A Boy and his God

(Length: 4500 words approximately)

Once upon atime Howie had agod. It lived in the kennel where Juniper the mongrel had stayed until he
died the winter before. Howie's mom Sophie was of the opinion that a pet god represented better value
for money. After dl, it didn't wake you up barking whenever the postwoman came by. And you didn't
have to have alicencefor one, ether.

Howie was inconsolable when Juniper died. They'd grown up together, been playmates for al of Howie's
twelve years, and though Howie never did learn to wag histail -- or Juniper to to do his sums -- they
understood one another perfectly. He sobbed and wailed and wept rivers when Juniper was run ove,
and sulked dl March until Fred Phillips said to hiswife, "Don't you think it's about time we got something
to replace Juniper?!

Sophie Phillipsrolled her eyes. "Pooper-scooper, she muttered; flea powder, bath time, walksin therain.
Areyou crazy?'

Do not be decieved; it wasn't that Sophie didn't like animals. She loved them; sheld been so crazy about
Juniper that having to take him to the vet had broken her heart. It wasn't the worming and the whining
that worried her, but the thought of going through the trauma of the accident again. Her husband redlised
this, and being who he was he waited impatiently until she pushed her reading glasses up the bridge of her
nose with one finger, and -- knowing that at such amoment she would be distracted enough to pay full
attention -- he asked the fateful question; Y es, but why don't we get him something else? A god, for
ingtance?"

Sophielooked a him questioningly, and in that moment of locked gazes they thought with one mind: and
their thought wasthis. Hounds die on you, hounds need toilet training, hounds mean hassle; but
household gods are trouble-free. What could go wrong with a minor deity?

She nodded sgnificantly. "I think it'stime we went for alittledrive," she said, looking a Howie. Howie's
eyeswere downcast as he dug his spoon into his shreddies with adesultory action perfected long ages
ago in the salt mines, Fred cleared histhroat loudly, and Howie looked up.

"Y our mother was speaking to you, said Fred. What do you say?'

"Aw ... what?' Howie spooned another mouthful of cered, playing for time. Sophie amiled tenderly at
him. Fred was of the opinion that she spoiled Howie silly but he kept his mouth shut. Sophie had a
degreein child psychology and Fred wasin awe of it.

"Y our mother said something,”" he repeated.

Howie shifted his gaze from the direction of the demonic abyss -- which lay somewhere below the floor
of his cered bowl and somewhere above the planes of Hades, according to the Dungeons and Dragons
book held got for Christmas -- and refocussed on Mom'sface. "Y 0?" he asked, with all the charm and
tact of apre-teen bulldozer.

My, but they grow up fast these days, Mom thought admiringly, looking forward to adolescent sulks
and no need to have to work at bringing him up any more. "We're going for alittle drive, shesad
brightly; your father and | agreed that it would be agood idea. It's about time, after al. Since Juniper ..."

"What?' Howielooked at her, spoon poised in mid air. A thin trickle of dirty milk dribbled back into his



bow! as his hand sagged under the weight of his curiosity.
"It'stime we took you to temple,” said Mom. "We're going to buy you aGod."

Y ou sdl pets through a pet shop, but for Gods you have to go to Temple. Temple was downtown, a
sprawling greet drive-in cathedrd city that stank of incense and resounded with the noise of striking
gongs, booming drums, chanting acolytes -- recorded, of course -- and human sacrifice.

The complex sprawled because you have to keep gods well apart. Being fiercely territoria, godstend to
fight violently and utter the most fearsome curses on sight of a potentia riva; and besides, red estate was
cheap downtown. They'd built minarets up either sde of the entrance boulevard -- very phdlic, Sophie
thought -- and as she pulled the Toyota up at the gatehouse she shook her head and tut-tutted quietly to
hersdf. Terrible, shethought, exposing little boys to such oedipal archetypes! What can the
architect have been thinking of?

"Hiya," she called, head haf out of the window; " Sophie Phillips and family. | phoned ahead, remember?’

"Pleased to meet you maam!" said the bronzed, grinning gatekeeper. "If you'd like to wait just a second
well have one of our sdlesmen join you for your journey round our complex." He glanced over his
shoulder. "Moon," he hissed. The smile dipped back into place with just aseconds hesitation. "Minister
Moon will bejoining you presently, maam."”

A door beside the window opened and a butterba | orientd stepped out, face al glowing teeth and
sunglasses above his hawaiian shirt. He walked round the car and Sophie unlocked one of the passenger
doors. "Glad to meet you maam, name's Sunny Moon, but you can call me Sunny if you want! Hope you
enjoy your vist here, have anice day aswell," he added, glancing nervoudy at her. Something about
women in mirrorshades gave him afunny turn. He sat down gingerly on the other side of the back seat to
Howie, who cast him along, cool stare. Sophie nodded at the gatekeeper and did the Buick into gear;
then she moved off dong the driveway.

"Here on your right we see the temple of the old Egyptian pantheon,” Moon began, launching into his
spiel. It was a huge, sand-weathered pyramid fronted by atemple. "All the way from Thoth the
ibis-headed, especidly good with academics and those interested in learning, to Osiris, god of the dead
and judge of souls. Actualy he'sahit patchy -- ever since hisriva Set chopped himinto lots of little
pieces and lost them al over the Upper Nile. Tell thetruth," Moon added confidentidly, "I wouldn't
recommend any of thismob to you; they're abit clannish and you'll end up with heiroglyphicsdl over the
bathroom walls and stacks of mummified catsin the cellar.” He shut up as Mom nodded and drove on;
like many a sdesman before him, Moon had mastered the art of sizing up his client and was seducing her
with his gpparent objectivity before the Big Sell.

"Over therewe see Vahdla, hall of dead heroes and home of the Norse deities. Thislot are especidly
good with Scandinavian buyers, but they do tend to drink alot and party at odd hours. Midnight sun, you
know. We had afew Hells Angdl s the other week who seemed to think Loki would make agood
mascot for their chapter, but they got kind of annoyed when he cheated at pool. Anyway."

Sophie Phillips drove on, even when the road curled around an outrageous nipple-shaped protrusion
covered in the mogt intricate mosaics. "Here we have one of the more abstract deities, akind of second
cousin to that Jewish Big God Person. Y ou can't actually see him but if you adopt him you gettolead a
horde of millions of fanatica followers. HE's big on marriage -- you can have up to four wives-- " he
looked at Sophie and backtracked hastily " -- but you get your right hand chopped off for drinking and
you haveto pray to him fivetimesaday." Mom glanced a him in the mirror and nodded, very dightly, as
they drove on; Moon sweated. Howie dumped in the back seet, bored.



"Actualy, most of the daitiesin this quadrant are a bit abstract for akid,” Moon chattered. "I'd think a
young man like your son" -- he actually looked at Howiefor thefirgt time since getting into the car --
"would be more interested in something he could sort of relate to on apersonal level. Now over here --
yeah, you want to take thisleft fork and carry on there, yes, into the tunndl -- we have a specid dedl this
week. Thisis where we keep the Elder Gods. It's not so much that they're old stock as that most people
want, well, something morefamiliar.”

Sophie Phillips, to whom the words more familiar trandated as more expensive, sat up straighter. The
road disappeared into a hole in the ground, dropping smoothly until the raw stone arched overhead and
covered them. There were no lamps; she switched the headlights on as she drove. Thewalls seemed to
gligen with aninvisible sheen of swedt, asif the weight above them was squeezing blood from the stones.
Thistunne didn't look like arecent excavation; more like an ancient, dank, brooding gateway into some
isolated network of cavernsthat had threaded the rocks under New England since long before European
setlersfirst trod these shores. She removed her glasses, looked about, and sniffed. Birth tunnel
experience, shethought. How Freudian can you get?

Moon, who had been silent for afew blissful moments, picked up his sles-pitch again. "Folks, you are
now about to see the Elder Gods. This bunch are rather less sociably acceptable than some, they tend to
dobber abit and you've got to take care not to let them on the carpet. That said, an Elder God can make
afaithful pet, an obedient servant, and alifetime companion. Keep 'em somewhere shady in the back
yard and water it when it doesn't rain. Y ou won't get any trouble from rats or mice while you've got an
Old One on the premises, and -- "

He shut up as Sophie hit the brakes. The tunnel debouched into a monstrous cavern, the centre of which
was occupied by acircular black pool. Dark tunne-mouthsled off in dl directions. The haogen glare of
the headlights cast great shadows which imparted an air of instant, brooding menace to the turbid waters
that lapped at the nearside tyres. Something about the pool spoke of ancient evil, of thingsleft
undisturbed since before the dawn of time, of an aura of necrotic decay that accounted for the stillness of
theair in some bizarre, twisted manner.

"Kill thelights’, said Moon. Sophie complied. The darkness was not complete; overhead amyriad of
toadstools cast their ghastly luminescence across the surface of the pond, reflecting like distant,
unnameably ancient starsin a cosmos no human eye was meant to see. Moon wound down the window.
"Cthulhu!" heroared. "Here Boy! Fish!"

Reaching into a pocket he pulled out something that glistened faintly in the ghost-light. He cast it far out
into the pool, where it sank with asickly plop that spread no ripples on the surface. "Squid”, he
whispered by way of explanation; "aways brings him."

Fred clutched at Sophiesarm. "Isthiswise?" he ventured. "I mean, if anything happened ..."

"No problem!" she answered determinedly. "They're chicken, are gods. Can't stand up to adetermined
atheigt, not a-one of them. You'll see!” Howie sat up attentively and looked out the window. A smile
began to tug at hislips, asmile of anticipation.

A ripple appeared on the surface of the lake, aripple which rapidly grew wider and higher asif some
ungpeakable bulk was rising up from adumber of aeons, degp on the floor of some miles-deepriftinthe
continental bedrock. There was an ominous breeze blowing, asif the very air was being displaced from
the cavern; then something, shapeless and huge, monstrous beyond belief and twice as ugly, began to
rear itsdlf from the centre of the lake. Howie gaped at it in frank adoration.

Sophietook onelook in her mirror and changed her mind. "Big sucker, isn't he?' she said; "bet thereisn't



room for himin our fishpond!" She dipped the Buick into gear with ajolt, and they disappeared off up
the next side tunnd with Howie till struggling to control his disappointment.

Behind them, Cthulhu continued his monumenta rise from hisfar-drowned bed. His spinewas so tal that
it took whole minutes for acommand to travel the length of dl those synapses; he often took so long to
stop sitting up that he bumped his head on the ceiling. He saw twin red lights vanishing up atunnel that his
memory said led to the abode of his cousn Shub-Niggurath. Ponderoudy he sivung his oversized,
misshapen abomination of a head to look after them; tentacles drooped and squirmed from hispulp y
lower lip as he examined Moon's squid, clutched in one unspeakabl e appendage. He shook his head. So
long, he rumbled; cheapskates!

Eventually Sophie and Fred bargained their prodigal down to one -- just one -- child of the unspeskable
Shub-Niggurath, father of the woods and eterna spawner of obscene life formsin his root-roofed cavern
benesath the rolling green hillsides around Arkham City. It took dire threats and the promise of fish for
supper every night for aweek to forestall the promised tantrum and flood of tearsthat greeted Sophie's
outright refusal to countenance a Cthulhu. Fred even threatened to buy Howie abeaming fat Buddhaif he
didn't behave himsdf; thislatter threat seemed to do thetrick. "That's cute," he spat asif the very
suggestion brought images of saintly abstinenceto mind.

"Heresyour very own user-manual,” said Moon, beaming as he handed Howie aleatherbound copy of
the Necronomicon; "remember, Old Ones don't like sunlight, they need aplentiful supply of water and a
bit of fresh blood from timeto time, and don't et it get at the neighbours daughter. Y ou know, the girl
next door? Good boy! Have anice day!"

He continued beaming even as the sweating porterslevered the tarpaulin-draped crate into the back of
the car and Sophie signed the Amex voucher. His smile only dipped when he saw the happy family drive
away. He shook his head dolefully. "There goes another one, Ron, he said. Misers don't wanna know
about the big stuff ..."

"Well hell, yagot to hand it to them,” said Ron, propping hisfeet up on the desk and putting down his
pen -- Ron fancied himself asawriter of sciencefiction -- "at least they took it off of our hands! Now
you --" he jabbed hisfingers a Moon -- "when're you gonnatake advantage of our staff discount
scheme?' Hewinked, an affected nautica mannerism that irritated the hell out of Moon.

Moon considered. "Wdll, there€'s this contemporary goddess I've been thinking about recently,” he said.
"Name of NormaJean ..."

The Phillipsfamily arrived home and the ingalation of Shub-junior -- or Junior as he rgpidly became
known -- proceeded smoothly. Juniper's kennel was the obvious home, given Junior's glutinous
propengties, and Fred indsted that Mom lay down the law before Howie could go play with hisnew pet.

"Remember," said Mom, finger poised before her face; " Junior's not to get on the carpet! Y our Dad will
have afit if he seesgoop al over the staircase, and he's not alowed in the kitchen ether. You'll haveto
walk him at night; and remember you mustn't pray to him. That'samost as bad as sacrificing.”

"Why can't | pray to himif | want to?' demanded Howie, staring up at Sophie and trying to figure what
Junior would make of his new red skateboard.

"Y ou musn't ever worship aGod," she said; "it's very important. If you worship them they get more and
more powerful until they start telling you to do unreasonabl e things. Once everybody worshipped their
gods, and things were redlly bad. Only now we know better." She grinned with satisfaction, speculating
about her son's need for a pre-adolescent bonding ritual .



Howie picked his nose, deeply puzzled. Surely you needed two legs to balance on a skateboard ..?
"Yes, butif | can't worship my very own god, what can | pray to?" he asked.

"Congspicuous consumption,” said Fred, backing into the kitchen with ahegp of frozen microwave apple
pieson atray. "Godsal promise jam tomorrow; at least thisway you get to have your cake and est it!"”

Helaughed ashetied on hisgpron. "Y ou just go play with your deity,” he said. "Lunch in twenty, right?’

After their first ecstatic bonding, Howie and Junior were was as inseperable as any boy and god could
be. On many summer evenings you could look outside after dusk and see the two of them bounding
along the sidewa k, Howie weaving his skateboard from side to side and Junior racing to and fro across
front lawns, gibbering and leaving athin trail of dimein his effortsto kegp up. Sometimes they swapped,
and Howie would jog dong huffing and puffing while Junior rumbled after him on the 'board. Asthey
passed the neat white picket fenceslining the road, hounds would bark frantically and cats would spit
from the cover of bushes; but Howie didn't care. At school he would look at hisfellow fifth-graders with
agleaminhiseye; | bet your pet can't ride a skate board, he would sneer to himsdlf. And it wastrue.
Thiswasasmdl town, and skateboarding elder gods were as thin on the ground as hang-gliding rabbis.

The summer recess stretched into a hacyon period of long, hot evenings and quiet, starlit nights.
Sometimes during the early hours, Howie would be awakened by the noise of scraping from the back
yard. Junior was quite smart for adeity, and had mastered the art of |etting himself out whenever hefelt
like going for amidnight ramble. He was dways back by dawn though, and nobody mentioned the matter
unless Junior was careless and left amanhole cover open by mistake.

But the year rolled on towards autumn, and that September Howie was due to start sixth grade. He
didn't want to go back to school -- Aw, mom, -- what kid does? But he had to.

"Look Howie, it'snothing big,” Mom told him on thefirst morning of term. "'Everybody hasto go through
it. Look a me-- | was at school once, you know? And look what it made of me!" Howie looked up at
her through the wrong end of a conceptual telescope. He was till of an age when cause and effect were
confusing.

"But | don't want to know al about Nietzche or Sartre," he complained; "they got funny namesand Miz
Joneslaughsa mewhen |, when | --" he subsided into gasps of outrage at the very thought that he might
mispronounce their namesto entertaining effect.

"There, there!" soothed Mom. "Y ou'll see, it'snot that bad! If you don't learn about existentia philosophy
and logicd positivism in school, how can you expect to earn aliving in thisworld? What'll you do when
you grow up?"* She picked him up and hugged him, grunting dightly with the effort -- Howie wasturning
into abig boy, just like hisfather -- and looked him in the eye. "And don't you worry about Miss Jones.
I'm sure she doesn't mean anything, but if she does ... well, your mom used to be amud-wrestler, right?*
She swung him in aloop until he laughed like crazy and struggled, then set him down again. "Now eat
your shreddies, dear! Have you fed Junior today?'

"Naw," he said sullenly. "Dad said he would.”

Anyway, it fell to Sophieto drive Howie to school and drop him off there with al the other kids. Howie
had by thistime convinced himsdf that he was going to have an awful day, so indeed he did,;
exigentialism had nothing on his angst, which expressed itsdf to the full when Candy Jessup, who had
freckles and red hair and a brace and sat behind him, tugged his pigtail when Miss Jones wasn't looking.
It was alesson about Descartes, so it probably didn't happen anyway. Howie turned round and snarled
at her, quietly and with awesome ferocity: "I've got a skateboarding god who bites and I'm going to set
him on you after school, so there!”



"Ooh." Candy screwed her face up around an 'O’ of amouth and |ooked ever so faintly amused.
"Kiddie's got apet god, has he? Wanna put your god up against my pit bull terrier?' She grinned
mockingly and Howie noticed some things about her; mascaraand lipstick and a black leather jacket.
Candy was growing up, dready apeing her elders, and she hung out with abunch of older girls.

He was about to come out with acrushing rejoinder when aniron pair of fingers clamped themselvesto
the back of his neck and forcibly rotated his head. "And what have we got here?' asked Miss Jones, in
her Number Two (scathing) tone of voice. "A slly -- shake -- little -- rattle -- boy, not paying attention in
clasd”

Ouch. Yes, very slly. Howielooked up and Miss Jones |ooked down with al the concilliatory charm of a
rattlesnake. "And what have you got to say for yourself?' she asked, the personification of steely
retribution. The room fell silent around her, for dl theworld loves an execution. "Taking in class, idle
chatter, and not paying attention. Do you know what happensif you stop paying attention?' she boomed.

Howiewinced in anticipation. ™Y ou stop existing?' he asked hestantly. Thwack! came the sound of a
smart clip round the e=r.

"Guessagan”, Miss Jones said drily as she returned to the front of the class and retrieved her chalk.
"Now as| wassaying ..."

The day dragged on into dystopian distemper for Howie, and when the bell finaly rang he ran out into the
afternoon sunlight as fast as he could. That was amistake. Candy's gang was hanging out just past the
gae, and they were dl therewaiting for him; Bernice and Lilly the Fink and TarantuladeVille who was
heavily into black lace and studs; and the big, sullen onethey dl caled Helen J. Uh oh, he thought, but he
wasn't tempted to repeat his solipsistic experiment out here, not after his disastrousfailure to dispell Miss
Jonesthat morning. He steeled himsalf as he walked towards them.

"Hiyakiddy," shouted Candy. "Think | don't exigt, huh?"
Oh shit, hethought. I think, therefore I'm not here ...

"Yeah, kid," drawled Bernice, crop haired number two to Candy's El Presidente pose, she who was by
right lawful custodian of the gang ghetto blaster which even now perched upon awall, overloading with
transents from something ominoudly hardcore; "you wannamesswith us?' She pushed herself avay from
thewall with aswing of her ample hips and shambled towards him like agreset irritated bear. Tarantula
deVilleleered a him and went back to preening long black fingernailsthat glinted ominoudy inthe
unlight.

"Y ou and whose army?" Howie swore, looking round desperately. There at the other end of the street
was mom's Buick, rounding the corner with light gleaming from the chrome. "Hey, gottago,” he sang out;
"'less you want my mom to jump on you!" He turned and sped across the road. If wisheswerefishes, he
ruminated, hisdinner'd be awfully boring.

It was dad behind the steering whedl. ™Y our mom's going to be homelate," he said brightly asthey pulled
away from the turbulent stormclouds of adolescent experience. "She's staying over a the office; there's
some kind of problem come up.”

"Uh-huh,” said Howie, musing on his close escape. Dad drove on, chopping lanes and booting the gas
pedd asif apolitician was after hisvote.

"Howie," he sad presently, "wasthat abunch of girls| saw you playing with just then?"



"Uh-huh," hereplied.

Dad cleared histhroat; "How many times have | told you ..." he changed track ... "what will al the other
boysin class say? Do you want them to think you're interested in girls?'

Howie, who did want them to think that (because it was akind of grown-up thing to do), and who wasn't
about to tell Dad of al people just what he'd been doing with those girls -- or about to have had doneto
him -- kept hismouth zipped. "Aw, Dad," he whined.

"Don't you aw Dad me, young man," said Fred, who was hitterly afraid that Howie was going to
disgppoint him. His knuckles whitened on the steering whed! at the thought of Howie growing hishair
long and having his ears pierced and endaving himsdlf voluntarily before the juggernaut of bizarre
fashions, dl in theinterests of catching amember of the opposite sex. "It's not hedthy, Howie. If you go
on like thisyour mom is going to have to take you to see the doctor, you know that?'Y ou naughty boy!
And at your agetoo!" Heresolved to talk to Mom about this, later, in private. Howierolled his eyes but
kept quiet. When they got home Dad made it obvious that he wasin the doghouse, so he went into the
backyard to relate to Junior. He curled up in the corner of the kennel and Junior leaned up against him
and gibbered affectionately to the beet of his cassette player. Howie ran fingers through hisdimy pa ps
and toyed with one of hislonger tentacles until Junior rolled over and presented his dryish tongueto be
scratched, but nothing Junior did could shift his master's depression. Eventualy the tape came to the end,
so Howie flipped sides and pressed playback before Junior could Sit up and beg; he seemed to have a
thing about the Dead K ennedys, which was okay by Howie.

"It'sawful,” he Sghed. "Miss Joneswon't go away if | ignore her, whatever she says, and Candy pulled
my pigtall and was horrible to me and her gang're going to beat me up and what'm'l'goin'to DO, Junior?
Answer methat, mm? Gonna get somped by girlsand Dad thinks I'm hanging around and I'm unhappy.
Watchagonnado?’

Burble, said Junior.

Now Howie had listened when mom told him why not to pray to Junior, but it seemed to him that if he
ever needed afriend it was now. Mom didn't take him to the doctor, but bottles of little white pills
gppeared in the bathroom cabinet and she kept after him with injunctions to keep taking his vitamins so
he'd grow up to be abig boy. Howie did -- dl the way to Junior, who developed quite ataste for
stanozolol and androsterone. Howie stopped hanging about late and taking histime leaving school, so
even though Candy carried on pulling his pigtail and whispering obscene, lascivious suggestionsin hisear
when Miss Jones wasn't looking he didn't get beat up. Not yet, anyway.

When they'd bought him, Junior had been about the Sze of alargeterrier. Hewas growing large on adiet
of red meat, anabolic steroids and prayer. He dept with histentaclesin the open air, twitching faintly as
he dreamed of whatever it is Elder Ones dream of; on more and more nights he sneaked stedthily out of
his kennel and down the manholes, until the public hedlth ingpectors cameto look at the sawers and
scratched their headsin wonder and pronounced the town rat-free for thefirgt timein living memory.
Mom had to get out her saw and enlarge the kennel opening.

"Hejust growed,” Howie confided to hisfriends at school -- 'Fingers Freddy and The Worm, who
oohed and aahed appreciatively. Neither of them had agod, although The Worm had a pet snake which
spent mogt of itstime adeep and didn't notice if you prayed to it. It didn't grow either, nor did it gibber at
the full moon and rattle its tentacles on the picket fences when it went skateboarding with Howie. Howie
had an old walkman from when he was akid, and he rigged it so that the headphonesfit a couple of
Junior's orofices -- whether they were ears or not he wasn't certain, but they sure looked funny and
Junior seemed to like it -- so that he could listen to the Dead Kennedys as he rolled down the sdewalk



on hisred skateboard. Y es, even if Howie was unhappy and uncertain at school his pet god was doing
just fine; he even had aworshipper, and what more can any self-respecting deity ask than that?

(Lots, actudly.)

Asautumn wore on, the nights grew longer. Candy tormented him intermittently, asked him to go out with
her then had agood laugh at him with her gang when he refused out of knock-kneed terror. Going out
with her, while not atotally repulsive prospect, would expose him to the Gang ... and girlsin gangs are
utterly different to girls on their own. So she continued to pull hispigtail in class-- dmost coyly, asif to
retain hisinterest -- and hang out downtown at night.

L ate one afternoon, Miss Stead -- who was, if anything, more fearsome than Miss Jones -- lectured them
about the evils of logica positivism. She closed her big textbook with athud and aspurt of dugt, just as
the bell rang. "Now go and be good children and read chapter seven before your next lesson, dl of you!™
shesaid. "And remember that the test next Tuesday will cover Bertrand Russell and the post-Godelian
numerotheologists!” Candy yawned e aborately behind Howie: who didn't look round, so he didn't see
that her brace had emigrated to leave a spotless bite and sultry lipsthat could have graced afilm star. He
packed his books and stood up, then Candy grabbed him from behind.

"Hey!" he protested.

"Yeah?' shesaid. "You akiddy, kiddy? Or are you aman?"

"I'm aboy!" he protested hotly. "I'll set my god on you --"

"Good," she said, tightening her grip round histhroat playfully. Y ou wannago to the pictures tonight?
"| gottawalk Junior," he gasped.

"Aw, fuck." She pronounced it with the breathless reverence of one who had just discovered what the
word meant and wondered if it was fun. "Y ou're no good, Kiddy. Hey, | betcha you don't so have agod,
anyway!" Shelet go of histhroat and stepped back.

"l dotoo,” he said trenchantly. "1 pray toit aswell!"
"Y 00 hoo!" shewhigtled sarcastically. "A red gawd. Y ou going to show me, kiddy?"

"If you want." Sullen now, Howie was beginning to see how this short-haired freckle-faced imp had
outmanoeuvred him.

"Okay," she said. "See you tonight, right? Out by Fat Mac's.”

"Hey, ah," he said, but she'd aready gone, doubtlessto tell her gang to be there or be square to see her
seduce him or something ghastly. What was he going to do? His mind boggled.

That evening saw Howiein ared tizzy. Hefiddled and put in his best earrings and pulled on hisbest levis
and running shoes. Then he got out the skateboard and Junior obligingly hopped on and waited while
Howie put on his headphones. ™Y ou're going to behave now, you hear me?' Howie prayed. "And
everything's going to beright, right, 'cos you're going to makeit right, right? A-men!" He pressed the play
button and Junior belched to the beet of Holiday in Cambodia, rocked to Kadifornia Uber Alles, and
waved histentacles as Howie towed him out onto the sidewalk. In the dim light he seemed to glow with
the repressed energy of prayers and steroids, vibrating and shimmering at the edges asif his skateboard
was surfing through extraplanar redlitiesin acosmos too vast and terrible for human sensesto
comprehend.



(Actudly, Junior was surfing through an n-dimensiona spatia construct. Howie was lamentably blind to
the cosmic influences of the higher planes; to the snowflakes of light that whirled in an everlagting blizzard
through the vast spaces of infinite insanity: and to the window into emptiness which the power of his
prayer had opened. Harmlessin and of himsdlf though Junior was, neverthel ess something horrifying hed
been activated within his diminutive frame by the pernicious virus of belief. Steroid-fed and anarchic, a
Spirit of pure evil was growing, pulsing in timeto the punk rock overspill which Howie had unknowingly
attached to some of Junior's genitalsin mistake for ears. As he wasto discover ...)

Candy and her gang were hanging out at the crossroads MacRond ds, stuffing their faces, when aong the
boulevard came the oddest Sight any of them had ever seen. It wasn't so much the cute boy with the
earings and blond hair and designer jeansthat turned their heads -- although he got awolf-whistle from
Bernice -- but his companion who stunned them. A large, quivering lump of tentacles, claws, paps,
lubricious orofices and quivering eye stalks was rare enough on these mean streets. To seethis self-same
lump riding ared perspex skateboard and listening to the Dead K ennedys on awal kman added a unique
touch. Jaws dropped; fragments of masticated cow landed in the dirt, unnoticed.

"Shit", breathed Candy, with the reverence of the truly surprised. "Do you see where the headphones --"
she stopped. Unlike Howie she didn't need labelsfor [abia.

"Doyou believeit?' drawled TarantuladeVilleto her Sster Mortitia, who'd come dong for theride. "The
boy'sballing abal!" Mortitia sniggered knowingly, even though she was too young and naive to
understand.

"Betchaheisnt,” said Candy, captivated. Thelight of the setting sun sparkled fire through Howi€es hair,
and she just knew that he was an innocent young thing waiting for the hot taste of her lipsto avaken
passionate desires supressed for too long by, by ... she shook her head, at alossfor adjectives. "Here,
takethis" she said, passing her hamburger remnantsto Helen J., who looked at them in deep disgust
(being avegan). She swaggered out into the road, hips swinging and cowboy boots clacking on the
blacktop, to meet her paramour and rival.

"Hiyakiddy," she said, chewing non-existent gum and looking himin the eye. "Glad ya could maket.
Whao'sthishere friend o' yours?'

Howig, for hispart, stared at her, noticing for the first time that the brace was gone from her teeth, that
her hair was short and extremely sexy, that he was male and she wasn't, and that despite dl his mothers
conditioning (ideologicaly sound in view of the population explosion) he was till of heterosexua bent,
and that hisjeanswere embarassingly tight. "Uh," he said.

Candy bent over Junior, who bounced up and down on the board menacingly and clacked his-- or
rather, her -- clawstogether. "Come on," she said, don't be coy! "Who are you?'

Gobble, said Junior; grubble gurgle grunt snoo-oo-ork! She bounced the front wheels of the board
from sdeto Sde, nearly fdling off it in her agitation.

"Hey," said Howie, "I think you've got Junior excited. Now you've seen him, what do you want?"

"Well," said Candy, swinging her hips suggestively, "you can come with me, hang out with the gang for a
while, right? Maybe --" her eyesflickered from side to side -- "we could kiss. Y ou want to be my

boyfriend?'

"Ung," said Howie, who had haf-expected an invitation to be her punchbag. Junior jumped up and down
and the skateboard squeaked. He seemed to be getting awfully indignant about something, Howie
redlized through the haze of his disconcertion.



"Come on," coaxed Candy, taking his hand. "Comethisway?"

Now the trouble was about to begin. It was about to begin because of asingle technicd problem;
Howie'swalkman didn't have auto-reverse. The tape had come to the end of the side, and Junior could
hear everything. (Thefact that Howied screwed the headphonesinto her genital's notwithstanding;;
sengitive skin, y'’know, picks up vibrations.) Now it takes alot to get an Elder God jealous, especidly a
very young, very inexperienced Elder God, but there's one lesson that all Gods are born knowing, and
that's that once your worshippers get dl starry-eyed and start making love dl over the place you lose dl
hold over their guilt; and without guilt, where isthe motive for prayer? For obedience? Junior thought she
was about to bejilted, with good reason. And unlike a powerful Big God Person of days gone by, Junior
had no priesthood to pronounce anathema upon the couple; so she/hefit decided to take mattersinto
hig’her/it's own claws/pa pstentacles.

Howie, entranced, turned his back upon Junior and revelled in the warm, tight grip of hisvery first
girl-friend as she led him towards the lights and the company of her gang. Asthey reached the kerb, she
stopped suddenly and turned, so that he found himsdf walking into her open arms. Surprise. They closed
around him -- so unlike the choke-grip of classroom days -- and he found hislips touching something soft
and yielding and moist and utterly different that seemed to promise the future to him. He didn't fight or
sruggle; it wastoo much fun.

Mortitia, who was too young for this, looked away disgustedly while her big sster grinned carnivoroudy
and stretched her black claws out to the couple. Helen J. turned her back grumpily. So it happened that
only Bernice noticed the skateboarding punk-rocker of an Elder God on anabolic steroids who was
accelerating ominoudy towards them from way back down the boulevard, sparks grating from the
skateboard whedls, squatting in akind of schuss position and gnashing her ominoudy long, needie-sharp
teeth. Junior glowed, glowed with the rage of adeity scorned, shone with the light of steroid-induced
psychosis, the violent flare of martyrdom and a hundred bloody jihads as she rumbled down the Street in
afoaming of orofices and aclattering of lobster claws. And as Junior glowed she grew, bulking higher
and broader and more hideous by the moment until shefilled the road with arushing wal of darkness that
blotted out the sky and the stars and the promise of rescue.

SPLAT!

"That was Junior,” said Howie, saring in disbelief at the enormous mass draped over the hood of the
Mack truck that had been crossing the intersection at exactly thewrong time; "my god!"

"Well it sureashell isn't any more," said Candy pragmaticaly. "It didn't ook too friendly just then!™

"Yeah," said Howie, mouth still adroop and heart pummeling hisribsinto submission. "What d'you
suppose got into him?*

"A touch --" she goosed him -- "of jealousy. Come on?"

But Howie didn't move. Helooked at the messin the road and shook hishead. "Do you believeit?' he
murmured to himsdlf; "there went my walkman and my best ole Dead Kennedystape!" He shook his
head again but, to his surprise, he didn't shed atear. Gods have aways preyed on ignorance; and Howie,
as heturned hisback on it, had more important things to think abouit.



