A WORD OF WARNING
Most novels have a beginning, amiddle and an end.
This one doesnt.

But it does have a soundtrack.*

*See page 316.

A DOG CALLED DEMOLITION

1

The swinewho stole my dog doesn't redlize what he did to me.
ADOLF HITLER (1889-1945), IQiy
The guy who said money can't buy you happiness was shopping at the wrong store.

JON BON JOVI (1962-), 1995

DOWN ON DOGS

I'm redlly down on dogs this week,
I've had it with the Dane.

I'm sick of dl their guileless cheek,
Theway the brutes complain.

It's'give me Pal for which | crave,
And ‘wak meout', I'm like somedave,
And then they jog mewhen | shave,
I'm redly down on dogs.

I'm redlly down on fags this week, They make me choke and cough.

On Thursday | could hardly speak And bits of lung dropped off. It's 'stick him in the oxy-tent,” And 'cut
histhroat to make avent,” And when you ask, it's 'no comment'. I'm really down on fags.

I'm really down on beer thisweek,
The bugger blows me ot.

It's thregpence up and twice as weak
And hitsthat float about.
ThisFullers stuff has done the deed,

My guts have redlly goneto seed,



Can nothing stop this pressing need?
(Rushesto bog.) I'm redlly down on beer.
I'm redlly down on luck thisweek,

But was| ever up?

If prizeswerefor mild and meek,

I'd win each slver cup.

My clothes hang ragged on my bones,
I'm through with love and telephones,

I'm only fit for Davy Jones,

I'm redlly down on luck.

I'm really down on toilet rolls, but that's another story . . .

And soisthis—

THE REALIZATION OF OLD SAM SPROUT

It was the kind of weether that made you fed God must be really upset about something. Cats and dogs,
it was. Hammering down. It hammered down agains the front-room window, rilling the front room with
that terrible sound television sets make when dl the programmes are over. That terrible sound that wakes
you up after you'vefalen adeep in your armchair and getsyou al confused.

White noise, it's called. Which lends dread to the thought of what black noise might belike.

Old Sam Sprout didn't hear the rain. The batteriesin his hearing-aid had gone flat. Old Sam Sprout didn't
redize that they had, he just thought the world had grown much quieter of late. Which was no bad thing,
congdering.

Sam sat in hisarmchair before histdevison sat. No white noise came from Sam'stelevison set. Because
Sam'stelevision set was broken. The volume control seemed to have gone on the blink, so Sam had
rattled the television set about. And now the television set was broken.

So Sam couldn't watch it any more.

Not that Sam cared much about that. What Sam cared most about lay upon a Persian poufFe,
equidistant between hisarmchair and histeevison set. And thiswas Sam's|eft foot. Sam, of course, had
ahedthy regard for hisright foot aso. He had

no prejudice either way. A foot was afoot, beit aleft one or aright. To show grester favour to one
rather than to the other would be an absurdity, but at the present Sam redlly did care most about his left
foot.

Because hisleft foot was dl bandaged up.
Hisleft foot was serioudy injured.
The Fates had dealt Sam Sprout another body blow and this time one way below the belt. Sam was no



stranger to accident and injury. |1l fortune had pressed upon him al the long years of hislife. Asaboy he
had collected bad luck the way other boys collect birds eggs. And by the time he was ten, he had
broken most of his bones severa times over and been struck down by such alarge variety of childhood
alments, that his doctor brought medical students round to Sam's house each Friday morning to test their
powers of diagnosis.

Sam wasthe only child in Brentford'slong and dignified history to devel op beriberi twice. Whenever an
epidemic broke out in the borough, the emergency services never had far to look for the epicentre.

But, then, at the age of sixteen, Sam'sillnesses suddenly cleared up. This came as an untimely shock to
his physician, who had been making more than a comfortable income from displaying his patient and had
based two bestsdlling novelson him.

'Areyou sureyou fed al right? he asked the teenage Sprout.
‘Never better,’ Sam replied.

Doctor Kinn, for such was the physician's name, thumbed through his medicd directory. 'Possibly he has
contracted some hitherto unknown malady, which manifestsitself asafacsamile of perfect hedth, he said
to Mrs Sprout, while wondering whether this might be the first recorded incidence of Kinn's Syndrome.

A vison of hisnamein three-point bold, atop afull-page write-up in The Lancet, flashed before his eyes.
Thiswas undoubtedly The Big One.

But it waan't.

The weeks passed and Sprout grew stronger. His scrofula shrank and his mange became memory. His
canker was conquered, his buboes were banished. His scurvy was scuttled, his trench foot transcended.
And hewasliterdly liberated from leprosy. And so on.

Even his Ghanaian gut-bloat got better.
'l fedl even hedthier today than | did yesterday,’ he kept telling his doctor.
'l fear for hislife," the great physician told Sprout's mother. 'No-one should be this hedlthy.’

Onthe morning of his seventeenth birthday, the radiant Sprout opened the front door to find three
policemen on his doorstep. One of them had adog. The dog's name was Princey.

'Are you Samud Oliver Sprout of number four, Moby Dick Terrace? asked one of the policemen. (The
one on theleft, not the one with the dog.)

' certainly am,’ said Sam. 'And | fed redly well.'
"Then | must caution you that anything you say
will be taken down and may be used in evidence.'

The Fates, who had spent afull year debating upon how next to mistreat Sam, had apparently reached a
joint decison. Sam was now to know the sorrows attendant to wrongful arrest.

‘But | haven't done anything,’ he protested, as the officers of the law dragged him off to the Black Maria.

'What am | accused of anyway? he continued, in a manner not unknown to Franz Kafka. Thosewho
deny freedom to others, deserve it not for themsalves,” he concluded. 'To quote Abraham Lincoln," he



added.

Sometime the next day, which wasthe day after Sam'sbirthday, which meant that Sam missed his party,
Sam was released. The police informed him that there had been aclericd error, that they had, in fact,
been searching for a certain Sam O'Sprout, the notorious baby decerebrationist and player of the
Hammond organ. Samud Oliver Sprout was thanked for his cooperation and returned home on the
crossbar of a constable's bike. (The constable was the constable who had the dog, but he had borrowed
the bike from the other constable, the one who had not cautioned Sprouit.)

'I'm sorry about al this confusion,’ said the constable, dropping Sam off at his gate. 'Still, you've got to
laugh, haven't you?

'No,' said Sam, 'l haven't. And what about al this? He gestured all about his person, drawing the
congtable's attention to the cuts and abrasions on his

head, the severe bruising he had received during what he had been assured was 'routine interrogation’.
The section of bedraggled cloth which terminated above hisleft knee had once been, until very recently in
fact, acomplete trouser leg.

'Sorry," said the constable, shrugging like agood'n. 'Worse things happen at sea, | expect. Though | can't
imagine what they'd be. Cut dong now, sir, or I'll run you in for loitering.'

Thanksalot." And Sam dragged himsdf into the house.
And 'Where'sall the furniture gone? he asked his mother.

'Weve had burglarsin, while you were out,’ said his old mum, cheerfully. 'One of them played the
Hammond organ.’

Sam said, 'I'm dead chuffed that The Fates, who have ignored mefor afull year, are now once more
giving methelr undivided atention.’

' shouldn't talk like that, dear,' advised hismum. 'Y our father once talked like that and ook what
happened to him.'

Sam peered into the goldfish bowl. 'Has Dad had his ant's eggs today? he asked.
But dl that was along time ago.
An agtonishingly long time ago.

The Sam Sprout who now sat in his battered armchair caring for his bandaged | ft foot was eighty-seven
years of age. That's eighty-seven years of age.

Which isold and that's afact.

No-one who had ever witnessed the disasters which had followed Sam through hislifelike afaithfUl dog
cdled Princey could ever possibly have imagined such longevity conceivable. Time &fter time The Fates
had hurled down tribulations upon Sam which would surely have felled an ordinary morta.

But old Sam Sprout was no ordinary morta. No ordinary mortal was he. Oh no.

"Things haven't been too bad of late," said Sam, reaching up for his cherrywood briar and knocking his
snuffbox from the mantel piece into the roaring fire.



Such trifles asthis Sam put down to pure chance.

‘Quite recently | have noticed adigtinct | etting-up in theill-fortune department, amost asif The Fates
were beginning to relent.’

A lorry passing the front door rattled Sam's signed photograph of the Queen Mother from its honoured
place on the parlour wall and shivered it to pieces on the red-tiled floor. Of course, Sam didn't hear this,
as he had not heard his own voice speaking. But it had happened. Which possibly provesthat thing
about the tree falling in the forest when there's no-one around to heer it. Or possibly not.

I think itisdl down to thisleft foot of ming,' said Sam. 'In fact, the more | think about it, the more certain
| become!'

Sam rose painfully from hisarmchair and limped over to the window. Therain had stopped. But as

Sam hadn't heard therain and so didn't actualy know that it had been raining, he was not atogether sure
just wherethat left him.

He could observe, however, just how much flooding there wasin his basement area. And what a pity it
was that he hadn't taken hiswashing in. Or covered up his pushbike. Or |eft that cake out.

Two teddyboys were unscrewing the brass numbers from Sam's front gate. A neighbour's dog, whose
name was Princey, was burying afoeta pig in Sam's herbaceous border.

It was just another day.

'It'sjust another day for some,' said Sam, 'but not for me." He turned down his eyesto view the new
damp patch that was spreading a ong beneath the window. 'Not for me and my bandaged foot, my
bandaged foot that holds al the answers. No Siree, by gally.'

Old Sam limped off to hiskitchen. As he passed through his parlour, shards of the Queen Mother's
picture glass penetrated the hed of hisright dipper and entered the hedl of hisright foot.

Old Sam ignored the pain, he had no interest at thistimein hisright foot. He couldn't have cared lessfor
hisright foot. Hisright foot did not matter. It was superfluous.

It had its uses for getting about on, obvioudy. But Sam wasn't dwelling on those.

'How | came by my bandaged foot would certainly put the cat amongst the Picassosif it was ever to
come out before the public asaWarhal, he

sad. It wasn't that his mind was wandering, it wasjust that he couldn't hear what he was saying.
Sam hobbled into his kitchen and fumbled about in hisfridge. He was searching for afresh pint of milk.

Somehow the fridge had become unplugged and aflood of lime-green water splashed over Sam's
punctured dipper and began to soak into the bandages that swathed the foot of mystery. There wasa
nasty smell of rotting vegetablesin that kitchen. It did not go unnoticed by Sam.

Sam sought a saucepan that still had ahandle and acup of asmilar nature. Both these he tested gingerly
in his hands, and satisfied that they had at |east one more go lft in them, he poured freshig/i milk into the
cup and from thence to the saucepan, which he placed upon the gas stove.

'All those who dare to Ddi with the supernaturd will learn the importance of being Erngt, when dl is
revealed concerning my bandaged foot, said Sam, as he turned on the gas.



'My bandaged foot will become an object of veneration. A hit like the Toulouse-Lautrec shroud,’ Sam
aso said, ashe searched in vain for the sugar bowl. 'l think I'll have it without sugar today.

The coffee had run out the day before, but Sam's homehel p had neglected to replenish the jar, preferring
instead to abscond with hissilver. 'l think | will have it without coffee aswell," Sam added, wondering
why there weren't any spoons.

He did not waste time looking for the biscuit

barrd. Though it was avery nice biscuit barrd, it having a photograph of the Queen Mother on it and
everything, the last time Sam had opened it, a scorpion had been insde. Sam now gave biscuitsamiss.

Sam took abox of matches from his waistcoat pocket and opened it. Upside down. The matches
scattered about the kitchen floor, old Sam smiled a secretive smile, took out his Ronson and flicked back
the gtriker.

'Ping’ went theflint asit joined the matches.

Sam smiled on, took the electric lighter with the rechargeabl e batteries from its specia socket next to the
cooker, held it to the gas and touched the button.

Thegaslit.

Sam's secretive smile now became one of triumph. 'l know what | know," he said, tapping his nose with
the lighter and nearly putting hiseye out. "And soon al will know what | know. And then they'll know
something. Ohyes!’

Sam returned to hisfront room and the comfort of hisarmchair and pouffe. '| must writeto the
Archbishop of Canterbury, to the Prime Minister, to the Presdent of the United States, and to the Queen
Mother,' said Sam. '‘And also to Damien Hirst. What | have ssumbled upon, in both the physical and the
metaphysica senses of theword, isof such great import, that al must know of it. Whoever would have
guessed,’ Sam said, 'that the entire population of the world, every man, woman

and child of every race, colour and creed, isdaveto aninvisible race of mental parasites? \Whoever
would have believed,’ Sam asked, 'that the voices which scream in the heads of maniacs are the voi ces of
these same evil beings? Who could ever have concelved, Sam enquired, ‘that al thiswould become
known to me viathe medium of my |eft foot?

Sam shook his old head and perused the bandaged extremity. The green water from the fridge now
added acertain something to itsair of mystery. An aura of light shone about it.

Sam shook hisold head again. 'l do believe,' he declared, ‘that my whole life has been a stage, set and
waiting for this bandaged foot to make its entrance. Possibly thisiswhy The Fates have dedlt so shabhbily
withme!

Sam thought of the biblical Job. God had dedlt pretty shabbily with him, but things had worked out just
fineintheend.

'| have been tested and found not wanting,' said Sam, who hadn't dipped an artist's name into his
monologue for quite sometime. (Apart from Damien Hirst, of course, but Sam redly did intend writing to
him.) 'So | shal prove the world iswrong and | am Frank Lloyd Wright.'

And it was at this very moment that old Sam Sprout had the very realization which had inspired thetitle
of hischapter.



It wasthe redization that he had been chosen.
That dl he had suffered had been for this one reason alone.
That he and only he could dter everything. And very easily too.

'Y el Sam lurched from hisarmchair. 'Of course!* he yelled, with the light of his redlization shining from
hisface. 'l know exactly what | must do and exactly how | must doit!"

But hedidn't say morethanthis.
Whichishardly surprisng, redly.

To state what happened next, would be to ate the obvious. The clueswere dl in placefor al to view. If
onething doneissurprisng, it isthefact that old Sam managed to say quite as much ashe did, beforethe
inevitable occurred.

And to sate what this 'inevitable was would once more be to state the obvious.

To state how the milk boiled over and put out the flame and how the gas built up in the kitchen, before
moving on to the parlour, then dong the hdll, findly to reach the roaring fire in the front room at the exact
moment old Sam Sprout came to his state of cosmic realization would be to state the obvious.

And none of uswant that.
Do we?
And so the money ran out in the gas meter.

Old Sam Sprout opened his mouth to speak, but the voice which spoke from it was not hisown. It was a
dark, gruff, guttural sound. Like the baying of amonstrous hound.* A sound that

*Not that one.

was surdly the dreaded black noise itsdf. And the noise became asingle word. And that word was
DEMOLITION.

2

If amule had the same proportionate power in hishind legs asadog's flea, he could kick an
ordinary-sized man 33 miles, 1004 yards, 21 inches.

G. A. HENTY (1832-1902),

Those Other Animals, 1891

SHOE HOLE

Look at the God-damn shoe hole.
Curse the Phillips stick-sole.

Only out for ashort strall,

When the bloody thing wore through.

Look at the state of the uppers, Ain't no high-steppin’ strutters, Rather be home behind shutters, Than



walking these gardens of Kew.
Look at the knotted laces. Certain they've seen afew places.
A proper pair of disgraces. | just don't know what to do.

Wish I'd settled for cloggies. They don't get bitten by doggies And they stop you sinking in boggiesAnd
cost but apenny or two.

Sod it, I think I'll go barefoot (Aslong as| don't step in bear poop). Suppose that I'd just better bear up
And stop dl this hullabal oo.

Thank you.
MEGAPHONES AND CHEESECLOTH

They never found out what old Sam Sprout actudly died of. But whatever it was, it was definitely fatal.

Doctor Kinn's grandson filled in the death certificate. 'Natura causes," he wrote, ‘possibly dueto
complications brought on by Kinn's Syndrome.’

And that was pretty much that.
Pretty much, but not entirely.

Only four mournersturned up for the funeral. Danny Orion, Marmdy, Big Frank and The Kid. And they
were not there for the love of old Sam Sprout. They were there for the money.

And they were to be disappointed.

Many others would be disappointed also, but these many others chose to stay at home on the day of old
Sam'sburia, because it was raining and they did not wish to catch acold. If disappointment lay in store
for them, they reasoned, at least they would suffer it in good health.

The reason for dl this potentia disappointment was that old Sam had died penniless, and the reason that
all these people would take it persondly was that each and every one of them had, at sometime or
another, given, lent or loaned old Sam money.

Old Sam Sprout had died leaving debts of atruly staggering nature. How one man could owe so much to
s0 many wasthe kind of question which might have inspired the late and legendary Wington (my silver
crowns are still worth only fifty pence) Churchill to juggle about and forge into a speech. Having no good
fortune of hisown, old Sam had spent his life benefiting from that of others.

Never did some lucky punter come up Donald Trumps on the dogs or cop asmall packet on the
premium bonds, than there would be Sam Sprout hovering like the ghost of Christmas past, or something
smilar, reedy to draw off alittle of the surplus good fortune for himsdif.

When Danny Orion struck gold on The Shrunken Head's Christmas draw, who was it who was heard to
remark, 'lt would be a better Christmas for some of usif we had a pound or two to put some humble
offering upon the bare table for our wife and six children'?

And when Marmdy's uncle, Uncle Marmdly, died, leaving the famous Uncle Marmdy Pewter Tankard
Collection, who was it who said, 'Some of usare forced to drink from cracked enamed mugs, and then
only of water'?



Or, thetime Big Frank netted a cool ton on the nationa lottery, ‘I weep that | cannot buy you apint to
offer my congratul ations, could you lend me ten pounds to art the ball rolling?

And s0 on and so forth. Three guesses.

Theworgt thing was that old Sam aways made such abig deal about promising to pay the money back,
that no-one ever had the face to ask him for it. Thus, when he shuffled, or jumped, or was pushed, off
thismorta coil, the mourners at hisfuneral and many other folk besides, fdlt that old Sam Sprout had
taken alittle piece of themsdlvesto the grave with him, and that it was more than likely that they wouldn't
be getting it back.

The four mourners stood at the graveside. Two at each side. They had just lowered old Samin. The pall
bearers skulked in the shelter of the church porch, smoking cigarettes and discussing the vexed question
of why it was that necrophiles were so over-represented in the undertaking trade. Therain fell heavily
and they weren't going to get their top hats wet for an old ponce like Sam Sprout.

Danny Orion sighed, sniffed and blew raindrops from the end of hisnose. '‘Unless| am very much
mistaken,’ he said, 'there goes my fifty quid.'

'And my uncl€'s pewter,’ said Marmdy, ‘which,
like the alchemidgts of old, Sprout transmuted into gold."
'Posetic,’ said Big Frank. 'And aright shame.’

'If I had apound for every pound I've lent that old bastard,’ said The Kid, 'I'd have al my pounds back
and | wouldn't behereat al.

The other three mourners nodded. Y ou couldn't argue with that.
'How much do you reckon heleft in hiswill? Danny asked.

Marmdy shook his rain-sodden head. ‘Not apenny,’ said he. 'l bumped into his solicitor on the way
here. The man israther upset. Apparently Sprout somehow managed to borrow money from three
separate building societies, putting his house up as collateral and giving the solicitor's name asthe owner.’

'Isthat possible? asked Big Frank, whose mum owned her house.

'Sprout managed it. Everything's owed three times over, there's not apenny to be had. The solicitor did
say onething that | thought a bit strange. He said Sprout had died clutching a piece of paper with afew
last words scribbled on it

'A begging letter? Danny asked.

'No." Marmdy gave his sodden head another little shake. 'It just said, BEWARE OF THE DOG.'
Damp shrugs were passed across the open grave.

'l supposeit must mean something,’ said The Kid, 'if it waswritten in capitd |etterslike that.'
'WEell never know now,' said Big Frank.

"The secret has died with him," said Marmdy. 'Dead men tell no tales,’ said The Kid. 'l wonder about
that,' said Danny Orion.



In the Plume Cafe they sat and talked and dripped onto the lino.
'What puzzles me,’ said Big Frank, sipping tea, ‘iswhy we bothered to go to the funera .’
'l seemtorecall that it was Marmdy'sidea,’ said The Kid.

Marmdy offered asickly grin. 'He might haveleft us something in hiswill. I thought we ought to pay our
last respects, even if we didn't actually have any.’

Big Frank sipped further tea. 'If you'd mentioned bumping into his solicitor before we'd carried Sprout's
coffin out of the church, we could have |eft you to pay your bogus respects on your own.'

'Sorry,' said Marmdy. ‘But it'sjust that | like funeras. There's something so definitively fina about a
funerd. It redlly says The End and That's Your Lot

'[t doesn't have to. Danny had been thinking. Danny was always thinking, it was something he did alot
of. He had been thinking particularly about the BEWARE OF THE DOG notein its capitd |etters.
Danny had dways wanted a dog, but neither his mum, with whom he once lived (but who was now
shacked up with adouble-glazing sdlesman in Storrington), nor his Aunt May, with whom he presently
lived (but who wanted him to find a place of his own), would alow him to buy one.

Danny would willingly have rented aplace of his own and bought himself adog, but he didn't have any
maoney.

It was agresat pity old Sam hadn't left him any.

'It doesn't have to what?' asked Marmdly, for whom no paragraphs had passed.
'‘Be The End,’ said Danny.

'Please explain,’ said Big Frank, damply.

And Danny did so.

'Old Sprout cannot have died penniless,’ said Danny. 'He spent his entire life borrowing from other
people and |eft debts everywhere, but what did he do with the money? It seems he never spent any, he
lived invirtud poverty.’

'Isthat like virtud redity? The Kid asked.

Danny ignored him. 'If Sprout mortgaged his house three times over, there must be hegps of money
hidden away somewhere.’

'WEell never know now,' said Big Frank.
"The secret has died with him," said Marmdly.
'Dead men tell notales said The Kid.

'l wonder about that,' said Danny Orion.

Madame L orretta Rune possessed, amongst other things, the gift of post-cognition. She was ableto
predict the past. It was aremarkable gift, but one which had, asyet, to proveitstrue worth. She made a
fair living from quiz shows and those terrible genera knowledge competitions they hold in pubs, but it
hadn't been what she asked for when she sold her soul to the Devil. Some clerical error, perhaps.



She had recently turned her hand toward contacting the dead. This had met with 'limited success, which,
aswedl know, isaeuphemism for 'no successat all'.

Contacting the dead has dways been atricky old game. It was once called necromancy and frowned
upon by the Church. Nowadaysit's called spiritualism and has a church of its own. Onetrouble has
always seemed to be that once the dear departed are contacted, they never have anything interesting to

sy.

Madame L orretta, who had been boning up on the subject by atending theloca Spiritualist church, felt
that this particular fact wasthe one that proved the entire business genuine. Most people had damn al to
say while living, so why should anyone expect them to have acquired some new-found e oquence when
dead?

But she had, as has been said, only so far achieved "alimited success. So she was content to fake it for
now, until sheld mastered the technique. Her gift of post-cognition was coming in quite handy for this.

An impressive woman, topping the scales at sixteen stone, Madame Lorrettaheld court in The Inner
Sanctum of Outre Lodge, number thirty-seven Sprite Street. Here, clad usualy in many yards of black
crushed-velvet, she was aready gaining a reputation as one who had connections on ‘the other Side'. She
was aclosefriend of Danny's Aunt May, who talked alot about her.

Madame L orretta was snoozing upon the box ottoman when the front-door knocker knocked. She
awoke and rang asmdll brass Burmese temple bell. This summoned her assstant, Miss Doris
Chapdl -Hatpeg, asmdl anaemic woman with nothing whatever to recommend her but for amildly
amusing name. She and Madame Lorretta had served time together in Hollo way for offences of a
heretica nature, which are ill covered by the otherwise repealed Witcheraft Act of 1572.*

‘There are four young men at the front door,’ ssid Madame L orretta. 'They've been therefor the last ten
minutes’

'Wéll, nobody told me.’
'I'mtelling you now, dear.’

'Hmmph!" It'sadifficult one, is'Hmmph!" Most people never master it. They can do 'Huh!" and even
'Phuh!’, but areally convincing 'Hmmph!" is hard to come by nowadays. Miss Chapd-Hatpeg had it of f
to afine art. She ssomped off down the corridor and opened the front door, hmmphing as she went.

On the doorstep stood four young men, one looked very serious, one looked rather worried, the other
two were gtifling smirks. The serious one was Danny, the worried one was Marmdly, the other two were
Big Frank and The Kid.

'Madame L orretta Rune? asked Danny.

'No,' said Doris Chapel-Hatpeg.

*QOr whenever it was.

'Weve come to the wrong address,' said Marmdly. ‘Let'sgo home.”
‘Bottlejob," sniggered Big Frank, making the approved gesture.

'It's tampering with forces unknown,” Marmdy crossed himsdif.
'IsMadame Lorrettaat hometo callers? Danny asked.



'What's it about?
'We seek the services of amedium,’ Danny said.

Big Frank, to whom the word medium meant halfway between large and small and was no good to him
when it cameto shirts, said, 'Weve come to commune with the dead.’

'Y ou've come to theright place then, follow me please.’

Thefour young men followed Doris, Danny pushing the reluctant Marmdy before him. Big Frank, aslast
man in, closed the front door.

The Inner Sanctum of Outre Lodge was Situated in aback parlour the same size and shape as that once
inhabited by the late Sam Sprout. Which didn't help much as the former had received no description.

It was carpeted in colourless Kelims, with matching wall hangings to muffle all sounds of the outer world
and encourage those from the next. A sign which read 'Elvis Predey may be contacted at this address
hung humourlessy above afireplace of neutrally toned timber. Six nondescript chairs ambushed a centra
table that didn't seem worth the bother. Beside the curtained window stood the big

box ottoman and on this sat the large-sized medium. Potted plants were distributed hither and thus and all
about the place.

All of thiswas'mood lit', which isto say, 'dimly'.
Big Frank sighted Madame Lorretta and took to the tucking in of his shirt. Thiswas hiskind of woman.

Madame L orrettarose and relocated her bulk upon the chair nearest to the fireplace (which was the one
furthest away from the door). She smiled towards Danny. Y ou have suffered aloss?

'Weadl have,' said Danny. '‘But we're hoping to make good onit.'
'Y ou understand that | must make asmall charge for my services?
'How small? Danny asked.

‘Ten quid,’ said Madame L orretta

‘Bugger that,' said The Kid.

It'sonly two and ahdf quid each,’ Danny told him, 'Y ou have to speculate to accumulate.’
'Count mein," said Big Frank.

Marmdy said nothing.

Tenquidisfine' said Danny.

'In advance.’

Amidst much grumbling, pocket change changed hands.

'Please be seated.’

"Thank you very much.’



Miss Doris Chape -Hatpeg | eft the room.
The lads sat down. Danny and Marmdly to theright of Madame L orretta, Big Frank and TheKid

to the left (looking from the door end of the room, of course. From the fireplace end it was the other way
around, but it didn't affect things very much).

'Wemugt al place our hands upon the table," said Madame Lorretta, 'palms down, little fingers touching.
When thecircleiscomplete | shdl attempt to contact the spirit world.'

'‘Ooooh,’ went The Kid in amanner that lacked not for sarcasm.

'Sssh!’ Big Frank told him.

"Thank you,' said Madame L orretta.

"What time do you finish for the day? Big Frank asked, but this question did not receive areply.
Madame Lorrettasaid, 'l must have silence.’

At theword silence, thelights dimmed further and a haunting piece of violin music welled from behind a
potted aspidistra. Big Frank, who was now in the mood to be impressed by such things, was suitably
impressed.

'l must concentrate,’ said she-who-woul d-speak-with-the-dead.

Her four damp guests squinted at one another through the mostly darkness. Marmsy moved
uncomfortably in histweed trousers. ‘| want to go to the toilet,” he whispered.

‘SlenceP

The lights went out completely and the music swelled to deafening.
'Not that bloody silent!" screamed Madame Lorretta.

Thelights went up abit and the sound down.

‘Sorry!" came the muffled voice of Doris.

Madame Lorrettaleaned back in her chair and did abit of that ghastly eye-rolling which is so popular
amongs those who 'have the cdling'.

'My great uncle The Kid used to do that," whispered The Kid, 'but of course he had been wounded in the
head at Y pres.’

'Sssh," went Big Frank.

'Don't keegp ssshing me, I've shelled out my two and ahdf quid. | can takethe pissif | want.'
'l will punchyou, said Big Frank.

TheKid held his counsd.

'| fed apresence!’ Madame Lorretta dumped further back in her chair, putting the wind up Marmdly.
'Someoneis here, someoneis here!



'Isit old Sam Sprout? Danny asked.

'It can be!'

'Pardon?

"It can be no other.’

'It could be Elvis,' The Kid whispered. 'Ouch," he continued.
'‘Bewarned,’ said Big Frank.

'Oh!" went Madame Lorretta. 'Oh! Oh! Oh!*

'Good grief,' said Marmdly. 'Look at her face.'

His companionslooked. It didn't look good. Madame L orretta's face appeared to be undergoing what
the chapsin the film-making fraternity refer to (correctly) asa'lap dissolve.

Her face was changing into another face.
'Now that is clever, said Big Frank.
It'san evil spirit,’ croaked Marmdly, crossing hislegs. '"And | need the toilet even more now.'

'It is clever though, isn't it? Danny peered at the meta-morphosing medium. The prodigious jowlswere
shrinking away. The bee-hive hair-do was vanishing into the top of the head. The eyes were changing
colour. Actudly it wasn't so much alap dissolve, more that smart-arse computer-generated stuff that puts
geniuseslike Ray Harryhausen out of work.

Thelipsthat had been Madame L orrettas, but weren't any more, parted. A voice spoke. It wasn't hers
ether.

'Hédllo, lads,' said the voice of old Sam Sprout from the face that was now hisaso.
'Well, I'll be dipped in dog shit,' said Big Frank.

'Do dogs please.’ Sam Sprout's face contorted.

'Sorry,' said Big Frank.

'Sam,’ said Danny. 'Isthat really you?

'Itis' said theface.

"Then where did you hide the money, you old bastard? asked The Kid.
'Money?What money? The facelooked genuinely puzzled.

'‘Our money for astart. The rest would be niceaso.’

'Dead men pay no debts,’ said old Sam Sprouit.

It'stell notales,’ said The Kid, wondering just how thiswas done. 'Definitely tell no tales, 1've been
saying it al afternoon.’



"W, this dead man can pay no debts. Damn me, | haven't even got apair of strides hereto call my
own.'

Theladslooked onin silence. That seemed a bit of abummer, not even having apair of strides.
Danny scratched his chin. 'We were hoping that you might direct usto your hidden hoard of booty.'
'I've no boots elther,' said old Sam.

'Any socks? The Kid asked.

‘Nope.'

'Shirt? asked Big Frank.

'No shirt, no.’

'No shirt!" Big Frank whistled.

Marmdly let out astrangulated cry. 'I've just wet my damn trews,' said he.

Danny shook hishead. '‘Good grief,’ said he. 'Here's old Sam with no trews at dl and Marmdy wets his.
There must beamora in that somewhere.’

'Aren't you cold wherever you are, without any clothes? asked Big Frank.
‘Nah, said old Sam. 'The sex kegps me warm.’

"The sex?' Four voices said this. In unison they said it.

'Of course the sex.'

'Y ou have sex where you are? Danny said this.

‘Certainly do. All thetime. Get up in the morning, have sex, breakfast, more sex, lunch, then sex, dinner,
then sex. Then bed-time. Then sex, of course.’

‘Bloody Hell!' said Big Frank. 'And that'swhat Heaven's like?

'Heaven be buggered,’ said old Sam Sprout. 'I'm not in Heaven, I've been reincarnated as arabbit in
Hyde Park.’
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Savethe planet, kill yoursdf.

THE CHURCH OF EUTHANASIA, 1995

PELTED WITH STONES ON THE COMMON
Pelted with stones on the common,

Because of my new-style hair-do.

Afinedfair,

| do declare.



A riotous and rare do.

Pelted with stones by foreign students,
Y dling thewords of Marx.

A kettleoffish.

Anunsavoury dish.

I'd rather be eaten by sharks.

Pelted with stones by Jehovah's Witnesses, 'Cos | wouldn't purchase The Watchtower. A bleeding
cheek.

| bought one last week. And anyway, I'm a Catholic!
SHADES OF RUDYARD KIPLING

(Or why Danny's Aunt May won't dlow animalsin the house)

During that rough old period we had after the Boom Y earsfinished,* Danny's Aunt May thought it might
be a good idea to supplement the modest income she made from the Tupperware parties and takein a
lodger.

Danny's Aunt May wasliving in Dacre Gardens &t this time, opposite the abandoned cement works, so
she put aside her first thought of an advert in Country Life and settled for a postcard in the window of
Peg's Corner Shop.

Aunt May cleared all her late husband's tweed suits from the wardrobe, gave the tiny back bedroom a
good flicking over with afeather duster and awaited the rush.

Now Danny's Aunt May was not asilly woman and |jeing aregular patron of the Walpole Cinema (this
being the time when they showed proper British films), she waswell acquainted with tales of aged
lodgerswho died and | eft their fortunes unexpectedly to kindly landladies.

*The onewere dill having (satire).

Aunt May's postcard read: FURNISHED ROOM TO LET. WOULD SUIT RETIRED GENTLEMAN
OF MILITARY BACKGROUND. (In capital letters.)

‘Someone around the eighty-year mark," Aunt May told her friend Mrs The Kid, who lived around the
corner in Purple Haze Terrace. 'And looking as much like Wilfred Hyde-White as possible.’

Her first gpplicant was a beturbaned bus conductor whose credentials were quite unsuitable.

Her second was a young man named Stewart, who wore a quiff and amost unusua brand of aftershave.
Hewas samilarly rejected.

Colond Bertie C. Bickerstaff, late of the Khyber Rifles, arrived on abright summer's morning,
crocodile-skin travelling case and polo sticks clutched in wrinkled sunburned hands.

Hewas eighty if he wasaday, agentleman if ever there was one and his resemblance to Wilfred
Hyde-White was quite uncanny.



'Y our servant, maam,’ said he and was received into Aunt May's little terraced house with a degree of
accord that Aunt May would normally have reserved for avisiting member of the roya household (should
one have ever chosen to make avigit) or the Dda Lama (Aunt May having ago at Buddhism at the
time).

Colone Bertie C. Bickergtaff was not a hard man to please and dthough his conversation seemed
somewhat limited — "Y our servant, maam,’ to Aunt May and 'Man'sadamn fodl' to the milkman — he

fitted into the house of Danny's aunt the way the toad of yorefitted into itshole.

He had been ensconced therein for some three months before he chose to make, what seemed at the
time, an innocent request.

'Mind if | bring one or two small house plants up to me quarters, maam? he enquired. 'To make mesdf
fed more at home, asit were!

‘Certainly you may," said Danny's aunt. 'Fedl freeto treat this house as your own." It was a poorly chosen
remark, but at the time it seemed appropriate. After al, the old fellow didn't look short of afew bob and
none of us are getting any younger.

Y our servant, maam,' said the colond.

Thefirgt conggnment of plants arrived the next Tuesday. A swarthy individud, smelling strongly of the
Punjab, knocked upon Aunt May's gaily painted front door and announced, ‘Plants for Colonel-Sahib,

missy.
'Colond,' called Aunt May, up theflight of twenty-three stairs, 'your plants are here.’
"Jolly good show,’ bluffed the old boy, blustering down. ‘Jolly good show.’

The box was not alarge one, but it sesemed unduly weighty. Aunt May had to join in the struggle to hump
it upthedairs.

'Mostly packaging,' said the colond, gpologeticdly. 'My eternd thanks, maam, my eterna thanks!'
Wil satisfied to have earned the eterna thanks of arich old lodger, Aunt May started down the stairs.
'Drop the driver-johnny a couple of rupees,

would you, my dear? the colond called after her.

Aunt May parted with atwo-bob hit.

The driver-johnny thanked Aunt May and departed, leaving the air heavily scented with vinda oo.

Over the next few weeks there was alot of coming and going in Dacre Gardens, and al of it at Aunt
May's house. A great many discarded packing cases, bearing inscriptionsin Urdu, found their way into
Aunt May's back garden. The same number of two-bob bitsleft her purse.

Aunt May began to grow atad uneasy.

'| don't liketo mention it to the old gentleman,’ shetold her friend, Mrs The Kid. ‘After al, he does pay
his rent on time and his resemblance to Wilfred Hyde-Whiteis quite uncanny.'

'It's probably just ahobby," her neighbour replied. '"My hubby, Mr The Kid, collects encephaloids. | don't



mind, it's quiet enough.’

'He's been bringing home some very strange thingslatdly.’

'He needs them for hiswork.' Mrs The Kid reddened about the cheek aress.
'No, not your hubby, | mean the colond!.’

'Oh." Mrs The Kid enquired asto what sort of things these might be.

'Mogsquito nets, alot of old leather suitcases. He stays up until dl hours. | can hear him muttering away
and banging about. | think he must be making something.’

Mrs The Kid's face took on thelook of grave
concern which she dways kept in reserve for moments such asthis.

She aroused her hushand who was deeping peacefully in the front parlour, hisfeet in thetub of fuller's
earth and his head in a brown paper bag*.

'Mosquito nets and old leather suitcases,” mused Mr The Kid, once he had been given asynopsis of the
gtory so far. '‘Anything ese you can think of ?

'He collects bones from the butcher.'

Mr The Kid smiled mysterioudy. That eephant's foot umbrellastand you have in your hdl, has he asked
to borrow that, by any chance?

Danny's aunt nodded.
'‘Eurekal’ went Mr The Kid, which made everybody jump. ‘I know what he's up to then.’
'Y ou do? asked hiswife and her friend, Danny's aunt.

Itisobvious." Mr The Kid preened at his braces. 'Consider the facts. aretired colondl of the Khyber
Riflestakes up lodgingsin your house. He beginsfilling his room with plants, then with hide suitcases and
bones and seemingly unconnected oddments. To my mind there can be only onelogical explanation.’

'‘And what, pray tell us, is that, Mr Sherlock Holmes? asked hiswife.
‘The nogtdgic colond isbuilding himsef ajungle’

* A popular homoeopathic remedy for curing goui.

Aunt May gasped.

'And an € ephant!’

Aunt May fainted.

'l suppose you think that's very funny,' said Mrs The Kid, as she gpplied the smelling bottle to Aunt
May's nose.

'‘Simply applying Occam's razor, my sweet,' said Mr The Kid, returning to histub and paper bag.
Til take you home, dear,' said Mrs The Kid, once Aunt May had been adequately revived. '‘And well go



and have aword with this colond of yours.'

Asthe two ladies approached the tiny terraced house at the end of Dacre Gardens, they were both
equdly surprised to see the large foreign-looking lorry that was parked outside.

The word 'surprise’ however was hardly adequate to describe their fedlings as they watched an enormous
packing case being manhandled with the utmost care through the front door. On the side of this packing
case were printed thewords BENGAL TIGER. HANDLE WITH CARE (in capita |etters).

‘Now thereisathing,' said Mrs TheKid.

'And thereis another,’ said Danny's aunt, as she spied a crowd of little brown-skinned men approaching
from the direction of the abandoned cement works. They were banging gongs and blowing whistles.
'Surely those would be native beaters, wouldn't they?

'What, people who beat up natives?
'No, nativeswho best.'
'Oh, | see!’

The porters who had been manhandling the packing caseinto Aunt May's house, emerged from the front
doorway in considerable haste, bundled into the foreign-looking lorry and departed at speed.

Danny's aunt looked at Mrs The Kid.
And Mrs The Kid looked a Danny's aunt.

They both looked towards the approaching native beaters, the half-open front door, and then back at
each other once more.

'l think we had better get al this sorted out right now,’ said Mrs The Kid, in amost determined tone.
'‘Comeon, let'sdoit.’

'After you, my dear,' said Danny's aunt.

As she pushed the front door fully open, Mrs The Kid became immediately aware of the unusualy
pungent odour which filled the little house.

'‘Smellsabit like the hot house at Kew," whispered Mrs The Kid, ‘only more so.’
Aunt May, who had her eyestightly shut, opened them a crack.

'Oh my goodness,' she said, closing them again. 'Gracious me,' she continued, as she opened them a
second time and became fully aware of the bizarre transformation which had taken place in her house
during the few short hoursthat she'd been out. Palms and ferns and vines and grasses rose from rows of
aspidistra pots and choked up the hall. From the reproduction coachlamps above the Queen Mother's
portrait, spotted lemurs skipped and

chattered. The distinctive diamond-shaped |leaves of that tree which is sacred to the Bodhi sattva shone
richly from the direction of the kitchenette. All in al the effect was one that would have had the likes of
Gunga Din, or indeed Saboo, feding well a home,

Overhead, indeed coming from the direction of the back bedroom, a curious trumpeting arose.



Mrs The Kid clapped ahand to her cheek. "Tsetsefly,' she said, knowledgeably. Aunt May wasfedling
faint once again. 'Shall we come back later? she asked.

Mrs The Kid was now adamant. "We will seethisthing through now," she said, with the kind of spirit that
made folk like Scott of the Antarctic, Lawrence of Arabiaand Jones of Indiana exactly whatever it was
they were.

Mrs The Kid advanced along the hall, beating at the vegetation with her parrot's-head umbrella. 'Follow
me," she cried, making an assault upon the stairs. The lemurs chattered with glee and curious reptiles
stuck their scaly heads out from the greenery and blew raspberries.

Upon gaining the upper floor, the two ladies espied what was surely the tail-end of aKing Cobra
protruding from the bathroom. Over thisthey stepped, most nimbly.

The back-bedroom door stood gjar. Clumps of exotic foliation showed about the hinges and the smell of
K ew's-hothouse-but-more-so was more-so than ever. The landing window had steamed up and

the light which fell upon the newly maossed linoleum lacked not for arboreal ambience.
Thetwo ladies|ooked at each other once more.

Then aterrible shout was heard.

"Where's me damned mahout? went this shout. ‘Mahout, be damned, where are ya?
The shout was the shout of Colonel Bertie C. Bickersteff, late of the Khyber Rifles.

Mrs TheKid put her hand to the back-bedroom door and gave it an dmighty push. Asthe door swung
in and the two ladies stared, asingular sight was seen.

The lower jaws of Mrs The Kid and Danny's aunt fell dack when they saw what they saw. Because it
can truly be said that they had never seen anything likeit before, nor ever have they wished to seeit
snce

Thereit stood, in the middle of thefloor.

The colond's mad crestion.

It was as Mr The Kid had foretold.

An depharnt.

But no ordinary elephant, this. Here was a grotesque parody of an elephant. A mockery. A monstrosity.

Styled out of ancient suitcases, plaster of Paris and chicken wire, alength of garden hose serving for a
trunk, two bicycle lampsfor eyebalsand apair of brass Peerage hunting horns serving asthe mighty
tusker'sivory glory, thistravesty stood some four feet high and atop it, in amakeshift howdah, formed
from Aunt May's favourite wicker commode, sat the

colond, dl in shortsand tropica kit, a.577 Cordite Express double-barrelled sporting piece across his
lap.

"Wot ho, me dears," called the old loon as he spied the boggle-eyed twosome. 'Climb aboard and join
the shikar. Damn me!" he continued, pulling out his pocket watch and rattling it at hisear. Those baly
native beaters are late.'



‘They're outside in the street,’ said Mrs The Kid. 'Now see here, Colone—'
‘Bringmin,’ cried the colond. '‘Bringm in. Don't sand on ceremony. The hunt ison.’

‘Ther€ll be no the-hunt-is-oning here, if you don't mind." Mrs The Kid folded her arms, which those who
knew her knew to be abad sign.

'Would you care for a cup of tea, Colondl? asked Danny's aunt, she being one of those individuals who
believed that no matter how dire the circumstance - leg blown off by terrorist bomb, cobblers held fast
between the teeth of a Dobermann - a cup of hot sweet teais auniversal panacea. Theseindividuas have
nameslike Else of Hartlepool or Doreen of Huddersfield, but they never recelve the acclaim of the
Scotts, Lawrences or Joneses.

Theresno jugticein thisworld.

'No timefor tea, me dear,' chuffed the colond. 'Have to hunt down old Shere Khan. Damn treacherous
man-eater that one. Been bothering the cattle, doncha know.'

'Cattle? Aunt May shook her well-baffled bonce,
Mrs The Kid pointed to the left front leg of
the colonel's mount. 'There's your umbrella stand, dear,' she said.

An Indian in white livery came puffing to the bedroom door. "We track down tiger to lair beneath box
ottoman in front parlour, sahib," he said.

Aunt May fainted.
'Forward, my mahout!" bawled the colond, cocking his shotgun.

Now, at thistimethingsredlly got moving. The native beaters Sghted the tiger through the front window
and broke into the house, Mrs The Kid became suddenly entangled in the coils of aboa congtrictor and
the colond let fly with his .577.

A neighbour, taking thisreport to be agas mains explosion, caled for thefire brigade, who arrived in
record time and began training hoses on the house and winching up the big ladders.

The native beaters, who had not been able to squeeze themsalvesinto Aunt May's house, were
somewhat incensed by the drenching and replied with ahail of stones and flower pots.

Thetiger, sensing that perhaps the time was right to make a break for it, escaped through the scullery
window.

Aunt May dept on, oblivioustoit al.

Order wasfindly restored at about three fifteen, when aheavily armed rapid-response team absalled in
from hdlicopters.

Though many were wounded in the rioting and mayhem, there was only one fatdity.
And that was Colond Bertie C. Bickergtaff, late

of the Khyber Rifles and now late of Dacre Gardens aso.



Hisbody was carried reverentialy down the twenty-three verdant stairs of 23 Dacre Gardens by four
native beaters and laid to rest upon amakeshift bier of milk crates.

There was sometak of the natives wishing to cremate him there and then, but the rapid-response team
soon put a stop to that.

The coroner's report stated that the old man had died from multiple injuries, impacted fractures and burst
whatnots, dmost consistent with 'being trampled to death by arogue € ephant'.

Aunt May doesxnt livein Dacre Gardens any more, what with dl the publicity and everything, she
decided to open her house up asa safari park. The novelty certainly seemsto have caught on, because
there are now three more such parks in Dacre Gardens alone and the word is out that the council may be
converting some of itsmaisonettesin Moby Dick Terrace into wildlife sanctuaries.

It is sad to record that Colonel Bertie C. Bicker-staff died penniless, so Aunt May did not come into an
inheritance. Apparently, asingle week before the old warrior took hisfina saute, he entered into some
kind of financid agreement which involved him making over dl his not-inconsiderable persona wedth to
another party.

This party was a certain Samuel Sprout.
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People can only talk about you if you exigt.
ERIC CANTONA, 1995

PET HATREDS

Hetook his pet hatreds out for awalk, On avery strong piece of chain, For they seemed to didike the
populace, And would bite people time and again.

He left them outside the hardware shop, While he purchased a packet of nails, And when he came out,
his pet hatreds

had gone. He was happy and moved to Wales.

THE MARK-TWO DANNY ORION

(Or achangeis not dways as good as arest) Danny Orion sat upon a bench in Walpole Park.
Hewaswell peeved. The day, asthey say, had not been his.

Soaked to the skin at old Sam's funerd, then striped up for two and ahalf quid by Madame Lorretta.

Danny shook hishead. And for the entire episode to come screaming to a hdt with aduff old gag about
rabbitsin Hyde Park ... It was al too much.

Danny sniffed. He was sure he was catching a cold. Marmdy had gone home for a hot bath and a change
of trews. Big Frank had taken Madame L orrettato the pictures and The Kid had shot off to vigit hisaunt,
who had a sedlife centrein her kitchen sink.

Danny sniffed again. In the far distance a man waked a dog, which made Danny sad as he was greetly
desirous of such abeast. In the middle distance some children played hopscotch and bowling the penny.
And in the near distance, on the bench next to Danny, a poet sat composing links to go between the



background music.
‘Therain isgone, And my name's John, And I've abench, To sit upon,’ composed the poet.

'Good grief,' said Danny. It was definitely time for achange. What he needed for certain was a change.
If there was one thing capable of lifting

himsalf out of himself, then that one thing would be a change.
I'll go home, thought Danny, but there was no change there.
The picturesthen. Still no change.

Danny sniffed athird time. What wasit his old dad used to say about a change? Before hisold dad
buggered off with the waitress from the Plume Cafe? 'Out with the old and in with the new,’ wasthat it?
Danny recdled vaguely that this had some connection with drink and vomit.

| could change my job, thought Danny. But thiswas not possible, as Danny didn't have ajob.

| could go round and see Mickey Merlin, thought Danny, and this seemed far more practical. Danny had
not seen Mickey Merlininavery long time.

Danny rose from the bench, found histrouser pockets and stuck his hands into them.
‘Then he got up, And | stayed here, Soon he'll befar, But I'll be near,’ composed the poet.
'Aw, shut up!' said Danny.

Mickey Merlin lived in aconverted lock-keeper's hut on the Grand Union Cand near to where Leo Fdlix
sold used motor cars.

'With asingle turn of the screw, | could flood

twenty square miles of the home counties, should | sowish.. . .'he used to say. But it wasadamnablelie,
because his gtretch of canal had dried up years ago. Hence the lock-keeper's hut becoming available.
And everything.

It being now four of the afternoon clock and Tuesday of the early week, Mickey Merlin wastending to
hislivestock. A long-handled spade in one hand and a bucket in the other.

He was mucking out his rabbits.

Danny appeared, douching up the tow-path, lighted Woodbine stuck in his mouth. ‘Good-afternoon,
Mickey,' he said.

'l know you just lit that up,' replied the other, 'so I'll trouble you to come across with onefor me!'
Danny shrugged. 'My lagt," he said, unconvinc-ingly.

"You'reapain in the neck, Danny. And mean with it

'I've had amost depressing day. 1've come round here to ask for some advice.’

‘Then | advise you to give me one of your Woodbine.'



"Those rabbitsredly smell,’ Danny observed.

'It's not the rabbits that smell, it'sdl the ... Look, are you going to give me one of your Woodbine or
not?

‘Not,' said Danny.
"Then clear off, said Mickey.
Danny got out hisfags. 'Have one then," he said to the man with the spade and the bucket.

"Y ou must understand that any advice | give you may not necessarily be the correct advice. | am subject
to making the occasiond dip up.'

‘Likewhen you advised Big Frank to roll about naked in the nettle bed as a cure for his piles?
'Wéll, he didn't complain about them for acouple of weeks, did he?

'Not about the piles, no.’

'l don't do medica advice any more,' said Mickey, as heled Danny into his converted hut.

'In exactly what way isthis hut converted? Danny asked.

"Thoroughly," said Mickey and that was the end of that conversation.

The next conversation lasted alittle longer. Not much, but alittle. It was one of those intimate
conversations which old friends (who go back a long way) have.

'Would you like some tea, Danny?
'Yesplease!

'l have only coffee, I'm afraid.’
'Coffee would befine!

'Black or white?

'White please.’

‘Sorry, | don't have any milk.'
'Asit comesthen.’

‘Sugar?

'No thank you.'

I'vedready putitin.

Spot on, thought Danny, who hated tea, didn't take milk in coffee and always had sugar.

'What | want isabit of achange," said Danny, accepting his coffee and seating himself on Mickey's
camp-bed.

'‘Don't it therer cried Mickey.



Danny jumped up and shifted himself to the ancient wicker commode which stood by the door.
"There,' said Mickey. 'Now you've had a bit of a change. Finish your coffee and go away.'

Danny sighed and sipped his coffee. 'It's not as smple asthat. | want to completely change my life, my
entire outlook. I'm tired of being what | am.'

'‘And what are you?

'Dull and dogless!’

"Y ou're both of those, true. Have you thought about changing your job?

'l don't have one.’

'Wdll, | can't employ you. You can't actualy do anything, can you?

'l can think about things,' said Danny. 'l think alot about things:
It'saposer.’ Mickey Merlin scratched his head.

'Y ou've dandruff there,' said Danny.

Mickey ignored him. There's one thing we might try, but, well, no, perhaps not.’
'What? What?

'Wll, it'sjust possible. Hand me down my book of spells.’

'‘Book of spells? Danny showed adegree of surprise.

'Oh yes." Mickey drew back his shoulders. 'Seventh son of a seventh son.’

'Son of agun.' Danny lifted down an ancient leather-bound volume from the shelf and blew away the dust
of ages.

Mickey took the book upon his knees and idly turned the pages. 'Rooty-toot,’ said he. Thistakesme
back afew years.'

'Do they work?

'Do what work?

"The gpells?

'Of course they work. They wouldn't be spellsif they didn't work, would they?
'Like the boomerang, you mean?

'Likethe what?'

'Y ou know. What do you call aboomerang that won't come back?

‘A gtick,' said Mickey. '‘But | know what you mean. They work al right. My many-times great
grand-daddy wrote these spells. Surely you've wondered about my name.’

'No," said Danny.



"Y ou can', perhaps, think of afamous magician who had the same name as me?
Danny thought. 'Oh yes, of course.’

‘There, told you.'

'‘Mickey Mouse,' said Danny. 'In Fantasia.'

'Not Mickey bloody Mouse." Mickey Merlin dammed shut the book. Little animated coloured stars burst
al aroundit.

'Only joking,' said Danny. 'Merlin, of course.’
'Of course!’

'Paul Merlin and Debbie Magee!

'Get out of my hut.'

'I'm sorry, but come on, Mickey. I've already had arun-in with amedium today. A magician | redly don't
need.'

'Well, sod yourself then." Mickey rose to put back the book.
Danny gave hislip achew. They really do work? he asked.
'You really are astupid prat, Danny.’

'Another reason | need achange.’

Mickey reopened his book and turned pages once more. 'Hm,' said he. The spell of Temporary
Tempord Transference, what do you think of that?

'l think it's somewhat dliterative. But no offence, | told you | think alot. What doesthis spell do?
't effects atemporary temporal transference.’

'Oh | see!

'No you don't.'

‘No | don't, please explain.’

"Y our consciousness, your thinking processesin fact, are temporarily transferred into someone el sg's
head. And theirsinto yours. Y ou swop bodies. It's only temporary, of course. Lasts until you go to deep.
Then you wake up back asyoursdf.'

'Y ou have got to be joking.'

'Do you remember the day Big Frank's Morris Minor found its way into the top of the vicar's oak tree?
'Waan't that the day after he punched you for having him roll about in the nettle bed?

'Or when The Kid was bitten by a cheese sandwich?

'Shortly after he sold you those socks with no leg-holesin them?



‘Correct.'
Danny scratched his head.
"You're going grey at thetemples,’ said Mickey Merlin.

'Well, you can't take the credit for that. | was going grey before | camein here. I've been growing grey
snce. ..

'Since you ran over my foot at school with your bike.'
'Wdll, I'll be dipped in dog sh—'
‘Careful what you say when I've got the book out.’

'Quite so. Temporary Tempord Transference, eh? And | could be anyone | wanted to be, for just a
while, until | fell adegp?

"That'sthekiddie'

'But what about the person who suddenly finds themsalf in my body? They might go mad and throw me
off abridge, or something.’

Til be hereto look after your body. I'll tell whoever it isthat they're having abad dream. I'll take care of
it, you can trust me. Magician's Code of Conduct and al that sort of thing. Rhinocratic oath.'

I missViv Stanshell,' sghed Danny.

'Wedl missViv Stanshell,’ said Mickey. 'So what do you think? Careto giveit atry?If that isnt a
change, then I'm banjoed if | know what is. Y ou can't be Viv Stanshell, by the way. No dead people.’
'l wonder which brat-pack Hollywood star has the biggest—

'Number of Oscar nominations? Mickey asked.

'Dick,' said Danny.

'‘Danny? said Mickey.

'‘Dick Whitby,' said Danny. 'He has the biggest number of Oscar nominations:”

'So you want to be him?'Y ou want to be afamous brat-pack Hollywood star with the biggest—'
‘Number of Oscar nominations. Yes!'

"Y ou wouldn't fancy being, say, Mother Teresa?

'No!" said Danny. "Would you?

‘Not a second time, no.'

‘A second time?

'Certainly, don't you recdl reading in The Sunday Spurt* about Mother Teresa once dancing the night
away toplessat adisco in Cdcutta?



'‘No, | don't!"

"They hush these things up,’ said Mickey. 'It'saconspiracy, you know. Therés magiciansall around the
world doing this sort of thing dl thetime. | was Hugh Grant once for an evening.'

Danny did not dignify thisremark with areply.

'lsn't Dick Whitby gay? Mickey asked.

'Good grief, said Danny.

‘Wl listen, it will take me about half an hour to get things set up. Y ou St outside and decide who
*Yes, that is SPURT, to avoid the court action.

you want to be. Give the matter some really serious consideration. OK?

'l will;' said Danny, teking hisleave.

The sun was heading down behind the Godolphin Chemica Works by the time Mickey Merlin appeared
at the door of the converted hut to beckon Danny within.

Danny had been pacing up and down outside, shaking his head and going, "Y eshimt, followed shortly by
'no not him', again and again and again. In fact, Danny had dl but reached the conclusion that athough he
was fed up with being himself, heredlly wasn't dl that keen on being someone dse.

'Enter,' said Mickey. 'All isin preparation.’
Danny followed himinto the hut.

The converted hut had undergone further conversion. But this of ardigious nature. Theinterior was now
candldlit, a pentagram had been chaked on to the wooden floor, inscribed within adouble circle
containing the names of power. Mickey Merlin wore ablack silk gown, which stretched from neck to
ankle and was embroidered in silver thread with many an enigmatic logo. He certainly looked the part.

'Who enters? heintoned, in adeep dark voice. 'Say, a seeker after truth," he continued, in his own.
Danny raised adoubtful eyebrow. ‘A seeker after truth,’ said he.

'What isyour desire, oh humble one?

'Wdll, you seel .. ." Danny sighed.

Mickey frowned and tut-tut-tutted.

Danny sighed again and shrugged. After al, thiswasn't really going to work, wasit? But the least he
could do wasto play aong. Mickey was going to an awful lot of trouble just to cheer him up.

'What isyour desire, oh humble one?
'l wish to be Temporadly Transformated, please.”
'And with whom do you wish to exchange bodies?

Danny sighed and he sniffed dso. He had caught acold. He knew hewould. It was all old Sam Sprout's
fault. 'l can't make up my mind,’ said Danny. 'I've narrowed it down to about half a dozen, but you see, |



don't know wheat they're doing today. They might be lying in bed with acold or something.’
"They don't have coldsin Hollywood,' said Mickey.

‘All right," said Danny. ‘I know who | want to be.'

'OK, well run it from the top then. Go out and comein again.’
‘Must 1?7

‘Just doit.

'Okey-doke." Danny went out and came in again.

'Who enters? asked Mickey, in his deep dark voice.

'A seeker after truth,’ said Danny.

'And what isyour desire, oh humble one?

'| desirethe spell of Temporary Tempora Transference.’

‘Then you've come to the right place, moosh. Step into the circle.' The seventh son of a seventh son
positioned Danny at the pentagram's centre.

'l will begin therecitation,’ said Mickey. 'When | reach the line SCARABUS NOSTROS ONAN (in
capital letters), speak the name and al will be done. Do you understand?

Danny nodded. Mickey redly did look ever so serious. 'l understand,’ said Danny.

Mickey removed himsdlf to alittle rostrum he had set up next to the primus stove. On this stood his book
of spells. Mickey flung wide hisarms. 'We begin,’ said he, ‘with the banishing ritua of the pentagram, in
order to cleanse the air of any undesirable presences, then we open and consecrate the temple.”

'‘And will dl thistake long? Danny asked.

'No, | did it while you were waiting outside.’
'Fair enough.'

'So, welll get sraight on to the redlly tasty stuff.
"Jolly good.

'Oh, and by the way, while the ceremony isin progressit would befatal to take astep outside the
pentagram.’

"What?

'Wdll, it'sno big dedl, isit? Y ou can stand till, can't you?
'Mickey, I'm beginning to have my doubts about dl this!'
'A changeisasgood asarest,’ said the magician.

'And I've started now, so I'mjolly well going to finish. Can't leave ajob haf done!



'Mickey, I ...

Mickey Merlinraised hisarms. 'Globalis et isipadis et medmanis, et mehanis.’

'Mickey, thisisn't agood idea.’

‘Daedulas, Daedulas, consumat consumat.’

'l think perhaps I'll just look for ajob.' Danny suddenly shivered, it ssemed to have grown abit nippy.
"Testicul os habet et bene pendentes.’

'Mickey . .. Danny rubbed a hisarms, it was growing extremely cold extremely fast. He lifted afoot
and prepared to do arunner. A little blue crackle of light twinkled about the pentagram's edges. Danny
lowered hisfoot and stood very ill.

'Mickey stop this,' hesaid.

But Mickey looked in no mood to stop. One of the reasons that witches and magicians often practise
their fearful artsin the middle of forests or on wild lonely moors, is because magicisavery noisy
business. It involvesagreat ded of shouting. Neighbours banging on the walls do not help the aspiring
practitioner of The Left Hand Peth.

‘Tantalus, Salamandus, Acraphantus.” Mickey wasredly working up alather now. Sounds of thunder
rolled from without and the floorboards trembled within.

Danny looked down at the pentagram. Perhapsif he rubbed it out. He put forth atentative foot. Blue
flame crackled. Perhaps not.

'Et phama, copacantus, |lefsphatus,” shouted the magician. The camp-bed was bouncing, things
tumbled from shelves, window panesrattled. Lightning now flashed.

'Mickey, stop this.'
'SCARABUS NOSTROS ONAN' (in capitd |etters).
'Mickey Merlin! Listen to me!'

There was abang and there was a whoosh and then there was awhoosh and abang. Thingsturned this
way, then turned that and then went rather quiet.

Danny Orion sat upon a bench in Walpole Park. He was well peeved. The day, asthey say, had not
been his. Soaked to the skin at old Sam's funeral, striped up for two and ahalf quid by Madame Lorretta
andnow ...

Danny Orion looked down at himself.

But it wasn't himsdlf.

It was Mickey bloody Merlin.

Danny sighed, but he didn't sniff. Mickey Merlin hadn't caught acold.

In the far distance another man walked his dog, in the middle distance some other children played at
hopscotch and bowling the penny, and in the near distance the same poet sat composing linksto go



between the background music.

'Where are we now, And who shall we be,

When our measure runs out, To eternity? composed the poet.
'Aw, shut your face," said Danny Orion.

5

It came outta nowhere, just to say 'I'm back again'.

THE SCREAMING BLUE MESSIAHS, 1982

THEKID

The Kid put on his mackintosh, And fiddled with the belt. ‘It's not the way it used to be,' He said, and if
you'll pardon me, | do believe hetold the truth, Because that macky smelt.

The Kid put on hisHomburg (black), And worried at the brim. Thisisn't mine, it's poorly made,' He
said, and in the Homburg's shade, The grass grew up between histoes And one day covered him.

The Kid went back to Birmingham To see hisfamily.

But they had gone without atrace. They'd vanished into outer space. Which goesto show you what can
happen, Dum-de-dum-de-de.

When The Kid was a kid thereld been achap living in his sireet who'd met amagician. His name was
Boscombe Waltersand thisishis story.

THE BOSCOMBE WALTERS STORY

"The crudl fact of the matter,’ Sghed the sympathetic dermatologi, 'is that some people are smply born -
how shdl | put this?— ugly. While some have complexions like peaches and cream, others resemble
glasspaper, or places of acute volcanic activity. Sadly you are one of the latter.'

And there was no doubt about it, Boscombe Walters was one ugly bastard. And it wasn't just the
pustules. It was the entire physiognomic caboodle. The heavy jowls. The flaccid mouth. The bulbous
nose. Theterrible toad-like eyes.

These now glared baefully at the handsome dermatologi<t.

‘But it needn't be ahandicap,’ thisfelow was saying. 'Many a man born without the advantage of
conventional good looks has gone on to find fame and celebrity. Has won the respect of his peersand

the love of agood woman. Think of, well ..." He paused for thought. Think of Sidney James, or Rondo
Hatton*.'

Boscombe thought of them. Both were dead, he thought.
'It'snot what aman lookslike. It'swhat he hasingde him.'

Boscombe raised agrubby mit to squeeze aprominent boil on hisneck and release alittle of what he had
ingde him.

'Oh, please don't,” implored the doctor. 'The surgery hasjust been redecorated.’



Boscombe returned his mit to hislap and scratched his groin with it. 'So what you're saying,” he growled,
isthat you can do sweet sod al to help me!’

Doctor Kinn, for such was the physician's name, coughed politely. He had come to dread the weekly
sessions with thisunsavoury little man. An auraof evil surrounded him, which made him about as
welcome as King Herod at a baby show. 'Go out and live your life,' the doctor advised. 'Reoice that you
aredive. Revd inyour existence. Think postively.'

Boscombe rose negatively from his chair. 'Bloody quack,’ said he.
'Excuse me?

'l said, bloody quack. Asin doctor, rather than duck.'

*Now legendary star of The Creeper and The Brute Man.

"Y ou can collect your usual prescription at the reception area, said Dr Kinn, moving papers around on
his desk. '‘And, er, come back and see mein, what shall we say, six months?

Boscombe hawked up a green gobbet of phlegm the size of aglass eye and spat it onto the carpet. 'That
toyou, said he.

'Makethat oneyear," said the doctor. 'And see yoursdlf out.’

Boscombe had recently taken to wearing tropica kit, asit made the mosqguito net he had stitched onto his
solar toupee in order to conceal hisface seem 4 little more in keeping. The khaki shorts, however,
flattered neither hisbeer belly nor hisbow legs.

From the surgery in Abaddon Street to the chemist's on the main road isafairly short shuffle, and asit
was term time there were no children about for Boscombe to cuff as he passed upon hisdisma way.

A cat or two to kick at though.

Beneath his breath the ugly man cursed darkly. He would do for that bloody quack. Pop around at
lunch-time and loosen his bicycle brakes, watch him sail down the hill towards the traffic lights, then—

Boscombe Walters sniggered. Then splat and physician hed thysdlf.’

There was no spark of goodness in Boscombe. He was ugly through and through. From the outside to
thein and out again. Boscombe cared for no-one and no-one cared for him. And that was just the

way heliked it. Ugliness suited him fine. Hed made a career out of it (although not one that waslikdly to
bring him fame and celebrity and the love of agood woman). Boscombe's problem was the spots. The
boils! The buboes! If only he could rid himself of these, then everything would be asfine asit was ever
likely to be. Which, though far from perfect, was perfect enough for him.

Boscombe took a short cut down an aleyway, on the off-chance that there might be dustbinsto ignite, or
ladies items upon aline that he might add to his collection.

Sadly there was neither, but as he dunk aong, muttering sourly, he did chance to notice a bright little card
that was pinned to a back entrance gate.

It had the look of those printed postcard jobbies which always add that essential touch of colour to the
otherwise drab interiors of telephone boxes.



This one, however, did not promote the skills of some lady ‘trained in those arts which amuse men'. This
one bore a mysterious logo and the words:

DR POO PAH DOO. OBEAH MAN.
HERBALIST. SKIN SPECIALIST.
BMX CYCLE REPAIRS.

(incapitd letters)

Out of habit, bom from badness, Boscombe plucked the little card from the gate and crumpled it
between the fingers of hisrarely washed hands. He was about

to cast it groundward when alittle voice insde his head said, 'Hang about there, pa.'

Boscombe sniffed deeply, brought up another ball of phlegm and sent it skimming back along the
aleyway. And then he uncrumpled the card. DR POO PAH DOO. SKIN SPECIALIST!

'Luck, said the ugly man. "Luck indeed.’

But wasthis luck? What was an Obeah Man? Something to do with voodoo, wasn't it? And that was dl
crap, that kind of thing. 'Nah,' said Boscombe, recrumpling the card. 'Waste of time."

But then, DOCTOR. SKIN SPECIALIST. HERBALIST? It had to be worth atry. It couldn't hurt. And
agpotty man is a desperate man.

Boscombe thrust the card into a pocket of his safari jacket and pressed open the gate. It moved upon
groaning hingesto revea asqualid backyard. There was amound of mouldy papers and ablack cat.

Boscombe skirted the mound and kicked the cat.
'Meoooow!" it went.
The back door was open. Boscombe didn't knock.

It was dim and dank within. A dour halway led to aflight of uncarpeted dairs. A sign onthewall read,
'Dr Poo Pah Doo. First Floor." Somewhere in the distance a dripping tap spelt messagesin morse.

Boscombe trudged up the stairs. This house smelled none too good. This house smelled of dampnessand
old bed linen.

Thishouse smelled like Boscombe's house.

On thefirst floor was a single door and upon this a brass plate which bore the name of Dr Poo Pah Doo.
Boscombe knocked.

'‘Comeoninthen,' caled adeep, brown voice. 'And bring yo' bike!'

Boscombe entered.

The room was souped in ganjasmoke. A single bulb, yellow-hued and naked, cast awan crepuscular
glow.

Bits and bobs of bicycles brought an occasiona glitter. But there was nothing here that redly offered



welcome.
'Welcome,' said something.

Boscombe strained histoad-likes. Close by in the fug something sat. It was a beefy-looking something
and it wore atop hat decorated with chicken feathers. Two large dark hands tinkered with an adloy
chainset.

'What de trouble? asked Dr Poo Pah Doo, for such was this something. 'Bin doin' de bunny-hops and
done twisted yo' frame?

'l don't have abike,' said Boscombe.

'Well, | don't do skateboards. Trucks too damn expensive.'

'Don't have a skateboard either.’ Boscombe turned to take hisleave. Thisobvioudy was awaste of time.
'Where yo' damn well goin'? asked the Obeah Man. "What yo' problem anyhow?

'Skin." Boscombe had one hand on the door.

'l saw your Sign. Skin specidig, it said.

'And in capitd letters.’ Thetdl top hat rose to expose the face beneath. 1t was an African face. A noble
warrior'sface. Fierce, with piercing almond eyes, but smiling amouthload of golden teeth. ‘Come here.
Let'shavealook at you.'

Boscombe did atwo-step shuffle, raised his mosquito net and inclined his head towards the Sitter.

"Whoa!" went this body. ‘Not so God-damn close. Y o' got areal rake of trouble and grief there, boy.
Y o' should get someonefix that for you.'

'Someone?

Dr Poo Pah Doo sniffed a Boscombe. ‘I can smell yo' auraboy and it don't smell good. It smell wicked.
Yo' wicked ‘cosyo' ugly, or ugly ‘cosyo' wicked? Which it be?

'Y ou spades know bugger dl!" said Boscombe, who numbered racism amongst his more gppedling
qudities. 'I'm off.’

'Y eah. Yo' do that. Comein here, uglying up my workshop. | not make yo' pretty.'
'Asif you could.’

'Oh, | could do it, wicked man. | could do it. But | won't. Go on now. Scoot.'
Boscombe stood his ground. "What could you do? he asked.

'l could fix up that face of yours. Make that face as smooth as a baby's bum bum.'
‘How?

‘Theresways.'

'What ways?



'Old ways.'
'‘Murnbo Jumbo.'

'If yo' think it'sthat, then that'swhat it is. It don't work unlessyo' believe. Why do yo' think | Sit here
fixin' bikesdl the damn day?

'Probably because your old ways ain't worth shite,” Boscombe suggested.

"Then reckon yo' know best, wicked man. Go on now, scoot. Believe in nothing. Be wicked ugly man all
yo' God-damn life. Seeif | care!'

'How much? Boscombe asked.

'How much | care? Not much. Not damn all.'

'How much to make my face as smooth as a baby's bum bum?

'Hundred pounds!'

'How bloody much?

'Hundred pounds. How much it worth to yo'? | charge you two hundred pounds and that's my fina offer.’
'Done!" said Boscombe, who didn't intend to be.

An hour passed and during thistime various prayers were offered up to less-than-Christian deities. Some
sdt wasthrown. A frozen chicken was symbolicaly sacrificed.

A chequefor two hundred pounds changed hands and a bottle of yellow pills came into Boscombe's
possession.

"Trust it must be," said the Obeah Man. 'Now go, wicked man. Take one pill each day at dawn
and look not into amirror until the seventh day. Then dl be done.’

'As smooth as a baby's bum bum? Boscombe asked.

'As smooth as a baby's bum bum.’

Boscombe went off whistling, he had omitted to sign the cheque.

The days dragged into aweek. Boscombe took one pill each dawn and on the seventh he rushed to his
mirror.

And there agreat wonder wasto be reveaed.

Boscombe blinked and blinked again. The hideous pustules had vanished without atrace. The skin, so
long pitted and ghastly was now pure and unsullied, sensuous and soft.

The horrible pimples were gone.
So too were Boscombe's nose, ears and eyebrows.

And as he sared, hisleft eye smoothed over, closely followed by hisright.



Boscombe was about to remark upon the somewhat Gothic turn that events had suddenly taken, when
his mouth vanished, leaving his entire visage as smooth as ababy's bum bum.

And he suffocated.

LITTLE EPILOGUE BIT
Dr Kinn, who viewed the spot-encrusted face of the deceased said that he 'appeared to have died from

natura causes, but declined further examination of the body on the grounds that he was ‘far too ugly to
look at closdly'.

'Quack indeed,’ said he, as he rode off on hisBM X to his chess evening with Dr Poo Pah Doo.
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The past isaforeign country: they do things differently there.

L. P.HARTLEY (189%5-1972)

Desgth to fase metal!

MANOWAR (ipSO-)

WHAT'SIN THE LEDGER FOR ME, FRANK?
Wheat'sin the ledger for me, Frank?

Anything down in the book?

Any great winnings,

From humble beginnings?

Tdl us, Frank, have aquick look.

Seeif the bonds are up smiling,

Or the poals have come through with the

goods. Run through my sweepstakes,

And old bingo backdates, Seeif I've won any puds.*

Check on my lottery numbers, And crosswords | did as aboy. Horse racing winners, Records by
Guinness, Ringif you have any joy.

(I redly am pleased I've got my own accountant.)
Hdllo, yes, Frank, it's me speaking.

Tl mewhat luck hastranspired.

Not one brass nickel,

Or fish and chip pickle?



Frank, you dull bastard, Y OU'RE FIRED!

HEADS AND HANDBAGS
(Or how Danny findly made adecison)

Discovering just what your friends really think of you is, of course, one thing you can do, if you happen
to find yoursdf in someone e se's body for an evening.

It's one of the things Danny did. He went along to The Shrunken Head and did it.
*Christmas puds, in araffle, possibly.

He wasn't too surprised by the responses. The genera opinion seemed to be that Danny Orion was dll
right, not abad bloke, abit idle, dwayswhinging that he couldn't have adog of his own, mean with his

fegs.

AsMickey Merlin, Danny bought drinks all round, ran up an enormous bar tab and got
commode-hugging drunk.

Wéll, hewouldn't have a hangover in the morning, would he? Because when he became Mickey, held no
longer had the cold he'd caught at old Sam's funeral, had he? No and no. So.

'Moredrinksall round,’ he called out once again, and (hopefully), 'Has anyone seen my girlfriend
tonight?

When Danny woke up in the morning, Danny was no longer Mickey. He yawned, sniffed, concentrated
his thoughts. Concluded that he didn't have ahangover. Then hetried to remember how the evening had
finished.

It hed finished, he so recdled, with Mickey Merlin'sgirlfriend giving him a—

Danny chuckled. At least Mickey will be pleased to wake up in his own bed, he thought. | trust he stuck
to hisMagician's Code of Conduct and got me home in one piece.

Danny opened his eyesand blinked up a hiscelling.
No, it was not hisceling.

It wasthe cailing of Mickey Merlin's converted hut.
No. It was not that calling ether.

It was the ceiling of a police station cell.

Ohno! Danny tried to rise, but could not. He craned his neck and peered a himsdlf. He was Strapped
down. Therewas akind of leather belt arrangement over his chest, two more secured hiswrists. Oh no!
Danny's eyes did gtartings from their sockets. What was he wearing?

He was wearing a skin-tight mini-dress of red PV C. Fishnet stockings. On hisright foot a black patent
leather shoe, with awinklepicker toe and ahigh stiletto hedl.

On hisleft foot, alarge white bandage.

And. Oh shit! Hisleft foot was hurting like the very Devil.



'Mickey, you bastardl' Danny's scream rang about the little cdll. Ring, ring, ring, it went. And then
Danny's tongue went taste, taste, taste, about his upper lip area. That was lipstick he was wearing, wasn't
it?

It was.

Danny's brain turned anumber of cartwheds. Mickey Merlin had done thisto him. Dressed hisbody up
in drag and then got him into trouble with the police. The dirty trickster. What away to treat afriend.

'Mickey . ..you..."Danny cleared histhroat. ‘Mickey . .. you. . ." Danny coughed severa times.
'Mickey ... ?

There was something very sirange about Danny's voice.

It did not sound right at al. Rather high-pitched, it was. And with aregiona accent. But not any region of
the British Ides.

'‘Mickey?' Danny tried the name again. He tried to make his voice go deeper. But it wouldn't. Danny ran
thetip of histongue around the inside of his mouth. Histeeth were rather sraight, weren't they? They'd
been dl over the place yesterday.

'Mickey," said Danny, once more. Just to hear the sound.

Then.

Danny craned his neck once more.

L ooked down dong himself once more.

Down aong thetight red PV C mini-dress.

Thetight red PV C mini-dresswith the high breast definition under the leather strap arrangement.

"TitsT Danny screamed thisword with considerable vigour, and that voice went ring, ring, ring, al around
the cell once more. That voice that wasn't his.

That woman's voice.
'Aaaagh!’ it went. 'I've got titdl I've got tits! I'm in the wrong body. Help!'

'Shut the Hell up in there.” Something, possibly (probably) a truncheon, went bang upon the cell door.
The nagty little diding hatch thing did aside. A policeman'sfaceleered in. 'Keep it down, Audrey, or I'll
have the guys give you another strip search.’

Audrey! Danny rolled hishead (or Audrey's head) from Sde to Sde, wrestled to free himsdlf (herslf)
of the straps. Kicked his (her) legs. 'Let me out of here. Help! Help!'

'Wrap it," said the policeman with what was definitely an American accent. Just like the one
Danny/Audrey had. The priest will be herein aminuteto give you the last rites. Not that it'sgonna help
you, Audrey. Y ou know you shouldn't have put the last head in your purse. Careless that was.'

'Head inmy purse? The eyesthat weren't Danny's crossed. "What are you saying?

'Y ou'velost your agpped, honey. Guilty as charged on al sixteen counts. Y ou got just haf an hour left



before you fry in Old Sparky, the electric chair.’
'Nor screamed the voice of Audrey. 'No! No! No!*

'Y es, yes, yes. God-damn seria-killing bitch. We're gonnafry you dowly, tease that current up and
down, up and down. Méelt yaabit at atime. Makeit last redl long.'

‘No!' Danny jerked the head of Audrey back and forwards, up and down. And he screamed and he
screamed and he screamed.

And then he passed out.

He awoke, aquivering wreck, to find Mickey Merlin grinning down at him. 'And let that be alesson to
you,' sad the magician. 'Getting my girlfriend to—'

Hiswords were cut short as Danny leapt at histhroat.
'Get off me! Ooh! Ah!" Mickey punched Danny

in the ear, knocking him backwards across the converted hut. Danny snatched up afrying-pan and
swung it at Mickey's head.

Mickey ducked and punched Danny in the ssomach.

Danny doubled up, but he did manage to get one good welt in with the frying-pan, as he went down.
Right on Mickey's|eft foot.

Mickey took to hopping about. Y ou sod you. Y ou've broken my bloody toes.

Danny croaked and gagged and spat out words such astits, head and handbag.*

‘Served you right." Mickey dumped down onto his bed and worried at hisfoot. "Y ou can pay off that bar
tab at The Shrunken Head also.'

'l damn well wont.'

'Y ou damn well will, or it's back to the Stateswith you, and The Electric Chair.'

'Y ou wouldn't.'

'Cdl an ambulance,” moaned Mickey Merlin. 'And cdll it right now. Or you'rein big trouble, Orion.’

Danny rose groaning to hisfeet. 'Do you have any change for the telephone? he asked.

*Which isthe English for 'purse’. Or rather 'purse’ isthe
American for handbag. They call a purse, a'pocket-book’. Quite mad, the Americans. Quite mad.

Of course the ambulance wouldn't come. They won't for a couple of broken toes. Danny had to cdl a
mini cab.

Big Frank arrived in hismum'sMorris Minor.

Hedidn't charge Mickey. Well, after dl, Mickey had stood Big Frank drinks dl the previous evening,



hadn't he?

Danny waved Mickey off and then returned to the converted hut, where he had been ordered to finish
mucking out the rabbits, do the washing-up and make the bed. And not to touch anything, especidly the
book of spells, which Mickey had kissed goodbye and told to be good. Danny touched that first and
received for his disobedience an eectrica charge that sent him redling.

Danny sat down upon the bed, pulled out his packet of Woodbines and found it empty.
'| had three left yesterday,' Danny complained. That bugger Merlin must have smoked them.'

Danny rootled about amongst Mickey's private items, unearthed a packet of Rothmans and smoked one
of thoseinstead.

Hewas gill aswell peeved asever.

He had had achange. Thiswastrue.

Two changes, in fact.

But they hadn't got him anywhere.

And the second one had been positively terrifying.

'l wonder why that Audrey's|eft foot was al bandaged up,’ Danny wondered. (Because, asyet, he did
not know about the particular significance bandaged | eft feet wereto play.)

And he didn't actualy care much, either.
He puffed upon Mickey's cigarette and thought about things.

He was going to have to earn some money to pay off Mickey's bar tab. And in order to do that, he
would have to take ajob. But taking ajob isthe last thing ayoung man of resourcefulness and talent
should ever haveto do. A young man of resourcefulness and talent should live off hiswits, play thefield,
whed and deal and things of that nature. But was Danny a young man of resourcefulness and talent?

On the evidence so far?

Well . ..

It lookslike I'll haveto take ajob,’ said Danny.

Obvioudy not.

'No," said Danny. 'Stuff that. | know exactly what 1'm going to do.’
And hedid.

Gathering himsdlf to hisfeet, Danny took hisleave of Mickey Merlin's converted hut. He left anote. It
said, HAVE GONE TO GET MONEY TO PAY OFF YOUR BAR TAB AND COMPENSATE
YOU FOR YOUR LEFT FOOT. GET WELL SOON. DANNY.

The note was written in capital lettersand it was full of good intentions.

Inthe light of what would later happen to Danny, it might be argued that it was not a'good' note. A
'good' note would have been one which read, HAVE GONE TO SEEK EMPLOYMENT



AND - etc, etc. Thedifferenceis subtle, but significant.

If Danny had gone to seek employment, then he would never have become embroiled (which isa'good
word, embroiled) in the series of matters and incidents and intrigues and conspiracies and adventures
and dangers and hair-raising how's-your-fathersthat he did, in fact, become embroiled in.

And so there would have been no story to tell.
Not even one which did not have a beginning, amiddle or an end.
But Danny did not go to seek employment.
So embroiled did he become.

Ohyed

Z

Hethat dies paysall debts.

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE, The Tempest
TEACHING BEETLES TO SWIM
Taught the old cockroach to dance.

Folk said | hadn't a chance.

But hourswith agtick,

For once did thetrick,

And soon | will open aranch.

Taught the old bed bugsto sing.

Folk said it's not the redl thing.

But experts agree,

That it'sthem sing (not me),

And it'sdonewithout aid of astring.

Taught the old deathwatch to jive. Folk said, that can't be dive. It'sdl anillusion. Please stop this
confuson. Wait gill for thevanto arrive.

At last | taught beetlesto swim,
Through methods perplexing and grim.
| sat updl night,

Till they dl got it right,

And some grew quite handsome and dim.



Beautiful things, beetles.
THE SPROUT FILES

Now, they do things differently in America.
Like cdling ahandbag a purse.

In America, if you were invited to attend atop-secret meeting, a chap who looked like Gary Busey
would beat upon your door at about five o'clock in the morning.

He would be wearing adark suit and mirrored sunglasses and when you opened your door, he would
clap agun to your head, frisk your pyjamas for hidden wegpons, then bundle you into ablack Lincoln
Continentdl.

Y ou would then be driven out to an airfield, endure further frisking at the hands of a chap who looked
just like the first chap's twin brother and then be bundled into an unmarked light arcraft.

Thisaircraft would fly you to a desert, where yet athird Gary Busey lookalike would bewaiting. There
would be abit more frisking, followed by

another bundling and then along ride in an old bus with blacked-out windows.

Eventualy you would arrive, ill in your pyjamas, somewhat hungry (although well frisked and bundled),
at ahigh-security air base in the very middle of nowhere.

Here the frisking would be of an el ectronic nature and a guard, who looked for al the world to be none
other than the ever-popular Gary Busey himself, would scan you al over with a sort of wire coathanger
device.

If he pronounced you 'clear’, you would be allowed to proceed further. If not, all your fillingswould
probably have to come out. But if you were alowed to proceed further, then it would be along numerous
meta-clad corridors, through countless security checks and steel doors which only opened to the
application of Gary's specid plastic card. Then down in alift to what seemed the very bowels of the
earth.

At last you would receive your find bit of bundling and find yoursdlf in anarrow, windowless room,
where men with hooded eyes would be Sitting at along black table.

Whatever happened then, of course, would be anyone's guess because it would be top secret. Butitis
reasonable to suppose that some frisking might well be involved.

In England, however, we do not do things differently.
In England we do them the same as we aways have.

In England, if you were asked to attend a top-secret meeting, you would probably receive aletter in the
post. Y ou'd take the Underground (or ataxi, if you weren't short of afew bob), to one of those big
officid-looking buildingsin the heart of London. Mogt likely the one with the brass plague outside which
reads MINISTRY FOR SECRET AFFAIRS (in capita letters, but very smart ones).

Y ou'd wak up the steps, past achap in acommisionaire's uniform, who was the dead-spit of Lionel
Jeffreys. This chap would salute you and give the revolving doors alittle push to hel p you on your way.

A rather attractive lady of middle yearswould peruse your letter of invitation, smile enticingly and direct



you to thelift. Here the lift attendant (surely the commissionaire's doppel gdnger) would whisk you up a
asedate three miles per hour to the third or fourth floor.

He would then escort you to the appropriate door and knock on your behdf, tipping his cap and politely
refusng thesmdll gratuity you offered him.

The top-secret meeting room would have avery familiar air toiit. It would be broad and high and
panelled in oak. There would be aframed portrait of Her Mgjesty the Queen, afew busts of noble
Victorians and a couple of overstuffed lesther Chesterfields. A grand-looking desk with ablotter

and brass trough lamp would stand before Gothic mullioned windows which looked out onto aview of
Big Ben and The Houses of Parliament.

The chap who sat behind this desk would not look like Lionel Jeffreys. He would look like Gary Busey
and hewould demand to know why you were still wearing your pyjameas.

Y ou would smile and attempt to explain that you werent redly there a dl. That, infact, al the foregoing
had merely been aliterary device to demonstrate a difference between the English and the American way
of doing things.

Gary would laugh and turn into alobster. Y ou would be frisked, injected with strange, mind-altering
drugs and wake up hours later in Portmerion, wearing a blazer and a badge with a penny-farthing oniit,
al set to gar in athirteen-part television series that no-one could understand.

So, absolutely no change there then!

Americamay have the edge on uswhen it conies to secret air basesin the middle of desarts, but if weird
shit isyour Trust House Forte, then it's England every time.

‘Good-morning, Mr Vrane.' The gentleman behind the grand-looking desk rose to greet the young man
who had entered the top-secret room. 'l trust your journey here was without incident.'

'l took the Underground.’ The young man's voice was the merest whisper, he put out ahand and the
gentleman behind the desk shook it. It was

one of those specia handshakes, but then they aways are, aren't they?

The gentleman reseated himself and indicated a choice of Chesterfidds. The young man sat down upon
the nearest.

The gentleman behind the desk was a squat and girthsome body.

Those areas of his clothing which were neither black nor white were both, being pin-striped. His face had
the colour of Budgens economy ham. A hue which isfound nowhere e se, except possibly inacertain
region of Tasmaniawhere white men fear to tread. The gentleman wore moustachios beneath his nose
and atoupee on hishead. A monocle served as an optica aid and a Salmon-Odie ball-and-socket truss
offered him al the support he needed. Even on the hottest of days.

The young man was adifferent kettle of carp altogether. Hewastall and deek and high of cheek-bone.
Sharp white suit, sharp white shirt, sharp white shoes. His nose was sharp and it was white. Hiseyes
were black. All of them, including the white bits. And histeeth. They were utterly black. But he had
arranged to have them done later in the day. So no-one was going to notice.

'Parton VVrane." The gentleman leafed through a buff-col oured folder which contained many sheets of



buff-coloured paper. 'Very impressive credentials. And completely remodified, | see’
'Fully armoured.’ The young man tapped at his chest with abony knuckle, raisng sounds such as

might be raised from the striking of a cracked bell (though not aparticularly large one. Say one about ten
inches across and made of brass). 'l can pass for human any day of the week, except possibly Tuesday.'

'And your genus?
'Blattodea,’ said Parton Vrane.
The gentleman consulted his buff-coloureds. That's cockroach, isntit?

The young man made agitated rattling sounds with hisfingers but his voice remained soft and without the
vaguest hint of emotion. 'Blatta Orientalis, oriental cockroach, or black beetle, he said.

'Quite s0. Wdll, you're a splendid specimen, Mr Vrane. Y ou're booked in to have your teeth bleached at
two, | understand.’

'And the eye modifications done." Parton Vrane blinked. His eydids rose from benesth, covering the
al-black eyes. It was arather darming sght.

'Yes, | think that's most essentia.’' The gentleman coughed politely and moved papers about on his desk.
‘Now, you are aware of exactly what your mission entails?

The young man, if such he was (which now seemsrather doubtful), nodded. 'Seek and destroy," he said.
'Ah, no. It has been so up until now, but on this particular occasion we wish you to seek and contain.'

'l do not understand,’ whispered Parton Vrane. 'My kind are bred by your kind, specificaly to

destroy their kind. Such istheway it hasdways been.’

'Y es, well, we've been having abit of arethink about al that. Y ou have read thefiles| sent you?

"The Sprout Files?

‘Samud Oliver Sprout, yes. We don't know how he discovered the existence of the creatureswe call the
riders. They got to him before we could. We know his left foot was involved and we know they sent the

dog.’

"The same dog?

'It'sawaysthe samedog.’

'And you want meto contain that?' Parton Vrane's voice was soft and cool asever.
'My chapswill issue you with the wherewithd.'

'If your chaps have the wherewitha, why not send them?

‘Because, my dear Vrane, my chaps can't see the damn creatures, can they? We cannot seeinto that
range of the gpectrum, unlike your good sdif. If we human beings could see the damn things, then we
wouldn't bein al thistrouble now."' The gentleman's face suddenly took on aworried expression and he
flapped his hands above hishead. '| am ill clear, aren't 17 he asked in an anguished tone. Thereian't
one of those things on me?



Parton Vrane studied the air above the gentleman'shead. 'Y ou are dtill clear,” he said. 'If one of them was
riding on you it would be contralling your thoughts, you would never have called meto thismeeting.’

The gentleman regained his composure. 'My apologies,’ said he. 'It'sjugt, that, well, when you know
they're there, waiting to pounceonyou. . .'

'I'm sure it must be very distressing. | would offer you sympathy, but, asyou know, | do not possess
any.’

'Quite s0." The gentleman shuffled further papers, made atiff upper lip and an even siffer lower oneto
joinit. 'Containment,’ said he. The department is assigning you the role of the dog-catcher. We want this
particular beastie caught dive.’

"To what possible end? These creatures are parasites, vermin; they feed off human emotions. | have been
bred and trained to seek out the worst of them, those which pose a positive threat, and, where possible,
destroy them. That iswhat | do, and rather well too, eveniif | do say so mysdlf.’

The gentleman raised an eyebrow and hismonocle fell out. Had there been aflicker of human emotion
present in Vrane's remark? A smidgenette of pride, perhaps?‘Look," he said. 'My chaps have been
working on a containment strategy. We want to put an end to thisdismal business once and for al, wipe
out all these beagties at asingle stroke."

'A sort of inter-dimensiond ethnic cleanaing?

The gentleman, who had been refitting his monocle, raised his eyebrow once more and lost it once again.
Was that sarcasm? 'Was that sarcasm? he asked.

'l have no concept of sarcasm. But surely the

riders have existed upon this planet for aslong as mankind. They share the same space, dthough they are
not composed of the same matter. Y ou can only hope to keep the worst of them at bay .’

"Just bring methe dog,' said the gentleman, 'and leave the rest to us. We will provide you with the
wherewithd.'

'Ah yes." Parton Vrane composed hisfingers on hislap. Their joints bent curioudy back upon themselves.
Aware that this was unacceptable he thrust his hands into hisjacket pockets. 'Speak to me of this
wherewithd,' he said.

The gentleman opened adesk drawer, brought out an item and pushed it across his blotter.
'And that isit? asked Parton Vrane.

That isit.

‘Butitis—

‘A hammer, Mr Vrane. Find out whoever the dog has entered, bop him on the head and bring him here.
What could possibly be smpler?

"To smash him repeatedly upon the head until his skull has caved in and his brains are reduced to jelly,
killing him and therefore the parasite that feeds upon him. That could be smpler. Far smpler.’

'Quite 0." The gentleman idly turned the hammer back and forth upon his blotter. Then without any
warning he snatched it up and flung it at the head of Parton Vrane.



Vrane did not move amuscle. He possessed no musclesto move. But within his head neurofibril

webs cross-matted, registered the speed of the approaching object, gauged its mass and damage
potentia. Asif in dow motion he withdrew his|left hand from its pocket, raised it and plucked the
hammer out of the air. He returned both hand and hammer to pocket in the twinkling of an dl-black eye
with aretractable lower lid.

'Impressive.’ The gentleman smiled. 'Where did it go?

'Left jacket pocket.' Parton Vrane displayed the hammer.

'l never saw you catchit.'

'We see things at adifferent speed, asyou know fall well.’

'l do. So, Mr Vrane, time you were on your way. Teeth to bleach, eyesto dye and lidsto rearrange.’
'Seek and contain?

"That'sthe spirit.'

'l think," said Parton Vrane, ‘that you are making avery grave mistake.’

'l do not recall you being asked to think," said the gentleman in amost ungentlemanly manner. 'l only
recall you being ordered to serve.'

I will domy duty."

'See that you do.’

T will.!

‘Goodbye.’

'‘Goodbye.’

And that was the end of the secret mesting.
Outre? Bizarre? Outlandish? Totdly incompre-

hensible and downright stupid? Call it what you will. But it goesto show, if it goesto show anything, that
Britanniagtill rules the waves when it comes down to good old-fashioned weird shit. And it's early days
yet.

8

Dog days. The period between 3 July and 11 August, when Sinus the dog-star rises and sets with our
sun. These are the hottest days, when dogs and men become allittle mad.

Anybody who hates children and dogs can't be al bad.

W. C. FIELDS (1880-1946)

BRAND-NEW BLUE BOOK JACKET
It's the brand-new blue book jacket, That makes afelow sing. That makes afellow sng and shout, And



gplash hissavings all about. Others speak of Jan and Dean, But | of the blue book jacket.
It's the cut-down cardboard carton, That's worn upon the head.

That'sworn upon the heads of men, Who strut about in packs of ten. Others speak of Don and Phil, But
| of the cardboard carton.

It's the deaf and dumb-dumb waiter,
That givesme somerdigf.

That givesme somerelief from those,
Who say it's down to looks and clothes.
Others speak of Pearl and Ted,

But | of the dumb-dumb waiter.

It'sthe fabled fowl of festhered folk,
That help to turn the tide.

That help to turn theworms and stuff.
'He'smad!' they cry. 'Enough! Enough!’
Others spesak of Bud and Lou.

And | run out without paying.
SOWASTHE TITANIC*

As Danny entered The Shrunken Head a grest roar of applauise went up.

Danny stared about the deserted bar. It was,

*Those who have ever entered the gents' toilet in a public house will recognize this phrase, which isinevitably
scratched onto the contraceptive dispensing machine just below the British Standard's Kite Mark. (It always getsabig
laugh.)

well, deserted. Danny looked to left and right. A ripple of chucklings reached his ear. He took astep
back, went out of the pub and then came back in again.

Thistime gdesof laughter filled the air.

Danny spun around in circles, fists raised. 'Who's doing that? Who's there?
Further laughter.

‘Come on out, where are you hiding?

More laughter ill.

Thenslence.

Sandy, the sandy-haired landlord stuck his head up from beneath the counter. His head wore amerry



smile upon itsface. 'What do you reckon, eh? he asked. 'Isit good, or isit good?
Danny said, 'What? and, 'Eh, what? aso.

‘Canned laughter.’ The barman displayed aremote controller in hishand. He gaveit aflip.
‘Canned laughter? Danny asked. And canned laughter echoed al around.

‘Brilliant, en? The landlord gave the controller another flip and laid it on the bar counter. 'l got the idea
whilewatching TV. There wasthis series about abar in Americaand they must have had one of these
thingsfitted, because every time anybody said anything, whether it was funny or not, and it was mostly
not, | cantdl you, great guffaws of laughter went up. And | thought, Sod it, if the Yanks haveit in their
bars, why shouldn't we haveit in ours?

'Yes,' said Danny, ‘but—'
'V oice activated, you see. Must be how theirsworks.'
'No,' said Danny. 'It's—'

'I'm going to put asign up outside. Y ou know the kind of thing, FORGET KARAOKE, FORGET QUIZ
NIGHTS (that bloody fat medium woman winsal those anyway), THE SHRUNKEN HEAD'S
LAUGHTER BAR WELCOMES YOU. In capitd letterslike that, except for the bit in brackets, which
iswhat they cal an"asde’. Pretty smart, en?

'Yes,' said Danny. 'l mean, no—'

'Well, make up your mind. Isit yes? The barman flipped the controller and laughter rolled about the
place. 'Or no? Hootings of mirth went every-which-way.

'Please yoursdf,' said Danny. ‘| may not be drinking in here much longer, | am expecting to comeinto a
great ded of money.'

Thelaughter was deafening.

'Switch the bloody thing off,' shouted Danny.
It is off.

‘Oh.’

‘By theway,' said Sandy, 'Mickey Merlin wasin here last night and he said that if you camein today, you
could drink as much asyou liked at his expense, on histab.'

"That was very thoughtful of him," said Danny, stifling some laughter of hisown. 'I'll have alarge Scotch
then. And asteak and chips belly-buster.'

Til bet therésacatchinit,’ said Sandy. 'He'savindictive bastard, that Merlin.'

'Ahem.’ Danny took to patting his pockets. 'On second thoughts | think I'll stick with ahdf of light de
and acheeserall. I'll pay for them mysdf.'

Sandy did the business. 'So tell me all about this great deal of money you're expecting to comeinto,’ he
sad.



'It'stop secret.’ Danny gave his nose that tap you do when something is top secret.

'Oh yeah? Thelandlord gave Danny that "ol d-fashioned look' you do when someoneis pulling your
plonker.

Tm not kidding. I'm on to something big and I'm not going to tell anybody what it is!'
‘Some kind of investment dedl, isit?

'No, it'snot.’

'Aninsider on ahorserace, then?

'Not that either.’

The landlord scratched at his sandy head.

'Y ou've dandruff there," said Danny, but the landlord ignored him.

I know,' said Sandy. Til bet you're thinking of breaking into old Sam Sprout's house and searching for
his hoard of money.’

‘That'sright,' said Danny. 'l mean . . . what? How did you know thai?"

'Cdl it aninspired guess. It'sjust that | passed his place this morning and they were boarding the
windows and they'd put up thisbig sgn which said, KEEP OUT. NO SEARCHING FOR HIDDEN

HOARDS OF MONEY. THISMEANS YOU. And | knew it didn't mean me, so | naturdly assumed it
must mean you.'

"That's ludicrous, why should it mean me?

Thelandlord scratched his head once more. 'No, you're right. So it's not that then?
'No,' said Danny. 'It's definitely not that.'

‘But | thought you just said—'

'l wasjoking.'

Til switch the machine on again then. No point in wasting ajoke like that.’

'No point at all.’

Sandy switched the machine back on. 'Ha, ha, ha," it went.

'Ha, ha, ha,' said Danny, tucking in to his cheeserall.

He went home, Danny did, after the meagre lunch that was also alate breskfast. Hometo his Aunt May,
who redly wished held get aplace of hisown.

Danny sat upon the sofa.and thought about things.

He thought about things al through the afternoon, and into the evening and awoke to the sound of white
noiseissuing from the television set and the redization that he had been thinking about thingsin hisdeep.



'Damn," said Danny. 'I've missed that American TV series about the bar with the laughter machinein it
And indeed he had. 'Timeto go to work then.'

Ah, work.

Danny switched off the television set, crept upstairsto look in on his Aunt May, who was degping
peacefully, a gherkin beneath her chin and lettuce leaves strewn dl round her bed.*

'Seep on, Aunty,’ whispered Danny.
Til try," said the old one. 'L ock the back door on your way out.'

Danny crept downgtairs, went out the back way and locked the door behind him. From Abaddon Street,
where Aunt May kept an orderly house, to Moby Dick Terrace, where Sam Sprout had once tried to,
was a couple of back alleyways.

Danny had atorch about his person and sometoolsin abag, of the type which counsdsfor the
prosecution dways refer to as 'house-breaking implements. And, indeed, Danny was certainly going off
on hisway with 'intent'.

During his extended period of thinking, he had been reasoning the whole thing out. Old Sam must have
stashed hisloot avay somewhere in his house. Unless he had a Swiss bank account, of course. But
ordinary folk like Sam didn't have Swiss bank accounts. How did you get a Swiss bank account
anyway? Phone up Switzerland? Perhaps there was a Swiss bank in London.

'Look," said Danny to himself, as he crept dong the dleyway. 'If he did have a Swiss bank account, then
he must have had a chegquebook. And if he

* An allopathic remedy for gout.

had a chegquebook, then he must have hidden that somewherein hishouse. Of course, he might have
hidden his chequebook in one of those safety deposit box things they have in banks. In which case he
must have had akey tofit it. And he must have hidden the key in hishouse. Of course, he might have
hidden the key in another— Aaaagh!'

Danny fdl over adustbin and landed in asmelly hesp.

It'sinthe house,' hetold himsdlf. 'Whatever itis, it'sinthehouse. All | haveto doisfind whatever it is.
How difficult can that be?

Danny found hisway to the dleyway which ran dong the rear of Moby Dick Terrace (the
even-numbered side), he counted aong the back gates. Number two, number four. The back gate of
number four was al grown over with weeds and showed no sign of forced entry. Which was promising.
Danny took out atool suitable for thejob and forced an entry.

He put his shoulder to the gate and eased it open. Then he shone historch about. The small backyard
wasfilled by ajumble of broken furniture. It was severely broken, ripped apart, reduced to its
component parts, then veritably shredded.

That someone had done avery thorough job of searching the furniture was eminently clear.

'Persondly | wouldn't have done that, whispered Danny. 'Personally | would have searched it carefully
and then sold it.’

He scrambled as quietly as he could over the



mound of splintered wood and shone historch upon the back door. It was nailed shut, with very large
nails. Danny shone historch around the downstairs windows. These were securely barred.

'Hmmph!" went Danny, in amanner of which few, bar Miss Doris Chapd-Hatpeg, were actualy capable.
"This doesn't bode too well.' He shone historch up the wall. The windows on the first floor weren't
barred. In fact, the one over the scullery was open acrack. It was an up-the-drainpipe job.

'Piece of cake!'

Now, let's be honest here. Have you ever tried to climb adrainpipe? It's possible to do when you're a
child. But asan adult, forget it. The fastenings come out of thewall and you plunge to your death through
agreenhouse roof.

Danny once had afriend called M cGebber. McGebber was nineteen when he choseto climb a
drainpipe. He had come home after alock-in a The Shrunken Head and, not having his keys and not
wanting to wake up hismum and being drunk and everything, he decided that shinning up the drainpipe
was a'piece of cake. He got dmogt to the bedroom window before the fastenings came out of the wall.

McGebber would certainly have been killed, as he and the drainpipe swept down towards the
greenhouse, but, as chance would haveit, hefdl instead through a crack in the time-space continuum and
found himsdf a Normandy in the year 1188. Asthiswasthe year in which Henry |1 was gathering

together an army to begin the third crusade, M cGebber, who had aways wanted to see a bit of the
world, joined up. Sadly he was shot in the neck by one of Sdladin's archers during the Siege of
Damascus. Which goesto show that drainpipe climbing inevitably leadsto afata consequence.

Another chap, caled Bryant, came to an even more bizarre, but no less destructive end when he climbed
adrainpipe at the rear of the Walpole Cinema. It appears that, unknown to him, the vanguard of an
inter-stellar strike force was—

'Piece of cake!' Danny lifted the sash and dipped in through the bedroom window. He had taken the
opportunity to aval himsdf of aladder from aneighbouring garden. Which showed not only acertain
degree of enterprise on his part, but that even though the plot was prepared at any moment to dip off on
another tangent, he, at least, was keeping hismind on the job in hand.

Dull bugger that he was.

Danny now shone historch al around the bedroom. It was empty and it was gutted. The floorboards had
been ripped up and the plaster broken from the walls. Some very "bruta’ searching had been carried out
in here.

'l find this somewhat disheartening, said Danny, as he stepped nimbly from onefloor joist to the next, in
order not to fal through the celling of the room below.

Beyond the bedroom lay further scenes of devastation. The landing floorboards had been upped and

bore-holes drilled into the walls. Stair treads had been knocked out. Danny did carefully down the
banister. Whoever had done all this, and Danny reasoned that it was probably old Sprout's solicitor, had
doneit ‘with awill'.*

Danny'storchlight explored the ground-floor carnage. The fireplace in the front room had been prised
from thewall. The kitchen sink was athousand icy fragments. In the back parlour on the red-tiled floor
lay aframed photograph of the Queen Mother. The glass was broken. Danny picked it up and shone his
torch onto the face of Britain's favourite grandmother.



'Wdll," said Danny, in avery gloomy voice. "Whoever gave this place agoing over certainly did anumber
onit. If therewas anything to find, | reckon they must have found it."

'l wouldn't be too sure of that.' This voice was aharsh grating whisper. A rea nappy-filler it was.

Danny jerked about and shone historch into the face of a young man who stood passively by, his hands
in hiswhite trouser pockets.

'Who . .. ? Danny'storchlight went flick-flick up and down the young man, highlighting the neet
tailor'swork, the sharp white cheek-bones and the sharp white nose. The flashing white of the teeth.
'Who are you? Danny managed.

‘Never mind who. Would you mind turning awvay
*Possibly some kind of pun?
your torch? My eyes are most sengitive to direct light.'

Danny swung the beam down. And then he swung it back up. There was something not altogether right
about this young man in white, something uncomfortable. Danny moved the beam to a point someinches
above the young man's head. He was not atogether certain why. Something inside seemed to be saying,
'Doit." There was nothing there.

Nothing.
Nothing.

Danny shook his head. Blinked his eyes. Of course there was nothing there. But why did that make him
fed bad ingde?

Threstened?
A voicein hishead was saying, 'Clear. He's a clear. Kill the dear.' Danny pinched at hiseyes.
"Turn down your torch," whispered the young man. ‘Go on your way. Thereis nothing for you here!'

Danny curled hislip. He didn't like that whispery voice. Not one bit. It was sarcastic. Cynicd. Sneering.
It was taking the piss out of him.

'Please go,' whigpered the young man. 'Y ou are in great danger here. The beast has not |eft the house.
Y ou will become contaminated.’

'What beast? What are you saying? Danny's knuckles grew white in the darkness as his fingers tightened
on historch. He would smash thisevil young man. Yes, evil. That'swhat hewas. Evil. Smash the dear.
Kill the dear.

"Turn away your torch.' The young man put up his hands. On the attack? It looked like he was on the
attack. 'l know what you are thinking. How you are fedling. Irrationd hatred. But those are not your
thoughts. Try to remain calm. Just turn around and leave by the way you came. Do it quickly. Trust me!

"Trust you?' Danny raised the torch. The beam swept up to the ceiling as he plunged towards the hateful
young man. 'Kill the dear '

A hand grasped hiswrist. Another caught him by the ankle. He was lifted from hisfeet, flung backwards.
Historch went spinning from his grip, smashed down somewhere.



Went out.
'Go quickly," whispered the voice. Somehow less evil, now that its owner could not be seen.

Danny was floundering about on the cold tile floor. He didn't seem to be able to figure out which way up
was.

'Go," went the whisper. 'Be just another person. That's the safest thing to be. Thereis till time. Hurry.
Just go.'

"Who are you?' Danny managed.

'My nameisVrane. | am hereto contain the beast. | would prefer to do that beforeit entersyou.'
'Strangely, | have no ideawhat you're talking about.'

"The beast,' said Parton Vrane. The dog.'

'Dog? Danny said. 'Isthere adog here? Old Sprout's dog? Danny's fingers werefedling dl

around in the darkness. A lump of wood. A haf-brick. Something. Though the voice seemed less evil, he
had seen the face. Seen the space. Thisone had to bekilled. This dear.

Clear? Danny shook his night-bound head. What's a dear?
And as hethought it heforgot it.
Ingtantly.

'Oooh,’ groaned Danny. "What happened? Ouch. | must have fallen down the damn stairs. Wherés my
torch?Hold on.' Danny's eyes went blink, blink, blink. It didn't ssemto be dl that dark any more. He
could make out shapes. It was abit like looking through ared filter. No, it wasn't like looking at dll. It
was more asif he was feeling with his eyes. Sensing things rather than seeing them. Radar, wasit? No,
of course not. You didn't have radar in your head. But this was something new. Perhaps he had
concussion. What was he doing here anyway? And where was here?

Danny tried to rise. He put his handsto the cold tiles and tried to push himsdf upright. But his hands
dipped away. His hands were covered in something sticky. Danny gaped at his hands, sensing their
image, sensing the cloying substance. It was blood! His hands were drenched with blood!

Tm bleeding!" Danny staggered to hisfeet. He sumbled into the corridor, clawed hisway up the banister.
Danced across the floor joists of the back bedroom. Through the window. Down the ladder. Away and
away. Running. Running.

* * %

But Danny wasn't bleeding. The blood that caked hisfingers wasn't his. Time had passed for Danny.
Timethat he would not recall. Something evil had occurred.

For there was blood.
Much blood.

The walls of the back parlour were streaked with it. From the middle of the floor, where adark puddie
lay deep, thetrail of something that had been dragged was quite apparent. It had clearly been dragged



into the kitchen.
Although the door was now closed.

One day soon that door would be opened to men in blue uniforms and others in white protective suits.
And these men would gaze into that kitchen, horror-struck by what they saw. A room quitered, itseach
wall coloured. Thework of apainter from Hell.

With blood. All over. Thickly. Two coats deep.
The ceiling though was il white.

But for the word.

Writ big the word was. Six-inch letters.
DEMOLITION was the word.

In capitdl letters.

And written by aleft hand. They would know that it was written by aleft hand because there upon the
shattered sink was the very |eft hand that had been used to writeit.

It was the left hand of Mr Parton Vrane.

They would never find the rest of his body.
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On 16 April 1943 Dr Albert Hofmann fell off his bicycle and changed the world for an awful lot of
people.

Factsyou redly should know No. i.

Practise random kindness and sensdaless acts of beauty.
DISCORDIAN DOCTRINATE NO. 23.
NAYLOR'SHANDBAG

All the wonders of the world (which number seven), Or the glories of the Lord (who livesin heaven),
Can scarce at all compare, Nor can even Samson's hair, To that Tommy Naylor'sinter-stellar handbag.

All the colours of the rainbow (or the spangles), Or the theories of Pythag' (who knew the angles), Just
don't come up to scratch, Jackie Trent and Tony Hatch Are as nought before that Tommy Naylor's
handbag.

All thethirty shades of green (the Micks speak well of), Or the gasworks by the Thames (I love the smell
of), Just haven't got achance, Nor hasfair Salome's dance, To hold acandle to that Tommy Naylor's
handbag.

(Chorus)
Naylor's handbag - the peasants stand and
cheer.



Naylor's handbag - al your troubles disappear. Naylor's handbag - | think that Naylor's
somewhat quesr.

And asfar as|'m concerned, he can stick his

handbag! | ask you!

ATAXIOPHOBIA

It isthe way of man to seek order from chaos.

To impose order upon chaos.

To search for pattern and meaning and if none can be found, then to invent it.

Liketime, for instance.

Man conceived time and diced it into hours and minutes and seconds. And then man said, 'Hereistime, |
have it upon my wrig, it isnow under my control.'

Which, of coursg, itisnot.

At one of hisfamous lectures ddivered in the nineteen sixties, that greatest genius of our age, Sir Hugo
Rune, wasinterrupted, whilein full and magnificent flow, by hisarch detractor, Rudolph Koedar.

Rune had been expounding upon histheory of APATHY*, when Koedar had the temerity to declare that
Rune was 'alazy scoundrel, who had never done an honest day'swork in hislife.

"Work?' asked Rune. 'And what is work?
'Work," answered Koedar, 'iswhat honest folk do for eight hours aday, five days aweek.'

'Impossible, said Hugo Rune. And then went on to proveit.

* A-PATH-TO THE REASON WHY - see The Book of Ultimate Truths.
WHY IT ISIMPOSSIBLE TO

WORK EIGHT HOURS A DAY,

FIVE DAYSA WEEK

(From the calculaions of Hugo Rune.)

There are 365 daysin ayear. In aleap year 366. Let us be generous and begin with 366.
Daysintheyear: 366 days

Eight hours of deep each day equals

atotd of: 122 days

Leaving— 244 days Eight hours of rest each day equals

atotd of: 122 days



Leaving— 122 days

You don't work Saturdays and Sunday’s, so
subtract: 104 days

Leaving— 18 days

You do have an hour for lunch each

working day: 10 days

Leaving— 8 days

Out of these eight working days, you must surely have at least one week's holiday ayear.
Which leaves you with asingle day to work on.
And that's Christmas Day.

And nobody works on Christmas Day.

Suitably chastened, Koedar dunk from the hal as the mangy dog he was. The audience set to counting
upon itsfingers, but none could disprove Rune's cal culations, because they were so demonstrably
correct.

There will aways be those who will quibble over details and seek to claw back aday here and there.
But to those we must say then, What about days off sick? Or time off being late, or leaving early?
No. It isproved.

No more can be said.

Order from chaos? Forget it.

And there are those who would seek order from the chaos of a story which lacked a beginning, amiddle
and an end. Those would see adefinite pattern emerging. A pattern composed of short stories (seemingly
unrelated) juxtaposed with arambling plot about a chap called Danny, around whom events appeared to
revolve.

And those astute enough to reason this out would conclude that before returning to Danny, another
'seemingly unrelated' short story was probably on the cards.

And they would be correct.

THE DOG-FACED BOY

Having been told to 'expect aletter in the post', Alan lft hisfourteenth interview in two weeksin
something of ahuff. He now had little faith in the promises of youth employment officers and began to
redlize that he should make the best of abad job (which wasno job at al) and start to get used to alot of

Sparetime.

He didn't bother to go back to the agency, instead he caught a 65 at the Broadway and rode back on it
to Brentford and The Plume Cafe.



A pleasant cuppa, he thought, and somewhereto st that is out of therain.
The waitress, with the come-to-bed eyes and the do-it-and-die husband, brought a cup to Alan'stable.
‘Do you have any money today? she asked.

Alan fumbled in histrouser pockets. 'I have some string, a penknife, acouple of cigarette cards and my
front door key. And athreepenny bit and that'sit.’

The waitress had just read her horoscope - 'a kind gesture will be returned'. 'Keep your threepence,’ she
said, ‘it'son the house'

'Why thank you,' said Alan, who managed aamile.
Thewalitress smiled back and returned to the counter.
Alan sat a-spping of the thin grey liquid and a-peering through the fly-specked window at the

rain-danced street beyond. A figure was hurrying towards the cafe, Sporting Life held over hishead,
tweed collar turned againgt the inclemency of the wesether.

Thisfigure was Naylor and Alan knew Naylor well enough.

Thomas Henry Naylor, owner of a handbag which he claimed had been given him by aVenusian. Also
owner of two pairs of winklepickers and a snooker cue, asnooker cue which he had won from Lenny
Hall for staying an entire night donein St Mary's churchyard. A snooker cue which he had snatched from
the grasp of Lenny Hall when Lenny Hall had refused to hand it over. A snooker cue with which he had
laid Lenny Hall low. Thomas Henry Naylor. Dodgy, dishones, violent.

Alan hoped he would hurry by.
Hedid not.

Thomas Henry Naylor pushed open the shattered glass door of the Plume Cafe and sighted its only
customer.

'Al baby,' said he.

| hate that, thought Alan. 'Hello, Tommy," he said.

'Al baby, areyouinluck.’

Alan considered thisto be a statement, rather than a question, so he said nothing.
'‘Oh yesyou are,’ said Naylor. 'You'rein lots of luck.'

'l am? asked Alan, who could not imagine just how he might be.

'You are,' said Naylor. 'And | will tel youwhy.'

Tommy Naylor sat down at Alan'stable. He hailed the waitress with the come-to-bed eyes and ordered
two cups of coffee. When these arrived he pushed one acrossthe table to Alan. 'Drink up,’ he said. 'We
haveto get moving.'

'We do? Alan said, as he pushed his now-cold teaaside.



"We do, my boy, wedo.’

Alan hated the'my boy' dmost as much as he hated the'Al baby'. In fact, Alan cared little or nothing for
Tommy Naylor and redly, really wished that he would go away and leave him in peace.

Tommy Naylor grinned a Alan, indifferent to thoughts he could neither hear nor read upon hisface. 'l
have sharesin asideshow, he said. And then he paused, hoping for areaction. He didn't get one though.

'A sideshow,’ he said once more. ‘| am going to become the proprietor of afairground attraction.’
Alan was mildly intrigued and managed to sniff out abrief, 'What kind?

‘A FREAK SHOW,' said Naylor, in avoice s0 loud as to make the come-to-bed eyes of the waitress
grow wide.

A freak show?

It isstrange how ashort phrase, or even afragment of aphrase, is capable of conjuring up memories,
sometimes memories of something you had hoped forever to forget.

No sooner had the words 'A FREAK SHOW'

left Naylor's mouth, than terrible memories returned to Alan. Memories of asmall, hairy face with eyes so
sad, which peeped at him from atiny roped-off enclosure.

Asachild, Alan'sfather had taken him to see THE DOG-FACED BQY . The old chap had paid the
sixpences for admission, and the proprietor, atall gaunt man with ablack handlebar moustache, had led
the two of them through the gaily painted canvas hoarding, dong adingy corridor and into atiny back
room which had been painted a garish yelow.

A crowd of people was pushing and shoving and the air was rank with the stench of cheap cigar smoke
and perspiring flesh.

Alan'sfather had edged the boy to the front and as the gaunt proprietor yanked back alength of ragged
cloth which served asacurtain, Alan found himsalf amost face to face with the main attraction.

Seated upon an ancient highchair in the corner of that yellow room was alittle boy. He wore astrangely
old-fashioned knickerbocker suit of blue velvet, with white lace collar and cuffs. He could have been no
older than Alan was himslf. But he had the face of adog.

Beneath matted eyebrows two clear brown eyes, two oh-so-sad brown eyes, peeped out at Alan, and a
amall slly mouth chewed upon nothing, again and again and again.

Alan drew back in horror, but the crowd was

thick behind him, and the crowd was laughing. Mocking barks and howls. Alan pressed hisface against
his father's hand and wegpt frightened tears.

'How would you like ajob? asked Naylor.
'Job? Theimages retreated, adull ache remained. 'What job?
'Huckster,' said Naylor. "Y ou know, roll up, roll up. That kind of thing.'

'‘No, | wouldn't." Alan roseto take hisleave.



Naylor rose with him. 'Of course you would. Y ou're unemployed, aren't you? A hit of easy money
wouldn't go amiss, would it?

Til haveto think about it." Alan edged towards the door.

'No, you won't. Comeon, I'll show it to you. It'sabit ancient and knackered and needs alick of paint.'
Alan had asick premonition. 'l don't want to seeit,’ he said.

'Of course you do.' Naylor took him by the arm.

Therain hadn't et up. If anything it fell more heavily. It rattled upon the corrugated iron roof of the old
warehouse. Naylor fumbled akey into an enormous padiock. ‘It must have been herefor years. Stored
away. A friend put me on to it. He used to bein the business. Y ou just wait until you seeit.’

Alan didn't want to.

The padlock swung away and Naylor pressed open the door.

The hinges groaned dramaticaly and the damp light fell across an expanse of concrete, exposing
green canvas dustsheets which sheltered something large. Alan felt cold andiill.

I'll wait here," he said.

'Of course you won't." Naylor steered him insde, closed the door, switched on alight. Neon flickered,
flared and glared.

‘Now,' said Naylor. "Just wait until you seethis." He stalked towards the mysterious something that lurked
beneath the canvas dustshests. 'Just you wait.'

Alan watched as Naylor took up acanvas corner. He shrank back against the door, dreading what he
knew he must surely see. He shut his eyes, that he should not. But there was no safety there. There was
only theimage. That hairy face, those tragic eyes. The mouth that chewed and chewed.

‘Behold!" cried Naylor, flinging back the dust-shest.

Alan peeped.

JOHNNY GULL, read the Victorian script (in capitd letters), THE FATTEST MAN IN THE
WORLD.

Beow was alurid representation of a huge swollen giant munching upon a cream cake and smiling the
way adead animal does.

Alan began to laugh. Tearsran down hisface. He staggered to and fro, pointing at the image, rocking
with laughter. He clutched at his ssomach.

He laughed and he laughed and he laughed.
And then he blacked ouit.

* % %

When Alan awoke, he found himsdlf in bed.



Hetried to lift his head, but he could not.

To move hishands. No, they were strapped at his sides.

He blinked. The light was too bright. It shone into his eyes. He tried to speak. But he could not.
A faceloomed at him. It wasthe face of Naylor.

'He's coming round,’ said thisface.

'Givehim someair then.’

Naylor's face drew back. The light rose.

'How are you feding? asked Naylor. "Y ou've been out of it for quite along time." He leaned forward and
twisted something at Alan's head.

Alan moved his head tiffly and glanced dl around.
Hewasin atiny room. Paint flaked from itswals. Y elow paint.

Therewasadull, medical smdl inthisroom. And other smellsaso. Naylor sood with asmile on his
face, he puffed upon a chesp cigar. Another man stood by him. A tall, gaunt man with agrey handlebar
moustache. He wore a surgeon's gown and rubber gloves.

'About that huckster's job," said Naylor. 'There's been adight change of plan. My pal Mr Henderson
here,' Naylor gestured to the gaunt fellow who was now pedling off his gloves, 'saysthat fat men won't
realy pull acrowd any more. But that, as we had the booth and everything, al we needed to do was
make afew dterations.’

Naylor displayed asmall hand mirror and what

appeared to be an old-fashioned blue velvet suit with awhite lace collar and cuffs. 'Of course, we
needed aredlly good freak.'

He hdd the mirror towards Alan's face.

Alan did not want to look.
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Anti pericatametaparhengedamphi cribationes.

TITLE OF ABOOK BY RABELAIS,

| have nothing. | owe much. Therest | leaveto the poor.

THELAST WILL OF RABELAIS
SHOUTING AT DOGS
| loveit, | do,

| shout till I'm blue*

| yell at the spaniel and peke.



| how! &t the dachs

And theill-tempered collie,

And baffle the bulldog with Greek.
| swear at Alsatians,

And dreadful Dalmatians.

| say 'up your pipe to the Dane.
And 'get on your bike,

*|n the face.

Tothe old English sheppy.

Which drivesthe poor blighter insane.
| holler 'you noodl€

At each passing poodle.

And terriers get their come-uppance.
(But asfor the Corgi,

| treat them likeroyalty,

Or dsel would live on a pittance.)
Yes, | loveit you see.

It's pure blissto me.

Abusing the caninedite.

Of dl lifeswee pleasures,

There's none to compare,

With shouting at dogsin the Stret.
Woof woof- SHUT UP!

A DOG IN SHEEPS CLOTHING

Certainly some of the blame for what happened to Danny must lie with hismother. But not al.

Ever sincethe days of Edward Gein, The Butcher of Plainfield',* crimina psychologists have been
flogging usthe notion that the deviant behaviour of the sonisall down to the influence of adominating
mother.

*The original inspiration for Norman Batesin Robert Bloch's Psycho (asif you didn't know).

But are weredly buying that?



During the summer of'57, when old Eddie was prancing about on his moonlit lawn, dressed to the ninesin
asuit of tanned human skin, there must have been amillion dominating mothersin America.

Therewasjust, however, the one Edward Gein.

At histrid in 1886 for the violation of graves, Henri Blot was asked by the magistrate whether he could
explain just what had driven him to commit his abominable crimes. Blot shrugged and then replied with an
off-hand remark which sent shivers racing around the courtroom.

'Everyoneto histaste,' said Henri Blot. 'Mineisfor corpses.’
And there perhaps you have apiece of it. A matter of persond taste?

Agreed the persond tastes of Blot and Gein* were somewhat extreme, but tastes they were nonethe
less. Where the unhaoly two dipped up wasin not finding careersfor themsel ves where they could have
indulged their persond tastes without upsetting people.

Asdo so many many others.

It has long been recognized that necrophiles are somewhat overrepresented in the undertaking trade.
That foot fetishists work in shoe shops. Masochists

*Not to be confused with the other Blot and Gein, popular music hall stars, Harrington 'Inky" Blot and Charlie ‘'Madam
it'sawhippet' Gein, best remembered now for their evergreen Cockney singalong Underneath the Armpits.

become traffic wardens, and rampant heterosexuas, Tory paliticians. And while we admire the man (or
woman) who chooses medicine for aprofession, do we ever think to question the motives of the dentist
or the haemorrhoid specidist?

Why should aman (or woman) wish to spend his (or her) working life with his (or her) handsinsdethe
mouths of dmost tota strangers, or worse still up their ... 2

Which brings usto country vets. Weve al seen those James Herriot programmes. We al know what
those lads get off on!

'Everyoneto histaste.'
It makesyou think.

But, of course, it would be ludicrous to suggest that this appliesto every professon. Naturaly there are
many where public service and a selfless dedication to duty are uppermost in the hearts and minds of the
workers. Where the unsavoury taint of ulterior motive could never be gpplied.

Likethe policeforce, for instance.

To even hint that the police forceisanatura haven for bullieswho like dressng up in uniform and hitting
people with sticks would be to overstep al bounds of reason.

Something you'd never catch me doing!

And anyway, | persondly know severd librarians who spend much of their leisuretime dressng upin
uniforms and hitting each other with sticks. And what's wrong with that, en?

Nothing!

But where does thisleave us?



Good question. Firgtly it leaves us not blaming our deer little white-haired old mothers every timewere
caught in an open grave adding to our nipple collections. And secondly, it teaches usto think very
carefully before committing ourselvesto acareer in computer programming, if our abiding passonisfor
the decerebration of chickens, or teaching beaglesto smoke.

But then ...

But then there just might be another factor involved, an outside factor. One which no crimina
psychologist or salf-styled expert has touched upon. An outside factor which involves neither nature nor
nurture. An invasive force, capable of entering an individua and driving him to the very extremes of
human behaviour. Possbly one which the church has dready come up againgt.

'In my name shall they cast out devils

Mark 16:17 Ohyes.

And sowith al that said (and most e ogquently too), let usturn our attention once moreto Danny. Three
months have passed since his nocturnd visit to the house of the late Sam Sprout. Three months, during
which he has been going through changes.

Y ou would hardly have recognized him. Hisfriends sometimes didn't. His ex-friends, for as often as not
he would pass them right by in the street without

even acknowledging their existence. It was almost asif they just weren't there.

Hedidn't socidize. But he was very palite. In the off-licence, where he now worked, he was renowned
for his politeness. Especidly to the older ladies. The oneswho would phone up for that extra bottle of gin
to be delivered. He would pop round during hislunch hour or half-day closing and drop it off.

Mr Doveston, the off-licence manager, had nothing but praise for him. Danny was charming and eager to
please. He was punctual, he was proper, he was neat and he was nice. Mr Doveston could find no fault
inthisyoung man.

I hesitate to say this," hetold his chums at a Rotary Club get-together, 'but | truly believethelad to bea
livingsant.

'Does he il livewith his Aunt May? asked achum in an inflated rubber suit with neck harnessand
crotch spurs*.

'No,' said Mr Doveston. 'He moved out. He now has his own place. It's only arented room, but |
understand he'sdoneit up very nicely, dthough I've never seen it mysdlf. It'sin Moby Dick Terrace!

'Ah there." The chum adjusted the torque on hislatex insertion piece. ‘That's where the, you-know
occurred.'

'What you-know?'
*Thiswas a Rotary Club 'Specialist Evening' (allegedly).
"Y ou know what you-know. The murder. The bloodbath, walls daubed, human body parts.'

Mr Doveston said, 'Hmph!" And well did he say it. 'That was nothing more than an elaborate hoax.
Inspector Westlake, who | might add isavery close friend of mine, told me that the blood was not
human and neither was the hand. That's why there has been no murder enquiry.’



'It's probably acover up,’ said Mr Doveston's waterproof chum. ‘A conspiracy.’

Mr Doveston shook his hood and adjusted his nipple clamps. ‘Ask the inspector yoursdlf, if you don't
believe me. HEs over in the corner chatting with Long Jean Siiver.!

'Not Longjean Silver, the amputee porno queen?
‘She's this month's guest spesker.’

‘But that woman'saliving leg-end.’

'Shecertanly is!

And shecertanly is.

Asit was Mr Doveston's evening off, Danny stood al done behind the off-licence counter. And for the
first time ever it was actudly possibleto get acloselook at him.

Hewastdl, but scholar-stooped. And the hair upon his head, which had been greying at the temples,
was quite white. For aman of twenty-three thiswas unusud, but it suited him and added some
digtinction, something specid. It gave him acertain dignity. Hisface was|ean and spare, the eyes, grey,
had asparkle to them. Almost asif always bathed in

afilm of water. The nose waslong and finely drawn. The wide mouth crayoned in with red. Precise
cheek-bones cleanly shaven. A pervading air of sogp-scrubbed. The hands were ddlicate, the fingernails
polished. Grey suit. White shirt. Company tie. Shoes shined black, Biro in the top pocket.

A personable young man. And one who, if your daughter were to bring him home, would not have you
reaching for your knobkerrie. Very nice.

The of F-licence door swung open to the push of acustomer who stepped onto the farting doormat*.
'‘Good evening, Sr,' said Danny. 'And how may | help you?

The customer, an aimless youth in aholey swesater and greasy black jeans, said, 'I'm just looking around.’
'‘Keep an eye on that bogtrotter,' said the voicein Danny's head.

'l will,' said Danny.

'What wasthat? asked the youth.

'l said, / will ... be glad to help you, if you need any help.'

'Y eah, right.’

Another push. Another fart.

'‘Good-evening, Danny,’ said Mrs Roeg, widowed in her forty-fifth year and now in her

*This distant relative of the whoopie cushion is greatly favoured by off-licence managers, who prefer it to a doorbell.
Why? Who can say?

forty-seventh. A fine-looker with ataste forji'm Beam and menthol cigarettes.

'‘Good-evening, Mrs Roeg,' said Danny. 'And how may | help you?



Mrs Roeg ran along pointy tongue back and forth beneath her painted upper lip. 'Now what will | have?
she asked.

The question was, of course, rhetorical. Mrs Roeg knew exactly what she was going to have. And Danny
knew exactly what she was going to have. And Mrs Roeg knew that Danny knew exactly what she was
going to have. And Danny knew that she knew. And so forth.

But in an off-licence you pretend that you don't.
'Wasit wine? Danny asked.

'No.' Mrs Roeg's pa e blue eyes danced dong the 'heavy duty' shelf. Well, her vison did anyway. Her
eyes stayed insde her head (for now).

'Well, la-de-da,' said Mrs Roeg.

‘That old tart hates your guts, Danny boy.'

'She does not,’ whispered Danny behind his hand.

'Put the machine on her, you'll find out.'

It will be apleasure to prove you wrong.'

'Did you say something? Mrs Roeg asked.

'No, sorry, only clearing my throat. Danny cleared the throat that didn't need clearing.

'l think I'll take a bottle of Jim Beam and twenty Consulate.’

‘Don't forget the machine.’

Danny took down the bottle and the pack of cigarettes. He placed them on the counter just

beyond the woman's reach and picked up the bar-code-reading light-pen thingy that was attached by a
cableto the cash regigter.

"This brand? Danny asked, turning the pack of cigarettes onto its sde. Mrs Roeg reached out her hand
and, as she did so, Danny ran the light-pen over her wrist. She didn't notice. Folk never did.

‘They'refine,' said Mrs Roeg.

Danny applied the light-pen to the bar codes on the bottle and the cigarettes. On Mrs Roeg's Sde of the
cash register theliquid crystal display showed the prices. On Danny's Sideit read out something quite
different. Thewords SMARMY Y OUNG UPSTART glowed in capitd letters. Danny looked up from
them and smiled. 'Will there be anything else? he asked, as he accepted the credit card.

'No, that'sdl.'

The business was done, a signature signed, a bottle wrapped, a carrier bag shaken, awrapped bottle
placed therein and a packet of cigarettes. Mrs Roeg smiled once more and went on her way .

Danny watched her depart. Danny wasn't amiling.

"The bogtrotter's slipped a can of Carlsberg up his jumper,’ said the voicein Danny's head.



'l saw him, we share the same eyes, you know.’

'‘But not the same instincts. A summary caution, do you think?'

'l do.'

Danny came around the counter and approached the young man. 'Might | be of assistance? he asked.
‘No. | don't think | want anything, actudly.'

'l see!’

It wasfast. It was very fast. Danny shot out hisleft hand, caught the young man by hisleft wrigt, twisted
it vicioudy up hisback. Thefirgt two fingers of Danny'sright hand were suddenly up the young man's
nogtrils

A can of Carlsberg Special Brew bounced onto the linoleum and rolled dowly acrossto the counter.

Danny's mouth was close to theright ear of the now sgquirming youth. ‘Come into my shop again,’
whispered Danny, ‘and I'll break both your legs. Do you understand?

'Yes, yes, went the lad in a high-pitched nasdlly tone.

'Bite his ear off asa lesson.’

T will not!"

"Y ou won't what? The young man struggled.

Danny flung him towards the door. 'Get out. Go on, and don't come back.'

'l won't." And with a step so light and quick that the doormat hardly raised agrowl, the young man left
the off-licence never to return.

‘Bite off hisear? said Danny. 'What kind of talk isthat?

‘Just my little joke. Ha ha.'

'l shouldn't have brought you out with me tonight. Y ou stay in the shed tomorrow.’

'Oh no, please, sir, don't lock me in the shed.'

Danny laughed. "Then behave yoursdlf. Bite his ear off indeed. Whatever goes on in your head?
'/ don't have a head, Danny, that's why I'minside yours.'

Danny grinned. 'And for the most part | enjoy the experience.' He turned towards the cash register. 'And
showing me how to rewire that thing so it reads out what people think. That was clever. How do you
know such stuff?

‘Danny boy, | know all kinds of stuff.'

'Y ep. | reckon that you do.' Danny did alittle skipping kind of a dance back to the counter. ‘And do you
know what?

'Probably, but go on just the same.'

'I'm chuffed,’ said Danny. 'Dead chuffed.’



'‘And why, asif | don't know?'

'‘Because | have you, my own holy guardian angel, to protect and advise me. Am | one lucky guy, or am
not?

"You certainly are, Danny. You certainly are.’
But he certainly wasnt.

Most certainly hewas not.
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If dl the Chinese in the world were to march four-abreast past a given point, they would never finish
passing it, though they marched forever and ever.

BASED ON USMARCHING REGULATIONS, 1936
PLUME GATEAU

Dear Sir,

With reference to that Plume Gateau,

| bought from you aweek ago,

The bugger'sfurry and theicing'sgrey.

| do not wish to be aboor.

It's not the money (I'm not poor),

It'sjust | wanted it for Tom's birth-day.

And when | cometo cut this cake, My knives they bend and then they break. It seems awicked take-on
trick to me, I've always found your standards high,

So pardon that | raisethis cry, But thisis more than a ca-am-it-y.
It'sabloody rip off!
Yourssincerely.

Dear Sr (areply came by return of post), We much regret thisincident, Wefind it without precedent,
And d| the staff concerned have now been

fired.

We've had the baker shot at dawn, And burned his house and all the corn, That is used for making bread
and cakes

for the entire population of Northern
Canada as a punishment.

Yourstruly.



| didn't get my money back though!
ASHARD TO SAY AS SNPHZJT

'So, what have you to report? asked the gentleman, glancing up from his desk to the man in the whitest
of suits.

The man who was not altogether aman, but mostly a cockroach.
'Everything isgoing exactly according to plan, said Mr Parton Vrane.
‘Thiswould be the Above-Top-Secret plan, rather than the Just-Plain-Secret plan?

‘Correct. | proceeded to the house of the late Mr Sprout and waited. Sure enough, alikely subject
appeared on the scene. A Mr Danny Orion. | temporarily disabled Mr Orion and then summoned the
beast, "which was hiding in the picture of the Queen Moather. It entered Mr Orion, who engaged mein
combat. | dlowed him to rip off my hand and thrust my body down adrainhole.’

'And how isthe hand? the gentleman asked.
'Ohfine.' Parton Vrane displayed hisleft hand. 'l grew another. No problemsthere!
‘Splendid. Go on with your report.’

‘Convinced that | was dead and no threat remained to it, the beast then went on hisway within the
subject. | have been keeping him under close surveillance. He is showing no signs of psychoatic behaviour
asyet. | suspect the beast has spun him the usud yarn.'

"That heisaholy guardian angel, come to protect and advise?

"That's the form. The subject keegps smiling and talking to himself. He'staken ajob &t the loca
off-licence

'Ah," sad the gentleman. That isdgnificant.’

'Agreed. Normally the subject withdraws totaly into the world the beast createsfor him. Thisisanew
development. Do you want meto bring themin yet?

'Oh no, not yet.'

'l don't think we should wait too long.'
‘There you go, thinking again.'
'Peoplewill die,' said Parton Vrane.

'I'm not dtogether sure. Something different is occurring. Any — how shal | put this? - creative
activity, on the part of the subject?

'Indeed,” Mr Parton Vrane nodded. 'He has rented an allotment patch. He spends most of his sparetime
there!

"Horticulture? The gentleman shrugged. 'Surely not.’

Thereisan dlotment shed. He spends much of hissparetimeinit.’



'Have you seeninsde?

'No, he's painted over the windows and he keepsit well padlocked.'

‘They're building another one. | knew it."

'Another shed?

'Not a shed.'

'Another what, then? asked Parton Vrane.

'Vehicle. Animated robot, ersaiz zombie, Frankenstein's monster, call it what you will.'
'l don't understand.’

"Then alow meto explain. Y ou know how the beastsfirst came to be discovered?
'Of course. But if you'rein the mood to re-tell the whole story, I'd redlly like to hear it again.’
'Y ou would?

'Absolutely.

The gentleman raised an eyebrow, was Parton Vrane taking the piss or what? The gentleman composed
himsdlf. 'Right then," he said. 'Are you sitting comfortably?

'No, I'm till standing up.’
'Wdll, let's assume you're Sitting comfortably.’
'Fair enough.'

‘Then I'll begin. The story proper beginsin the year 1905, when that great philosopher, scientist and
mathemeatician, Sr Hugo Rune, first postulated histheory of rdativity.'

‘But | thought it was Eingtein'stheory of relativity.'

‘Different theory. Rune's theory wasin regard to the Earth's exact position in the universe, that it isat the
very centre, with everything dserdatively far avay.'

'It sounds arather foolish proposition.’
‘Neverthdless, he proved it conclusively.’
‘How?

'I'm coming to that. Will you stop butting in?
‘Sorry.

‘Right. Now, Rune'stheory worksin thisfashion. If you could draw agtraight line of infinite length, a
never-ending line which stretched on and on for ever and ever in ether direction, then any point you
chose upon that line must, by definition, be at its very centre. There could not be more infinity on one side
of the point than the other, could there?



Parton Vrane shook his head. Of course there could not.

'So," continued the gentleman, 'if you stand at any point on the planet Earth and look straight up, what are
you looking into?

Infinity?

'Infinity. From wherever you choose to stand. In every direction. No moreinfinity if you stand at the
South Pole and look straight up, than if you stand at the North. Equa amounts of infinity in every
direction. Ergo, the planet Earth isright at the very centre of the universe!’

"What about if | stood on another planet somewhere else? Wouldn't that make the planet | was standing
on the centre of the universe?

'Aninteresting theory," said the gentleman. "‘How would you go about demondtrating this then?
'Well, | wouldn't, would 1?7

'No, you would not. Because you cannot stand upon another planet, only thisone.’

‘Someone e se might be standing on another planet.’

‘The point is, Mr Vrane, that they are not. No life exists upon other planets. Because all lifeexistshere,
right here a the very hub of the universe. On planet Earth.’

‘All life?

‘All. Life, aswe defineit, isalocdized phenomenon, occurring only at the central point. You are aware
that infinity only worksin onedirection, aren't you? That dthough you can go on doubling the size of
something for ever, indl directions, you cannot divide something in haf an infinite number of times?

'Why not?
‘Because eventualy you will have something so

amal that it weighs|essthan the light which fallsupon it and a that point it Smply ceasesto exigt inthis
universe!’

‘Wdl | never knew that.'

The gentleman raised another eyebrow. That was sarcasm. It was. 'So," said he, 'Earth at the very centre
and all life on Earth. Where does that take usto?

'Doesit take us to the experiments of Dr James Bacon in the 1920s?

'It does. Dr Bacon's work was with spectroscopy, the science of analyzing the spectrum, which isthe
distribution of colours produced when white light is dispersed by aprism or some such means. Dr
Bacon's research took aradical departure. He wanted to know what would happen if you projected
darkness through a prism. Would there be a negative spectrum?

'Again arather foolish proposition, on the face of it.'

'On theface of it. However, the redoubtable Dr Bacon persevered. In his opinion darkness was, in fact,
black light. He constructed test apparatus to project a shadow through an opaque prism cut from
obsidian. Few of his notes remain extant, but we know that he succeeded and that he perfected his



dark-light goggles, or nightshades, as he called them. And that he was the first man ever to seeinto the
negative spectrum and view the creaturesthat dwell within.'

‘Theriders!

‘Theriders. Invisble to norma vison. Another order of being, sharing our planet. And sharing MS!'
'Makes your flesh crawl, don't it? whispered Parton Vrane.

"You are taking the piss, aren't you?

‘Unthinkable. Pray continue with your most interesting narrative.’

'l will. Dr Bacon saw them. At first he thought it must be sometrick of the light. The black light. And so
he put on his nightshades and went out for astroll in the park.'

'Didn't he keep bumping into things?

The gentleman raised both eyebrows. Very high. And lost his monocle once more. 'l don't know. But he
sat in the park and he watched people passing by. Except he couldn't see people. Because hewas
looking into the negative spectrum. But he could see what was riding upon the people. The other beings.
He described them as pale and flimsy, humanoid, with oversized hairless heads and large black danting

eyes!
‘That'swhat they look like,' said Parton Vrane. 'Apart from the redlly bad ones. Thered beadties.'
'Dr Bacon returned to hislaboratory,' the gentleman continued. 'And there, with the kind of courage

which made Clive of India, Gordon of Khartoum and Tom of Finland whatever they are today, he
looked through his nightshadesinto amirror.’

'And got asomewhat unpleasant surprise. But tell methis. We know that these creatures are capable

of controlling the thoughts of the individuas they ride upon. How come the creature on Dr Bacon did not
control his thoughts? Stop him being able to see the creatures, in fact?

"Theories abound.’ The gentleman shrugged. 'Some say that the creature dept, othersthat it was aoof to
the thoughts of Dr Bacon and did not see that he could pose athreat. Whatever the case the creature did
nothing. Dr Bacon stared into the mirror and the cresture on his shoulders stared back at him. And Dr
Bacon determined that at dl costs he would remove this creature from his person.’

'Which hedid.

'Which he did, athough we do not know how. After he had removed it he went once morefor awak in
the park. Thistime without his nightshades. And now he could see them clearly. With the creature
removed from him, his eyeswere well and truly open. Dr Bacon had become the world'sfirst clear.’

'And then histroubles began.’

‘They did. He could see the creatures, but the creatures could see that he was clear. That one of their
number was no longer riding upon him. They pressed hard upon the thoughts of their unwitting human
hosts. Dr Bacon was pelted with stones by small boys. Attacked in the street. An angry mob surrounded
hislaboratory.'

‘And they killed him.'



"The Coroner'sreport said "suicide”. But then it would say that, wouldn't it? We don't know

how he died, he was working on a meansto rid humanity of the creatures. Hisleft foot wasinjured in
some way. Heavily bandaged. Gangrene, blood-poi soning, murder, who can say?

'Which takes us dmaost up to the present day. Thankfully.'
"Thankfully? Asthe gentleman had aready raised both his eyebrows, he now raised his moustache.
'Go on,' whispered Parton Vrane. 'Finish the story.'

"The nineteen fifties. The Cold War. Suspicion, intrigue, epionage. Experiments with eectronic
camouflage. Radar invishility. Genetic engineering.'

"The creation of my kind,’ said Parton Vrane, 'designed to withstand atomic radiation, regenerate lost
limbs, seeinthedark.'

The gentleman nodded. 'Into the black light. Although we did not understand it then. It came as a shock
when your kind described what they were ableto see’

'My kind being naturdly dear.’

'Exactly. The scientists working on the genetic experiments were urged by the creatures that possessed
them to close down the project and destroy dl of your kind.'

‘But they did not.’

‘They tried. And they would have succeeded. But for your father. He had observed that when aman
dies, the creature riding upon him dissolves. He contrived to kill each scientist in turn by drowning.

Oncethe creature had dissolved, he resuscitated hisvictims. | was one of his successes. Therewerea
few failures. But a core of clears was established. We exist within thisbuilding as virtud prisoners!’

'Isthat like virtua redity? Parton Vrane asked.

The gentleman ignored him. 'We are clear and cannot be reinfected, but it is not safe for usto walk the
Stregts!’

'It's not safe for me to walk the sireets. | have to burrow underground most of thetime!’

'Quite s0. Which brings us up to the present day. We know the creatures exist. We suspect that for the
most part they are benign, dthough paragitic. But there are those amongst them who are destructive. A
breed within abreed, capable of transferring from one person to another.’

"The mad-dog element.’

‘Correct, which brings us around once more to the matter of vehicles, animated robots, ersatz zombies
and Frankenstein's mongters.’

"Which was the matter | asked you about.'

"The cresative activities. It goes back to Edward Gein and beyond. The collection of body parts. | believe
the creatures are aware that their days are numbered. They know we're on to them and that it isonly a
matter of time. So they are trying to engineer vehiclesfor themseves other than man. Do you recall that
case afew yearsback? A Colone Bickerstaff tried to build himsdlf an elephant? There have been many



other such cases. Do you know, I'd redlly like you to take alook insde this Orion's
alotment shed. See what he and his "holy guardian angel” are cooking up.'
"Y ou think Orion isbuilding another eephant?

'We have afile on Orion," said the gentleman, 'as we have afile on everybody. This Orion doesn't want
an eephant. What he wantsisadog.'

'A dog cdled Demolition?

'l think hed prefer one called Princey, but it's not what he's going to get.'
I'll seewhat | can do.'

'You do that.’

And that was the end of that secret meeting. There hadn't been much in the way of action, but there
rarely isat secret meetings. There had been plenty of exposition though, which may have helped to tie up
afew loose ends, or possibly confuse things further. It's hard to say redly. Ashard to say as SNPHZJT.
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| loathe people who keep dogs. They are cowards who haven't the guts to bite people themsalves.
AUGUST STRINDBERG (1849-1912)

Y ou will find that the woman who isredly kind to dogsis dways one who hasfailed to ingpire sympathy
inmen.

MAX BEERBOHM (1872-1956)

PARDON MY LINES

Pardon my lines, Ben Andrews. Pardon my way of speech. My range of old suitcases, My love of
colourful braces, My fear of foreign places, And my hatred of the beach.

Pardon my lines, Ben Andrews. Pardon my book of rules.

My legsthat scarcdly bear my weight, Which well account for my ambling gait, My accent and my empty
plate, My stolen transport tools.

Pardon my lines, Ben Andrews. Pardon my lack of class. The scalesthat in my kitchen rust, The layers of
unhampered dust, My crass Napoleonic bust, Which redly isafarce.

Pardon my lines, Ben Andrews. Pardon my way of speech.
‘All right," said Ben, 'you're pardoned.

Now whose round isit? "Yours, | think.'

VINCENT TRILLBY

After locking up the shop and depositing the evening's takings in the night safe of the high street bank*,
Danny took agtroll over to the dlotments. It was afine, moony evening and afew last birds were
chirruping away amongst the old oaksaong



*The one run by Big Brother, who's always listening. fThisis one week later, by the way.

theriversde. Danny whistled as he strode up the path between the picturesque huts and the well-tended
plots.

A wonderful thing, an dlotment.

Adam was thefirst alotment holder, you know. Or perhaps he was just God's gardener. He didn't get
paid, that was for sure and he cameinfor alot of rough handling al because he'd taken a bite or two of a
Granny Smith, which hardly seemed fair.

It wasn't hisfault anyway. It was al Eve'sfault. Did Adam and Eve have adog?
And who exactly did their sons marry?

Danny had never had much to do with rdligion. But now he had his own persona holy guardian angd, he
thought he might be prepared to giveit abit of ago.

Mind you, hewasn't actudly certain which denomination his particular guardian angel was. The being
who had taken up residence in his head was somewhat cagey about supplying any details. Danny couldn't
even persuadeit to tel him itsname. And asthe voice wasingde his head, and not heard through his
ears, heactualy couldn't tel whether it was mae or female.

It wasdl abit bewildering.

When the voice had first spoken, Danny had gone all to pieces. Thought he was cracking up. Had
cracked up.

But the voice had been gentle, soothing, it had offered him advice. Calmed him. Promised him things.
Thingslikeadog.

A magic dog.

The dog he was now congtructing in his allotment shed.

The top-secret dog.

Danny reached the heavily padlocked door of hishut. He fet good inside, did Danny. Warm. At peace.
He was certainly getting the change he so wanted, and marvellous times lay ahead. The future wasfull of

hope.
Ohyes.

Danny sat down upon the clapped-out bench before his hut and kicked his hedlsidly inthe dust. It was
good here, on the alotment. He'd got the hut and plot really cheap. His guardian angel had known the
very chap to phone at the council offices.

The chap had been more than keen to offer Danny the plot.
Mind you, it was afunny old plot.

Circular it was, about thirty feet in diameter. And the land was quite black. Hard and black, asif burned.
Nothing grew upon this plot. Not a blade of grass. Danny had thought this somewhat odd, but as he only
wanted the use of the hut, he didn't care too much.



The other allotment holders gave his plot awide berth. This suited Danny also, as privacy was the name
of the gamein which hewasthe gar player.

Indeed Danny's plot, had it been able to speak, would have had a strange tale to tell. But, aswith other
alotment patches (barring that owned by a

certain Mr Cox in Orton Goldhay), it was mute.

Soitstae must betold here, on its behalf.

(With the promise that thiswill be the last separate tale told for awhile. But it isarealy good one.)
It concerns Vincent Trillby.

Exactly who Vincent Trillby was, why he came and where he eventualy went to will never be known for
certain. But his brief appearance upon Brentford's regal acres caused agreat sensation at thetime. A
timeal of thirty years ago now. But one gill spoken of.

If only inlow whispers.

Trillby appeared one Wednesday morning, late April, in the year of '66, marching in a determined manner
aong the amost-crescent of Mafeking Avenue.

Hewas not atall man. In fact, the appellation 'short-arsed little bastard' fitted him as snugly as aknitted
bed sock. He wore a grubby black frock-coat, battered brogues and a hat of his own design. Those who
viewed his passing felt that here was a man who could take just atad more care over his appearance,
without fearing to incur the accusation of Dandyism. They aso felt that here was aman to whom thiswas
better left unsaid.

And given that in later casud conversation, Trillby would claim that he could turn milk sour and deflower
virginswith asingle glance, they were probably wise to keep their counsd!.

Vincent Trillby walked adone. Short and dark and
determined. Such men as he make poor companions. But excellent Nazi Reich fuhrers.

But let us not stone the man yet, for he has done us no harm. That in the months to come he would be
directly responsible for the mysterious disappearance of Barrington Barber for sixteen days, and the fact
that nothing would ever grow again on the thirty-foot diameter circlein the middie of The St Mary's
alotments, was not to be known at thismoment of his coming. So, let'sjust behave oursalves, shdl we?

Of Barrington Barber, what might be said? Well, Barrington was one of those tragic bodieswho go
through life with the permanent conviction that The Fates have persondly singled them out for bad
treatment. In the case of old Sam Sprout, thiswas correct. But not in the case of Barrington Barber.

Hewasfine. Folk liked him, heliked folk. But it was not enough. Something in hispsychewasdl ina
dither. He was certain that he was always being picked on and that dire plots were forever being hatched
with theimplicit purpose of doing him down. And the more hisfriends assured him thiswas not the case,
the more assured did he become, that it was.

Barrington saw spies behind every lamppost and heard his name whispered in every haf-overheard
conversation. "Those two blokes over there talking about me think I'm paranoid,” he was often heard to
remark. (Though it rardly got alaugh.)



Theday Vincent Trillby arrived wasthe day on

which Barrington had become convinced that he was about to become the next victim in a particularly
malicious series of dustbin burningswhich was at that time plaguing the area.

He was taking no chances and was dowsing down his bin with the contents of his teapot, when there
came aknocking upon hisgaily painted front door.

'Oh mercy me, by Crimmins,' gasped Barrington, making the sign of the cross. ‘It will be the gutter press.
I've been outed, | just know it*.'

Barrington Barber walked through his kitchen, through his back parlour and up the short hall to the front
door, asaman bound for execution. He was doomed, and he just knew it. With the resignation of the
well and truly damned he swung the front door open.

On the doorstep stood Vincent Trillby.

Barrington looked over his head and then up and down the street. Then he looked under his head and
observed the raggy clothes. And then he looked directly at his head and became al pale and bewildered.

'What do you want? he managed.

'Could I have an aspirin to go with this glass of water? asked Trillby, producing afull glassfrom his
pocket.

*The fact that this was 1966, that Barrington was not a homosexual, and that the term outed did not, as yet, exist were
as nothing to this man.

Barrington looked at the glass and once more at the man and decided he didn't like either.

'Aspirins give me aheadache,’ said Barrington. 'Milk of Magnesia upsets my somach and | havea
proprietary brand of shampoo in my bathroom that gives me dandruff.’

'I've cometo the right place then." Vincent Trillby presented Barrington with awell-thumbed calling-card.
It read, VINCENT TRILLBY. RE-CONVENER.

'Isthat in capitd |etters? Barrington asked.

'No,' said Vincent Trillby. 'It only looks that way. Might | just comein for amoment? | think it's about to
ran.

Barrington Barber peered up at the bright blue sky. 'Y ou have to be joking,’ said he. Y ou've as much
chance of getting in here as, well, asthereis of there being astorm.’

The sky began to darken and therain beganto fall.

'Moretea? asked Barrington Barber. 'And another biscuit, if you have one." Vincent Trillby now sat in
Barrington'sfavourite

armchair. He had hisfeet up on the Persian pouffe.
Barrington took the little stranger's cup and plodded
off to the kitchen.

'Why did | let him comein? he asked himsdlf,



as he topped up the teacup. 'What am | doing
leaving him donein my front room? he dso asked
and, 'Short-arsed little bastard!" he added, athough beneath his breath.

When Barrington Barber returned to his front room his manner was, to say the leadt, alittle brusque.
'Drink your teaand then piss off, he said. 'And there's no more biscuits:!

Vincent Trillby accepted histeawith ashow of great gratitude. '| am forever in your debt, Sr," he said.

Barrington scowled purpossfully upon his unwelcome guest. VVincent Trillby, for his part, sppeared
immuneto dl hodtility.

Around and about the walls of Barrington's front room were the trophies which spoke fluently of his
particular hobby.

'l seethat you are aterrantologist,’ said Vincent Trillby.

Somewhat startled by hisvistor'sunusual percep-tiveness, Barrington said, 'Yes, | am.’

'l collect mysdlf,’ said Vincent.

Barrington scratched at his head, releasing flakes of dandruff. 'How can you collect yourself? he asked.
‘No. | collect - comma - mysdf.’

'Oh | see. A matter of punctuation. Y our accent has me dightly addled. Where exactly are you from?
'I'm from down under,' said Vincent, and the matter was alowed to drop.

About an hour later Barrington was to be seen trudging through therain en route to Brentford

Station, where hewould collect Vincent Trillby's heavy suitcase from the left-luggage office. Trillby, a
thistime, lazed upon Barrington's bed, his sinister footwear soiling the eilderdown and his ssumpy little
hands behind his head.

He was smoking Barrington's pipe.
Vincent Trillby had cometo Stay.

That night, Barrington Barber took Vincent up to The Flying Swan to meet the lads and get acquainted.
Vincent got in agenerous round (which was never repeated and which proved later to have been
purchased with pennies from Barrington's darts club money), raised hisglass and said, 'Skol,' and, 'Good
hedth.'

'Where are you from? asked Archroy*. 'l can't place your accent.'
'I'm from down under,' said Vincent Trillby. 'Do you know where | might rent an alotment patch?

Now, whether this question was merely conversationa, as had been the terrantology remark, or whether
Vincent Trillby redlly wanted to rent an alotment patch, was not immediately knowable, but the effect
that it had on The Swan's patrons was -how shall we say? — marked.

All conversation ceased and twenty-three pairs of suspicious eyes turned upon Vincent Trillby.



*Who had yet to take up Dimac or find the Ark of Noah.

Neville, the part-time barman, wasthe first to speak. "What do you want with alotments, mister? he
asked. 'Are you from the Customs and Excise?

Vincent shook hishead. And gpparently unfazed by the eectricity intheair, he said, 'l need aplot of
land.'

Barrington took the small man to one side and put him wise. "Y ou do not just walk into someone'slocal
and gtart asking for an dlotment patch,’ said he, making furtive side glances towards those he knew to be
talking about him. 'People are gpt to become apprehensive and possibly hogtile. An dlotment isaplace
of sanctuary. A sacred place. Viditing onesdlotment isabit like being aModem and making the
pilgrimageto Mecca''

'How much like? asked Vincent Trillby.

‘Not much redly. But listen, certain things take place on alotments. Certain things which are nat, in the
eyes of the law, gtrictly above the bread board. Certain plants are grown, certain spiritsdistilled. | don't
wish to go into thistoo deeply, but I'm afraid you have as much chance of getting an alotment patch
around here asthereisof . . . He sought something suitably absurd with which to make his point. '‘As
thereis of Sam Sprout over there getting around in.’

'So, what are you al having? asked Sam suddenly.
'About thisplot of land,’ said Vincent.

* k *

How it cameto passthat aweek later old Arthur Card became fatally entangled in the coils of his garden
hose and died leaving his alotment patch to Vincent Trillby was anyone's guess. But those who had their
suspicions kept them to themsalves. Vincent Trillby was aready acquiring areputation asaman it was
better not to cross.

Those who cameinto proximity with his diminutive person generaly went upon their way with lighter
pockets and heavier hearts. Catholics crossed themsel ves as he marched by.

Babiesfilled their ngppies.

Archroy called round a Barrington's one morning to bid him the best of the day and assure him that
whatever the dreaded eventudity currently filling hismind might be, it was nothing he should worry
himself about (and possibly to scrounge acup of coffee). Vincent Trillby appeared in the doorway,
drinking acup of coffee and wearing Barrington's dressing-gown.

'He's gone away for acouple of weeks,' said Vincent. ‘Now clear off or I'll set my dog on you.'
Archroy took hisleave.

It soon became noticeable, to those who notice such things, that athough Trillby was till about, he was
for the most part only observed during night-time hours, and with furtive expresson and scurrying fest.

And it was Archroy who wasthe first to notice that something was strangdly amiss with the late Arthur
Card's alotment patch.

Archroy, John Omally* and Father Moity stood upon the brim of the once-plot and stared down into
what looked for al thiswonderful world like avery deep crater indeed.



It wasn't here last night,” Archroy assured the other two lookers-down. ' noticed it thismorning as| was
onmy milk round.’

John Omally lifted the flat cap he wore at the time and scratched at acurly forelock. 'Isit dug?' he
asked. 'It has more the look of being caused rather than dug.'

'It'sthat Vincent Trillby," said Archroy. 'I've seen him skulking around here a night. | tell you, that manis
up to no good. We should go round and confront him. Strike him, if needs be."

Father Moity sucked upon the briar he smoked at the time and fingered hisclerica collar. 'l am not so
certain that thereis anything to confront Trillby with. After dl, thisishis plot now and he will no doubt tell
usthat he has been turning the sod. Adding that we should bugger off and mind our own business.’

'I think he'sin league with the Devil,' said Archroy, suddenly.

'‘And | must be off about business of my own," said Father Moity, hoisting up his cassock and having it
away on histoes. His gppearance in the story had been brief, and, even for aman of

*Who had yet to become alegendary hero, in the mould of Wolfe of Quebec, Robin of Sherwood, or Eve of
Destruction.
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the cloth, quite without any lasting merit. 'Farewell.’

John Omally peered down into the darkness beneath. ‘It isavery deep pit,’ said he, 'and | cannot seeits
bottom.’

Archroy chewed this observation over for amoment or two, coupled it with his own last remark and
cameto asudden, though not atogether welcome, conclusion. 'The Bottomless Pit,’ said he.

"The what? asked John, who had been idly kicking stonesinto the hole and listening in vain for asound.
‘The bottomless pit. John, what isthe date?

Omadlly, who owned neither watch nor calendar, but had a good memory, said, The sixth of June!’
'And the year?

'1966, of course.’

'Hoopla!" said Archroy. 'The 6-6-66, now there'sathing.'

'So what? asked John.

'What'sthe time?

Omally shrugged. 'l was pretty impressive knowing the date, please don't push things."

And ding-dong (merrily on high) went the church clock of St Mary's.

It'sfive-thirty," said John. 'And opening time.'

'Not tonight." Archroy put on adesperate expresson. 'Five-thirty p.m. and, if I'm not mistaken, the
trouble will start at Six minutes past Sx."

"You'velost me,' said John Omally. But Archroy hadntt.



'Wed best go round to Barrington's house now," said thelad. 'Seeif thevillainisthere. Time, asthey say,
isrunning out." And the two men ran out of the dlotments.

Asthey rushed towards Mafeking Avenue, Archroy breathlessy explained the theory that was blooming
in hishead. 'It'sthat Vincent Trillby," he spluttered. 'He gets the alotment and he builds The Bottomless
Pit, or hedigsit, or causesit to appear, or something. And if I'm not mistaken he'swaiting for that very
moment that only occurs once every century, to rlease dl the horrid nasties onto unsuspecting mankind.

'According to the Book of Revelation, the great beast's number is 666. So that exact time would be six
minutes past Sx on the sixth of the sixth, sixty-six. Double whammy. ThisVincent Trillby isold Nick
himsdf!

Omadlly huffed and he puffed. He wasn't any too keen to hear thiskind of talk. But it somehow made dl
kinds of sense. 'Didn't he say that he'd come from down under T asked John, as he huffed and he puffed.

And the two rushed on. Archroy quoting dl he knew of The Book of Revelation and Omaly shaking his
head and rolling up his deeves. Presently they reached Mafeking Avenue.

‘Number twelve,' said Archroy.
Omally counted the houses asthey ran. 'Number six, number eight, number ten, number . . .’
‘Number fourteen,’ said Archroy. ‘'Now thereésathing.’

'And theré's another,’ said Orndly, as the sky suddenly darkened. 'Isthat a great big storm coming or
what?

'Or what, would be my guess. Back to the pit. Back to the pit.’
And back towardsthe pit ran they.

It wasdl quite exciting redly. Although there certainly was an e ement of danger involved. The Devil
incarnate about to unleash al the horrors of The Bottomless Pit upon the plain God-fearing people of
Brentford.

And everything.

By the time they reached the dlotment gates, they were pretty much out of bresth. Omally had sworn that
he would never smoke another Woodhbine, and Archroy that if he should survive, he would become a
monk.

The storm was getting up atrest. Black clouds tumbled in the heavens. Lightning pitched and struck.
Wind whistled, thunder biffed and banged. Rain showers seemed imminent.

Therel There!’ cried Omally. And there, there, he stood. Although still small, he was avesome, hisold
frock-coat whipped about him in thewind and his salf-styled hat showed two distinct pesks.

Somewhat horn-like.
And he stood, mouthing something on the very rim of The Fit.
'Lord save us,’ gasped Archroy. 'What do you reckon the timeis?

Omally gagged for breath. I heard the clock chime. Maybe five past six.’



'Weve got to stop him." Archroy snatched up half abrick from apile quite conveniently placed and
advanced upon the terrible figure. Omally did likewise. Anicy wind wasrising and it was getting darker
by the moment.

"Y ou go that way, I'll go this," shouted Archroy.
Lightning exploded from every side and the wind grew stronger and stronger.

Trillby stood with his hands raised as high as his short arm's length would alow. He ranted and raved
with his eyes glowing red. The ground rocked and shivered and screams could be heard welling up from
the darkness below.

It was horrible!

Archroy flung his haf-a-brick—

And missed.

Trillby turned upon him. 'Too late, too late," he crowed. ‘Now is my time. You dl die. All. All. All.
Youfirg!" Omdly threw hismissle.

Vincent Trillby caught it in the left ear. He swiveled around on the rim of the pit, spitting fireand
brimstone, laughing like aloon.

John Omdlly kicked himin the cobblers.

Vincent Trillby staggered back and tumbled, down into the pit of his own making. Down and down. For
ever and for ever.

The sound that followed might well have been described asindescribable. The earth heaved and the
pit closed like agrest hungry mouth snapping over afish finger.

And dl went very quiet. And the sun came out again.

Barrington Barber appeared at the alotment gates. 'Hello, lads,’ said he. 'How's tricks?

Archroy scratched at his head. "Where have you been? he asked.

Barrington Barber scratched at his head. 'Well. Thelast thing | remember is, | was dowsing down my
dustbin when there was aknock at the door . . . then it al sort of goes blank. What are you blokes doing
here anyway?

John Omally now scratched at his head. 'Hey, Archroy,’ said he, ‘what are we doing here?
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A henisonly an egg'sway of making other

eggs-Popular Aphorism.

POTSIN THE SHED

Nigel found those potsin the shed. Held one high above his head. His sister in her rubber mac, Called to
him to put it back.



But Nigel was completely captivated and could not hear her at all.

Nigel's sster skipped in the lane, When suddenly acry of pain, Shook the cam and village air, And
shortly after, in despair,

CameNige with hishead al cut and abloody big bump on hisforehead.
Nigd'ssster laughed with glee.

"That servesyou right, believe you me,

Y ou never heard aword | said,

Y ou should have | eft those potsin the shed.'

But Nigd didn't hear that either because he had concussion.

THE DOG FORMERLY KNOWN AS PRINCE

There were potsin Danny's shed. Fine big potsthey were. Terracotta pots. And there was a broken hoe,
an old-fashioned rat trap, some bails of wire and abit of abench with half abag of solid cement tucked
away benesth it*.

On the bench were many curious items: odd roots and dried vegetable matter, pickled thingsinjars, the

remains of Aunt May's favourite fox-fur stole, marbles and magnets, medica textbooks and motor cycle
manuals. But, taking up the greater part of the bit of abench, was an overlarge something covered by a

pink nylon bed shest.

Danny went, Tarrasah!" and flung the sheet aside.

And by thelight of asngle hurricanelamp

*Many theories abound concerning why there is always half a bag of solid cement in every garden shed. The best
being that it isatradition, or an old charter. Or something.
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his wonder was reveded. And lo hiswonder was a dog.
It was Princey the Wonder Woofer.

Danny viewed the magnificent congtruction, so redlistic asto be avesome. It wasadog dl right. And
some dog. A grest big, lovable, floppy-eared, cold-nosed, waggy-tailed, golden-haired Labrador of a
dog. Good boy, Princey. Good boy there.

Danny whistled. 'Beaut,’ said he. 'It's coming on atreat.' He ran aloving hand over the canine head,
tickled it beneath an ear, stroked his knuckle under the chin. It looked perfect.

Y ou couldn't seethejoins or stitches. And it didn't look like astuffed dog ether. It looked like the real
McCruft's, just standing still, waiting for the command to fetch agtick or beg abiscuit. Danny gaveit a
pat upon the back. 'Good boy,' said he. 'Good boy there.'

"You like it then, Danny boy?:

'l loveit. But will it really work? | mean how does it work? Isit radio-controlled, or what?



'Voice-activated, of course.'

Danny clapped his hands together. ‘It's brilliant. But what makesit go?Isit clockwork or doesit have
batteries?

'Secret, Danny. | can't tell you everything.'

'But what | don't understand is, how do you work on it? | mean, you're a discorporate being. Y ou don't
have abody. But each time | come here, abit more's been done. And | can never figure out when you
did it, because you're dwayswith me!'

'/ have my methods, Danny.'

'Yesbut how ... 7

'‘Leaveit, will you?'

'Yes, but, dl | want to know is—'

‘Leaveit!" Thistime Danny felt the voice. It echoed about in hishead. It actualy hurt.
'Oh." Danny put his handsto histemples. ‘Not so loud. Stop.’

“Time to go home, Danny. Time to go home.'

'Yes. OK. Right, I'D do that.'

'‘Good boy, Danny. Good boy there.'

I nspector Westlake paced up and down the hall. The hall wasin ahouse and the house wasin Moby
Dick Terrace. Number eight. Inspector Westlake's hands were in his pockets and his chin was on his
chest. He had a bit of a sweat on aso.

The ingpector was a professional policeman. No mucking about. Things done by the rulebook, because
that'swhat the ratebook's for. Tal the inspector was. Imposing. Long neck.

They have long necks, policemen, don't they? Or perhapsit'sjust the haircuts. A bit like soldiers, or any
of the armed servicesredly. Simplerule of thumb there: if the job demandsthat you have your hair cut
off, tell them to stick the job. Inspector Westlake hadn't told them to stick it. He was a career policeman.
In the force until pension.

Tdl, imposing, long neck, professond. Hard bastard. Gaunt, chisdl-featured, bitter mouth.
He paced.

Atintervas he ceased pacing and turned towards awall, where he gently kicked at the skirting board.
Then he shook his head, returned his chin to his chest and resumed pacing.

Mid-morning sunlight fell upon him through the stained-glass pand s of the front door. A colourful erotic
confection styled in the manner of Peter Fendi. Each time the ingpector paced in the direction of the front
door hischinrosealittle and his head cocked upon one side. And thoughts of the Long Jean Silver came
tohim.

But each time he paced back again, towards the rear parlour, his face became grave and his chin pressed
firmly down.



The front door siwung open and banged against thewall. A young constable, of the type so useful in
supplying comic relief when things get redly heavy, tripped over the doormat and fell into the hall.

"That'sabit premature, lad,' said Ingpector Westlake.
'Excuseme, Sir?

'We haven't set the sceneyet. All I've doneis pace!
'Sorry, Sr. Should | go out and comein again?

'l think that would befor the best. Yes'!'

The young constable went out and came in again. Thistime the door didn't bang and he didn't fall over
the mat.

"That's much better,' said Inspector Westlake. 'Now go on, tell me what you want.'

'Pardon me, sir, but the Soco's here!'

‘Socko the magic clown?

'No, sir. Soco. Scene of Crime Officer. And the forensic people and the press.

'Isthe street cordoned of f?

'Yes, ar.'

'‘Bunting?

'No, I'm Constable Dreadlock, gir.'

'‘Bunting, lad! Thoselittle flags on along string that you hang out for coronations and royd weddings.'
'Dont think | quitefollow you, Sir.’

'Wdll, you cordon off the streets for aroya wedding and you hang up bunting. | would have thought that
was patently obvious. Never mind, Constable Dreadlock, did you say?

'It'saPolish name, sir. It means "he who comes in the middle of the night bearing abox of chocolates'.!

'How very interesting. Well, don't just stand there like acandle in the wind, Dreadlock. Send in the
clowns!’

'Er, yes, g, I'll do that." Constable Dreadlock offered aformal salute and departed. He knew, asal his
fellow officers knew, that Inspector Westlake was a certifiable loon. But he wasn't going to be the oneto
speak up about it and lose his penson. Hewas a professiondl.

A very short, fat, round, bald-headed fellow, wearing ayellow tweed suit, wire-framed specsand a
goatee beard, and evidently designed to contrast

with the ingpector, now entered the hall. 'Inspector Westlake,' said he.
"That's acoincidence,' said the inspector.

'No, no, no.' The fat man shook hisbady head. 'I'm Gould. But don't be formal. Call me



Fridge-Magnet.'
'Fridge-Magnet, did you say?

'It's a Cherokee Indian name. Father was a Cherokee Indian serving on an airbase here. Secret one, very
hush-hush. And you know how they name red Indian children—'

It'snative American, isn't it?

'Isit? Wdll, they name them by holding them up by theriver and caling them after thefirst thing they see.
But it wasraining, o | got baptized in the kitchen.'

"Would you like to see the body? asked Inspector Westlake.
'Oh, there'sabody, isthere?
'Parts of one, yes!'

'Parts of one.' Fridge-Magnet Gould smiled broadly and rubbed his hands together. ‘'L et's have alook
then.’

I nspector Westlake pushed open the rear parlour door. Mr Gould peeped in. And whistled. 'Wdll,' said
he.'Wdll ... er...yes...wdl . . . that'sdefinitely . . . partsof abody . . . yesindeed.'

'And aong the mantelpiece.’ Ingpector Westl ake pointed.

‘Mm, yes!

'And threaded onto that drying-line before the window.'

'Mm, there too. Rather festive, abit like—'

‘Bunting.’

'No, Gould," said Mr Gould. 'l think I'd better get one of my chaps to take some photos.'
Til comb my hair then.'

'Y es, you do that.' Fridge-Magnet Gould shook his bald head and waddled away up the hall. 'Oh,
Inspector,” he called back, 'do you have any idea of the identity of the body?

Inspector Westlake took out his regulation police notebook and flipped through the pages. ‘A Mrs
Roeg,' said he. 'Glenda Roeg.'

'Doneto death,’ said The Kid, to roars of applause. 'Ripped up and spread all about.’
'Y oure winding me up,’ said Sandy, and laughter filled the air.
"Turn off that bloody machine,' said Big Frank. 'It's not funny and nobody likesit.’

Sandy |ooked around the pub. The lunch-time crowd that normally packed the place was abit lacking. In
fact, other than for Big Frank and The Kid, there was only Marmdy to be seen. And he was going off to
thetoilet.

Typica,' said Sandy. 'Y ou bend over backwards to please people and they spit in your eye.’



Big Frank tried to picture that, but the effort was too great for him.
Sandy switched off the canned-laughter machine.
‘Ripped up? he said. 'What, like sawn up, or hacked, or torn limb from limb?

'l think limb from limb would haveit,' said The Kid. 'l shinned over the back fence and had asquint in
through the parlour window. | couldn't see too much, there was a policeman in there having his picture
taken. But the limb-from-limbing appeared to be quite comprehensive.’

'Urgh,’ said Sandy. "Weren't you sick?
'Ohyes,' said The Kid. 'All over the place. Give us another Bloody Mary please.

Sandy did the business. 'I'm glad | don't livein Moby Dick Terrace, that's the second murder in afew
months.’

'Could happen anywhere," said Big Frank. 'It's just a coincidence. Two murdersin the same street, blood
everywhere, bits of body strewn al around.'

"Y ou don't see some kind of pattern emerging then? asked The Kid, with asmirk on hisface.

‘Nah.' Big Frank shook hisbig head. 'l used to work in amorgue, remember. One year we had eight
young women, al raped, strangled and mutilated inidentica ways, just coincidence. And before that it
was tobacconists, heads cut off and bottles of Tizer stuck in the neckholes. Coincidence again. You get a
run on acertain type of crime. It happensdl thetime!

TheKid hid hisface and tifled hismirth. 'Y ou prat,’ said he.

'Y ou what?

‘Nothing. Soit'sjust a coincidence, that's your opinion?

‘Bound to be." Big Frank took abig swill of beer.

‘But Mrs Roeg.' Sandy shook his head sadly. 'Good-looking woman, what awaste."

The Kid looked up at the barman. 'So it wouldn't have been awaste if it had been an ugly-looking
woman?

‘Certainly not,' said Sandy. 'We've asurplus of ugly-looking women in this country. And ugly-looking
men, cometo think of it. Look a Big Frank here, for instance.’

"True enough,' said TheKid.
'Bollocks,’ said Big Frank.
Marmdly returned from the toilet. Y our bog's been vanddized,' said he.

'l know," Sandy said. 'l did it mysdlf. Givesthe Gentsabit of character, | thought. I'm trying to attract a
rougher clientele to the pub. What do you think?

'Very nice' said Marmdy. 'Does this mean that al the yobbos you previoudy barred will beinvited
back?

'Certainly does. Y ou see, with the laughter machine driving away al the respectable customers, | didn't



have any choice.’

Marmdy shook hishead. Y ou couldn't argue with that kind of logic. 'Smart move,’ said Marmdy. 'Well
drink esawherein future then.'

'l should,’ said Sandly. 'It'll be Hell in here. I'm thinking of selling up before the trouble arts!

And asif on cue (for such isthe only way to do things) the saloon-bar door opened and in walked Danny
Orion.

'Hello each,’ said Danny.
'Blimey," said Big Frank. 'It has returned. It speaks to us once more.’
'What do you mean? Danny asked.

'He means, said The Kid, 'that you haven't been in here for months. Not since you got the job in the
offy.

'Of course | have. Haven't 1? No, maybe | haven't. | can't quite seem to remember.’

'You haven't,’ said Marmdly. 'So did you get the sack, isthat it? Good thing too. It's bad luck to work in
an off-licence. Uncle of mine worked in an off-licence and he cameto avery sticky end. It'sastrange
gory, but I'll tell itif I may.’

THE TALE OF MARMSLY'SUNCLE

'No thanks,' said Danny.

'Oh,' sadd Marmdly. 'Please yoursdlf then.'

'Wdll,' Danny said, 'if it'sso long since I've been in, then | suppose it must be my round.’
Thisremark received what is known as a consensus.

Sandy did some more business.

'Actudly, you look like shit," said Big Frank.

'How dare you," said Danny.

'Well you do, bags under your eyes, face dl thin. Y ou look shagged out.'

'l don't." Danny glared at hisreflection in the mirror behind the bar. A amiling face gazed back at him,
rosy cheeked, bright eyed (no doubt bushy tailed aso). Hedlthy it looked. To Danny.

'Knackered,' said Big Frank.

'I'm never knackered. I'mfine. | ook fineand | fed fine!'
'Hmmph!" said Big Frank, proving that it could be done.
'So did you get the sack? The Kid asked.

'No,' said Danny. 'Infact, | think I'minlinefor promotion. | sent off for thisbook, RUNEISTICS The
Modem Science of Mental Health. It teaches you how to think positively. I'm achanged man.’



'Did you hear about Mrs Roeg? asked Big Frank.

‘Mrs Roeg? No.'

'Dead,’ said The Kid. '"Murdered, chopped up and strewn al about the place.’
'No? Danny'sface did a Procul Harum. 'Dead?| don't believeit.'

‘Lagt night.’

'But she wasin the shop.' Danny's thoughts returned to that time. And to the words which had flashed up
on the cash register when he ran the bar-code-reader over Mrs Roeg's wrist weeks before. And then
Danny's thoughts became alittle scrambled. He recalled leaving the shop and going to the alotment shed
and then . . . what? Going home to bed? Danny couldn't remember. He had

gone hometo bed, hadn't he? He woke up in bed this morning. But there was some dream. Some
horrible dream.

'Be at peace there, Danny Boy.'

And then Danny forgot al about any dream and could only think of his dog. Good boy, Princey. Good
boy there.

And the voice in Danny's head hummed a soothing melody and whispered, 'Good boy, Danny. Good
boy there.'

And Danny smiled ahappy smile and bought another round.
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If you took as much LSD as Paul McCartney, you wouldn't eat anything with aface ether.
TED NUGENT, 1995

THE COWBOY WHO LIVES ON THE MOON

Glensfull of monarchs, With antlers and stuff, That snort a the golfers, Who dig in the rough. For bdls
gone astray, That arewell out of play, Cursein Hebrew and Gaelic and pigeon Malay.

The hordes of the Mongols, That livein our street, Wear lounge suits of satin, And look most effete.
They speak wdll of Khan,

And the old seaman’'s yam, But curse common markets and Lords of the Fleet.

The brown teeth of sailors, Who whistle the tune, Of hornpipes from whalers, That set out in June. Know
nothing of bingo, Or George, Paul and Ringo, And less of the cowboy who lives on the moon.

MURMURS OF DISAPPROVAL

Danny stayed too long at The Shrunken Head. He'd quite forgotten how much he enjoyed the company
of hisfriends. And thus he drank rather deeply of reunion’s chalice and was very late back to work.

Mr Doveston was appalled. 'Y ou went to a pub'? Why did you go to a pub? 'l dunno,’ said Danny. I
just sort of felt likeit.' 'Felt likeit? Mr Doveston threw his handsin the air and paced up and down the
shop in the fashion of Inspector Westlake (who had recently paced up and down ahal and whom Mr

Doveston knew socidly). It was just on awhim, wasit?



'l suppose 0, said Danny, wondering where he might sit down.

'On awhim you go to the pub and get pissed?

'Oh hang about. I'm not pissed.’

'You're dl over the place, lad. Palein the face. Bags under your eyes.'

'l don't have any bags under my eyes." Danny examined hisface in an advertisng mirror by the door. He
gl looked peachy. To him.

'I'm perturbed,’ said Mr Doveston. 'l feel you have betrayed my trust.'

' Tell him to fuck off:

‘Dont bedlly.

'I'm not being silly, young man.’

'l wasn't talking to you.' Danny leaned himsalf upon the counter. And he swayed a bit as he did so.

It just won't do." Mr Doveston had his arms folded now. He was making tsk-tsk sounds with histongue.
He was quite getting into thisredlly. He liked telling people off. In fact, what he liked most was dressing
up in uniform and telling people off. And hitting them with sticks, of course. Heliked that very much.
'Won't do.' He shook his head and tsked some more. 'l was going to recommend you for promotion,
what with me being offered the post of areamanager and you being my star pupil. | fed very let down.’

"You should be et down the toilet on a length of rope.’

'Stop it," said Danny.

'What? asked Mr Doveston.

'Nothing. Look, I'm sorry. It won't happen again, | promise.’

'Four weeks, Orion.' Mr Doveston held up four fingers, then waved them in time with hiswords. "Four
weeks to redeem yoursalf. Four weeks to prove to me you're worth it. Four weeksin which to repay my
trust. Four weeks—'

Danny collapsed on the floor in a heap.

'Areyou listening to me, Orion?

I'm ligtening. I'm ligtening." Danny floundered about.

'It'sthe only chance you're going to get.'

'Bite hisankle. Snk your teethin.'

‘No!'

'No? Y ou don't want a chance?

'I'm not well," mumbled Danny. 'l don't fed too good. It's not the beer, it's something e se’

'Get up, boy, ther€lll be customers. Y ou can't liethere. Mr Doveston tugged at Danny's arm. 'Come on



now.'

'Leave me done.’

‘Come on now, get up.’

'Snk your teeth in, Danny. Snk your teeth in deep.’
'Shut up, will you?

'I'm not having this" Mr Doveston refolded hisarms. 'Get up and go home a once. Comein tomorrow at
nine sharp, and well discuss your future with this company, should you actudly have one.’

'Soit in his eye, Danny boy.'

'Stop it, please.”

'Get up, Orion.’

Danny tried to get up, but he couldn't. He felt

absolutely wretched. And it wasn't just the beer. Hefelt weird. Didocated.
‘Time to go, Danny boy. Time to go home to bed.’

Danny wrenched himsdlf to hisfeet, hishead swimming. 'I'm going,’ said he. 'And I'm sorry. I'm very
sorry.!

'WEell see about that and you won't be paid for today.'
'OK. I'mgoing. I'm sorry.'

Mr Doveston held open the door and Danny stumbled out into the street. 'l fedl very let down indeed,
sadMr D.

Danny half turned and opened his mouth, but he didn't speak, he turned back and lumbered away.

Acrossthe street awhite van was parked on the double yelow lines. Severa parking tickets were taped
to the windscreen, which wastinted a smoky grey. In the driving seet sat ayoung man who wasn't aman
at dl. He keyed theignition, put the van into gear and followed Danny aong.

'So,' said Ingpector Westlake. 'What are your conclusions?

Fridge-Magnet Gould pedled off hissurgica gloves and dropped them into a bucket. ‘Murder,’ said he.
'Panand ample!’

"You cdl thisplain and smple?

"The actual murder side of it was plain and smple. Somebody reached down this woman's throat and
pulled out her—'

‘That's hardly plain and far from smple’

'Y ou'd need agood strong arm,’ said F. M. Gould. ‘And afirm grip, but it can be done. Would you care
for me to demonstrate? On this constable here, for instance?



'No way," said Constable Dreadlock, who was nosing about with evident relish.

'Any wegponsinvolved? the inspector asked. 'Knives? Cutting implements? Bone saws? Hairdriers?
Fork-lift trucks? Parquet flooring?

Mr Gould cut the ingpector's wandering stream of consciousness mercifully short. 'Bare hands,' said he.
‘Bare hands?'

'Bare hands.’

'Cor,' said the constable, 'bare hands.'

'And time of death?

'Between two and three am. and, | nspector—'

'Yes?

"The body isincomplete. The hands and feet are missing.'

'Cor," said the congtable once again.

I nspector Westlake turned to the young ghoul. "What about the neighbours? he asked.

Congtable Dreadlock scratched hishelmet. 'l think they've still got their hands and feet. I'm sure | would
have noticed. Or they would have mentioned it."

I nspector Westlake made a scowling face. "What about the neighbours, did they see or hear anything?
The congtable fiddled with hisregulation

notebook. 'No-one saw anything. But . . . the neighbours on both sides were awoken at around
two-thirty am. by thenoise!’

"The noise of the struggle?

‘The noise of adog, said the congtable. 'Coming from in here. It was very loud. Barking and howling.
Both sides say they banged on the walls:’

‘A dog? Inspector Westlake shrugged. Mr Fridge-Magnet Gould aso shrugged. ‘A dog?
‘That's what they say, Sir, adog.'

I nspector Westlake shook his head and gazed about at the human debrislittering the room. Tl me,
Congtable,' said he, ‘doesthislook like adog's doing to you?

Constable Dreadlock joined in the gazing. That bit over there does, sir, he said.
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No comment.

JEFFREY ARCHER

ODE TO THE ANTIQUITY OF MICROBES



Adam Had 'em.

THE NEW STORY SO FAR

Old Sam Sprout has discovered agreat and terrible secret. That mankind is plagued by arace of invisible
paradites, The Riders, beingsthat exist within a spectrum which cannot be viewed by man. The negative
spectrum of Black Light.

Old Sam has made this momentous discovery through an accident which occurred to hiseft foot, but
dies donein mysterious circumstances before he

is able to communicate what he has found to others.

Unknown to old Sam, others have dready made this discovery and are determined to wage war upon
The Riders and free mankind (The Riders apparently being able to control the thoughts of those they ride
upon). At asecret American airbasein the middle of adesert, special agent Parton Vrane, ageneticaly
engineered haf-man, haf-cockroach, who bears an uncanny resemblance to the now legendary Gary
Busey, isput on the case and dispatched to Greet Britain.

Hismission: seek and contain a particularly nasty specimen of theinvisible parasitic race, one that
identifiesitsdf as A DOG CALLED DEMOLITION and which has driven its unwilling human hoststo
kill, timeand again.

Now, athough an epic borrower, old Sam Sprout has died gpparently penniless, prompting one of his
many creditors, acertain Danny Orion (young ne'er-do-well and professional ordinary bloke), to enter
his house in search of hidden booty.

Here Danny becomes possessed by DEMOLITION, which settles upon him, invading and controlling his
thoughts. DEMOLITION informs Danny that it is hisholy guardian angel and that it will stleer himon a
courseto financia success and give him what he has aways wanted: adog of hisvery own. In fact, it will
actudly hep himto build one.

Danny consders himsdf ayoung man blessed of the gods.
Hewill shortly discover that heisanything but.

Wejoin Danny, at midnight, in hisalotment shed where, after alunch-time drinking spree and an
afternoon deeping it off, which has probably cost him his job and was no doubt prompted by
DEMOLITION, who does not have Danny's best interests at heart but now almost totally controls his
mind, Danny's dog Princey is about to be taken for walkies.

WAKIN' THE DOG

Danny lit the hurricane lamp and looked al around the shed. There he was, on the bench, al draped over
with the pink nylon shest.

Good old Princey. Good boy there.

Danny clapped his hands together. I s he finished? he asked.

'Absolutely. The final vital components were added last night."

‘Jolly good,’ said Danny and he whipped away the shest.

Good Boy Princey |ooked pretty damn good. He looked even bigger than the night before and somehow



better formed, more firm and round and huggable. Good haunches he had, if dogs have haunches. Yes,
of coursethey do, everything has

haunches. Except for fish. Fish have fins, everybody knows that! Greet floppy earsand atall just ready
towag.

Danny gave him apat on the head. And then Danny yawned.
'Not tired?' asked the voicein his head. "You've been kipping half the afternoon.’

'l know, but I've felt tired since thismorning and | woke up with asore throat. If | didn't know better I'd
be tempted to think that | hadn't dept at dl last night.’

'Really? saidthevoice.

‘Redlly, if | didn't know better I'd be tempted to think that | was awake dl night howling like adog and
doing something redly energetic.’

‘Like what?' asked the voice.
'l don't know, like ripping someone limb from limb with my bare hands!'
‘What an absurd thought.'

'lsn't it? But then everybody's been telling me how dreadful | look and eachtime | look inamirror | seea
redlly hedthy face looking back.'

‘Do you?

'l do. And if | didn't know better I'd be tempted to think that you are somehow making me see what you
wanted meto see. Silly, isn't it?

Very.'

'Becauseif you were doing that,' said Danny, ‘it would mean that you weren't my holy guardian angel at
all, but some kind of demon that had entered my head.'

'‘Well, that really issilly," said thevoice.

'l know. Becauseif that was the case you would never have built methislovely dog. | mean, if that was
the case, then thislovely dog wouldn't actudly be alovely dog at dl. I'd just be thinking it was alovely
dog and seeing it asalovely dog when it was redlly something absolutely hideous, like some monster
constructed from human body parts.’

'Ludicrous, en?" said thevoice.

‘Ludicrous, agreed Danny. 'So how do | get Princey started then? Do | press a button or something?
'No, you just open the artery of your left wrist and let him drink your blood.'

'Oh very good.' Danny laughed. 'Most amusing, oh yes!'

'I'mnot kidding," said the voice.

Danny laughed again. 'Very droll. So | should just take this Stanley knife," he took up the knifein
question, which hedidn't recal bringing to the hut, 'and open my wrist?



'Y ep, that's what you do.’

'Y eah, right.’

'/ mean it, Danny. Don't cut too deep, he only needs a couple of pints.'

‘A couple of pints? Danny said, in hisfinest Tony Hancock. 'That's nearly an armful.’

'‘Get onwith it' said thevoice,

Danny put down the knifein ahurry. Y ou're not kidding, are you? he said.

'/ never kid, Danny. | don't have timeto kid.'

'Y eah, well you can forget it. If it needs abit of blood to get it started, I'll get some from the butcher's!
"You already did. It didn't work.'

'What do you mean, | dready did?

'Cut, Danny. Feed the dog. It's a nice woofy friendly dog. It's your dog. | made it all for you. You don't mind chipping
in with a paltry pint or two of blood, surely?'

I don't likethis,' said Danny. 'If | didn't know better, I'd be tempted to think—'

'Shut up!" said the voice. 'I'm fed up with your thinking. All you ever do isthink. And a load of old rubbish you think
too.'

'Y ou don't know what | think.'
'Of course | know what you think. | do most of your thinking for you now anyway.'

‘Ligen,' said Danny, 'l don't likethis. | do want the dog. But | don't like this. Would you kindly leave my
head for amoment? | haveto think.'

'Pick up the knife, Danny. Pick up the knife.'
'| certainly will not.’
"You certainly will too.'

And outsde was quiet on the dlotment. Midnight quiet. Nice full moon up on high, whitening the
highlights and blackening the shadows. A skulking cat that might have been the giant feral Tom of legend.
Or then again might not. An earwig in aflowerpot. Pupating larvae of the order Dictyoptera.

A deeping drunk called Hermogonies K. Thukrutes from another book entirely (but agreat one).*
All was peace. Tranquillity.

But then the midnight quiet imploded. From Danny's shed there came a scream. An awful scream it was
and one torn from ahuman throat.

A potty-filler of ascream, it rang and echoed, clanged and bashed about the hallowed ground.
And then achoking strangled cry and then adurping licking sound. Andthen . . . And then. . .
Full moon above.



A werewolf's moon.

A howl. Long drawn, deep-throated howl.
' Aaaaa000000000000000000000Wh!"

It went.

Then slence.

*A pound for the first correct answer on a postcard.
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'Y ou get fucked and you learn.’
JOE PERRY/, 1990

TERRIER AT MY TROUSERS

| wandered in my nine-league boots (My ‘tens were at the menders), To where the toffsin Sunday suits
(the hobnobs and big spenders) Were sauntering among the crowds (upon that Sunday, sunny), And |
was Sitting on abench (I hadn't any money).

But | got up, to takethe air (and try again to make it). When aterrier with wiry hair Took hold of me by
the cobblers! (I didn't half shout | cantell you.)

IT'STHE BLEEDING MEKON
Danny awoke from adream like the cover of a Carcass abum.*

Hejerked up to flounder around in hisbed. But hewasn't in hisbed. He stared up at hisceiling. But it
wasn't hiscalling. It wastheroof of hisallotment shed. Oh no.

'Oh no," Danny went. 'Oh God, no!" and he clutched at hisface and felt the sticky pull of his hands. It
was blood. His blood. 'No, no, no.’

It was yes, yes, yes. Yesit was.

'Oh God, no," Danny went and he gaped dl around. There was blood al right. Everywhere. He was
drenchedinit.

Danny felt sick (well, you would). He struggled up and groaned. Hisleft wrist was bound up with a
ripped-off length of- 'My shirt!"

Danny dragged himself to hisfeet and swayed back and forwards. Giddy and ill. That hadn't happened?
Had it? Say it hadn't happened. Not the Stanley knife and hiswrist and the dog licking and drinking and
howling? That howl, that terrible howl. That hadn't redly happened, had it? No!

It'sgone.’ Danny stared at the bench. 'Princey’'s gone. Whereisit? What have you made me do?
Therewasslence.
*Thefirst one, Reek of Putrefaction. (Still their best, in my opinion.)

Danny shook his head and banged at histemples. 'What did you make me do? What happened? I'm



talking to you. Answer me. Answver me.'
But no answer came.

"Y ou're not there." Danny shook his head again, rooted a gory finger into hisleft earhole. 'Y ou've gone.
Y ou've left me. Where are you? Where are you?

But it had gone. Thething that had possessed him. And suddenly terrible thoughts came to Danny,
terrible memories of things he had done. Hideous things. Inhuman things.

Murderous things. And not just to Mrs Roeg, but to others aso.

'No,' Danny screamed. 'l didn't do those things. Those are not my memories. No they're not. They're
not.'

But somehow they were.

I'mill." Danny ran his sticky fingers through his matted hair. 'lI've gone mad or something. Something's
happened to me. Oh God. Oh God.'

On the bench lay abroken shard of mirror glass. Danny gazed into it. Then fell back in horror a what he
Saw.

Hewas awreck: grest black bags under his eyes, sunken cheeks, chalk-white skin benesth the flecks of
blood.

Helooked asif he hadn't dept or eaten for days. And he felt horrendous, hungertom, ravaged.
Thisis not happening. Thisis not happening.'

Danny lurched to the door of his shed and flung

it open. Sunlight roared in. It had to be midday.

Danny stumbled outside and collapsed. He raised himsalf onto his elbows and crawled over to anearby
water-buitt.

'Clean yoursdf up,’ hetold himself. 'No-one must see you like this" And with the kind of Herculean effort
that made Monty of Alamein, Roy of the Rovers and Joy of Sex whatever they were, he dragged himself
up and plunged hisfaceinto the stlagnant water.

It felt like champagne.

Danny raised his head with agreat gasp, tore off his blood-spattered jacket and flung it to the ground.
His shirt wasn't too bad. The strip had been torn off the tail. Danny tucked his shirt back into his trousers.
Hewasin apretty terrible state. He needed food.

More than that he needed a drink.
A big stiff one.

Danny took gresat breaths up his nogtrils. Greet headclearing breaths. They never work. If anything they
just make you fed worse.

Danny fet worse.



'l redlly redly need adrink!" he said and he staggered from the allotment.

As Danny staggered aong he became aware that he did fed very strange indeed. He felt somehow
empty. Well not empty, but asif some part of him was missing. It was difficult to explain. Impossbleto
explain. Hed never felt anything likeit before. It had to be the loss of blood.

Or something.

Danny staggered into Moby Dick Terrace. Moby Dick Terrace. Scene of the terrible murder. The
murder of Mrs Roeg. And others. Which he somehow ... he somehow . . .

Danny staggered out of Moby Dick Terrace most speedily, crossed the precinct. The High Street. Into
Horseferry Lane.

Folk werelooking at him. Hardly surprising. Danny put his shoulders back, affected acheery grin. They
gtill looked.

Danny |looked back and smiled. And then he stopped smiling. Quite quickly. They didn't look right, these
people. They looked al wrong. Blurry somehow. Danny pinched at his eyes. Did some refocusing. No,
they till looked wrong. They didn't look quite in focus. Everything € se did — the road, the shops, the
cars. But not the people.

Danny blinked and blinked again.

The people looked completely wrong. There was something draped about their shoulders. Rising up
above their heads. Something odd. Something odious. Something he seemed to hate.

'Pull yourself together, Danny boy.' Danny stopped short in his staggering tracks. 'l said that, didn't 1?1t
wasnt. .. ?No, it wasn't, it was me. | am me, no-one else. Nothing ese. Just me.'

Danny staggered on. The Shrunken Head loomed only yards before. A truly welcoming sight. A bit more
staggering and hewas at itsdoor. A young man was leaving as Danny approached. Danny stared

a the young man and the young man stared back. Danny did some more blinking. What was that thing
the young man had upon his shoulders? Grey and out of focus. He got the impression of an overlarge
head, two black staring eyes. Spindly limbs.

'Drink,' said Danny. 'l need adrink.'
The young man pushed past him and went on hisway.
Danny entered The Shrunken Head.

There was more of acrowd than yesterday, but arough-looking crowd it was. All theloca tattooed
dregs, by the shape of it. The big-bellied lads with the rank-smelling armpits and the pit bull terriers called
Amie.

Danny eased himsdlf into the crush and made for the bar.
'Morning, Danny,' said Sandy. 'Be with you in amoment.’

'Y es, please do.' Danny found a vacant barside stool and dropped down upon it. He took further deep
breaths and tried to steady his disintegrated nerves. He was in some kind of big trouble and he just knew
it.



'So what will it be? asked Sandy.

‘Large Scotch please and—' Danny gawped at Sandy. 'What is tha.tr
'What? Sandy asked.

‘That,' said Danny, pointing. That.'

Sandy looked up above his own head. 'What are you pointing at?
Danny could seethething clearly. In the haf-light

of thebar it was plainly visible. It sat upon the barman's shoulders, afrail, naked thing, itsfragilelegs
dangling down the barman'sapels. It was al-over grey with narrow shoulders, adender neck and a
great swollen hairless head. It had huge black danting eyes, atiny nose, adit of amouth. Long, delicate
fingers caressed the barman's head, the fingertips seeming amost to enter it.

That, said Danny. 'That!"
'What?

'Oh," said Danny. 'l getit.'
'Y ou do?

'l do. It'sanew themeideafor the pub, isn't it? Let me guess, Science Fiction Lunch-times, that'sit, isn't
it? It'sthe bleeding Mekon.'

The blesding whet?

"Y ou know, out of Dan Dare comics. Y ou know. Y ou know.' Danny turned upon his stool and perused
the patrons. 'They've dl got one. How'sit done then? They look transparent.’

'‘Areyou dl right, Danny? asked Sandy. 'Because you look rather strange.’
'‘Comeon,’' said Danny. 'Don't wind me up.'

The barman turned to draw off Danny'swhisky. Then he stiffened and turned back. Danny saw the thing
on his shouldersinclineits head, stare degply into Danny's eyes, then up to a spot above his head.

As Danny looked on, the thing became agitated. Its fingers worked and worked upon the barman's head.
Massaging. Massaging.

'What's going on? Danny asked.

'Clear," whispered the barman in avoice that was not hisown. 'You'rea dear .’
'What's that? What is thafi'

'Clear.

‘Clear?

At theword dl conversation ceased. Heads began to turn. Grey things stared. Tall men began to stoop
and the things that rode upon their shoulders appeared from out of the celling, the black eyes darting,
shouldersvibrating, dender knees digging in againgt the human cheeks. Asif they were horsemen. Riders.



'What's going on? Danny |ooked from one to another of them. 'Something's happening here. Thisisn't
right. Thisint right.’

'Clear,' sad the barman in the strange unearthly voice. Thevoice. The voice. The voice that had beenin
his head. The voice he had never actualy heard. Just felt. Just experienced. That wasthe voice. That was
the way it sounded.

‘Clear,’ said afat-belied fellow with tattoos.

Thesamevoice.

‘Clear,’ said awoman with astraw hat.

Sameagain.

'Clear,’ they went. 'Clear. Clear. Clear. Kill the dear. Kill the dear. Kill the dear.’

'No.' Danny shook his head vigoroudy. And it hurt when he did it. 'No, stop this. Whatever itis. Stop it.’
‘Clear!" and afat-bellied fellow threw apint glass.

Danny ducked and the glass hit Sandy squarein the face.

The barman didn't seem to notice. With blood now streaming from hisforehead he continued the terrible
chant. 'Kill the clear. Kill the dear. Kill the clear.’

'No, thisismadness." Danny legpt from his stool as another pint pot flew at him. He pushed aside a
scrawny youth who lunged forward, the grey rider on his shoulders spurring him on, atwisted leer on its
liplessmouth.

'No!' Danny ran. As he burst through the door he bumped into The Kid. "'Thank God." Danny stared.
Though made pae by the sunlight one of them was there. Perched upon The Kid's shoulders, clinging to
his head. "Y ou too!"

'Mewhat?

'Clear,' cried the advancing crowd.

'Clear?" went TheKid and the thing upon him glared down at Danny.

‘Bloody Hell!" Danny pushed The Kid aside and ran.

Hewasin nofit state to run.

But it redlly did seem the absolutely right thing to do. What with 'Kill the clear and everything.
Danny ran.

Up Horseferry Lane heran. They were tumbling out of the pub after him, he glanced back to see them,
faling over one another, trampling on thefalen. Howling. Howling.

Danny ran.

He madeit to the High Stret. There had to be safety there. Amongst people. Sanity. Infilmsif you're
chased by mongters you're saved if you make it to civilization, to where the normal folk hang out.



Danny huffed and puffed in the High Street.
The mob poured on in hot pursuit. They werent letting up.
'Help," wailed Danny, resuming hisrun. 'Help! Help!'

Shoppersturned at the commotion. Normal folk. Civilization. And on their shoulders. Danny could see
them. The unnatural shapes. They were there. Everybody had one.

'Oh my good God.'

And the heads were turning. The Riders over their heads were turning, staring at him. Glaring a him.
Danny pushed shoppers aside. And ran and ran.

And tripped and fdll.
And the mob caught up. Closed in upon him.

'Leave me aone!' bawled Danny, risng and kicking and punching. 'Get off me. There's something bad on
you. Leave me done!

But that wasn't what they had in mind.

Fists rained upon him. Feet lashed out.

'No!" went Danny, covering his head. ‘No, no, no.'

But they were screaming in their weird unnatura voices. Screaming and screaming.
And hitting and kicking.

‘No!'

And then there were howls of pain. But not Danny's pain. A white van veered from the road and into the
crowd. It mashed folk aside and swerved to a hat beside Danny. A door flew open. A pale hand
extended.

A voicewhispered harshly those now legendary words, 'Come with meif you want to live!'
And Danny did.

Heredly did.
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AGENCIES OF DISPATCH

He called up the agencies of dispatch.

The dark forces.

The gasilled beingsthat dwell below the

floorboards.

The undersides of the Hotpoint. The horrid fluff. The hairs upon the collar that are not your



own.

The odd sock you do not recognize. The sugar bowl that has moved. The door that bangs without a
wind. Therattlein the dead of night. The smell of astrange cigar. Thelight bulb that went out without
warning. The thing that brushed against you in the

darkened corridor.

He called up the agencies of dispatch. But they were at lunch. So heleft amessage.
FOOD FOR THOUGHT

Thedriver put the white van into gear. Whedls spun and rubber burned. The mob burst asunder, howling
curses, like you would. The van legpt forward off the pavement, grazing cars and burning further rubber,
through the red lights, scattering pedestrians, upending cyclists, missing by afraction thisand thet.

Then on and on. Away and away.
Andfagt.

Danny clung to the dashboard, crazy-eyed and on the point of gibber. He flashed his crazy eyestowards
the driver, looked at him long and hard. The smart dark suit. The swept-back hair. The mirrored shades.
And looked him up and down, especidly up.

'Duck your head,’ gasped Danny. 'Duck your head.'
'My head? The voice arasping whisper.
‘Just duck it, please.’

The driver ducked hishead. And Danny looked at him hard again. 'Y ou're safe,” he Sighed. 'Y ou haven't
got oneonyou.'

'One of what, isthat?

'One of them. The mongters. Thediens!'
‘Aliens, you say?

'It'sgot to beit. It'sgot to be.'

't has?

'It has." Danny gagged to find his breath. Found some of it and held that as best he could. 'Something
terrible's happened. Terrible. Those people back there, who were attacking me. They had these things on
them. Aliens!’

'Redlly? said the driver. 'Aliens?

'I'm not joking. And I'm not mad. Aliens, big bulbous heads, black eyes. Like the onesin that film
Communion, except they wereredly badly animated in that. These werered. It must have happened
last night.’

‘Last night?

'Aninvason. Like Invasion of the Body Shatchers but without the pods. Earth got invaded last night.



Or Brentford did. They got everyone, but they didn't get me. | wasin my alotment shed. So they didn't
get me. That has to beit. It has to.'

'I'm afraid it's not," whispered the driver. '‘But it's a plausible theory though. | expect if | werein your
shoes, it'sthe one I'd have come up with.'

"Y ou would? | mean, hang about. Who are you anyway? Why did you rescue me?
'My nameisVrane. Parton Vrane. Weve met before.”

'l don't think we have, 1'd remember you. Y ou know who you look like, by the way?
'Gary Busey? said the driver.

'People have told you that before, eh?

'Actudly no. Hold tight now, I'm going to take

ahard |ft at the roundabouit.’

'Y ou can dow down. We've lost them. They'll belooking for us. They'll search.”"Y ou saw them too.
You did, didn't you? 'l saw them. I've dways been able to see them.' 'Always? What do you mean by
that? And when

have we met before? And why did you save me?

Y ou're not answering my questions.”

'I've answered d| the ones about names.’

Thevan pulled avery hard left and Danny fell
acrossthedriver, he struggled to right himsdf. Tell
me what isgoing on," he demanded. 'Whereisthe dog? The dog? What dog? Oh shit, the dog. Are you
apoliceman?| don't fed well.' Danny clasped a his
head. 'I'mredly ill. I'm going to passout.’

'Stay awake abit longer, Mr Orion. | haveto talk
toyou.'

'‘Mr Orion? How do you know my name?

'I've been following you.'

'Let meout.' Danny rattled at the door handle. It

wouldn't budge. 'Let me out. Stop the van." 'That really wouldn't be agood idea." 'Stop the van!" Danny
tried to put alot of menace

into hisvoice. Hewas only fooling himsdlf though. 'All right.’ Parton Vrane swerved the van into

the kerb. 'Wind down the window, have alook



out.'

Danny wound down the window. They werein

asde-road bordering Gunnersbury Park. There

were few folk about. A man and awoman. The woman was pushing a baby buggy.
"Thanks for helping me." Danny tried the handle once more. Without success.

"Just look out.'

Danny just looked out. The couple were gpproaching. Y oung chap in ashell suit, woman in abaggy
T-shirt and those horrendous multicol oured leggings that not even Claudia Schiffer could make look
appeding. Sprog in aminiature footbal strip.* And then Danny saw them. The Riders. Perched upon the
shoulders of the adults. And the child too! Even the child.

Danny let out astrangled cry and hastily wound up the window. 'Drive. Just drive. Don't stop.’
'Asyou wish.' Thedriver drove on.

'l am going to passout, said Danny. 'l am. | redly am.’

‘Thereésfood in the glove compartment.'

'Oh thanks." Danny rumbled open the glovey. He found a carton of milk and some sandwiches (egg) ina
triangular plagtic container. Danny tore open the milk carton, put it to his mouth. He took along deep
draught, then spat milk dl over the windscreen.

'‘Careful there,' said Parton Vrane.

'It's off," Danny spluttered and coughed. 'It's bad. It's—' He examined the sell-by date. 'It's two weeks
old. Disgusting. Y ou bastard!'

*Whichever one Manchester United had invented as this month's new design. Bastards!

'Sorry. | likeit likethat.'

'Y ou what? Danny clawed at histongue. Held up the pack of sandwiches. 'These too. They're going
furry ingde’

‘Lovely. Tear them open will you and give me one!'
'You'rejoking.'
I'm not.’

'Y eah, right. Go on then.' Danny tore the pack open. The sandwiches smelt pretty rank and added to the
stench of the milk, the van, athough perhaps still asafe place to be, was no longer a pleasant one. Danny
handed the pack and its revolting contentsto the driver. 'Go on. Tuck in.'

'l will." Parton Vranetucked in. The plastic pack aswell.

'‘Oh my good God.' Danny turned hisface away. And had his ssomach any contentsto yield up, it would
certainly have yielded them. Probably in aprojectile fashion.



'Do you aways behave so rudely when others are trying to eat? asked Parton Vrane.
'When they're egting garbage, yes.

'One man's garbage is another man'sfeast.’

‘Bollocks," said Danny. 'And | am going to pass out.'

And hedid.

He awoke to stare bleary-eyed at yet another ceiling. Danny wondered, for amoment, if perhapsthis
wasto be hisfate, awaysto get into somekind of dire

trouble and aways to awaken looking up at yet another ceiling. And then he stopped wondering that and
he screamed.

'Aaaaaaagh!’ he went, because that is how you scream, when you scream, if you're aman. It'sthe
accepted mode of screaming. Although sometimes (if it's redly loud and dramatic) it's conveyed in capital
letters. This onewasn't that loud, but it was loud enough to raise atention.

'Are they on me? Are they on me? Danny flapped and flgpped at his head. 'Get them off. Get them off.’
'‘Cam yoursdlf, Mr Orion. Y ou'rein safe hands now.'
The voice was not the harsh whisper of Parton Vrane. It was an educated English tone.

Danny looked up at a chap with amonocle and atoupee, looming above him. He glanced al about his
present environment. A big airy room. Portrait of Her Mgesty. Victorian busts. Leather Chesterfields.
Hewaslying on one of them.

'Wéll,' said Danny, 'this makes achange." And then he stared hard at the chap with the monocle. And up
and over hishead.

'You're safe,’ said Danny.
'I'm clear,’ said the gentleman. '‘And so are you. What we'd like to know is, how?'

Danny sat up and sunk his head into his hands. 'Feed me," he pleaded. 'l don't care who you are or
where | am. Just feed me. Please!’

'On thetrolley.' The gentleman gestured to a
chromium wheelabout, laden with silver food domes, a coffee pot, cup, milk jug, toast in arack.
'Oh, thank you. Thank you." Danny tucked in like amad thing.

The gentleman sat behind his grand desk watching. The munching and chomping and
thrusting-into-the-mouth of and munching and chomping some more. 'Everything to your liking? he
asked.

"Just perfect. Danny wiped marmalade from his chin, sniffed the milk jug suspicioudy then grinned and
downed its contents at agulp.

The gentleman raised his non-monocled eyebrow and pursed hislips. Theworking class! he thought.
Savages dl. When they weren't beeting their wives, abusing their children and getting drunk, they were



gpending their cash on the Nationd Lottery. Which wastheir only saving grace, as no-one elsewas going
to finance the Nationa Opera.*

"Where am |7 asked Danny, filling hisface as he did s0. 'No, don't tell me, | know. Thisis atop-secret
room, isn't it? In one of those big Whitehal buildings. | bet it looks out at Big Ben.' He stood up and
looked. 'Told you.' He sat down again and ate on.

'Very good, Mr Orion. Although a mite messy.' The gentleman flicked food flecks from his desk top. 'If
you wouldn't mind swallowing before you spesk again.'

* A rather poor attempt at satire and a rather out-of-date one.

‘Sorry. Oops, sorry again.' 'Just finish your breskfast.' Thanks. Sorry. Thanks. S—''Just eat.' ' Mmm.'

At length, and at some length it was, Danny stopped eating. He would have eaten more, but al the plates
were empty. Hefdt alot better for it and he belched mightily.

The gentleman shook his head in disgust and thought about the Nationa OperaHouse.

'Where's the bloke who looks like Gary Busey? Danny asked. 'l assume he brought me here. Am |
under arrest, by the way?

Y ou're not under arrest.’
'Oh good, then I'll be off.'
'Redlly? And to where?

Danny thought about this. There were an awful lot of folk in the heart of London and if they dl had one of
those things, one of those Riders ... 'l could hang about for lunch,’ said Danny. 'l don't have anything
pressing on today.'

"That'sthe spirit. | think you're going to be area asset to us, Mr Orion.’

'Oh, | do hope s0," said Danny.

'Was that sarcasm? the gentleman asked.

't certainly was!'

'Refreshing. Most refreshing.’

'My pleasure. Did | just take alate breakfast, by the way? Isit time for the mid-morning coffee-break?

The gentleman rang alittle bell and presently coffee arrived on atray. Well, in apot actudly, but the pot
was on atray. Danny didn't waste too much time on the semantics, he got stuck in. ‘Oh, biscuits too.
Splendid.

'When you are quite finished, Mr Orion, we redlly do have most important matters to discuss.'
'About the diens?
Thediens, quite s0."

'I've been thinking,' said Danny. 'l think quite alot, you know. Although nobody gives me any credit.
Probably because | never tell them what I'm thinking. But while I've been eating, |'ve been thinking.'



‘That'svery interesting.’

Danny waggled a bourbon bicky at the gentleman. 'And that's sarcasm.’
'What have you been thinking?

'Nukes," said Danny.

'Sorry? said the gentleman.

'Nuclear weapons. It'sthe only way. That or the common cold. The common cold killed the diensin
War of the Worlds. | do alot of thinking about movies!'

'Mr Vrane did mentioniit.’

'l met him before,’ said Danny, 'in old Sam Sprout's house. I've got terrible memoriesin my head.’
'Y ou're bearing up very well.'

'Y ou haveto laugh,' said Danny. 'Y ou'd cry if you didnt.’

'Pease spare me the working-class homilies. You'll be singing Roll out the barrel next. Can we get on,
please?

Danny finished his coffee and biscuits. 'My timeisdl yours, said he. 'Until lunch and possibly through till
tea

'Perish the thought.’

'What do you want to know?

'l want to know how you cameto be clear. | want to know what happened to the dog.'
"The dog in my shed?

‘The dog inyour head.’

'Y ou whatT

The gentleman sighed. 'l will haveto explain everything to you. It isalong story, you'd better make
yoursdf comfortable.’

'Before | do,’ said Danny, ‘do you think | could use your toilet?

It was nearing lunch-time by the time the gentleman had finished filling Danny in on dl the gory details.
Danny sat throughout the talk, opening and shutting his mouth, shaking his head and adding the
occasionad 'Oh my God, or Thisisterrible€. When the gentleman had finally done, he smiled acrossto
Danny and said, 'And there you haveit.’

And Danny did.
But he didn't know quite where to start.
'So you're saying,' he said, 'that |'ve had one of these Rider things on me since the moment | was bom?

'‘Correct.



'But then thisnew one, thisonethat callsitsalf Demoalition, aso got on me at old Sam's house? But has
now got off me and got into the dog that was built in my shed.’

‘Correct.’
'Whichiswhy | can see them now?
‘Correct.’

'No, not correct. | shouldn't be able to see them, because | should still have the Rider | got when | was
born, on me.’

'Y es, that's correct adlso. That'swhat puzzles us.'
'It puzzles metoo. Unless—'
‘Goon.

'Unlessthe Demoalition one killed the one that was dready on me. After dl, if the Demolition one drives
men to kill other men and the other men have these things on them, when they get killed, the thingson
them get killed too.'

"That would appear to be the case!'
'But why do they do it? Why kill their own?
"That's something weld like to know. If we could capture Demalition we might persuade him to tell us'’

'Some hopes,’ said Danny. 'No, the best way is definitely nukes. Get all the clears together in adeep
bomb shelter somewhere. Then nuke the entire planet. That would be my solution.’

'Wipe out everyone on the face of the earth?

'It's the crudl-to-be-kind approach. It may seem drastic, but it will get thejob done!
'We have considered it,' said the gentleman.

'Y ou bastard, | was only joking.'

'l wasn't. But it's not apractical option. We must purge the planet of these things. But not at the expense
of the human race.’

'Have you thought about trying to commu licate with them? Danny asked. 'Perhaps they have aleader.
Y ou could talk to him.'

The gentleman tried to remember whether he had amoustache or not. Concluding that he had, he
stroked it thoughtfully.

"That isanew suggestion, he said.
'I'mfull of br'ght idess,' said Danny. 'I'm feeling a bit peckish too.’

‘Communicate with their leader,' the gentleman said, steering the conversation away from food. ‘Itisan
interesting thought. But who would their leader be?

‘Comeon,’ said Danny. 'That's bloody obvious, isn't it?



'Strangely, not to me."

Danny shook his head. ‘Wl it isto me. These things settle upon you the moment you're born. They
manipulate your thoughts, they make you do what they want you to do, right?

‘Right. I mean, correct.’

'S0 if onésredly smart and ambitiousit will urgeits human host to do smart things, advance himself,
correct? Get to the top.’

"That would seem logicd .

'So the smartest one will be the leader, and

helll be the one who has urged on his human host to—'
'l get it,' said the gentleman. 'Y ou mean that—'
'Exactly,' said Danny.

"The Prime Minigter,’ said the gentleman.

'Richard Branson,' said Danny. ‘Isit lunch-time yet?
18

FAMOUS MEN'S SHOES

Down beside the woolly tracks, Where the trunkersrot and crumble, And the ends of rusted metal, Melt
amid the callous nettle. There are Chad and Nigel Parker, Searching for the boots.

Searching for the clog and dipper. For the brogue with leather upper, And the sanda and the lace-up.
Each one smiles and shows its face up. Here adab and patent fellow, hidden by the roots.

Here amongst discarded footwear, Here the long-forgotten Blakey. Where the strings are old and
knotted, Shop-soiled, rain-spoiled, cold and spotted, Famous men have | eft their cast-offs mid the
flowering shoots.

Could this be Charles Laughton's toecap? Did this sound Gene Kdly's toe-tap? Has this ragged tongue
known Bogart? Was this dabbled mocco so smart? Famous shoes of famous people, |eft in weedy flutes.

Chad and Nigd delving deftly,

By theloafer of Bing Crosby,

And Jack Hulbert's glossy dance pump,
And his Cissy'slame strutter,

Lying face down in the guitter,

Earns no more the gold-top butter.

Echoesin no ancient dance hall. Goneitsfinal one more house cal. Or the dusted debs at hunt ball.
Bleak and wretched, cast and casdess, Present, future and the pastless. Doomed to moulder by the
railsde. Famous peopl€e's shoes.



LONG POEM SHORT CHAPTER, BUT AN | MPORTANT ONE

Danny talked to the gentleman through lunch, through the afternoon, through high tea (which gentlemen
take), into the early evening and then

into dinner (which is sometimes caled supper by those who eat lunch a dinner-time and unwittingly
support the National OperaHouse). The conversation took many tortuous routes, which wound through
much rich and fantastic countryside, to finaly arrive back pretty much at the point whereit had begun.

The gentleman concluded that Danny redly did not possess any insghts and Danny concluded that the
gentleman redly did not possess any insights and then the two of them shared wine and brandy and cigars
and eventualy came to the conclusion that each and the other shared dl sorts of ingghts, werethe
absolute salt of the earth, a soul-buddy, a hail-fellow-well-met, a bloody good bloke and a dear, dear
friend.

'| don't redlly hate the working class," said the gentleman, leaning heavily on Danny's shoulder. They're
rough diamonds, but they're OK, do you know what | mean?

‘Not half,’ Danny put his arm about the gentleman. 'Actudly they're crap,’ he durred. Toshiswhereit's
a. PoshisOK. I like posh.'

'I'm posh,’ said the gentleman, trying to focus his monocle.

'l can see you're posh. But I'm not posh. I'm common as muck, me.'
'But abloody good bloke. May | cdl you abloke, by the way?
"You cal meone. | don't mind.'

'‘Good bloke. Bloody good bloke.'

'‘Good brandy,’ said Danny. 'Shdl we have some more?

‘Let'sdo." The gentleman poured more brandy. Some even went into the glasses. 'Y ou're agood bloke,'
hesaid. 'Did | tell you you're agood bloke?

"You did. But I'm not posh.’
'Poshiscrap,’ said the gentleman. 'Crap.’
'Isit? Danny asked.

'Y ou have to go to the opera.’

'Urgh,’ said Danny. 'l wouldn't fancy that.’

'l don't fancy it. No-onefanciesit. If it wasn't for you blokes and your bloody lottery tickets, we wouldn't
have to have a bloody opera.’

'I've never bought alottery ticket,' said Danny. 'l reckon it'saconspiracy. | reckon it'safix. That bloke
Paul Danidls, he could make any ball he wanted come up.’

'l can do that,’ said the gentleman. 'Learned it at Sandhurst. Y ou take a deep breath and sort of hitch up
one dde of your grain.’



Danny collgpsed in drunken laughter. 'Y ou arse-hole," he said.

'See,' said the gentleman. 'See. Not posh. We wouldn't say that. Wewould say ... er, what would we
say?

'Have another drink? Danny suggested.

'Y es, that's what we'd say. Have another drink.'

'Wdll, just you say it. Bugger 'm. You say it."

'l will." The gentleman swayed to and fro. 'What wasit | was going to say?
'I've forgotten, said Danny. 'l think it was about bals. But not yours:”
'Areyou saying I've got no bals?

‘Lottery balls,' said Danny.

‘Ligten,' said the gentleman, drawing Danny near and making conspiratoria hushing movementswith his
hand. 'That'safit up, you know, thet lottery.'

'Get away,' said Danny.

‘Sorry, am | too close?

'No. | meant, afit up. | said that just now, didn't I?

'Y ou said it was that magician. That Paul Robeson.'

'Paul u*0?

'Paul McCartney.'

'Never heard of him.'

'Hewas aBesdtle. Like Parton Vrane. The gentleman laughed foolishly.
'Parton Vrane was never in The Bestles!'

‘No?

'No, hewasin The Smdll Faces!’

'Hewasin Predator Two," said the gentleman, hiccuping loudly.
'Who, Steve Marriot?

'No, Gary Busey. He looks like Gary Busey, doesn't he?

'Who, Steve Marriot?

'No, Parton Vrane. He looks like Parton Vrane.'

'Who, Steve Marriot?

'Didyou say, I'd like a daretT



'No, you said that. | saw your mouth moving.'
'Ventriloquigts,' said the gentleman. Y ou never see their mouths moving. Now that's magic.'
'Paul Danids,' said Danny. ‘Now that's magic. Paul Danidls!

‘That'sthefdlow,’ said the gentleman. 'That'swho you said fixes The National Lottery. You'reright. It is
him.*

'Whét, heredlly does fix it?

'Of course. You didn't think it wasredl, did you?

'No," said Danny. 'l told you it'snot redl.'

'You'reright,' the gentleman agreed. 'How did you know?
'Paul Daniels,' said Danny. "Whoever would have thought it?
'Y ou've got me,' said the gentleman. 'I'd never have guessed.

'Makes you think,' said Danny. That Paul Daniels, he can put hiswifein abox, saw her in haf, movethe
bits gpart, then put them back together and she's not even harmed.’

'Wéll,' said the gentleman, "actualy that's a pretty crap old trick, when you cometo think of it.'
'Y eah, you'reright,’ said Danny. ‘Are we sitting, or standing?

'Sitting."

'‘Ah good, | thought I'd fallen onto my bottom in agtting position. Easy mistake.'

'Crap trick though.'

*(Allegedly — phew!)

'Yes, you'reright. Crap trick. That David Copperfield, he—'

‘Liked him, hated her.

'Who her?

'Woman who got jilted on her wedding day, sat about in her dresswith mice running al over the cake.
Y ou know the woman, can't abide her.’

'Debbie Magee? And you mean Great Expectations, not David Copperfield.’
'Areyou trying to confuse me, young man?

'David Bloody Copperfield,” Danny shouted this. 'Sorry," he continued. 'He'sa real magician. He made
the Statue of Liberty vanish.'

‘No?
'Y es, and a passenger train.’

‘No?



'Yes. And Audrdia | think. He'sareal bloody magician. He could make anything vanish, he could.
Anything.'

‘Anything?
'Evenyou.'
'‘Bven me?

'Y ou. He could make you vanish. Hed put a cloth over your head, then thereld be a bit of jiggery-pokery
out of sight of the camera. Then you'd vanish— gone.’

'‘Gone? I'd be gone? The gentleman, who was sitting down, sat down further and atear cameto his
monocle. 'lI'd just be vanished away?

‘Like you'd never been born,’ said Danny, snapping hisfingers.

'Boo hoo," grizzled the gentleman. 'I'd be like I'd never been bom. Horrid magician. Take him away.'
'Eh? went Danny.

'l don't want to be vanished," wept the gentleman. "Horrid magician.'

'Don't take it persondly,' said Danny, patting the gentleman. ‘Cheer up now, do.’

'l don't want to be vanished,' blubbered the gentleman. "Y ou tell him for me, will you? Next time you see
him. Tel him to vanish someoned e

'l will." Danny patted the gentleman again. 'I'll tell him, you leave my friend done. Vanish someone dse,
Who would you like him to vanish?

The gentleman scratched his toupee, which took an darming list to the port sde. Tdl him to vanish The
Riders,' said he. 'Make them disappear.’

"Yeah. That'swhat I'll tell him. Here— and Danny did that sobering up that you do when something
redly dramatic happens, like you run into atree driving home, or anun, or aBigfoot, or something.
That'sit! Youvegot it!'

'l have?| have? Get it off methen.’
"That's the answer.' Danny punched hisleft palm with hisright fist. 'Well vanish them. Magic them away.’

'Oh," said the gentleman, dabbing at his eyes with an oversized red gingham handkerchief from another
story. 'So this David Copperfield can magic The Riders away, can he?

‘Not him,' said Danny. 'But | know aman who can.'
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WINSTON'S HAIRCUT*

On ared hot day in August, When Jm was passing by.T Winston stepped into Stravino's dad's, Saying,
'Giveusahaircut, saysl.'

So the Greek took his comb and his scissors, And spat on the palms of his hands. Then he snipped and



he snapped, saying,
'How was the match? Did you get agood seet in the stands?

The hair flew like rats from atanker, And knee-deep in fluff stood the Greek. Snipping away with awill
and a spirit, Quite odd for that time of the week.

There was hair on the shelves and the shutters. There was hair in the cracks of the door.
*With a brief appearance from Jm Pooley. TThat wasit.
There was hair in the cups and the cupboards, And no small amount on the floor.

And when the Greek finished, he fainted, And had to be given a beer, And Winston looked into the
mirror, And sad, 'It'sabit short, isnt it, guv?

LEGION

In his suddenly sober state Danny began to expand upon the thoughts that were now entering his head.
He named Mickey Merlin and spoke of the spell of Temporary Temporal Transference.

Thisindeed would be the kiddie for getting to meet the King, or Emperor, or President or whatever of
The Riders. A volunteer, suitably confined in a padded cell or suchlike, would recite the spell and
temporarily change bodies with whoever the King, Emperor or whatnot controlled. Assuming, of course,
that when you changed minds, then the controller of that mind would come dong with it. There werelots
of loose ends and probably agreat deal of risk involved. But it was worth ago.

And if it faled, well, Mickey might just have aspdl to vanish thelot of them. Well, he might.

Anything was possible.

Danny spoke most e oquently of histhoughts. And it would have been evident to anyone who heard him
speak, that here was ayoung man

who was definitdly coining into his own. Sadly, however, there was no-one to hear him spegk, asthe
gentleman had passed out and lay upon one of the Chesterfidds, snoring softly.

Danny finaly tired of talking to himsdlf. His discourse was wandering into esoteric fields, ballroom
dancing, crop rotation, the direction the water might go down the plug hole if you emptied your bath on a
satdllite circling the globe, and how, dl things considered, if he ever got out of thisaive and al became
normal, he was not going to buy a L abrador, but abloody big Rottweller.

And then Danny became aware that he was drunk once more and fell down behind the Chesterfield and
dept.

It would be acomfortable night for Danny thistime, asthe rug was thick and cosy and he was sufficiently
drunk asto deep without being haunted by dreams of his dreadful doings.

And while Danny deeps and the gentleman degps and for dl we know The King of The Riders deeps
aso, we might chance our armsto relate one final unrelated tale. It could be argued that it might not be
one of the best. But it's not too long and it is the lagt, and these two points done must surely act inits
favour. 1t does concern possession and it somehow got |eft out earlier.

Thisisit.



Every Thursday evening at six of the clock, Lester Total would sit in his greenhouse amongst the

forced tomatoes and fill in hisfootball pools. He would rub the coupon with hislucky Joan the Wed, fold
it with care and tuck it into the brown envelope. When sedling the flap and sticking on the slamp, he
would wish very hard for awin.

Lester Total would then creep from his greenhouse, shin over his garden fence and pop the coupon into
the post box on the corner of Sprite Street.

Normdly thiswas akin to clockwork, but this particular Thursday had been fraught with strange perils.
Somehow his greenhouse had caught fire and been reduced to ashes, he had spilled ink onto his coupon
and had to stick the envel ope down with Sdllotape.

Worse wasto come.

Grumbling and cursing he had climbed over hisfence, only to rip histrouser turn-up upon anail which
had certainly not been there the previous week.

Worse was to come.

Upon eventualy reaching the post box, Lester had tried to pop his coupon into the dot. A rumblelike
thunder had issued from the hole and the envel ope shot out to flutter onto the pavement at hisfeet.

Worse, however, was to come.
'Wheat gives? asked Lester, who read alot of Lazlo Woodbine novels. 'What the God-damn gives?

His second attempt proved asfruitless, in fact even more so, the precious envelope was returned to him
inshreds.

Legster gared at these shredsin disbelief ... his chance of amillion poundsin little chewed up pieces. 'Y ou
mother f-—' Lester screamed, kicking at the post box and damaging awinklepickered toe.

A gresat bowe-loosening roar, accompanied by asirong smell of brimstone, made him leap back most
nimbly.

Lester turned round in circles and danced afoolish jig. 'Whao'sin there? Y ou bastard! Come out here,
you dirty—'

But hiswords were drowned by a deeply timbred voice, and one not unlike that of the now legendary
Charles Laughton himself, which boomed the words, '| AM LEGION. WE ARE MANY .

And yesthey were in capital |etters and yesworse was yet to come.

Now to Lester Totad, practising atheist and ex-tomato cultivator, the post box's words meant nothing.
'Y ou just come out," he cried, making fists and rolling up his deeves (whichistricky to do at the same
time). ‘Come out and get your medicine.’

A gust of evil-amdling icy wind knocked him from hisfest.

'Oh, you want to play dirty, eh? yelled the game little fellow, who knew naught of devil possesson and
cared even less. 'Well, well see about that. WEl see about that.'

The post box gave vent to astream of unprintable vulgarity, rounded off with agraphic description of the
present sexud habitsin Hell of Lester'slong-deceased mum.



'Well,' said Legter, in amanner not unknown to Jack Benny.

A lady with astraw hat and matching shopper had been watching from the bus stop. ‘Isit that Jeremy
Beadle? she asked.

The post box told her in no uncertain termsjust what it would liketo do to her. Thelady leftina
red-faced huff*, wishing desperately that her husband might be up to that kind of thing oncein awhile.

Lester stood and fumed.
The post box stood and smouldered.

‘Right," said Legter, deeves now rolled and fists firmly made. Thisisyour last chance. Come out now. Or
I'm comingin.'

The post box offered a stinking belch.
'Right,’ said Leter. 'That settlesit.’

And just then Archroy drew up in a Robin Reliant that he had recently, with the aid of akit he had bought
through Exchange and Mart, converted into a Red-Faced Huff.t

"What's on the go? asked Archroy, winding down the window. "Why are you trying to climb into a post
box?

With stuttering speech and much fist-raising, Lester appraised Archroy asto the current state of affairs.
'Ah,’ said Archroy, issuing from his Huff. That

*Possibly some sort of fur coat? ~Oh, that'swhat it is.

soundsto melike acase of flying starfish from Uranus'”

Archroy had pretty definite opinions on most things. Particularly the rising cost of milk, although that need
not concern us here. 'I'll tell you what we need for this," said Archroy. 'We need a bucket of chicken
droppings.’

'We do? Lester asked, whilst keeping hisfists up. 'Are you sure we do?

'Would you stay in there if some bastard dumped a bucket of chicken droppings on you?
‘Now there,' said Lester, 'you have agood point.’

And Archroy did.

Now it might occur to the discerning reader that here the tale had reached a point which could well be
described as 'far-fetched'.

After dl, where would one come by abucket of chicken droppingsin Brentford?

I'll pop over to the dlotment and scoop one up from my chickens,’ said Archroy, saving thetal€'s
credibility.

And Archroy did.

'Right," said he on returning. The bugger still in there?



'Areyou ill in there, you bugger? Lester shouted.
A nerve-shattering ped of laughter informed them that it (they) was (were).
'Well, check thisout,’ said Lester, hefting up the bucket.

There was a hideous scream and the post box rocked. Jets of steam blew hither and thus. There were
rattlings and quiverings, voices cried in Latin, Greek and the Hebrew tongue. And then therewas akind
of imploding bang and the post box returned to its normal salf. Which wasn't asdlf at dl, but just a post
box.

'Gotcha,' said Ledter.

A policeman stepped out from behind a parked Huff. 'l saw that,’ said the Bobby. 'And you're both
nicked.

The magidrate gave Lester Total and Archroy three months apiece for tampering with the Queen's mail.
He explained, during his summing up, that he would have been more lenient, but that he held the two of
them directly responsible for the fact that his new Jaguar now answered to the name of Legion and
refused to come out of the garage. Suchislife.
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CONTRACTING DEADLY
AILMENTS FROM WEARING
JUMBLE SALE CLOTHING

Now I'm not much the kiddie for socks,
Because I've found they give you the pox.
Whichis sad when you hear,

Quiteafew every year,

Are sold by the bag and the box.

Now I'm not wearing vests cos | find, That those suckers make you go blind. Which is quite arum do,
Cos| awayswore two. But I'm not getting called awanker just because | can't see properly!

Now | care not for jackets of tweed, That give you complaints you don't need. Like piles and the flu, and
adose of clap too,

And dirty big lumpsthat come up under your armpits and turn out to be cholera, or anthrax, or the plague
or something equaly unspeakable and make bits of you drop off in gangrenous scales and pus weep from
cankerous wounds on the end of your—

And I'm giving the woollen combinationsamiss dso.

ACTION HOTTING UP

I nspector Westlake was not having anice day. Hed had an early-morning phone cal from Mr Gold-Top
the milkman.



Mr Gold-Top had drawn the ingpector's attention to the fact that bottles and newspapers were beginning
to pile up upon the doorsteps of two houses on his round, and that both these houses werein Moby Dick
Terrace.

With weary resignation the inspector got hurriedly onto the case and had hislads gpply the big basher-in
to the front doorsin question. Revedling, to their shared horror, the new horrorswithin.

'Perhaps there's a gang of them,’ said Congtable Dreadlock, who had brought his box Browniethistime
and was rapidly snapping picturesto sell to the gutter press. 'Or maybe it's the Council, trying to clear the
areafor redevel opment.’

'Morning, Westlake,' said Fridge-Magnet Gould. 'Trying for anew record, are we? Ooh, that's
decorative, isn't it? How would you describe that?

'It'sasort of maze,' said Constable Dreadlock. The small intestines have been stretched and laid out on
the carpet. The inspector'strying to work out how you get to the head in the middle.’

'Shut up,’ said Inspector Westlake, asit was the best he could manage under the circumstances. He
wasn't redly a'murder’ man, he was dtrictly a'drug bust’ man. Y ou knew where you were with adrug
bust. Y ou got the tip off, stormed in, arrested the suspects (guilty parties), had them banged up, then
divided the spoils and sold them off. That'sthe way he did business. The same as dl ingpectors*.

But madmen on the loose. Not his cup of teaat all.

'Any clues? asked Fridge-Magnet, fanning at his nose.

'No,' said Inspector Westlake. 'None at al.’

'Well, there are some,' said the constable.

'Oh right." Inspector Westlake glared at hisinferior. ‘Constable Breadlocker has solved the case!’

'It's Dreadlock, sr. Armenian, it means "He who walks through the cornfield eating a Cadbury'sflake"."
'l thought you said it was Dutch yesterday.'

'No, yesterday | said it was German.’

"The Germans bombed my favourite chip shopin

*ALLEGEDLY.

thewar,' said the inspector. Y ou can forgive arace just so much, but no more!’

‘German on my mother'sSde," said Constable Dreadlock. ‘But actualy | do think I've solved the case!’
'Oh, please do tell usthen.’ Inspector Westlake took to picking his nose.

'Well,' said the constable, ‘remember in Mrs Roeg's back parlour, there was a carrier bag with an
unopened bottle of im Beam and a packet of fags on thetable.’

'Y es,' said the inspector, who actudly did remember.

'Wdll, in the house we've just come from next door there was a carrier bag on the table with a bottle of
gininit. And look over there!



'What over there where the ribs have been piled together to resemble. .. 7

'A greenhouse,’ said Fridge-Magnet Gould. 'It looks like a greenhouse. Or the Crystal Palace. Seethe
way the finger bones are stacked into little towers at each end.’

'Yes, well, over there,' said the constable. 'On the table. There's another carrier bag, with another bottle
of gin gicking out."

Inspector Westlake looked at the constable.

And the constable looked at Inspector Westlake.

And Fridge-Magnet Gould looked at the both of them. Dickheads, he thought.

'No, honestly. Come on, Inspector, ar. It'sgot to beit, hasn't it? It's the bloke at the off-licence.’

'Mr Doveston? How dare you? That man isapillar of the community. He'samember of the Rotary
Club. On the Specid Functions Committee.’

‘Not him," said the congtable. "The weirdo with the white hair. The one who's dwaystalking to himself
'Arrest the psycho,’ cried Inspector Westlake.

The psycho was having his breakfast. 'Any more toast? he asked.

‘Not so loud,’ said the gentleman, nursing his head.

'Any more toast? whigpered Danny.

'Not so loud with the damn chewing.'

‘Sorry.

The gentleman sipped black coffee. ‘Do you know," he said, 'now that you've repeated al the things you
told melast night while | was ngpping, | think they have much to merit them. Assuming, of course, that
you are not pulling my pudenda about this Mickey Merlin character.’

'He'sthe business," said Danny. 'He was Hugh Grant once for an evening.’

'Hetold you that?

'Hedid. | treated it with the contempt it deserved, of course.’

'Of courseyou did. But if it istrue and this book of spellsof hisredly works. . . Interesting possibilities.’
'I've been thinking,' said Danny.

'Oh dear,' said the gentleman.

'l wasthinking that as| can't go back to my job and as| will be working with you until we've saved the
world, | ought to be paid for my services.

"What? | mean, pardon me?

It'sonly fair. Youve beeninvolved in thisfor years, I've been at it amatter of hours. I'm making all the
good movesthough, aren't 1?7



'We might discuss something of afinancia nature. But certainly not now.’
‘Over lunch then!'

Therewas aknock at the door.

'‘Come," said the gentleman.

The door opened and Parton Vrane entered the big airy room. ‘Good-morning, Sir, Danny," he said.
'Sr Danny," said Danny. ‘A knighthood might be good aso.’

'What have you to report, Mr Vrane?

"The Brentford Constabulary have just raided Mr Orion's lodgings.'
"What?' Danny spat coffee dl over the gentleman.

'Y ou weren't avery careful serid killer, said Parton Vrane.

I wasn't any kind of serid killer. It wasn't me. It wasthe thing in my head.’

'l wonder how well that argument would stand up in court,” mused the gentleman. 'With dl thejury seeing
that you're aclear, and everything.'

"Thisisterrible Danny buried hishead in hishands.

'Perhaps now would be the time to discuss rent.’

‘Rent? Danny moaned.

'Of the Chesterfield. Will you be staying long? Should | charge you by the week?

Danny added agroan to his moan. And then he jumped to hisfeet. 'All right,’ said he. 'No more mucking
about. | want the mongter that was in my head brought to justice. And | want al those other horrible
things off al my friends and everyone else. Let's go and grab Mickey Merlin and his book of spells. Once
weve got that far we can work out the rest.’

‘Bold talk," said the gentleman. 'But perhaps we should leave thisside of it to Mr Vrane!'
Til gowith him," said Danny. 'And /'// talk to Mickey.'

'l don't know who thisMickey Merlinis,' said Parton Vrane. '‘But whoever heis, his Rider will make him
hate you, make him want to kill you.'

'Well see!

Thisisvery foolish, said the gentleman.

'Y es,' agreed Danny. '‘But it should be pretty exciting.'
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Conscienceis not the voice of God, but the fear of the police.

HELVETIUS



EXPLAINING METAPHYSICSTO SMALL CHILDREN
'Wdll," he begun,

And out in the sun,

The kids played at hopscotch and bowling the

penny.

'Well," he repested, "'When you lot are seated, I'll tell you of wondersI've never told any.’
'Well,' said the lads,

'We've heard from our dads,

About seafowl and gannets and birds of

theair.’

'Well,' said the boys, "We much prefer toys,

To the whedlings of planetsand al that up there!'

'Well,' said the sage,

'When | wasyour age,

| cared for such triflesastossing arock.'

Wall, inthat case,

I'll go some other place,

And chat with some Arabs or Donny and Doc.
WHAT MAKES DANNY RUN?

They drove through the very streets of London Raph McTell used to sing about. Not that Ralph would
have liked what Danny saw as he was driven dong. ‘Have you seen the old bloke with the Rider on his
shoulders, going to his office and he doesn't know athing? etc. Danny shuddered and kept low down in
his seet.

'It's special glass, Parton Vrane explained. ‘'No-one and no thing can seein.’

‘All my life; Danny shuddered. ‘All my life I've had one of those things on my shoulders. Watching
everything | did. Going to the toilet and—' Danny thought of that thing which al men do on aregular
basis, but few if any are prepared to own up to.

'Pulling your plonker? asked Parton Vrane.

‘Leaveit out,' said Danny. 'But while we're on the subject, do you have aplonker to pull? The
gentleman told me you're haf beetle. Do beetles have plonkers?

'Big black ones,' said Parton Vrane. 'They'd frighten the life out of you.'



'Hmmph!" And Danny sank into sllence.

It was naturaly awhile before they reached Brentford and during the journey Danny explained al about
Mickey Merlin and his book of spells. Parton Vrane asked this question and that in his raspy-whispering
dead-pan voice, and Danny couldn't be quite certain whether he was taking the piss or not.

'Are you taking the piss? he asked.
'No," said Parton Vrane.
That'sdl right then."

And onward they drove. The day wasfine. The sky was blue and if it hadn't been for the burden of the
terrible truth about the Riders existence pushing down upon Danny's shoulders like a sumo wrestler's
backside, he would have felt that natural sense of wonder and al-pervading well-being that everyone
awaysfedsasthey enter the borough of Brentford.

The way the sun dances upon the windows of the tower blocks.

The beauty of thelocad womenfolk.

The architectura splendours of The Butts Edtate.

Thefinest hand-drawn aes for miles around.

Ah, Brentford!

"Were you brought up in this hole? asked Parton Vrane.

'Hole? Danny whigtled. 'That's good coming from one who dines out of dustbins.'
'I meant it asa compliment.’

'Well, of courseyou did.'

'Which way now?

'At the bottom of the High Street, turn right to the other side of the cana bridge.’
‘Rightitis" And right they went.

Parton Vrane pulled up close by Leo Fdix's used-car emporium.

‘That's Mickey's hut over there." Danny pointed. 'Y ou stay in the car and I'll go and talk to him.'
It'snot wise!'

'It's better than two clears confronting him at once. Let metak to him, if the Rider on him isless powerful
than Demoalition was, then perhaps | can convince him.'

‘Takethis,' said Parton Vrane.
‘A gun? Danny shook his head fiercely. 'No thanks.’

'Stun gun,’ said Parton Vrane. 'Electric shock. Just in case. It will only knock him out.'



‘All right." Danny tucked the gun into histrouser pocket. ‘Give me ten minutes.
Til giveyoufive. Then I'm coming in.’
‘Fvethen," and Danny |eft the van.

Asit was now four o'clock in the afternoon, and a Tuesday to boot, Mickey Merlin wastending to his
livestock. A long-handled spade in one hand and a bucket in the other, he was mucking out his rabbits.

Danny appeared, douching adong the tow-path. Thistime he wasn't smoking a cigarette, as he had none
on him to smoke.

Mickey looked up to view Danny's approach. ‘A new tactic,’ said he, 'but I'm not fooled. Give me a
Woodbine, you bum.'

'l haven't got any.' Danny patted his pockets. 'Empty, see.’

‘Thereésabig bulgein theright one,’ said Mickey.

That'sonly apigtol,” Danny smiled.

'Oh, | thought you were just pleased to see me*'

Mickey looked Danny up and down. 'There's something different about you,' he said.

'It'smy shoes." Danny sought to draw Mickey's attention away from the region of his head. 'Sword-fish
shoes, hand made, pretty stylish, en?

"That's the same pair of brogues you aways wear. It's something ese. Mickey blinked his eyes. Danny
watched as Mickey's hand rose to hisforehead. He could clearly see the Rider that sat upon Mickey's
shoulders. It had that agitated look, itslong fingers were massaging Mickey's scalp.

'No, it'snot the shoes," Danny said hurriedly. ‘Actudly, it's something ese entirdly. In fact, what it is, is, |
need your help. Someone has done something to me!’

'What? Mickey eyed Danny suspicioudy. Strange thoughts were now entering the rabbit-tender's mind.

*One for the Mae West fans there.

'I've had a spell cast over me,' said Danny, as thiswas the ploy he had been rehearsing in hishead. 'By
another magician. Not apatch on you, of course, but obvioudy quite nifty. This magician has cast aspell
over mewhich makes everyone | meet hate me on sght.’

'Y es," Mickey shook his head, in an attempt to clear it. 'l see what you mean. That's some spell. I'm
beginning to hate you mysdlf. Infact, | fed asif I'd liketo—'

'Kill me? Danny asked.
Kill you,' said Mickey, taking astep forward. Kill the clear.

'See what | mean.' Danny took a step backwards. 'Insane, isn't it? Y ou wouldn't realy want to kill me,
would you?

'I'd liketo kick you up the arse oncein awhile.’

‘But not kill me!



It'savery strong urge,' said Mickey. 'In fact, so strong as to amost have me convinced that you're lying.

'Phew,’ said Danny. 'And | thought you were top man when it came to magic. Many times
great-grandson of the now legendary Merlin himself. Surely you're not going to let the spell of some
minor magician get one over on you?

Mickey now began to clutch at hishead. 'I'm having ared problem with this, he complained. ‘Theresa
voicein my bonce shouting, "Kill the clear, kill theclear!™ '

"Try and contral it." Danny's hand hovered near
to his gun-toting pocket. Y ou're a powerful magician, Mickey, you can control it if you try really hard.'
'I'm trying. I'm trying. Comeinto the hut. Let's not talk out here.'

Danny followed Mickey into his converted hut. Before entering Danny raised athumb in the direction of
Parton Vrane's van. He could get this sorted on his own. He just knew that he could.

Danny walked into Mickey's hut.

And afrying-pan full in theface.

'Mickey, don't!"

'Oh, I'm sorry.' Mickey struggled to help Danny up. It just came over me. | couldn't control it.'

Danny clutched at a now bloody nose. 'Just Sit down. Turn your head away, don't look a me.’

Mickey turned away, but the Rider on his shoulders kept staring at Danny. It was really most upsetting.
'How are you doing? Danny asked.

'Not too good, | still want to rip off your head.'

'I'd liketo tell you that it will pass,' said Danny. ‘But | don't think it will. If anything it will get worse!'

'Y ou'd better go,’ said Mickey. 'I'll go through my book of spellswhen you're gone. Seeif | can come up
with anything.’

'Y ou promise?
'Yes, | promise. No, | don't promise, the voice in my head is saying, "Wait until he gets outside,
then push himin the cand." Whoever put this spell on you is one dangerousindividua.

'I'm going to have to come clean, Mickey. It isn't aspell. The voice you can hear in your head iscoming
from acreature that is Stting on your shoulders. | can seeit and it can seeme!’

'He'smad, | mean, you're mad.'
'Everyone's got one,' Danny continued. '‘But mine left me and now I'm aclear.’
Kill the clear,’ said Mickey Merlin.

'It's manipulating your thoughts." Danny's hand wasright on his trouser pocket. Think for yoursdlf, try to
sopit.'



I'mtrying. | redly amtrying.'

"They're some kind of alien beings,’ Danny explained. ‘'They make men do terrible things. We haveto
wipe them out. Or drive them off the planet, or something. Y our book of spdlscould help doit.’

Mickey clenched hisfigs. 'It'stelling me that you are evil and must be destroyed.’

‘They're not your thoughts. Y ou know they're not."

'l bloody do." Mickey shook and twitched. 'l can control it. | can. | can.'

'l knew you could. Danny didn't know. But he had hoped.

'Get it off me," spat Mickey, through gritted teeth. 'If you got yours off, get mine off.’

'l don't know how to. But we could do it with your magic book. I'm sure we could.’

'Bloody Hell!" Mickey sat down hard upon his

camp-bed. 'It'stelling me to bum my book of spells. Bastard! Get out of my head, you bastard!'
'We're definitely making progress here,' said Danny.

‘Butit'sal the progressyou will be making.'

Thevoice wasn't Mickey's and neither wasit that of Mr Parton Vrane. Thiswas avoice Danny fdlt that
he knew. And as he felt that he knew it, aterrible chill ran through him.

Danny turned to the door.
And Mickey turned to the door.
'Cor look,' said Mickey. 'It'sadoggy. A big golden Labrador doggy. Isthat your dog, Danny?

And Danny saw the dog. For aflegting moment he saw it. It was hisdog, Princey, with itslovable ears
and its big waggy tail and its nice cold nose and everything.

And then Danny saw what he was actudly seeing and Danny fell back in someaarm.

Looming in the doorway was athing to inspireterror. A foul travesty of the human form dressed upina
clutter of gore-spattered rags, gaunt and skeletal with stark, staring mismatched eyes. It was a patchwork
quilt of stitched human flesh, cobbled together on aframe of al the wrong bones. The head waslopsided
with great hunks of hair, in three different colours, framing the face of afiend. The mouth, which was
clearly that of Mrs Roeg, opened, exposing severa sets of teeth. The voice of Demolition spoke.

'Fun'sover, Danny,' it said. 'Timeto get back to

work. My spine needs adjusting and | need anew arse. | think your Aunt May'swill do thejob. A bit
wrinkly, | bet, but you can put atuck init.'

'Get away from me." Danny snatched out his pistol.
'What are you doing? Mickey asked. 'Y ou're not going to shoot that nice doggy.'

It'snot anice doggy. It'safucking monster. Use your eyes, Mickey, thething in your head is controlling
you. Useyour eyes. Try to seeit.’



'He can only see anice big doggy,' said Demoalition.

'Can't you hear it speak? Danny held the pistol in both hands. And both hands were redlly shaking.
'I hear barking, said Mickey. "Y ou are bloody mad. Y ou bloody clear.’

‘Leave him to me,' said Demoalition.

'Oh, OK,' said Mickey.

"There." Danny's hands went shake, shake, shake. "Y ou must have heard that. Or the thing in your head
heard it. Y ou've got to stick with me, Mickey. I'm not going to be a puppet again.’

'I'm coming back in,’ said Demoalition.

'No.' Danny raised his gun. And then he put it to hisleft temple. ‘No," he said again. "Y ou're not coming
back in. I'll shoot mysdlf firgt. | will. | meanit.'

‘Let'sdiscussthisin private.'

'Who said that? asked Mickey.

"The monster. Look hard, Mickey. Try to seeit.’
I'mtrying. I'mtrying.’

'Out,’ said Demalition. 'Outside. Y our friend can't help you. Nobody can help you, you're mine, Danny.
All mine'

'Oh no I'm bloody not.' Danny charged at the thing in the doorway. It was a very brave thing to do.
Reckless, but brave. But then brave is often reckless and reckless often brave. Danny caught the horrible
thing at belly leve. Tissue gave and bones crunched. Man and monster tumbled out of the door and fdll in
aheap on the ground. Danny fought to gain hisfeet, but asix-fingered hand had him by the throat. 'Herel
come,’ crowed the voice of Demoalition.

'Oh no you don't." Danny tried to raise hisgun, but hedd dropped it. The hand held him tightly. Danny tore
himsdlf away and the hand came with him, Mrs Roeg's hand, parting from the skin-patched aram with a
most disturbing snap. On hisfeet Danny put the boot in once and ran.

Back to the van and far away from here.

Danny ran. Turning back for an ingtant he could see the mongter rising and Mickey in the doorway
looking al bewildered. Danny ran. Ahead was the van and some degree of safety.

Along the tow-path and over the lock gates. Yardsin it now. Danny kept on running. 'Start the engine,’
he shouted. ‘It's coming after me. Start the engine. Start the engine.’

Hethrew himsdlf towards the van, tore open the passenger door and amost legpt inside. Almaost but not
quite.

Danny lurched back, horror in its every form writ big upon hisface. Sumped over the whed was Parton
Vrane.

Bitsof him.



Other bitswere d| knotted together. Arms and legs entangled.
The cab floor swam in blood.
‘Aaaagh!’ Danny jerked back.

'Got therefirdt,’ caled the voice of Demoalition. He was coming over thelock gates now. He, sheand it.
Danny's handstrembled. All of him trembled. 'Run, Danny, run,’ said avoicein hishead. And it was his
own voice too.

Danny ran.

Hedidn't run towards the High Street. Not a second time. A lesson once learnt, and dl that kind of thing.
Danny ran aong the tow-path. Towards where? Well, there were the alotments. He could hide out
there, lose the mongter amongst the huts. Hide out. Not in his own hut though. Definitely not.

Danny ran.

And the monster ran too. It shambled aong looking very out of place upon this nice summer's day.
Mongersredly belong in the nighttime. They never look right a four in the afternoon.

'Help!" went Danny, athough he knew there wouldn't be any.
Two lads were fishing on the opposite bank.

'Look at that silly man,' said one.

'And his nice doggy running after him," said the other.

And, yes, Danny ran.

There was no gate to the alotments on the canad side, in fact therewas abit of awall. Quite abit. Quite
high. Hard to climb.

Danny legpt at the wall, fingers clawing. He sank back and legpt again. Horrible footsteps clumped
nearer and nearer.

'l candoit,’ Danny told himself. 'Oh yes| can.'
'Oh no you can't.'

'l bloody can too.' Danny took another legp. Thistime hisfingers found purchase on the top of thewall.
He hauled himsdf up.

The thing's remaining hand caught him by the ankle, tried to drag him down. Danny kicked it away.
Scrambled up. Scrambled over and dropped down the other side.

Heart doing athrash metal drumbest. Temples pounding. Swest a-dripping. Knees knocking together.
All about right, consdering.

Don't stop now. Keep running. But how much run did he haveleft in him? Not much. Although in the
circumstances it was probably worth making that extra effort. Danny made that extra effort.

He stumbled acng the rows of plots. The bean pole battalions, the corrugated plot-dividers. The sheds
and the water-butts. So bloody norma. Everything so normal. So safe. But not any more. Nothing was



safe. Nothing was normal.
Here and there somelocal fellowstilled the soil.

Danny could see them, and the beings which rose above them. Don't let them see you, Danny. Stay cool,
try to act normd. Just walk.

Danny tried to just walk. Where was he going to hide? Mickey had aplot here, didn't he? He could hide
in Mickey's shed. Would Mickey be joining in the search? Danny hadn't the faintest idea. Mickey's shed
it wasthen.

Now just where was Mickey's shed?

Danny bent double, his hands upon hisknees. Trying for some bresth. He was in this thing so deep there
did not seem to be any way out. But. While breath remained. Hewas at least ill free, and till free he
had some chance of making it back to the big building in Whiteha | and the top-secret room of the
gentleman. The chances weren't exactly good. But they were there. Which was something.

Til survivethis' Danny told himsdf. Til beat them. | will. | will.'
‘But not today, Mr Orion.'

Danny's blood temperature dropped below zero. He focused his eyes. Before him ashiny pair of shoes
and some blue serge trousering. And looking up ...

'ItisMr Orion, isn't it? asked Inspector Wesdake.
That'shim.'

Danny's eyesflickered to the side. There stood a constable. Danny had seen him before, he came into
the shop on Fridays to buy asix-pack. He didn't like Danny. The barcode reader Danny had run across
hiswrist had spelled out the word WEIRDO on Danny's side of the cash regiter.

'It's definitely him," said Congtable Dreadlock.

Danny turned to make a break for it. But other constables were approaching, from every direction it
seemed. ‘'Now look,' said Danny. ‘It's not what you think. Y ou're not going to like me. In fact, you might
just want to kill me. But it'sall because—'

'No-onewantsto kill you, sir," said Inspector Westlake. "We'd just like to ask you afew questions.’
'Perhaps later,’ said Danny. 'I'm a bit busy at the moment.’

'I'm afraid I'm going to have to arrest you now," said the ingpector. 'Congtable, would you care to read
this gentleman hisrights, as our colonid cousinsliketo put it?

'With the greatest pleasure, S’

'No,' pleaded Danny. 'l haven't done anything. Well, | have, but it wasn't me. I'm an innocent man.’
The policemen now formed a nice tight ring around Danny. They began to laugh.

'Don't laugh & me. Get away from me.’

The policemen ceased to laugh and as they did so, Danny saw that expression coming over their faces.



That look coming into their eyes.

"You're apsycho, lad, said Inspector Westlake. 'Y ou should get what's coming to you.'
‘ThisisEngland, | deserve afair trid.'

'You'll get one, lad, now don't you fear.’

'Y es," agreed Constable Dreadlock, staring hard

a Danny, ashard asthe Rider that sat upon his shoulders. 'Y ou'll get afair trid. But not here!
'No, not here," said Danny. 'In court, eh?

'At the Sation,’ said the constable. ‘Downinanice quiet cell.’

'No!" screamed Danny. 'Help me, someone, help me.’

'Shut it, you,' said Ingpector Westlake. ‘Draw your truncheon, Constable, strike this, this - this dear on
the head.'

Constable Dreadlock drew his truncheon. 'Oh look," said he, pointing, ‘a nice doggy. Whose nice doggy
areyou then?

'It's not adoggy!" screamed Danny. ‘It'sa—
'Shut up, you," and the truncheon hit home.

Danny went down in ablur of red. As he passed from consciousness the last thing he heard was severd
constables going, '‘Good boy there, whose dog are you? and the ingpector saying, 'Bring the dog to the
gtation, Constable, it might belong to Orion.’

And then thingswent very dark for Danny.
Very dark indeed.
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Hang on by your fingernails and never look down.
RORSCHACH (1884-1922)

REBELS

Thoserebdls,

Thefelowsin boots,

Who hate,

All thefdlowsin suits,

And write,

All thet stuff onthewall,

Andthink,



"Though their brainsare quite small.

They snesr,

At Beau Brumme and Bauddaire.

Are proud,

"Though they choose sllly clothesto wear.
Thoserebels,

Who cause dll the trouble,

Breatheair.

"Though they livein abubble.
SHAVING THE MONKEY

Danny sat upon the cold stone floor in the corner of the cell, hiskneesdrawn up to hischin, hisarms
hugged about his shins. He was rocking gently to and fro.

And humming.

He had woken, of course, to yet another ceiling. This onewas small and white with an iron bulkhead
light, tinged by tiny flecks of red, which Danny rightly supposed to be blood. Moonlight shonein through
atiny open cell window, there was nothing too romantic about it.

Before held started humming, Danny had weighed up the cons of his present Situation. Most folk would
have weighed up the pros and cons. But not Danny, as his present situation didn't have any pros. Hed
been truncheoned unconscious and thrown into a police station cdl. The Riders on the policemen had
seen hewas aclear, their human hosts would shortly come and kill him. The report would read ‘whilein
an agitated sate the prisoner threw himsdf to the floor, striking his head on the radiator’. No change
there then.

But that wasn't the worst of the cons. Being beaten to death didn't have much to recommend i,

but the dternative was even more dreadful. ‘Hello, Mr Orion, we've brought you a present. It's your dog,
Princey. Would you like some time together? In you go, boy. My, you are eager. He's pleased to see
you, Mr Orion, isn't he?

Danny rocked and Danny hummed. He was done for. He, the erstwhile saviour of mankind. Not that he
ever redly stood a chance, even with the help of Parton Vrane and the gentleman in Whitehal. Y ou
couldn't defeat an enemy that numbered in billions, wasinvisible to the human eye and in charge of the
human mind.

What abummer.

'Hum, hum, hum," went Danny, rock, rock, rock aswell. He did have one option. But it involved biting
on acyanide capsule and he didn't have one of those about his person. He could hang himself by his shoe
laces. Possibly. Or stuff his socks down histhroat. Or hold his breath. Suicide was not something Danny
had ever given alot of thought to. In fact—

Danny stopped humming. In fact, he wasn't going to give any thought to it now ether. The Stuation might



be hopeless, but that didn't mean it was without hope. Danny stood up and put his pams againgt the
painted brick of the walls. There had to be someway out of here. It couldn't beimpossible. David
Copperfied had walked through the Great Wall of Chinaand that certainly was impossible. It didn't

stop him though.
'l could make adummy of mysdlf,' Danny said

to himsalf. 'Put it over there, then hide behind the door and when someone comes in, whack them on the
head.'

Danny gave this some thought. 'All right," he said. 'Perhaps | could tunnel out. Lift up aflagstone, usea
spoon. Might take awhile though.'

Danny didn't trouble to give that one any more thought at al. ‘I remember reading somewhere about how
you have dl theingredients for gun-powder inacell. If you know just where to look.'

Danny sat back down in the corner and returned to his humming. It was hopeless. He was doomed. It
was wait for the clear-bashers or wait for the dog from Hell. Either way it was goodbye Danny Orion.
Nothing but goodbye.

'Hello,' called adisembodied voice. 'Hello, Danny Orion.'
Danny froze againgt thewall. He knew that voice.
'Danny, are you there?

'Yes,' said Danny. 'I'm here.'

A head popped up outside the little barred cell window.
'Hello, Danny,' said the mouth on the face of the head.
'Hello, Mickey," said Danny. 'But how?

‘No timeto talk. I'm having ared job keeping thisthing in my head at bay. But | think I'm getting the
upper hand. I'm here after dl. Take this and meet me around the back.’

'Dowhat?

Mickey's hand craned through the window, it had a shake on.

‘Takeit quick, before thisthing makes me useit on you.'

The hand held agun, Parton Vrane's gun. Danny snatched it from the shaking hand.
'Around the back,' said Mickey and then he was gone.

Danny weighed the pistol on hispam. 'Yes," said he. 'Now well see who's besten.’

There came arattling at the cell door. The sound of abig key turning in the lock. Danny tucked the gun
away behind his back. The cell door opened and there stood Inspector Westlake. And Constable
Dreadlock. And severd other constables. And what asurprise, they dl had their truncheons drawn.

'Hello, Danny Boy," said Inspector Westlake. And Danny knew that voice. And it wasn't the voice of
the ingpector. 'I've taken up a new residence,’ said thevoice. "Your services are no longer required.’



'Stick 'em up!" Danny whipped out the pistol. Held it tight between both hands. ‘Drop your truncheons
first. Then gick 'emup.'

I nspector Westlake's mouth dropped open.
'l wouldn't think twice about shooting you,' said Danny. "Y ou know | meanit.'
‘Stand firm, men," said the voice of Demoalition. 'He's bluffing.’

Danny stepped forward and rammed the gun barrel into the policeman's mouth. 'If | shoot this man then
you'l dietoo, he whispered. 'Back

off!" Danny shouted to the constables. 'Drop the truncheons and back off. Or I'll shoot the ingpector. I'm
apsychokiller, you know I'll doit.'

'l think he would," said Constable Dreadlock, dropping his truncheon. "Would you mind if | took your
photo as you were escaping?

'No, that'sfine," said Danny. 'The ingpector's coming with me. As ahostage.'

'Mmmph, grmph, mmmph,’ went the ingpector's mouth. The eyesthat blazed a Danny didn't look very
human. Rather red and canine-looking. 'Mmmph, gmph.’

'He saysdoit. Hurry up.'

The constables backed into the corridor, dropping their truncheons and falling over one another.
Congstable Dreadlock raised his box Brownie. 'Over here, Mr Orion," he called, paparazzi fashion. 'Just
one smile. Could you ram the gun in alittle degper? That's lovely. Got it. One more now, redly frowning
at the inspector. Makeit look intense. Redlly manic. Great. Now, if you could just take your top off—'

Ashe had afreefoot to use, Danny kicked the constable in the cobblers.
'‘Ouch,’ went Constable Dreadlock, doubling up, but keeping afirm hold on his camera.

Danny thrust the inspector before him. Backwards, it wasn't easy. The constables were keeping well
back. There wasn't ahero amongst them. Not on a constabl€'s pay. And it was nice to see one of the
higher ranks with agun stuck in hisgob.

But then, they dso wanted to kill thisman. This dear. Interesting dilemma. But one that was left
unresolved.

Danny went along the corridor and there was afire exit ahead. He pushed the inspector backwards
throughiit.

And they were outside in the car park now.
'‘Over here!'

Danny turned. Mickey was waving. From the white van. Nice one, Mickey. 'Come on,' said Danny,
withdrawing the gun, spinning the ingpector around and ramming it into the small of hisback.

'/ can beinside you as quick as a flash," sneered Demoalition.

'l don't think so. Y ou'd have doneit by now if you could.'



Theingpector's mouth closed, his eyes continued to blaze.
'Don't bring him," shouted Mickey. ‘Come on now, hurry.’

Danny pushed the ingpector onwards. 'Open the back doors," he called to Mickey. 'Seeif there's some
rope or something.’

'Danny thereisn't timefor that.'
'It's very important, the creature that wasin meisinsdethisman.'

'l don't know what good that's going to do us." Mickey turned theignition key and prepared to drive
away. 'No you don't, you sod," he told the voice in his head. He leapt from the cab, rushed round and
opened the rear doors. The moonlight

shonein upon the remains of Parton Vrane.
'Oh dear,’ said Mickey. 'l really should have dumped thislot.’
'Get in,’ Danny told the inspector, and, 'Oh dear, Mickey, you redly should have dumped that lot.’

And suddenly there was alot of commotion. A siren sounded and constablesissued from the fire-exit
door. They had guns.

'Get in!" Danny kicked the inspector insgde. Mickey dammed the doors shut, raced round to the cab.
'Drivelike crazy,' said Danny.

'Have no fear of that. Mickey pulled out theignition keys. ‘'No!* Mickey stuck them in again. Gave them
atwist. Gunfirerattled. Bullets dapped into the van. Mickey kept his head down, whacked the van into
gear, tore away at the hurry up.

In the darkness of the back Danny toppled over. And hands sprang at histhroat. 'No, get off me.”
'‘Areyou OK? Mickey called.

'Drive. Jugt drive.' Danny clubbed with his pistol. Clubbed again and again and again. The hands about
histhroat relaxed and fell away.

'Give us somelight,’ caled Danny. Mickey flicked on theinterior lights that some folk always make such
afuss about you putting on a night.

'Y ou're not supposed to have these on at night,’ called Mickey, who was evidently one of these folk.

Danny looked down at his handiwork. Inspector Westlake's face was a bit of amess. Danny turned the
unconscious policeman over. He found some of those elasticated things with the hooks on the ends,

which are never redly any useat al for fixing stuff on your roof rack, but which everyone dways has
none the less, and bound the inspector's hands and feet.

Danny scrambled over the seats and into the cab. "Y ou're agenius, Mickey," he said. 'An absolute genius.
How are you managing? Do you want meto drive?

'l can manage. Likel said, I'm getting the measure of it. Watch this." Mickey ducked his head and made
ascowling expression. Danny could see the Rider on his shoulders. The blank face took on alook of
concern. And then one of pain. Mickey relaxed. It doesn't like that, he said.



'What are you doing to it?

'I'm thinking about it. Thinking how I'd like to drive anall into its head. Imagining myself doing it.’
'Genius, said Danny. 'Pure genius. Where are we going, Mickey?

The driver shrugged. "You tel me.’

'Do you have your book of spdlswith you?

'Of course| do. But you wouldn't believe what astruggle | had.’

'Ohyes| would.'

'So where should we go? Mickey asked.

"To Whitehdl,' said Danny. 'There's agentleman I'd like you to meet.’
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THE DOGS OF WAR

'I'm very pleased to meet you, Mr Merlin.’ The gentleman extended his hand and Mickey gaveit ashake.
'Pleased to be here,' he said. 'Danny wastelling

me on the way that you have some redlly decent booze, any chance of adrink?

'Please be my guest.’

'And he mentioned something about cigars:’

'l seeyou're not entirely alone.' The gentleman glanced with distaste toward the Rider upon Mickey's
shoulders. It glared at him with unbridled hatred.

'Do the thing with the nail, Mickey,' said Danny.

'What's this? asked the gentleman.

'Watch,' Danny told him.

Mickey screwed up hisface. Thought hammers and nails. The Rider flinched, jerked its head about.
'Most impressive.’ The gentleman clapped his hands together, then took to the pouring of drinks.
'Make mineadouble,' said Mickey.

'What have you done with the inspector? Danny asked.



'He'stucked away safely. Y ou're sure Demalition isinsde him?
'He's there. He couldn't get back inside me. I'm sure he tried.’

'It's because you know he'sthere," said Mickey. 'These things are only powerful aslong asthey keep you
off guard. Aslong asyou don't know they're doing it. When you do know, you can defend yourself.'

'l wish I'd met you chaps twenty years ago,’ said the gentleman.

'What, when | wasthree years old? Danny accepted his drink.

'Y es, forget that.' The gentleman handed adrink to Mickey and opened his box of cigars.
'Great,' said Mickey. 'And you can forget-that.'

'Forget what? asked the gentleman.

'l wastaking to that." Mickey thumbed to the Rider on his shoulders. 'He was suggesting | whack you
over the head with the cigar box.'

'I'm sorry about Parton Vrane,' said Danny.

'Hell bedl right,’ said the gendeman, raising his glass and toasting his guests. ‘Most of hismgjor partsare
intact. Well soon have him up and about.’

'Bloody Hell,' said Mickey Merlin. 'l threw one of hislegsin the cand.’

'Hell grow another.'

"Y ou mix with some shit weird people, Danny,’ said Mr Merlin, lighting his cigar and taking a puff.
'[t's been an interesting week.' Danny helped himsdlf to acigar.

Thegentleman lit it for him. 'l fed confident,’ he said, ‘that asolution is now near at hand. We have
Demalition safely confined. Mr Merlin here has demondtrated thet it is possibleto fight back mentdly.
And we have the mysterious book of spells. Surely with dl thisin our arsend we have afighting chance.’

'So where do we start? Danny asked.

'Wéll, these things take time." The gendeman sat down behind his big desk. 'We can't rush matters. We
must interview Demolition, seeif we can persuade him to cooperate. We must study this book of spells,
discover whether an answer lieswithin. |

will put my top people on it. But we might be talking about months, possibly even years!

A telephone upon his desk began to ring. The gentleman picked up the receiver to hisear. 'Y es? he sad,
then with a pause, 'What? then another pause. A further 'What? afurther pause. A 'Do what you can,’
and the gentleman replaced the receiver.

'Wdll,' said he. 'An interesting devel opment.’
'Y es? said Danny. 'What?

'Apparently you didn't quite outrun the police,’ said the gentleman. 'Apparently the building is now
completely surrounded.’



It'sfunny how thingswork out sometimes, isn't it? Just when you think you're beginning to get things
sorted. Whoosh, out of the blue comestrouble. It'sjust possible that if Danny had not taken the inspector
hostage, the response would not have been quite so muscular. But if you do take a police inspector
hostage, then with or without the influence of the Riders, you can get yoursdlf into al kinds of trouble.

‘Specid service units, said the gentleman. 'Heavily armed. State-of-the-art weapons. Stun grenades.
Tear gas. Quite afew out there. Massing, asit were.'

'Over to you, Mickey,' said Danny. "What do you mean, over to me? Y ou're the magician. Magic us
out." 'David Copperfield can make the Statue of Liberty vanish,’ said the gentleman.

‘That'satrick, said Mickey. 'Anyone can do that.’
'Oh yeah, sure,’ said Danny.

It'ssmple,’ said Mickey. 'He had two towers built in front of the statue. The audience sat oneside. The
statue was the other. Then he let down a screen between the towers, raised it again and the statue was
gone!'

'Yes| saw that, but how wasit done?

"There was another screen behind the first one. A black one. It blacked out the satue. And that's how it
was done.*"

'l don't think you're supposed to give away secretslike that,' said the gentleman.
'I'm not inthe Magic Circle, said Mickey. 'I'm ared magician.’

"Then make the building disappear.’

'l may be good, but I'm not that good.’

The sound of avoice amplified by one of those dectric loud hailerswas now to be heard. Its message
was smple and unambiguous. 'Give yoursalves up at once,' it was, ‘or we will storm the building.’

'Negotiate, Danny told the gentleman. "We do have the hostage. Waste time, negotiate. Ask for flasks of
tea. Make outrageous demands. A helicopter. A million quid.'

The gentleman's phone began to ring again. And
* And that's how it was done. A bloke who used to work in acircus told me.

the gentleman snatched up the receiver. 'I'll only negotiate with Michael Jackson,’ he was heard to
remark.

Mickey drew Danny away to acomer. Thisisgoing to get very silly," he said. 'We could get killed here.
| don't havetimeto set up aspell. And evenif | did, we don't know whether it would work against these
things. We can't hang around, welll have to escape.’

"There's nowhereto run to. We have to make a stand now.'
'Get redl, Danny.'
' Get real? Thisisdl asunred asit'sever likely to get.'

'Where do you think they've banged up the inspector?



'l don't know. Down in the basement probably.’

"Then let's get down there. | have an idea.’

I'mwith you,' said Danny.

"Then grab my book of spdllsfrom that loony in thewig's desk and let's get going.'

'‘And smoked salmon,' said the gentleman into the telephone receiver. "And | want it fresh, flown down
from Scotland, and | want Madonnato ddliver it personaly.’

Words returned to him through the earpiece.

‘All right,’ said the gentleman. 'If you can't get smoked salmon I'll settle for cod and chips.’

"Just popping out to thetoilet,’ said Danny, snatching up the book of spells. 'Be back inaminute.’
‘Do you want vinegar on yours? asked the gentleman.

'Yes,' said Danny. 'And apickled onion.'

Danny ran, thistime with Mickey. Along the corridor. To thelift. Down in the lift to the basement and
aong further corridors. Neither was sure exactly whether they were running in the right direction, but
each fdt certain that the in-built something which aways causes heroesto arrive a the right place at the
right timewould aid them on their run.

And naturdly it did.

During their run, Mickey explained what he wanted Danny to do. The thing about real magic, Redl
Magick, isits specific nature, there is no airy-fairyness about it. Y ou have to be specific and exact. You
have to know exactly what you want and be very exact in the way you demand it. There's no room for
half measuresin magick. Precison iseverything. And so there were certain things Mickey had to know.
And Danny wasjust going to have to find them out.

‘Let'stry in here,' said Danny, pushing open adoor which had asign reading TOP SECRET, NO
ENTRY' emblazoned upon it.

"That might well be the one." Mickey followed Danny through the doorway.
'Oh yes," said Danny, then; 'Oh Bloody Hell!'
Now 'Oh Bloody Hell' didn't cover it. But swearing rarely helps.

Thisroom waslarge. It waslow cellinged, but it waslarge. It was lined with what seemed to be
glass-fronted museum cases. Old they were. Victorian. They were lit from within.

'Oh Bloody Hell!' said Mickey.
'| said that," said Danny. '‘But would you just look at al this?

The museum cases were packed with specimens. Suspended in sealed jars. Preserved in forma dehyde.
Tissue samples. Organs. Limbs. But they weren't human. No way were they human.

It'san diens graveyard,’ said Mickey Merlin.
‘These are old,’ Danny whistled. 'L ook at the labels.'



Thelabes were old. They were pedling from the specimen jars. Brown and pedling. Crabbed cursive
lettering in quill pen, by thelook of it.

'Here,' said Danny. "Y ou know that bit at the end of Predator Two, when the dien gives Danny Glover
that old flintlock with the date on it, to show how |long they've been hunting on Earth?

'Yeah, | saw it," said Mickey. 'Wasn't as good as the first one though. No generd eectric mini-gun. And
no Arnie’

'Y es, wdll — thisisthe same business. The alienswere collecting us. But someone here's been collecting
them. I'll bet there's bits of the Roswell Crash here!’

'Forget that,” said Mickey. 'Look at the label onthis." He pointed. Danny read, ' " Spleen of entity
recovered from wreckage of craft which crashed into

the R.101 airship, causing itsdestruction.” Thisisarewrite of history.'
'Oh, | likethis,' said Mickey, pointing anew. " Skeleton of Jack the Ripper.” '

'Looks more like the Elephant Man. Oh, it is the Elephant Man. Well, | never knew he was Jack the
Ripper.'

| dways suspected it,’ said Mickey. ‘All the murders were a short walk from the London Hospital where
he was staying at the time*. But then | never knew the Elephant Man was an dien.’

'l don't think the gentleman was dtogether straight with me," said Danny, perusing further specimens and
shaking his head as he did 0. 'l think there's abit of aconspiracy going on here.’

'Y ou're not kidding. Look at that.'
Danny looked. ‘Bloody Hell, he said once more.

And it was Inspector Westlake. He lay in a sort of open-topped chromium sarcophagus, with dry ice
raisng littlewisps of mist. Hewaswd| frozen up.

"They've done him in,' whispered Danny. 'And oh shit. | can seeit.’
'What can you see?

'l can seethe dog.' And Danny could seeit. The image was superimposed over the ingpector'sface. It
was another face, definitely caninein design, but more than that, anoble face, awiseface. A face that
glowed with avivid intelligence.

*They actually were, you can look it up.

Mickey stared in at the inspector. 'l can't see anything but the policeman. This sod in my head is clouding
my vison.'

'Well, | can seeit." And Danny looked, and as he looked the eyes in the transparent face opened and
turned towards him. The thin blackish lips moved. Trembled.

Its4till dive. Danny 4till had the gun in his pocket, he drew it out and pointed it down.
"Thaw me out," camethe voice of Demoalition.

'Noway,' said Danny, steadying the gun.



"Thaw me out. You don't know what you're doing. You don't know what thisis about. Set me free
and I'll tell you everything.'

Danny looked a Mickey.
'Ask him the questions,’ said Mickey. 'The questions| told you to ask.’

'What isyour real name? Danny asked. 'What is the name of your race and the name of the place you
camefrom?

The transparent lips rolled back into a crooked smile. "Tell you that?" whispered the voice of
Demdlition. 'If | wereto tell you those things, your friend could apply his magic.'

‘Actudly it wasn't arequest,’ said Danny. 'More of ademand. It'sacase of, tell mewhat | want to know
or | shoot the ingpector and you die with him.’

The lips curled back further. "You wouldn't shoot another man.’
'l redly have nothing moreto lose!

'‘Ah, well, let's not get too carried away.' Thisvoice did not come from the mouth of Demalition. It came
from the mouth of the gentleman. 'l really wish you hadn't come down here, he said. 'Y ou were doing so
well and being such great assets!

‘That'savery big gun you've got in your hand,’ said Mickey. '‘And you don't look pleased to see me!'

'Yesitisquiteabig one, isn't it? Please drop yours, Danny, | know it'sonly an eectric job. It wouldn't
reach thisfar anyway.’

Danny dropped the gun onto the floor. 'What's going on here? he enquired.
I don't want any harm to come to you here. Nor to my prize exhibit.'

'Well, we'refine," said Danny. 'Y ou can put your gun away.’

'Perhaps I'd better hold onto it, just in case.'

'Please yoursdf. Any news of our fish and chips, by the way?

'Ah, no. In fact, the police are being somewhat adamant. They demand | surrender you and your
companion within ten minutes or they're going to come burgting in. Guns blazing, that sort of business.’

"Tricky, said Mickey.

'Yes, | dofed it might rather compromise our operation here.'

'Y ou'd best go back and talk to them then. We can manage.'

'Ah, no again, I'm afraid. | don't want you to do any managing.'
'Mickey hasaplan, said Danny.

' rather thought he might. | till have to ask you to come with me!'
'Why? asked Danny, asif he hadn't guessed.



'I'm going to turn you over to the police, of course!’
‘Thanksalot.'

'It'snothing personal, Danny, but thisisal too important.’

‘But Mickey hasaplan.’

'A plan to destroy the Riders?

'Exactly.’

‘Just as| feared. Come on, we must be going.'

'No,' said Danny. 'I'm not going anywhere."

‘Then I'll have to shoot you.'

Danny stuck hishandsin his pockets. ‘Go on then,' he said. 'l dare you.’

'What? | mean, pardon me?

'Well, come on, don't beridiculous. What are you going to do? Shoot us dead and then drag our bodies
outsde? In front of al those police? All those police with Riders on their shoulders? All looking at you.
Theclear.’

"Tricky, said Mickey.

'Not too tricky. | wasthinking of taking your bodies up in thelift and throwing them out of the window,
actudly.'

'l don't likethisman at dl,’ said Mickey. 'And
it's nothing to do with the bugger on my shoulders ether.’

"Just one thing.' Danny took ahand from his pocket and put it in the air. "Why are you doing this? Mickey
and | could sort thisout once and for dl -just give ustime. Stal for time.'

'l don't want you to sort it out once and for dl, it isnot in the interests of the department.’
'What are you talking about? Y ou want the Riders destroyed, surely?

'Wéll, yes and no." The gentleman took out his pocket watch and perused itsface. ‘All right. It can't hurt
totell you, your fateis sedled, asit were.’

'Could we sit comfortably? Danny asked.
'No. Just stand with your handsin theair.'
'Fair enough.'

'So," sad the gentleman. 'And briefly. As| say, itisnot in the department'sinterests to destroy the
Riders. Possbly intime, but certainly not now and dl a once. They are amost va uable commodity. All
we seek to learnis how to destroy them selectively and at a distance. Imagine the power of that. Let us
take, for example, Saddam Hussein. Wicked Saddam goes off to bed one night. Someone here presses
alittle button. His Rider is destroyed. Saddam awakens the next morning. | bet he wouldn't makeit to



the breskfast table dlive. The gentleman laughed. 'The possibilities are endless. An opposing army. Y ou
zap the Riders on half the soldiers, the other haf do the job for you. Do you get the picture?

'All too clearly,' Danny said.

'And, of course, one could expand upon this premise.’ The gentleman was al smiles as he spoke. 'Once
we have learned how to destroy the Riders, the next logical move would be to communicate this
knowledge to them directly. Once they leam that they are vulnerable, they may well chooseto be
co-operdtive.'

‘Such as by urging their human hosts to vote for aparticular politician? Danny suggested.

'Y ou haveit. Urge them to work harder for less pay. Spend more of their earnings on the Nationa
Lottery. The possihilities are, indeed, endless!

'And you and an dlite of clearswould run dl this, run everything in fact.'

'As benign rulers. The power behind the throne, asit were. Whichever particular throne we choose to put
our power behind.’

'Can | have your autograph? Mickey asked.
'Why?

'Y ou're the very first loon bent on world domination I've ever met. My dad got Hitler's autograph. It'sa
family thing, you understand.’

'I'mafraid | don't have timefor autographs. Kindly hand me the book of spells!
'Away on your bike,' said Mickey.

The gentleman sighed. 'No moretime. I'll just have to take it from your body.' He aimed and cocked his
pistol. Aim it went. And cock.

Danny covered his head, 'Don't shoot,' he pleaded. 'Well go quietly.’
'Wewill? Mickey asked.

'Y es, we will. Give him the book of spells!

'l bloody won't.'

'Of course you will. Kiss the book goodbye and giveit to the nice gentleman. Remember? Like you did
for meinyour hut?

'Oh yes. Indeed. Mickey lifted the book to hislips and gave it agresat big kiss. '‘Be good now," hetold it.
"Hurry,' said the gentleman. "And no tricks!'
'No tricks, | assureyou.' Mickey stepped forward and handed him the book.

The gentleman took it in his non-gun-toting hand. There was abang and abit of aflash and the gentleman
fdl inafant.

'Works every time,' said Mickey, retrieving his book from the floor.



'Yes, | know.' Danny snatched up the gentleman's gun. 'Come on, let's go.’
"To where?

'‘Anywhere but here.' They stepped over the fallen gentleman and rushed into the corridor. The TOP
SECRET" door had abolt on the outside. Danny swung it shut. Then on second thoughts he re-opened it
and went back into the sinister room.

'What are you doing? Mickey cdled.

‘Something.' Danny returned to the corridor and dammed the door. As he pushed home the bolt he said,
'I'm sure Demolition heard everything the gentleman had to say. So I've pulled the plug on his

freezer. Let the two of them work it out. Head to head, eh?

'Ooh. That'sredly horrible. I likeit.'

‘Now, "which way should we go?

From above came a devadtating explosion, followed by the sound of rapid machine-gun fire,
‘Not up,’ said Mickey.

'Any chance of aspdll?

'We don't have thetime, let'stry running.'

And so they ran.

Now the thing about Whiteha | buildingsisthat they do have alot of basement. Plenty of basement with
miles of corridor. Popular legend hasit that they dl interconnect. The various ministry buildings, Downing
Street, the Houses of Parliament, Buckingham Pdace. Theré's war rooms and store rooms and record
rooms and listening rooms, where dull-looking men sit smoking cigarettes, wearing headphones and
watching the spools of big tape recorders going round and round. And ther€'s top-secret rooms. Loads
of those, of course.

It would indeed be tediousto list al the various top-secret rooms Mickey and Danny ran past. Obvioudy
there were openingsfor afew satirical gags there. But none springsimmediately to mind.

'Oh look,' said Mickey. 'National Lottery Winning Calculation Room. Paul Daniels only.'
It'sacrap gag,' said Danny. 'Shdl we try down thisway?

Further sounds of gunfire were to be heard, marching feet aso.

'Down that way seems good to me.'

And on they ran.

'We can't run for ever,' wheezed Mickey.

'/ can. And if we keep going east welll get back to Brentford in an hour or so."

'And which way would east be?

‘Thisway, undoubtedly.’



'Drop your weapons and put up your hands." Men sprang out before them. Men al dressed in black with
all blacked-up faces. Gunsraised. Bigguns. . .

‘Back thisway, | think.'

‘Hold it,' came cries from behind them.

'Perhaps not back thisway.' Danny dithered.

‘Drop your weapon.'

Danny dropped hiswespon.

'Now onto the floor, face down. Hands behind your heads.’
'I think we're donefor,' Mickey said.
‘There'sdwaysthe possibility of divineintervention.’
'You redly think so?

‘Wl

Thelightswent out.

'Open fire,' shouted someone. And men opened fire,

Muzzle flame and tracer shells and sparks and fire and noise. Such noisein aconfined space. And so
many bullets. In both directions.

And the lightsflicked back on. What alot of

smoke. And men rooting fingersinto their ears and shouting, 'Shit I've gone desf.' They advanced, both
teams, and they met in the middle. They weren't dead. The teams. Bullet-proof jackets, that kind of thing.
But they weren't hdf furious.

'Where did they go? someone asked.
'Pardon? said somebody else.
24

BIG TROUBLE IN LITTLE BRENTFORD
'Where did we go? Danny asked.
'Pardon? said Mickey.

And the lights came back on. But not in the corridor. Well, in a corridor. But not the one they'd just been
in.

'Aaaagh!" went Danny.
‘Sorry,' said Mr Parton Vrane. 'Did | startleyou?

'Yes, you did, you. . .' Danny stared.



Parton Vrane hopped up and down on one leg. He only had the one. And only the one arm. And not
much in the way of shoulders. 'l had ajob keeping up. Areyou OK?

'‘Obvioudy more than you are. No offence meant.'

'‘Nonetaken, | assure you.'

"Thank you,' said Danny. Thank you very much.’

'From metoo," said Mickey. 'How did you do that? If you don't mind me asking.'
‘Secret door. There's no shortage down here. Shall we go?

'Where to?

'l thought perhaps Mr Merlin's hut.'

'Y ou're a bloody good bloke for abeetle,’ said Danny.

They travelled on the underground. But it was not any underground Danny or Mickey had ever travelled
on before. It was atop-secret underground. Comfortable ride though, and no graffiti.

Mickey took out a packet of cigarettes.
'Giveusone,' said Danny.
'My last, said Mickey. 'Sorry.'

'It'sa no smoker anyway.' Parton Vrane tried to make himself comfortable on his sedt. It wasn't easy.
'Would you like to tell me about your plan?1 overheard that you had one!’

'Y ou were listening in while we spoketo the, er, gentleman?
'It'swhat | do. Listen in. Seek and destroy. Y ou know the form.’

'l reckon you're likely to be unemployed quite shortly,’ said Danny. 'l think your governor's probably
gone over to the other side by now.'

'Serves himright. | knew he was up to something.'

'Look there's no-one about,’ said Mickey. 'l could have afag, couldn't 1?7
Parton Vrane nodded. 'If you hand them round.’

'Oh, dl right.'

They took up fags and smoked them. Parton Vrane leaked abit and the effect was none too pleasing.
'Speak to me of your plan,’ said he.

'It'sdown to magic.' Mickey patted the book on his knee. 'See this? he pointed to hisRider. It looked a
most uncomfortable Rider. Oneill a ease with itsaf. One most disturbed. Thisfelow isgoing to help us,
aren't you?

The Rider nodded its big bald transparent head. Gloomily.

'Incredible, said Danny. 'How do you do that?



"Thought,' and Mickey tapped at histemple. "We're on speaking terms now. Especialy since he heard the
gentleman say his piece. HE's eager to oblige.

Danny looked up a the Rider. He didn't look that eager. "Y ou can make it do what you want it to do?
It'snot anit,' said Mickey. 'It'sa him. Hisnameis Rodney.'

'Rodney the Rider? Leaveit out, plesse.’

'Waveto my friend, Rodney.’

Rodney raised along dim hand and waved a Danny.

'Rodney is going to do hisimpersonation of Moses,’ said Mickey. 'Heisgoing to lead his people away
from the evil pharaoh and off to the promised land. Aren't you, Rodney?

Rodney nodded once again. He looked anything but enthusiastic.

'Or Rodney will get another nail in hisheed.’

Rodney flinched and grasped a his dome-like.

'Careful, Rodney, or you'l fal off.

"Y ou know what, Mickey," said Danny, ‘'you never cease to amaze me.'

'Y es, well, when thisis sorted, you can buy me adrink. When you've paid off my bar tab. Which you
haven't yet.'

'I've had things on my mind.'

'Most amusing.'

'We're dmost there," said Parton Vrane. 'Tell me, Mr Merlin, just what have you got on your mind?
'Wdll," and Mickey went on to explain.

They have beautiful dawnsin Brentford. Gorgeousthey are. Rich with golden promise. The rooftops
shimmer and sparrows rejoice. Angelson high join in their chorus and not without cause. No Siree.

Two and ahaf men gpproximately were climbing out of amanholein Mafeking Avenue.
'Isit safe? Danny asked.

'Of courseit's safe,’ Mickey helped Parton Vrane to hisfoot. "Put your arm round my shoulder,’ he said.
It'shopping time."

The alotments, al dew-kissed, glittered in the early light. The church clock of & Mary's chimed
five-thirty. Danny took adeep breath and sighed. If held had any poetry in him, he might have recited it
now. But he hadn't, so he did not. ‘Are you sure we'll be safe? was what he said.

Mickey helped the haf aman dong. 'Of course I'm till not certain thiswill work," hetold him.
'Magick isamost precise business, we're spreading our net rather wide!'

'If it doeswork," said Danny, giving Parton Vrane ahelp along too, 'theworldisin for abit of a



wake-up. | mean, these Riders have driven their unwitting hosts dong, probably not into the jobs they
might have chosen of their own free will. Shit, they've probably made people marry each other because
the Rider on the bloke fell in love with the Rider on the woman.' Danny tripped up and fell into alettuce
patch. 'And that's only thetip of the iceberg, he said.

'Do you want them on or off? asked Mickey.
'Off,' said Danny.
Thenlet'sgettoit.

Apparently there was adoor in the dlotment wall that Danny had al too recently scrambled over.
Mickey had the key, of course.

The cand looked so good too. Sun dappling the water. A heron moving in hisroost. A black-necked
swan. A bandicoot.

‘A rat!" said Danny.

‘That'sasquirrel, said Mickey. 'Y ou're crgp on animas!’

'I've always wanted adog.'

'Don't sart on that again, please.’

"This converted hut of yours,' said Parton Vrane, 'how exactly isit converted?

‘Thoroughly,' said Mickey. 'Walk thisway.'

'If I could walk that way—'

'‘Come on.' Mickey's keys were out once more.

Heturned onein thelock of the door. 'Follow me.'

Danny sat down on the camp-bed. "What do you want me to do? he asked.

'Well, you can get off my bed for agtart.’

'Should | draw amagic circle or something? Danny got off the bed. 'Or should | put the kettle on?
"Why don't you be the look-out?

'Who am | looking out for?

'Oh agentleman with atoupee, a police ingpector with pneumonia, the SAS. Take your pick really.’

'Look,' said Danny. 'Y ou seem to be taking over everything. It's me who's been through al the horrors.
Me that told you about that Rodney on your shoulders!'

'Mewho got you out of the police cell,’ said Mickey. 'Me with the book of spells—'
'Excuse me, chaps,’ said Parton Vrane. 'But it was me who saved you in the corridor.’

'l helped you out of the manhole,’ said Mickey.



"Y ou threw my leg in the cand,’ said Parton Vrane.

"Y ou turned me into afemale psycho killer on her way to the eectric chair,’ said Danny.
'l never did,' said Parton Vrane.

'No, not you, him!

‘All right,' said Mickey. Til just put my book of spellsback on the shelf then, should 17
'Looks like you're running the show,' said Danny.

‘Right, well you bloody keep watch then.'

'l bloody will.

'Areyou sure theworld isready for independent thought? asked Parton Vrane.

'Don't have ago a me,' said Mickey.

'Oh, asif | would.'

'Areyou taking the piss? Y ou are taking the piss.’

'If 1 told you that there was awhole load of blokesin black uniforms cregping adong the tow-path, would
that hurry things up? Danny asked.

'Oh ghit! Thereisn't, isthere?

'No,' said Danny.

‘Right, well you're taking the piss. Step outside.’
'l will, don't you worry.'

' Chapsr Parton Vrane's harsh whisper was amost a shout. ‘We redly should get on. Although I'm
beginning to have my doubts as to whether thisisagood ideaat dl.’

It'sagreat idea,’ said Mickey. 'It's my idea’
'l helped.

‘Not much,’ said Mickey.

'Chaps, please. Please.’

'Well, he started it.'

' didn't.

'Chaps?

'All right,' said Mickey. 'Let'sget to it. Now what | proposeto doisthis. | am going to recite The Spell
of Mass Discombubulation. You notethat isin italics and not in CAPITAL LETTERS. That is because
it sartssmal, but it ends big. What it doesisto spread panic, somewhat like avirus, from one person to
another.’



'Oh,’ said Danny.

‘But,' said Mickey. 'I'm not going to passit on to a person. | am going to passit on to Rodney here.’
Rodney took to aterrible shuddering. Danny dmogt felt sorry for him. Almost.

'Rodney isthen going to passit on. It spreads geometrically. From one to two to four to eight, et cetera.’
'Have you done this before? Danny asked.

'Well, once, yes.'

'And how many people did you spread it to?

'Wdll, not many.’

‘How many?

'l got in abit of alather,’ said Mickey, ‘and my rabbitsran away.'

'Not aspell whose efficacy has been universdly proven then?

'Y egh, well, | wasonly practisng.’

'So when they al panic,’ said Danny, 'assuming that they will, although that ssems—'

"When they all panic,’ said Mickey, 'Rodney here is going to communicate the message, "Quick
everybody, thisway." '

'And which way would that be?
'Back to their own bleeding planet. Or dimension. Or spectrum, or wherever they damn well come from.'

Danny nodded. 'Wdll, | heard you tdll it inthetrain. And I've heard you tell it again here. And with the
sunrise and everything, have you ever heard the phrase"but in the cold light of day™"?

'Oh, so you don't think | can pull it off?

'I'm not saying that, but come on. Here we are, one serid killer, one magician with atransparent dien on
his shoulders, and a half abloke who's mostly abeetle. Would you pit this bunch of dorks against an
entireinvisble race?

'You'realoser, Danny. Alwayswere, dwayswill be.

'Oh yeah? Wdll at least | don't have a girlfriend who makes me dress up in aschool boy's ouitfit and beg
to be spanked.'

'Shetold you that?
'On the night when | was you, she mademedoit.’

'Y ou bastard. Mickey swung hisfist and knocked Danny out of the open hut door. Danny bowled over,
but came up fighting.

'Chaps! Please!’ Parton Vrane flapped hisarm. 'Oh, thisis bloody ridiculous, I'll do it myself.' He hopped
over to the book of spellsthat Mickey had placed on histable. 'Now let me see," he said. Therewasa
bang and aflash and Parton Vrane fell down on the floor.



'Oh, you look tough.' Mickey squared up before Danny. 'Sure you can manage on your own, don't want
alittle bow wow to help you?

'Rabbit shagger!" said Danny.

‘Right, you've had it." Mickey fdll on Danny and Danny fell on Mickey back. Fists were swung and the
boot went in.

"Take that!" went Danny.

'East 17!" went Mickey.

Ha, Ha, Hawent the noises off. But not very loudly.

And WAH-OOH WAH-OOH WAH-OOH! came the sound of police sirens.
Kill the clear!" went the voice in Mickey's head.

'Oh, shut up!" said Mickey.

CHOP-CHOP-CHOP-CHOP-CHOP-CHOP -CHOP. That would probably be the sound of a police
helicopter. Oh yes, here it comes bearing down from the direction of the High Street. It'sjust passing
over the off-licence.

'What's dl that bloody noise? asked Mr Doveston awakening from adream of latex bondage.
'Givein.' Mickey had Danny's arm up his back.

‘Bollocks!" Danny kneed Mickey in that very area.

'Poof!’

‘Pervert!"

'And thisone | took in the second murder house,' said Constable Dreadlock, out strolling with amember
of the gutter press. 'See the way the lungs had been blown up and tied with ribbons. Very festivewe
thought that was.'

'How much? asked the member of the gutter press. 'What's al that noise? he continued.

Constable Dreadlock began to load his camera.
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WOOF!

The rabbits were restless. They looked on nervoudy and twitched their foolish noses as Danny punched
Mickey inhis,

Mickey collgpsed into the hutch, bursting the chicken wire and getting al entangled. Danny danced above
him, shadow boxing and poking out histongue. The rabbits made a break for freedom.

'Look what you've done!" Mickey floundered in faeces and clawed at his gory hooter. ‘My prize
Angoras, youll pay for this'

'When you're ready. When you're ready.' Danny punched the air.



"Y ou bloody madman.' Mickey lashed out with hisfoot and caught Danny in the ankle. Danny took to
hopping about. Mickey jumped up and rushed at him. Down they went once more.

Inside the converted lock keeper's hut, Parton VVrane was stirring. He was trying to get up from the floor,
but it wasn't easy, what with him only having the

one a'm and one leg, and everything (well, he didn't have the everything actually), and the onearm and
the one leg were both on the same side. Tricky.

The hdlicopter swooped in low. A head poked out of the passenger window. The force of thrashing
blades blew itswig off. The head ducked back inside. It was the head of the gentleman. 'Land here? he
shouted, in the voice of Demoalition.

'I can't land here, ther€'s not enough room." The pilot shook his head fiercely. His head had afull head of
har, and acap onit.

‘Land here! At once!'

‘No. | won't!"

The police presence wasincreasing. Five squad cars were dready lined up on the forecourt of Leo
Felix's used-car emporium. Officers were scrambling from these, belting on flak jackets, strapping
visored helmetsinto place, handing round the weapons.

Congtable Dreadlock sidled up, Brownie a the ready. 'Could | have ago of one of those pump-action
jobs? he asked.

'No you can't, hewastold. 'Just piss off.'

And folk wereissuing into the High Street. Folk in foolish dressing-gowns and awful carpet dippers. Folk
who wanted to know what al the fuss was about at this early hour. Folk who demanded to be told.
Police motor cyclists swept between them,

loud hailersblaring. 'Clear the streets. Return to your homes.'
Not what they wanted to hear.

Mr Doveston hurried into histrousers and armed himsdlf with what looked at first glanceto bean
oversized pink rubber truncheon. HmM!

Mickey had Danny by the throat and was banging his head up and down in the dirt and droppings.
Danny flung up an arm and poked Mickey inthe eye.

Parton Vrane had an arm up also. He was trying to hook Mickey's book of spellsfrom the tablewith a
trowe.

The helicopter turned in faulty circles. There seemed to be abit of astruggle for control going oninthe
cockpit.

Another police car dewed to ahadt on Leo's forecourt, rousing Brentford's token Rastaman from his
dreams of Sion. Wearing nothing but a pair of Bob Marley boxer shorts, Leo held fast to the chain on his
Dobermann. 'Get off me land, Babylon!" he shouted. 'l an' | set me dog on you.'

An ashen-faced Ingpector Westlake climbed painfully from the latest police car. HEd turfed out the
driver and driven dl the way from Whitehal | himsdlf. He was swathed in blankets and looked



in no mood to be trifled with. 'Officer, arrest that dog,” he ordered. 'And search the place for drugs.’

'Police harassment.’ Leo |oosened the chain on his hound. 'Call me solicitor, someone, I'm being
oppressed again.'

The dressing-gowned crowd now gathering on the bridge above, cat-called and hooted. They al liked
Leo. Leowasdl right.

Danny wasn't, nor was Mickey. But they went at each other hammer and tongs. Rolling backwards and
forwards, punching, gouging. Men behaving badly.

'Hah.' Parton Vrane had the book on the floor. He turned the pages with the trowd. 'l shal do thisall by
mysdlf," he whispered. There can't be much to reciting aspell.’ Oh dear.

Back on the forecourt Inspector Westlake stumbled aong the rank of heavily armed policemen. They dll
stood to attention, looking very tough. Blanket-wrapped and wretched, Inspector Westlake looked
anything but tough and the Dobermann which now clung to histrouser sest, hampered his movements
and did nothing to boost hismorde. 'N . . . now," ssammered the inspector, teeth rattling, lipsrather blue.
'l don't want this cocked up. Joe bloody publiciswatching.’

Joe bloody public booed and hissed. 'Fascist pigs,' called someone.

'Inlike Hint,' said Inspector Westlake. 'No happy triggers. Arrest the suspects. Y ou can't bloody miss
them, that's them over there!’

He pointed to the other side of the canal, where Mickey and Danny till battled it out. That isall. Get to
it

Theline of policemen viewed the ingpector in the blanket shawl. They didn't like thelook of him one bit.
Inspector Westlake viewed them back and made apuzzled face. 'If | didn't know better,’ he said to

himsdlf, 'I'd be tempted to think that al these officers had little transparent men with big heads sitting on
their shoulders. Well, go on," hetold them. 'Go on.’

The policemen didn't move.
'Why are you looking at me like that?' asked Inspector Westlake.

The helicopter made avery low pass. A door flew open and the pilot flew out. With an ' AAAAGH!" that
could be heard above the chop of blades, hefell into the canal. The crowd on the bridge applauded this.
Congtable Dreadlock snapped pictures.

Inside the converted hut Parton Vrane found his page. THE SPELL OF MASS
DIS-COMBUBULATION. He perused the text. 'Having performed the banishing ritual of the
pentagram

and sanctified the temple,’ heread. 'Y es, blah, blah, blah. Within the sacred circle, well, we don't
have one of those, so let's skip that. The magician in his purified garments. . . Yes, blah, blah. Raises
both hands and calls forth the invocation. Well I've only got the one hand, but | can't see that
matters. Upon completion of the spell cry the word "PANIC" in capitd letters. All seems
sraight-forward stuff, | can't see any problem here!’

Oh dear. Oh dear.

The helicopter dipped darmingly. The gentleman was ex-army, he didn't know how to fly an aircraft. The



dog in hishead aso lacked for such skills. The gentleman's hands clung tight to the joystick. 'l think I've
fouled up here,' said A Dog cdled Demoalition.

"You'reaclear, sad apoliceman with agun.
'A what?' asked Inspector Westlake. 'Will somebody get this dog off my arse?

'‘Designate subject,’ read Parton Vrane. 'Rodney the Rider on Mickey Merlin,' he said. 'Intone spell.
Fair enough, let's see, Tenet est circum directus locum fahee. Piece of cake.'

Oh dear. Oh dear. Oh dear.

The helicopter swept down towards the bridge, scattering the crowd. On the forecourt below, policemen
were looking bewildered. Voicesin their

heads were crying, Kill the clear. Kill the clear. Their training told them that's not how to gain a
promotion.

'Get to it!" shouted the ingpector. 'Or I'll put you dl on acharge.’

Congtable Dreadlock snapped away at the policemen who were duffing up Leo Fdix. Til get these
syndicated, he said. Til need agood agent.’

'‘Come on. Charge!" The armed policemen looked a one another and then they reached a collective
decision. They'd charge now and shoot the inspector later. Somewhere less public. That wasfor the best.

'Charge!’ they went.

And charge, too, went the local constabulary. Freshly arrived on the scene and somewhat miffed. There
isawaysrivalry between divisons. The Met versusthe rest. The regiond lads are never too keen about
the way the London mob musclein and get al the glory. Brentford's boysin blue were most put out
about these up-town Bobbies storming their manor. 'Charge!” they went, eager to be first across the lock
gates.

Chug-chug and whirr. The helicopter flew in asort of vertica Victory Roll. And helicopters can't do that.
They stdl when they do that.

'Careba, caroba haffa basanova," chanted Parton Vrane, in awhispery voice, but with vigour.
'Bloody Hell!" cried Mickey, falling backwards.

'Ready to give up, en? Danny stumbled to hisfeet.

'No, something's happening. | can fed magic.’

Y ou what?

Mickey turned a decent black eye, and the other, half-closed, towards his hut. 'It's your beetle mate, he's
tampering with my book.'

'Y ou're just bottling out." Danny raised afist and then lowered it again. 'Shit,’ said he. 'L ook at that
helicopter. They stdl when they do that, don't they?



'Oh!" went Mickey, pointing every which way. 'Look at those policemen! Look at all those peoplée!’
"To the hut. To the hut. To the hut-hut-hut.'
To the hut they ran. And how.

Hard upon their hedl's came the policemen, some with guns and some without. They poured acrossthe
lock gates. And you redlly should do that in single file. And use both hands. Cries and shouts and the
sound of bodies splashing brought joy to the crowd on the bridge.

'Perfect, went Constable Dreadlock, snap-snap-snapping. ‘Now if you could just strike a pose, asif
you're clubbing down that unarmed officer with your gun. Excellent. One more. Thank you.'

'Casa-pupo Benelux Gabba Gabba Hey,' chanted Parton.
Chug and whirr and stut-stut-stut, went the helicopter, quite high up now and amost in dow motion.

'Kaleorum consanostrum Hi-cockal orum.’

Mickey burst in through the hut door. 'Stop!" he shouted. 'Stop, for God's sake. Y ou haven't drawn a
circle, you haven't—'

‘Halmey et scrotum pakamakus. I'm doing fine,' said Parton Vrane.
‘No you're nat, youll kill thelot of us!

‘Leavethisto me,' Parton Vraneflicked over apage with histrowel. Two pagesactudly. 'Hermasitas
hokus pokus—

"That'sadifferent spell. Don't chant that one. Stop, won't you? Sop!'

STOP. Whirr and stop went the blades of the helicopter. And suddenly al became quiet.
STOP, went the policemen, looking fearfully skyward.

STOP, went the crowd, looking aso.

STOP. Everything sort of STOPPED. Just STOPPED.

'No-one speak,’ Mickey froze in the doorway.

'What? asked Parton Vrane.

'Sssh!’ Mickey put afinger to hislips.

'What's he done? whispered Danny.

'He's mixed two spells together. The one to put the wind up the Riders and another one.’
'What other one? Danny asked. It had grown terribly quiet.

‘Just another one.’

" What other one?



‘A redl shitter,’ whispered Mickey. 'A medieval oneto cal down the wrath of God on unbelieversand
vanish them away.'

'Well, that's good, isn't it?

'Not if you don't have acircleto stand in. Now just don't say anything while| try to work out what to do.
Stay slent. Say nothing. Especidly don't say anything in capitd letters.’

'What, like PANIC?" asked Parton Vrane.

And the world that was Brentford went WOOF!
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VOICES OFF

Of course now, looking back, it'shard to tell what redlly happened that day. If anything actualy
happened at dl. Act of God, some say. Meteor say others, unexploded wartime bomb, say others till.

Rumours abound, and theories. Mostly suggesting some sinister conspiracy on the scale of the JFK
assassination plot or the Roswell saucer crash. But who'sto say for sure?

Occasiondly avoiceisto be heard on someloca station radio talk show. One claiming he was 'there at
the time and saw thewhole thing'. Generdly this someone is promoting abook on the subject. Though
none of these sdllsvery well.

Testimonies were taken from those who survived the holocaust, they make for an interesting, but
inconclusive read. It'sall down to what you bdlieve, | suppose. Or what you think you bdieve. Or think
that it's you thinking.

Danny Orion: 'l wasthere, dl right. In thethick

of it. If it hadn't been for me uncovering the existence of the Riders and working out a brilliant plan to
defeat them, there's no telling what might have happened. | know people think I'm aWhacko and that my
pleaof multiple personality disorder a my trial was"unadulterated crap”, but | saw them, | know
they're out there somewhere, just watching us and waiting for an opportunity to return. And when they let
meout, if they let me out, I'll proveto theworld | wastelling the truth. | have to go now and walk my
dog. What do you mean you can't see any dog? What do you cdl this then? What?

Mickey Merlin: 'Well, heisawhacko, Orion, isnt he? Barking, heis. | never had anything to do with
it. On the day it happened | wasin Orton Goldhay. No, I've never professed to be amagician, theré's no
such thing as magic and there's no such thing as transparent men with bulbous heads who sit on your
shoulders and tamper with your mind. Crap it dl is. Do you want to buy arabhbit?

Constable Dreadlock: 'Actudly it's not "constable’ now. | |eft the forceto take up acareer in
professona photography. And | never took a penny for al those photos of mine that were syndicated
round the world. | gave dl the money to charity. Yes, | know some people say they were fakes,
especidly thelast one which shows God actudly coming down to sort the whole thing out himsdif.

But | know what | saw, and | saw that. Grey men with bulbous heads? No, | didn't see any of those!'
Parton Vrane: 'Well, it wasn't my fault. / didn't doit.’

Paul Daniels: 'l did not fix the Nationa Lottery.' Inspector Westlake: 'Don't ask me, I'm dead." The



gentleman: 'Metoo.'

And a Dog called Demalition: 'My people have aways been given abad press by your people.
Referred to as "paradites’ or Riders. So I'd just like to put the record straight. We didn't come to your
world of our own free will. We were dragged here and you did the dragging. My people are "spirit", we
transcended physical form aeons ago. And that ain't no Star Trek jive neither. We are creatures of pure
thought. And I mean P.U.R.E. And were peace loving with it. We never manipulated any of your lot, it
was the other way round.

We got sucked here by your thoughts, b there anyone out there? Are there folk up there looking
down and wondering if there are folk down here? It was the gravity caused by your heavy thoughts
that drew us down here. And we couldn't see you. All we were aware of wasthat some solid physical
entities exigting in a spectrum of white darkness were hanging onto our legs and wouldn't set usfree.

Wédll, like | say, my people are peace loving, but some of us, some of us decided we weren't going to
take it any more. We were going to break free.

We formed an underground organization called DEMOLITION. Destroy Earth Men Or Live 7n
Tyranny. 1.O.N. lonisfrom the Greek, you know, it meansliteraly going from, to go. Cool name, eh?

We sought to destroy the three-dimensional flesh-covered brutes that preyed on our psychic energies.
Wipe them out. Trouble was that your bunch had got our bunch so well and truly hooked that when we
did in one of yours, one of oursgot did in too.

Wetried alot of other things, building substitute bodies, al kinds of stuff. It waswar. Was war. | don't
know who wonit, if anyone did.

Tell you my present location? Y ou have to be kidding. Let's just say I'm like the truth — and you know
wherethat is. Y ou dont? Well, I'll tell you buddy.

IT'SOUT THERE. That's where.

A FACT IN THE CASE

In March 1994, Manhattan Supreme Court Judge Ledie Snyder regjected career crimina Hubert

Napier's defence of Multiple Persondity Disorder as 'unadulterated crap' and jailed him for the rest of his
life. Napier, 27, had decapitated and gutted Kim Nicholsin her New Y ork gpartment and gone on a
spending spree with her credit cards. He claimed the atrocity was ordered by agod caled Zygor, avoice
caled George and adog caled Demalition.
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A DOG CALLED DEMOLITION The Soundtrack.

Sleeve notes. Itiswith the greatest pride that we present the first ever soundtrack abum to
accompany anove . Painstakingly selected, these twenty-four trackswill greetly enhance your reading
pleasure and add an extra dimension to what is aready a classic work of literature.

It must be understood that thisalbum isNOT AVAILABLE IN THE SHOPS, that none of the artigts
listed have given their consent, and that al compositions are strictly copyright. ASHOME TAPING IS
KILLING MUSIC, it will shortly be an offence punishable by death. /

'| dedicate thisabum to dl those who have divined the occult significance of the bandaged I€eft foot.'



Robert Rankin.

SIDE ONE: THE LIGHT SIDE
1. Freeasahird

2. Unkosbomvu

3. Christopher Mayhew says

4. Killing inthe name

5. Addictsfor the out

6. Happy intheworld

7. Amgterdam dogshit blues

8. Nadir'shig chance

9. Dead finks don't talk

10. Big eyed beansfrom Venus

11. Anarchy inthe UK

12. Gary Gilmore's eyes

Magic Muscle Juluka The Shamen Rage against
the Machine Sonic Energy

Authority The Lost T-shirts

of Atlantis Mojo Nixon Peter Hamil Brian Eno Captain Begjheart The Sex Pistols The Adverts
SIDE TWO: THE DARK SIDE
1. Rotin Hel, ma

2. Addiction

3. Pull the plug

4. Evelyn, amodified dog

5. Thiscorroson

6. Hunted, stalked and dain

7. Everyon€e's out to get you

8. Ridethelightning

9. All dong the watchtower

10. Demon Bdll



11. Insane in the membrane

12. Out of the picture
The Kray Cherubs The Almighty Death
Frank Zappa Sisters of Mercy Blood Priest Beck Metallica Jimi Hendrix Megadeth Cypress Hill Robyn Hitchcock

PLAY LOUD. THERE'SNO OTHER WAY . Thank you.



