And they



Vasl av Jel ovsek had tunbled out. H's face was calmin
unconsci ousness. There seened to be no sign of injury,
except for a small cut or two on his sober face. They
gently pulled the thief out of the weckage and up out
of the filth of the ditch on to the road. He npaned a
little as they fussed about him rolling Mck's sweater
up to pillow his head and renoving the man's jacket and
tie.

Quite suddenly, he opened his eyes.

He stared at them both.

"Are you all right?" Mck asked.

The man said nothing for a noment. He seened not
t o under st and.

Then:

"English?" he said. H's accent was thick, but the
guestion was quite clear.

"Yes.'

"l heard your voices. English.'

He frowned and wi nced.

"Are you in pain? said Judd.

The man seened to find this anusing.

"Am | in pain? he repeated, his face screwed up
in a nmxture of agony and delight.

"l shall die,' he said, through gritted teeth



rapi dly di sappearing. 'Tell us what this is all about.’

"About?' said the nman, his eyes still closed. "It
was a fall, that's all. Just a fall
"What fell?

"The city. Podujevo. My city.'
"What did it fall fron®
"Itself, of course.’
The man was explaining nothing; just answering
one riddle with another.
"Where were you going? Mck inquired, trying to
sound as unagressive as possible.
"After Popolac,' said the man.
' Popol ac?' sai d Judd.

M ck began to see sone sense in the story.
"Popolac is another city. Like Podujevo. Twin cities.
They're on the map -'
"Where's the city now?' said Judd.

Vasl av Jel ovsek seemed to choose to tell the
truth. There was a nonent when he hovered between dying
with a riddle on his lips, and living long enough to
unburden his story. Wat did it natter if the tale was
told now? There could never be another contest: all
t hat was over.



Vasl av opened his eyes a little. The faces that
| ooned over him were exhausted and sick. They had
suf f er ed, t hese i nnocents. They deserved some
expl anat i on.

"As giants,' he said. 'They fought as giants.
They nmade a body out of their bodies, do you
under stand? The frame, the nuscles, the bone, the eyes,
nose, teeth all nmade of nmen and wonen.'

"He's delirious,' said Judd.

"You go into the hills," the nan repeated
for yourselves howtrue it is.'

' Even supposing -' M ck began.

Vaslav interrupted him eager to be finished.
'They were good at the gane of giants. It took nany
centuries of practice: every ten years making the
figure larger and larger. One always anbitious to be
larger than the other. Ropes to tie them all together,
flawlessly. Sinews . . liganents . . . There was food
inits belly . . . there were pipes fromthe loins, to
take away the waste. The

See

best-sighted sat in the eye-sockets, the best voiced
in the muth and throat. You wouldn't believe the
engi neering of it.'
"I don't,' said Judd, and stood up.



Hi s mouth cl osed, the words said, and he died.

Mck felt this death nore acutely than the
thousands they had fled from or rather this death was
the key to unlock the anguish he felt for themall

VWhet her the man had chosen to tell a fantastic
lie as he died, or whether this story was in sonme way
true, Mck felt wuseless in the face of it. His
i magi nati on was too narrow to enconpass the idea. H's
brain ached with the thought of it, and his conpassion
cracked under the weight of misery he felt.

They stood on the road, while the clouds scudded
by, their vague, grey shadows passing over them towards
the enigmatic hills.

It was twilight.

Popolac could stride no further. It felt
exhaustion in every nuscle. Here and there in its huge
anatony deaths had occurred; but there was no grieving
in the city for its deceased cells. If the dead were in
the interior, the corpses were allowed to hang from
their harnesses. If they forned the skin of the city
they were unbuckled from their positions and rel eased
to plunge into the forest bel ow

The giant was not capable of pity. It had no
anmbition but to continue until it ceased.



nmove, step by booming step. It would not be long
surely, before fatigue overcame it: before it could lie
down in the tonb of sone lost valley and die.

But for a space yet it nust walk on, each step
nmore agonizingly slow than the last, while the night
bl ooned bl ack around its head.

Mck wanted to bury the car-thief, sonewhere on
the edge of the forest. Judd, however, pointed out that
burying a body nmight seem in tonorrow s saner light, a
little suspicious. And besides, wasn't it absurd to
concern thenselves with one corpse when there were
literally thousands of them lying a few miles from
where they stood?

The body was left to lie, therefore, and the car
to sink deeper into the ditch.

They began to wal k agai n.

It was cold, and colder by the nonment, and they
were hungry. But the few houses they passed were all
deserted, | ocked and shuttered, every one.

"What did he mean?' said Mck, as they stood
| ooki ng at another | ocked door.

'"He was tal king nmetaphor -, 'All that stuff about
gi ants?'

"It was sonme Trotskyist tripe -' Judd insisted.



"Are you saying you think there's sone giant
around here soneplace? For God's sake!'

Mck turned to Judd. His face was difficult to see
the twilight. But his voice was sober with belief.

"Yes. | think he was telling the truth.'

"That's absurd. That's ridicul ous. No.'

Judd hated Mck that noment. Hated his naiveté,
his passion to believe any half-witted story if it had
a whiff of romance about it. And this? This was the
wor st, the nost preposterous .

‘"No,' he said again. 'No. No. No.'

The sky was porcelain snmooth, and the outline of
the hills black as pitch.

"I"'m fucking freezing,' said Mck out of the ink.
"Are you staying here or wal king with ne?

Judd shouted: 'We're not going to find anything
this way.'

"Wll it's a |l ong way back.'

"W're just going deeper into the hills.'

'"Do what you like - I'mwalking.'

H's footsteps receded: the dark encased him
After a minute, Judd followed.

The night was cloudless and bitter. They wal ked
on, their collars up against the chill, their feet



smle, but she understood their condition, and let them
in. There seened to be no purpose in trying to explain
to either the woman or her crippled husband what they
had seen. The cottage had no tel ephone, and there was
no sign of a vehicle, so even had they found some way
to express thensel ves, nothing could be done.

Wth mnmes and face-pullings they explained that
they were hungry and exhausted. They tried further to
explain they were lost, cursing thenselves for |[eaving
their phrase-book in the VW She didn't seem to
understand very much of what they said, but sat them
down beside a blazing fire and put a pan of food on the
stove to heat.

They ate thick unsalted pea soup and eggs, and
occasionally snmiled their thanks at the wonan. Her
husband sat beside the fire, naking no attenpt to talk,
or even look at the visitors.

The food was good. It buoyed their spirits.

They woul d sleep until norning and then begin the
long trek back. By dawn the bodies in the field would
be being quantified, identified, parcelled up and
di spatched to their fanilies. The air would be full of
reassuring noises, cancelling out the noans that still
rang in their ears. There would be helicopters, lorry



table, their heads on their crossed arns. A litter of
enpty bow s and bread crusts surrounded them
They knew not hing. Dreant nothing. Felt nothing.

Then the thunder began.

In the earth, in the deep earth, a rhythm cal
tread, as of a titan, that came, by degrees, closer and
cl oser.

The worman woke her husband. She bl ew out the |anp
and went to the door. The night sky was lumnous with
stars: the hills black on every side.

The thunder still sounded: a full half minute
between every boom but |ouder now And louder with
every new step.

They stood at the door together, husband and
wife, and listened to the night-hills echo back and

forth with the sound. There was no lightning to
acconpany the thunder.
Just the boom - Boom - Boom - It nade the ground

shake: it threw dust down fromthe
door-lintel, and rattled the w ndow I at ches.

Boom - Boom - They didn't know what approached,
but whatever shape it took, and whatever it intended,
there seened no sense in running from it. Were they
stood, in the pitiful shelter of their cottage, was as



hills thenmselves with its anbition
He fell to his knees, babbling a prayer, his
arthritic legs tw sted beneath him

Hs wife screaned: no words she knew could keep
this nmonster at bay - no prayer, no plea, had power
over it.

In the cottage, Mck woke and his outstretched
arm twitching with a sudden cranp, w ped the plate and
the lanp off the table.

They snmashed.

Judd woke.

The scream ng outside had stopped. The worman had
di sappeared fromthe doorway into the forest. Any tree,
any tree at all, was better than this sight. Her
husband still let a string of prayers dribble fromhis
slack nouth, as the great leg of the giant rose to take
another step -Boom -The cottage shook. Plates danced
and smashed off the dresser. A clay pipe rolled from
the mantel piece and shattered in the ashes of the
heart h.

The lovers knew the noise that sounded in their
subst ance: that earth-thunder

Mck reached for Judd, and took him by the
shoul der.



Judd joined his lover at the door. The old man
was now face down on the ground, his sick and swollen
fingers curled, his begging lips pressed to the danp
soil.

Mck was looking up, towards the sky. Judd
foll owed his gaze.

There was a place that showed no stars. It was a
darkness in the shape of a man, a vast, broad hunan
frame, a

col ossus that soared up to nmeet heaven. It was not
quite a perfect giant. Its outline was not tidy; it
seet hed and swar ned.

He seened broader too, this giant, than any real
man. His legs were abnornmally thick and stumpy, and his
arnms were not long. The hands, as they clenched and
uncl enched, seened oddly-jointed and over-delicate for
its torso.

Then it raised one huge, flat foot and placed it
on the earth, taking a stride towards them

Boom -The step brought the roof collapsing in on
the cottage.

Everything that the car-thief had said was true.
Popolac was a city and a giant; and it had gone into
the hills.



to snappi ng.

They could see how the architects of Popolac had
subtly altered the proportions of the human body; how
the thing had been nade squatter to lower its centre of
gravity; how its |legs had been nmade el ephantine to bear
the weight of the torso; how the head was sunk |ow on
to the wide shoulders, so that the problems of a weak
neck had been mininized.

Despite these malformations, it was horribly life-
like. The bodies that were bound together to nake its
surface were naked but for their harnesses, so that its
surface glistened in the starlight, |ike one vast hunan
torso. Even the nmuscles were well copied, though
simplified. They could see the way the roped bodies
pushed and pull ed against each other in solid cords of
fl esh and bone. They

could see the intertwined people that nade up the
body: the backs like turtles packed together to offer
the sweep of the pectorals; the lashed and knotted
acrobats at the joints of the arms and the |egs alike,
rolling and unwinding to articulate the city.
But surely the nost amazing sight of all was the
face.



Was there ever a sight in Europe the equal of it?

They watched, Mck and Judd, as it took another
step towards them

The old man had wet his pants. Blubbering and
begging, he dragged hinself away from the ruined
cottage into the surrounding trees, dragging his dead
legs after him

The Englishnen remained where they stood,
wat chi ng the spectacle as it approached. Neither dread
nor horror touched them now, just an awe that rooted
themto the spot. They knew this was a sight they could
never hope to see again; this was the apex - after this
there was only common experience. Better to stay then
t hough every step brought death nearer, better to stay
and see the sight while it was still there to be seen.
And if it killed them this nonster, then at |east they
would have glinpsed a miracle, known this terrible
maj esty for a brief noment. It seenmed a fair exchange.

Popol ac was within two steps of the cottage. They
could see the conplexities of its structure quite
clearly. The faces of the citizens were beconing
detailed: white, sweat-wet, and content in their
weari ness. Sone hung dead from



t han they thought.

Mck saw the leg raised; saw the faces of the
people in the shin and ankle and foot - they were as
big as he was now - all huge nmen chosen to take the
full weight of this great creation.

Many were dead. The bottom of the foot, he could
see, was a jigsaw of crushed and bl oody bodies, pressed
to death under the weight of their fellow citizens.

The foot descended with a roar.

In a matter of seconds the cottage was reduced to
splinters and dust.

Popol ac blotted the sky utterly. It was, for a
monent, the whole world, heaven and earth, its presence
filled the senses to overflowing. At this proximty one
ook could not enconpass it, the eye had to range
backwards and forwards over its mass to take it all in,
and even then the mind refused to accept the whole
truth.

A whirling fragnment of stone, flung off from the

cottage as it collapsed, struck Judd full in the face.
In his head he heard the killing stroke like a ball
hitting a wall: a play-yard death. No pain: no renorse.

Qut like a light, a tiny, insignificant light; his
death-cry lost in the pandenonium his body hidden in



reach for the foot before it was lifted and he was left
behi nd. There was a clanour of agonized breath as the
nmessage came to the foot that it nust nove;, Mck saw
the nuscles of the shin bunch and marry as the |eg
began to Iift. He made one last lunge at the linb as it
began to |leave the ground, snatching a harness or a
rope, or human hair, or flesh itself - anything to
catch this passing niracle and be part of it. Better to
go with it wherever it was going, serve it in its
pur pose, whatever that might be; better to die with it
than live without it.

He caught the foot, and found a safe purchase on
its ankle. Screaming his sheer ecstasy at his success
he felt the great leg raised, and glanced down through
the swirling dust to the spot where he had stood,
al ready receding as the linb clinbed.

The earth was gone from beneath him He was a
hitchhiker with a god: the nere life he had left was
nothing to him now, or ever. He would live with this
thing, yes, he would live with it - seeing it and
seeing it and eating it with his eyes until he died of
sheer gl uttony.

He screamed and howl ed and swung on the ropes,
drinking up his triunph. Below, far below, he glinpsed
Judd's body, curled up pale on the dark ground,



butterflies, wasps canme. Judd noved, Judd shifted, Judd
gave birth. In his belly naggots warnmed thenselves, in
a vixen's den the good flesh of his thigh was fought
over. After that, it was quick. The bones yellow ng,
the bones crunbling: soon, an enpty space which he had
once filled with breath and opi ni ons.

Dar kness, light, darkness, light. He interrupted
nei ther with his nane.



