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Introduction

The kangar oo peered over the crest of the sand dune at the invaders. Little wooden boats with
little flags fluttering in the breeze carried little white men to shore. And the little white men wore
silly red and white uniforms that be could have seen kilohops away, even if he hadn’t smelled
themfirst. The didn’t just ook like they had spent six months on a ship, they smelled like it, ripe
and rancid. They wouldn’t be as tasty as the goanna the roo had eaten for breakfast, but it was
going to find out. It shifted the AK-47 in its paws, and pulled a hand grenade fromits belt.

The wooden boats looked silly. All sails and things. No steam, no diesel. And who did they think
they were going to scare with those ancient muskets?

Where had these idiots come from? But that wouldn’'t matter, aslong as they were tasty...

* * % %

The popular fiction genres, such as romance, fantasy and crime, are only twenty yearsold in Augtrdian
mass market publishing, at least in the current incarnation. There was an earlier boomin Augtradian
speculativefiction, largely caused by WW?2 and the import restrictions on pulps from England and the
US. Thereault in those decades was aflourishing pulp fiction industry in al genres. sciencefiction,
romance, crime, horror, war stories, etc. That boom died away in the 1950s. Parts of it hung on until the
1970s, such asthe publishing house Horwitz with J. E. MacDonnd I’ snovels of nava adventure. Then
Augdrdiawas eft with publishing programsin literary and children’ sfiction, both supported by
government grants, but little else. Popular fiction became the preserve of multinationa corporations
importing books printed and published in the UK.

The break-through book for the re-establishment of an Australian popular fiction industry camein 1983,
It was acrime nove, and not anything to do with speculativefiction at dl. That book was The Empty
Beach, by Peter Corris (who is il activein crimefiction), and it had to be published by an independent
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textbook publisher in order to seethe light of day. Why atextbook publisher? Well, the mainstream
publishing industry has dways been conservative and unused to risk-taking (dill its grestest drawback in
this country), and the popular fiction distributors of the time were all UK companies.

Even now the mgjority of Audrdia slarger publishersare multinationas. A book published in Audrdia
was one less book that could be exported from the UK by the parent company. If the Audtraian
subsidiary published mass market fiction, it would be competing with its parent company, and that
competition wasn't allowed. Evenin thelate 1980s, Audtraian publisherswere being told by their English
superiors not to publish popular fiction.

Despite proven sdesfigures, local popular fiction publishing took time to build momentum. Crime writing
led the way, followed by other forms of fiction, including fantasy. The early leeder in fantasy publishing
was Pan Macmillan. That first surge died away, due largdly to derivative, poor qudity fiction. The
inexperience of the publishers with genre fiction showed. With the notable exception of generic high
fantasy—imitations of Tolkien, Eddings and Feis—that inexperience continuesto thisday. (Pan
Macmillan have since re-entered the field with their Tor imprint.)

* * * %

The leader of the little white men marched up the beach and tripped, falling onto its hands and
knees. With some assistance from the othersit struggled back to its feet and brushed sand fromits
dress uniform. It pulled a scroll fromits pocket and held it high. “ 1 claim thisland in the name
of..."

The kangaroo had a family to feed. And these idiots were just too silly to live.

It was now or never! Tasty or not tasty. She loves me, she loves me not...

He stood to his full four metre height and aimed.

* k% k %

Thereisvery little sciencefiction or horror published by the multinationdsin Audtrdia. Mogt of what they
do publishisreprinted from US or English editions, acomforting proof thet the book already hasan
internationa track record. The mgority of Audtraia s best known science fiction writers, Greg Egan,
Damien Broderick, Sean Williams, Sean McMullen, Shane Dix, are published internationaly. These
authors then have their internationd editionsimported into Audrdia



Why arethe mgor publishers only interested in fantasy? If afantasy novel salls 5000 copies, and a
sciencefiction novel sells 3000 copies, amgor publisher will publish the fantasy novel. Both will make
money, but in amargina market place niche marketing isruled out by the bean counters who have
invaded much of the role editors once held. The lower selling genre is sacrificed. Horror? Well, most
gory-telling in any genre of fiction contains adegree of horror. Cdl it crime, cdl it drama, cdl it literature,
cdl it young adult, and that’s okay. Cal it horror and the old stigmas and prejudices surface. Local
writersinterested in anything other than generic high fantasy must remain in the independent presses, or
seek publication interntiondly.

The dominance of fantasy in Austrdian genre publishing is such that Jennifer Fallon’srecent Second Suns
trilogy, which issciencefiction in the vein of Anne McCaffrey’ s Pern novels, or Marion Zimmer
Bradley’ s Darkover books, was published and marketed purely as fantasy by HarperCollins.

But with fantasy, the overseas publishing phenomenon hasworked in the other direction. The best
Australian authors were published localy firgt, and then had their work sold overseas. The best known,
Garth Nix, SaraDouglass, Juliet Marillier, Kate Forsyth and lan Irvine, are becoming household names,
perhaps because dl aretdling their own stories, and finding their own direction out of the generic morass.
Here are afew more namesinternationd readerswill discover on their shelves: Tony Shillitoe, Glenda
Larke, Smon Brown, Jennifer Fallon and Trudi Canavan. But what seems derivative to an Audiraian
audience can be fresh to an internationa audience. The signature Australian blurring of good and evil in
mass market fantasy isthe flavour of the month internationally.

Moreinteresting isthe new, less easly defined, cross-genre phenomenon caled * dipstreamy’, which
ChinaMievillerecently called the New Weird. Despite the marketing labdl of ‘New’, Audtrdians have
been happily at work in this genre for decades, most notably in the Tom Rynosseros stories of Terry
Dowling. Dowling' sisasurred, fantadtical future Audtralia, neither science fiction nor fantasy, but
blending both with a sense of the mythic and the power of the landscape. Dowling’ s works shows that
there are advantages aswell as disadvantages to the independent press phenomenaand not having to
satisfy the commercia needs of multinational publishers. He has been successful because hewasn't
forced to compromise, but the success has been limited by the limitations of independent presses.

While the current prominence of dipsiream is arecent phenomenon, the sub-genreitsaf has been around
for decades, often hiding in other genres. The works of Peter Goldsworthy, Janette Turner Hospital and
Peter Carey dso often fit the definition, athough those writers have come from aliterary background.
What isinteresting isthat alarge amount of the short fiction published in the independent small press
magazines and anthol ogies dso fits this dipstream subgenre. Generic fantasy ison thewanein short
fiction. Readers, writers, editors and publishersin the independent pressfield are smply bored. Istherea
grassroots trend emerging here?

But in the mass market, publishers are looking for generic fantasy trilogies, and very little else. Some
sciencefiction is published into the techno-thriller market, witness John Birmingham' s Weapons of



Choice. Some horror, such as Anthony O’ Ned’ sexcellent The Lamplighter, in which agruesome serid
killer mystery is played out by the power of an abused young woman' simagination—is published in the
literary genre. Kim Wilkins, who proved that the mass-market horror novel can work in the Australian
market place, is now being marketed as paranormal romance.

The short ory fidd isadmost totally the preserve of the independent press. Once again, anumber of
factorsare at play. A whole range of new talent, in writing, editing and publishing, is at work: people who
have been inspired both by what has been happening overseas in the independent presses, and by their
own tdent. Theinability of mainstream publishersto take risksin what they gtill see asaminor genre of
the derivative pulp mass market industry hel ps drive the new talent.

* * % %

Later that night, around the campfire, the roo’s mate belched and said: “ Use some salt and wild
[ime next time. And please peel themfirst.” She picked cotton from between her teeth. “ Or better
yet, I'll cook.” Her expression softened when she saw her mate' s face. “ They were delicious
though, darling. And thank you for catching, killing and cooking dinner. I’ [| wash the dishes.”

Theroo brightened. “ | hope they send us more! And | caught a koala for desert. But it needs a few
more minutes —”

“Koala? Again? We're going to eat grass at this rate!”

“- marinating in the brandy. “

“ Oooh, that sounds delicious.”

* * % %

A mgjor factor in the independent press arenais new printing technology. Small presses once
photocopied their magazines and fanzines, or used awhole range of expensive backyard production
techniques whose names have been forgotten. Now we have effective desktop publishing software,
print-on-demand technology, and the capabiility for cost-effective smdl print runs. Welivein aworld
where anybody with the will and the ambition can have ago at publishing. That is both a strength and
drawback—uwill, ambition and resources do not equate to talent and experience.



Thered publishing experience lies with the established mass market publishers, who havelittle
knowledge of speculative fiction. The talent most often lies with the independent press. It is one of the
ironies of the field that the place where the speculative fiction talent and the publishing experience meet is
most often oversess. That is changing.

Whereto for Australian speculative fiction? The independent press phenomenawill continue. The cottage
industry publisherswill become more experienced and more knowledgeable. The mass market publishers
will dways be driven by the commercid imperatives of asmal marketplace but, hopefully, will dso learn
enough from grassroot trends to alow the genre to devel op.

Sciencefiction, fantasy and horror are literatures of idess. Sciencefiction looksinto the future, or at what
could exig, given what the human races knows or can imagine about the universe. It looks also at
different versons of our past and present—a sub-genre called aternate history. Horror looks at the
supernatura, or at particularly disturbing versions of what can exi<, given the perversons of human
nature, and here horror crosses with the crime genre. Fantasy looks at worlds or subject matter which
can't exist, which we acknowledge asimpossible. All areliteratures of ideas. Austrdian writers draw on
the vadt, often unforgiving, landscape we livein, the multicultura nature of the society around us and the
lessonswe re trying to learn from our history. The best storiesfeature charactersin conflict with theidea,
in search of resolution. The best stories provoke, inspire and entertain.

* * % %

Thereal invasion, of course, came later. The kangaroo and his partner were driven out of the
Sydney basin to haunt the vast interior of the continent, where their descendants can still be found
today, bounding through paddocks, slouching in the shade in the desert heat, fighting sheep and
cattle for food—or dead under the wheels of trucks and on the meat racks of supermarkets...

... or bounding out from behind a tree, machete in one paw, can of beer in the other, shouting
“Your money or your life.”

* k% k %

In 2004, the Australian short fiction market was dominated (again) by independent presses. In
researching this anthology, we read every speculative fiction story we could find by Austraian residents,
published anywherein the world. Nearly four hundred stories by one hundred and seventy writers. One
and aquarter million words of fiction.

The trends are obvious. Internet publishing is up, and flash fiction—stories under athousand wordsin



length—is a'so disgppointingly on the rise. Speculative genre short fiction isat its best when it hasthe
gpace to consider plot and character aswell asidea, and flash fiction rarely doesjugtice to its subject
metter.

The most energetic publisher was lon Newcombe, of the webzine Antipodean S, which managed a
dozen issues, reinventing the tropes and ideas of sciencefiction’s heyday in the 1960s. Andromeda
Fpaceways Inflight Magazine dso met their publishing schedule with six bi-monthly issues. Audrdia's
longest running peculative fiction magazine, Aurealis, managed asingleissue. New Western Audtrdian
magazine, Borderlands, managed asingle issue, as did the Canberra-based Fables and Reflections.
TheFlorida, USA, webzine, Oceans of the Mind, devoted an issue to Audiralian writing.

The new horror webzine, Shadowed Realms, put out two issues, the second devoted to flash fiction, a
trend which will continue with thismarket. Orb, the best, and the best-looking, of the local speculative
fiction magazines, produced asingle qudity issue. Thewebzine, Ticonderoga Online, put out two iSsues.

There were fewer anthologiesin 2004 than in 2003. Agog! Press produced the third of their annual
anthologies, Agog! Smashing Stories, edited by Cat Sparks, and the Canberra Speculative Fiction Guild
produced their third, Encounters, edited by Maxine McArthur and Donna Hanson.

The year adso produced three single-author collections. Black Juice, by Margo Lanagan, published by
Allen & Unwin, wasthe stand-out volume of the year, and * Singing My Sister Down’ the outstanding
story of the year. HarperCollins published a second volume of erotic fantasy and horror by Tobsha
Leaner, Tremble, with anumber of strong ories. Altair Austraia Books published the story collection,
We Would be Heroes, by Robert N Stephenson, and a poetry collection by Kate Forsyth, Radiance.

In addition, Augtralians placed stories with anumber of anthologies, magazines and webzines, from major
publishers and independents, around the world.

For details of websites, subscriptions and addresses of al the Austraian based publications, please see
the Appendix.

If we had produced a Y ears Best for 2003, it would have been dominated by horror fiction; 2005 is
aready shaping up to bethe year of the adventure story. 2004? Wdll, you'll have to read ahead and find
out.

Bill Congreve & Michelle Marquardt
Sydney, 2005.
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Singing my Sister Down

MARGO LANAGAN

Margo Lanagan grew up in the Hunter Vadley and Mebourne, and now livesin Sydney. She has
published poetry, teenage romances, novesfor children and young adults, and speculative fiction short
stories. Her short-story collection Black Juice won aVictorian Premiers Literary Award, and the story
‘Singing My Sister Down’ won an Auredis Award for Best Y oung Adult Short Story, aswell asthe
inaugural Golden Auredlisfor Best Short Story. Two stories from Black Juice were sdlected for incluson
inthe Datlow/Link/Grant Year’s Best, and an unprecedented four stories made the Locus
Recommended Reading list for 2001. Margo has conducted creative writing workshopsin many primary
and secondary schools throughout Australia, and was atutor at Clarion South 2005. Sheis currently
working on aspeculativefiction novel and athird collection of short sories.

‘Singing My Sister Down’ was inspired by adocumentary | saw on SBS about atown in Africathat was
built on the edge of atarpit. People warmed their feet in the tar, as described in the story: they also had
to re-adjust their houses every year as the ground dowly shifted; they also had accidents like parking
trucks on the tar and finding them gone the next morning. The point of view isonethat | useregularly: a
person who' s not yet equipped to process what they’ re seeing. The eventswill shgpe himintimesto
come, but at this point he passes through the experience without properly understanding what’ s going on.

* k x %

w

el went down to the tar-pit, with mats to spread our weight.

Ikky was standing on the bank, her handsin ametal twin-loop behind her. She' d stopped sulking; now
she looked, more, stare-y and puzzled.

Chief Barnarndra pointed to the pit. * Out you go then, girl. Y ou must walk on out there to the middle and
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stand. When you picked a spot, your people canjoin you.’

So |k stepped out, very ordinary. She walked out. | thought...hoped, even...she might walk right across
and into the thornsthe other side; at the sametime, | knew she wouldn't do that.

She walked the way you walk on the tar, except without the arms balancing. She nearly fell froma
stumble once, but Mumma hulloo’ d to her, and she straightened and walked a straight upright line out to
the very middle, where she dowed and stopped, not ooking back.

Mummadidn't look to the chief, but al uskidsand therest did. * Right, then,” he said.

Mummastepped straight out, asif she'd just herself that moment happened to decide to. We went after
her...only us, Ik’ sfamily, which was like us being punished too, everyone watching uswalk out to that girl
who was our shame.

In the winter you come to the pit to warm your feet in thetar. Y ou stand long enough to sink asfar as
your ankles...thelittler you are, thelonger you can stand. Y ou soak the heet in for aslong asthetar
doesn't close over your feet and grip, and it's as good as warmed boots wrapping your feet. But in
summer, like this day, you keep away from the tar, because it makesthe air hotter and you mind about
the stink.

But today we had to go out, and everyone had to see us go.

Ikky wastal, but she was thin and light from al the worry and prison; she was going to teke along time
about sinking. We got our mats down, al the food-parcels and ice-baskets and instruments and such
spread out evenly on the broad planks Dash and Felly had carried out.

‘You gart, Dash,” said Mumma, and Dash got up and put his drum-ette to his hip and began with
‘Fork-Tall Trio’, and it did fed abit like a party. It sirred Ikky awake from her hung-headed shame; she
lifted up and even laughed, and | saw her hipsmovein the last chorus, sdeto side.

Then Mumma got out one of the ice-baskets, which was dready black on the bottom from meltwater.

Ikky gasped. ‘Hal What! Crab! Where' d that come from?



‘Never you mind, sweet-thing.” Mummalifted some meat to Ikky’ s mouth, and rubbed some of the
crush-iceinto her hair.

‘Oh, Mumma!” 1k said with her mouth full.

‘May aswédl have the best of thisworld whileyou're here;” ssid Mumma. She stood there and fed her
like ababy, like apet guinea-bird.

‘| thought Auntie Mai would come,” said Ik.

‘AuntieMai, she'susdless,” said Dash. * She' sgitting at home with her handkerchief.’

‘I wouldn't' ve cared, her crying,” said Ik. ‘1 would' ve thought she' d say goodbyeto me.’

‘Her heart’ stoo hurt,” said Mumma. ‘Y ou frightened her. And she' s such astraight lady...she sees shame
where some of usjust see people. Here, inside the big claw, that’ sthe sweetest meat.’

‘Oh, yes! Isanyone dse feasting with me?

‘No, darlin’, thisisyour day only. Well, okay, I'll give someto thislittle sad-eyes here, hun? Felly never
had crab but the once. Isit yum? Ooh, it' syum! Look at him!’

Next she cadled meto do my flute...the flashiest, hardest music | knew. And Ik listened, who usually
screamed at me to stop pushing spikesinto her brain; she watched my fingers on the flute-holes and my
sweeting face and my straining, bowing body, and for thefirst time didn't fed likejust the
nuisance-brother to her. | played well, out of the surprise of her not minding. | couldn’t' ve played better.

| heard everyone €l se being surprised, too, at the end of those tunes, that they must’ ve al known too, too
wedl fromal my practisng.

| sat down, very hungry. Mumma passed me the water-cup and adamp-roll.

‘I'm stuck now,” said Ik, and it wastrue...the tar had her by the feet, closed in agleaming line like that



pair of zipper-dippers| saw oncein the shoe-master’ svitrina.

‘Ohyeah, well and truly stuck,” said Mumma. ‘ But then, you knew when you picked up that axe-handle
you were gticking yoursdlf.’

‘I know.’

‘“No coming unstuck from thisone. Y ou could ve let that handlelie” That was some seriousteasing.

‘No, | couldn’t, Mumma, and you know.’

‘I do, baby chicken. | dways knew you'’ d be too angry, once the wedding-glitter rubbed off your skin. It
was agood party, though, wasn't it? And they laughed at each other, Mumma having to steady 1kky or
her ankles would' ve snapped over. And when their laughter started going strange Mummasaid, *Wéll,
this party’ sgoing to be almost as good, ‘ cause it sgot children. And look what elsel” And she reached
for the next ice-basket.

And so thewholelong day went, in treats and songs, in ice and stink and joke-stories and gossip and
party-pieces. On the banks, people came and went, and the chief sat in his chair and was fanned and fed,
and the family of Ikky’ s husband sat around the chief, being served too, al in purple-cloth with flashing
edging, very prideful.

Shewent down so dowly.

‘lIsn'tit hot? Felly asked her.

‘It' slikeabig warm hug up my legs,’ said Ik. ‘ Come here and give me ahug, little ick-arms, and let me
check. Oof, yes, it’sjust like that, only lower down.’

“Y ou're coming down to me,” said Fel, pleased.

“Yeah, soon I'll be ableto bite your ankleslike you bite mine’



Around mid-afternoon, Ikky couldn’t move her arms any more and had apanic, just quiet, not so the
bank-people would' ve noticed. ‘What'm | going to do, Mumma? she said. ‘When it comes up over my
face? When it closes my nose?

‘Don’t you worry about that. Y ou won't be awake for that.” And Mumma cooled her handsin theice,
dried them on her dress, and rubbed them over 1k’ s shoulders, down Ik’ s arms to where the tar had
locked her wridts.

“Y ou better not give me any tess, or herbs, or anything,” said Ik. * They’ll get you, too, if you help me.
They’ Il come out to see and make sure’

Mumma put her hands over Felly’ sears. ‘ Tristem give me agun,” she whispered.

Ikky’ s eyeswent wide. ‘But you can't! Everyone'll hear!”

‘It'sgot athing onit, quietensit. | can dipitin atar-wrinkle, get you in the head when your head is part
sunk, fold back the wrinkle, tell ‘em your heart stopped, the tar pressed it stopped.’

Felly shook his head free. Ikky waslooking at Mumma, quietening. There was only the sound of Dash
tearing bread with histeeth, and the breeze whistling in the thorn-galls away over on the shore. | was
watching Mummaand Ikky closdly...I’ d wondered about that last part, too. But now thisgirl up to her
wais in the pit didn’t even look like our Ikky. Her face was changing like acloud, or likea
masque-lizard’ s colours; you don't see them move but they become something el se, then something else

agan.

‘No,” shesad, still looking at Mumma. Y ou won't do that. Y ou won't haveto.” Her face had asmileon
it that touched off one on Mumma stoo, so that they were both quiet, smiling at something in each other
that | couldn’t see.

And then their eyesran over and they were crying and smiling, and then Mummawas knedling on the
wood, her arams around Ikky, and Ikky was ugly against her shoulder, crying in away that you couldn’t
interrupt them.

That waswhen | realised how many people were watching, when they set up abig, spooky oolooling
and slamping on the banks, to see Mummagrieve.



‘Fo!’ | said to Dash, to stop the hair cregping around on my head from that noise. ‘ There never was such
acrowd when Chep’ s daddy went down.’

‘Ah, but hewas old and crazy,” said Dash breadily, ‘and only killed other olds and crazies.’

‘ Are those fish-people? And look at the yellow-cloths...they’ re from up among the caves, all that way!’

‘Well, it' snearly Langasday, too,” said Dash. ‘L ots of people on the move, just happening by.’

‘Maybe. Isthat an honour, or a greater shame?

Dash shrugged. ‘ Thiswhole thing is up-ended. It' slike aparty, but who would have aparty in thetar,
and with family going down?| don't get it.’

‘It swhat Mummawanted.’

‘Better than having her and Ik belike thisal day.” Dash’shand dipped into the nearest ice-basket and
brought out a crumb of coconut-ice. He ateit asif he had a perfect right.

Everything went dippery in my mind, after that. We were being watched so hard! Even though it was
quiet out here, the pothering wind brought crowd-mumble and scraps of music and smoke our way, so
often that we couldn’t be private and ourselves. Besides, there was Ikky with the sun on her face, but the
rest of her from the rib-peaks down gloved in tar, never to see sun again. Time seemed to just have gone,
in big clumps, or al the day was happening at once or something, | was wondering so hard about what
wasto come, | was watching so hard the differences from our normal days. | wished | had moretimeto
think, before she went right down; my mind was going a bit breathless, trying to get dl itsthinking done.

But evening came and |1k was a head and shoulders, singing dong with usin thelamplight, al theold
songs...’ A Flower for You', ‘Hen and Chicken Bay’, *Walking the Tracks with Begjum Singh',
‘Dollarberries. She sang al Felly’ slittle-kid songs that normally she' d sneer at; she got Dash to teach
her hisnew one, ‘A Camo Milé€', with the tricky chorus, made us al work on that one like she wastrying
to stop us noticing the monster bonfires around the shore, the other singing, of fishing songs and forest
songs, the somp and clatter of the dancing. But they were there dl the time, and no other sSinging in our
lives hed had dl thisgoing on behind it in the gathering darkness.



When thetar began to tip 1k’ s chin up, Mummasent me for the wresth. ‘Mai will have brought it, over
by the chief’ schair.’

| got up and started acrossthe tar, and it was asif | cast magic ahead of me, sillence-making magic, for
as| waked...and it was good to be walking, not sitting...musics petered out, and laughter stopped, and
dancers stood till, and there were eyes at me, al dong the dark banks, strange eyes and familiar both.

The wreath showed up in the crowd ahead, abig, paering trailing spirals of whisper-vine, the
beautifullest thing. I climbed up the low bank there, and the ground felt hard and cold after aday on the
squishy tar. My ankles shivered as| took the wreath from Mali. It was heavy; it was fat with heavenly
scents.

‘You'll haveto carry those,’ | said to Mai, as someone handed her the other garlands. ‘Y ou should come
out ,anyway. Ik wants you there’

She shook her head. * She's cloven my heart in two with that axe of hers’

‘What, so you'll chop herstoo, thislast hour?

Weglared at each other in the bonfire light, al loaded down with the fine, pale flowers.

‘I never heard this boy speak with avoice before, Mai,” said someone behind her.

‘He svery sure said someonedse. ‘Thisislkky's Last Thingswe retalking about, Mai. If shewantsto
you be one of them...’

* She shouldn’t have shamed us dl, then,” Mai said, but weakly.

“You going to look back on thisand think yourself a po-face,” said the first someone.

‘Butit’slike...” Ma sagged and clicked her tongue. * She should have cared what she did to thisfamily,’
shesaid with her last fight. ‘ That it' smore than just herself.’



‘Go on, take the flowers. Don't make the boy do thistwice over. Timeisshort.’

‘Y eah, everybody’ stimeis short,” said thefirst someone.

Mai stood, pulling her mouth to one side.

| turned and propped the top of the wreath on my forehead, so that | waslike alittle bride, trailing my
head of flowers down my back to the ground. | set off over thetar, leaving the magic sllencein the
crowd. Therewas only the rub and squesk of flower-stalksin my ears; in my eyes, instead of the
flourishes of bonfires, there were only the lampsin aring around Mumma, Felly, Dash, and Ikky’ s head.
Mummawas knedling bonty-up on the wood, talking to Ikky; in thetime it had taken meto get the
wresth, Ikky’ s head had been locked fill.

‘Oh, the baby,” Ma whimpered behind me. * Thelittle darling.’

Bit latefor darling-ing now, | amost said. | felt cross and frightened and too grown-up for Mai’ ssilliness.

‘Here, 1k, we' [l make you beautiful now,” said Mumma, laying the wreath around Ik’ s head. *We' Il come
out here to these flowers when you' re gone, and know you're here’

‘They’ll die pretty quick...'ve seenit.” 1k’ s voice was getting squashed, coming out through closed jaws.
‘The heat wilts‘em.’

‘They’ll dwayslook beautiful to you,” ssaid Mumma. * Y ou'll carry down this beautiful wresth, and your
family Snging.

| trailed the vines out from the wreeth like flares from the edge of the sun.

‘Isthat Ma? said Ik. Mai looked up startled from laying the garlands between the vines. * Show methe
extras, Ma.’

Mai held up agarland. * Aren’t they good? Trumpets from Low Swamp, Auntie Peatti’ s whi sper-weed,
and star-vineto bind. Y ou never thought ordinary old stars could look so good, I'll bet.’



‘| never did.

It wasdl set out right, now. It went in the order: head, half-ring of lamps behind (so asnot to glare in her
eyes), wregth, half-ring of garlands behind, leaving space in front of her for us.

‘Okay, we' re going to sing you down now,” said Mumma. ‘ Everybody get in and say a proper
goodbye.” And she knelt inside the wreath amoment herself, murmured something in 1kky’ s ear and
kissed her on the forehead.

Wekidsal went one by one. Felly got clingy and made Ikky cry; Dash dashed in and planted aquick
kisswhile she was till upset and would hardly have noticed him; Mummagave meacloth and |
crouched down and wiped 1k’ s eyes and nose...and then could not speak to her bare, blinking face.

Y ou're getting good at thet flute,” she said.

But thisisn't about me, Ik. Thisisnot at al about me.

‘“Will you come out here sometime, and play over me, when no one else’ saround?

| nodded. Then | had to say some words, of somekind, | knew. | wouldn't get away without spesking.
‘If you want.’

‘| want, okay? Now give me akiss.’

| gave her akid' skiss, on the mouth. Last time | kissed her, it was carefully on the cheek as she was
leaving for her wedding. Some of her glitter had come off on my lips. Now | patted her hair and backed
away over the wregath.

Ma cameinlast. ‘Fairy doll,” | heard her say sobbingly. * Only-one.’

And Ik: ‘It sdl right, auntie. It'll be over so soon, you'll see. And | want to hear your voice nice and
gronginthesnging.’



Wereadied oursdves, Felly in Mumma s lap, then Dash, then me next to Mai. | tried to Say attentiveto
Mumma, so Ma wouldn’t mess me up with her weeping. It was quiet except for the distant flubber and
snagp of the bonfires.

We gtarted up, dl the ordinary evening songs for putting babiesto deep, for farewelling, for soothing
broke-hearted people...al the ones everyone knew so well that they’ d long ago made ruder versons and
joke-songs of them. We sang them plain, following Mumma s lead; we sang them straight, into 1kky's
glistening eyes, asthetar climbed her chin. We stood tal, so asto see her, and she us, as her face
became the sunken centre of that giant flower, the wreath. Dash' slittle drum held us together and kept us
snging, as 1k’ seyesrolled and she struggled for breath againgt the pressing tar, asthe chief and the
husband’ s family came and stood across from us, shifting from foot to foot, with torches raised to watch
her sink away.

Mai began to crumble and falter besde me asthetar closed in on Ik’ sface, adow, sticky, rolling oval. |
sang good and strong...I didn’'t want to hear any last whimper, any stopped breath. | took Ma’sarm and
tried to hold her together that way, but she only swayed worse, and wept louder. | listened for Mumma
under the noise, pressed my eyes shut and made my voice follow hers. By thetime I’ d steadied mysdlf
that way, IK’seyeswere closing.

Through our singing, | thought | heard her cry for Mumma; | tried not to, yet my ears went on hearing.
Thiswill happen only the once...you can't do it over again if ever you fed like remembering. And
Mummawent to her, and | could not tell whether 1k was crying and babbling, or whether it was atrick of
our voices, or whether the people on the banks of the tar had started up again. | watched Mumma,
because Mummaknew what to do; she knew to lie there on the matting, and dip her cloth in the last
water with thelittle fading fish-scaes of icein it, and squeeze the cloth out and cool the shrinking facein
thehole.

And the voice of Ik must have been ours or others' voices, because the hole Mummawas dampening
with her cloth was by her hand movements only the size of abrassboy now. And by a certain shake of
her shoulders| could tell: Mummaknew it was dl right to be weeping now, now that Ik was surely gone,
was just anose or just amouth with the breath crushed out of it, just an eye seeing nothing. And very
suddenly it dl was too much...the flowers nodding in the lamplight, our own sister hanging in tar, going
dowly, dowly down like van der Berg' struck that time, like Jappity’ s cabin with the old man till inside
it, like any old villain or scofflaw of around these parts, and | had something like abig sicking-up of tears,
and they tell mel made an awful noise that frightened everybody right up to the chief, and that the
groom’ s parents thought | was avery ill-brought-up boy for upsetting them instead of alowing them to
serenely and superiorly watch justice be done for their lost son.

| don't remember alot about it. | came back to mysalf walking dully across the tar between Mai and
Mumma, hand in hand, carrying nothing, when | had come out here laden, when we had dl had to help.
We must have eaten everything, | thought. But what about the mats and pans and potsand dl? Then |



heard a screeking clanking behind me, which was Dash hoisting up too heavy aload of pots.

And Mummawastaking, wearily, asif she d been going on along time, and soothingly, whichwaslikea
beautiful guide-rope out of my sick difficulty, which my brain was following hand over hand. It' swhat
they do to people, what they have to do, and al you can do yourself iswatch out who you go loving,
right? Make sureit’ s not someone who' Il rouse that killing-anger in you, if you' ve got thet rage, if you're
likeour IK...

Then the bank came up in front of us, high and white-grassed, and beyond it were dl the eyes, and
attached to the eyes the bodies, shuffling aside for us.

| knew we had to leave Ik behind, and | did not make afuss, not now. | had done dl my fussing, dl at
once; | had blown mysdlf to pieces out on the tar, and now several monstrous things, severa gaping
mouths of truth, were rattling the pieces of me around their teeth. | would bedl right, if Ma stayed quiet,
if Mummakept murmuring, if both their hands held me as we passed through thisforest of people, these
flitting firefly eyes

They got me up the bank, Mumma and Aunty; | paused and they stumped up and then lifted me, and |
walked up the impossible dope like ademon, horizontal for amoment and then stiffly over thetop...

...and into my Mumma, whose arms were ready. She couldn’t’ ve carried me out over thetar, or we'd
both have sunk, with me grown so big now. But here on the hard ground she took me up, too big as|
wasfor it. And, too big as| was, | held myself onto her, crossing my feet around her back, my arms
behind her neck. And she carried me like Jappity’ swife used to carry Jappity’ sidiot son, and | felt just
likethat boy, asif the thoughtsthat were dl right for everyone else weren’t coming now, and never would
come, tome. Asif dl | could do waswatch, but not ever know anything, not ever understand. | pushed
my face into Mumma swarm neck; | sealed my eyes shut againgt her skin; | let her strong warm arms
carry me away in the dark.
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A longtimeago, agirl just atad older then Elainein * Seegping Dragons sat by afireside and spun
convoluted tales|o her indulgent father. These stories al concerned akid with adestiny and amagicd, far
away realm in need of rescuing. Many years|ater, that same girl, now amiddle-aged mother, discovered
the treasury of myth that belongs to the Vietnamese people. She askstheir forgiveness for having
appropriated one of their ‘sons for her own purposes. In the meantime, Lynette continues her
journeying, imaginative and otherwise, since homeisasmal yacht cdled Melika currently cruisng the
Caribbean, enroute to Neverland where kids don’t grow up and beloved fathers never die. If shefindsit,
she promises to send a postcard.
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hen | wasalittlegirl, I thought that al babies hatched from golden eggs. | don’t mean that Ryan’ segg
was made of real gold. Rather, it was like asmooth rock the colour of beach sand at sunset, and when
Dad put it into my arms, my skin tingled. That it would hatch, after al the care | lavished on it, seemed
perfectly natura to me, dthough Dad was surprised. He had brought it back for mefrom Vietham asa
gift, and it was supposed to be adragon’ s egg.

Thefirst sgn we had that something might be happening was when fine veins appeared in that smooth,
hard surface and it started to leak. Soon after, | was disappointed to find mysdf with an infant brother
instead of ababy dragon, but Ryan was hard to resist. When he smiled he looked just like a chubby
Buddha, with soft black hair and honey coloured skin.

One day, Dad warned, someone might come to take him away but until then, he was our secret. It was
an easy oneto keep, living aswe did along way from anywhere, even by Australian standards.

| was seven years old, and Ryan nearly two, when the old man came. | remember being cross because
Ryan had plonked hisfat bottom into the middle of my play, stting on my paper and chewing my
crayons.

The afternoon sun was too strong for the old curtains to keep out, but | enjoyed playing on the carpet
amidst the patchwork sunlight. There was the hum of insects and the squawk of birdsin the eucayptus
trees outsde. From my father’ s study, | could hear the tap-tap-tip of his keyboard.

Asusud, Yelow Dog lay stretched across the entrance to the hallway, from where he could keep an eye
onusdl.



“*Ainie” said Ryan, levering himsdlf up the way toddlers do. “ Knock. Knock.”

| didn’t bother looking up. “Who' sthere?’ Usually it was Dog, or Dad, or Dino the dinosaur, but instead
of playing, Ryan trotted out of the living room, into the kitchen. When he had nearly reached the door,

Y dlow Dog rose up on siff legsto follow. | could see them from where | s&t; thelittle boy with hishand
on the back of the old dog, looking out. A moment later, Y ellow Dog started barking.

Then came the scrunching sound of boots, and a shadow appeared at the door.

“Daddy?’ | called, but he was aready there, standing with one hand on the wall, the other on his heart.
He paused for only abest, before afew long strides took him across the kitchen. He scooped the baby
up and hugged him close. Ydlow Dog' s hackleswere bristling.

| got up and sidled closer. The shadow at the door resolved into aman-shape as | approached, the
outline blurred by the dirty grey of the fly screen and the bright sunshine behind. | could seethat the
Stranger was shorter than my father, but | had the peculiar impression that he was aso much bigger . It
was his shadow, | thought, noticing how it reached across the room. It fell over the dog and my father,
and | was afraid to come any closer in case it touched metoo.

The stranger stared at Ryan. “Bac Vuong,” he whispered. King.

“ChiiaBac.” Honoured Grandfather . My father’ s voice was shaking. “Bac cén gi?” What do you want
?

“Your Vietnamese is ill terrible, Jon Ashton,” said the shadow man. At the sound of hisvoice Y dlow
Dog's hackles settled, asif ahand had stroked them down.

Ryan burbled from his perch on Dad’ s hip. | think acloud must have passed over the sun then, for the
bright light suddenly faded and the stranger resolved into nothing more threatening than asturdy old bloke
with nest grey hair, bushy eyebrows and eyeslike shiny black pebblesin anest of wrinkles. “We must
tak,” hesaid.

| remember thinking that Dad was acting very strangdly. He turned and saw me standing in the corner,
where the carpet became linoleum, the demarcation between our living room and the kitchen. He brought
Ryan over to me and wrapped my arms around him.



“Don’'t come outside, Elaine,” he said. Then, to the dog, he commanded, “ Stay.” Y ellow Dog sat back
on his haunches, ears pricked. Dad stroked the dog’ s wide, smooth head, dipped his hand under his
muzzle and lifted his head up so that they looked eyeto eye. “Guard,” he said, and then he went outside,
shutting the fly-screen door firmly behind him.

Y ellow Dog padded over to the door and lay down besideit. The crafty anima knew me far too well. |
gave afew good tugs on his collar anyway, just for good measure, before Ryan and | lay down across
his tummy so that we could watch and listen through the screen door. | was ddlighted to see hismerciless
baby fingers grabbing ahandful of thick fur.

Y dlow Dog, aware of the price to pay for his obedience, gave ahuff of discomfort, settled his muzzle
onto his paws and waited for Dad to come back and relieve him from duty.

| could only hear snippets of their conversation. The two men were sanding Sde by side; my tal, fair
father and the stocky, dark stranger. Dad murmured something and passed his hands over hiseyes, ashe
sometimes did when he was very tired or sad. He kicked at the ground with hisboot, sending up little
clouds of red dust.

A widefirebreak of bare earth surrounded our house and, beyond that, nothing but bush—scrubby
saplings and tal ghost gums, their skin of bark peeling away to reveal smooth, silver trunks. The
afternoon breeze was heavy with the smell of eucaypt.

“Heistoo vulnerable here,” | heard the old man say.

Dad muttered something, shoved hishandsinto his pockets.

The stranger laughed out loud. “Hide him? And if you could, what do you think he will becomein that
time?’ He gestured towards the house. “Y ou cannot protect them both.”

From somewhere close by akurrawong warbled, and another joined in chorus. | breathed in the tangy
bush smdll. The whumpf whumpf of Y elow Dog’ s panting wasloud in my ears.

Dad’ svoice was alow, angry hum.



The old man shook his head and it appeared to me that dust motes danced around his shoulders. Dad's
hands came out of his pockets and clenched into fistsand hisvoicerose. “ Y ou think I'm going to give
him up? Just like thet?”

“Itisamistaketo think of him asyour son.”

| glanced down a Ryan. He had stopped torturing Y ellow Dog, his attention captured by the old man. |
wondered if he knew they were talking about him.

“I have guarded his secret dl my life, as my ancestors have done for thousands of years. Hisdestiny is
not with you.”

“The egg cameto melegitimately,” said Dad, sounding desperate.

“And my daughter will pay the price of her betraya. Oh yes. In the meantime, whereisthe proof that this
childisyours, en?’

Dad started to say something else, but the old man held up his hand. “I do not blame you for what
happened and | do not threaten lightly. It ismy duty. | must take him back.”

Dad put his hands back in his pockets. | caught the words: “Not now, so sudden, let me.”

The old man was quiet for awhile, then he nodded. He looked back at us and waved, asif hewasthe
nicest person in the world, before walking off down the rough dirt road and quickly disappearing amidst
the ghost gums.

* k% k %

Dad hardly spokefor the rest of the evening, and | knew that look on hisface well enough not to pester
him. After he had put usto bed, | heard the creak of the veranda s old wooden floor at the back of the
house and the dap of the screen door.

| got up and went to my window, hut | couldn’t see anything, so | padded out to the verandah, stepping
carefully in the dark, knowing which floorboards would not complain. The night breeze was cool and



pleasant. | pressed my nose againgt the fly screen, careful not to breathe in too deeply in case the dust
made me sneeze.

He was standing in the yard, naked, head thrown back and long brown arms wrapped around hispae
chest. | could see his shoulders and the muscles down his back al bunched and bulging. He was looking
up at the stars, and he was crying.

| stepped backwards, sorry for having spied on him, and my foot came down on the wrong floorboard.
It betrayed me with aloud creak.

Dad turned towards me, although | don’t think he could see mein the dark, and there was so much pain
inhisfacethat | was sure | had done something terrible.

“I'm sorry, Daddy.”

“What are you doing out of bed?’

| said thefirgt thing that cameto mind. “ Y ou didn’t tdl usastory.” Which was true enough.

“Gotobed, Elane”

“But, Daddy,” | whined.

“Now!”

| fled back to the bedroom and dived under my blankets, burrowing as deep as| could. | counted the
long minutes before | heard the footsteps outside my door and breathed a sigh of relief.

The bed tilted down as he sat next to me. He gently pulled the covers from over my head, and tucked
them around my shoulders.

Dad had put on his dressing gown. He toyed with the frayed edge of its belt while looking at the cot,



where Ryan dept. “I do haveadory,” he said.

| snuggled up againg his knee and he absently re-tucked the edge of my blanket. “ A long time ago, there
wasaman caled Kinh Duong and he wasthe ruler of the Land of Red Demons. Kinh Duong fell inlove
with the daughter of the Dragon Lord of the Sea, and they had a son, whom they named Lac Long Quan.
Intime, Lac Long Quan grew up to become the Dragon Lord of Lac, and he ruled the land of the Red
River ddta Oneday, Ti Lung, the Earth Dragon, warned him that there would be trouble with the people
in the north unless he found awife from those lands to keep the peace. After along search, Lac Long
Quan met a beautiful woman cadled An Co.”

“That'safunny name,” | sad.

“And you think *Elaine’ wouldn’t sound strange to her?” He asked. *“ Do you want thisstory or not?” |
nodded enthusiagticdly. “ Okay, then. Au Co had dready lived for along time and some even believed
that she wasimmortal. Even so, she married Lac Long Quan and it seemed that they were happy, but

then she did something strange.”

At seven yearsold, | could imagine things very weird indeed, but Dad no longer seemed happy telling me
thisstory. He looked down &t hisfeet for along time, absently picking at his dressing gown.

“Something strange?’ | prompted.

Findly he said, “The story goesthat instead of babies, Au Co had a hundred eggs, from which were born
ahundred sons.”

My skin tingled with the memory of Ryan’segg.

“The Dragon Lord loved hiswife,” Dad continued after apause, “but she didn’'t want to livein the
lowlands, where he ruled. She craved the high places of theworld. So, Au Co took fifty of her sonsand
went into the mountains, leaving Lac Long Quan and their other fifty sonsin the ddtalowlands”

“She had another egg, didn’'t she?’ | interrupted again. “ Or maybe the last one didn’t hatch.”

“I don't know, ‘Lainie,” he said softly.



The baby dtirred in his degp. Chubby fingers opening and closing like caterpillars.

“Y ou won't give Ryan to that old man, will you Daddy?’

“HisnameisMr. Pham,” he said, standing up.

“Enough!” Then, in agentler voice, “Go to deep.”

He closed the door firmly behind him when heleft the room. | turned over on my side and saw that the
moon wasjust rising. Some of its pale light filtered through the sparse trees outside, and caught the bars
of Ryan's cot, making ashadow bridge across the space between us.

* k k %

The next day, we drove to Wallindah for supplies. Ryan sat in the middle of the front seet, strapped into
his baby chair. He had aterry-towelling hat pulled down over hisforehead to shade his eyes, one chubby
fist gripping his beloved dinosaur. He was chuckling, happy to be going on acar ride. | was happy too,
because | knew that hewould fall adeegp dmost straight away, and it would be niceto have Dad dl to

mysdif.

| remembered to bring some cushionsto sit on, so that | could see out the window, and so that the
bouncing of Elsie, our ancient Landrover, wouldn’t make me bite my tongue.

Wallindah isatypica one-street town, with a hardware store, abakery, and agenera storethat isalso
the post office. It has apetrol station and afarm equipment supplier and two pubs. A few cars and trucks
were parked in the street, some with panting dogs lying undernegth. There were only afew people
moving around. It was the middle of the day, and sensible folk had retreated out of the heat into one or
the other pub.

Dad parked in front of the generd store and told meto stay in Else with Ryan. He made sure both of us
had our water bottles and left my window wound down. The sun was behind us, but it was hot and | was



sure my bottom was melting into the pile of cushions.

Dad opened the back door and Y ellow Dog jumped out, happy to stretch his legs and find something to
peeon.

Ryan woke up as soon as we stopped. | could tell, from the way his eyesfollowed Dad into the store,
that he was preparing to yell up astorm. | knew just how he felt. Since it was going to happen anyway, |
couldn’t be accused of having started anything. | snatched away Dino and threw it out the window.

Ryan’sdark eyes narrowed vengefully, even as hisface crumpled into an agony of distress, and hislittle
legs sarted kicking in fury. | felt arush of joy at having triggered such areaction, but the anticipated yells
never came. Digtracted by something outside, Ryan suddenly forgot his tantrum.

“Caw, caw,” hesad.

| turned, and there, looking in at us through the dusty windscreen, was ahuge crow. It tilted its head to
one sSde, studying usfrom abright, black eye. Its beak was haf-open, probably from the heat, but it
seemed to methat it was smiling & us, or laughing.

Ryan kicked again, bouncing hislittle body up and down againgt hisrestraints. “Caw. Caw.”

| didn’t likethe bird. “ Shoo!” | said, and lunged forward, wanting to scare it away. It hopped back afew
paces, lifting itswings dightly, and then ruffled its feathers. It turned its head to one Sde and studied me,
then hopped up to the windscreen and tapped its huge beak against the glass. Tap, tap, tip.

Elsewas old but well built, Dad said, and | knew that there was no reason to be afraid of astupid bird
when | sat behind solid, reassuring glass. | quickly wound up my window anyway.

Ryan leant forward in his chair, staring at the bird. He waved a chubby arm about asif he, too, wanted to
shoo it away.

The crow watched him for amoment, and then bounced away on its skinny, leathery legs. Itsclaws
click-clicked on the dirty meta of Elsi€ shood. It jumped onto the meta frame of the bull-bar, at the
front of the car, turned around, jumped into the air and flew straight for us. BANG! It hittheglassina
fury of exploding black fegthers, beak and claws.



| screamed and threw myself over Ryan but he didn’t even whimper. When | looked into his eyes, they
were as black and round as those of the bird. | scrabbled for the door handle, suddenly desperate to get
out of the car. Behind me Ryan cooed, “Da, Da”

There was Dad, with Dino in his hand, staring at the bloody smear on our windscreen and the crumple of
black feathers on the hood. He looked down at me from beneath the wide brim of his hat, and we
connected in amoment of instant understanding.

Run away, | thought. We haveto run away.

He put the shopping in the back seet, | etting the dog jump in, before going around to the front. He lifted
the bird by a broken wing and dropped it on the ground. He jumped into the car, and without aword,
handed Ryan histoy, checked our restraints, then gunned Elsi€’ s engine and drove out of town asfast as
the old car would go.

Ryan squawked in my ear, making his Dino noise, “Raar, raar”. | seeled mysdf to look into his eyes but
| saw nothing there except baby innocence and stubborn insstence.

“Daddy, why did that bird want to get at Ryan?’

“It was probably sick inits head, honey.”

| looked over a my beloved father. Hisface was hot and red, hishair dark and flat from having swested
beneath his hat. His Adam’ s apple bobbed up and down. He usudly drove with one arm out the
window, but both hands were clenched on the whedl.

“Where arewe going?’

“Sydney.”

| didn’t need to ask why. | turned to stare out my window, letting the flow of familiar country passby ina
blur, knowing that he did not believe what he had said about the bird.



“Ryankilledit,” | said.

He glanced a me, eyes squinting. “Don’t be slly.”

“Hedid!"” Dad kept his eyes on the road, but he was frowning. “1 think the old man sent it.” | continued.

He shot me aquick look. “What?’

“The crow. It waswatching us. It had hiseyes.”

Thistimehe really looked at me. “A bird isjust abird.” he said.

| stared back. “ And babies don't really hatch from eggs?’

Between us, Ryan was pulling Dino’ s legswith his grubby little fingers. He looked up a me, from benesth
thefloppy brim of hishat. “ Raar, raar,” he said.

* k k %

Ryan soon fell adeep again, the dinosaur dipping by degrees from his curled fingers, hislong lashes
nested above the curve of his chubby cheek. A line of drool spooled from his soft lips, spirdling down to
the car seet.

We stopped to fill up the tank and get some snacks. | was mad at Dad for taking us awvay from home,
and took it out on him by pinching Ryan until he woke up, cranky.

Y ellow Dog and | both needed to pee, so | et the dog out of the car and we both took off in search of a
toilet. When | got back, Ryan was happily chewing on abiscuit and Dad had found a bucket of water
and a sponge to wash the windscreen. | watched as the crow’ s blood mixed with the soapy water,
trailing down thefilthy glass, carving red channdslikeriver ddtasinto the caked dirt, until it wasall
washed away.



That night we stayed at aroadside motel. Therewas a‘No Pets Allowed’ sign, so we kept Y ellow Dog
hidden in the back of Elsie until we could sneak him into our room.

“You love Ryan, don't you?' | asked, as Dad herded me into bed. Ryan and | shared the double, but he
was dready adeep, lying flat out on histummy.

Dad looked unhappy and tired. “ Of course.”

“I bet Mr. Pham doesn’t.”

Dad gave me an exasperated look. ““‘Lainie, I'mtired. Pleasedon’t try it on.”

| knew | had to keep the whine out of my voice, | had to make him understand. “1’m not, Daddy. It's
just that | don’t care about Mr. Pham, or his ancestors. Ryan hatched for us and we love him. That must
mean he was meant to be with us. Doesn't it?”

Dad stared at mefor such along time | became upset, thinking that he was mad at mefor listening to his
conversation. Suddenly he got up and went into the bathroom. | heard him washing hisface. He came
back in and sat down.

“Ryan needs someone who understands his nature,” he said. *“ Someone who can help him become what
heismeant to be”

| was crying now. | wanted to stay serious and calm, instead | wailed, “But you' re his Daddy!”

Disturbed by our voices, the baby stirred and hiccupped, but he didn’t wake.

“What are you going to do?’ | whispered.

“What | haveto,” he admitted. “| will make surethat Mr. Pham has everything Ryan needs, and then
we' |l say goodbye and go home.”



| felt my temper rise, the onethat Dad said was just like his. “He's my baby dragon!”

It was only later that | redlized what | had said.

Dad understood. He was agood listener. He looked away. “| love Ryan too,” he said, “but | should
never have taken the egg—"

The burn of my temper was dready fizzling out. | groped for something to say. “Did you stedl it?’

He shook hishead. “If someonetried to sdl you adragon’s egg, would you believe them?’

| shrugged. Why not?

“I didn’t, but | had promised to bring you back something beautiful, and athough she told me the stories,
shedidn’'t believe them any morethan | did.”

1] S,]é?’

He gavemeasmall smile. “Mr. Pham’sdaughter. | liked her, and | wanted to help, so | bought the egg.”
Thistimeit was histurn to shrug. “ She used the money to leave her village, and | don’t think Mr. Pham,
or |, will ever see her again.”

| didn’t want to think about my Dad liking anyone’ s daughter. “ Do you know any more stories about Au
Co?

Dad rubbed his eyes. Sighed. “A short one, then deep. Deal ?’

| accepted with aserious nod. “Dedl.”

He gathered histhoughts for asecond. “Do you remember those nights, when we counted stars, and |
told you that around some of them are worlds?’



| nodded. Of course | remembered.

“Wdl, somewhere out thereisaworld called Kandoarin, and that iswhere Au Co came from.”

“How?

“I don't redlly know that part. The story goesthat Au Co had aspecia power, something caled
Kansaith, which meant that she could travel long distances very quickly.”

“Likeflying?

“No-one knows. Au Co was the only person to ever come here from Kandoarin, and that was by
accident. She used her power during one of Kandoarin's eclipses, but the forces that she harnessed were
too great for her to control. Instead of travelling from one part of her world to another, shetoreaholein
the fabric of space.”

Yeah, right. “ Areyou making thisup?’

“Okay, 30 I’'ve modernized it abit in the retdlling,” he admitted, grinning. “ That’ swhat happensto
myths”

“It doesn't matter,” | said. “I liketheideaof Au Co fdling through aholein the sky.”

Dad wasin full storytelling mode now. “Maybe she did fal out of the sky, but before she could get here,
she had to build some sort of bridge.”

Inmy mind' seye, | saw the arc of the Milky Way. “ Do you think it' s<till there?’

“Evenifitis, | don't think it would be the sort of thing you or | would recognize. But Au Co only cameto
Earth because she couldn’t go back to Kandoarin.”



“Why not?

Dad sghed, alittletheatricdly, | thought. “How am | going to finish if you keep interrupting me?’

| ran my finger across my mouth, zippering it shut.

“Better,” hesaid. “ So, Au Co redlized that she had done something terrible. There are dangerousthings
living in the cold between the worlds. One of these things dipped through the hole that she had made and
attacked Kandoarin.

“She was the only one who had the power to destroy it, or force it back through the rift, but she wastoo
afraid, or tootired, to fight. Thisthing from space coiled itself around Kandoarin's heart and made the
mountainstremble and citiesfall.”

| loved it when Dad waxed lyrica, but outrage forced me to break my vow of silence. “ Sheran avay!”

Dad took an alarmed look at Ryan, and put hisfinger to hislipsto shush me. “Maybe there was nothing
she could do,” he said quietly. “ The tragedy had happened, and if she tried to go back it would only kill
her. Instead, she used her skill and power to survive. She found hersalf washed up on Earth, where she
had to learn how to live amongst people very different from her own. That takes courage, doesn't it? She
never tried to use Kansaith again. Maybe she was afraid of making the same mistake, or perhaps she had
used up al her power, but Au Co spent the rest of her life thinking of what she had done, and wondering
how she could makeit right again.”

“Shedidn’t!” | whispered fiercely. “ She got married and had eggsinstead.”

“Shewasalong way from home,” Dad said patiently, “and you watch too much televison.” He came
over and gently pushed me down, pulling the blanket up to my chin. “Anyway, that’ s how the story goes.
It wasdl avery long time ago. Since then, the Red River delta becametheland of Van Lang, then the
kingdom of Nam Viet became Vietnam.” Hefinished tucking mein and stared down a Ryan. “ All that
time, Au Go' s descendents guarded the last egg, until even they stopped bdlieving in the Sories.”

| leant over and stroked Ryan's hair, until it occurred to me that it was the colour of crow’ sfeathers. |
looked up at Dad, disturbed by the thought. “Is he going to breathe fire when he grows up?’



Dad got up and turned off the light. “We had a dedl, remember?’

“ Bl,lt—”

“S@!”

Something woke me up later that night. Through bleary eyes| saw Dad carrying the baby around on his
shoulder, a haf-empty bottle in one hand, singing nonsense tunesin a soft, exhausted voice.

* k k %

Dad was short tempered with the both of usthe next day. | thought that was unfair, snceit was Ryan
who had kept him up al night. It wasn't my fault that it was hot in the car, and boring. Even Y dlow Dog
demanded breaks more often than usual.

| watched the scenery change from countryside to dense forest. “What do you think Kandoarinislike?’ |
asked, wanting to fill the silence.

“Da,” said Ryan. Heleaned againgt his seat restraints, and started to wave his hand backwards and
forwards benegth the sunlight streaming through ElS€ swindscreen.

Dad took off his sunglasses, squinting at the road while he rubbed one eye and then the other. He
scratched the stubble on his cheek.

We caught up with the traffic ahead; ared Toyotatailgating along, wide truck, waiting for its moment to
overtake.

“Maybelike here,” Dad said after along pause. He took a quick glance down at Ryan. “ Probably
different.”

Ryan looked up at him, finger shadows danced across our laps. “Da, ook.”



Dad’ s smilewas the saddest thing I’ d ever seen. The lines around his mouth had deepened. He brought
his eyes back to the road and gave ajaw-cracking yawn. “I’ m going to have to take a coffee break
soon,” hesaid.

“How different?’ | demanded, feding ignored.

Ahead of us, the driver of thered Toyota had till not succeeded in overtaking the truck. | could see him
arguing with the woman next to him, even while he moved the car out into the opposite lane to check for
oncoming traffic. He nipped back into hislanejugt intime.

“Bloody idiot,” said Dad.

“Da, ook,” said Ryan. “ Uddy idiot.”

| giggled.

“Ohwedll,” murmured Dad. “ Just get on withit,” hetold the red Toyota.

Ryan turned to me. He pointed to the truck. *“Ainie, ook!”

“It'sjust astupid truck,” | said. “Bloody idiot.”

“Elaine,” Dad warned.

Ryan was jumping up and down in his seat now. “ Ook! Ook!”

Y dlow Dog started whining. “Oh, for goodness sake,” exclamed Dad. “What isit?’

Thered Toyota pulled out into the other lane and started overtaking the truck.

“Bang. Bang,” Ryan said softly. He looked up a me, put hishandsto hisears. “Bang, bang, ‘Ainie.”



There was aloud crack, followed immediately by aBOOM! A cloud of dust billowed as the truck
swerved first one way then the other. Itsfront tires hit the verge, kicking up acloud of dirt and pebbles
that spattered and clicked on Els€’ shood and windscreen.

“Shit,” swore Dad, breaking hard. Ryan and | were thrown againgt our seetbeltsand | felt Yellow Dog
hit the back of my chair with aheavy thump. Dog and | both yel ped.

The road was suddenly strewn with long, thin shreds of rubber, writhing like big black snakes, and the
front of the truck listed to the right. It swung across the road and caught the Toyota, dragging the smdll
car undernegth its high chassis. The truck’ s huge, doubletireslocked into askid, jammed against the
aready crumpled Toyota. There was another agonized screech of metal, and ahorrible crunch, asthe
truck’ sload shifted, and, in dow motion, it twisted and started to go over.

Elsie shuddered and jounced, dowing but till carried forward by her momentum. Dad shouted something
| didn’t understand. | could only hold my bresth as the distance between us, the mangled Toyotaand the
overturning truck, shrank.

Thenwehit the oil. Elsi€ sbrakeslocked, we spun and did sdeways even asthe truck landed with a
crash and along arc of sparksflew out like firecrackers. The accident was still happening; smoke, dust
and burnt rubber, my father’ s shouts and Ryan'’ s high-pitched wailing filled my world.

The wreckage ahead of us became a creature of motion and form. Aswe did towardsit, | saw aface
emerge; not the face of aperson, but of something dark, aive and angry. The cloud of dust and smoke
opened at the centre, became a mouth into which we were diding. Smoke belched out of itsjaws and the
vague shape of thered Toyotawasitstongue. The bright sunlight pierced the clouds, and became two
hot, white eyes.

Beside me, Ryan struggled againgt the pressure of his seet restraints. He was gasping, his hands pushing
palm outwards. His‘go away’ sgn.

Go away! Go away!

| moaned. The mouth of the smoking monster closed in around us and | waited for the crunch, knowing
that it was going to hurt. | felt a pressure push me back against my seet, the Landrover stalled, and then
there was nothing but dead quiet.



The darkness began to shred as light wove itsway back into existence. Dad' s breathing was a hoarse
whisper. | think he was trying to speak. His hand touched my arm.

“I’'m okay,” | tried to say, but nothing came out except a croak.

The tattered smoke and dust cloud thinned and then blew away, reveding wreckage, but no mongter,
except the accident’ s carnage and Elsie, ssfe—on the other side of it.

| looked across at Dad, dumped in his seet, his hands clenched to Elsi€’ s steering whedl. Then he sat
back and took a shuddering breath. He started the car and drove us off the road, on to the verge. “ Stay
here” he said.

He got out of the car, took afew steps and vomited. Hands on knees, he breathed deeply and then
managed an unsteady shamble back to the accident.

| unclipped my seat belt, turned around and knelt over the back of my seat. Y ellow Dog was till inthe
space between the seats. He looked up and whined, too shocked to move.

“Ainie?” Whimpered Ryan. | looked at him and his eyeswere huge and wet. “ Raar, raar,” he sniffled.
He rubbed his nose, spreading snot across his cheeks. | pulled out the hankie Dad kept behind his car
chair and wiped it away. He pawed at me, wanting to be released, so | unclipped hisbelt. He crawled
onto my cushions and we clung to each other.

The police and ambulance came soon after and Dad returned to us. He sat in his seat for along while,
staring out the window. “Thaose two people are dead,” he said quietly, and then he turned to look at

Ryan.

Heleant over and picked him up, put him back into his seat and clipped him in. Ryan protested until Dad
kissed him on the cheek, pressing his nose againgt the little boy’ s soft skin. “Thank you,” he murmured.

A policeman appeared at Dad' s window. He handed Dad a piece of paper. “Here' s the station address,
Mr. Ashton, if you recall anything else, let usknow. You'll probably be asked to appear as awitness.”

Dad took the paper. “Of course. Thanks.” The policeman nodded, glanced curioudly at Ryan and me,
beforeturning on hished.



“Did you tell them what happened, Daddy?’

“Thetruck’ sfront tire blew-out, the driver lost control and hit the Toyota,” he said. “ They know what
happened.”

“But, we were behind the truck, and then—" | fdtered, my voicetrailing avay.

Dad garted Elsie, looked over his shoulder, and pulled out onto the road. Something crunched as he
mishandled agear. “Yes,” hesad. “Aren’'t we lucky.”

* * * %

That evening, wewerelost in Sydney city. Dad pulled atattered old streetmap out from the glovebox,
studying it during stops &t traffic lights. He seemed to know where he wanted to go but ‘they’ had
apparently changed the road system since he had last visited the Big Smoke. | drifted in and out of deep,
with my head againgt Ryan’s chair and he with his head dumped to his chest in degp exhaustion.

| woke when Dad opened the door on my side and gently lifted me out. Monkey-like, | wrapped arms
and legs around him, my head on his shoulder. Holding me with one arm, he unclipped Ryan from his seet
and, with a practiced scoop, put him up onto his other shoulder. He kicked the door shuit.

Through half-closed eyes, | could see tugboats and rotting hulks moored a ongside huge wooden pylons.
Therewasthe dap of water againgt dippery stonewals and the smell of spilt diesd. | heard the familiar
eek of rats and the scuttle of things disturbed by our passing. Y ellow Dog whined and pressed closeto
Dad.

Thewarmth of my father’ s body and the broad expanse of his shoulder lulled me back to deep. | tucked
my thumb into my mouth and remember nothing more until the morning.

* k x %

| woke up to sunlight danting through a broken glass window, on acomfortable mattress, with a soft
blanket tucked around me. Ryan was ad eep next to me, curled up around histhumb and Dino, arich



smd| wafting up from the gap between nappy and back. | crinkled my nose and |ooked around.

Wewerein awarehouse. Narrow shafts of light found their way through the mismatched corrugation of
the roof and dirty glass windows high on the wals, spotlighting clouds of dust. Aromas came from
everywhere; hanging baskets full of herbs and grasses, drying flowers hung from the rafters and from the
rusting iron girders that crisscrossed the space above, awok set upon a huge old fashioned iron cooker
in one corner.

Scattered around the warehouse floor were an expanse of garden ornaments and strange relics of all
shapes and designs. Carved stone beasts with tusks and huge eyes crouched next to plaster flamingos.
Fat, grinning Buddhas sat next to toga-draped V enuses. In the spaces between there was a sense of
pressure, like an oncoming thunderstorm. The air felt electric.

| saw Y elow Dog lying on apatch of carpet in the corner, near astove and small washbasin. A door
opened behind him and Dad came through, ducking his head benegth the doorframe, with Mr. Pham
close behind. The old man was dressed in loose, white cotton trousers and along overcoat with wide
deeves. Helooked comfortable and cool.

Ydlow Dog' stail thumped on the carpet. Mr. Pham paused to pat him, but he ducked his head away. |
could see histhick fur shivering, likeit did when flies annoyed him. Mr. Pham stood, with hishand
outstretched, until Y ellow Dog whined and rolled onto his back.

| heard the old man chuckle and didn’t likeit. Dad didn’t seem to care. He stood listlesdy to one side,
stoop-shouldered, one hand leaning against the edge of the stove. He had changed his shirt for aclean
t-shirt but he still looked bedraggled, asif with one small push, hetoo might roll over.

| went to the mattress and knelt next to Ryan. He stirred, opened his deepy, dark eyes. Histhumb came
out of hismouth with asucking sound and he gave alittle sigh of resignation, “* otty?’

| nodded and herolled over onto his bottom and opened his armsto be picked up. There was adamp
squishing against my hip, and | grimaced, trying not to take too deep a bregth. Ryan’ s head was against
my shoulder, his soft hair fluffy against my cheek.

“Ryan’sneeding achange,” | said, taking him towards Dad, but Mr. Pham intercepted me with ease.
With afirm hand, he herded me back to the mattress. He produced a nappy and asmall towd from one
voluminous deeve, and pins, wipes and powder from the other.



| stared at him in astonishment, wondering what €l se he might produce, but that seemed to be all for now.
He put the towel down on the floor and gently prised Ryan from my grasp. With practiced hands, he
quickly cleaned and changed him, while Ryan gazed up solemnly.

| saw Dad staring at us, with the same look on hisface that | had seen when he had cried to the stars.

“Daughter, please take thisto your father.”

My nameis Elaine | wanted to say. | took the folded nappy but didn’t move.

“Ryan used Kansaith yesterday,” | said. It sounded like an accusation. | sensed the words hanging in the
air, amidg the flowers and the baskets, heard faint whispers bounce from Buddhas and stone creatures,
echoes that sounded like a breeze through dry grass.

| lowered my voice. “What isthis place?’

The old man glanced around. “It isan edge,” he said.

“That doesn’'t make sense”

Mr. Pham pursed hislips. “A shore, athreshold—adoor.” Helifted Ryan to hisfeet and spent amoment
admiring his handiwork. “And here,” he said with pride, “isthe key.” He studied the little boy for another
moment, asif he were memorizing every crease, every fold of soft skin. Ryan squirmed, wriggling to get
free

“Ainie,” he pointed to the strange collection of things surrounding us. “ Ook.”

The old man smiled at this. “He knows. Oh, yes. He can fed it.” He cocked his head sideways, looking
a meinaway that reminded me of abird consdering its next med. “Can yon fed it, daughter? Thereis
great power in the relationship of smplethingsto each other.” He looked from meto Ryan, back again.
“I had not considered that such power might also exist between children.”

Relationship of ample things—was he calling me stupid?“What about the crow that attacked us,” |
demanded. “ And yesterday—I saw aface, with big jaws and white eyes.”



“What about it?" He asked. * Perhaps you have one of those overactive imaginations, eh?’

| know it was you, | wanted to say. You'retrying to scare us. | shook my head firmly.

Mr. Pham was still kneeling, so we were eyeto eye. | studied that broad face, as brown and lined as
drought-cracked mud, with cheekbones so high they cast shadows. Hislong silver hair was drawn back
from hisface into a ponytail, and beneath grey eyebrows bristling with unruly hairs were eyes so black |
could not seethe pupils. Strange eyes.

Ryan'seyes.

“I don't likeyou,” | said.

The old man nodded. “Good. | don’t like you, ether.”

Ryan had crawled onto the mattressto retrieve Dino. “When he grows up, I’ m going to teach him to fly,”
| declared. “ And he' sgoing to breathe fire.” And eat nasty old men, | finished slently. At that point,
Dad came over, clearly intending to scold me. He went to take my arm, but Mr. Pham motioned him
away and he stopped in histracks, swaying like adrunk.

“Daughters need afirm hand,” hetold Dad. “They must be taught respect.”

Mr. Pham rocked onto histoes, rising gracefully to hisfeet. Hedidn’t look so old any more. “Areyou a
sorceress? Y ou will need to be, if you are to hide from that which huntshim.”

“I’'m not scared.” Of you.

His bushy eyebrows drew together. “Y ou should be.”

Ryan decided to rgjoin us, bouncing hisway across the mattress on hands and knees. Gripping histoy
with onefigt, he put hisother arm around my leg. “* Ainie-ay,” he sang in hisligpy voice.



| put my arm around his shoulders. “Ryan hatched for me.”

“And you think that | am jealous?’ He seemed to think about it for amoment. “ Perhaps,” he admitted, “if
| permitted such feeling. But | do not. Nor grief. Such things must be put aside.” He gestured at Dad;
fingersmoving in danted light, shifting dust motes and shadows.

“We haveto go now, ‘Lainie,” said Dad in atondessvoice.

| pulled Ryan closer and he hugged me back. He pointed Dino at the old man, “Raar.”

Mr. Pham’ s eyes narrowed. Suddenly heraised hisarms and the light in the warehouse dimmed. A
copper coloured gloom descended upon us. The deeves of hiswhite tunic did back to his shoulders,
revedling muscled, brown arms and afine layering of tattoos, like glittering scaes.

| quailed. “ Daddy?”

“So, you would teach him?” Thundered the old man. “ And when Kandoarin' s eclipse comes and its
doom awakens, what then? Tell me, little girl, will the Y oungest Son be ready?’

Between us, dust motes danced asif theair wasfluid, their movement captured in shafts of filtered light,
whirlpools of mation, like froth stirred into coffee.

A low, deep sound pulsed above my heed, the beating heart of some great beast crouching amidst the
rafters and beams. The shadows deepened, melded into adarkness that pooled around our feet.

“Already the hunter is stirring. Without me, it will find him, and crush him, and al will fail.” Helowered his
arms and the throbbing sound dimmed, became the panicked beat of my own heart.

Mr. Pham held out his hand to Ryan. “Bac Viiong,” he sad. “Cometo me.”

“No!n



Startled, | saw my exhausted Dad draw himself up. Y ellow Dog had come to hedl. He crouched at
Dad sfest, brown eyesfocused on the old man, lips dightly raised over sharp canines.

Dad' svoice washoarse. “1 don't care what you are,” he said. “ Do not threaten my children.” He rubbed
ahand across hisforehead. “I’ ve had enough.”

Mr. Pham nodded gtiffly. “Yes. Itistimefor you to leave.”

“Right,” ssid Dad. “Ryan.”

Heimmediately |eft me and waddled over, lifting hisarms. Dad hauled him up, put him on ahip.

“Elaine.” | gleefully dropped the dirty nappy and rushed to take his hand.

“I nearly made aterrible mistake,” Dad said. “1 was afraid of things | haf-believed. Now | do believe,
and you know what?| don’t care. | don’'t care what heis. | am afather. That is my duty. C'mon Dog.”

We turned our backs on the old man. The door wasjust there, we were headed towardsit. | felt the
brush of Ydlow Dog' sfur againg my leg. | fdt like Skipping.

Wewalked fast, but | hadn’t redlized how big the warehouse was, our efforts to reach the door only
seemed to push it away. Dad stumbled to astop. “Y ou bastard,” he muttered.

“Darldy?

“It'sokay, honey. Everything will be okay.” We turned around again, dowly.

| was half expecting adrum roll, or Mr. Pham to sprout fangs or wings, or perhaps the beasts of plaster
and soneto come dive. AsDad said, | watch too much television.



Mr. Pham wasjust standing there. A strange, magnetic old man, with eyesthat glittered in theweird light
and a shadow that stretched across the warehouse, pooling around our feet like black ink.

“The Y oungest Son knows what he must do,” he said. He lifted a hand and motioned. Come. Ryan
wriggled out of Dad' sarms, asimpossible to hold against hiswill asan edl. In ablink, he was out of our
reach and toddling over to the old man. It happened so quickly. He took afew steps away from us and
suddenly he was enveloped in dust motes twisting into formsthat swam in the air and shimmered likea
mirage -multicoloured scales, the curve of hornsand claw, the glint of black eyes.

The old man threw back his head and laughed out loud. Then, with a conqueror’ s flourish, he went down
on oneknee. Ashedid so, his shadow shrank back, like a dark tide receding. He put out his hand for
Ryan to take and | knew that the moment he did, they would disappear, like Alice srabbit.

Into that outstretched hand Ryan gravely placed Dino the dinosaur. “Uddy idiot,” he said cheerfully. Then
he turned around to come back to us, leaving the old man stranded in confusion, holding a thoroughly
gnawed and misused rubber toy. Mr. Pham looked straight at me and | saw hisfury, felt the heat of his
intent across the space between us.

A wide, cheeky grin split Ryan’ sface as he put up hisarms, ready for take-off.

“Wdl, I'll be damned,” said Dad, scooping him up.

Mr. Pham surged forward, only to be met hdfway by abristling, furious'Y elow Dog, flashing caninesfull
of promise. So we stood, my father and I, and the dog, in alittle triangle, and we were as one.

“Simplethings” | reminded the old man.

“Willful, disobedient child,” he said to me. Helooked at Dad and his face was suddenly very sad. “Y our
lovewill cost you dearly,” he said. “I would have spared you the suffering.” He locked eyeswith Ryan,
and then he opened his hand, letting Dino drop to the ground. It bounced once, and vanished.

Like ascreen coming down between us, the gloom gathered around Mr. Pham, softening hisform,
blurring his features. He stepped back, into the shadows.

Weturned and rushed for the door and thistime nothing conspired against us. We emerged into atiny



shop front, stacked full of rolled-up carpets and dusty furniture. A pair of floor-to-ceilling windows,
half-covered in tattered posters stuck to the outside, faced out onto yet another bright, sunny day.

There was old Elsie parked outside. We were going home. Nothing bad had happened. Dad had kept us
together and | sensed that | had changed. | felt grown-up, abig sister, strong inways | couldn’t describe.
Oneday, Au Co’syoungest son will cross his bridge, but not yet. For now, he choosesto be with us,
and that isapowerful magic.

| looked up and saw my little brother gazing down at me from over Dad' s shoulder. “ Knock. Knock,” he
sad.

| grinned back at him. “Who’ sthere?’

“Me!” He announced. Lifting his hands, he curled them into claws. “ Raar.”
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It' snew,” Ted gpologized. The bank clerk stared flatly ahead. “Never heard of it.”

Seated behind Perspex, she was blurred around the edges like a crayon drawing.

“Maybe because we rethe first to movein?’ Ted offered.

The clerk didn’t care. She pushed athin piece of paper under the Perspex and it came out sharp. Clean
and white; not blurred &t al. He was surprised.

“Should I fill thisin?” he asked. He smiled, encouraging her to smile back.



Shedidn’t. Only kept staring; the thick lines of her eyes unmoving. Ted wondered if he should take the
form to abench, or fill it in right there. Did she have to witness his signature, after al? He looked around
to see what others were doing, but there was no one ese. So he wrote where he was, using apen on a
string that was too short. He wrote with hishand al cramped up-Then he did the form back under the
security screen and watched its edges blur. Like handing it to adeep seadiver; perspective skewing
where the water began. The woman took the form with soaking fingers and held it in front of her face.
She seemed to read it okay.
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t'snew,” Ted apologized.

The bank clerk stared flatly ahead. “Never heard of it.”
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Seated behind Perspex, she was blurred around the edges like a crayon drawing.

“Maybe because we rethe first to movein?’ Ted offered.

The clerk didn't care. She pushed athin piece of paper under the Perspex and it came out sharp. Clean
and white; not blurred &t al. He was surprised.

“Should I fill thisin?” he asked. He smiled, encouraging her to smile back.

Shedidn’t. Only kept staring; the thick lines of her eyes unmoving. Ted wondered if he should take the
formto abench, or fill it in right there. Did she have to witness his signature, after al? He looked around
to see what others were doing, but there was no one else. So he wrote where he was, using apenon a
string that was too short. He wrote with hishand dl cramped up.

Then he did the form back under the security screen and watched its edges blur. Like handingitto a
deep seadiver; perspective skewing where the water began. The woman took the form with soaking
fingersand held it in front of her face. She seemed to read it okay.

“Tenworking days,” shesaid, and filed it away.

Ted nodded, and returned to the house.

* k% k %

Walking home took over an hour. All uphill, too, so he had to do most of it bent forward, breathing
heavily. He looked ahead once to see hisroof pushing upward from the landscape like aflint. Apart from
that one congtruction, and the road on which he walked, everything e se this far from town was bushland.

As he climbed, the rest of the house emerged bit by bit and curled over him. He swore it was the house
that advanced on him, and not the other way around. The thought made him dizzy and for amoment he
believed that if helost hisfooting and fell, he would be swept away to follow the road on and over the
hill.

He hesitated by hisfront door. When he couldn’t avoid it any longer, he dipped insde. It was gloomy



and dark, even without curtains. In the loungeroom the answering machine flashed twice and paused.
Two messages.

“Hdlo?’ said each voice. “Hdlo?’

They sounded confused. Ted dapped the delete button. More wrong numbers. Didn’t these people
check before they dialed? He crept upstairsto his study to wait for Jemma,

When he thought about it later, moving restlesdy adong the corridors, watching the afternoon light ripen to
gold, he couldn’t even say what his own phone number was.

* * % %

“Hello? Is anybody there?"”

* * * %

Jemmawas back right on time, like dways. From the bedroom window, he was able to watch her
progress for afull ten minutes, climbing the arteria road from town. Her car began as small asatoy,
winding through folds of green bedspread. Advancing, it swelled, until findly it was big enough to stop
and let Jemmaclimb out.

“Herel am, Teddy!” shecalled.

Her long black hair wastied at her neck, and her cheeks were flushed. She held up two pizza boxes and
made asif to throw them, laughing when he flinched. She hugged him instead, pizza boxes balancing on
onearm, then dragged him indde.

“Good day?’ she asked.

She pulled them both aong the corridor to the kitchen, flipping the pizzas and car keys onto a bench.
There was a spot on the hal tablefor keys, but she kept ignoring it. Ted didn’t mind. It suited her, this
carel ess abandonment. Brought aflush to her cheeks.



Jemma spun so fagt it disoriented him. She fixed her handsto his shoulders and smiled, drinking himin. It
aways undid him, the intensity of her crystal eyes. He held onto her and tried not to fed washed away.
Hefocussed on the forgotten pizza boxes.

“Credit cards,” he said, digtracting her, “take ten days.”

Jemma’ s eyes went wide. “Y ou went into town?”’

“Uh-hun.”

“And?’ she asked, willing him to say he loved it. Loved the house, loved thetown, loved it dl. “Pretty,
i'tit?’

“Oh, yeah,” Ted assured her. He moved to the cupboard to get plates and, as he spoke, he addressed
himsdlf to the ceramicsinsde. “It' s pretty. Very quiet.”

“Just what we wanted, right?” Jemmasaid

“Right,” Ted said, although he couldn’t remember what he' d wanted.

Jemmactook the plates from him and cradled them to her chest. She had her head on one side, searching
hisface.

“Anyway,” she said, “with our big, beautiful new home—" sheleaned in softly to kisshis cheek, “- we
won't need to leave.”

Ted nodded and smiled, because she seemed to need him to. In redlity, the house she loved so much
bel onged mostly to hisfather’ s designs, but he could never bring that up. Jemmawould only wave her
handsin the air between them and assure him his best work was yet to come. It didn’t seem to matter to
her what he did.

“Except,” hesaid, “you' |l haveto leaveto go to the office.”



“Oh, sure,” Jemmalooked as though she' d aready forgotten the conversation. “Well, there' sthat.
Speaking of which, I’ ve got anew project.” Sherolled her eyesto show him what she thought of new
projects.

Ted laughed a last, watching her pull her clown faces, imitating her boss, whom he’ d never met, and an
apparently deranged colleague of hers. He reached for the pizzas, but something in the loungeroom
confused him and for amoment he swore it was ademon by the windows, biding time, itsred eye
blinking.

Hefroze.

Jemmafollowed hisgaze.

“Oh,” she breathed. “ So you got the phone line working, too?’

Shewas dready crossing to the answering machine, where the light flashed dowly. One message.

“No,” said Ted. No, don’t play the tape. “1 mean, it'sbeen working for... afew days.”

Jemma stabbed at the play button.

“Hdlo?" said the machine. “Hdlo? Who'sthis?’

There was a pause and aclunk asthe caler hung up.

Jemmatwisted, looking at Ted. “Who'sthis?’ sherepeated. “They’ reringing and asking ‘who' sthis' ?
Wheat isthat, ajoke?” Then, more softly, she added, “The question is, who' s that? Ringing us?’

Shetried to grin, but it came out Strained.



“There sbheen afew of those,” Ted said. “They must be recycling the phone numbers. Y ou know, using
an old one somebody else had.”

Jemma nodded, but she was ow to do it. Her knuckles whitened around the edges of the plates. “ That
must beit,” she murmured.

She was garing at the machine. Ted moved around her to the delete key.

“Don’'t worry, Teddy,” she said, brushing the back of her hand dong hisarm ashe passed. “I’ll take care
of it.”

Ted nodded. Good, he thought. He liked it better when she took care of things.

* k k %

“Bob’s Trucks and Services, no job too small. Hello, Bob speaking... Hello?”

* * * %

The house wastoo big.

Sometimes the thought struck him, like today, right after breakfast. After Jemma had gone and the place
was empty. Then thewalls thickened, ambushing him. Even the air was bloated. Not enough windows,
s0 the darkness kept winding around him, wrapping his arms and legs like leeches. He was pinned,
rocking in the centre of it, the house ebbing and flowing, and rolling like an ocean over him.

He had to get updtairs.

There, thelight could till get in, and the air wouldn't be so thick.

He made a bresk for it, rushing across the loungeroom, taking the stepstwo at atime, darkness pulling
onhisribs.



In the study, the floor rippled with sunlight. Much better, he thought, red spots dancing in hiseyes. He
leant onto the doorframe to gather himself. When he could, he crossed to the window, legs shaking. If
Jemma could see him now, he knew, rubbing the cold from hisarms, she would be so ashamed for him.

He sank into hisdesk chair, but spun it so he couldn’'t see the desk at al. Thisway, he faced the bay
window at the back of the room. Thiswindow aways seemed to lean in on him, the weight of the
bushland too heavy to hold. It made Ted fed small, but therewas akind of safety in that. He felt
contained. Today, though, the sight of al that mottled green bushland so close only added to the sense he
was drowning. He didn’t dare look away, though, because he knew if he did, he' d be forced to confront
his desk. His empty desk, the blank date, the daily reminder.

Jemma s gift to him. An architectural ensemble with an adjustable angle. Perfect, she' d said, for netting
idess. She'd treated it like agame. Still, Ted' sideas leasked away. His head was littered with half-formed
cregtions. Bright, noble planes and sweeping curves. Open plan homes with atriums, mezzanines, grand
gtaircases, diding wal panels. Rooms for al sorts of lives. Once snared by the page, they dulled to grey.

He never discussed thiswith Jemma. She thought the world of him.

The desk till squatted at the corner of hiseye, so herolled the chair to the set of drawerswhere his
plans were held. The drawers were old, made of dark wood, long and shallow and mostly empty. He
couldn’t bring himsdlf to look at his old designs. He knew what he would find.

Instead, he opened the lowest drawer where remnants of hisfather’ sworkswere held. Fine, bold
congtructions with assertive, dmost aggressive, lines and pencil marks so strong they sometimes scored
right through the page. That, he thought—not for the first time—iswhat architectureis meant to be. A
power with which to create new worldsfor people. He put the stack of blueprints back in the drawer
and replaced his father’ s notebooks on top.

Ted leant back in his chair and rubbed his eyes. When he took his hands away, hisvison blurred and
danced. To hisright, the bay window had come apart, and siwung giddily like Samese ghodts. Ted
blinked, waiting for it to pass. But when the window finally pulled back into focus, it brought something
esewith it. Something he hadn’t seen before.

Foundations.

Bushland crowded the left side of hiswindow, of course, and the road was anarrow strip on theright.



But between them, he now saw, someone had begun work on ahouse. Square, concrete patternsin the
ground, grey bricks stacked up. Wider and longer than his own house, but similarly proportioned. It was
set back from the road, alowing space for what would undoubtedly become asmall garden.

For no reason at all, it occurred to him that Jemma hadn’t wanted a garden out front.

He stared at the space, dlowing himself to be captivated by theidea of it, the potentia, the new
beginning. When he thought about it later, it occurred to him that he hadn’t heard any building work. Nor
had he seen any builders. Y et, there they were, rock-solid foundations, dmost asif they’d grown. Asif
the bush had findly tired of trees and plants and birdlife, and decided to throw up a home. Somewhere
for peopleto plant roots instead.

Jemma had wanted to get away fromit dl.

Shewouldn't likethisat dl.

* k x %

“Radio TBR, we're hereto listen. Can | take your call?... Are you there?“

* * % %

Shehated it.

Shel d come home, like dways (thistime, with Chinese takeaway), wrapping her aams around Ted,
amost daring him to carry her insgde. She' d thrown her keys at the kitchen bench and turned to get plates
for dinner. Then she saw it. Above the sink, framed perfectly by the porthole window, the beginnings of
the house.

“Brand new,” Ted said.

“Sureis,” Jemmareplied. She moved to the glass and put her hand on it, looking out at the monster
through splayed fingers.



After that, they’ d had dinner in silence, and hadn’t mentioned the new place again for two weeks. Ted
was surprised by her resentment. He continued to live around the edges of his own home and Jemma's
mood, moving from window to window, avoiding the dark at the core. He kept an eye on the other
place. It was three doors up, or would be when someone got around to building doors between him and
it.

The cement on the foundations had dried, and construction workers had appeared. It al seemed so
mundane. Ted forgot to wonder how he’ d missed that first day of work. Lumber had been laid for floor
framing.

“It had to happen,” Ted consoled her.

They were edting toast by the French doorsin the lounge, Jemma having tired of take-away.

She shrugged. “Y ou think?’

“Y ou can borrow cups of sugar,” he sad.

“What would | do with sugar?’

Ted nodded. True. The only thing he’ d ever seen Jemma make was toast.

“I kindalike theideaof having neighbours,” he said at last, but softly, not wanting to disturb her.

Jemmalooked up at him. She was about to speak, but stopped abruptly.

“Did the phonering today?’ she asked, moving to the blinking eye of the answering machine.

In truth, the messages came most days, though Ted usually remembered to delete them. He never heard
the phone ring, and assumed the tone was set too low. It didn’t bother him. He didn’t want to talk to

anyone anyhow.



Jemmawas playing the messages, something Ted had long stopped doing. Thefirst voice was old.
Perhaps a man, perhaps awoman, hard to say. Next were two women.

“Hello?’ they dl sad. “Hello?’

Thefina voice wasyoung, aman.

“PizzaPaace,” hesaid. “What can | get you today?’

“Why would a pizzaplace ring us?” Jemmaasked.

“Maybeit'sajoke,” Ted suggested. “Or anew way to drum up business.”

But hisanswer was alittle too fast, because Jemmalooked at him, frowning. For thefirst time, he saw
her face asit would look decades from now. It was careworn, with a soft crease where her frown would
gt. Hefelt suddenly lost. Where was he, in that future?

“Let’ sget an extension in your study, Teddy,” Jemmawas saying, “so you can hear it.” She added,
nearly under her breeth, “I’'m sick of this.”

“Sure,” Ted replied straight away.

Jemmawrapped her arms around herself and stared out the windows. She was amost shivering, athough
the evening waswarm. Ted didn’t haveto follow her gaze to know she was watching the new house
whereit lay with twilight pooling in the wooden frets of itsfloor.

Looking for dl theworld like rows of coffins.

* * % %



“You break ‘em, we fix ‘cm. Windows our specialty. How can | help? ..I”

* k% k %

The man from the phone company was meant to arrivefirst thing. He didn't, of course. Up theroad, the
builders were back. Just four of them, draping the frame of the house with atarpaulin. They must be

expecting rain.

Ted was fascinated. He squeezed around the insde edges of his home until he reached the front door. It
was early afternoon and the sunlight felt milky. Now that the place was covered—its modesty protected,
S0 to speak—nhe had an urgent need to go over there, to sneak past the builders and peek under the tarp.
He wanted to check nothing was till insde. Hefelt an odd mix of professiond curiogity and greed. He
wished it was his house,

It was then the van pulled up.

“Sorry,” sad the phone technician, squeezing out. “| woulda been here sooner only | had trouble finding
the place.”

“Yes” said Ted, “they haven't put it on any maps yet. Still, you could’ ve called. We do have a phone,
aterdl.”

“Yeah,” sad the man, with indifference.

Therewere to be three extensions, according to Jemma singtructions: study, kitchen, bedroom. Ted
pointed out al the places and then fidgeted, waiting for the technician to finish. It took hours, surely much
longer than it should have.

The builders|eft slently, and in the gathering gloom the tarp shifted and itched. Occasiondly it puffed out
and then flattened, exposing therib of awall, the cheekbone of awindow frame.

When at |last he was able to wave goodbye to the technician, Ted found three more messages on the
meachine. He deleted them without listening.



Jemmaweas |ate that night.

* k% k %

“Who is this? Why do you keep calling?”

* * * %

“What isit?’ sheasked.

She was staring at the house again, at the empty wall frames where the panelswould go. Thetarp was
gone. Roof trusses extended across the cavity of the house. At the very top, towards the back, was a
sguare shape like acage.

Ted thought of it asthe skull.

He shook his head vagudy. “I think I’ ve seen something like it before, someplace.”

He gathered hisfather’ s notebooks from the study. Jemmawas curled up tight on the lounge when he
returned. She shifted to rest on his shoulder as he flipped through the notebooks. Of all hisfather's
works, Ted loved the notebooks the most. Pages of ideas and designs, all donein hisfather’s hand.
Notes were added al ongside the most complex pieces, to decode them.

“Here” hesaid at last. “ A widow' swalk.”

“A what?' Jemmastarted.

Ted read the accompanying note. “A small, windowed room at the top of a house. So wives can watch
for their sallor husbands, returning from the sea.”

“Only,” Jemmawhispered, “there sno sea here.”



“No,” Ted agreed, and felt the house rock shut around them. “I supposethey’ll useit asakind of
viewing platform. To look at the bushland. It' skindanice, don’t you think?’

“All those wives” Jemmasaid, “ pacing up and down. Watching for husbands that never returned.”

Ted squeezed her arm. “I meant architecturdly, it' snice”

Jemmawas quiet for awhile, fingering aloose thread in thelounge. “I don’t want one,” she said.

Of course not, Ted thought. That wasn't what he' d meant.

She was quiet so long he thought she had fallen adeep. He waited aslong as he could, listening to the
steadiness of her breath. He had acramp in hisarm, and when he finally made to move out from under
her, she said,

“Who'smoving in there, Teddy?”

* * % %

“Isthat you, dear?”

* k x %

Proper siding had been put up, although the widow’ swalk was still bare. The window spaces on the
lower floors were huge, dmost floor to ceiling.

Ted sat inapuddle of sunlight in his study. He was flipping through another of hisfather’ s notebooks, but
he was staring at the house. Funny how it was the windows that gave aplaceits personality. Thisone
seemed open and generous. The new people would need blinds, though, to stop neighbours looking in.
He supposed he' d have to get blinds himsdlf. Then they could start shutting each other out.



He noticed a page had come loose from the notebook in hislap. Pulling it free, he found it was a piece of
folded blueprint paper, the edges shorn roughly with aruler. Unfolding it, he found ahouse. With a
widow’ swalk.

He' d been through these notebooks a thousand times and never seen this, but it made sense to him that
his very need to discover thisthing would make it S0, a thistime. Automatically he stood, pressing the
blueprint to the window above the new neighbours house. Even without looking, he knew it wasthe
same place. Window for window, wall for wall. Cut from the same cloth.

Ted turned and stalked downgtairs, passing through the dark guts of his own home without athought. He
moved siffly up the road towards the workmen. He did al thiswithout vomiting, though hefdt sck to his
shoes.

“You,” he said to the nearest builder. “Whose house isthis?’

They dl turned like bumblebees, duggishly, gazing a him.

“Where did the plans come from?’ Ted snapped. “Who' sthe foreman?’

“Problem?’ said one of them. He was crouched by the steps, sorting nails. When Ted approached, he
stood and gazed warily.

“I want to see your plans,” Ted said.

“They're a council. Been there for months.”

“1 want your copy.”

The man shrugged, indecisive. He rubbed his forehead where the hardhat marked it. Then hetook Ted to
his truck and—d owly, dowly—unspooled his plans across the bonnet. They each held aside of the
paper flat, the cornersfolding over their fingers.

Ted scanned the print.



“Thisisn't what you're building,” he said. “ These plans are nothing like that house.”

The foreman frowned blearily, unable to wake up. “I don’t know what you' re talking about.”

Ted shoved hisown blueprint in the man’ sface. “ This! Thisiswhat I'm talking about.”

The foreman peered at the drawing, chuckling at the old fashioned handmade marks and shorn edges. He
looked back to the pristine, computer-perfected plans on his bonnet.

“Areyou qudified to interpret these?’ he asked.

Ted was choking. He wanted to scream how dare you. Instead, he backed away, |etting the blueprints
roll loosaly back aong the bonnet. They were dl watching him. Not with malice, but with akind of listless
curiogty. Ted could fed their eyeson him dl the way to hisfront door.

He hid from the windows for the rest of the day, standing just outside their light. In the centre, the house
waslikeice, so Ted had to circle and circle, rubbing the warmth back into hisarms.

As he passed the answering machine for the twelfth time, it sprang to life.

“Hdlo?’ cameadrangevoice. “Hdlo?

Ted snatched up the phone before he had time to think better of it.

“Whoisthis?’ he shouted.

“Hey, what d'you mean?’ said the stranger. “ Y ou called me, buddy.”

“No, | didn’'t, | —" Ted began. Then stopped.



He put the phone back on the receiver.

It wasn't him. It had never been him.

Had it?

* * * %

“ Justin, is that you? Have you been calling? Why don’t you come home? Say something, son. It'l|
all be okay, | promise. Just come home.”

* * * %

Jemmawas back early, pleading flu. She was home before the builders had even Ieft for the day, and she
lay on thelounge looking at Ted with thick eyes. If it hadn’t been for her, he would be at the other house.
He couldn’t help it. Something about what he' d seen that afternoon was nagging him. But Jemmawas
like an anchor, so he stayed.

Just before he drifted off to deep that night, he redlized what it was.

The new house didn’'t even have glassin itswindows yet. But he swore he' d seen furniture behind its
empty frames.

* * % %

“Your call’simportant to us. Please hold the line.”

* * * %

He d never noticed how quiet the bush was before. Not a bird-song, not a cricket. No cicadas, nor the
soft rush of creaturesin the undergrowth. Pure silence. Asthough the countryside was a painted
backdrop for an empty thesatre.



The house was finished.

He hadn't dept for days, and perhapsit was fatigue that made the new place shimmer like that in the
sunlight. It had an Arcadian glow, asidle and serene as an ail painting.

There was averandah at the back of the house, with aflat duminium roof. On the second floor, louvres
had been added almost all the way around. At the very top, the widow’ swalk had itssiding at last, and
large windows that would open out.

Jemmawouldn’t look at it. She barely even looked at Ted. Not directly, anyhow, athough hefdt her
watching. During the three days she had off sick, Ted retreated mainly to his study. She shuffled past his
door every so often, bent over, like she was dragging something invisible behind her. Eventudly, she had
to leave and return to work. Ted was glad. It meant at last he could come up for air.

Sure enough, the new house had a garden out front, with piercing orange flowers and full green leaves.
There was even amat beside the front door. Ted would bet it said Welcome inwarm, red |etters. Behind
the louvred windows of the second floor, blinds were pulled shut. But on the ground floor, where there
were no blinds, reflectionsin the windows made it look like movement. Like somebody wasin there.

In aheartbeat, Ted was outside. It was warm, amost hot, in the sun. He didn’t even fedl the distance
between houses anymore. One moment, he was by hiswindow and the next, he was here, where the mat
by the door did indeed spell out Welcome. There was a bright copper door handle in front of him and he
twisted it, but it was locked tight.

So he went to the windows. There was an oily sheen to the glass, but if he pressed the side of hisface
againgt it, he could just make out the insdes. Heavy curtains were pulled back on soft ropes. Beyond
them, the light was mottled and dense. It trapped strange shapes, shadows with rough-hewn edgeslike
old wooden furniture. Ted had the impression these shapes had been sent to mark out the spaces where
red furniture would go. It was as though the house was making plans of its own.

Ted moved around thewalls, trying each window. They were dl locked. He cupped his hand over the
panes, breaking the morning glare, trying to see what wasinsde.

When he passed the back ditting room, he saw aman.



Though the man’ s back wasto him, Ted could make out every detail of the clothes he wore. Dark
trousers, pale ydlow shirt, deevesrolled up. He could see the colour of the man’s hair. He was about to
cal out, but thought better of it and then aminute later, wondered why. The man was leaving the room.
Ted hurried further around the house and caught sight of him climbing the staircase.

“Hey!” he called.

He rapped the glass with his knuckles. The man continued up. Not wanting to beleft behind, Ted rushed
onto the back verandah. This door was locked, too. He looked around for away to climb to the second
level. Therewas only the balcony railing, but when he pulled himself onto that and stood upright, he found
the flat verandah roof was at eye level. With hisleft hand, he was able to grab hold of the nearest
window frame. Wedging hisfoot againgt acorner of the building, he hauled himself high enough to hook
his elbows over the gutter. From there, he dragged himself along the roof, more by will than design.
Eventudly, enough of him was on the roof that he could roll over and pull hislegs up into afoeta

position.

Hisribs hurt, and when he sat up, his shirt wastorn and dirtied. He took afew breaths to steady himsalf
and found he had never felt better. He was thrilled, fascinated by what wasinsde.

He crawled across to the louvred windows and peeked in. No shadowsin thisroom, and no blinds
either. No mistaking what he saw. Thisroom was fully furnished, complete with bedspread stretched
across an ol d-fashioned bed. It was warm and rosy, the morning sun making it shine.

“Hey,” Ted said softly.

The man was there. He was shutting a drawer in the dresser and turning back towards the door. Not
oncedid helook in Ted' sdirection, not even when Ted began besting franticaly at the glass.

There was no reason to think the man had gone up to the widow’ swalk, but Ted knew it wastrue. He
looked to the roof above him. It wasn't possible to climb any further on the outside of the house. It was
too steep and high.

But it was easy enough to begin pulling out the louvres, making a space to crawl insde,

* k% k %



“Isthisa hoax? Stop calling here. | mean it!”

* k% k %

When Jemmagot home, it was quiet.

“Ted?’ shecdled.

She thought to cal again, but knew he was gone. She checked al the rooms, anyhow.

In the loungeroom, the answering machine winked nearly a dozen times. While she wondered what to do,
shelistened to al the messages, keeping her back to the French doors and the house beyond.

Thefina message had her mother’ svoice.

“Isthat you, Jemma?’ her mother said. “Have you been trying to cal?’

“No,” Jemmawhispered, letting the tape rewind. “Not me.”

The presence beyond the windows drilled into her back, so sheturned at last. Thereit was, the house. It
was perfectly complete, perfectly still. Sometrick of the light made the windows glow so it looked almost
welcoming.

She knew. She’ d known all dong. She hadn’t wanted to leave that morning, but what good would it have
doneto stay.

She went at last to the new place.

There was no sound except for her shoes on the road, and while she walked, she pressed one hand to
her somach, one to her mouth. Twilight was descending, transforming the greens and brownsinto
bruised purples. Beside the front door was amat with black lettering.



Welcome.

“Ted?’ shecdled.

The windows still shone, but whatever was behind was obscured by thick curtains. The frames were
locked tight. She took her time circling the house, trying each window. She reached the back bal cony,
which seemed to float in the thickening dark.

“Canyou hear me, Ted?” shecaled. “Come home.”

Come home, come home.

She waited. There was no response from the house. There couldn’t be, but she stayed anyway.

The bushland had become awall of black to her |eft and above that the sky was atwisted mess of
darkness. Standing in the silence was like being at the bottom of atank. It was hollow here, and empty,
and thewdlsfdt thin.

1] Taj?’

She was surprised her voice didn’t echo.

Sometimes she stood, sometimes she sat on the verandah' s bal cony, wondering how he' d gotten inside,
and why, what compelled him. Eventually, the windows lost their evening glow and the world was as
dark asit was dlent. It made no more sense to wait here than it did to wait anywhere. So she went home,
stumbling, amost crawling, searching out the front stepswith her hands. She flipped on the hall light and
the sudden luminescence was adap to the face.

She used the phone in the kitchen to call. It rang three times before someone picked it up.

“Hdlo?



“He'sgone” wasadl shesad.

“Darling. I'm so sorry,” said her mother. There was sympathy in her voice, but no real surprise.

Jemmafilled the next slence.

“I thought it would be enough for him, but he kept wanting more. He kept adding things. Windows,
everywhere, al these bloody windows. Every shape and bloody size. What did he want to see?’

“Oh, sweetheart,” said her mother.

“All these stupid bloody windows, and not amoment to ourselves,” she was rambling. Shewas crying.

“It' stime you got out of there,” her mother was saying, “and came home.”

Home, thought Jemma. Good word. “ This was meant to beour...”

Shedidn’t finish. In the loungeroom, the French doors gaped like mouths. They belonged to Ted, of
course. Bigger and bigger windows, trying to let the outsidein. Now it fdt like theingdeswould be
sucked out. Nothing protected her againgt the vacuum of the world.

In her mind, it was al destroyed. She wastearing it down, pulling the buildings apart, ripping up the
roads, laying waste to the damn bushland, the people. Folding it al back into itself like dough. She
pictured it gone, just gone, and nothing left but dirt and this house and the other house, where Ted was.
In case he was il there. In case he hadn't dipped right into the walls and been drowned by that place.

The new world was a bland, featureless place, and she promised hersdlf it would be enough. At least for
her, at least for now.

The porthole window above the sink gave her aperfect picture of darkness. She knew it framed that
other place, and she hated it for that. She used her free hand to press at the frame, kneading it, pushing at
it the way someone might push on aflap of skin to seal over awound.



“I can't leave him inthere,” she whispered.

“Darling,” said her mother. “He was made to fit that world. But you, dear, you can’t stay. It snot healthy
for you. After dl, it snot likehe' sred.”

Tearsrolled down Jemma sface.

Redl, she thought, had never been the point.
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S

amwas sitting over a pot of Boag's and a Number 9 at the New Automatic on the banks of the Yarra,
watching the old riverside fire scul ptures—the * pigeon toasters —sending gouts of flame into the night

y.

That was how Walt Senny and Sunny Jm found him, staring out at the sheets of plasmatearing the dark.
Dangerous and wonderful friendsto have, Wat and Sunny, and a dangerous and wonderful placeto be,
given what M e bourne had become—been forced to become. All the coastdl axis cities.

“Sam,” Walt Senny said, just likein the old days, asif grudging the word. He wore hislong flashman
coat, agenuine Singer flare, and had little hooks of colour on his cheeks. They were called divas after
famous women singers and each one was a death. Knowing Walt, each one was aten-count.

Sam returned the greeting. “Walt.”

“Sam,” Sunny Jm said, looking splendid as usud in his dapper Rock fdl crigs suit.

“Sunny.”

Both men carried their dudling sticksin plain Sght asif it truly were ten years before and the contract
shut-downs and cal-backs had never happened.

“What' sthe drift?’ Sam asked, fdling into the old waysin spite of himsdlf, asif theten yearswerelike
smoke.

“Raigngacrew,” Sunny said. “Trouble out in the Landings.”

“Someonethinks,” Walt added.

“Hashpoint?’ Sam asked, going straight to it. Major strike? Even: A new Landing?



Walt studied the crowd, using apart of his skill few people knew about. “Not sure yet.”

Sam dmost smiled a the melodrama. “ Someone?”’

“Outatowner,” Sunny replied, which meant protected sources and need to know and told Sam pretty
much everything. Possibly no strike, no flashpoint at al. But officid. Some other reason.

Sam was careful not to smile, not to shake his head, just like on those long-ago, never-so-long-ago days
when Sam Aitchander, Wilt Senny and Sunny Jm Cosimo belonged to as good aflash crew asyou were
likely to find. “Bad idearight now, Sunny, Walt. The Sailmaker isill there”

Tdlingit likeit was. The Landing that could reach out. Snatch and smash even the best.

“Need to makefive,” Walt Senny said, a spade on gravel. Affectation, most like, though how could you
know? Sergio Leone and a hundred years of marketing departments had alot to answer for. “Figured
Ange for point and you for star again, Sam.”

But the ten years were there. Things had changed.

“Other businessright now, Walt,” Sam said, trying to keep the promise he' d made to himsdlf. “Not sure
the Landings are the place to be.”

Walt and Sunny expected it. They played their main card.

“Another crew going inaswell,” Sunny said, which could very well be before the fact knowing Walt and
Sunny, aliebut alikelihood and a serious one, what it implied. “Punky Bannasis putting it together. The
Crown Regulatorsride again!”

“Punky? Then—"

“Right,” Walt Senny said, hisruined voice like ashovel againgt asidewalk.



And got me, Sam thought. Punky and Maisie Day and therest.

But ten years. Probably not Maisie. Still, Punky Bannas liked known players no less than Sunny and
Walt did. His Regulators would need to be solid, asfamiliar as he could get.

“Who'stheir pure?’ Which was saying yes, of course. Let’ s re-activate the Salt Hue Trimmers. Sunny
even managed hislopsided grin, two, three seconds of one.

Wt Senny knew better than to smile. “Kid named Jacko. Henna Jacko. First class.”

“Who'sours?” Sam asked. Should have been: who' s yours? but he dipped.

“New kid. Thomas Gunn, if you can believe it. Thomas not Tommy. He' s prime. Talent scout found him
inadossout in Dryport.”

“Therest,” Sam said. “I need it dl.”

Sunny gave hisgrin. Walt Senny spun his stick in a splendid bonham. Spectators ahhh' d. One, trying too
hard, called out: “Bravo!”

“Not here,” Walt said. “Come out to Tagger’s. Meet the crew.”

Sam had to grin back at them. Tagger’s. All of it, just like ten years before. Ghosts out of the smoke.

And the possibility of Maise Day.

* k k %

Sam didn’'t have to wait until Tagger’s. Sunny had borrowed a clean van from Raph Swale, and as soon
asthey were on the city road and he’ d switched on the dampeners, Sam asked it.



“A new Landing?’

“Not as easy asthat,” Sunny said.

“Salmaker’ shad akid,” Walt said from the back. “ Replicated.”

Sam wastruly surprised. One hundred and eighty-six Landings across the planet and al of them pretty
much stable since The Saillmaker had arrived. “Hadn't heard.”

Sam didn’t need to look back. Walt would be giving that look.

“Haveto know if it's something local or anew arrival,” Sunny added, hardly necessary but these were
new days. Maybe Sunny wasworried that Sam would ask him to pull over and let him out. “Couldn’t
risk it back in the Automatic. World Health wants known teams. Two of the best.”

TheWorld Health Organization in full stride again. The WHO doctors!

“How bad?’ Sam asked, remembering how the original Sailmaker had started, how it had changed
everything, destroyed so many crews, discouraged the rest.

“Nowhere near mature, but they’ ve tracked fourteen townsto date, half in Europe, restin Asia. Nonein
the Americasthistime. Another Six are possible, but overlaps are still making it hard to tell.”

“Sats?’

“Last posting for the fourteen: two hundred and forty thousand people down. Recovery teams got to the
European sites, but you know how Asiacan be.”

Used to know, Sam dmost said, ready with attitude. But kept it back. Nothing ever really changes,
considering.



“How far fromthe origina?’ he asked, thinking of The Sailmaker out therein the hot desert on the edge
of the Amadeus Basin, so far away.

“Right near Dancing Doris. Sixty ks outsde Broken Hill.”

“It'll al depend on our purel” Sam said, stating the obvious, the too obvious, but giving them the old Sam
Aitchander standard. Part of him, too big apart of him redly, suddenly wanted things as they were back
then. Known.

They let it be. Helet it be. They drove the rest of the way to the Bendigo Gatein silence. Another timeiit
would have been companionable and welcome. Now there was too much fear.

A Sailmaker almost at the perimeter, Sam thought. They're closingin.

* * * %

Tagger’ swas on the very edge of the Krackend ough, that glinting landflow from the only Landing
phenomenon, globaly, ever to involve striking back at civilization from ingde aLanding perimeter with
large-scale coarse action above and beyond the shut-down fugues. There was that single calamitous
event, tearing up so much of eastern Audtrdia, then The Saillmaker arriving eight years later. Perhaps,
experts argued, The Sallmaker had caused that sngular event, dready on itsway.

Now this. Sailmaker Two. Sailmaker Redux, whatever you could call it, and herein Australiaagain,
would you believe? However it fell, proof that the Landings werethere: acongtant in al their lives.

Ongoing.

They left the clean van in the holding yard at Becker's, and Sam went with Walt and Sunny through the
Bendigo Gate, findly madeit to the large taproom of Tagger’ s with the windows showing thered land
and red sky before them. The forty-six Australian Landings were aday away, scattered over three
hundred and forty thousand hectares, twenty days across on foot, six by WHO dow-mo ATV. The
Sailmaker Redux wastwo daysin.

“Hi, Aitch,” Angdl Fleet said, meeting them at the tap-stage. She looked older, leaner, wasted with too
much sun and not enough care, but it was so good seeing her, seeing her alive and till keen, though what
other careerswere thereredly for hard-luck warriors, God' s-gift crusader knights, once you' d fought
againg dragons?*“ The kid' sin the blue room swotting the manuals. Sunny said you' d do good cop on
this”



Sam had expected it, but it was beside the point. Being at Tagger’ s again overwhelmed everything.
Seaeing Angdl, any verson of Angdl.

“How have you been, Ange?’

“Managing. Glad to havethis. Y ou, Aitch?’

“Coming round.” He nodded to the door. “What' ve you told him?’

“Standard run. They' re dien zones. Dangerous. We came on hard, Sunny and me. Figured bad cop was
the way to go.”

“Get much?’

“Y ou kidding? He glazed over two minutesin. These kids can name the flash crews up and down the
spread, but the basics—forget it. Walt said leaveit to you. Just like old times.”

“Jus like old times.”

* k% k %

His name was Thomas Gunn and no-one caled him Tommy. He was sixteen, lean, of medium height,
with agood open face, pleasing enough festures, the habit of tipping his head to one side when he was
redly ligening.

“Glad they sent you, Mr Aitch,” he said when Sam took the other hardwood chair in the blue room.
“They'redl sointense. | was hoping you' d be good cop.”

The kid knew the procedures.



“And why’ sthat, Thomas?’ Though Sam knew the answer. When had it ever been different? Sam had
seded himsdf to give alisten-or-ese, grassroots spid: thefirst Landings appearing, going active, shutting
down whole communities across the planet with no pattern, no apparent pattern, sending thousands,
hundreds of thousandsinto catatonic fugue. The flash crews going in to bregk the signal before too many
out of those thousands started dying. Getting some back. But Thomas had been playing doggo.

“Y ou' re—more gpproachable. They say.”

“Used to be. It' sbeen awhile”

“Y ou came back. | checked that. Some keep away.”

Sam made himsdlf stay civil. It was how you started any working relationship.

“Y ou don't reach escape vel ocity, you keep coming back, yes.”

“Borntoit.”

No use denying. “Bit like that.”

“So, which arewe going to, Mr Aitch?’

Sam paused, studying the newbie, liking most of what he saw—the aertness so at odds with what Angel
and Sunny had seen, been dlowed to see, the edginess sensed. Though the Mr Aitch got him. His shelf
name. Fidd name. Damn Walt and Sunny. Sam endured it, just as he had so many times before.

“Not suregoing in. Not thisearly. Out near The Horse, | think. Not asfar as The Pearl.”

“TheHorse. | redly want to see that. What about The Sailmaker?’

“We keep clear. Always. It'sacull set-up.”



“You think?” Thomas s eyes were wide at the prospect.

“Work it out. Nothing for years. Teams getting cocky. Then the Krackendough. Eight yearslater The
Sallmaker arrives.” Treating him like he did know.

Thomaswas nodding. “It’ slike the name, isn't it? Landings. Something has landed. Something has come
in, been sent.” Tak jumping al over the place, but obvious stuff, common with any newbie.

“Surdy seemslikeit, Thomas.”

“But not ships? Heard Mr Senny say loose lips sink ships. What it sounded like. Didn't like to bother
‘im”

“Not as easy asthat. But you'reright in away. It' swhere something has comein. Arrived. Best to think
of them as nodes. Accretion points.”

“Sampling probes, some say.”

“Not tracking, Mr Aitch.”

“Places where things appear. Gather thingsto them.”
“They’Il go someday, you think?’ Jumping again.

“Twenty-three years this summer. They may smply go, like you say. But something is needed now. To
get usthrough. That’swhy the scout picked you.”

“They bombed them.”



“They did, yes. Lots of times. They keep trying in some places, trying new things, sending troops in, poor
sods. Hit squads. But it gooses them, gets them active. Regardless of what people say, World Hedth's
way is better. There' sthe other thing to consider too. When they go active, start locking onto folks, a
Landing in Australialocking onto astreet, atown, maybe haf aworld avay, you bomb them then, all the
downersdie, every one of them. Some sort of broadband trauma. We think we' re ahead of thingsthere.
Better it's done gently. Flash crews are told which Landing has struck down acommunity somewhere,
we goin, target the particular flashpoint, tweak and twigt thingstherein little bits so the Landing never
quite knows what’ s happening and switches modes. It seems. That'sall we ever hope to do. Switch
modes.”

“But in those towns—whole groups of downers come back.”

“Right. So better to keep the WHO quarantine, track which Landings become active, go in and twesk.
That’ sthe extent of it, Thomas, though some will tell you otherwise. The WHO authoritiestrack which
communities have been targeted, counted out —”

“Whole communities. It' slike they’ ve been assigned or something.”

“-thenwegoin, twesk and retrieve. That'sdl itis, all we do. We get some back.”

“Somedie”

“Most don't.”

“And you just happen to have the power?’ He was marvelling, not being sarcastic. His head was tipped
totheside.

“Right. Again, why the scout picked you. Gave you dl those tests.”

“They'rerevived just o they can get shut-down again some other time.”

“Sometimes goes like that. But it al hasto do with numbers. We work to cut down the thousands who
die through neglect, arriving too late to help. Y ou saw the stats.”



The kid nodded, which could have meant anything. Angd wasright. So many newbies didn’t know any
of this

“Do | get acoat and acane?’ Thomas said, perhaps working to hide his smarts. “Like the leones wear?
Learn the bonhams. Wear the divas.” Jumping again. Newbies dways jumped, dedling with the
excitement, the nerves, thefear. But likely dumbing down, thistime.

“Y ou decideto stay on, sure. If it works out. That' sup to you.” Asif.

“The blue serge crisgs suits”

Maybe the kid was just akid after al. Sam alowed it.

“We have them—if you want one.”

“You don’'t. None of you.”

“People used to like the officia look. Prefer this now.”

“Y ou mean business but you don’t like looking owned. It' s the robin hood. The zorro.”

“Borderline outlawry iswhat it is. We ve gone through officid. Survivors reassure more than badges
ometimes”

“Gofigure”

“Gofigure”

“You'reahardlot. | likethat. | likedl that.”



“Merdy flashmen, Thomas. We channd power. Deflect the bad kind. Bresk the sgnalsfrom the
Landings so the modes switch and people come back. Restore some of what the Landings shut down.”

Thomas paused, just sat looking out. Such a silence boded well. It was the 70/30 again—70 percent
action, 30 percent thoughtful.

“How do you?’ Thomasfinaly asked.

Sam shrugged. It was easy to answer the old unanswerablesin away. “No idea. Some people can. All
meagic bird Suff.”

“Magic bird?’

“Old saying. Put usin ateam, theright mix, we can do it. Just can. For al we know the Landings did that
too. Crested an antidote system.” It was afavourite ling, al that made it tolerable ultimately, the chance
of being part of an autoimmune system against the bogeyman.

“The Landingsretdiate.”

“Seemsthey do. No-one' s sure about any of that. May be just power readjustments. But better a
hundred dead than five thousand in shut-down, yes?”’

“That' sthe old 70/30. The old WHO/UN ruling!”

Sam blinked. The kid had surprised him again. “It is. What do you think?’

“Seemsright. Seemsfair. What do you think, Mr Aitch?" Also unexpected.

“No matter what | think. Peopleinsst onit. Would rather gamble that way than stay azombie, maybe die
through neglect when there aren’t enough carers soon enough.”

“True desath is better.”



“They reckon.”

“Y ou reckon?’

“We re merely flashmen, Thomas. All we are. Do what we' re hired to do.”

“You' ve been out of it ten years.”

Hereit was.

“That’ sthe cafard, the funk, the downtime debt. It drains you, wastes you. Gets so you need to be
away.” Thewordsran off histongue.

“But the shut-downs continued. How could you?’

“There are dways other crews. Seemed like agood idea at the time.”

It was a dap-down—none of your business—but the kid accepted it. “ So why now? Why this?” Why
me? hedidn’t say. Or: What happened to your last pure? He just needed reassurance.

“Persona business. People we know going in.” The beautiful lie. No point mentioning The Redux yet.

“Y ou'reworried they’ Il find something.”

“That they’ll upset something more like. Despite The Sailmaker’ s power, things have been pretty stable
gnceit arrived. Fewer shut-downs. Fewer communities going under. They could change the balance.”

“Solikel sad. You'relooking out for us” Jumping, jumping.



“Whatever. One team usualy needs another to watch it. We' ve been hired to keep an eye on this other
team.” Not the truth, but near enough.

Thomas nodded, looked out at the day through the prep room window.

“One morething, Mr Aitch. They say there are two secrets al flashmen keep.”

Sam feared: Tell me what they are, but the kid was smarter, better than that. He jumped, but knew
what not to say.

“How long before I’'m trusted enough to be allowed to ask what they are?’

Two secrets indeed. The make or break when it cameto the flash crews.

“Ask again when the mission’ s over. Now aquestion to you, Thomas.”

“Shoot, Mr Aitch.”

“How come you played dumb with the others?’

Thomas Gunn spread hishandsin a‘you know how itis gesture that was probably asold as
Cro-Magnons. “First thing | learned about flashmen. Always keep something back.”

Sam dmost smiled, but stood instead to hide the rush of emoation. “ Time to make amove.”

* * * %

Asit turned out, quite afew of the old Big Name crews were going in. The wildfire, pond-ripple, rumour
mill prevailed as ever it had. Word of one team activated meant something happening on the QT; best
keep an eye out just in case. Sponsors appeared like magic: governments, corporations, citizen
protection groups, patents and futures speculators old and new. Good sense. Contingency and
precaution.



One of Punky’ sformer lieutenants, Baine Couse, had put together a rag-tag band—the Argentics on the
registration database—with Rollo Jayne and Toss Gatereau in the lineup. Molly Dye had re-activated her
Lonetown Farriers, once definitely second stringers al, but areal force now that Rod Sinner had been
brought in to replace Corven, lost a The Sailmaker in *35. Julie Farro and Y ancy Cada had anew
line-up of their Spin Doctors ready to go. Other names he knew. Many he didn't.

Riding the wind-tram out to the Baylieu Gate, Sam shook his head at the wonder of it. Conspiracy theory
aways messed things up. The chats were crazy with it, the seaboard axis abuzz. All the new coadta cities
were making afeature of it. Four teams now, forty later. They’ d betripping over themselves before they
were an hour along—most of them makeshift tagger groups of newbies and quarterhands duelling it out
on the fringes, maybe risking The Spanish Lantern, The Moonraker and The Three Spices, then scuttling
back to the bars and chats with improbable storiesthat grew larger with every telling. Not just in
Audrdiaether. The African coagtal axis had groups stirring; the West American axis preempted
everyone by sending ateam to check the sub-Saharan Landings. French teams were heading for the
Gobi Desart outside Sagran. The flashmen. The leones. Darlings of the WHO doctors. Theten years
were like smoke.

* k *x %

The WHO perimeter units gave the teams access in twos, and the Trimmers and the Regulators were
promised aclear day’ slead before the Argentics and the Farriers, then the Spin Doctors, The Snesky
Pete Regulars and the rest of the officid line-up. Some newbie crews would jump queue around that vast
boundary. Some would be wasted quick smart, the rest would be nabbed by the authorities on the way
out. Easier to et the Landingstidy things up first. There d be pendlties, token sentencesin the new
barrios, but ultimately WHO didn’t care so long as flashpoints were dedt with and data—any data after
al thistime —was forthcoming. Better they risk another Krackendough, they secretly figured, secretly
gambled, unofficialy bdieved, than not know anything about their deadly vigitors.

At Baylieu Gate there was more waiting, of course. The orbitals needed to track the complex fluxes, wait
for what they considered to be suitable hiatus readings before giving the go-ahead—all frustratingly
unnecessary from acrew’ s hands-on perspective. It was 1400 that afternoon before the Trimmersrode
their WHO-provided dow-mo ATV through Checkpoint Sinbad and left civilization—human
civilization—behind.

Then, yet again, they were alaw unto themsealves. Champions of the hopes of the world. Officidly
indispensable. Unofficidly expendable.

Thefirg Ste reached from the southeast, soon after full radio noise-out, was Winwa Landing, what had
once been The Firewaker because of its random plasma screens and dissociated spark-ups. Some of



the Landingsfailed, fell away, re-located in new forms e sawhere, who could ever know? All that was | eft
were the pylons, struts and gantries of the old WHO/loca natgov access piers. It waslikethat a Winwa.

Working with World Hedth, most national governments had set up ingpection piers early on wherever
they could, long raised causeways with observation towers and telemetry nodes. They looked like the
promenade piers of aprevious age, and were as much to frame the phenomena as anything, to provide
frameworks, form and sense, things you could put on amap and treat as quantifiable, borders around
chaos. Sand drifts had moved in, the wind and heat had stripped the paintwork. WinwaLanding was a
ghost town that had never lived.

They spent the night in the lee of the seventh pylon, listening to what wereleft of the causeway struts
ticking and cooling overhead and watching the faintest play of bravuralights tricking around the inward
flare-tail—all that remained of what The Firewaker had once been.

They repacked their dow-mo before dawn and moved on, making forty ks aong the Delphin Track and
passing The Arete before it became fully active. Then it was The Pure off to their |eft, three ks distant but
dready flexing and extending its clear-glass ‘ soul-finders in the day.

They were passing The Lucky Boatmen when they saw their first whirter assemblinginthe
distance—three of its fourteen pieces spinning in the warm air, orbiting each other asthey sought
lock-point for the rest. The Trimmerswould be well past before it posed athresat, but some other team
would haveit to deal with. How it usualy happened—one group triggering sentinel responses that wasted
another. Proof elther that no other crew had comein a Winwayet or, far lesslikely but not impossible
given how UN agencies competed, that enough had done so to compl ete one fourteen-stage whirter
cycle and start another.

By mid-morning they were passing The Spanish Lantern on its eastern side, keeping their focus on the
trail ahead and only using peripherd vision to note the flickering orange, blue and red semaphore-at-noon
running lights amid the bal conies and bastions of the fluted blast-furnace form. They wore their headsets
to dampen the teeth-chattering Castanet siren rhythmsthat gave it its name. So many taggers and
newbies would go closer, wanting to see the fiesta lights on the lower ba conies, never bdieving that
anything could happen to them. Some would get the approach rhythmswrong and end up as part of the
deadly duende of the place. It was Thomas who said he could see bodies,  dancers who had missed
those syncopations and couldn’t get free in time, and were now pressed into fina service. No-one
acknowledged hislapse of form. He was | eft to work out for himself that you never mentioned the dead
and dying. Y ou accepted and moved on.

They reached The Horse on the second day, considered by many the most remarkable of the
Landings—image after life-sized image of horses from every artigtic period in known Earth history: asif
the governing intelligence, Al, tropism, whatever powered the thing, had locked onto that one bioform
and replicated it again and again—in bronze, in wood, in ceramic, resin, volcanic glass, bone and sewn



skin, line after line of stylized equiforms scattered acrossthe spinifex hills.

The Horse dso gave Thomeas hisfirgt glimpse of aburrus. The veteran Trimmers had been preparing him
for it, each of them filling the time by telling him what to expect. Even Wat had managed: “It' sl
eye-trick shit. Just make sure your cod’sthere”

The profile had been in the WHO database. The typicd burrus—a handbal-sized knob of airborne
porceain—usudly travelled a chest height and aimed for the thymus, tucked away behind the breast
bone. No saying why it did, no knowing thingslike that, just that it did. Carrying lumps of anthracitein
your pockets seemed to deflect most of them—where the old name * coal-pockets came from that some
people still used for flashmen in some parts of the world. But anthracite, for heaven's sake, to ward of f
something that went for your immune system, that seemed to live to do just that.

Thissmall white avatar came streaking up to them from among the closest equiforms, hovered, held,
stayed with them for an hour, sometimes bobhbing, twitching in sudden, unnerving ways, then streaked
away, soundless.

Two aylings came at them next, dl high comedy were they not designed to detonate, flechette-fashion.
Sam did ayling duty as usud, briefing Thomas as the constructs approached.

“Watch now. These are fauix-boys from what one overzealous WHO scientist christened Smart
Landings. Leaveitto me”

“Foeboys?’ Thomas said, eyes never leaving the two figures on thetrall.

“Faux.” Sam spelled it out. “Old word for fakes. Maquettes. Made and sent by the Smarts.”

“They're so human.”

“They think they are. They’re aylings. Clones. Synths.”

“The Landings that sample g-codes.”

“Right. If the Landings are traps, they’ re taking bits of whatever they can get to do their trapping. We're



the most advanced local lifeform, so they sample us, turn out these.”

“Parts of thetrap.”

“But theaylingsdon't know it. Thethingis, if you play dong, they stay friendly, finaly reach arange limit
and turn back.”

The aylings spoke astrange clipped teev didect gleaned from a century of vintage sat transmissons.

“Holoner De Gorvernax,” thetaller, rangier one introduced itsdf as, affecting ahuman maevoiceto go
with its not-quite-right male mannequin appearance. “We ve found agood route.”

So simple, so obvious.

“Hutman Von Vexator,” said the other, affecting female and as unred as awell-made store mannequin.
“Hal’ sright. Quick run out by The Four Doormen. Get you through in no time. None of the fluxes.”
Voice surprisingly good.

“That right?” Sam said. “Need to see The Quilter first. Businessto attend to out by The Quilter. Then
we'll try your way.”

The aylings frowned at each other, sensing deflection but not sure how to make aNo out of aprovisona
Yes.

Sam kept up the banter, making them run whatever menusthey had. “Be good to see The Four Doormen
again. Just need this quick detour first. Be good to have you aong.”

Sunny took the Trimmers straight for The Caress then. No time to do the usual Quilter deflection. Not
with aflashpoint. The Redux had struck. People out in the world were dying.

The Caress dready had someonein its moil, ayoung male tagger who must have jumped the border
undetected. Solitaries could manage it. He was aready stripped and marked for portioning. Y ou could
seetheterror on hisface, the acceptance, the shocked fascination at having his body marked out for
vivisection, then the bestific cdm asthe moda s shifted, even more terrifying to see.



It had taken eleven years for WHO to figure out that what had been known as whirters—assembl ages of
fourteen accreting parts—were actualy the hunt avatars of thisuniqudly tripartite Landing called The
Caress. Once the whirter had assembled and its prey was caught and phased away, the victim hadn’t
been sent to oblivion asfirst thought, despite the measurable energy release, but had been sent off to the
Landing itsdlf. A whirter had tracked and caught this youth, faxed him home to where he now hung
unsupported three metresin the air, by turns being lulled and soothed, then shown the full measure of his
pending demise—asif the Landing drew on the rapid shift of disparate emotions. This cat-and-mouse
function applied to The Caress s other partsin centra Africaand the American mid-west.

“Y ou wait by those outer flanges,” Sam told the aylings. “We re ahead of time. We'll just check our
route, and then we can see The Four Doormen.”

The aylings suspected nothing. They went towards the outer questing arms of The Caress, were
snatched, lofted, then promptly cancelled as the Landing identified them as something of their own kind.
There one moment, gone the next.

* * * %

Asthe Trimmers route brought them closer to The Redu, it wasinevitable that they findly catch sight of
Punky’s Regulators. Towards evening they had their first glimpse of their old rivals, saw another campfire
gart up amile or so0 off in the dusk afew minutes after theirs did. Direct com remained out, of course,
but Sunny used the radio handset to send the braka, the switch-on, switch-off static rhythm that meant
‘come hither’, ‘no threat’, ‘ parley’. Coffee was set going. Extra cups and rations were laid out.

Twenty minutes later, a deputation of Regulators cooee' d gpproach, then were there: Punky, Jack
Crowfesther and, yes, Maise Day.

Again the ten years were forgotten, impossible. Therein the dark, Sam grinned wryly at having even tried
to make another life. Among flash crews you either owned what you were or pretended. Y ou never
sgned off—not having seen The Breskwater turn carelessfriendsto clutches of sticks, seen the Lantern
set them twitching off to their doom, seen the lines of antique horses frozen mid-stride across the spinifex
ridges, the fierce nacreous gleam of The Pearl with its—surprise! surprisel—reverse-pattern oyster trap
designed soldly to lure the curious. It seemed. The Trimmers, the Regulators, shouldn’t be here. No-one
should be here. But having tasted, having turned them, switched the modes, there was no staying away.

Then, seeing Maise large and limber aslife, abigger woman than ever he' d preferred till he'd met her,
Sam redlized how his smile must seem and logt it a once, probably way too late.



So much resolve here, so many redlities disregarded in theingtant. Two crews meeting again, protected
by the brakatruce, the cooee, the old courtesies.

“The Trimmers, asthey cleverly appear to live and breathe!” Punky said, lean and powerful in his Singer
duster, big smile and white crew-cut like adouble night-light in the dusk. Crowfeather had a smile too,
but like a smug surgeon, agood foil for Wat Senny any day but without Walt' sfind kiss of style. “Best
aylings ever to grace the sand-box!” Jack said. Maisie Day gave acivil nod but looked way too frosty
and focused. She had seen Sam’ssmile ontheway in.

Sunny and Angie gave generous greetings. Wat managed a cool hello. Sam heard his own voice murmur
something, managed most of anew smile, thin, careful. Then heintroduced Thomas, who sat wide-eyed,
taking it dl in asthey got down to business.

“Salmaker Two, if you can bdieveit,” Sunny sad, al easy, playing good cop ashedwaysdid. “The
Redux, if you agree.”

Punky eased himsalf onto the cooling sand, stuck out hislong legs and raised his pamsto thefire.

“Indeed,” he said. “Bringing up Junior. Who would' ve thought? How we playing this?’

“Make an offer.” Wt said, before Punky had finished speaking.

Punky flashed his smile, warming his handsin the desert chill. Sam watched the night, watched Maisie,
watched the night again. For al he knew, the rest of the Regulators were out in the dark, getting ready to
ettle old scores outside the courtesies. There was little demonstrated love here, but perhaps Sunny was
right. Perhaps they should dways alow the possibility of something more.

And Maise. Shelooked good. Fierce and wonderful. Fuller. Heavier. Vital.

“Working the mode shift isall that matters,” Punky said, eminently practicd. “ Share the fee. Go tandem,
turn about. Y our call, Sunny. Dibs on first unless you want to tossfor it.”

“Generous,” Wdt sad, like aknife,



“Traitor'smarket,” Crowfeather said, testing.

“Stet,” Walt replied. Aswas. Cdling him. Put up or shut up. And with it: know your place!

“Cousins,” Sunny said, keeping the focus, keeping the braka, the best of the old ways. The songswould
aways be written about the likes of Walt Senny, but it was flashmen like Sunny Jm who werethered
heroes here. “Y our dibs. We Il follow you in &t first light.”

“Otherscomingin,” Punky said, which sad it dl-explained the vist, the civility. Cover our back, we
cover yours. Just like the hateful, treacherous old times.

There was hesitation. Muscles locked in the firelight though you' d never know it. There were old scores
indeed, Sam and Maisie theleast of them. Thiswas make or bresk.

“New threst, new start, | figure,” Sunny said, bringing what he could of decency and civilization into this
strange dienized place. “We |l ward off. Give two hours. Y ou do the same. Split thefee”

“Done,” Punky said, holding out his cup for arefill instead of risng to go asthey’ d expected. “Haf cup
for theroad.” And then, asif just thinking of it: “ Sam, think Maise would like aword, sotta-votchy.”

Sam was up and walking, moving away from thefire, into ambush, into trouble, he suddenly didn’t care.
Hewas only aware of Thomas|ooking after him, wondering what the hell was going on, aware of
footsteps following. He walked forty paces and turned, saw the campfire back there, the mixed crews
filling thislondly place in the night, asimprobable as a Landing, truth be known, saw Mais€ s shadow
right there, backlit.

“Sam,” shesad.

“Mae.” He d never called her by her given name.

“Never expected thisturn-out,” she said. “Never expected collateral damage.” Here it was. She had the
right.



“Never ever that, Mae.” All he could say. And theword ‘ever’. Precious envoy.

“Put aside the Trimmers, put aside therest.”

“Denid getslikethat.” Inane, smply true. The Sailmaker , he might have said. But she knew. Had to
know. Losing Boker and Steyne, dmost al of Croft Denner’ s Larrikins. Despite the songs, the glamour
of the chats, they’ d been crud years, even for the best crews. Especidly the best.

“Bagtard.”

“Never persond, Mae.”

“Everythingis, Sam.”

Four beats. Not turning away. You were with Punky. Rival crew. “You know how | fed.”

She made adisgusted sound. Four beats. Still not turning. “Y ou came back.”

Walt and Sunny, he might have said. Or Time' sright. Even The Sailmaker .

“Yes” hesaid, whichwasal of it, encompassing. Hoping she’' d see. Oneword as emblem for so much.

“Bagtard.”

His conditioning had him. He dmost shrugged. The zorro. Eterndly cool. But didn’t. Didn't.

“Bewithme,” he said, kept her gaze for it, as hard as that was, saw dl of her contempt, real or feigned,
the old raw emotion powering whatever emotion it truly was.

Two beats.



“Bedamned.” And she turned and went.

Afterwards, bare minutes later, then hours later in their clear-sky trackside doss with the Regulators
camp-fire out in the cold night, he went back to it again and again, filled out the spaces with words. “ That
night at the stay-away,” he could have said. “ The Sallmaker fuming and sewing. Teamstorn up, played
off against one another most like. Braka barely holding. No shipsin the night for us. Therewas areason
for the different teams. We never settled. Never madeit easy. Y ou know that.” And the words would
have been wrong. All wrong.

Mae knew. Two besats before turning. Mae knew.

And what was any of thisif not redemption? Mae was with Punky again, but so what? Therein their own
meagre doss, in the close dark, Sam saw Punky and The Sailmaker and the Landings asjust partsof a
lock that could be broken, opened at last. Nothing was ever enough, and nothing was written. Be with
me. What more could anyone ever say?

* * % %

At thefirst pink wash of dawn, the Trimmers were up, dusting off, doing ablutions, mantras, serving
coffee, hesting rations. The Regulators were no doubt doing the same. Little was said, considering, and
when Sunny had the Trimmers move out it wasin classic ‘ diamond wand’ formation with standard
two-metre separations. Angel at point, Wat behind her shoulder to the left as hawk, Sunny to theright as
gauntlet, Thomas as pure, finishing the diamond proper, and Sam behind as star. When they engaged,
Thomas would step into the middie of the diamond; Sam would move forward to close the diamond

again.

In asense, the movies and the chats had done the training here. Thomas knew to expect thefirst of the
focal drugs when Sunny passed it to him five minutes along, just dapped on the patch and played it
straight, no questions, no hesitation. Asif born to it. Who would have thought the movies, teev and chats
could save so much time, constantly updating the mindset?

And there were Punky’ s Regul ators ahead—same open diamond, their ballistic and laser weapons raised
agang new avatars, whatever whirter, burrus and ayling variants the Redux might serve up.

And The Redux rose beyond, so clearly an embryonic Sailmaker. Same clutch of sculpted fossil masts,
dready Sx metreshigh in places, same array of flenang frames (they weren’t, nothing likeit, but try



convincing anyone that those stretched and bellying tarps weren’t human skin), same distinctive keening
and dap-snapping sound that hel ped give the Landing its name. It wasfor al theworld asif limp sails
were being snapped full, arepeated jarring tattoo in the chill morning air. Silence but for the keening, the
gunshot dap-snap of ‘shrouds and ‘rigging’, their own rhythmic tread.

Within seconds the Trimmers had their shades on macro, and Sam saw the Regulators pure—Henna
Jacko (suddenly remembering the name)—dutifully dap on the fina patch. The assault patch. Saw Jack
Crowfeather and Martine Attaand Mae dap on their link patches dmost in unison. Saw Henna step into
the centre and Punky close the diamond. They were engaging. Taking no chances.

The Redux was at two hundred metres when the avatars came. Not whirters, aylings or burrus
variants—those oldest of Landing progeny. These were like the running dolls that had plagued Western
Europe when The Rickshaw and The Rasa had first gppeared. The most conventiona after the aylings,
the most -

No, not progeny at al!

Humen!

“Down!” Wt cried, and Sunny saw it too.

“Hit squad!”

The Trimmers folded as one, Thomas dragged down by Walt, pushed down by Sam, went to lying
unsupported positionsin seconds, balistics and laser up and aimed. Autotropicslocked on as best they
could in theinterference caused by the Landings.

No thinking about it. Crack. Crack. Tear. Crack. Tear. Crack.

Dallswerefaling, spots of ground kicking up where doll-gtrike hit back.

“Who?’ Thomasydled, huddling, terrified. There wasthe smell of piss.

No answer. Work it out, newbiel



Between shots, Sam managed a glimpse of the Regulators—down and firing—but couldn’t seethe
damage there, who was safe and who wasn't.

Dollswerefdling, falling. But so many. Too many. Thank the gods that autotropics were skewed.

Notimeto discussit. Sam rolled to the Sde, targeted the outer skins of The Redux.

The others saw. Walt added his own balistic strikes, Sunny swung his laser over the outer
watch-screens.

The Redux struck back, and—as Sam hoped—targeted the moving shapes. Reached out with whatever
targeting protocolsit had and plucked at faces. Just faces. Snatched them into the activation perimeter
and stretched them on the sky—one face, vast and glaring in shock, then two, ten, twenty, vast
hoardings, rushmores, salls, twenty, thirty metres across and with—impossibly—complete facia integrity,
no distortion despitethe size.

Making sals.

The Trimmers and the Regulators didn’t dare shift position. The dolls were gone—transformed. The
Redux wasin full trophy display, just likeitsterrifying parent out on the Amadeus. No dap-snap now,
just the keening.

But there’d be more. A hit squad—that level of resources deployment—meant acarefully planned
mission. Not targeting The Redux! Them! The crews! Mission contingency.

A fire-gtrike, of course! Officidly: bombing The Redux beforeit proliferated. Perhaps claiming it dready
hed! Something.

Unofficidly: getting rid of the top crews, oneway or another.

Wanting The Redux to grow. The old strategies. Old mistakes. Everything old, new again. New science.
New chancesfor young turks with theories, careersto mind. Forgetting the past. Busy seizing the day.



“Sky-gtrikel” Sam stage-whispered, not daring to say it loudly. All quiet but for the keening, maybe the
white noise shift, shift, shift of gaping faces on the sky.

Sunny dared to move an arm, so o dowly, activating the audio seek on his headset.

“They havetherange,” Walt said.

“WE Il never know,” Angd added. True, dl true.

“Ligtening!” Sunny reminded them, not expecting ship-talk in the braka white-out but hoping for
something, anything.

So then it was just the keening and the waiting, thoughts of Mae running through Sam’ s mind, and anger
and some amusement too that it had cometo this. How could you not laugh? So easy to catch the
heroes, set them up. Can't help themsealves, the pompous asses! Strutting like lords! Who cared about
countless thousands dying in an overpopulated world? Pay lip-service, go through the motions. Be seen
to be doing the right thing. Who cared about the flashmen and their two secrets—two secretsthat only
the prime crews knew, that the taggers, quarterhands and newbies desperately tried to learn? Wasted
heroes of the people. Losses just added to the legend. Get rid of the old, bring on the new. Bread and
Circuses.

Sam laughed into the sand. Merely flashmen. All they ever were. Dependable.

Expendable.

“Incoming!” Sunny said, reading not voice transmissions of any kind but rather fluctuationsin the gtatic
where they would be. Ghosts of talk. He switched to distance tracking, non-vested audio ranges, made
hisraw cdculations. “ Ten ks out and on approach!” Best guess, but he had the skill.

“What will they do?’ Thomas asked.

“Missle” Angd said. “Point blank.”

“They don't know,” Sunny said, marvelling at those cardless airmen and foolish misson chiefs, that there



could be so much ignorance in—the joke was there—high places. Still. Again. However it played. This
was a Sailmaker, for heaven' s sake!

“Wait for it!” Wat Senny said, targeting the sky, the faces. “We' Il spoil itstrophies.”

“No laser!” Angd warned.

“Stedth grenade,” Walt said. “No sustained sourcetrail.”

1] We hom.”

“Wehope,” Sunny confirmed.

Sam found himsdlf thinking of Mae, of the Regulators, of poor Thomaslying in hisown piss, slent, bless
him, but alive. Needed more than ever now if Henna Jacko was|ost.

Walt judged the gpproach, calculated vagaries like Sunny’ sten ks, wind direction, engine noise, pilot
caution.

Hefired into the faces, scored the hit. One by one they burned, skewing, heaving on their invisble
tethers.

Nil source detected, it seemed. No instantaneous retdiation, at any rate. Possibly too small, too dight, no
constant follow-up signature.

Then, again. The Redux found something that would do, coarse movement, read the aircraft on
approach. Reached out and made sails. More faces spread on the sky—a half-dozen, there, there, there.

The bomber continued over, asmooth high crucifix with no-one aboard |eft dive.

The braka static from the Regulators came amost at once—basic Morse—Henna dead. Your dibs.



And lying there, the Trimmers swapped strategy. Thomas worked anew patch onto hisarm. The others
dowly, carefully, added their own patches when they could, each stage-whispered “ Check!” till they’d dll
confirmed. Lying there, sprawled on the sand, they made the flash crew.

The Redux was new, dazzled by trophies, possibly itsfirdt, distracted by the sheer overload of being in
theworld. It never suspected—were there truly agoverning intelligence that could suspect, bring
cognition to what it did.

The Trimmersfound their voice, their hold, their strike, started working the flashpoint.

Sam focused, focused, no longer daring to think of Mag, or surviving, or the people out therein
shut-down waiting their chance. He concentrated on Thomas, on sending through Thomas to The Redux,
to thefacesin the sky.

His eyes glazed, cleared, glazed, cleared, then found one trophy face, eyeless, vadt, distended on the sky,
twenty metres across, yet impossibly intact, mouth open in a scream but with no other feature distortion.
Y oung, young it seemed. Not Mae. Y oung.

He used that face to keep the resolve. Through Thomasto that face.

How long they worked it there was no telling. The day tracked. The sun was up and blazing, crawling
acrossthe sky. Late autumn hegt still madeit ahdl, but distant, bearable.

That sun waswell into afternoon when the modes began shifting, findly switched, when the keening fell
away and the dap-snap began again. Somewhere people were waking from shut-down fugue, finding
dust in their mouths, insects, their limbs cramped, broken, wasted by circulation necrosis. But divel Alive
I' And somewhere a debt was being paid.

The trophies were gone—the sky above the masts and frames of The Redux was awashed blue.

They’d managed it.

One by one, the Trimmers stirred, stood, stretched, worked their own stiff and aching muscles, grateful



to beintheworld.

The Regulators hadn’t done aswell. Three up, two down. Two!

The Trimmers hurried as much asthey dared in that fraught place, crossed the newly keening,
dap-snapping terrain before The Redux and reached what was left of Punky’s crew.

Henna Jacko was gone. Her young face had been the sail Sam had seen. Had used.

Jack Crowfeather was the other—hit twice by shots from approaching dolls. Punky, Martine and Mae
were getting them into body-bags, dowly, no sudden movements now, preparing to haul them back to
whatever decent distance would serve asatrail burid stein these dangerous wastes.

“Thanks,” Punky said. “Fee syours, clear.” Not: Who were they? What happened? Understanding that.

“Weshare” Sunny said. “Braka” Keeping faith, building traditions that might well outlive them al. Went
in together. Come out together.

Punky grinned at the foolishness, Sunny’ s dogged largesse. “In light of this?”

“Especidly.” And not hesitating: “Y ou go southwest by The Praying Hands. We |l take northwest. Use
braka Morse when we can, voice when it clears. Have to get thisout.”

“Agreed,” Punky said. “Warn our people off.”

Walt grunted. “ Seeiif they can get themselves adecent crew then.”

Martine and Mae both nodded, Mag' s eyes holding Sam’ s two, three seconds before diding away to
tasks a hand. The Regulators reached for the bags holding their deed.

Sunny beat them to that aswel. “We |l takethegirl.”



Not Jack. The newbie.

Punky nodded. “ Appreciated.”

No dragging body bags here. No being dowed down now if it could be helped. The Redux had made
sals, possibly itsfirst, was possbly recaling the experience, sorting what had happened. It could swing
again. Not likely, given logged behaviour ranges, but anything was possible.

The Trimmers and the Regul ators went their opposite ways, walking smoothly, quickly enough,
considering. They abandoned their dow-mo’ s—possibly booby-trapped, but giving too much signature
anyway—and they walked it. Left their dead amid rocks and walked. It took afair dice of forever, but
everyonewas glad to pay it out of their lives.

Only when the Trimmers had the northwest boundary in sight, well clear of Checkpoint Reuben just in
case, did Sam bring it up.

“Quegtions, Thomas?’

“What'sthat?’ the kid asked, off with histhoughts, then understood. “ The two secrets? | can ask?’

“Thissdeof The Redux it'sonly fair.”

Sam stopped. Thomas stopped. The others kept walking, the group separating now, dividing as
precaution: Angdl and Sunny going wide toward the north, Walt going alone to the west proper. Getting it
out.

Leaving Sam as good cop—and bad, should it cometo that.

“So, what arethey?” Direct, not defiant. Watching the others go.

Sam didn’t hesitate. “Firg, to get back thousands, we have to sacrifice hundreds.”



“Seemsright. Seemsfair. You can’'t save everyone. | don’t—wait, are you saying that when we switch
modes, some always die? Have to die?’

Sam began walking again, dowly, making it casud. He aways wanted to deceive a this point. Givethe
beautiful lie. “Takeit further.”

Thomas was following. “Wait! How do | take it further? We re causing coarse action. Naturally some
will die. Thetrauma—"

“Takeit further!” Sam rounded on him, stopping again. Good cop and bad. Gun and duelling stick ready.

“How further?” Then hisfacelocked into amask, hiseyeswide, his mouth wide like aminiature of The
Redux’ strophies. “ You kill them!” And accepting: “Wekill them!”

Sam’ svoice was soft, nearly toneless. “We use the energies of the random few to let usfreethe rest!”

“Y ou used me to do that!”

“Certainly did. Certainly do. Certainly will. Every time. A devil’sbargain, but the fairest trade we can
ever make.”

“If smurder!”

“It surely is. Collateral damage. Friendly fire. Never personal. Our powers have to come from
somewhere!”

“But you kill them!” Thomas said it more softly now, beyond rage, beyond disbelief. And the you
worried Sam. Not we. “Y ou used me.”

“However it works, the power comes through the pure. Hasto. Wefind. Y ou send. Small priceto pay
when you think it through. Small enough price. Hundreds dead so thousands upon thousands can be
saved.”



“It' simmord!”

“Amora morelike. But which isbetter? There goes avillage, atown. Y ou'll have hundreds dead outright
or thousands dying dowly? Starving. Eaten by insects, dogs, lying there aware in the fugue.”

“But you' re heroed”

Sam didn’t try to answer that. What could you say? Merely flashmen, Thomas. Merely flashmen.

“Which isbetter?’ wasdl hesad.

“Whet!”

“Dowetry to get someor let them dl go?’

“You try to get them all!” Tearswere running down the kid' s cheeks.

“Doesn’'t work like that. Which is better?’

“It doesn't excuseit!”

“Never does. Never can. Explainsisal. You did well today. Y ou saved some who would have died.”

“You'll kill meif I tell about this.” Thelook of terror in his eyes had turned to cold understanding. “ That’s
the other secret.”

“Doesn't go likethat,” Sam said, giving the fina wonderful lie. “We give you the Lethe drug. You
remember none of it.”



“The Lethe drug? What if | refuse?’

“We make you. Or the WHO doctorswill. Or they’ Il imprison you, take you away. Theworld can’t
know.”

| could pretend, Thomas might have said. Go along with it. But Sam had seen the test results, the
psych profile, and knew he couldn’t.

“Think it through,” was dl Sam said, and started walking away.

“I hate you!” Thomas called after him. 1 thought you were heroed! | hateyou al!”

“You'll be hero enough if you accept the responsibility. That’ swhy you were chosen. I'll be at the
perimeter.”

* * * %

Sam left him raging, weeping, Stting in the dust. Sat in the shade of some boulders himsdlf asthelast of
the day fell away, and thought it through again. Because you always had to.

What do they want from us? Sam asked himsdlf, yet again. Clean answers? Salvation without a
price? Something for nothing? Heran them al, al the old questions and trade-offs. Came up hard and
strong, thinking of Mae, of Sunny and Walt and thelook on Angel’ sface back at Tagger’ swhen shefirst
saw himagain.

Y ou could tdll them. Put it to avote. Nothing would change, most like. But they wanted heroes, someone
to believe in, more than they wanted Statistics and the truth, not just someone to make the hard decisions,
maintain the beautiful lie, but hide such things. Saviours who wouldn't quit even when they were struck at
from both sides, who without ever planning or wanting to, protected them from the truth. Even from the
wayward bits and pieces of their own natures.

It was early morning before the kid came in. Sam dways fdt he could guess which way it would go, but
thistime he wasn't entirely sure. His pistol’ s safety was off just in case—L ethe—but the holster cover
was clipped down. His duelling stick was carefully in its sheath.



Thekid came grolling dong, kicking dust.

“Wanted to be ahero, Mr Aitch,” he said, faling in dongside when Sam started walking. “ That’sdl.”

“I know,” Sam said. “ So we do impressions, Thomas. There are times when second best just hasto do.”

<<Contents>>
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* * % %

Gabridle stares through kohl at her mother’ seyesin the mirror. Darkly amond, accusatory, they tell her
how disappointed they are. A row of Celtic symbols curl down one bicep, the result of an intimate
relationship with atattooist; the matching curves of black-edged fingernailsreved her current relaionship
with aDatsun.

Earlier that day adick, sequined world had beckoned: the After Dark Dance Studio was advertising for
well-presented trainees. Despite knees that attracted gravel and the capacity to make even new clothes

look like they’ d recently been in an explosion, Gabridlle had dways harboured a sneaking desire to float
around apolished floor in afluffy white chook-bum dress.

Outside her paint-peded bedroom window the freshly planted real estate sign shouts * Renovate or
Detonate!” Limned with reflective stripsit glowsin the dusk, amessage of portent with each passing car.
She sighs. Just once, she wants something to remain intact in her life. The mothsin her wardrobe and the
dlverfishin her drawers don’t agree. Immune to camphor they will gorge and move on, adithering,
fluttering battaion, to the next in line of doomed inner-city renta properties.

* * * %

Things begin to unravel very early on.

The Datsun’ s carby splutters ominoudy as Gabrielle persuadesit into a parking space. She usesatorch
to check the gaffer tape on her high heels, and the Blundstones ala Somp in their plagtic bag, then
swivds her black-stockinged legs carefully out of the car to avoid snagging them on the cracked vinyl of
the seat. But when, in the darkness beside the car, she triesto hitch them up in order to bring the crotch
back in linewith her own, she puts afinger through the left leg at thigh level. Thissmal detonationina
previoudy unmarked landscape is covered by her skirt—until she moves, and fedls the soft whirring of
severd little ladders racing each other to her ankle. They arrive as she gets to the dance studio.

It Stson acorner a the businterchange, the entrance marked by two neons. One points to the Funky
Kitten nightclub; the other has asilhouetted couple in the throes of what might be atango, with one
partner’ s head buried in the ecstatically arched neck of the other. While the funky are directed
underground through a studded silver door, therest climb to adim wallpapered corridor with amusty
amel of earth, and black velveteen tendrils reaching dong tarnished gold trim.



Gabrielle waksto adoor with deep crimson lettering. Behind it, tucked among the oversized vases of
arum lilies, four well-presented applicants arefilling in forms. As she heads for the reception desk, her
feet making unfamiliar tapping sounds, al eyes are drawn to her pantyhose.

Thereceptionist is sheathed like alizard in velour, and seems sucked of her red corpuscles. Smokers
lines converge at amouth drawn thin from countlesslost opportunities. Ticking alig, she pullsaform off
aclipboard and motions Gabrielle to a seat beside agirl who hasgot her outfit right: shiny shoesand a
shiny dress. Gabrielle sneaks alook at her knees. Just as she suspects—unscathed.

The young boy on Gabridli€ sother sideisthe size of arugby forward and makes vaiant little snorting
noises as hewrites. Her attention caught by the hair wisping &t the neckline of his muscle shirt, she
wonderswhat terrible twist of fate has brought him here. The dole office comesto mind.

Shiny Girl is scribbling industrioudy, which makes Gabrielle want to revive an old habit and peek at her
answers, but it's pensdown time.

The receptionist takes their forms. With tight, practised steps, she walks bloodlessly through a door
beside a Japanese bird screen.

They wait below the arum lilies. Gabridle kicks her plastic bag of boots further under the seet, and feels
the gaffer tape on her high hed didodge. Opposite, asmartly suited kid with abow tie and datherings of
Brylcreem is chewing the end off ared Dance Studio pen. Someone has gone overboard on the Old
Spice, and Gabrielle sugpectsthe kid' sfather of trying to be hel pful.

She smiles encouragingly a ayoung woman wearing a Happy Days jive dress and a bouffant hairstyle
who does not smile back. Gabrielle wantsto tell her how amiling is a permanent state of mouth in the
dancesport business. This meansthat Jive Girl has unfortunately just missed a va uable opportunity to
practise abasic ill.

Snorting Boy stops snorting, Shiny Girl smoothes her layers of dress. Across the expanse of polished
wood pocked with amultitude of tiny hedl marks, casement windows ook out onto night and the
corrugated roofs of bus shelters. A late-to-bed bird flops briefly againgt the glass, mided by the gilt
mirror reflecting neon on onewall, or maybe the faux birds stretching their necksinvitingly on the bamboo
screen.

JveGirl, one kneejiggling, iseyeing the exit for a‘ Ladies when the manageress glides from behind the
bird screen. Immaculate and smiling, hair dicked into abalet class bun, she carriestheir forms. The
applicants watch wide-eyed as she traverses the dance floor on knife-edge stilettos and waftsinto a



chair, an outer layer of leopard-skin chiffon settling like batwings over her black dress. Above her, onthe
benefactorswall, aframed row of high-collared aristocrats sare piercingly down. She beginsan
introductory round, where each young hopeful hasto say their name and why they are there. Gabridle
has aready asked hersdlf that question.

The circle turnsinexorably. Snorting Boy says, “| came runner-up in the Funky Kitten talent night, and
my girlfriend reckons| could' ve been on Stripsearcb—or something.”

The Immaculate One smiles awide white smile, her eye teeth gleam: someone has been revealed. She
looks him up, down, and makes amental note. As her sharp gaze dides acrossthe little band of try-hards
and dream-onswith chinksin dl their armour, thelight shining out of dl the wrong orifices, awhirring on
Gabrielle sleg sgnads another ladder pulling and running like hell. She knows how it feds. The boy
watches her leg. He knows too.

Gabridle sfear of doing anything in acircle began at primary school in her first dramaclass. They had sat
around the room, each holding a scrap of paper with an action written on it. When it cametime, they
would haveto get up and mimeit in the centre. *Wood chopping’, hersread. Stumbling into thering,

she' d clasped her handstightly together, closed her eyes and flung hersdlf into achopping motion. “ And
where' sthe axe?” the teacher had shouted.

Now she getsresidua panic when forced to bein acircle, her body afraid that it will be asked to chop
wood again. Her hands map the air in an effort to reassure her that thistime they will remember to leave
gpace between them for the imaginary article, no matter what.

The introductory round over, chiffon trails dender limbs as The Immacul ate One, emanating the light of
the righteous, tells of aservice industry where undreamt-of riches are regped from daking the fox-trotting
desires of others, where, with time and dedication, thoughts of family, friends and significant otherswill
fade; and where they will dways always be smiling, no matter how sick, how tired, how footsore.
Gabridle, mesmerized by the tilettos, is remembering the time when stepping into pointy patent lesther
had seemed inevitable: five yearsold, she' d just been told that she was agirl.

Unable to estimate the long-term cost of anaesthetic foot gpray, she wantsto ask which unionisit again
that they will bein and will she often have to visit the podiatrist, but her bravery has plummeted like a
bungee-jumper into abucket. Thisismainly because the manageress, to illustrate afaulty atitude, isusing
the information on Gabrielle sform. It’ strue she had admitted to adidike of the dark and acompulsion
for wood chopping, but she' d divulged in good faith—and so had whoever it was who' d mentioned their
hernia

The description finishes with a cautionary tale about untimely departures. One recent inductee had
abandoned his clients mid-Rumba, sdfishly throwing himsalf out the window onto apassing bus, and



another weak-willed individual was still having bed rest and iron shots. The Company had redlized that
they’ d been too nice to their employees and had tightened up the contract. “Which means,” she says,
sharp-toothed and watching them al, * people will no longer be ableto just leave likethat.”

Litmus-tested for guilt, the innocent it even straighter in their seats, pressing their unblemished knees
together even more firmly; the rest, coveting visions of weekend beaches and early bedtimes, get smdler
and more Gollum-like.

Thisisthe receptionist’ s cue. Asthe Blue Danube winds up over loud speakers, Shiny Girl riseslikeit’s
Christmas, and Snorting Boy isaready tripping over Jve Girl, who' s having trouble not getting cross.
Gabrielle, struggling to put on her Blundstones, isleft with the Brylcreem Kid.

They traipse onto the dance floor after Shiny Girl, her dressrugtling likeit has sparrows. As Snorting Boy
treads on Jive Girl’ sfoot and she squedl's, something strange begins to happen to the receptionist’ sface.
Y ears of impacted bitterness eases from jammed facia muscles and she beginsto smile. Gabridlle sees
that she too has overly sharp teeth. Her boss has a sixth sensefor trouble, and glides, abox jelyfish with
leopard spots, to avantage point behind alarge Grecian urn.

The Brylcreem Kid, eyes down, isblushing wildly. Even socklessin Blundstones, Gabridleisvery tdl;
while he, it isnow apparent, is particularly short. Acrossthe room Jve Girl squedlsagain, and Gabridle
whispers, “It's okay—mine are stedl-capped.” The Kid leans full-stretch away from her, eyes wide and
agonized, imagining histoes being crushed insde his dad’ s best shoes. Gabridlleis sorry she mentioned it.

The receptionist has given in to the urge and is bent over in abdly laugh, eyes streaming, runnels of
mascara pouring through the pancake.

Shiny Girl, done and unpartnered, hasrisen aboveit dl. Slvery, bedtific, sheiswatzing with herself. The
Immaculate Oneisin raptures behind the urn, eyesfixed on Shiny Girl’s marvelloudy reveaed expanse of
creamy neck.

Snorting Boy manages to kick a chair on the way around and, asit hurtlesin a smooth clean arc above
them, everybody ducks. It's clear he hasred talent. It topplesthe Grecian urn. The Immaculate One
moves with the speed of a creature of the night, and Gabrielle has a portentous flash of ingght about the
couple in embrace on the neon outside. Clearly, something very important has been left out of the job
description.

Sheforces her atention back to the Brylcreem Kid, who' s il hanging on, and redly doing very well
with hisfeet. Shelooksat his pasty, soap-scrubbed face, his soft cheeks downy aslambs' ears. Eyes



only for Shiny Girl, heis copying her every move.

The manageress raises a dender, scarlet-tipped hand. The Blue Danube stops mid-flow and the
candidatestrickle back to their chairs. As chiffon foldsinto stillness, three pairs of eyesfollow obediently:
acolytes caught enrgptured by the body language of their mistress.

Across the room the receptionist, looking dangeroudy anaemic, sharpenslong red nailson alargefile.
Behind her the birds on the screen have taken on an aura of decay. Gabridle redizesthat dthough it cut
her mother to the quick at the time, she has been saved by her back-of-shop dalliance with the tattooist.
Shelooks a Snorting Boy who, no doubt, was deflowered behind the sports ova grandstand. He's
gauging the distance between his chair and the door.

But just asthey can smdll the air of escape, The Immacul ate One begins another round of the circle.

Her eyesare acavernous black. “Now it's question time,” she says. And they each haveto state, in turn,
whether they have any.

All histoes miraculoudy intact, the Brylcreem Kid, like the Little Red Engine, has discovered that he can.
Adam’ s gpple bobbing invitingly, he asks how long before he can run his own dance studio. Jive Girl,
gtting now alittle akimbo, saysdreamily, “But what if aclient bresksmy leg?’ Shiny Girl just smilesa
lovely big smile. Gabrielle optsfor asmple “No”. She knowsit’ s not the absence of chiffon that plays
agang her.

The scent of earth riseslike damp; the arum liliestilt, mouths open, waiting for butterflies. The Immeaculate
One, grown tdler and moreterrible, isshowing al her teeth to the shiny-shoed and languid-limbed, while
behind her the benefactors stare. Oneisnamed Vlad.

Gabridle s hands suddenly stop trying to remember the right way to chop wood, and Snorting Boy shifts
in hisseat. Hetoo hassaid “No”, and Sitsready in asprinter’ s lean towards the exit.

“It'stime,” says The Immaculate One, “for those who don't fed they are suitable applicantsto go.”

Snorting Boy isdready bolting for the door. Gabridleisasplit-second behind.

* * * %



From the midnight calm of her kitchen and the comfort of her tegpot, Gabrielle contemplates her
mould-pocked Datsun, bonnet-up in the drive. No closer to discovering how to trip the light fantastic,
she’d come hometo find a SOLD ticker acrossthe redl estate sign, and al the moths gone. She poursa
rich amber teaiinto her favourite e ephant mug, trunkless from numerous collisonswith the cutlery.

Threevirginswere very likely lost this evening, but a chook-bum dress had been saved from certain
destruction.

<<Contents>>

* k k %

Bones

RIURIK DAVIDSON

Rjurik Davidson isawriter, teacher, researcher and activist. He hastravelled widely and now livesin
Mebourne. He speaks crippled French with a perfect accent, which can cause dl sorts of mix-ups.
Rjurik has published short stories, essays and reviews. He has recently completed a PhD titled.
Paradises of the Reborn Sun: Science Fiction and American Radicalismin the Sxties. Heis
currently working on anove and a science fiction script (with filmmaker Ben Chessdll).

‘Bones isbased on red higtorical details. The Communist Party did run the Uptown Club and introduce
jazz to Audralia. Since then Audtrdian jazz has retained its progressive palitics.

* k x %

Each night for thelast forty years| have listened to the rhythmic dissonance and strange ragtime of Lester
Green’s Blue Nights. Sometimes | get the urge to dance, to fedl the ecstasy and jubilation of that smoky
room, long ago on that summer night, when we finaly reached that feverish and hdlucinatory state and
took off our skins and danced around in our bones. How | remember the heat of the night, and Lester
Green on his piano, thumping out odd clusters and brilliant yet strangdly didocating runswith hisright
hand. How | remember the band asthey reached the Sate of grace, swaying to the music likereedsina
gentlewind. And how | remember Carmody Reece, as she stood there by the piano with her porcelain
beauty, smoking a cigarette, unaware of the disaster that she and Green and dl of us were headed


Contents

towards. Even now | can fed the magic of that night, and the horror that wasto follow.

| first heard of Lester Green and his band on ahumid summer night, the sort that israrein Mebourne.
Around me the pub wasfilled with the bustling bodies and booming voices of the workers from the
wharves. The room had the dightly damp, amost tropical smell of sweat and humidity and cigarette
smoke, and although the crowd had begun to thin out, it was still hard to hear yourself over the
background noise. Jack O’ Grady sat opposite me, his hair dicked back like amovie star and histeeth
yellow and crooked.

“This Lester Green isfrom New Orleans,” O’ Grady said to me, the sweat running down his forehead
before he dabbed it with an aready stained handkerchief. “And | hear he can play the piano like no-one
else—so well that you lose yoursdlf iniit, like asnake charmer.” Jack puffed on his cigarette and breathed
out dowly so that he was enveloped in alittle cloud of smoke.

Jack O’ Grady worked down on the docks where no one cared that he was a bludger. Y ou came across
people like him—who were so over-excited by their latest scheme, or their most recent revelation, that
they were more concerned about sharing it with the rest of the workers than getting on with the job.

O Grady was athin little Irishman who wore dapper suits that were old and ragged, smoked pungent
cigarettesthat stained hisfingers adeep yedlow, and talked congtantly. He was universally liked, except
when he went on about the oppression of the Irish Cathalics, and the virtues of communism. Then
everyone just took the mickey out of him, and he got dl hurt and serious while the others laughed.

To mehewasawaysfull of energy and enthusiasm, like when he spoke of Lester Green.

“He sthat good you reckon?’ | asked.

“A genius, and I’'m going to bring him out. Me and acouple of othersin the Party. Careto be involved?’

“What do you want?’

“A few bob, for starters. But you' re an educated man, a cultured man—" O’ Grady Started his spid, but
| wasn't takeniin.

“Don’'t give methesmooth talk,” | said, shaking my head, an ironic smile cregping onto my face.



“Sam, Sam, Sam,” hesaid, asif shocked, “I only wanted your help, you know, publicity. Y ou can get
some of your mates along, build it a the University, in the eastern suburbs.”

“I’'m not redlly connected with those people.” | said.

“C'mon Sam,” hesaid, grinning. “They're your people.” By thishe meant that | was middle-class,
origindly.

“I rgected dll that, that’swhy I’'m working at the wharves, Jack.”

“C'mon Sam, | need you, | need afront man, | need Sam Berman, the captain of style, the chief of
suave. | need the magic Sam—you' rethe man.” And he grinned persuasively.

* k k %

We organized it from the Uptown club at 104 Queensbury Street, Sitting therein the corner of the hall
with its cracking wooden floorboards and grubby interior. It was quite adifferent place during the day.
At night it was the pre-eminent jazz venue in Mebourne, run by the Eureka Y outh League—the
Communigt Party’ s youth group. When the bands came on the hall was transformed,; it filled dowly with
smoke as ahundred cigarettes glowed in the shadows. The stage rose to twice its height and the
musgiciansgrew in sature until they were larger than life: giants blowing through their hornsal the colours
of the moon and the sun and the language of the motion of stars. It was the music that first brought me
there againgt the urgings of my parents.

“Don’'t go, son.” My father used theword ‘son’ asif it had the very meaning of condescension inscribed
within.

“No, don't go, love,” my mother reiterated. “I1t' sblack music.” she said, asif that wasan argument, asif,
asan argument, it held the most compelling force.

Through their words | could hear dl the fear and hatred of white Australia, with al itsracist connotations.
They expected their young son to be drawn in by these dangerous natives—into an orgy of writhing to
thejungle music, that might lead to thetota victory of the body’ s urges, that might lead to orgies of an
entirdy different sort.



These views were prevaent in 1928 when Sonny Clay’ s Colored Idea cameto play in Melbourne.
Shortly into their stay police raided their flats and discovered six of the band with six white womenin
various stages of undress and sobriety. One of the women escaped by jumping out the window, while the
otherswere arrested and charged with vagrancy: they were aged between seventeen and twenty-three.
There was one god-awful scandal—white girlswith blacks, no thank you very much. The six band
members were deported on the first teamer.

My parents would have approved.

Tomy parents| said: “What’ swrong with black music?’

For amoment they sat there, and in those uncomfortable moments they felt the weakness of their
argument. Their minds would not alow the fedingsto surface. Instead they held them down in the deep
unconscious, and there et them struggle feebly and drown.

My mother sniffed and my father’ s eyes tracked across the room but refused to meet mine.

| stood up and walked away, and walked away from more than the argument. | left my parents home
because | couldn’t bear their Straitjacket world of teaand cakes and walking the dog along the beautiful
boulevards of Malvern amongst the quiet parks and lush plain trees, and | broke their hearts by dropping
out of university and working on the wharves. And | went to the Uptown club, even though it was run by
Communists, and | listened to the jazz.

* * * %

Now it's commonly thought that after Sonny Clay, it wasn't until 1954 that another complete American
band led by an African-American was adlowed into Audtrdia. But it’ slittle known that one was smuggled
inwithout fanfare in the summer of ‘48, under the vell of secrecy: Lester Green's.

Thefist sniff | caught that something was wrong was aweek before Lester Green was duefor arrival.
O Grady and | were at the pub. O’ Grady was bursting with energy and enthusiasm.

“We're tak-of-the-town matey,” he said.

| gulped a my beer. It wasdmost closing time; in those daysit was still illegal to serve alcohol after 6



pm, though it was alaw that the Uptown Club regularly flaunted.

“It’'Il make us celebrities, Sam. Y ou know, this might just open the doorsfor us. We could start a
business, you know, touring people, leave the wharves, have alittle office. Make abit of dough. It could
al sart from here.” O’ Grady got to hisfeet, about to go to the toilet. “What' yareckon?’

“Get me another beer on your way back will you.”

O’ Grady shook his head, disappointed, and then headed off to the toilet. | wondered about him and his
Strange contradictions: acommunist who wanted to make money. | guess he was Irish, through and

through.

A round, dightly bloated, man dipped into the vacant seat opposite me.

“Hello,” he said. His skin was smooth and rasy like an overripefruit. “Hi.” | introduced mysdif: “ Sam.”

“Hot weather.”

“They say it' sthe start of aheat wave,” | answered. “1t's gonna get hotter before it breaks.”

“Ah,” the man nodded earnestly. “Where' s Jack?’

“Inthetoilet,” | said, wondering why he didn’t introduce himself.

“He should be careful, he'ssmdl enough to get lost in there.”

| didn’t say aword.

“Yep, hesalittle man, alittle man.” He spoke the words vicioudy and stood up, began walking away
before turning back and saying: “ Give my regardsto thelittle fellawill you?” And he was gone.



O Grady was back as excited as ever and my discomforting thoughts dissipated.

The next day O’ Grady didn’'t come to work. He was missing the day after, al'so. When he returned his
eyewas black and yellowing bruises ran over his eyebrow to hisforehead. Occasiondly he grasped his
Sde, asif pained.

* k% k %

A few nightslater we returned to the Uptown Club. There were perhapsfifty people when we arrived.
O’ Grady and | joined a couple of young men from the Eureka Y outh League. One of them, ayoung
ruddy-faced man called Johnno, was puffing vehemently on his cigarette and trying desperately to recruit
me to the cause. Most of them had aready given up on me, assumed | was afellow traveller and left it at
that, but Johnno refused to give up. Whether he just couldn’t calculate the odds, or smply didn’t care, |
don’t know. Persondly | thought him not just over-zealous, but not particularly bright. No matter what |
said, he just kept coming back.

“But it was Russathat beat the Nazis, comrade.”

“Yeah,” | sad, “how’ sthat?’

“They took the brunt of the Nazi’ s attacks. Already by the time we went in, the fascists were losing on
the eastern front. Stalingrad. .. when wasthat Ray?”

“1942.” Ray added.

“1942. Wedidn't land until 1944. By then the Comrades were already in Hungary. Y ep, it was
Communism that begt the fascists. Not us.” He nodded to his own satisfaction asif impressed himsdlf by
hisownlogic.

“I"d fill rather live herethanin Russia” | said, “it’' stoo cold there.”

“But that’snot the point,” he said earnestly. “ The point isto bring it here.”

“It’' s cold enough in Mebourne, thank you very much.”



“No, Communism” Johnno said, asif | hadn’t understood, and | had to admire his perseverance.

| nodded again, unable to tease him any more, and noticed O’ Grady |ooking across the room. | followed
hisline of sght: she stood there, calm like the night, a cigarette being smoked through along cigarette
holder that she held in her gloved hands. The gloves reached her elbows. Hair that seemed sculpted
rolled down over her shoulders, framing her porcelain face.

“1 think Jack’ s been didtracted.” | said to the others.

O Grady turned his head and in that moment | realized he was captured by the woman whom | cameto
know as Carmody Reece.

If you hit an animal or a person on the head hard enough, there’ sa moment when they are motionless,

except perhapsfor the blinking of the eyes, amoment in which motion and speech areimpossible. The
strange thing isthat in every other way they seem entirely normd. Thiswas the effect Carmody Reece

had on Jack O’ Gradly.

“Why not go and talk to her,” we suggested.

“Oh, couldn’'t.”

“Why not?’ Even while suggesting it | redized that O’ Grady would have as much chance as breathing
underwater—for that was the issue, he was out of his element. Carmody Reece was awater creature
and O’ Grady walked on the land. They would be foreignersto each other.

O’ Grady understood thisingtinctively. Y, likeal of us, he possessed humanity’ s greatest failing: hope,
that emotion that keeps us going whether we are floating done in asea of sharks or freezing to death on
the dry plains of Antarctica; that emotion that defieslogic and sanity: hope.

| convinced him to come with me and we waked over to thetall woman.

“Hello,” | smiled calmly while O’ Grady fidgeted beside me.



She amiled, revedling teeth that seemed smooth and polished.

“ThisisJack, and I'm Sam.”

“Carmody Reece,” Sheturned her head inquigitively, and looked at O’ Grady asif he were an oddity. He
shifted on hisfeet uncomfortably.

| can’t recdl that conversation. | remember there were pleasantries and comments on the band, and dl
thewhile | was caught in her eyesasif in adark whirlpool, struggling to keep afloat. All thewhile
O Grady was speechless next to me; he stared and moved asif not quite sure what to do with hishands

and body.

| do remember though, our parting words.

“Jack and | are bringing out Lester Green, apianist from the states, if you' reinterested in coming.”

“Oh, you're themen.” She reacted with interest. “I’ ve been wondering where | could find you. | was
hoping to help you.”

“Oh?

“Y es, you know, with thetrip.”

“Ah, of course” | nodded.

“Of coursel” O Grady yelled, the sound erupting in an embarrassing blezt.

“Well, we re meeting here on Wednesday for the last arrangements, but we' d welcome anyone.” | spoke
camly.

“Yed” yelled O Grady, “ Anyone, anyone!”



“Six o'clock, after work.”

“Sx o' clock.” O Grady grinned awkwardly and | could have kicked him.

“I'll be here.” Carmody spoke softly and smoothly.

“WEe |l sseyou then.” | grabbed thelittle man.

She agreed and | dragged O’ Grady over to the bar where he took a couple of shots of whisky.

* k k %

When Carmody Reece graced into the club heads turned and conversationsfell into the silence of
distraction. Maybe Carmody was obliviousto her effect; | believe she knew exactly what it wasthat she
was doing. She camein, hair glistening raven-black, a crimson silk dress clinging to her body likea
Spiderweb, great black glasses like insect eyes covering dmost half her face. How could she have not
known? But then again, children of the ruling classeslive in worlds of oblivion. What was certain was her
effect onlittlejack O’ Grady, who broke into the shiver of anervous animd, hislittle legs twitching
benesth the table.

“Hello Jack,” she said leaning forward and kissing him on his cheek. The poor fellow startled with fright.

Ray and Johnno looked at each other from under their armed eyebrows. They sat bolt upright asthey
received their kisslike avaccination.

| was used to such affectations and smiled at Carmody’ s emotionlessface asit came close and brushed
my cheek.

The meeting was adisaster.

O Grady st slent.



Ray and Johnno spoke haltingly, addressing themsdlves only to me, asif Carmody Reece was not there.

Meanwhile Carmody interrupted while others spoke, dominated the agendaand, in a phrase, got her
way.

It ended with the plansto pick up Lester Green and his band from the steamer down by the docks.

“So Jack and | will pick them up.”

“But they won't dl fit.” Carmody said.

“Well takethe party van.” | said.

“But then some of them will haveto St in the back—there sno seats.”

“It' sonly ashort ride.”

“Oh, it just won't do. I’ ll take the band in my car and Jack can take the equipment.”

“But it' saready arranged,” | protested.

“Johnno?’ Carmody turned her head sharply towards the young man, indicating that behind the giant
sunglasses, shewas glaring a him.

“Well, | guessit would be better if they could Sit on seats now, wouldn't it?’

“Ray?’ Carmody turned to him, and he nodded in agreement.

| could havekilled them.



“Well, that' s settled then.”

* k k %

Perhaps O’ Grady felt that we were now bound together, in friendship, or comradeship. Whatever the
case, he came to me after the meeting and said, mysterioudly, “ Come on, come with me.”

Hetook meto alittle aleyway between Elizabeth and Swanston streets, one of those tiny cobblestoned
aleysthat you pass everyday, bardy noticing them. An dley that held overflowing rubbish binsand siray
cats eking out an existence on the refuse. The kind that shows al the backs of buildings, each decayed,
dilapidated, with pedling paint and windows with broken panes. These were the sort of buildings that
symbolize the mendacity and deceit that is modern life—that behind the facade of freshly painted sgns
and neon lights and glistening displays lies another world. Asl look back onit, | pictureit with ajet of
steam being periodicdly let off from atangle of pipesdong the dleyway—pipeslike intestines wrapping
around each other. But that may be just the romanticism of ahundred and more Hollywood movies.

We climbed up some old wooden stairs. “Watchit here,” Jack told me, as we passed severa dippery,
dightly green, stairsthat obvioudy soaked up the Mebournerain. Therail was rusting, with strips of
ydlow paint peding off it. Behind me | could hear the noise and thetraffic of Melbourne. | had left the
world inwhich | lived and entered the shady onein which O’ Grady moved. | knew he did not contral it,
that heexiged init like asmdl fish in a powerful river, darting from rock to rock aong the bottom where
it was safest, where the current was weakest and only battered him on occasion.

Despite my misgivings | did what | dwaysdo, | followed him.

Jack pulled the door open and | heard music in the background.

A number of cries came over from the group that sat around the onetable: “Jack-0,” and “Ah, here
comesthelittle Irishman.”

There were three of them, suited men with that look about them—the one | cameto recognize asa
warning sgn. Oneintroduced himself as Nell, al pock marks and protuberant bones; another was a
toothless chap, huge, bulking, but with gentle movements, called Len. And thethird | had met before, a
middle-szed man with smooth and glistening skin asif it wereripe fruit. He didn’'t say aword.



“Back again ‘ey Jack?’ Nell said, lifting aglassto hisruddy face.

“Thisismy spiritua home,” said Jack O’ Grady, grinning.

“I didn’t know you Irishmen had spirit,” Neil poured himself another.

“That's because you' re a proddo-dog,” Jack snapped back, by which he meant that Neil was
Protestant.

To my right the nameless man brooded. | could fed his absence from the whole conversation.

“How muchisittogoin?’ Len asked.

“Two pound! How many timesdo | haveto tel you—Jesus—anyone d think you' reamoron Len,” Nell
glared, hisruddy face becoming even redder.

“Fair go,” Len mumbled sadly.

“LeaveLendone” O Grady sad camly, “you know his memory’ s shot from thefooty.” He turned to
me: “Len played afew gamesfor the Magpies before going back to the country league. He' sbeen
cleaned up afew too many times.”

“C'mon, let’splay,” said the man without aname, asif the conversation was boring him.

We each threw two pounds into the middle and the cards were dealt.

From the very first hand Jack forgot caution, threw in twenty pound, which was five times as much asthe
biggest bet, and | knew he was headed towards disaster as surely as he was towards death.

Thetable sat stunned.



Nell, Len and the nameless man put in the money. | folded.

And 0 it went around until it reached two hundred pounds.

“He'sbluffing,” Neil sad adamantly.

“Of courseheis,” Len agreed.

“Well goon, cdl him,” said Nell.

“Youcdl him,” Len said throwing his cards down on thetable asif to say, I’m out.

Nobody moved.

“He sbluffing.” Nell repested. It was histurn.

Wewaited quietly.

Don't cdl him, | thought to myself, please god, someone, don’t let anyone cal him.

“Wedl ¢ mon,” Len said, getting impatient.

“He sbluffing, he' sdefinitely bluffing.” Neil repesated, and each time he sounded |ess confident, each time
he sad it asif to convince himsdf. Still he didn’t move.

“Hurry up!” said Len.

Neil scratched his head.



“Hurry thefuck up.”

Eventudly, he broke. “I’m out.”

“Y ou know what happensto arat when it’s poisoned?’ The nameless man spoke the first words
emotionlesdv. “Itsguts liquefy inits scomach. It just Ststhere, quivering, whileits gutsturn to blood and
shit, and then it leaks blood and shit. Just like you, Neil,” he ended vitriolicaly, and his words meant
violence. “That’ syour fucking problem, isn’'t it, Neil,” said the nameless man, “you’ ve got no fucking guts
have you?Y ou knew he was bluffing but you wouldn’t call it, would you, no you wouldn't, instead you
sat there shitting your pants like a poisoned rodent. Didn’t you?’

And at that moment | realized that the nameless man was going to cdl the bet. | knew at that moment that
Jack O’ Grady had made one more mistake in his aready mistake-ridden life.

It happened in an ingant, rapid-fire:

“Seeyou and raise you my savings, that' s two-thousand pound,” the namel ess man spat.

“See that with my car and bet my house.”

“Seeyou my house.”

“Whoa,” Neil eyes boggled while Len beside him grinned nervoudly.

One moment the game was for afew pound. Next thing it was cars and houses.

“Alright then, if you two are serious about this, you' re gonna have to write out contracts,” Neil said.

“Sure” said O’ Grady.

They brought out the pen and paper, and | cursed O’ Grady for having such pride that he didn’t pull out
of it then and there.



They wroteit down, dl of it: the savings, the car, the houses.

“What have you got?’ O’ Grady asked.

“A full house,” the nameless man showed three aces and a pair of sevens.

Jack stared at the cards asif he couldn’t bdieveit.

“Someone must have cheated,” Jack said, holding his cardstightly in his hands.

The namdess man smirked.

“Ho-ho-ho, you ' re fucked son, you'refucked.” Neil said withrelish, “You're...”

“Four of akind.” Jack put his cards down triumphantly, to silence. “Now who' s fucked?’ he asked
leaning to the nameessman, “1’ d say it’s Terence Gibbon over here, Terry the monkey hey? Isn't a
gibbon amonkey, Neil?” Jack asked. No one responded so he continued, “ Sure sounds like one.”

Jack certainly had a sense of drama.

Hetook the sheet that promised him the house and the savings.

Weleft quickly after that.

“Will he pay?’ | asked.

“Maybe”

“But can you trugt him?’



“Of course not,” O’ Grady grinned, “He s a copper.”

A few dreets away O’ Grady dipped me the agreement. “ Y ou’ d better hold thisfor me mate. 1t'd be
safer.”

Somehow | found myself taking it, and stashing it in asecret place at home, and as| dipped into deep
that night | heard O’ Grady’ s voice and saw his crooked smile after | had remonstrated with him.

“How could you have done that? How could you have bet your house?’

He grinned impishly, shrugged, and said: “Luck of the Irish.”

* * % %

Jack was supposed to meet me at the Uptown Club at one o’ clock. From there we were to drive to the
docks before the teamer’ sarriva at 2.15pm. | waited in the van out the front of the club, smoking
cigarettes asthe time passed. The heat wave had been building each day, and sitting in the car was
unbearable.

Jack was not there at one. By quarter past | was getting fidgety and began pacing along the sdewalk, but
the sun was searing and | moved beneath a sad and drooping tree, its leaves brown. By haf past | was
downright worried. At quarter to two | had reached another level, dternating between furious anger and
anxiety. One moment | was cursing O’ Grady. How could he do this? He knew that Lester Green’s band
was arriving. He knew how important it was that we arrive on time. The next moment my mind was
troubled with dark thoughts full of fear. Wherewas O’ Grady? Would he arrive a all?

About two o' clock, just as| was preparing to leave, Jack rushed around the corner, blood gushing from
his nose, adirty handkerchief held ineffectualy againg the flow.

“Jeez mate, I'm sorry,” hesad. “I got caught up.”

“Comeon, let’sgo.”



We jumped into the van, blood dropping on the seat and Jack’ s pants as we sped off.

Along theway | said: “What happened?’

“| think it' sbroke.”

“But what happened?’

“Jeez, | redly think it' sbroke.”

“How could you do this? Y ou know we I belate. Y ou know they’ll be there any moment, don’'t you?’

| sped along the streets, overtaking traffic when | could, through the city, down towards Port Melbourne
and the passenger termina by the docks. Despite having my foot pressed to the floor, despite squedling
around corners and cruising through lights as they changed to red, it was two-thirty before the passenger
termina rose before us. A lone black man sat on asuitcase surrounded by musica equipment.

“Hey man, lucky you arrived because | was gettin’ worried, you weren't never gonnaarrive.” He
introduced himsdlf as Ma colm Harvey. He was of the build that could be called generous: large bones
and heavy muscles, dl of thiswithout being fat.

“Where arethe others?’ | asked.

“Oh, they went off with Miss Reece. Hey what happened to your nose, brother?” Malcolm asked
O Grady.

“| think it' sbroke.”

Malcolm and | loaded the equipment in the van, while O’ Grady wandered around, holding his bleeding
nose.

We then headed to the hotel on Queen St, where we dropped Malcolm off.



Therest of the band had settled into their rooms. Lester Green was dready in his, with the door closed.

Jack insisted on meeting Lester Green. He walked grandly up to the door, his nose till bleeding, though
not as heavily as before, but enough that he till needed to hold his handkerchief up againgt it, and
knocked loudly.

“Ledter, Lester areyou in there?’

No one answered him.

“Perhapshe’ sgone out,” | suggested half-heartedly.

“Ledter, Ledter, it'sJack O’ Grady, | just wanted to have aquick word.”

“C’'mon Jack,” | urged, aready hdfway down the hall.

‘Leger...”

The door creaked open, and | heard the voice of Carmody Reece: “Oh hello darling, listen Lester’ sjust
having alittlerest. Y ou don’t mind if you havethat chat alittle later, do you?’

The door closed while Jack O’ Grady stood expressionless, blood running inlittle linesaong his
handkerchief and hand before dropping slently onto the floor.

* * % %

Carmody kept Lester Green to hersdlf, and | had no doubt that she presented hersdlf asthe organizer of
thetour. It was not until the evening of thefirst gig that, when the band arrived, Jack and | introduced
ourselves.



Lester Green smply nodded and looked a uswith intelligent eyes, and in that gesture lay, | believe, the
key to hischaracter. In the brief time | knew him, he barely spoke, except through music. Despite this
slence, he emitted such charismathat people orientated their wordsto him, asif he were the only one
present. In acrowd, it was he who silently dominated. Sometimes other members of the band seemed to
gpeak for him. For example, Macolm King would say: “Lester needs adrink, could you get one for
him?" And dl thetime Lester Green would be standing silently.

When we introduced ourselves, Lester Green smply nodded.

O Grady was encouraged to ramble on about the secondary logistica details of the tour: thetrain to
Sydney and then Brisbane, thetimesthat it |eft, the expense of the hotdl, the various sandwiches one
could order from the bar. Meanwhile Lester Green caught my eye and held it for abrief, intense moment,
and | felt rooted to the spot. My heart skipped abeat and my Ieft leg began to tremble. In the
background | heard Ma colm King say: “Lester likes cucumber sandwiches. Could you arrange some
cucumber sandwiches?’

Lester glanced away at O’ Grady and | was released from his gaze. | could breathe again.

O Grady rushed off to seeif he could arrange some cucumber sandwiches,

“It sureismighty hot herein Melbourne, ain't it Lester,” Madcolm said. “Isit dwaysthishot, Sam?” As
he spoke he wiped the sweat that was beading on his broad forehead.

“Sometimes, but thisis about as hot asit gets. The unusud thing isthe length of this heat wave. It smore
like Sydney wesather though, al this humidity. | supposeit will rain sooner or later, and then things will
probably cool off.”

“Can’'t wait for that rain. It'stoo hot to play,” Macolm said.

At that moment that Carmody Reece cut through the crowd like a breeze.

“Hdlo Sam,” she kissed me on the cheek.

O Grady arrived with a couple of sandwiches, which Malcolm took and began to eat. O’ Grady seemed
not to notice, instead he stared briefly at Carmody Reece, before looking at hisfeet.



“Sam and Jack here are the chief organizers of the tour, Lester,” Carmody spoke and her voice was
cool, aimost soothing in the heat. She gave usthe credit. | had migudged her earlier. 1t would not be for
thelast time.

Later, when the night had passed into early morning, Lester left with Carmody on hisarm, dark glasses
hiding their polished faces, leaving Jack and | and others behind asif we were mere mortas.

O Grady drank in the dark corner of the club, at the very end of the bar, asit joined with thewall. He
was brooding.

Eventudly | approached him. “Holding up the bar, en?’ | joked.

O’ Grady glanced at me, squinted, and then took another gulp.

| ordered adrink and sat beside him, and watched as the crowd dowly thinned. | watched couples|eave,
armin arm, young men laughing and drinking, older men holding cigarettesthat trailed smoke—tiny thin
linesthat dowly disspated into the haze of the club.

For fifteen minutes | sat next to Jack O’ Grady and watched and waited.

Findly he turned to me and spoke.

“Why... why did god make me so ugly?’ O’ Grady moaned, dipping momentarily, as he sometimes did,
from his communist personaback to his Irish Catholic one. “Look at this, look at thisbody,” hiseyes
widened with desperation. “Look &t this. legsand arms spindly like aspider’s, my face gaunt and thin, my
teeth crooked and yellow, what kind of aman isthis? Look,” hetook off hishat, “see how my hair thins?
See how the scalp is visible through the hair, see? Sometimes | think god has put us on the earth to suffer,
and we die old and meek. Submissive, yes quiet, those of uswho aren’t amongst the chosen. There're
two kinds of people in thisworld—the lucky and the condemned, and the very thing that we want is
taken away from us and given to the blessed. The very thing that could salve our wounds.”

* k% k %



The next day the hot north wind blew hard through the streets of the city, picking up the dust and
throwing it in great clouds so that | had to shelter my face with my hands. But later the wind eased and
the humidity set in again, athick grey roof covering the Sky and releasing anumber of misty showersthat
swirled down softly, lasting only afew minutes and bringing no release from the hest.

That night the band played in the crowded and sweaty club and people downed theillega dcohol as
respite against the wesether.

It was some time after the last set, as once again the club began to empty, that Carmody grabbed my arm
firmly and said: “C mon, we' regoing.”

| sat in the back of her polished sedan with Lester and Malcolm and O’ Grady. We drove out eastwards,
thewindows down to let in the air. Above us| could see the moon asit broke intermittently though dark
cloudsthat kept the heat and the humidity. Sweat trickled ceasdlesdy down my neck and face.

Aswedrove, Ma colm leaned back to me: “Hey, when' s there gonna be a change in the weather, man?’

| just shrugged. Everyone was asking the same question. None had any answers.

We gpproached the hills, dark smudges against adark horizon, and then passed through the little valley
that housed thelittle town of Upper Ferntree Gully, and then Belgrave and Monbulk, and from there
lost my sense of direction. Perhaps we travelled onwards through the hills, towards Emerald, or maybe
we doubled back in the direction of Ferny Creek. On those windy roads, unlit asthey werein those
days, direction can be atricky thing. All | recall were the shrouded houses scattered here and there
amongst the hulking shapes of giant tree ferns and the towering trees like giants stretching their arms
above us. The mansionsthat loomed occasionally out of the darkness, great wooden and stone
congtructions, were beautiful, with bal conies overlooking the green valeys, and great glasswindows, and
little turrets climbing towards the sky. | wound down the window, and leaned out, feding the air, cooler
aswedrovethrough it, in my hair. Above me| saw the stars occasondly break through the lumbering
clouds, and | saw theforest dark and silent al around, and it seemed to methat | had entered the world
of Gods, some Garden of Eden, aprimeval forest. And that beside me, in the car, rode the gods and it
seemed that Macolm was the God of Pleasure, and that Carmody was the God of Love and that

O’ Grady was The Messenger and Lester the King of the Gods or, of course, the God of War.

The sight of the mansion broke my reverie. It towered before us, its great windows bright with light and
cars parked benegth its eaves and under the surrounding trees like animals adeep. We entered and it was
splendorous, with brassfittings gleaming like gold and chanddlierslike hanging plants of glittering jewes.
The floor was of polished wood and all about were purple and gold and blood red flowers, sprouting
from vases of delicate chinaand crystal.



A waiter whisked by and handed me a glass of champagne, which | sipped as| followed the othersinto a
grand balroom now filling up with people. O’ Grady stayed closeto me, for now hewasredly out of his
depth, while the band membersflitted amongst the patronswho were dl dressed in their black suits or
tuxedas, or flowing gownswith deep emeralds and rubies glittering.

In one corner agrand piano stood, polished, gleaming, and beside it adrum kit, and a double bass
agang thewall.

Even |, who once had some connections with this world, was overwhelmed by the opulence. Even | felt
that | did not belong amongst these people.

The waiter came and went and each time filled my glasswith sparking wine and each time he seemed to
come alittle sooner, though perhaps it was the distortion of time and space that came with the alcohal. At
some point areefer was passed from hand to hand, and | remember breathing in its pungent fumes and
my head becoming light and my vision blurred. My thoughts came dow and calm and everything seemed
to take on awhiteness asif acloud surrounded me. From that moment the sequence of events and their
causd linksfell gpart.

| sumbled to the toilet and Ma colm, who was coming out, spoke to me: “It’ sjust like performing for the
folks back home.” And | thought | could hear bitternessin hisvoice.

Thewaliter came by, or perhapsit was another one, and | said to him, “Excuse me, what’ s your name?’

“Fere” heanswvered, amiling.

“French?’

“Audrdian.”

| nodded and he winked and with that, was gone.

The stairway loomed before me, and | didn’t recall for what reason | wasthere.



“Sam!” A voice cdled my name.

| turned around and there was O’ Grady, smoking a cigarette. | turned towards him and found mysdlf
back in the balroom, but the little man was not beside me. Therein the ballroom stood Carmody Reece,
leaning againgt the piano, dressed in asilk gown of deepest crimson, the colour of blood, and in her hand
the cigarette in itslong holder, burned avicious orange asif it was the heart of the night.

Suddenly | was beside her, and she was lighting the cigarette | had in my mouth. Our cheeks brushed,
hers was smooth next to mine, amarblewall.

“How has your evening been, Sam? 'Y ou seem to be swaying on your fegt.”

| smiled and puffed on the cigarette and the acrid smoke burned my throat and my lungs.

“My father would pray for you. He sapreacher you know. Each morning he wakes and lies prostrate.”
She gave alittlelaugh. “Before God, it' s supposed to be. He' d pray for you communists.”

“1"m not acommuni<t.”

“Well, you know what | mean. Y ou practicaly are. He would pray for you.” She stopped amoment, and
then continued in asoft voice: “And for me.”

“Redlly,” and though | understood, | kept it to mysdlf. | didn’t want to talk of families or their
expectations.

“But this here, Sam, thisismy life, thisismy freedom. Thisisthe where | want to be, with whom | want
to be” She stopped again, thoughtful. “ Lester’ s an amazing man, don’t you think, Sam?’

“Remarkable.” | answered softly, for | too wasin thought.

| 1eft her then, at thefirst moment | could, for | could not stand her intengity. | took another drink, and |
remember brushing my way through a crowd of bodies and making my way to the open window whereit
was dightly cooler. Another drink found itsway into my hands, another regfer to my mouth and things
became quiet for awhile, asif the voices from the crowd were muffled, or from far away. | grabbed the



windowsiII for amoment and regained my balance. Once again the sounds of the party burst violently into
theair around me.

“Oh,” thewoman said, “ are you going to do that forever?’

“Dowhat for ever?’ | asked, wondering who shewas.

“Work on the wharves. Haven't you been talking to me about it for fifteen minutes?’

“Oh, right,” | nodded.

She looked away annoyed and adjusted the tiara, which had dipped sideways, back to its position on
her head.

A moment later | heard the first note on the piano, and she said, “ Oh look, they’re playing!”

Seconds | ater the bass and the drums burst forth and atrumpet and we started to dance.

Asif everyone had waited for just this moment, the ballroom filled with the crush of hundreds of bodies,
jostling for position on the polished floors, and the music seemed to emanate from the very air around us,
likeafine mist caressng uswith its soft touch. Each of us entered the world of music and motion and the
stomping of feet recalled to me the legendary circle shouts of Congo Squarein New Orleans. | lost sense
of time and space and swam amongst the dazzling notes.

We danced and danced. Legs and arms moving at crazy angles asif we were puppets being jerked by
young children. It was ajaopy, apowerful and mesmerizing ritua, with the heat and the lights and the
music pounding with odd clusters of chords and rambunctious runs. For amoment it seemed that | was
the music, that a strange and disturbing fusion had occurred, and my body was filled with ecstatic rapture.

No longer did | have control of my snapping and waving limbs, but instead | surrendered mysdlf to Lester
Green and his dreadful momentum. How he crouched over the keys like some demented sorcerer,
conjuring beats from nowhere, how the beats came from the percussionists with primeva rhythm and
fury. How the bass pounded aong with my heart, filling my head with the sound of blood and hest. And
inthose moments | gave mysdf fully to thismusic, | surrendered mysdlf with dl the willingness of ajunkie
faling into the dreamless reverie of those spaces between life and death shortly before the heart stops



beating.

| felt the heet of the lights and the swest asit rolled down my forehead and into my eyes. My skin tingled,
and then thetingling became an itch, and till | danced, maniacdly, like the inmate of an asylum hearing
the music only in my head. My skin burned, and still | danced, despite the pain, asif acid had been
splashed upon me. | suffered and | danced, and then, just like that, it happened. In thefog of the pain, in
the jubilation of the music and the dance, | reached, asif it were the most naturd thing in the world and,
along with ahundred and more people, | peded off my skin and I€eft it below me as| danced around only
inmy bones.

Around me came the sound of agrest rattling that best to the sound of the music like amultitude of
syncopated percussive ingruments. Bone clattered on bone. Feet struck the floor in one great symphony
of joy and madness. Each of us was stripped to our essentids, laid bare to each other.

Then, sometime later, just asit had happened, without fanfare or hoopla, we stepped forward once more
and dipped back into our skins, asif nothing out of the ordinary had happened at al.

Wasit the strange ddlirium that | wasin? Could it really have happened? Even now | wonder if it was but
ahallucination, some consequence of my fevered mind, some consequence of the reefer that | smoked,
or the acohol that had been mixed withiit.

| wonder if | had not just dreamed it, in the moments between the motions of my body and the striking of
the musical notes.

Later | remember fragments and snatches: lying on the cool grass behind the house as someone passed
me another regfer; someone laughing asthey led meto acar; the journey back through the hillsand the
moon far off on the horizon, sallow and huge. | recall faling onto my bed, which seemed soft and
comforting, and faling into adeep and dreamless deep.

* k k %

The next day has faded from memory, but this| remember: we came the next night to the Uptown Club
with expectations fluttering within uslike mothsin ajar. We came, and pushed through the line that crept
out the front of the Uptown bar, aong the road, and around the corner. Jack, who had met me earlier in
the pub after work, edging hisway ingdefirgt, and then |, al the memories and fedings of the night
beforetingling in my head digtractingly.



| didn’t notice at first that there was something wrong. At first | wandered around unknowing and
uncaring.

| chatted to afew of the comrades, before | noticed that the members of the band leaned up againgt the
bar, while Carmody sat one, smoking at atable, her marble face revealing nothing. Alone, asif it were
the mogt natural statein the world. Sometimes when | think of her, and the events that were to transpire,
| think that was the most symbolic moment of the whole story, for she was ever adone, evenin that brief

timethat shewaslying in Lester Green’sarms.

Jack took the opportunity to it next to her. By thistime his jealousy had conquered hisfear. Even then |
could hear the waver in hisvoice as he tried, while Carmody sat emotionless answering in monosyllables,
if a al. 1 moved away for | could no longer bear it. Had | been kinder | would have told him the truth:
Carmody Reece would never see anything in him, other than alittle man who would buy her drinks. Had
she been kinder she would have told him hersdlf.

Slowly the crowd built up, greater than the night before. | had not spoken aword about the previous
night, and | sometimes believe that no one had, for perhapsit seemed too ludicrous a thought, too absurd
anotion, for usto speak of. Perhaps we gave in to the belief that others would think us mad.

And yet from the very first note, from the very first chord, Lester Green and hisband were a
disgppointment. Wasit the drain of thetravel, and the ceasdess playing?

Whatever the case the band played and people watched, or swayed, but | remained unmoved. The night
dragged on and | fell to daydreaming.

| was shocked, then, when Lester Green appeared before me, and in that quiet, husky voice, asked me
for alift home.

We spokelittle as | drove through the quiet streets, and | didn’t mention the big black sedan that
followed us. At first it seemed acoincidence, but as| drove my eyes were drawn ever to therear-vison
mirror and ever it was behind us, with lights bright enough to burn themselves onto the back of my irises,
leaving there the imprint of worry and fear.

Lester smply hummed to himsdlf obliviousand | thought it best not to mention the sedan.

When we arrived, Malcolm was leaning against the balcony of hisroom. He came out to greet us,
following usinto Lester’ sroom where we drank whisky and talked.



“Harvey,” he explained to me, “was the name of that son-o’-bitch that owned my grand-parents. My
daddy told me dl about that man, how he treat my old folks, how he was dways atouchin’ magrandma
where she don’'t wanna be touched, and how one day the old bastard was rolled on by his own horse.”
At thisMacolm laughed heartily. “ Guess he got what was comin’ to him. Right Lester?’

“Guesss0,” sad Legter pulling a his goatee.

Suddenly Ma colm legped up and said: “ See you then.” And off he went, smiling to himself.

For along while Lester and | sat in silence.

Eventually | stood up, rather awkwardly, and Lester stood up with me.

“I’d better go,” | said quietly.

“Guessn.”

And hetook a step towards me, and touched my face with thetips of hisfingersand | felt thetingling on
my skinthat | had felt the night before, my heart legped in my chest and | felt my left kneetremble. A
second later it gaveway and | fell to my kneesand in amoment his peniswasin my mouth with the taste
of sat and swest.

* k k %

| come now to the events of thefina night, and these | recall asif it were yesterday, asif it wasthe only
night in my life. It isburned into my memory like no other. It stands as the nadir on which dl dseisbuilt.

It waslike aparody of the nights before, where dl things were turned on their heads, where light became
dark.

The crowd was restless from thefirg, asif waiting for something to happen. They shuffled from one foot
to another, whispered under their breathsirritably, and only seemed to listen to the music in order to



heckle and mutter.

The crowd seemed to have some in-built dynamic, some trgjectory that | feared was sending them from
frustration towards murderousrage.

At least Carmody was not there, and in that | took comfort, for | don’t think | could have faced her and
her bulbous glasses and ename skin.

And then, from the crowd, aprojectile flew towards Lester, over his head, and crashed against the back
wall. In asecond a hail came down upon the band and shouts drowned out the sound. The band stopped
for abreak and things camed down for awhile.

The second set was worse. It seemed that the band were shaken, and they dropped bests, struggled
through solos asif they’ d never played the tune before. | noticed Macolm at the rear, sweset beading
down hisforehead and occasiondly grimacing. Only Lester Green seemed obliviousto it al. Playing asif
therewasno one at dl around him, asif the audience was nothing but rocks upon which he could break
hiswaves of music.

| knew it would happen, in theway that you know of your coming deeth: with that mixture of disbelief
and deep repressed horror.

And soit took me by surprise.

The band messed up the ending of atune. On and on they played, trying to wind it up. And yet they
couldn’t, each time amember of the group would dow down, or stop, the others seemed oblivious. The
problem was Lester Green, who was obliviousto dl this, and continued to play the groove, adding little
frillsand variations, so out of the fed of the rest of the group that they didn’t know what to do. They tried
to follow hislead. But he wasn't leading anywhere.

There comes amoment in acrowd where onetiny action, one step forward, one raised fist, onetiny
imperceptible action starts the flood. M ore often than not you do not noticeit, and the mass which has
been waiting for this action as the solution to its desires, sesemsto act asone. And at that point, onetiny
action canturn thetide.

| saw the action that broke the crowd: alarge juicy appleflew from the front in asmooth arc, spinning in
the air, before it smacked into Macolm’ s forehead with an audible tock’, before bouncing onto his
drums.



The crowd surged, and | was carried forward with them.

| knew thiswould be the end of Lester Green and his band. Madness had gripped our minds, feverishly
swalowing our rationa thoughts with something savage and primeval. | was caught in the surge and
carried onto the stage, fighting to keep my feet. | pushed mysdf sdeways, wedging mysdf againg the
piano, and then | suddenly pirouetted on the spot, driven by some unknown force. | gripped the piano
with my arms, and one of my legslost dl feding. Looking down | saw gushes of blood pouring from my
leg and somewhere on my torso.

Only then did | hear the two explosions of sound. The mob stopped dead in their tracks, looking back
over their shoulders.

Thisismadness, | thought. What' s hgppening? It was asif everything had broken loose, like refuse
floating randomly on the sea. Why was | bleeding?

| raised my head and saw Carmody Reece, gun pointed at me. Her face was like acracked plate, al
warped and distorted, cold and stedly eyes offsetting the tendons that bulged in her neck, the chin askew.
| saw the agony on her face and knew that she had been the one following Lester and | in the black
sedan. | knew that | waslost.

Shewould not misswith the next one.

“Dropthegun,” | heard and, glancing behind her, | noticed Gibbon and two other cops. Only Gibbon
was armed, his gun pointed at her back.

Jack O’ Grady stepped in between them, shielding Carmody from Gibbon'sline of fire.

Therewas, for amoment, adreadful slence, and | felt my leg giveway and | fell onto my knees. Around
thefour of usthe crowd formed acircle, acloud of shadowy faces and arms and legs, slent, watchful,
menacing.

Carmody’ s hand didn’t waver, and | closed my eyes, in disbdlief.



“Get out of theway, Jack.” Gibbon said.

“Don’t shoot her, please.”

“Get out of the damn way.”

O Grady didn’t move.

It happened in asplit second. | heard avolley of shots. Fire spurted from Carmody’ s gun. Behind her
Gibbon fired and O’ Grady went down like afaling lesf, al sidewards. Before me Carmody kept pulling
the trigger, but she was out of bullets.

“Die” shesadtome, and | blacked out.

| cameto asthey wheeled me out to the ambulance and | felt the wetness on my face. Someone' s crying
over me, | thought, but | waswrong. Outside it was raining, and a cool southerly breeze was sweeping
over the city.

* k% k %

Occasondly | meet people who were jazz fans. Sometimes the forties come up. Sometimes| think that
there, in the flash of an eye, or aword dipped into context, they hint that they had been there on that
night. With abrief meeting of eyes nothing more need be said. But always afterwards | begin to doubt.

Gibbon kept quiet because of the signed agreement that O’ Grady had won from him in poker. He didn’t
want to ruin his career by the contract coming to light. The Communist Party kept quiet because they had
been illegdly serving dcohol. They preferred not to have the police investigating their organization. Andin
that conspiracy of sllence the story of O’ Grady’ s death and Lester Green’ stour of Austrdiawas|ogt. In
the minds of many the memory dowly faded. The gigs at the Uptown Club became nothing but another
barely remembered night from years before: “Who wasit that played? It became common knowledge
later that Lester Green’ stour had been cancelled in 48, and then, in time, it was forgotten altogether.

At first | thought of Carmody Reece asresponsible for those events, but later, after thewomen's
liberation movement of the seventies, | learned to think of things differently. Herswasthe greater tragedy.
She had tried to walk the lines of independence in aworld that had no space for that. Things and events



bore down on her and trapped her and turned her confidence and power into something mangled and
broken. They took her away to the Kew Asylum, and there she stayed an embarrassment | think, to her
family. | visited her once, inthelatefifties, in that cold establishment. She didn’t recognize me, and | sat
awkwardly beside her. The drugs and lack of exercise had broken her beauty. | felt | was Sitting beside a
middle-aged woman with straggly hair and pasty skin.

After about half an hour someone put on arecord of Billie Holiday and Carmody immediately put her
hands on her ears and screamed “ stop it, stop it,” over and over, her wail piteous and disturbing.

The nurse stepped quickly in, asyringe gligtening in thelight.

“I’'msorry gr, you'll haveto go.”

| 1eft to the sound of Billie echoing down the hdlway; and after | left that house on the hill | ran and ran,
through the park, down the Street, trying to concentrate on the air against my cheeks, but | could not get

away.

| joined the Communist Party, of course, and left |ater as Kruschev’' s speech broke like atidal wave
againg the parties acrossthe world. Later, aso, | returned to University and my parentswere finaly
relieved as| gained adegree and started life once more in the decent and respectable vocation of
teaching. Somewnhere in those days though | lost the will to struggle and fight and resigned mysdif to the
quiet life. For that reason | am at one with my generation who watched the sixties come and, though |
supported those kids with their talk of freedom and liberation, | watched from afar as| have done for the
rest of my life. | anonly achronicler.

Many times| searched for the mansion amongst the hills, heading up drivewaysto find only little houses,
gpologizing to ownersirate at the intrusion, or entering some of the mansions that have become bed and
breakfagts, or function centres, and redlizing that thiswas, in fact, not the one.

Y ou know, of course, that Lester Green's career was tragically short and that he never madeit into the
studio. It seemed he lost his spark sometime after histrip to Mebourne, and that from there hislifewasa
descent so common amongst his contemporaries. He has dropped almost out of jazz history. Asyou
know, areference can be found to him in Gaoa s Jazz History, and that linein Jilian Smith’ sotherwise
uperlative Jazz in Australia: ‘1t was around thistime that it was rumoured that atalented young pianist
named Lester Green wasto tour Augtraia’

It was some fifteen yearslater, as| was perusing one of those little second hand stores, among the
tree-lined streets of Carlton, amongst the ancient terraces and the plane trees just dropping their autumn



leaves, that | found a battered old phonographic record with adusty and stained cover. The cover
showed the outline of atrumpeter leaning back and blowing hard, and severa spots, intended, | think, to
be lightsin the background. But what interested me wasitstitle: Lester Green's Blue Nights.

From where could this have come? Was it some record from Americathat | was previoudy unaware of ?
Had Lester Greenin fact made it into the sudio?

| turned the record over with abeating heart and squinted at the writing on the back, that proudly
proclaimed it: * The definitive recording of a selection of Lester Green' sthree gigsin 1946.

The details were wrong; surely thiswasn't Lester Green.

| rapidly bought it, and rushed home.

From the moment | heard the tight clusters and the intensdly disturbed runs || felt ashiver down my spine.
And as| put it on, even now, | sense the drawing power of that man, Lester Green. And | fed my legs
begin to rase themsdves dl jagged and awry, my arms, dl odd angles and jaunty motions, and | fed a
drangletingling on my skin as| begin to dance.

<<Contents>>
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Occam’sRazing

BRENDAN D. CARSON

Brendan Carson livesin Adelaide and occasiondly Perth, with hiswife, family and approximatdly fifty
cats (true). Heisreturning to part-time writing after an absence of several years. By day, and often by
night, be worksin asmall metropolitan hospital Emergency Department, which allows him to meet
hundreds of interesting people with fascinating storiesto tell, none of which he can ever usein hisfiction.
Previous publications have been in Altair. Antipodean and severd indie magazines.

“I wrote“Occam’s Razing' after coming back from anight shift, I’ d been reading A Distant Mirror, by
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Barbara Tuchman, and it sort of melded in my mind with the neurobiology I’ d been studying, and this
wastheresult.”

* * * %

The Chatelaine Marguerite di Picard—first daughter of the Duc D’ Orleans, related by marriage to the
Navarres Dynasty, through title to Godefrey of Cherbourg (who three times unseated the English king at
tournament), and through birth to the powerful Gascon nobility of Bordeaux and Poitiers—wasthe worst
forensic neurotheol ogist in Christendom.

Stll, you took what you could get at this short notice. Jean Doublet shivered in the thin Flemish rain and
waited. Behind him the Chatelaine bent her broad back.

“Any joy?

Chatdlaine di Picard shook her head inside her cloth-of-gold containment suit, embroidered with fleur de
lys. “It’ sbeen awhile—twe ve, fourteen hours—"

“Three”

“ And with these summer temperatures—" A gust of wind spattered cold water onto Doublel’ sface. “-
the temperature would have hastened the decay. The synapsesin the frontal cortex are dmost —”

Doubld sghed. “Isthere anything you can get? Anything at dl?’ He glanced over at the body of thedim
woman, amost agirl, swinging occasonaly in the gusts of rain. His sargent, de Burley, sawed at the rope
around her neck. It was plasflax, something local, Doublel aready had men tracing the gene lineage. He
glanced away when the wind caused the woman to gently rotate, her thin, wise face contorted by fear
and anoxia

The Chatdane grimaced. “A little...”

Doublé raised his eyebrows behind the molecular mask.

“I think—the footprints—theologica beliefsform certain, typica patternsin thefrontal lobes. Nervesjoin



up to nervesin particular ways, synapses make certain characteristic pathways. The longer the deceased
has held the beliefs, the stronger the patterns.”

Doublel nodded. Thiskind of stuff dwaysintrigued him. There wasapart of him that imagined being
born noble, having the opportunity to study. Predictably, he felt aheavy, full pain beginning behind his
eyes. He squeezed them shut, dismissing the thought and the pain.

“She' saconvert, not someone born to this. There' sonly diffuse neurotheological
imprinting—background noise—until probably about amonth ago.”

“A month?’

“Giveor take three. Six months at the outset.”

Doubld contained hisincreasing rage. Speaking dowly, he said “ So you' ve narrowed it down to
between six-months ago and afew days?’

“Exactly,” smiled the Chatdaine.

“Invaduable. And what about her religious converson?

“That’ swhereit getsredly interesting. It'shard to be sure, but | think she shows signs of Occam’s
Syndrome.”

Doublel’ s eyeswidened. “ Occam’ s? Are you sure? But where would she get it from?”’

The Chatelaine shrugged. “ Definitely Occam'’s. Atrophy of the epiphanic tracts, skeptogenic neurd
configuration in Aquina s area, probable Avingnon Credo Score of lessthan five.”

“Occam’ s been dead for seven hundred years. He was declared heretical by Innocent the—I think the
Thirteenth. They exterminated his bloodline down to third cousins. There hasn't been acase since—"



“There was the Florentine outbreak,” pointed out the Chatelaine. * Guilia Ammannati and Vincenzo
Gdlild, five hundred years ago. And then nothing until —”

Their eyesmet. “By Our Lady,” said the Chatelaine.

“The English outbreak. Lessthan ayear and ahalf ago. They tracked down the ship, sunk it off the coast
of someidandsin the Atlantic, the Galgpagos. The Beagle, went down with dl hands. But they could
have docked here. They could have docked at Bordeaux, infected people—" He scrambled for his
horse.

“I’'m trying to remember. Patient Zero—wasthat Charle Du Wynne?’

“Something like that, may Satan tear his stones. | have to go to Bordeaux, my lady.”

She nodded. “I1t may be that it'sonly the early stages. Not an epidemic yet. Perhaps only the susceptible
areinfected so far.”

De Burley trudged towards Doubld, raising his eyebrows.

“Quarantine the nearest three towns. And her home town, sedl off Curie. Then cleanit. Clean dll
first-degree, second-degree, childhood friends, possible sexua contacts. The father and mother are ill in
Curie, burn their bodies and their house. And don't forget to decontaminate yourself.”

De Burley nodded.

Doubld svung into the saddle. His eyes were dready scanning the horizon for smoke, fire, the sgns of
anarchy, scepticism, rebellion. Now the girl’ sface didn’t look wise, but threatening. How many people
had she doomed before she took her life?

“Burnthem dl” he shouted. “Tdl them it isthelast will and testament of Marie of Curie”

<<Contents>>
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Birdsof the Brushesand Scrub
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Geoff rev Mdoney livesin Brishane, with hiswife and three daughters. During the 1980slietravelled
though Indiaand Africa. A collection of hisstories. Tales from the Crypto-System was published by
Prime Booksin the US in November 2003.

‘Birds of the Brushes and Scrubs' originated in severd vigtsto Calcutta It isacity on the verge of
collapse, yet itsmuseums are full of ancient artefacts and cabinets of little stuffed birds—like al museums.
It has a magnificent cantilever bridge that spansthe Hooghly river, and grand Victorian architecture left
by the British. And it isfull of poverty and decay. Thousands of people deep on the Streets. Y ou step
over them asyou leave the restaurant after your evening meal, because you know that you belong
somewhere ese, and you' ve got a planeticket in your hand that gets you back home.

* * * %

A short while ago we arrived at the cafe Doomaji spoke about earlier. It isan open shed, constructed,
like so many of the dwellings here on this Sde of the bridge, of scavenged materids, of rusty corrugated
iron and cardboard boxes, wrapped around and held together with sheets of torn plastic, structures born
of the essentia necessity of shelter and nothing else. The cafe does not serve coffeg; no oneinsdeis
drinking, no oneis eating; they St and smoke and argue.

Acrosstheriver, before the bridge, on the other side of the city, when Doomgji had mentioned the cafe, |
had imagined something more quaint, had hoped for something sophisticated, had expected, at the very
least, a safe haven and arefuge; chairs and tables on asidewa k would have been nice. A cup of dark
roasted coffee and something to eat, asavory morsel or some sweet delicacy, would have been
better—yet | would not have been fussy about the food, aslong asit was clean; aslong asit looked
clean | would have eaten it, such ismy hunger, as| linger at the front of the cafe, as Doomgji has
ingructed, feding very much the stranger, automaticaly the enemy, automatically far too vulnerable. |
want to shrink down into the ground, vanish there, become part of the roadway, insgnificant,
indistinguishable, merely part of the background noise, asimportant as a speck of dust.

| thought it would be easy after we crossed the bridge and, if you had heard Doomaji spesk, you would
agree with me. The bridge isthe worst part, he had said, then asif he thought | hadn’t been listening, or
perhaps to reassure himsalf, he restructured hiswords and said, Theworst part isthe bridge. And after



the bridge we would arrive at the cafe, after the cafe | would be at the door and then, quite soon after the
door—Doomagji assured me—I would be back where | belong. Belong. Such a strange word in isolation.
Say it too many times and it becomes meaningless—bel ong, belong, belong—asif al of usdon’t redly
belong anywhere, or have little hope at al of finding whereit iswe belong. But | savor that word as|
gand there. It fed swarm, secure, it has a beautiful sense of relief associated with it and grants methe
understanding that | belong somewheredse. Of this, | am certain, but as my mind beginsto make these
important connections, my eyes are diverted by amangy dog running down the Stret.

It has hardly any hair, itsribs poke through its skin. It isfrothing at the mouth, close to exhaustion, running
asfast asit can. Behind it agang of children, five, S, seven years old, urchinswith sticksin their hands,
chasethe dog, screaming in shrill voices. Their faces are contorted in absolute joy, tota fulfillment. They
know the dog iswithin their grasp.

| knew what would happen, they knew what would happern—for them life does not get any better than
this. They would catch the dog and beet it with their sticks. The dog would twist and turnin pain, it would
turn its head and snap its jaws, fighting to the last to keep them off, but they would jump away from the
snapping jaws and dance and weave and dive in with their sticks, throwing their child’ sweight behind
them—till enough weight for the sticksto piercethe dog’ s kin, to stab into itslife, to sed itslife avay.

Despite everything that Doomgji told me—don'’t interfere, be passve, don't do anything to make yoursdlf
atarget—I want to help the dog, save it from the children. The reason for thisis uncertain, but f move
forward into the street with an inviolable sense of conviction, becoming more than a speck of dugt,
thinking to move between the children and the dog. | take one step, am about to take another, when a
shot rings out. From behind me, from within the cafe. It hitsthe dog in the chest. The dog goes down, its
head crashing againgt the dirt, kicking up the dust. The urchins are dmost upon it, but then it isup and
running again, struggling now, broken badly initsbody. The urchinscry in anger. In the cafe the patrons
laugh. To see the dog run, to see such fun.

It does not make it much further, afew more yards and it collgpses, itslegs kicking the air. The children
arrive, drivein their sticks, tear it gpart. A fireis prepared, the mest roasted quickly—the smell of the
mest, even meat such asthis, gnaws a my hunger—and they st eating it in the middle of the street before
itisproperly cooked, pink juice running down their chins, alittle tribe happy with their kill. Afterwards,
their belliesfull, they sng asong, the words of which are unfamiliar to me, but the tuneis oddly plessant,
with alilting air to it, the melody reminiscent of the song the executioners sang upon the bridge.

* * * %

Thereisnot alot to say about the bridge, yet thereis so much aswell. Physically, it crossesariver, like
most bridges, so it servesitsreason for being; it can get you from one side to the other, if you should be
foolish enough to travel that path. But like me, one day you may have no choice, should you be seeking
to find where you belong. The bridge is made of sted, in the cantilever design. Its girders criss-cross each



other likethe strings of acat’scradle. It isrusted in o many places. It lookslike it was built along time
ago and has never been maintained, like it was built to break down and rust away, like somebody had
designed it that way, was watching it, to see how long it would take a perfectly built bridge to rot away.
If therewere carsin this place, or trucks, you would think twice about driving acrossit; you would
doubt, despite itsweighty presence, that it would be able to carry theload. Y ou would fear that one of
the rusted girders might give way and, in its bresking, cause the whole bridge to collapse. Even walking
acrossit, you fear that your weight will bethefina straw. But there are no cars or trucks anymore. There
used to be. In the streets that Doomagji led me through on the other side, | saw their hulks, empty,
destroyed, usdlessin their decay.

The river which flows beneath the bridge is very old, very sick. It meandersin great green milky arcs. Itis
choked with thousands of ramshackle houseboats, like dry flaky scabs scarring the skin of some greet
treesnake. Yet it fill hasitspride asal riversmust. It dividesthe city in two, cutting and demarcating,
serving gill some ancient socia purpose. On one side live the people who have nothing, on the other side
live the people who have less.

Doomsji and | came from the side that had more. It was better over there. There was not as much
tension in the air. The people seemed more accepting of their fate. To get to the bridge, Doomaji took
meto abar. It was better than the cafe; you could at least get abeer at that bar. Who knowswhat it was
brewed from, but it was brown and sparkling and served in glasses. | cannot say if it was any good; | did
not tasteit. | only glanced at other people drinking it as we passed through. Doomgji led me straight to a
door at the back of the bar. Thisisthe quickest way through the city to the bridge, he said, as we passed
through the door and out into an aleyway. We waked down the dley for half an hour or so. There
appeared to be no exits except through other doors into the backs of other buildings. Finaly when we
came to a suitable door—it looked the same as all the others—Doomagji opened it and we passed
through into the interior of alarge building, dong acorridor, then out into an open area, dotted here and
there with old glass counter display cases.

Perhaps it had once been adepartment store, now it housed alarge number of families, each with their
own patch of floor marked out with their few belongings, mostly blackened cooking pots and rolls of
dirty bedding. We passed through these people asif we wereinvisible. They paid us no atention,
believing, | thought, that we, like them, had little to offer. Here we were not wanted for oursalves. There
was enough food, barely enough, but there was enough.

| was not so different on that Sde of the bridge. Doomaji told me this shortly after he found me standing
dazed and confused in the museum. | name you straight away, he said. Name you once, don’t need to
nameyou again. Idion. | paying specid attention to Idlons. It my duty, what my family does, our specid
job, noonedse's. So dl thetime, I'm looking out for Idlons, to help them aong.

| did not fed like an eidolon; | did not fed dike anything, except dive, divein avague sort of way. When
Doomgji found me | waslooking at an exhibit of stuffed birds—Birds of the Brushes and Scrubs, it said
on thedirty brass plague &t the bottom of the cabinet—and wondering if it was important that al these
tattered little birds were stuffed and captured behind glass, athough most of them were scattered now



across the bottom of the cabinet, their feathers turning to dugt, only the expertise of their origina
taxidermy continuing to maintain the appearance of their avian species; but it was important because |
now redlize that was my moment of genesis, that amongst those dead birds | began to remember life
again. That was when Doomgji arrived. Those birdsall dead now, he said. Mostly everything al dead
now; except for people; lots of people. People better than birds, people worse than birdstoo, but logic
there, if you follow logic.

* * % %

Aswe gpproached the bridge, | heard the song. | thought it sweet and melodic, thought Doomaji had
been wrong about the bridge being the worst part, but on thefirst girder of the bridge there was a body
strung up. It had been dit down the middle, turned inside out, so that everything insgde it was now
everything outsdeit. | asked Doomgji the significance of it, abody turned ingde out, evaginated, strung
up on the girders of the bridge. None, Doomaji said, for fun, just for fun, to see what abody looked like
when you did that sort of thing. Then | was sick, dry retching over the side of the bridge shooting nothing
into nothing, even as| heard the sweet song in my ears, and Doomgji laughed as though appreciating the
jokeof it.

On the second girder of the bridge there was another bodly, itsintestines spilling in apornographic
display, but worse than this, the ribs were cracked and broken apart reveding a il beating heart inside.
And so we went on, past girder after girder, body after body, with Doomgji badgering the executioners
who stood beside their victims, badgering al the way until we reached the other side.

| have searched my mind for how to accurately describe the bridge and what happens there. The bodies
strung up, the executioners singing their songs. Doomgji said they did it for fun. But | redlize now that he
didn’t mean that; he had been searching for areason—and fun was a reason, ajustification no matter
how dim—Dbecause he didn’'t want to tell me the truth, that it wasfor no reason at dl, that it was evil
donefor the sake of evil. Weimagine that we know thisthing, evil for the sake of evil. Weimagine...

Doomaji comes out of the cafe, his step isbrisk, his stride important. Stop thinking about the bridge, he
says. Move! Quick! He grabs me by the arm, pulls me aong the street, drags me into anarrow side
aley. Thisisthe one, he says. Corrugated iron and cracked weathered wood surround us. It looks no
different to any other part of this place, on thisside of the bridge. | leave you here, he says. Go to the
end. Don't stop, just go. Flooded with relief, | look a him, smile, try to move away, but still he holds my
arm. Y ou give me something, he says. | look a my wrist, searching for awatch that | might have once
owned; itisgone. Had | given it to someone dready? | search my pockets, find nothing but aballpoint
pen. Helooksat it asif itisadtick, then | draw it dong my arm, tracing one of my veinsand show him
thethin bluelinethat it leaves. He grabsit, then heis gone, disappearing between two sheets of
corrugated iron.

| walk quickly towardsthe end of the alley. When | hear the noises from behind, | begin to run, until |



reach its end and squeeze through a gap in the corrugated iron. Thereisameta door before me. | push
againg it. It opensfredly. | close the door behind me and swing its heavy lock into place. Turning, | seea
red carpeted corridor and at its end another door, less substantial, made of wood—xbrightly polished
wood with little panels of frosted glass. | wak towardsit, telling myself that | am safe now, that | have no
moreto fear, but there is some anxiety till for what liesbeyond. | turn the brass handle, open the door
and step into adining room. Thereisalong table laid out. Several people are aready seated there,
aready eating. A woman approaches, coming to me quickly; shewearsared slk dress, cut in an Asian
syle. Sheis perhapsfifty. There are grey streaksin her hair. She tells me to be quiet for amoment, not to
ek, that it isadwayslikethis, that her nameis Madame Liu, that | must be hungry, that | should sit
down, join the other guests, have something to eat, enjoy.

Sofriendly. | obey her completely. And | am hungry. | can’'t remember how long it issince | have eaten,
or what it was. She takes me to aposition at the head of the table. The lighting in the room is subdued.
The other guests are relaxed. They eat their food quietly, pass dishes across the table politely. Some food
is passed my way, crab and lobster cooked in delicate sauces, fish roasted and baked, then wine too,
crisp white wine, cool, refreshing. | watch Madame Liu as| eat. She moves around the table, speaking to
each of the guests seated there. Some of them | think | recognize, but | cannot put names to faces.
Madame Liu asks them questions, |ets them speak, listens to their whispers, smiles, nods her head.
Findly, after she has spoken to dl the others, she comesto me. | hear the red silk rustling against her
body as she gpproaches. Now she is bending down next to me, whispering in my ear. | can fed her
warm bresth againg my skin.

Tel me, my dear eidolon, she says.

| turn my lipsto her ear and whisper in return. There was an exhibit of stuffed birds, Birds of the
Brushes and Scrubs, and dl the little stuffed birds were rotting at the bottom of their glass cabinet.

A symbal of civilization in decay, she replieswith a butterfly whisper a my earlobe, even perhapswhen
they werefirg killed, then stuffed and placed in their glass cabinet. It goes beyond the necessity of ...

Food, | say, glancing at the banquet before me, meaning to draw the story out. Thereis plenty of timeto
tell her about the bridge. And later, when sheismost interested, | will tell her about the other thingsthat |
have seen, and listening to this and the other reports, she will decide, as always, what needs to be done.
Will it beaquick end, | wonder, as| araise another morsdl of lobster to my mouth, or will shelet them
die dowly and enjoy the decay.

Madame Liu takes my plate away from me, throwsit against the wall. It smashes, cracks, becomes
rubble on the carpet. Greedily, | take one more sip of wine before that too is snatched away and dashed
to thefloor. The others at the table pay no attention. Their plates and glasses sit before them, full and
undisturbed. | have Madame Liu’ sfull attention now. Shewill not dlow meto draw it out.



Quickly | tell her what | have seen, then she returns my thoughtsto the bridge.

There was one such body? she asks.

Many, | say, dl strung aong the bridge, some with their hearts ftill begting.

For what purpose?

Doomgji said just for fun, to seewhat it would look like, but he did not wish to tell methe truth, that it
was evil for the sake of evil, for no reason at al.

Perhaps he said that because he felt embarrassed to tell the truth. Consider. Perhapsit was a butcher’s
shop, with adl its meat on display; you said yoursdlf there wasllittle to eet, that you were dways hungry.

A butcher’ s shop?

She pauses for amoment, smiles at me, raises afingertip to the edge of her lips, narrows her eyesthen
asks, When did you last eat?

Just now, | thought, but that was not the answer. | don’t remember...

Won't remember? she says.

Can't remember... along time ago.

Wasit on the bridge? she asks. Did the butchers pluck you a beating heart? Did they roast it quickly, cut
itinto juicy tasty gobbets? Was the blood till running asthey fed it to you?

A stresk of acid rose up my throat. My stomach turned green.



Didyou et it?

No...

But it wasfood. Y ou were hungry. What did it taste like? she asks then changes tack. Doomagji served
youwell, and you... you gave him a pen!

| thought it atradable commaodity, | say. | had nothing elseto give. | wished to give him my watch... |
touched my wrigt, indicating it was bare.

Y ou gaveit to abutcher on the bridge. The one that fed you the heart!

| didn’t est it, | say—my memory flickering—it was offered, but | refused. The watch was given to
ensure safe passage. ..

On the bridge, she says, nodding her head. But so, hereis your watch now, returned to you.

Taking my hand and dipping the watch over my wrigt, she leads meto the door. Will you giveit to
Doomgji now?

| look back at the banquet table. The others are still eating. | can taste that food and wine in my mouth,
and the acid burning my tongue—still see the heart beating, the fire that was prepared. For amoment,
before, | felt | had arrived in safe haven, thought | knew these people, that | belonged here. But it seems
| had been entirely wrong.

* * * %

Night falslike death on this city. The streets are sillent as | enter them, the cafe deserted, the sky
immensealy dark, no starsto light theway, the air far too chilled, yet till | fed acreeping sweet across my
skin as| pass unchdlenged to the bridge. Thankfully, here too thereis no oneto bar my way. The
carcasses have been pulled down, and now the butchers lay with them by their sides, protecting their
meat, lining either Sde of the bridge as | pass, dl of them like so many corpses awaiting burid. Only the
girderscall to me, groaning and screeching asthey twist their rusty metal plates against each other. One
day it will bregk, al fal down, and crash on the crusty back of the river that flows below. But not tonight.
Tonight, | tread lightly on the bridge, trusting nothing, but not lightly enough. The singing beginsas| leave



the bridge.

On the other side, in amaze of Streets, fleeing from the song, | follow the pathway that Doomaji taught
me, until | arrive back at the museum where | wasborn. | place the watch in the bottom of the cabinet
amongst the bodies of the dead little birds, hoping that Doomaji will wake tomorrow, that the judgment
has not yet been passed and he will come herelike | am sure he does every morning, seeking anew
eldolon to guide, and finding the watch amongst the dusty birds hewill know that | have tried to repay
him. Then | dip back into the night of the city, following street after street, listening to the executioners
song growing louder, trying door after door, searching for another way home, back to where | belong.

<<Contents>>
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First impressions are everything—all veterans of the Pontoon Wall know that. But Jade was astonished
when hefirgt caught sight of the beach: the luxury and the waste of it, abroad expanse of golden sand,
empty of everything, even footprints. So the stories he' d heard about Hemingway’ s were true: the hotel
actudly existed and he had findly found it.

Jade appraised what he could see of the rest of the idand from the prow of the ship. The top storey and
terracotta roof of Hemingway’ s poked out from a cluster of verdant foliage. He knew there would be
other buildings hidden in the greenery.

Behind him, shouts of the crew filled the air as the ship prepared to dock, creating a pleasant ambience, a
backdrop to histhoughts. He closed his eyes, heard the gentle thump of rope against the deck, felt the
foam spraying hisface asthe vessdl pulled dongside the jetty.

Hethrugt his handsinto his pocketsin awedl-practised, casua manner, dipped his head, seductively
flicking alock of hair from hiseyes. A party of Sx stood waiting: five military officersand alady inan
ankle-length red silk dress. The sailors opened the boarding gate, laid the plank across the gap and
began unloading burlap sacks under the watchful eye of a uniformed man with a clipboard.

Jade smiled acrossthe water at the lady. It was her. Contessa Bonnefort. Tess. Already, he had
determined many things about her from the way she stood, her weight balanced on one hip, theway she
brushed stray wisps of hair from her face. Jade sized her up—what she might like and what she would
not, imagining the sounds she’ d make when they made love.

Beforethe last of the sacks were off the deck he' d evaluated that ordinarily, someone like him could
expect two years maximum in her service, after which the lady would be bored, and he would walk into
her living space one day to find her casualy flipping through theimagesin Mr Orlando’ s offshore
catalogue in search of something fresh. But of course, there wouldn't be time for any of that.

Hewasthe last piece of cargo unloaded before the sailors withdrew the plank. Thelady’ s eyestwinkled
as her hand reached out to clasp his.

“Jade. What alovely name!”

“My lady,” hereplied, bowing. It wasimportant to gppear humble at al timeswith land people. “Itisan
honour.”

“Nonsense,” she said, lowering her eyes. “Tdl me, isthisyour firgt time onground?’



“ YS”

“I just know you'll be happy here,” she gushed, looping her arm through his. “ Shal wewalk dong the
beach and get to know each other?’

The stillness of dry land made him queasy as he waked, but he knew he' d get used to it in acouple of
hours.

“I am Contessa Bonnefort.” She smiled broadly. “ Everyone cdlsme Tess”

They strode arm in arm across the glistening sand. Jade’ s overwheming urge was to bresk free of the
lady’ s grasp and run, but he controlled it. There would be time enough for running once he' d established
himself here. Above, Hemingway' s nestled into the jungle landscape. Jade heard the sailors' cries
carrying across the water. He didn’t look back.

The contessa prattled on about things he knew nothing of . Jade listened only for the changein her tone, a
marker to indicate when he would be expected to comment. Pretending to be shy would see him through
thefirst few hours. His sharp ingtinct for surviva would help him negotiate the rest.

She stopped walking suddenly, raised her free hand to cup the side of hisface.

“You're so beautiful,” she said. “Such perfect skin. And Jade' s such agorgeous name, unusud for a

“It'sancestral, handed down from grandfather to father to son,” helied. Back home, he' d been referred
toas‘Boy’ gncehirth, following sixthin aline of girl-children. HE d never met hisfather. Old Willie had
been hisonly red father. His mother had put him up on the Pontoon Wall on histenth birthday. Old Willie
had taken him down, rescued him before too much damage was done, taught him how to survive,
prepared him for the future.

“What abeautiful tradition!” said Contessa Bonnefort. “Y ou're going to look so perfect in the clothes
I’ve chosen for you.”



She led him further dong the beach, then back aong awinding jungle path right up to the old stone steps
of Hemingway’ s. She waved excitedly at two women giggling on an upgtairs balcony.

“Y 00 hoo, Marlene, Madolyn, darlings. Look what the tide brought in.”

Jade stared out across the ocean. The gulls here were different from the ones he knew from

home—d eeker and fatter, as were the people on thisidand. He watched a bird dip and soar on an
updraft asthe sun set. A metalic glint on the horizon caught his eye, probably nothing more than the hull
of amotorboat, but for a second he thought he could see another idand close to this one—another secret
placein abillion miles of ocean.

* * * %

“We do have viditors, of course, but not as many aswe' d like,” said the contessa, leading him through a
foyer filled with wicker chairs and potted plants. People strolled or stood about in idle groups, leaning
againgt furniture, smoking pipes. Everyone turned a head to stare at the Stranger. Jade noted their soft
skin, unchapped by the ravages of sdt and wind. Their decorative, impractica clothes, hands free of
caluses. Wasthisidand so bountiful that food dropped from the trees without the need for harvesting
and cultivation? It was so much more than he’ d imagined, more exotic than he' d pictured dl these years.

“Cruiseis here, dthough he doesn't leave his bungalow often these days. .. and see that woman over
therein the purple lace? That’s Nina Gallant. Y ou’ ve probably seen her movieson TV.” The Contessa
paused. “Y ou do have TV where you come from?”’

Jade nodded. Every pontoon dum sported its own tangle of aeriads. There' d been afaded image of Nina
Gdlant taped to thewall in his section’ s kitchen, torn from an old glossy magazine. Beside it, apicture of
the Blessed Virgin, and beside that a photograph in a chipped gilt frame. The photograph showed a
valey bordered by grassy hills, carpeted with wildflowers of every imaginable colour—pretty, useless
flowersthat bore no fruit, as wasteful asthe potted plantsin this hotel foyer, each taking up the space of
aman and requiring amost as much fresh water. He tuned back in to the contessal s monologue.

“... haven't been any new ones since The Rise. But the talent’ s here in abundance—" Shemadea
sweeping gesture of the foyer. “The equipment too, | believe, but we haven't got afilm crew. Although |
suppose we could make use of the soldiers. It d be a decent bresak for them, away from those wretched
experiments. And then | suppose we' d need some writers, too. Should have thought of that before, only
there just wasn't the room, you see. We do have writers, of course, but they’ re the literary kind, not the
motion picture ones.”



Suddenly the ground trembled, and a sonic boom echoed throughout the room. Jade braced himsalf
againg the lurching floor, an empty ache of anticipation beginning in his somach. The contessa paused
mid-sentence, catching hisdisquiet.

“Ignorethat, darling. It'sjust the soldiers below, testing that silly gun of theirs. | hardly even noticeit any
more.”

She looped her arm through hisand led him deeper through the foyer to the foot of agiant marble
dtaircase. Jade' s mind raced at the thought of soldiers below. He could sense the military presence
around him, uniforms mingled with the jewels and satins.

“But you must be exhausted from your journey. I'll show you to your room so you can freshen up and
dressfor dinner.”

* k% k %

He decided he would never get used to the space, to walking down acorridor without smelling the stink
of closeliving quarters or brushing his skin against another’s, to be standing in a place where he could see
no other person, and no one could see him. Old Willie had told him about the years before The Rise, but
he’ d never been able to imagineit. The experience was surred, asif he had gone back in time to another
age, when human beings were gracious, civilized crestures,

He descended the marble staircase step by step, apool of bejewelled citizens gazing up at him
approvingly. A waiter handed him a champagne flute and the contessa appeared by hissdeto clink her
glassagang his.

“Welcometo Hemingway's, darling,” she said, and a hundred glasses were raised in unison. Jade sipped
the liquid cautioudy, noting severd uniforms mingling amongst the sequinsand tiaras. Surely thiswasfar
too much attention to be paying asimple rent boy, even one purchased from the exclusive House
Orlando. Did they dl know? Had his cover been blown aready?

There were faces amongst the crowd tonight that, although he didn’t know them, were familiar in another
way. Pontoon boys and girls carried themselvesin a certain manner. Y ou could spot it easly if you knew
what to look for. No one of hiskind had ever made it to Hemingway’ s and returned hometo tell of it,
and yet there had to be many servants here catering to the whims of these plump, jewelled crestures. No
one ever returned... Jadetook another sip of wine, his mind racing with thoughts of cannibalism and
other, crueler sports, but the contessamerdly placed her hand in hisand led him to agrand ballroom,
where tasty morsals were served on slver platters and wine flowed fredy like bilge water from aduice.



“We must teach you to dance!” said Marlene, amatronly woman in pearls, as an orchestra began to play
a one end of the ballroom. Jade consented to aclumsy attempt after he redized that the women found
hislack of grace amusing, rather than disappointing. Soon he had mastered an oafish waltz. Although the
turning made him queasy, it filled him with a sense of freedom and power. So much free pace, so much
of it. Soon he was punch drunk from spinning. One of the ladies cooled hisface with afeathered fan.

“Shdl we groll aong the beach?” said Marlene.

“Why don’'t we?" said another—M adolyn, who he recognized from the bal cony earlier.

* k k %

The grainy sand felt ddlicious between histoes.

“Bet you can't catch me,” said the contessa, tapping him on the shoulder before tearing off dong the
beach, champagne flute in one hand, high-hedled shoes dangling from the other. Jade grinned and gave
chase, followed by the other ladiesin various stages of inebriation.

He caught up with the contessa easily, tapped her lightly on the shoulder in return and stole one of her
shoes.

“Naughty boy!” she shrieked as heran with it, gulping in great lungfuls of salty seaair. Helaughed ashe
ran, feet diding in the sand, ignoring the false wails of protest from the ladies behind him. Nothing had
ever fet so good asthe wind on hisface and the strain in his calves as he ran free along the beach.

Eventudly helet them catch him, the group faling playfully into a hegp on the sand.

“Let’sgo skinny dipping,” said Madolyn, moonlight accenting her gaunt cheekbones.

“Yes let's” said Marlene, her hands reaching for the collar of Jade' s exquisitely embroidered jacket.

Jade tossed his head back and laughed, but then stopped suddenly as aglint of gold on the horizon



caught hiseye. “Look.” He pointed out across the water. “ There's something out there, isn't there?’

The contessa shrugged. “Nothing specid. Just the watchtower.”

Jade peered through the darkness, but the light had been extinguished.

“Watchtower?’

“Nothing you need to worry about,” said Madolyn. * Just some crazy soldier in atower. They say he's
been in there since The Rise. Every few weeks a boatload of soldiers goes out there to check onit. They
never go insde. Brody saysit’s contaminated with nuclear radiation, although | can’'t see how it possibly
could be. Nothing for usto worry about, I'm sure.”

“But I’'m curious,” said Jade.

“So arewe.” The contessa giggled as she made amove to unbuckle the clasp of histrousers. Laughter
started up again en masse.

“Now, Tess, you promised you were going to share him.”

“I promised nothing of the sort! And anyway, if | did, then I’ ve changed my mind.”

“| say we play poker for him.”

“Don’'t beridiculous, Marlene. There' s nothing you' ve got that | could possibly want more than this boy.”

Marlene sniffed. “Y ou dwayswere Vormister’ slittle pet. What makes you so specia? Y ou’' ve been
holding out on us, Tess, haven't you? Got some nifty tricksup your... deeve?’

Jade unbuckled hisbelt. Histrousers did down off hisdender hips, crumpled to a heap around his
ankles. He stepped away, shaking his shoes free. The women fell silent, watched intently as he pulled off
his socks, and then hisembroidered jacket and fine silk shirt.



[lluminated by adiver of moonlight, he turned his back on them and walked toward the ocean. A few
strides later he was ankle deep in the tide. He turned back to face the shore, held out his hand to the
contessaand smiled.

Marlenelaughed. “Wdll, Tess, looks like you' re definitely getting the first go. Comeon, girls, let’ sleave
themtoit. Timefor another of Brody’ s excdlent lime margaritas”

“You go,” said Madolyn. “1 want to watch.”

“Suit yoursalves,” said Tess, unfastening her zip at the back. Tess s eyes never |left Jade as she strode
into the water, stripping off items of clothing as she went. He stepped backwards as she approached, a
gentle smile curling the edges of hislips. When she was knee deep he lunged suddenly, pulling her first
into hisarms and then down on top of him into the water. She shrieked in delight, grasping for his strong
limbs below the surface. He dipped away from her, swimming further out from shore with sharp, clean
strokes. Tessfollowed, laughing every time shetried to grab him when he twisted out of her reach.

“Can you touch the bottom?” he asked. Tessfdlt for the sand with her toes. She steadied herself then
stood up, the waterline lgpping againgt her nipples. Jade dipped under the surface suddenly, reappearing
seconds | ater before her, brushing againgt her skin as he emerged from below. He pressed hislips against
her neck, cupped her breastsin his hands. He wrapped hislegs around her thighs, pulling her close
agang hisflesh.

“Ohyes” shewhispered as he ran hisfingers down her back, coming to rest on her buttocks, which he
gave aplayful squeeze. Histongue reached out and flicked her earlobe, licked the skin, probed.

Madolyn and Marlene watched from the shore as Jade' s head disappeared below the water and Tess
began to writhe, her deegp moans carrying back to shore on the breeze.

“How do you suppose she got permission to buy anew one?’” said Marlene sullenly. “She'll never share,
you walit and see.”

Madolyn leaned in closer. “From what | heard, she didn’t choosehim at dl, Vormister did.”

Marlene slipsformed aslent ‘O’ as Tessclimaxed loudly in the near distance.



“Now, ladies, that man is valuable property.”

Marlene and Madolyn looked up at apair of regulation army trousers.

“Oh pooh!” said Marlene, pouting. “We were only having alittle fun. Y ou boys wouldn’'t know the
meaning of theword.”

The soldier sood by as the women clambered to their feet, brushing sand from the luxurious folds of their
gowns. Jade and Tess breaststroked closer to shore. Jade stood up, rivulets of water cascading from his
naked form. He offered Tess hisforearm, helped her to her feet. He waited for the soldier to say more,
but the man remained slent, turning on his heds and marching back to Hemingway's. Jade expdlled his
bresth dowly. Thiswasthe beginning.

“I suppose we should go back,” said Madolyn, attempting to shake remaining particles free from her
voluminous lace deeves. “ Damnable stuff, thissand,” she said. “1 can’t think why we imported so much
of it.”

Jade placed his arm protectively around Tess as they walked back onto dry sand. He picked up his
embroidered jacket and wrapped it around her shoulders before pulling on his pants and shirt, the silk
clinging to hiswet skin. Most of her clothing lay in the water, but she didn’'t seem to care. She dipped her
armsinto hisjacket and pulled it tightly to her body. Tess snuggled close to Jade as they waked back the
way they had come.

“I'm sorry, darling,” shewhispered. “1 was going to tell you, honest | was. Those wretched soldier boys
promised | could keep you for awhile, but you know how itis.”

Jade steded himsdf. He knew.

“And athough Mgor Vormister promised that | can have you back again afterwards... It'snot that I'd
mind you being older . It' sjust that it’s such along time for you to wait, not to mention how dreadful I'd
look by then. We don't have all the facilities a Hemingway's, not like what we had before The Rise.
But then, theMgor said | wouldn’t be older, only you. It'sall so confusing, | can hardly get my head
around it.”

The ground shuddered violently, the air reverberating with a sonic boom.



“That blasted gun again,” said Marlene. “1 wish they’ d hurry up and get it over with, whatever they're
doing down there”

* * * %

The soldiers gave Jade a uniform, then marched him down a series of corridors and into an elevator with
sted sidesand along strip of dark metal buttons. The carriage shuddered in its descent, taking severa
minutes to reach its destination within the earth.

The doors did open and Jade stepped forward into the largest enclosed space he had ever seen.
Thousands of people could havefitted into it if not for the machinery. His gaze travelled giant hulking
contraptions with sturdy thighs of iron, massive whedls, ligatures and other peculiar devices. Uniformed
men stood on gantries, patrolled walkways, drove machines that moved across the floor like motorboats
with whedls.

The soldiersled him past al these wonders and more, around the bases of the giant metal machines and
to avehiclethat looked like a segmented metal centipede. They boarded it and travelled further into the
heart of the cavern, descending further into another cavern, smdler than thefirg, this one filled with desks
and tables, rather than grand machines.

“Son, do you know what amountainis?” said Mgor Vormister.

“Yes, ar.” Jade remembered the stories old Willie had told him, and the framed pi cture on the kitchen
wall of hispontoon home.

“Areyou aware tha you' re ingde amountain right now?’

“Yes, dr.”

“Water tight, mostly.” Mgor Vormister gestured upwards. “Built six decades before The Riseasa
precaution against nuclear attack, with Hemingway’ s on top as cover.”

Jade nodded, staring upwards at the grey cement ceiling, noticing the dark stains and fissures sedled with



awhite, flaky-looking substance.

“Course, thingsdidn’t pan out exactly as people expected,” he said. “ The Rise was faster than anyone
had dlowed for. Y ou wouldn’t know much about dl this, would you, son? Most likely you were born on
the ocean.”

“Yes, gr,” sad Jade. He knew al there was to know about The Rise from Willie: the scramble of

panicked humanity toward higher ground, the floating communities evolving from the wreckage of low
lying cities, surviving by sdlling services and whatever e sethey could scavengeto passing ships. Willie
had told him that some sought refuge downwards, burrowing inside the drowned surfaces of the earth.

The mgor strolled as he talked, indicating that Jade should keep pace with him and listen.

“We aren't the only surviving base, you know. There' s Gibraltar, too, and severd Rocky Range
tunndlling projects that we know about, but we' re probably the most important one. On account of this.”

The Mg or pointed upwards at a strange, sllver-chrome contraption with amassive ball at its centre,
which was steadied by three thick prongs.

“Thisiswhat werefer to asthe Gun.”

It didn’t look like any kind of gun Jade recognized. There was no barrdl or trigger.

“It generates aparticle beam chromatic displacement field.”

Jade knew he should have feigned surprise at the concept, but he couldn’t bring himsdlf to fakeit. He
stood till, waiting for the Mg or to continue.

“It’ satime machine, son. No reason to expect you' d know of such things, but that’ swhat itis.” The
Magor continued, adopting amore forma tone.

“This here base became the repository for al sorts of experimenta stores and equipment: particle
accelerators, long-range smart bombs, gene banks—highly classified materid. Privately funded, you
understand. If it weren't for the contessa.and her rich friends here, then we' d al have been sunk like the



rest of ‘em.”

Jade s concentration drifted. There was only one part of this scenario that he’ d never fully understood.
And because he' d never grasped the reason, he' d never explained it properly to Willie, and so Williein
turn...

“Work on the Gun was aready underway by the time of The Rise, but the changes gave the program
incentive. What you see before you istwenty-five years work from the best of the best, combining al
their different sciencesinto the one big project that will one day save usal.”

A soldier approached and saluted Mgor Vormigter.

“They’reready for you in the briefing room, sir!”

The Mgor nodded and glanced at Jade. “Y ou’ re probably wondering why I'm telling you dl this, son.
Truthis, we brought you herefor areason.”

* k k %

The conference room was so large that it could have easily housed a dozen families. Jade was ushered to
aseat around alarge wooden table set with high-backed chairs. As he sat down the lights went out and a
video projection appeared on the one blank wall not plastered with maps and charts. A few moments
passed before Jade redlized what he waslooking at. Hemingway's, only different. Hemingway’ s without
the beach, perched atop ahill with no ocean to be seen. The hill was covered in hundreds of thousands
of dollarsworth of trees.

“This footage was taken twenty-five years before The Rise, athough globa warming wasin evidence
way before that time - asfar back as 1895, if you want to believe our historian. It wasn't till the 1990s
that people sarted talking about it serioudy. So far, twenty years seemsto be the limit of thegun’'s
chronological range. It seemsto be the only distance we can shoot, and | emphasize seems to be,
because we till don't have any hard evidence that the darn thing works at al.”

Although neither Mgor Vormister, nor any of the other military personnel present, made eye contact with
him, Jade considered his part in thismilitary operation. They had built agun, and now they needed a
bullet. There were many worse ways to die than to be shot backwards in time. Despite what he' d seen
and learned during his short life, part of him didn’t believe such afeat could be accomplished. Maybe
none of it wasred, and hewasn't going to die after dl... Jadeimagined himsdf sailing through theair,



blasted from their giant gun. A gun without abarrel. That piece had yet to be fitted.

“I’m not pretending that it won't be dangerous, son.” Mgjor Vormister rested his hand on Jade's
shoulder, bringing him back into the moment. “ So far we' ve sent fifteen men back—not one of ‘em’s
managed to contact us and confirm the success of the operation. But you'll have God on your side, boy,
just remember that. God, and dl the surviving scientific know-how of the former United States of
America”

* * * %

“| thought I’ d find you here,” said Contessa Bonnefort, wrapping her pashminatightly around her
shoulders againgt the chill of the early morning breeze. Jade sat with his back against apam tree, staring
out across the waves at a speck on the horizon that he knew to be the watchtower.

“Y ou think badly of us, don’'t you?1 cantell.” She nestled into the sand beside him, the jewel s around her
neck reflecting the embers of sunrise.

“Oncel took alittle girl in, from the sea. Her people arrived on an overloaded boat that the soldiers
blasted from the water. She clung on to a piece of wood, survived and swam to shore. | was surethey’d
let me keep her—just onetiny little child—but Mg or Vormister put abullet in her brain on the patio one
evening during cocktail hour, just so that we al knew who was boss.

“Now, Jade, my darling, | know you’ ve seen worse than that, probably experienced worse, but you
were born and raised a savage, whereaswe... we used to be civilized.”

Jade watched a seagull balance on the breeze, eyeing the waves below for tasty morsdls. “How have you
kept this place secret? | mean, I’ d heard stories about Hemingway's. Old folkstell them to their children,
but | never thought —”

“Hemingway’ swas designated for only the very wedlthiest of the wedlthy, and even then it wasn't for all.
Those able to buy apiece of savation had to make choices, if you know what | mean. Our money, while
it was till worth anything, paid for the devel opments bel ow—the scientists, the machines, the secrecy.
And the military. They’re ourstoo, you know.

“There were refugee boats for years. Women, children, lovely young men, their eyesal filled with hope
when they saw our golden patch of sand. All of them were killed. It seems our resources had been
carefully calculated. Were we to save others, the entire gun project would have been jeopardized. At



least, that’ swhat the soldierstell us. Y ou know, I’'m surprised they didn't kill usanyway. It'snot asif
ageing society folk are of any possible use for the future. Over time, | believe they have cometo regard
uslike akind of theme park, or recrestion area. Anachronismsin aworld gone completely to seed.”

Shewithdrew awhite rectangular packet from her purse and offered him asmoke. “Pre-Rise,” shetold
him. “Genuine American cigarettes, not like the filthy weed they sall off the boats.”

Jade accepted. The aromatic smoke permesated his senses, dmost making his head spin with pleasure.

“Keepit,” she said, taking one hersalf before tossing the packet onto the sand. “ There are thousands of
the damn things stored below. Fancy that.”

She dragged deeply, blew aplume of smoke at the ocean, and made a dismissive gesture with her hand.

She pinched her lipstogether tightly. “ Those of uswho made it here paid heavily for the privilege, both in
money and in blood. We did terrible things, Jade. Obscene things, and we're al going to go to hell for it.
I’m certain of that.”

Jade pointed to the ocean. “ That man in the watchtower. Maor Vormister wants me to go back intime
and take hisplace.”

The contessaraised an eyebrow. “Does heindeed?’ She smiled. “1 suppose that makes sense. They
shoot you back today so you can come out tomorrow and Vormister will be certain that the damn thing
works.”

Jade nodded, dragged on his cigarette. “ The Mg or saysthere are food suppliesin there. | guessthere
haveto be, if the man’sbeenin theredl thistime.”

Tesssmoked thelast of her cigarette, stubbed the butt out in the sand. “1’ ve seen him,” she said. “So has
Madolyn. He comes out sometimesin the early morning when he thinks no oneiswatching. He hasa
kayak.”

She pulled another cigarette from the packet in the sand and lit the tip. “ Jade, if the time gun works and
The Rise can be prevented, millions of people will be saved and the human race will not become... what
it has sunk to.”



Jade nodded silently. And | will never have been born.

* k% k %

The area around the base of the Gun had been cleared of unnecessary personnd, al except for the
contessa, who had insisted on staying close to Jade.

“Why send me? Why not send asoldier back?’ he said, as he knew he would be expected to ask. Two
soldiers heaved open the door to the gun’s chromium chamber.

“We ve sent soldiers, son, without success,” explained the Mgor. “ That’ swhy we' re sending you this
time. Maybe the fact that you' re not one of uswill be the differentiating factor. My men have been
protected on thisidand—all the training in the world can't replace the kind of hard-honed survivd skills
that you' ve been acquiring out there amongst the floating ruins of civilization.”

“What if the man in the watchtower doesn’t let mein?’ said Jade.

“That’ syour problem, son. | don’t care what you have to do to accomplish your mission, but you have to
get insde that tower and hold it for us until the present day. Once we confirm that the gun works, we can
figure out how to boogt its chronologica range outside the twenty-year distanceit’s stuck fast on. When
that’ s done we can prevent The Rise. You'reour guineapig. Our lab rat. Sitit out for twenty yearsin
the watchtower, get yoursalf nice and fat on army-issue corned beef and beans. When tomorrow comes,
let usin, and then you'll be afree man and have the run of thisidand.”

“Andwhat if | say no?’

The Mgor cleared histhroat. “ Then I’'m gonnatruss you up like a squedling pig and have my boys here
ship you off to one of them floating dave markets—once my boystire of you themselves, that is. Either
that, or put a bullet between your eyes. Now come on, son, what I’ m offering you hereisachanceto be
ahero and save theworld.”

Jade said nothing, silence as good as acceptance in his experience. He' d save theworld al right. His
world, not Mgor Vormigter’s.

“One morething, son. Don't go getting any clever ideas about going AWOL when you land back therein



2020. Thewaterswerewell and truly coming up at that point. You'll be landing in adesignated military
zone. There are only two places you could run to—Hemingway’ s or the watchtower, or ‘ storage depot’
asit would have been cdled then. Get within spitting distance of Hemingway’ s and you'll be adead man,
guaranteed. All intruders were shot at point blank, no exceptions. There was aguy here shot hisown
mother when shetried to fight her way in. No, your only red chanceisthe watchtower, but you'll need
your wits. Whoever that nutbag insdeit is, hean't likely to be keen on company. We ve shown you
schematics of the entries and exits. Therest isup to you.”

Followed closdly by two soldiers, Jade entered the gun chamber. They hadn’t told him he'd haveto go
naked, or how long the trip back would take in his subjective time.

The soldiers stripped off his clothes, seded him ingde the shiny chrome belly of the gun, and fired it.

“I'll be waiting for you, darling,” echoed the voice of Contessa Bonnefort.

From that moment, the ‘trip’ wasablur. All he knew wasthat it would be safe to open the door when
the walls stopped glowing, and if he touched them before then he would die.

When, eventudly, the time between amoment and an eternity had passed, Jade felt stubble on hisface,
smelled the pool of stde urine that had accumulated at the foot of his chair. Thewalls gppeared as cold
hard stedl, so he pushed the lever and stepped outside onto a carpet of fallen brown leaves - leaves as
large as his outstretched hand, leaves which crackled and crushed between hisfingers. The soil beneath
the lesf litter smelled so rich and full of life that he longed to bend his face down to the earth and gulp
great mouthfuls of the Stuff.

Jade waked amongst the trees, ran his fingerti ps across rough bark. The air swirled with rustling and
chirping; layersand layers of unfamiliar sounds. He discovered he was on the side of ahill. Upwards
would lead to Hemingway' s, downwards to the rising oceans. The terrain was completely unfamiliar. He
would have to wait till nightfal to find his bearings by the stars and thus locate the watchtower. But here
amongst the trees and their falen leaves he fdlt afreedom he had never known. Here there was no
Hemingway’s, no soldiers, no House Orlando, no pontoon wall. Jade halted in aclearing. First he
crouched, then he lay amongst the leaves and the moss, closed his eyes and buried hisfacein the forest
floor. He scooped great handfuls of dirt and rubbed them againgt his skin, through hishair. Herolled in
the leaves, making great swimming motions with his outstretched arms. Now all he had to do was wait.

* * * %

Jade awoke with astart at the sound of footsteps crunching. He heard voices too: a man and awoman



arguing. Therewas no timeto find ahiding place, so helay astill aspossible. Half buried in falen leaves,
he might be mistaken for a corpse.

“It' sup here somewhere, I'mtelling you,” said the man. “We just got to keep looking till wefind it.”

Jade couldn’t make out the woman' s response. Her voice was softer than the man's, but Jade could hear
theworry init, thefear. Helay till until the couple had passed. He was surprised at himsdlf for faling
adeegpin such avulnerable stuation, asif he' d forgotten every bit of surviva training he' d been taught.
Hisarmsand legsfelt leaden, the back of histhroat parched. There was something else, too: nausea, a
sde-effect of hisjourney back through time.

Sudden screams pierced the forest stillness. It turned to shouting and was followed by rapid gunfire. Jade
got to hisfeet, took a couple of stepsin the direction of the sounds, then stopped. He needed shelter. He
walked around the tree trunks, searching upwards until he found one that looked climbable and large
enough to shield him.

In spite of grazed skin from the rough bark, he made it to the safety of the overhead branches. There he
waited, watching the ground. Soon he heard another burst of bullets, followed by men’ s laughter and
other, uglier sounds.

Minutes passed, and soldiers walked benegth Jade stree. He smelt cigarette smoke and kept very till.

Hefdt the echo of his heartbeat in his ears, and imagined he could hear his blood pulsing through his
veins. Hewondered if his enemies could hear it too, and smell theterror on his skin. But Jade was good
at keeping Hill and quiet, good at keeping safely out of the path of thugs and killers.

When the soldiers had passed and the forest had grown quiet, Jade jumped down and made hisway
through the trees to the place where he knew he would find the mutilated bodies of the man and the
woman.

He sméled the blood before he saw it.

The murdered coupl€' s possessions had been strewn about the ground, dashed and trampled into the
dirt.



For amoment Jade was frightened. What if the murdered man was Old Willie? He picked up astick,
lifted the man’ s chin with it, relieved to find the corpse sface unfamiliar.

There wasn't much to salvage, but Jade removed the dead man’ strousers. Ripped and specked with
blood, they were better than nothing. He searched for weapons, navigation instruments or food amongst
the crushed leaves, but the only other useful items were the woman' s boots, which were atight fit, but
better than bare feet.

The soldiers had gone down the hill, so Jade decided to walk up it in the opposite direction. Would he
find Hemingway’ s a the top? The watchtower? Or something €l se?

By nightfal he hadn’t found anything. No soldiers, no buildings, nothing to tell him where hewas or
where he should be headed. His nausea worsened, and he was hungry now. Asthe last rays of daylight
filtered down through the trees, he collected a pile of leaves and burrowed degp amongst them. A tree
would have been a safer place to deep, but he had no faith that he could deep without falling, and
wearinesswas rapidly overtaking him.

* k k %

“Well, lookee what we have here. Another one of them nekked soldier boys from the future. WWoods
seem to be crawling with ‘em lately. Y ou managed to score some pants, | see”

Startled, Jade rolled onto all fours, sat back on hishedls, said nothing. The man, dressed in soldier
fatigues, amed arifle at hishead. Jade studied hisfeatures carefully in the hdf light. It was him. Definitdy
him. Y ounger than Jade remembered, but he was Old Willie, no doubt.

Stillness was the only weapon Jade possessed—ca mness, patience and endurance. Make no sudden
moves, no chalenge to the armed man’ s authority.

“You'readead man,” said Willie, lowering hisrifle. “If you aren't feding it yet, it'll kick in soon enough.”
He gestured upwards with the gun. “ Better come with me. These woods are full of crazy people.”

Jade followed the man through the forest, down a d ope and up the other side. His calves ached from the
grain of walking.



“Same asthe others” Willie said, looking back over his shoulder and noting Jade sfatigue. “ They tell me
you don’t have hillsin thefuture. All theland there sasflat asaboard.”

Jade s ears pricked as machinegun fire rattled in the distance, followed by single shots echoing through
the trees. Willieignored it, leading him to acylindrica cement structurein aclearing.

“Isthiswhat y’dl keep cdling the watchtower?’

Jade nodded.

Willie punched a code into a control panel, unbolted the door, gestured for Jade to enter ahead of him.
“Don’t know why | keep bothering to rescue you folks from the forest. Like | said before, you' re aready
dead.”

Jade climbed down arung ladder set into thewall. Once Willie had closed the top, they descended in
complete darkness and silence, until the rungs ended and the floor began. The man shoved Jade forward,
and Jade wa ked ahead, blind, brushing thetips of hisfingers against the wallsto keep his bearings.
Eventudly they walked into aroom lit weakly by an eectric light bulb dangling from a cord.

“I’'m no soldier, dthough no doubt | ook like one. Actudly, I’'m alibrarian. I'm guessing therewon’t be
much use for my profession in the future you’ ve come from. | dresslike asoldier when | go

outs de—otherwise those army psychopaths would plug me full of lead. | wasworking for them up until
last year, if you can believe that. Some fatarsed generd told me I’ d have to ditch my archives, costhey
weretaking up vauable spacein the hill. So | brought al my files down here—and my books. | guessit
doesn't ook like anything much from the outside. Gonna put up some nuclear contamination signsfor
privacy’ s sake. | think they’ ve forgotten me—up there swheredl the action is, dl thoserich movie sars

coming and going.”

Williewaked to astack of boxes placed againgt the far wal and rummaged amongst them. He pulled out
awrinkled shirt, tossed it at Jade.

“Do you read?1’ve got dl the classics, shelves and shelves of adventure, crime, sci-fi. Raymond

Chandler. The complete works of Len Deighton, for instance.” He laughed. “Ever read The Ipcress File
?7

Jade buttoned the shirt, then took the book that Willie offered. He examined its cover closdy inthedim
light, front and back, running hisfingers over the printed type.



Willie' s shoulders sunk as he watched. “Y ou can't read, can you?’

“Pictoglyphsonly till | wasten, then someone came dong and taught me printed words.”

“Wadll, that was mighty kind of someone,” said thelibrarian.

“ltwas,” said Jade. “That man became afather to me. His name was Willie Deacon.”

Thelibrarian froze.

“I don’t know how you learned my name, boy, but you've got it al confused. I’ ve never seen you
before. It wasn't me who taught you to read.”

“No, gr,” said Jade, “but you will.”

Willie Deacon’ s eyes narrowed as he studied the boy’ s handsome face in the half light.

“Look, son. I'm redlly sorry to haveto be the oneto tell you, but you' re dying from...”

“... accderated cancer. | know all about it. Y ou warned me about the cancer when | was achild, told
me that the trip back-in time would kill me.”

Willie Deacon placed his hands firmly on his hips, looked the young man squarely inthe eye. “Wdll, I'll
be amonkey’ suncle”

* * % %

As dawn washed across the horizon, aparty of motorboats set out from the beach at Hemingway’ s
headed for the watchtower. The contessa sat quietly beside Mgor Vormister in the first boat. She wore
anavy blue pantsuit, her long hair coiled into aneat bun, fastened in place with turquoise enamel



butterfly-shaped pins. Her e egantly manicured hands gripped the side of the boat. The vessdls behind
them were crowded with uniformed military personnel.

Only the contessawas not surprised to see the figure of aman sitting cross-legged atop the cement
cylinder, the watchtower’ s highest point. He was unarmed, and waved awhite handkerchief at the
approaching posse of boats. There was no beach to speak of, just dark, sodden earth piled high with
rotting foliage, plastic containers and other detritus deposited by thetide.

“Beautiful sunrise thismorning, wasn't it?’ the man called out to the soldiers.

The man was not Jade. This fact became clear even before the boats were close enough to make out the
colour of hishair and skin. He was awhite man with long thin arms and legs.

“How do you do, Ma am,” he shouted to the contessa as the boat’ s motors were extinguished one by
one.

“Pleaseidentify yoursdlf,” called back one of the soldiers from thefirst boat.

The man took acigar from his shirt pocket and alighter from his pants. “I was never fully surethat this
day was gonnacome.” He paused to place the cigar between histeeth and light thetip. “But | saved this
Havana and marked the date up on my calendar, just in case dl of it wastrue. Can’t be too sure about
many things when you' re living on your own in the middle of the ocean, but | reckon today’ sthe day, al
right.”

He puffed on the cigar, blew aplume of blue smoke out into the morning sunlight. “My nameisWillie
Deacon, and the boy you' ve come looking for is dead. He stepped out of that time capsule of yours
twenty years ago, his body riddled with tumours that metastasi zed faster than therising tide, same as
what happened to those other poor fucks you sent back ahead of him.”

Major Vormister signaled to his soldiers, who immediately restarted the motorboats. Soon they had the
watchtower surrounded, weapons aimed at Willie Deacon’ s heart.

Willie puffed on hiscigar, unconcerned. “ Amazing young fella, that boy Jade. Tough as nuts and balts,
though you' d never have known it to look at him. One of those folks who you might call anatura-born
leader of men, given theright kind of guidance. And the opportunity.”



Major Vormister had ceased to listen. He pulled awalkie-talkie from his belt and barked instructionsinto
it. “The Gun works, | repeat, the Gun works,” he shouted.

The contessa strained to hear Willie Deacon’ swords over the racket. Willie smiled at her. “ Jade told me
al aout you, Ma am,” he said, winking. He waited until Mgor Vormister had finished before he
continued, dl the while smoking his cigar, one eye on the horizon.

“Thethingis,” he said, when the mgor had stopped shouting, “once you fired that gun of yours, there
came to be two Jades. Onewho died in front of me, and the other who was, at that time, about to be
born out there on that pontoon dum, not far off, twenty years ago to this day. What do you think might
have happened if someone took the dying knowledge of the one, and passed it on to the other—liberated
apoor young boy from that floating hellhole to raise him as aleader of men?’

A tiny gasp escaped from the contessal s lips. She covered her mouth with one hand, pointed at the
horizon with the other. Mg or Vormister and his soldiers looked across to see the horizon darkened,
dotted with tiny brown ant-like specks.

Willie Deacon laughed as Mgor Vormister flicked the safety catch off hishandgun and amed it a
Willie' s head.

“Shoot meif it'll makeyou fed better,” said Willie. “ Only don’'t bother searching for him out there
amongst that lot. He ain't there, cos you sent him back aready—he came to Hemmingway’ s knowing
you' d be sending him back to die.”

“Oh my God,” whispered the contessa through her fingers as the specks drew closer, revealing
themsdves asajumbled flotilla of watercraft.

“Had to bethat way, I'm afraid. It sthe fact of his sacrifice that made him such ahero to those that
decided to follow him - and claim Hemingway’ sfor the people.” He added. The walkie-takie crackled
with gtatic as the motorboats swung round and sped back to the beach of Hemingway's.

“Bring on the brave new world,” shouted Willig, tossing his cigar into the water, waving acheery
welcome at the horizon.
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The Meek
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“The Meek” isapost-nanotechnologica fable that reworks (as, in the story, nanotech reworks the very
fabric of the world) a post-nuclear piecefirst published when | was 19, in the Monash University Arts
magazine Ancora.”

* * * %

And seeing the multitudes, Jesus went up into amountain:
and when he was s&t, his disciples came unto him:

And he opened his mouth, and taught them, saving,
Blessed are the poor in spirit: for theirsisthe kingdom of heaven.
Blessed are they that mourn: for they shal he comforted.
Blessad are the meek: for they shall inherit the earth.

The Gospel of &. Matthew, 5:1—5

n the childhood of the garden thereis much | remember, much | regret. And much has brought me
pleasure. | seein memory the great spindlesfloating effortless as snowflakes, bright against the sky’ siron.
The rust of time obscures these memories but when | see the cold clear moon | see dso the ships of light.



They came once, in an angel’ ssong, in silver fire, and they come again in the garden, the garden of my
dreams.

Now bright birds swoop in aspray of tropical hues and the river whispers secretsto the [ake. Y ou could
say | am happy, though the future is gone and the earth ralls londly asachild'slost balloon. They are
goneand | am glad and | am sad. The garden isaplace of peace, but the flame has guttered out.

* * * %

Once | wasaman in my middle years and the world was abowl of molten, reworked dag, aletha place
where the suff of the soil humped up into ddlirious fractal corasthat glowed blue and crimsonin the
night. Now firefliesflicker, and warmth rissswhere it is needed. But no warmth in the soul, nofire, just
the moonglow of age and aforsaken dream.

| was young and the earth was a sphere of maddened terror, for we had unleashed a beast so small we
could not seeit, only its accumulating handiwork, so hungry that it ate up everything except flesh, some
privileged flesh. And | was mortadly afraid, for | saw my desth, and my wife' s death. There would be no
children to grieve us, no mourning after.

All the earth was blind to the stars, the sky acloud of dull stedl, the nano dust of death in the air. Then we
knew fear. And remorsg, for in the murder of our world we had killed oursaves.

Our choice had been blind, and at second-hand. But death accepts no excuses.

* * * %

The day the world ended was Wish Jerome' s birthday, and at forty-one he was guileless as a child. He
possessed that blithe detachment from any sense of danger which isthe menace and the joy of innocence.
Professor Aloysius Jerome— ' Wish' to hiswife—was aman of philosophy, a cregture of gentle habits
and soft words, the wonder of the Faculty. He ate toast for breskfast, dunking it in black coffee.

One eye closed, the other surveying the crumbs on her plate, hiswife said: “It certainly seemsthere' |l be
awar. They'll kill usal with their damned nano toys.”



Wish look sadly out the window, past the ruffled curtains. The morning was bright with the promise of
spring.

“‘“To Carthage | came',” he said, dunking toast, “* where there sang al around my ears a cauldron of
unholy hates.””

“St Augustine of Hippo, dightly trampled,” hetold hiswife s eyebrows amoment later. “1 prefer
Pelagius. Perhaps atwenty-one gun salute, but hardly an ecophagic war for my birthday, Beth.”

Domedticity and Wish's peculiarly unassuming goodness had made them a happy marriage. Beth Jerome,
fair, fey, fertile of spirit and barren of womb, had founded an empathy between them twenty years
before, from thefirst day they met. Empathy had grown into love, if not passion. The warm sun brought
her little of the wash of peace that swept around her husband. On the table at her elbow a conservative
daily screamed headlines about military grade nanotechnology.

“I refuse to educate the minds of the young on such agloriousday.” Wish finished histoast and stretched
luxurioudy. “We shd take the car and drive asfar from this warren as we can, and we shdl| eat our food
besi de an honest-to-goodness fire, and we shadl forget the madmen and their war posturing.”

Beth rose and put their dishesin thewasher. “Itisabsurd,” she said, peeved. “ Still they ingst on adding
foaming agents to these detergents. What fools they must take usfor.” She shut the door and set the did.
“An excellent suggestion, darling. Better call first and seeif Tod or Muriel can take your classes.”

She wet a dish-cloth and wiped the crumbs off the table, and Wish leaned back on two legs of hischair
and fired up ajoint. The sun wasapool of warmth, and he soaked in the contentment of the joy of life.

* k% k %

For amillion years and more Homo sapiens fought on equa termswith the world, fought the worst the
world could throw at the species. Today | liein the balm of an eternal afternoon, half-adeep, and the
world degpswith me. The flowers bloom and the leaves fdl and bud anew, but humanity liesin thecam
of Indian summer, and thereisno blast of wind. | recall the days when men were violent and men were
cruel, yes, and women, too; dimly, but thereit is, taunting me. And the ships from the sars, falling from
the skies like manna, cdl to me from the depths of time and their call islost in the breeze. Too late, too
late.

* * % %



The sky was egg-shell blue, fragile, edged with cottonwool clouds. Thelittle valley was agreen bowl
sweeping up to meet the luminous blue dome hafway between heaven and earth. Why should it bea
sartorid disaster to wear blue and green together, Wish Jerome asked himsalf dreamily, when nature gets
away with it to such good effect? He finished chewing agreasy chop, licked hisfingers, settled back
happily into the grass. Something with many legs examined his bare arm, and deepily heflicked it off.
Beth put the tops back on the jars, folded the picnic cloth and placed it in the basket. She yawned; the
day was warm without being hot, weather for wandering hand in hand beside a creek, or whispering, or
snoozing. She shook her blond hair in the sun and sat down beside her husband.

Wish put hisarm around her. A screen came acrossthe sky, like afiligree of diamonds and sapphires, fell
everywhere, drifting on thewind, like glittery snow. A tdl old tree on the hill turned brown and sagged,
and burst explosively into legping yellow ribbons of structure. Heeat rose from the vdley asatrillion small
machines opened up molecules, releasing energy, twisting it to their mad purpose. Wish and Beth dike
screamed. There was no sound beyond the crackle of crystdline growth. Sixty kilometers away acity
melted into shapes from migraine: battlements, turrets, fortifications, the primordial geometries of the
uNCoNscious.

They did not see the mushroom of hot white light thet tried to burn away the enemy infestation. They
were the lucky ones, Beth and Wish, two of the thousand or so who escaped the holocaust of the bomb
that wiped away three million human lives. In other cities, other bombs charred flesh, and stedl girders
twisted into melted toffee; there were the few otherswho got clear.

The man and the woman lay in each another’ sarms while the heet flared and went away, and then they
ran for the cavein the hill and huddled in it, and Beth cried and cried and cried like achild, and they
lived.

* * * %

They found each other, the survivors, gradualy, but they had no comfort to share, no hope. The brave
fought, the cowards acquiesced in the diamond and iron cloud; death seeped down on the brave and the
cowards through the porous fog. They suffered gppallingly, the last straggling men and women, the few
bleak children; they grew gaunt and ill, and sores festered in their bodies. And even those who fought
knew it was bitter, meaningless, for though they should live afew months more there was no future.

Dispossessed like the rest, Wish and Beth wandered the desolate, remade landscape in the horror
humans had unleashed. They ate rubbish and what they could find unmolested in cans, and drank bottled
water that the nano wegponswhimsically |eft untouched, and dept when they could between their
nightmares, and prayed, and when the day came at last that the fog opened in adrift of slver light and the
ships brought their salvation, there was no rgoicing.



Suffering had drained them utterly. The survivors, the quick and the vulgar and the brave, dl of them
together went to the ships. On the wrecked plain, amid the glassy crevices and turrets that once had been
green with living things and busy with people, the spindles stood like awesome mirrors. Their polished
hulls gleamed back the diamond speckled sky, and the survivors saw themselvesreflected in alegp of
light that hid no item of their degradation.

Wish Jeromewasthefirgt to laugh.

He stood in front of the sweeping edge of astar spindle and saw himself in the burnished gloss. He
looked at the burned eyebrows, the singed patchy hair, the emaciated scarecrow frame under the scraps
of dathing.

“Thewisdom of the ages,” he said, without animosity. “What a piece of work!” Bitternesswas dien to
Wish. He viewed the ravaged spectacle of philosophica man with amusement.

Beth crept up beside him, from the crowd of skeletons, like achild to aprotecting arm. Their roleswere
reversed; thiswas a strangeness only innocence might face with equanimity.

Wish laughed again, and the small crowd shuffled noisily, somehow rdieved, and through their muttering
avoice spoke to them. Meaning echoed without words in their minds. The people of the ships spoke.

“We heard the cry of death from your world,” the voice told them. “It was a shout of lamentation and
grief that crossed the void in the moment your world died. Wetook it for the cry of one murdered, and
find ingtead that you brought this blight upon yoursaves.”

In the silence, in the awful reproach, Wish looked across the land where life had come with expectation
four billion years before and had perished in suicide. The fog arched overhead, aniron-grey pal glisening
with points of light, alooming covenant of desth. The voice spoke only the truth, and it was beyond
human power to redeem their crime. He clenched his hands. Beyond the ships, the ground curled and
shifted in harsh, duggish perista ses.

“It isnot within our power to remake your Earth. The biosphereisdain by your smal stupid machines.
We can resurrect only asmal part of it. We will exact apayment, but some of your world at least will be
now, again, green and fresh.”



Thelast humans stirred then, mindlesslife crying for achanceto live again.

“Yedl” cried humanity, cried life. The tattered group passed instantly beyond identity in its paroxysm.

“Y@”

“Wewill meet your fee, whatever itis.”

“Only let usliveagan!”

Silence returned to the plain, save for awhining wind that carried insandly creative dust acrossthe
wasteland. A vison cameinto the minds of the survivors: the sea of darkness, an ocean of blackness
blazing with the light of stars. The spindles hung there, another kind of shining dugt, lifeand
consciousness, consumed in a battle with those from the shores of the galaxy, or some folded, deeper
place.

“They are murderous and beyond our comprehension,” said the voice. “ They have come from the places
between theidands of stars, come with ablind, unreasoning hatred which cannot be turned aside except
by lethal force. We had thought your world avictim of their murder. Instead, we find something worse, a
world that has taken itsown life. It istoo late to offer our aid, but at least we can build you sanctuary, if,
inreturn, some of your number will comewith us, to fight.”

“Tofight?” A women screamed in rage; her face ran with weeping wounds. “Isdl life so stupid? Do you
condemn us as murderers of our planet and then ask usto repeat the madness? No, we will not fight. Go
away and let usdiein our shameand folly.”

“Itisfor each of you separately to makethis choice,” the voice said. “ Understand this: they attack
without quarter. And they arewinning.”

The price of lifeis death, Beth told hersdlf, pressed againgt her husband’ s arm. Those who went from
among this pitiful number surely would not return.

“Only some among you will suit our purpose,” the voice explained. “ The predators, the fighters. They
must come with us. The otherswill remain, and we will restore to them a corner of their world. Come,
you must decide. The starsare dying in our galaxy.”



It was beyond most of them, thisvision of awar between gods. Not gods, though, Wish Jerometold
himself. Merely life, exerted in an unconscionable violence to safeguard its own seed.

Fear blew across the group, chilling asthewind, but their decision, too, rose like awind, beyond fear.

High above them, an opening dilated in the silver hull. Thelast of humanity went forward for their testing.

* k% k %

That wasthe way of it, Sngs memory, herein the dusk. They took our soul and gave usthe comfort of
emortality amid anew-built Xanadu. The stars came clear in the dark of an unclouded sky. We can look
into the black night and know that somewhere out there the spindles are warring against an enemy too
terrible for understanding or compassion. And our soul iswith them, sweating, daving in the agony of
desth and victory. We spin on, we and our quiet garden, in an anesthesia of contentment.

| see ahawk soaring on ahigh wave of song. His cry hangsin the air, and hislofty feathered body. Now
he stoops, fdlslike aprojectile, openshiswings, stills magicaly, climbsthe sky again. Itiscozy here, in
the warmth of the sun. | seem, though, to remember aword from the past, from the repeated past. Why
do | fed adtir of horror as| gaze upon my imaging hands? Did my innocence save me then? Perhaps, but
| am innocent no longer. Our life will stretch on, for our bargain is sealed, and the sun iswarm on our

peace.

Still, the horror remains, asthe memory remains, that the meek have inherited the earth.

<<Contents>>

* * * %

TheTaleof EnisCash,

Smallgoods Smokehand

BRENDAN DUFFY
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Brendan’ sfather started smoking at 15 (cigarettes were issued to sailorsin the American navy as part of
their rations), and smoked for 55 years, then stopped when he got lung cancer. Brendan smoked for 20
yearsand tried Six times before he finaly quit. Smoking has become aright of passage: it excites youth,
inspires the muse, nurtures solace, and killsyou. Sir Walter was such astupid git. He should have
brought back something more interesting, like an amazing New World créme brulee or something that we
actudly wanted. If smoking isagentle art then I’'m aDadait; Ceci n’ est pas une pipe. Yul Brynner

lives

* * * %

| was an apprentice smallgoods smokehand at afactory in the dozy town of Marlborough. An eight-hour
day in the daughterhouse was tough work for not much money. | hosed the beasts down, stuck mesat
hooks through their back legs, and winched them up into the air where they hung high over troughs. |
bled *em into barrels by snicking the veinsin their necks. Just tiny dits, mind, it was important thet the
beasts didn’t die quickly: the heart had to keep pumping dl that blood outtathe mest ‘till they was
emptied.

I"d stand by the winch with my blood-spattered apron and Cuban cigar, watching them gently swing
back and forth by thelight of aforty watt bulb. Sometimesthere d be alast frantic struggle, afutile burst
of degperation before succumbing. But they knew it wasinevitable: they’d just give up and hang, life
draining into the barrdl, until their eyesfinaly glassed over.

Then | dit their ssomachs open and pulled out multicoloured guts. These fel into the troughs and did
down chutes into sorting rooms. We used everything; tongues, brains, kidneys and livers, tripes, the
victuals and offal for making haggis and faggots, the intestines for cleaning and stuffing. We aso pickled
hoofs, snouts, ears and sweetmeats. Then | butchered the beasts. What didn’t end up in the butcher’s
window was preserved in some manner—the mest jerked on racks, pickled in salting vats, hickory
seded in the smokehouse kiln, or canned in the factory. Any remaining meat was minced for sausages,
and the gristle, lips and sphincter went into pies. The carcass was boiled, rendered down for stock, the
fat floated off for lard, and the bones ground down to meal. Unspeakable | eftovers went to the glue
factory.

Thismorning | wasin the smokehouse, swesating over huge copper vats of Smmering cow’s blood,
continudly stirring to stop the clots forming too soon. When the steaming blood was ready | mixedin
shovdfuls of soft intestind fat and let the clotsform. Sleevesrolled up, cigarette hanging out the corner of
my mouth, | stared into the bubbling vats as the thick red-black clotsrose to the surface.

| cleaned the muck out of lengths of blue-veined gut-tubes, hosed them down, and soaked themin
barrels of vinegar, ready for suffing. | tied one end off then stuffed them with thick bloody clotsthe size



of your hand. Up to my elbowsin entrails, | squeezed each clot down to the end. A few twistsand
there sarow of tightly packed black puddings for Sunday breskfastsin Marlborough and al throughout
county Kent. We shipped our smallgoods everywhere.

| spent al morning making fifty metres of tasty black puddings. My clothes reeked of smoke and my skin
shonewith arank oily dick. Everything in the factory stunk of manure and hot, seamy offal. | liked it.
When it wastime for smoko | hosed down the trowelled concrete walls, swept the mush and intestinal
worms along the abattoir floor into the drains, then cleaned out my bucket of butchers' knives. | ripped
off my blood-soaked apron, rinsed my facein atrough of cold water, and grabbed my smokes and
Texan ten-gdlon hat.

The rear door clattered and rumbled along itsrollersas| pushed my way out into the clean, clear day.
Thebig sunny sky wasjust like back home, so | took my break out by the rear stockyard, resting on a
trestletable. | had my pouch of chewin’ tobaccy and took out adamp gummy wad, delicately laced with
ground glass so asto abrade the inner cheek and aid nicotine absorption. | stuck it in back of my cheek,
and dowly got to work on it, pitting across the way into the brass spittoon by the fencepost. | wasa
mean shot, too.

In the stockyard, Bully-boy, my Brobdingnagian bull, was rubbing his wet nose back and forth along the
electric fence, like he did when it was itchy. The tobaccy made me abit dreamy and | must have dozed
somein the sun. When | awoke Bully-boy was leaning onto me, amost crushing my chest with his
forehead. | pushed him back ashard as| could. He stared at me with his poker face, like he did: you tell
him you was holding five aces and hewouldn’t bat an eydid, just dowly lean in on you and crush you to
degth, while staring impassively through your eyes and into your soul asit expires.

Bully-boy rooted about in my miller shirt with his snorting muzzle, looking for my silver snuffbox. | took it
out and gave him a pinch of snuff. He wandered off, stamped the ground, and sneezed.

A year ago, at the end of summer, I’ d ridden Bully-boy down outta the boathills, through the burnished
fidds and into town to the sdleyards. | was gonna sell him to the factory to make cans of bullybeef, but
the manager said it wastoo late, he was too old and too much testosterone had coursed through his
veins. Thevitdity of mae adulthood had made him too tough.

And it wastrue, too. Bully-boy was the biggest, toughest, most nonchalant and unperturbed specimen of
bull, with the most massive knackers | had ever seen, so | struck a deal with the manager; I’ d put
Bully-boy to pasture to service the herd of cows, and the manager would take me on as apprentice
smallgoods smokehand. I'd learn acity trade!

That year | learned much. Bully-boy sred awhole new generation of gigantic calves, and | made them
into al manner of smallgoods. Except now | was getting bored with it.



“Enisl What ye doing lazing about?’ said Alph, the manager. “Aye, lud, back to work with yel” He
shoved abroom into my hands. He stood there expectantly in hisflatcap and tweed jacket with elbow
patches.

When Alph first took me on he told methat he' d started out in this business with nothin’ but a broom,
sweeping up hickory shavings and vomit encrusted sawdust, and worked hisway up to be head butcher,
then manager. 1t only took him twenty yearsto sweep hisway to the top. | was good with a broom, but
buggered if | could wait that long. He could take hisbroom and shoveit up hisass. I'd dready learned dl
| needed. The only thing he had | eft to teach me was his middle-aged despondency.

| looked way over to the young apprentices, just new to the factory: lackeysjerking meet in the sun.
Knuckleheads, that’ sdl they’ d ever amount to, unlessthey got out quick. Therigid hierarchy of the
factory only alowed for one manager. This dead-end job was getting me nowhere. It was time to move
on.

| spat out my tobaccy. “1 quit!” | said.

“Youcan't quit,” said Alph. “After dl I’ ve taught you!”

| handed him acigarette, took one for myself, and lit us up.

We sat around, resting with our cigarettes, savouring thick mouthfuls of rich smoke. | Iet it roll around my
tongue: afragrant blend of smoking tobaccosimported from Virginia, Maryland and Connecticut, from
the fertile tobacco fieldsin the New World Colonies, just like me. | drew the smoke down into my lungs
and let it infuse into my veinsthen out through my body. Alph gazed away to the digtant hills, and | saw

hisbody relax.

“Aye, Enis, ye sure have the best cigarettes, lud,” he wheezed. “Whét are ye gonnado?’

“I"’'m gonna start my own smokehouse,” | said, blowing smokeringsinto theair.

“How?’" he scoffed.



Indignant, blue-smoked ridicule billowed from his nogtrils until Bully-boy stared him down. | unfolded a
poster |’ d pocketed from the Baker’ swindow. My ex-Boss sucked down athick lungful and examined
it.

A Dragon had been terrorizing county Kent, destroying hamlets, wasting farms, eating cattle and laying
the countryside bare, making al travel upcountry difficult. The Duke of Kent had put a bounty of one
hundred poundsin gold bullion onits head.

“Lotsof people areflocking upcountry to the boothills, to have ago at killing the Dragon and collecting
the reward. I’m gonna go and make my fortune!”

“Heroes and foals, traipsing across the countryside to their deaths,” said Alph, and joined mein afew
wistful smoke rings. Bully-boy snorted and watched them curl ever upwards.

“Well se”

“Aye, lud, best of luck then. Mind if | grab one of those Cubans before you go?’

| gave him afine Romeo and Juliet cigar, then grabbed my things.

* * % %

So | took the same road outta Marlborough aswhat | comein by. And | left townwith al | comein with:
my bags of tobacco, cigarettes, slver snuffbox, and my humidors packed with cigars. Actudly, I'd stole
the Boss' s broom, too—a memento of al the cleaning up I’ d done. | was good with abroom.

| rode Bully-boy back into the boothills, sitting up high on his shoulders, no saddle, just hisdow,
deliberate gait. | was proud: no castrated oxen or steer for me. Thiswas a bull, with knackers the size of
footballs, virile, happy, full of thejuices of life. | wore my Texan ten-galon hat, miller shirt, bluegrass
jeans, and chewed a stem of grass.

We rode past the daughterhouse, through the stockyards and saleyards, past the knackery with its packs
of hungry dogs desperately poised to snatch up and scoff down any bush oysters thrown their way. Past
the stinking chemica plants, the dyeworks, arsenic and mercury refineries, leeching pits, mills, tin mines
and smdters.



The road dongside the weedy shifting yard passed water towers, cod silos, sseam engines and rolling
stock. Metal screeched on metal as goods carriages and cabooses shunted back and forth. Men
shovelled cod; machines hissed steam and bel ched smoke. At the last set of signasand pointswe
crossed over the sted railsinto the beginnings of acountry lane.

Wewound through valey farmland, golden fields of oats and wheat bordered by forested hills. The sun
was high, the air warm, and afew fires burned in fields dong theway. | gazed into the yellowing haze to
follow smoke trailsinto the blue sky. 1t was the end of the season and the harvest was beginning: silos
filling up, haystacks climbing higher, paddocksfull of cattle. Then | spotted thefirst castle. Thiswasthe
glorious countryside of Kent in the summertime. Whest and cattle; beef pie country. Flavour country!
Theair smelled grand. | opened a humidor and took out acigar.

| vee-cut the head with my cigar scissors, just past the shoulder, then toasted the foot with aflaming
match. When the wrapper leaf was smoking | carefully drew on the cigar, rolling it to ensure an even burn
through thefiller tobaccos. Smoking isan art form, and thiswas a specid cigar, a Perfecto with
torpedo-shaped ends, atraditional sikar made from rich imported Tobago tobaccos. The seminal cigar.

It had such adreamy aroma, like home, and when | lit it up I let the rich smoke transport me there. It was
like smoking the past.

When | was further into the boothills, | looked back over the distant industrial expanse of Marlborough
to say my goodbyes. Acres of ugly red brick factories bristled with smoke-belching chimneys. The
triangular roofs of galvo againgt dim skylight were like an endless sea, and in between, my tiny house was
alifeboat dowly sinking benesth those giant rolling waves.

| was so tired of that place.

“And bless Sr Walter Raleigh, he was such abrilliant chap!” | sang, and took another puff as Bully-boy
squished adung beetle under hishoof; | wasin England! | rode up into the boothills among billowing
clouds of thick smoke.

* k k %

The mornings became crisp and the leaves on the hickory trees had just started to turn. As| travelled
further into the boondocks | met up with people on the road, all marching to base camp. It wasjust as
my ex-Boss had said, ‘ Heroes and fools —athough | couldn’t tell which waswhich.



Wefollowed the road deep into the forest, dongside ariver, swapping va orous stories of how we would
vanquish the Dragon and then spend the money. I’ d take a pinch of snuff, then tell them how I’d Start my
own smokehouse. Whileriding, | blended various lower grade tobaccos, rolled cigarettes, and
introduced many of my fellow travellersto the gentle art of smoking.

Base camp was a crowded forest clearing by ariver. It comprised eight large marquees, each
surrounded by smdller tents, hovels and stables. Standards declared the presence of the great houses of
county Kent, their noble coats-of-arms. | rode Bully-boy aong a thoroughfare to an open expanse of
mud and horseshit, amarket square bordered by makeshift shops and stdls; butchers and bakers,
bookies and blackguards.

| couldn’t believe how many hungry customerstherewere: crowds of hillbillies and rednecks. Stall
holders were charging fairground prices too; having food here waslike having alicence to mint money!
Dandy nobles, brave knights, loyd lackeys and associated hangers-on a so perused this promenade to
purchase pork pies and pretty pastries. Bully-boy dozed through the redneck rabble, eyeing geldings with
didain.

A crier announced that the jousting was to begin. Knights were challenging each other for the right to fight
the Dragon. A chalkboard listed the day’ s entertainment; Sir James Courtenay of Gloucester V. Sir
Andrew Cromwdl of Norfolk; Sir Henri Bourchier of Pleshy V. Sir Simon Tabot of Shrewsbury.
Toward the end were the unknighted folk: Clem the farmhand V. Greg the moat keeper; Geoffrey the
poet V. Bradley the stablehand. Then came people without a profession: Dave the brawler V. Farting
Barry; Ted of Exeter V. John of Kent. There were three Johns of Kent. The last item scheduled was an
illegible scrawl; it gppeared that the afternoon ended in afree-for-all biff-on with no holds barred, for
those too drunk to organizeindividua events. | think afootbal wasinvolved.

Themorning’s competition had already been won by Sir Galahad. This brave knight set forth to do battle
with the Dragon on the Field of Honour, so rather than watch the afternoon jousting | followed the
crowds into theforest. We cameto alarge field. The Dragon’slair wasjust over the next hill. Everyone
was talking; the Dragon had been seen just an hour ago, low in the skies, driving aherd of pigs over the
hill to itslair. It was building up alarder for winter.

Lackeysfussed about their liege, polishing armour, sharpening weapons and tightening straps. Sir
Galahad had the shakes and needed a cigarette to calm down. | offered him asmoke and lit usup. He
lifted hisvisor and took urgent drags.

“Sir, the Dragon ison the field!” announced his pageboy. Sir Galahad wasllifted up onto his horse and
vaiantly rode forth. We watched from thefied' s edge.

We heard its roaring before we saw it. We fdt the ground shake, and passed silent, wide-eyed glances



to each other. Then we saw it in the clearing, taller than ahorse and aslong asthree. Brilliant metallic
scaes glittered in the sun, every colour of the rainbow like aroogter. Its huge head had nasty, beady eyes
and fangslike knives. Wings flapped, cracked in the air like whips, and black smoke curled from its
nogtrilslike afoundry chimney.

Sir Galahad spurred his horse forward and charged. At the last moment he lowered hislance and
splintered it on the Dragon’ s shoulder. The Dragon snarled and snapped, but Galahad wastoo fast. He
raced away and circled for another pass, sword drawn. The Dragon was angry, snorting and panting.
When they clashed the Dragon landed a heavy blow on Galahad' s shield, but he remained steadfast and
struck it afantastic blow to the same shoulder, the sword dicing between the scales. The Dragon yelped
and brayed like a beaten donkey. With a splash of urineit bolted acrossthefidd, tail betweenitslegslike
awhipped cur.

“Why, he' snothing but alad!” | said. “He sjust ateen, adl show and bravado. | can il see the puppy
fat!” Everyone cheered and clapped as the Dragon bleated like alost lamb.

Sir Galahad pressed the advantage, but a greet fireball exploded from the Dragon’ s mouth, knocking him
from hishorse. The Dragon reared, coughing on something stuck initsthroat. Firebals salled into the air.
Gdahad collected hiswits, climbed to hisfeet and moved toward his horse, but the Dragon blew a
reddish fireball at it. Fire broke around the anima but it waslargely safe, protected in its warming
armour. The Dragon puffed aseries of fireballs at Galahad. He parried each on hisshield, and dso
remained protected, but every time he approached his horse the Dragon blew fire at it, making it retreat
further.

Then the Dragon’ s chest heaved, lungs pumping like abellows. Gresat balls of smoke chuffed from its
nostrils. It was hyperventilating. Flames licked between its pointy teeth, at first deep red, but with each
bellow they became brighter and hotter. It was stoking the coals. The Dragon drew a huge breath then
blew a spout of flame acrossthefield, bright orange to yellow, and with aloud pop it focussed the flame
intoasmdl, tight point of brilliant bluish-white light that hurt my eyes. A second set of tranducent eyelids
did sdeways across the Dragon' s eyes—dark nictitating membranes. | noticed that some in the crowd
wore helmets equipped with visors of smoked glass that they now lowered into place.

The Dragon reduced the horse to apile of char and ash. The ash blew away on the wind and the char
collapsed in onitsdlf, apile of black bones and twisted armour. Galahad stopped pursuing his horse and
turned to face the Dragon. He drew his mace and charged, protected behind histower shield. One
searing blaze and Galahad discarded the molten, flaming aloy. One more and brave Sir Gaahad wasa
burning heap of |leather, armour, and cooked flesh. He had only charged five paces.

“Ooh!” the crowd grimaced and looked away. Money changed hands. Every time | blinked, a silhouette
of Gaahad' sfind moments flashed before me. His entourage grumbled and moped, knowing that they
were now out of jobs. They wandered off to pack up camp and skulk back to their castle.



“Bugger! Now I'll haveto get ajob shoveling shit!” his pageboy groaned.

Bully-boy and | watched the Dragon prancing around the Field of Honour. It strutted, chest puffed out,
head held high, lifting itstrotting feet into the air like adancing pony.

“What'sit doing?’ | asked the pageboy.

“It dways doesalap of honour,” he said. | watched it back up to the smoking pile of Sir Galahad and
scratch clumps of turf and dirt over him with its hind feet. Then it went back to prancing around the field.
No one would go out there and retrieve the ashes, so | grabbed my broom and a bucket, walked out
there and swept him up. | was good with abroom. When I’ d finished | leant on the broom and smoked a
cigarette, blowing smokeringsinto the air. The Dragon approached me, ran its claws through its glittering
comb and watched the smoke rings float away.

“Imitation isflattery. Y ou want to belike me!”

“Hal Y ou colourful dandy! Y ou preening, gaudy cock, strutting about like a prize-winning rooster.
Y ou'rejust a cantering show-pony, that’ sdl you are. All show.”

“Wdl I’ll show you! But who are you?’

“I’'m Enis Cash, smdlgoods smokehand!”

“Hmm... Youmust be hereto fight!”

| looked at the Dragon: forequarter, hindquarter, rib cuts, hock, sirloin, and afew wing cuts | wasn't sure
what I'd call. | stubbed out my fag and blew smokeinitsface. “Not yet.”

“Get off my field then!”

| carried my broom and the still smoking bucket of Sir Galahad from thefield.



“I'll fight you anytime,” it called after me. | turned and watched it prance some more, then trot away into
theforest. | followed.

| caught up with it at the river where | hid in the bushes and watched. It waded through the shallowsto a
deeper pooal, the water up to its knees. Tentatively, it tested the water, carefully dipping itstorso in, then
quickly lifting out as the water hissed. It repeated this hesitant process, oohing and aghing, then findly
lowered its whole body under with abig sigh. The water bubbled and boiled violently, and clouds of
steam drifted away into the trees. The Dragon put its snout under and let the water circulate down its
throat, and with alast aaaah it rolled over onto its back and said, “Oh, that’ s good!”

| watched in amazement. Dead fish rose to the surface, then floated away with the current. | snuck back
into the bush and ran downstream where | picked them up at asandbar. | scaled and gutted forty-eight
smoked trout. | ate one and it wasthe finest | had ever tasted, so | strung them by their gillsfrom my
broom and took them back to base camp where | sold them to rich puntersfor their supper. | made
myself quite apretty penny, too, which | stashed away in my bull scrotum clip-lock purse.

“Enis, do you have any barbecued blackbirds?’ my customers asked.

“Oh, yes! Thevery best! Come back and see, tomorrow,” | said.

* * % %

The next morning was more of the same. | watched Sir Percevad get chased dl over the Field of Honour.
The Dragon finaly knocked him off his horse and shot firebals at hisbackside.

I’ve never seen someone move so fast in full plate armour. He shuffled al over the field, wegponless,
smoke billowing out behind, saying, “Ow, shit, ow, shit, ow, shit,” trying not to touch any of the red-hot
armour he was encased in. The bonehead finally whizzed past me and jumped into theriver.

Sir Gawain was next. He seemed nervous as he prepared for glory so | lit us up some cigarettes. He
greedily sucked smoke down, pacing back and forth as histactical anadyst predicted the Dragon’s battle
dtrategy. | rode Bully-boy out onto the field and strewed handful s of whest abot.

“Enis Cash! What are you doing on my field?’ demanded the Dragon.



“Feld maintenance. The turf iswearing thin in these blackened and scuffed up patches, so I’'m reseeding
thegrass.” Blackbirds flocked down from the treesto eat. | smiled and strewed more seed.

“Either fight or get off my fidd!”

| blew smokein itsface then turned and left the fid d.

“I'll fight you anytime!” it called after me.

“Thetrack’ salittle soft to the left,” | advised Sir Gawain as we smoked. “When the Dragon blows
fireballs and you need to dodge, the best traction isin the dry blackened areas, away from that muddy
turf!” He nodded and was lifted onto his horse.

Thingsdidn't faretoo wel for Sir Gawain. The Dragon waslosing the fight and began getting angry,
belching red flame. Sir Gawain dexteroudy dodged al about the field on histrusty steed, but the Dragon
stoked the coa s until the flames were white hot. Just before noon Sir Gawain was turned to ash and
everyone broke for lunch. | waited until they |eft, then collected eighty roasted blackbirds. | plucked and
dressed them, then sold them to the milling throng at the jousting grounds. Everyone loved them because
of the rich smoky flavour, cooked in their own juices. The word was spreading about the quality of my
wares. Theweight in my purse was building up!

“Enis, do you have any smoked yabbies?’ my customers asked.

“Oh, yes! Thefinest in Kent! Come back tomorrow,” | said.

| spent the afternoon weaving yabby traps from tough reeds and making burley from paraffin, tobacco,
and putrid blackbird guts. It stunk good, and the yabbieswouldn't be able to help their poor little selves!
| baited the traps with burley and sunk them around the Dragon’ swading pool, then spread handful s of
burley way upstream. The next day, after the Dragon doused his cods, | checked my traps—I had
thirty-two smoked yabbies.

| gutted them, stripped the gills and loosened the mesat from thetails, then carefully cracked the claws so
they were ready for my hungry punters. My purse was getting fatter and fatter!



The dayswent like this—more fools jousted each other for the honour of being roasted dive by the
Dragon, and | collected more smoked meats and sold them at the market. Trout, blackbirds, yabbies,
hares and venison: | made quite anamefor myself. Every day | ddivered, and my purse became so
heavy and gravid I’ d soon have a deposit for my own smokehouse!

“Enis, do you have any fine hams and bacons?’ my customers asked.

“Yesindeed! The very best in county Kent will be in stock tomorrow!” | said.

But the next morning was different. Just before noon the Dragon stoked the coals and Sir Godfrey was
cooked in histin and carried away. | rode Bully-boy into the forest, following the Dragon back toitslair.
Just over the hilltop | spied it among ajumble of rocks. All about were littered bones, armour, weagpons,
and pieces of horse and knight. The Dragon had Sir Godfrey positioned in its glittering maw.

“Y ou see, 0N, you hite the heads off, then scoop out the soft ingdes with your little fingernail. And spit
out any bitsof shdl.”

“OK, Dad,” said ahigh-pitched voice. | heard crunching and eating sounds. “Mmm, | love these ones!”

The colourful Dragon handed more bits of poor Sir Godfrey to his son. The young Drakeling was adull
red colour, about the same size as me. | watched them eat lunch and spit bits of armour onto shieldsthey
had propped up about the den. They laughed every time they knocked one over.

“My indigestion is playing up,” said the Dragon. “I’ll be back in abit.”

Hel€ft, so | lit acigarette, arich and strong Virginian. | blew thick ringsinto the air for the Drakeling to
see.

“Wow! Smokerings!” he said. | stepped into view. “What are you doing?’ he asked.

“Smoking.”

“Wow! | wish | could smoke! Dad says |’ m not old enough.”



| walked to where the Drakeling sat among the rocks, knucklebones and metal. It was a cave entrance.
Hoof printsled ingde. | could smell livestock, saw the odd pat, and heard squeding. | offered a
Virginian.

“Nah, I’ d better not. I'm too young to smoke. | haven't hit ignition yet.”

“Bulldust! Y our comb isstarting to turn, it’sgoing kind of purple, and the scales around your gillshave a
greeny-ydlow tingel”

“Redlly?’

“Surel You're ready!”

He craned his head around and tried to examine his neck scales, then rolled hiseyes up into his head,
trying to look at hiscomb. | sat down next to him and popped a pure Virginian cigarette in his mouth.

“Hmm. | dunno... Nah. Better not.”

“Jugt one,” | said and lit him up.

“Ohh... All right then!”

We smoked. He had quite an appetite for it too, and smoked hisway through al my loose tobacco with
gusto. He was anatural and was doing the drawback by his second cigarette. | taught him how to blow
smoke rings, and by the time he' d finished the cigarettes he was doing the Chinese drawback—two thick
cords of smoke twisted up from his open mouth to be sucked back into his nogtrils. | gave him another
pack to smoke then went to get some humidors from Bully-boy. When | returned his voice had broke!

“Oh, wow!” he rumbled in his new husky basso when | showed him the cigars. Hewasredlly excited and
smoked them dl: the Cubans were his favourite. While he was smoking | wandered about the forest,
looking for something specid. | came back with agigantic cigar I'd made from shaved hickory and
applewood, rolled up in Connecticut wrapper leaves. It was two feet long! Hiseyeslit up, but | could
barely see him through the clouds of smoke drifting up into the air.



“Yeah!” he croaked, taking the giant cigar. | pointed up at the clouds of smoke.

“My Dad will seethat,” he said, deep and throaty.

“Get out of the wind, down here, and blow the smoke into thishole,” | said. The Drakeling puffed away
enthusagticaly, blowing it dl into the cave. We smoked for about half an hour, chatting about this and
thet.

“What isit when your Dad stokes the codslike that?’

“It giveshim ahot flame, but redlly bad indigestion. Keegps him awake nights and makes him grumpy
unless he goes and puts them out. Then they stay out for awhile.”

Bull’seyel

| traded the Drakeling ahumidor of Cuban cigarsfor five smoked pigs. | butchered them down to
shoulder hams, hindquarters, hocks, trotters, the bellies for bacon, and pork chops. | diced ‘em up real
nice and packed the mesat into sacksthat Bully-boy hauled back to base camp. | lived up to my
reputation and sold it al. Everyone loved the ddlicate flavours of my fine hams and bacons.

“And Enis, what will you have for ustomorrow?’ my customers asked.

“A surprise” | laughed: my bull scrotum clip-lock purse was nigh on burst!

* * * %

The next morning | watched more brave knightsincinerated by white-hot flame, then followed the
Dragon through the forest to theriver. | crept behind some bushes and watched the Dragon lolling about
on hisback in the degp water, doing rolly-pollies. The coaswere well and truly out. Stone cold.

“I"'m ready for that fight now,” | said, stepping out from behind the bush, brandishing my broom. | was
good with abroom. The Dragon rolled onto his feet and jumped to the bank.



“EnisCash!” he snarled.

“I’ve been watching you,” | said. “ Y ou' re not much of afighter!” | bashed him on the nose with my
broom. He yelped angrily and swiped at me but | was too quick for him. Hetried to blow fire at me, but
al that came out was agargling noise, so | whacked him on the nose with the broom again.

Heran, and | chased him through the forest. He kept trying to blow fire, but only made gurgles. Hewas
furious and too crowded in to fight proper. | danced between trunks and tangled branches, easily
dodging histoothy snaps and swinging clawsthat got snagged, then I’ d legp out and whack him some
more. It made him redlly mad, and he attacked wildly. | cut him off from the clearing and pounded him
good.

By thetime hefindly fled into the clearing for fighting room I’ d beaten him so’s he could hardly fight
back! He ran around the clearing, dazed and limping. He d open his mouth for fire but just blew little
bubbles! | whupped hisassal over the Field of Honour, back and forth with my broom, cleaning up,
whacking him on his cowering backsidetill it was red raw.

Everyone saw—they clapped and cheered when | brained him and he gasped and collapsed to the
ground.

The crowd roared as | paced around the exhausted Dragon, holding my broom doft in triumph. For my
faena, dl | needed to do was snap the broom handle and drive the sharp end into his heart. The crowd
cheered and caled. Then they pointed. | looked back and realized the Dragon was breathing hard,
furioudy trying to stoke the codsin adizzy, hyperventilating frenzy. He findly managed to ignite them,
and ared flame o0ozed outta his mouth, so | struck him really hard on the knackers.

“Oooh!” The crowd flinched as one, and the Dragon went absolutely stark raving mad, spouting rabid
flames, freneticaly jumping about like awild hurricane. His gigantic breaths were larger and longer than
ever. The codsredly heated up and the flames burned to ayelowing white: he was working up the
hottest flame ever!

His beady, red-rimmed eyes sared at melike cods. With agrowling rumble he gushed out a huge spout
of flame. The yelow brilliance curled out over the field away from me, then turned bluish-whitewith a
tight, focussed pop. One more bresth and | was toast, we both knew it. Still exhaling flame he smiled and
faced me. He was showing me. The braggart was letting me know that the next breasth would be the one.
Heemptied hislungsto inhae, snarling with aglint in hiseyes, then readied himsdf and started on the
mighty draw.



A roaring suction formed at the Dragon’ s nostrils. Screeching whirlwinds sucked the air down those
sormdrains. | grabbed a my hat and steadied mysdlf asmy miller shirt flgpped in the gale. | whipped out
my slver snuffbox and dumped the entire contentsinto the twirling twin tornadoes. The snuff raced up his
nose. Hefinished the massive breath, and in the pause at the apex hislook of anger changed to surprise,
then horror. He stared a me, aghast, twitched, then legpt into the air and exploded.

* * * %

The Duke of Kent happily paid the bounty of one hundred poundsin gold bullion, and | emptied the
contents of my bursting pursein one big splurge, al spent on my own small-goods smokehouse. | set up
shop in aquiet little corner of county Kent, the back of the boondocks, just upcountry from Marlborough
in the degpy autumna boothills.

Base camp developed into a permanent village with a penchant for jousting, footbal, and renowned fine
food. Naturdly, | supply the fine food. | made aname for mysdlf, and people come from al over to taste
my smalgoods, particularly arare smoked dragonflesh | offer every oncein awhile. It' sexquisite; very

expensve.

My smokehouseis up on ahill near aclearing called the Fied of Honour, wherel run my pigs. It hasan
underground larder that can keep smallgoods preserved for years.

Of course, | don't do any work in this smokehouse; I’ m the manager. I’ ve got someone elseto do the
smoking. He s till young, but he lovesto smoke. Occasiondly | do some sweeping, though. I’'m good
with abroom.

<<Contents>>
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The Dreaming City
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Ben Peek isa Sydney-based author. Hisfiction can currently be found in the anthologies Forever
Shores, edited by Peter McNamara and Margaret Winch, Agog! Smashing Stories, edited by Cat
Sparks, and the ezines Ticonderoga Online and Shadowed Realms. In 2006, a dystopian novel. Black
Sheep, will be published by Prime. He can be found at hisblog:

http://benpeek.livelourna .com

‘The Dreaming City’ isthe opening chapter of anovel. A Walking Tour of the Dreaming City. Itisa
mosaic novel organized into fifteen short stories and four novelettes that, when read asawhole, depictsa
view of Sydney. It will be completed shortly.

* * * %

1895

In hisdreams, he had always been Mark Twain; awake, he had always been Samuel Clemens.

It had been so since the day he had first used the pseudonym. At firdt, he thought of it asawarning, but
the first dreams had been sweset like the Missouri summers of his childhood, before hisfather’ s death.
Therewas arare qudity to them, and he awoke refreshed and invigorated and filled with the kind of joy
that not even the most vivid memory of his childhood years could supply; of course, astime continued,
not al the dreams of Mark Twain had been so pleasant, but even the nightmares provided him with a
Substance that nothing in the waking world could provide him.

And now, a sxty, adeep in the White Horse Motd in Sydney, the smdll, grey-haired man no longer felt
the dightest sense of warning as he dreamed.

It was naturd, norma, asfamiliar asthe shgpe of hishands. It Smply was.

Mark Twain dreamed:

He stood on the wooden, creaking docks of Sydney Harbour. It was early evening, and the sky had
been splattered with lesking orange paint, whilein front of him was an ocean of closely packed, svaying
hulks: rotting old troop trangports and men-o-war, their masts and rigging stripped away, the remaining
wooden shellsturned into floating prisons that had, one hundred years ago, marred the Thamesin a
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culturd plague.

* k% k %

1788

The Eorawatched the arrival of the First Fleet from the shores of the Harbour, and were told by the
Eldersthat they had nothing to fear from the great ships: they held the spirits of their ancestors, rebornin
fragile white skin. In response, the Eora questioned and argued, but the truth, the Elders said, was

inescapable.

Look closely, they whispered, and you will recognize the members of your family.

But how? the Eora demanded with one voice. How can this be true?

The Elders never hesitated with their response: They have sailed out of the Spirit World itself. [Noted
Aboriginad higtorian Henry Reynolds documented thisvision of the First Heet’ sarriva in The Other Sde
of the Frontier ]

* * * %

Introduction to: A Walking Tour through the Dreaming City.

The Harbour has never been awel coming berth for immigrants. Since the day the English landed and
changed its name from Cadi to Sydney Harbour, this has been the case. The cultural warsthat have been
fought aong its banks and throughout Sydney’ s streets for over two hundred years have left their mark
on the heart of our great beast, and the signpost for thisisthe Harbour. Y et strangely, the literary
acknowledgement of the Harbour’ s significance does not begin in the journas of the naval captainswho
arrived with convicts, or in the diaries of the Irish or Chinese, but in this book you are holding now, Mark
Twan's A Walking Tour Through The Dreaming City:

Sydney Harbor is shut behind a precipice that extends some miles like a wall, and exhibits no
break to the ignorant stranger. It has a break in the middle, but it makes so little show that even
Captain Cook sailed by without seeing it. Near by that break is a false break which resemblesit,
and which used to make trouble for the mariner at night, in the early days before the place was



lighted. Any stranger approaching Sydney is advised to take heed as the entrance is the only
warning the city will offer onits nature: that it isfilled with false hope and false promise, and that
it and its citizens will break anyone dreaming who is not natural to it.

Twain understood Sydney in someways more clearly than those who havelived init, while & the same
time being incredibly naive about certain aspects of it. However, he understood the importance of the
Harbour, and it isfrom here that he launched his dissection of the city dtering it forever. It might appear
grangeto an Audtraian that such an important change in Sydney’ s history would beginin an American’'s
book (and published one hundred years after the first Englishman stepped foot on the sail), but in the
yearsfollowing the work’ s publication, historians and academics have been forced to recognize Mark
Twain’slegacy in shaping the city and its political and socid climate. The reader only hasto walk down
George Street and into the floating mass of American culturethat is presented in Sgnstattooing
‘McDondds, ‘Nike', ‘ Subway’, ‘ Taco Bdl’, “HMV Music', and ‘Borders' onto hisor her
subconscious to understand the very basics of the argument.

The seeds of thisgift (or curse, depending on your stance) have now been passed onto you, dear reader,
with thisnew edition. In these pages, you will find the finest chronicle of English occupied Sydney, which
began when thefirst of our chained ancestors stepped onto our shores, and the start of the new Sydney
that was born when the most American of Americans stepped onto the shores, and began histour.

And ye, dill, the meaning of the Harbour and Sydney hasnot changed in dl that time. Itisasif itis
immune, or purposefully resistant to anything that arrives. Theresult of this, isthat time hasonly
crystallized the fact that Sydney has never welcomed immigrants, never welcomed the poor, the
hungry, or anyonewho isin need, and that this mentality spreadsthroughout the country from
here. It isa sad fact in thisnew millennium that examples are easy to find: Detention Camps
that spring up asbarbwireidandsin the dusty sea of outback New South Wales, fattened with
immigrantswho have fled less fortunate countriesthan ours, arejust one example. But then
perhaps Twain, for all the change he brought, knew that thispart of Sydney’s naturewould not
change. After all, it was hewho wrote. ‘God made the harbour and that’sall right; but Satan
made Sydney.’ It isa sentiment that anyone who haslived in the city will find familiar.

* * * %

1788

Pemulwy, the scarred, black skinned Eorawarrior, climbed into the thick arms of a eucalyptustree.
There, he watched his dead brothers row into the ocean on ugly, unsuitable boats, and fish.

The warrior had never doubted the Elders before, but he did now. He could do nothing but. On the
ground, beside the grey eucayptus, lay his spear, tipped with the spines of the stingray; while out in the



ocean the dead dragged one of the grest fishes from the water.

The creature was huge and grey and sacred. It had been—and would ever be—since the Eoraand other
tribes had begun tdlling the story of the ancient fisherman Jigaulu. In the story, one of the sacred stingrays
gaveitslifeto the fisherman so that he could fashion a spear to kill the great shark Burbangi, who had
murdered hisfather and brothers. [In the story, Jigalulu’ s spear does not kill the shark. Instead, the shark
flees, breaking the spear but leaving the stingray spines embedded, thus forming the fin that warns men of
ashark’ sapproach. While thisismost certainly an Aborigina story, the notion that the Eora of Sydney
believed the stingray to be a sacred creatureis not. Theidea can be found in Tim Flannery’s The Birth
of Sydney, where he aso informs the reader that the largest of the stingrays taken from the Harbour
weighed, when gutted, 200 kilograms]

Y et, from his perch, Pemulwy watched the dead kill the stingray with aknife, and later, in the evening,
watched them cook and et it.

The Elderstold Pemulwy that the dead, being dead, could do as they wished with the fish, but he
disagreed. It was not just an insult to the Spirits, but an act of supreme arrogance that told the warrior
that the dead did not care at dl for their kin.

But it was not asolitary act.

Worse happened during the day, when the dead would take the young Eora, take their food, and take
their land, giving them nothing but coloured ribbons and blankets that left them ill in ways that none had
ever seen before.

Findly, on the branch of the eucayptustree, watching the dead eat the sacred flesh of the ingray, he
was forced to answer why they acted thisway.

The ansver wassmple:

They are not my kin.

They are invaders.

* * * %



1895

Hefollowed the long, twisting gangplank that looped around the hulk, showing him the rotting and
discoloured frame of the ship. Below him, the water was gtill and pitch black, and emanated a menace
that caused Twain’ s old legs to tremble whenever the planks he stepped on groaned beneath hisweight.
Haf way around the hulk, Twain knew that he did not want to continue, but his feet would not stop, and
he found himsalf muttering in disgust to them as he made hisway onto the deck.

The deck wasragged, empty, and filled with invisible spirits. Thetill turned left and right, spun by the
hands of an unseen and pointless sailor. Above, the remains of the rigging flapped, trailing through the air
as decayed streamers and confetti: the cabin door to the captain’s quarters was twisted off itsframe and
hanging on one hinge; the glass window had long ago shattered and the jagged remains pointed into the
middle. Twain waked on rotting planks and passed broken railings that were circled with rusted chains.

It was aparade of degth, cheering him towards the hulk’ srotting belly with relentless determination.

The smell of unwashed bodies, urine and faeces overwhel med him when he stepped onto the rotten,
creaking sairsthat lead into the ship’sbelly. Had he been anywhere e se, he was sure he would have
falen, or even vomited, so tangible was the odour; but instead he continued down the stairs, one step at a
time

At the bottom of the stairsthe smell grew stronger, and the air had aheavy qudlity toit, but the belly of
the hulk itself was empty. He had expected to see hundreds of men and women, sick, dying, and
generdly pitiful, huddled together, but instead he found only athin pool of black seawater and the
disntegrating ribs of the ship.

And, inthefar corner of the hulk, the shadow of aman.

Twain’'sfeet gplashed noisdesdy through the black water, and the silence around him grew whilethe
oppressive odour dipped away. He was not sure what was worse, asthe silencefilled his head like wet
cotton and weighed down his senses, until the shadow revedled itsalf to be a black-skinned man.

Hewas darker than any black man Twain had seen before; black like the water he stood in. Hewas
naked and across his skin had been painted white bones. Y et, as Twain gazed at the bones, the paint
became tangible, turning them solid. In response to his awareness, they began to move, shifting and
twitching and cracking dightly while the man’ s black flesh remained till.



Twain' s gaze was pulled away from the boneswhen abuttery ydlow light filled the hull, illuminating a
painting on the back wall. It had four rectangle pands, each panel |ocated beneath the proceeding one.

Inthefirst panel were two men and two women, one black and one whitein each gender. Thetwo
women held babies, and wore white gowns with hoods, while the men wore trousers and shirtsand had a
dog beside them. The second showed an English navd officer (Twain did not know who) shaking hands
with an Aborigind Elder. Thethird pand showed an Aboriginal man being hanged for killing awhite man,
while the fourth pand, identicd to the third, showed awhite man being hanged for killing an Aborigind. It
was, Twain knew, amessage of equality, but it felt cold, and hollow for reasons he was unable to voice.

Finaly, turning to the black man—an Aborigind—he said, “Isthisyour painting?’

“No,” the black man replied, the skull painted across hisface moving in response, while histhick lips
remained still and pressed tightly together. “ 1t was painted by an Englishman for Englishmen, asyou can
clearly see”

More confidently than hefdlt, Twain said, “It doesn't have ‘English’ in big lights now, doesit?’

“Look at their clothes, Mark Twain.”

Unnerved by the use of hisname, Twain returned his gaze to the painting: in thefirst pane, as he had
noted, dl the men and women were dressed identically, while in the third and fourth pandl, the dead
Aboriginaswore nothing but aloincloth and the painted symbols of their tribes.

“Equality and law rise from the English viewpoint,” the bones of the Aborigind said quietly, the tone laced
with anger and resentment.

“That's hardly aunique experience,” Twain replied, the confidence he had feigned earlier finding a
foothold in his consciousness.

“| amaware of this,” he said. “ The Oceans of the Earth speak to me, and tell me of the English, and their
Empire. And they tel me how it crumbles with revolutions, but that does not happen here, in Sydney.
Other things happen here.”



Behind the Aborigind, the painting twisted, and became dive: the white man stepped from his noose, and
shook hands with the officers, and they passed him aflask of rum. (Twain did not know how he knew
that it was rum, but it was adream and he knew not to question the logic of adream.) In the top panel,
the black man was beaten by the white man, and attacked by the dogs, while the black baby in the
Aborigina woman's arms disappeared, and was replaced by ababy of mixed colour and heritage that
faded until the baby was as white as the baby next to it.

“That'sanicetrick.” Twain’sfoothold dipped into avoca tremor as the scenes played themsalvesout in
an endless loop. He cleared histhroat loudly, and asked, “What' s your name, then?’

“Once,” the Aborigind’sbonesreplied quietly, “1 was called Cadi.”

* * % %

1788

Perched once again on aeucdyptus branch, Pemulwy, three weeks later, watched the skyline turn red
and grey with flames and smoke. The cries of the dead pierced the night asthey rushed from their tentsto
the wooden dwelling that held their food.

Pemulwy’ s decision to fight the dead was not popular among the Eora. Elders from other tribes sent
messages and warned him that the Spirits would be furious, and many warned that his own spirit, strong
now, would not survive.

Last night, an Elder had sat in front of him, and told him that he would die nine years from now if he
followed this path, and that he would be struck down by divisonsthat he, Pemulwy, created in hiskin.
The words had rung disconcertingly true, as splits throughout the Eorawere dready beginning to show.

But he had no other choice. Hewas awarrior, and as such, he would fight the dead like any invader into
hisland. Hewould strike their weakest targets: the houses where they kept food, and crops they were
trying to grow. Hewould burn them, and then he would burn the men and women, and, findly, theland
itself if required. Whatever the white beeana [ The word means ‘father’ and, in this case, appliesto
Governor Arthur Phillip. Phillip’ stitle was given because he was missing afront incisor. In one of tribes
native to that part Sydney, this tooth would be knocked out of the mouth of boys during the ritual of
manhood. Therefore it was assumed that Phillip, who led the returning spirits, was part of the Eora]
decided in response, he would also dedl with.



He drew strength from the fact that, stretched throughout the bony trees and in the bush around him, a
dozen other warriors also watched the fires. He knew, gazing out at their shadowed outlines, that more
would come after the night. Perhaps from the dead themsalves.

Hedid not believe that any of the dead were kin, but around the Harbour there were black-skinned men
that he felt afaint kinship for. It was not unreasonable, he believed, to think that they might join him—and
it would certainly assuage some of the worries from the Eldersif he could bring one back asafriend.

Hewould have such a chance now:

Infront of him ablack figure emerged from the fire-lit horizon, the harsh crack of leaves, twigs, and
scrubs derting the warrior to his presence long before he came into sight. With acautioning waveto his
warriors, Pemulwy dropped from his perch, leaving his spear balanced along the branches.

The dead was a huge figure, twice the size of Pemulwy. Hisface, craggy and scarred, was a pitted black
stone, with wet pebbles lodged deep within, that in the dark suggested that the dead had no eyes; but he
did, and they blinked rapidly, scanning the trees and path around him, before settling upon the Eora. His
clothing, covered in soot, smelt of smoke, and around his wrists was along chain, attached to the
manacleon hisright arm.

Histeeth, when the dead smiled, were yellow and misshaped. “ Deve ser o bastard que pde o fogo,” he
sad dowly. “ Agradece.”

Pemulwy had learnt asmall amount of the dead’ slanguage, but it was difficult to learn without aguide for
context and meaning. Y et, knowing aslittle as he did, he knew that thiswas not their language.

Come with me, he said, pointing into the dark scrub. 1 will offer you shelter.

Around him, hiswarriorstightened in aring above the dead, watching, waiting, protective. Unaware of
them, the dead shook his head, and said, “ Eu nao entendo o que vocé dizem, mas eu nao von em
gualquer lugar comvocé.” Slowly, asif trying to conced the action, he began wrapping the length of
chainaround hisright fidt.

Pemulwy, giving him one more chance before he killed him, tapped his chest slently, and then pointed
into the bush again.



“Tive suficiente com ser cativo. Vocé e 0 Inglés,” the dead’ s gaze swept the surrounding area. “ Sao
soniente 0s mesmo a mim nesta prisao.”

“Ingles?’ Pemulwy repested, tasting the familiar word. “English?’

The dead nodded, hisydllow teeth splashed againgt his skin. “English,” he agreed, glancing behind him.
The message was clear to the Eora: the English were the white men at thefires.

Stll glancing behind him, the dead suddenly swung his chain-covered fist a Pemulwy.

Thewarrior ducked and, darting forward, jammed hisfoot in the back of the dead’ sknee, causing him to
cry out in pain and dump to the ground. The cry sent ahot flush through Pemulwy, and he bared histeeth
injoy. Around the falen man, the dozen Eorawarriors emerged, one of them tossing Pemulwy his spear.

The black man—and he was aman, Pemulwy knew, just a man—began to speak, but the spear of the
Eorawarrior never hesitated.

Leaving his spear in the body, Pemulwy turned to the warriors. None of them had struck the dead, but
they knew, by watching him, by hearing the exchange, that it would only be amatter of time until they too
killed theinvaders.

Running hisfiery gaze aong the semicircle of men before him, Pemulwy said, The name of our enemy is
the English.

* * % %

1895

The bones across Cadi’ s skin snapped together in faint clicks as the Aborigina walked through the black
water of the hulk’sbdlly to stand before Twain.

Twain, despite hiswariness, was fascinated by the features behind the white skull. 1t was the impression
of aman deeping, with thefull, closed lips showing no strain, the skin smooth, and his eyes, undeniably,
closed. But there was nothing childlike or innocent about the Aborigina. Scars covered him in dender



lines, asif aseries of blades had been run again and again againgt his skin, and then stitched back
together with a care that ultimately could not hide the damage.

“Revolutions.” When Cadi’ sfaint, skeleton whisper of avoice reached Twain's earsit was amixture of
raw emotions. sad and violent where it had before sounded like ateacher. “I have tried to organize
revolutions.”

“That' samighty large thing to do,” Twain replied. “ And not ways together successful, from my
understanding of history.”

As he spoke, theribs of the hulk melted away, and the black water drained from his shoes; but rather
than experience adryness, the fluid wasimmediately replaced with new water that signaled, before he
saw it, acontinua slver dant of steady rain that ran over him.

Before him was an inn made from wood, with awide, tin roofed verandah around it, and hitching posts
for horses out the front. It had glass windows and lanterns provided light behind them.

“I havetried to make symbols” Cadi’ s grating voice whispered to hisleft. “ A revolution must have a
symbal.”

Twain began to reply, but stopped.

On the verandah, dark shapes dithered into view between therain. Allowing the Aborigina to lead him
through the mud and grass, Twain gpproached the figures, and found them to be man-like and, moments
|ater, to be men. They wore armour that covered their torso and head, and which was made from ugly
black metal: it was dented, and poorly shaped, and the helmet looked like an up-ended tin, with adlit cut
acrossfor the eyes.

The armour was crude and laughable, but Twain could not bring himself to acknowledge the fact.
Instead, he watched the figuresload their pistols and rifles and step from the porch in heavy, awkward
footfals, the slver rain washing over their dark bodies.

“Symbols,” Cadi repeated, and stepped before the figures. They paused, and he ran hisbony fingers
acrossthe black armour. “A symbol to defy the English, that iswhat thisis.”



“There sceartainly something init,” Twain replied quietly, shivering, but not from the cold.

“It would have been purein Sydney.” Cadi turned and raised hisright arm, pointing behind Twain.

He gazed through therain, at the graveyard of falen branches and trees that littered the ground around
theinn. At first, Twain could not see anything. But then, like ghosts emerging in the darkness, outlined by
therain, he saw them: police officers. The representation of English authority, scattered throughout the
branches and trees, easily fifty in number, each with rifles and pistols amed at the four men.

“Here, itisan act of Supidity,” Cadi said.

“Stop them!” Twain cried, spinning on him. “This doesn’t need to happen!”

“It dready has. All my Irishman had to do was ride into Sydney and walk down the streets, hisguns
drawn, dressed in this armour, demanding the release of his mother, and the heart of the nation would
have gone to him. But he did not understand that, and instead, he took my revolution and wasted it here,
where no one would understand.”

Twain curled hishandsinto fists, and fought back the urge to scream out awarning to the
black-armoured men. Insteed, trying to hide hisdistaste in the Situation, he said, “ And what exactly
happened to these youngsters who didn’t go to Sydney?’

The Aborigind’ s voice was faint, and touched with sadness, “Like dl Audtrdian folk legends, they died at
the hands of authority.”

Therewas aloud crack from behind him and, with aviolent shiver, Twain felt abullet pass through him.
He clutched his chest, horrified, terrified, ready to scream out; but there was no injury, only the
disconcerting echo of pain. It's a fantasy! Nothing more than a cheap trick! The thought, rather than
caming Twain, made him angry. Around him, more gunsfired, the bulletsfat Slver sregksinthear, and
the four black-armoured men raised their arms and returned fire before falling back into the hotel. As
they did, the windows shattered and screaming from men and women inside the inn tore out and ignited
the night.

“What isthe meaning of this?” Twain demanded angrily. “Why show methistragedy? L et me go—I've
no interest in thigl”



“Y ou must understand the need for revolution,” Cadi replied, the sockets of his skull gazing intently at
him. “Y ou must understand why the heart of Sydney needsto be replaced.”

“I don't care!” Twain hollered. “Thisisn't my country, thisisn’t government! Thisisy't my goddamned
concern!”

“No, not now. But it will be”

Cadi thrust hisbony hand into the mud. Therewas afaint crack, and he straightened, lifting asmooth
hatch from the ground. Inside was atightly wound spird staircase made from wood and iron railings.

“Come, Mark Twain, and | will show you more.”

“Where re you taking me?” Twain asked, hisfeet moving without consent. He struggled againgt them, but
quickly redlized thefutility.

“Into the Spirit World,” Cadi replied without emation. “Where one step can headay or ayear or a
lifetime. At the end of the stairs, you will understand the importance of this event, and why the death of an
[rishman will aways be remembered, if not understood.”

Twain gazed at the inn, and watched as one of the black armoured men stepped out of the front door,
pistolsheld in his hands. Alone, adark, iron-covered beast torn by emotions and alifetime of injustice, he
strode down the sairs, firing into the police.

Unableto watch him fall, Mark Twain accepted his descent.

* k% k %

1797

Toongagd [Governor Philip officialy named it Toongabbiein 1792, taking the name—and the
land—from the Tugd clan living there.] had been turned into asimple sprawl of ugly, poorly built English
buildings parted by amuddy stretch of road and surrounded by dirty bushland.



Pemulwy emerged from the muddy scrub, followed by the lean shadows of twenty warriors. Each man
was armed only with aknife, but aso carried sticks and cloth across their backs; they held nothing that
would hinder their speed or their use of the land and the cloudy night sky as cover, for their goa tonight
was onethat relied upon stedth.

Silently, Pemulwy lead the warriors dong the edge of the muddy road, leading them around the town,
aming for the isolated outpost at the opposite end.

In the years of hiswar, the Eorawarrior had become afearsome figure in the minds of the English and his
fellow tribesman, but he was not pleased with the progress he had made. Burning crops, stedling food,
killing farmers on the edge of the townships. these were not stopping the arriva of English men and
women and their convicts. If anything, it only dug the farmers on the outskirts degper into theland. And,
as each year progressed, Pemulwy became increasingly aware that he was not winning the war.

To complicate matters, he was also coming to the redlization that it was not the English and their weapons
that he waslosing to, but rather their clothing, food, and luxuries such as tobacco pipes.

And rum.

Rum was the enemy that Pemulwy could not fight.

It wasthe currency of the land, spreading not only through the Eoraand tribes inland, but the free farmers
and convictswho worked for the English. It wasindiscriminate, and endless. adark, intoxicating river that
wove around everyone and flowed out from the hands of the English authorities.

He had learnt of that only recently, when fellow tribesmen moved into the towns, lured by rum and
tobacco that they received for erecting buildings, plowing the land, and hunting. Tasks that tribesmen had
donefor their tribes, but now did for the English Redcoats.

Having followed the wayward Eorato threaten and force them back to the tribes with little success,
Pemulwy had suddenly decided that afrontal attack on the English was what was required. Theideahad
cometo him, agift from the Spirits that was accompanied by the Elder’ swarning nine years ago, about
hisforetold death. Being awarrior, he pushed aside the doubt, and focused on acquiring English
wegpons. He would need them.



The outpost was along, squat building that resembled a giant wooden goanna baking in the sun or, inthis
case, the night. There were no lanternsinsideit, but on the verandah, on awooden chair, dept the white
body of an Englishman.

Pemulwy motioned for the warriors behind him to wait, then dipped up to the verandah. The mud around
the barracks pushed coally through histoes and clung to hisfeet, leaving dirty prints dong therailing that
he climbed, and the porch he stalked along before his strong fingers clamped over the Englishman’snose
and mouth, and his hunting knife diced into the man’s neck.

The muddy prints multiplied asthe Eorawarriorsjoined him, and they pushed through the door, into the
dark, half empty barracks and circled the beds that held men. There, nothing more than a concentration
of mud marked the struggle, and the death, that took placein the beds.

At the back of the outpost, behind a poorly made wooden door, the fading prints ended at the weapons
of the English: thirty gunmetal black rifles and fifteen pistols, each with wooden stocks, a dozen sabres,
one cat-o-nine-tails; chains and manacles, adozen daggers; a smal cannon on wooden wheels; and bags
of powder and bullets and balls for the cannon.

The cloth and sticks were laid out, and rifles and pistols and sabres and knives taken. The cannon and its
ammunition proved difficult, but Pemulwy ordered two Eorato carry it, and their feet, free of mud, made
aninvigble, dow exit from the building.

They were ghosts, unable to be tracked in the bush, the only sign of their passing the dark stainsthe
returning English soldiers experienced with mounting terror two hours later. They knew who it was, in
their bones, more spiritua in knowledge than they had ever experienced, asif something in the land was
taunting them itsdlf, and they knew what it meant:

Pemulwy was armed for war.

Introduction to: A Walking Tour through the Dreaming City.

Thereisno doubt that the protests and art and stories of the Aboriginal culture influenced Mark Twain
during his stay. The reader will note that the retelling of their stories and anecdotes throughout the book
are aways sympathetic, and that the tales he was told could have filled a dozen books equal to thisone's
gze. Yet asthe book continues, the reader will find that heis particularly interested in the story of
Pemulwy. (Curioudy, the reader will note that Twain spellsthe name * Pemulwy mirroring his
pronunciation of it. The reason for this has never been clearly stated. Academics have argued thet it isthe
author’ s subtle acknowledgement of hisfictional creation, and others aform of respect tor Aborigina



culture, which does not reference the departed’ s name for aperiod of time ater death.) Indeed, his
fascination with the warrior was so intense that he took aband of Aborigind storytellers under hiswing,
and made sure that the story of the Eorawarrior was heard every evening before he performed.

Thegreat Austrdian poet and author, Henry Lawson. in his private memoirs (collected, findly, in Lauren
Barrow’ shiography. Lawson, One Life), wrote:

Twain’s adoption of an Aboriginal storytelling band was nothing short of shocking. Newspapers
wer e flooded with angry letters from readers and blossomed with poisoned columns from writers.
All of these complaints could be summarized into the catch phrase of  How dare people pay their
hard earned money to see the history of a savage!’ It was quite the scandal at thetime. Even ,
who had never had a problem with an Aboriginal that was based on the colour of his skin,
wondered about the quality of the show now that Twain’s ambitions had turned to a local cause.

Unsurprisingly. Twain’sfirst shows with the band were failures, weighed down, no doubt, by an
unappreciative audience: but by the third show, the great man himself joined the band on stage,
and lent his own considerable skillsin telling the tale of Pemulwy. During this first performance,
he promised that if the audience was not properly respectful, then they would not be treated to
Twain’s solo performance later that evening.

The shows were, after that, given agrudging praise, but they earned criticism due to the fact that they
were not totally accurate, on ahistorical level. In response. Twain replied that * history [has] never been
respectful to the needs of narrative . At the end of histour, the debate about Pemulwy and his
importance to Sydney was such atopical item that many forgot that he did not, as Twain sad, ‘attack a

King'.

The quegtion that has interested historians and academics, however, iswhy Twain went to such lengths
for the Aborigina people and their culture. The pressreleases, and Twain's own statements before his
arriva in Sydney, gave no hint to thisdesire. That isnot to say that Twain was not sympathetic to native
cultures. one can witnessin Following the Equator hismany generous and wonderful insghtsto the
natives of Fiji and New Zedland, among others; but he never gave them as much attention as he did the
Aboriginas of Sydney. In response to the question, most researchers have focused upon a particular
dream that Twain describes, where ‘the visble universe [wag] the physicd person of God'. Many writers
have drawn connecting lines between this and the peculiar belief of a Spirit World that was favoured by
Aboriginds.

For my own part, | cannot say. Certainly Twain experienced something, but what it was, and if it was
linked to aspiritudity, wewill never know. It ispossible that this* spiritudity’ waslinked to the grief that
be gtill felt for his recently departed daughter, Susy. Some historians believe that it was thisthat motivated
Twain, but it istoo nebulous for me, areason that istoo easily accepted and dismissed under the same
reasoning.



For my own part, however, | will agree with noted historian Jason Vlathat whatever Twain
experienced, it was linked to the Cross.

* * * %

1797

Before dawn, on the same night of the attack on the Toongagd outpost, Pemulwy and his
warriors—joined by an additional twenty—swept into Burramatta. [In 1791, Burramatta was renamed
Parramatta by Governor Phillip, the name rising from Phillip’ s spelling and pronunciation of the Aborigina
word.]

The wooden outpost of the English town appeared in the misty morning, looking like an atrophied beaest,
and Pemulwy dipped up to it sllently. With avaulted lesp over the verandah railing, the Eorawarrior
plunged his spear (brought to him by the additiona warriors) into the belly of the lone Englishman on
guard. Standing there, he turned to the dark figures of hiswarriors, white war paint curving like bladed
bones across their skin, and motioned for them to sweep into the outpost, where they butchered the ten
Englishmenindde

After the outpogt, they continued into the town, breaking open the pens, scattering livestock, and killing
the men and women who investigated the chorus of agitated anima noisesthat swept through the morning
sky. It was there, watching the animals, and his men, and the dirty orange sun rising, illuminating the
muddy streets and crude houses of the town, that Pemulwy reslized how poorly he had planned the
attack.

He would die here, on these streets, as the Elder had said.

Shaking his head, pushing the thoughts aside, Pemulwy gripped his spear and waked down the cold,
muddy street. Around him, hiswarriors werefiring into the houses, the battle having aready broken
downinto individua conflict, rather than acombined attack. Pemulwy had feared that thiswould
happen—he had stressed that they had to fight as one, that they needed to remain together to take and
hold the town, but hiswords had fled them, lost in the rush of emotionsthey were experiencing.

To hisleft, the cannon fired and the sound of splintering wood and aspike of screaming followed.



You will die here.

Shaking away the unsummoned thoughts, Pemulwy advanced on awhite man who emerged from his
house. Thick set, bearded, barely dressed, the man raised hisrifle, but before he could fire, Pemulwy
hurled his spear, skewering the man. The Eora stalked up to the body, retrieved his spear and the man’'s
rifle, and turned back to the chaos of the town.

The cannon fired again, and the smell of smoke worked its way to the warrior. Before him, bodies
littered the ground. They were white men and women and children and between them, dark dicesof the
country given form, were hisown warriors.

You will diehere.

The thought was a cold chill, working up his spine, through his body. But he was awarrior, and he would
not leave. Ingtead, he rushed through the churned mud and into the chaos of the battle, where he plowed
his spear into the back of an English woman.

* * * %

When the shape of the battle changed, Pemulwy asked himsdlf if he had seen the English soldiers arrive
before the first bullet tore through his shoulder to announce their presence, or if he had not. In the split
second the question passed through his mind, he redlized that he had been so caught up in the bloodlugt,
inthekilling, that he hadn’t.

When the bullet tore through hisleft shoulder, hefdl to hisknees, his spear faling into the mud; in hisright
hand, he dtill gripped the Englishrifle. Around him, fire legpt from crude building to building, acting ashis
warriors had done when they swept into the town, but with amore final devastation.

They had failed.

Pemulwy roseto hisfest, clutching therifle.

Beforeloosing control of hiswarriors, he had planned to organize a defensive structure, to take
prisoners, to prepare for the wave of red-coated soldiers that swept into the town.



The men that will kill you.

The bullets that sounded around him were organized, and worked in series, punching through the air and
into the bodies of hiswarriors. Acrossthe street, he watched atall Eorawarrior hit by avolley of bullets,
his body lifted from the ground. It was the sign, the moment that Pemulwy’ s attack was truly broken, the
moment he should have fled; but instead, he began running acrossthe street to help the falen, abullet
snking into the calf of hisright leg before he was haf way across, and spinning him to the ground, into the
mud.

Don't die face down.

Pemulwy pushed himself up, using theriflefor the leverage. The wave of Redcoats had become aflow of
individuas, and he was aware, dimly, that some of hiswarriors had fled. Around him, six otherswere
caught on the same dtreet, firing into the red tide that worked itself to them like the lines of awhirlpool
working into the centre. Hiswarriors dropped dowly, asif aninvisblefinger, aspirit’ sfinger, was
reaching out and knocking them down, taking their life away as children did with toysin agame.

A third bullet punched into Pemulwy’ s chest.

Diefighting!

Roaring, Pemulwy raised the Englishrifle, leveling it at ared coated figurein front of him. Hetook no
recognition of the figure' s details, of who he was, or what made him; he was English and it did not matter;
he squeezed the trigger, and the soldier pitched backwards—

Four bullets smashed into Pemulwy in response.

* k% k %

The Spirit World

To Mark Twain, the spiraling staircase was endless. The rickety, wooden pandls diced through the inky
black world around him, dropping until his perspective refused to believe that hewas ill seeing a



daircase, and hisbody trembled from fright.

There was no way to measure time. His body did not grow weak or strong and, more than once, Twain
believed that he was repeatedly stepping on the same two steps. When he mentioned thisto Cadi, the
Aborigina laughed, awarm, smooth, calming sound.

“Would you believe,” he said, “that | am walking aong the beach of my past? The sand is pure white, the
water blue, and the horizon beautiful.”

Unhappily, Twain muttered, “ So thisisfor ustourigts, huh?’

“In the Spirit World, you see what you expect to see.”

Twain stopped, and turned to face the Aboriginal. The bonesthat had been so prominent on hisskin
were now sunken, having turned into a smooth white paste that covered his muscular body. His skin was
no longer scarred, and his eyes, once closed, were open.

“What happened to you?’ Twain asked, not surprised by the change.

“Thisismy world,” Cadi replied. “Why would | look dead here?’

Twain began to respond, then shrugged, and said, “I don’t suppose you' ve got a smoke?’

Cadi shook hishead. “No. It'snot ahabit I’ ve ever seen anything good rise from.”

“Right then,” Twain said, and continued his repetitious wak down the spiraling dairs.

Eventudly, alight blinked into life in the inky black. Twain wondered, upon seeing it, what Cadi saw, but
refrained from asking. He had not liked the Aborigina’ s previous response—it had made him fed young
and foolish, that latter an emotion he worked hard to avoid. He continued down the steps, drawing closer
to the dot which, in response, grew brighter, turning from yellow to gold.



Finally, Twain reached a position on the case where he could make out the dot’ s features. It wasasmall,
brown bird, the kind that Twain had seen many times. As he drew closer, he discovered that it was
caught in mid-flight, unableto move, toriseor fall.

“I"'m not the only one seeing this, right?’ he asked, unableto conced hisirritation. “ Or isthisaprivate
showing?’

“I seeit,” Cadi responded quietly.

“What isit?’

“A bird.”

“Thanks” Twain muttered dryly. “What doesit mean?’

Cadi amiled, but it wasasmall, sad amile. “Thisisthelast Aborigina myth, which took place before the
turn of your century. Init, an Eorawarrior, my first revolutionary againg the English, islyingin an English
hospital, shackled to the bed, dying.”

“Sothehirdishisfantasy?’ Twain lifted raised hisarm, reaching for the bird. “It' s not terribly origind.”

“Y ou misunderstand. This is the Eorawarrior. On his seventh day in the hospital, he turnsinto abird, and
flies out of the window to return to his people.”

Twain'sfingerstouched the bird, and its beak opened, and asmall, angry chirp pierced theinky
blackness, gtartling him. With asecond chirp the bird bit Twain' sfinger and, flapping itswings, flew
around the spird staircase and off into the darkness.

“The Aborigind tribes began to die after this,” Cadi continued sadly. “They were dways my favourite,
but it was amistake to take one of their men as achampion. | poured into his spirit everything that the
Aborigina culture had, everything that gave them form and purpose, ft was amistake. There was nothing
for the others, and he, done, could not change the inevitable. He could not defeat the English.”

Twain sucked on hisfinger, and muttered around it, “It doesn’'t sound like any of your so caled



revolutionsworked.”

“No,” Cadi agreed. “ Gone are the days when the disenfranchised could change a path. | must rely on a
celebrated kind, now.”

“Andthat’sme, isit?’ Twain asked, shaking hishand.

“You are aceebrity, are you not?’” the Aboriginal asked.

Twain shrugged, then nodded. “ Y eah, | am. But why bother with me? Just make your own kind and
leave mein peace. People react better to their own kind.”

“The Eoraare Sydney’ sown,” Cadi said softly. “But no Englishman would embrace them, just asno
Aborigind or Irishman would embrace the English. So tell me, whose kind should | make a celebrity out
of 7’

Twain began to reply, then stopped. He could think of nothing to say in response, and instead said,
“Wadll, if that’ sthe case, why even bother?’

Cadi was slent. Twain watched him look around, wondering what, on his beach, he was gazing at, for
nothing was offered to him but the endless black and a spirdling staircase that stretched to the end of his
sight and beyond.

“If you could save your daughter, Mark Twain, would you?’ Cadi findly asked.

Stiffening, Twain replied hotly, “ Of course—"

“What if she was no longer the daughter you remembered? If she did things you didn’t agree with, or
understand. What if, except in name, and dim memory, the presence of your daughter was atotdly alien
thing? Would you ill offer to save her?”’

Swallowing hisanger, Twain nodded in wordless response.



“Then we must continue onwards,” Cadi said, pointing to the stairsthat he did not see.

* k% k %

1802

Pemulwy could not stop the English. They continued to spread, awhite herd of disease and invading
culture that knew no boundaries.

Once, the Eorawarrior had believed that the strength of the English would unite the tribes, would force
them dl to fight, but it was not the case. Each week, young men and women |eft the tribes, lured by the
itemsin the towns, and stayed there. Their family and friends would then journey back and forth, visiting,
partaking in what was offered. Weekly, the base of the tribes was eroded, worn away not by individuas,
but by the inevitable march of time, which Pemulwy, for dl his strength, could not stop attacking even
himsdlf.

Ten years ago, he could run dl day, and risein the morning, ready to run again. Tracks were sharp, and
bright to his eyes. The night wind was soothing, and he would lie naked benegth it, gazing up into the sky
until he fell adeep. But not now. Now he took breaks during his running and, after awhole day, he would
awake with aches, and the awareness that he dept longer. He needed a blanket at night, and the tracks
he had followed so easily were no longer clear, and the horizon, when he gazed out, was now a shifting,
blurring thing.

Worse, age arrived with another barb that Pemulwy had not expected: the animosity of the young.

They argued againgt everything he did. They brought back the trinkets of the English, and when he
ordered them put aside, they told him that he did not understand. That he was old, that he no longer
under stood, that he was trapped in atime no longer important. To make mattersworse, he could not
pick up his spear and issue a challenge to respond to them directly. To attack the youth was to attack the
future of the Eora.

Other problems had also arisen (and which, with the weave of histhoughts flowing from the fire he ared
into, joined the procession like smoke) and that was the bushrangers. The escaped convicts, or white
men who had taken to the bush who, despite Pemulwy’ singtructions, had been shown the land by the
young. These men—and they were dways men—did not fal into conflict with the Eorawarrior and
showed to him theflaw in hisearly logic. The mistakes his hate had created, for the free men and women
in the towns favoured the white bushrangers. They looked to them for protection and, in some cases, a
future. From the towns, he had seen mugs, plates, and pipes work their way through the tribes, designed



in the faces of the favoured bushrangers. [Historian Robert Hughes, in The Fatal Shore, notesaline of
clay pipesthat were made the week after Bold Jack Donoho€' s death at the hands of the authorities.
They were modeled after his head, and came complete with abullet hole in the temple, where he had
been shot. They were bought, Hughes noted, by emancipated convicts and free settlers, but not in
recognition of the lawfulness of Jack’ s death. Rather, they were bought as part of the celebrity cult that
surrounded the favoured outlaw, and highlighted the local resentment towards the English officers] No
such thing existed for him, nor for any other Eoraor tribesman warriors that fought the English. But wasit
possible, that if he had aigned himsdf with the free men and women, instead of attacking them, he might
have fought amore successful war againgt the English?

So closdly did histhoughts mirror the argument taking place around him, that Pemulwy did not noticeit
until his name was shouted through the night. That, and only that, drew his attention to the group before
him.

They were Eoramen and women, but they were not dressed like him. Instead, they wore the clothes of
the English: buttoned shirts, pants, boots, dresses, with their beards and hair turned smooth and
decorated with reds and blues. At their feet were bundles of their belongings, bulging in various shape
and form, leading the aging Eorawarrior to surmise that what was contained within would not be
welcomed by him.

“Hegivesushisattention!” cried one of the Eorain English. He did not have a beard, but amustache,
and through his earswere silver rings. “ The Great Pemulwy finaly looks upon us, his subjects.”

The words were not the same, but he knew them. You're old, you're a relic, you don’t understand,
gpoken in the English language he despised. Unfolding his body from its position, the Eora, wegponless,
lean, amap of scarsfrom English bulletsthat refused to kill him, stalked over to the younger man, who, to
his credit, did not sink into the company of hisfriends.

Quietly, hesaid, Miago, yes?

“| am cdled James now,” he spat in reply, angrily returning Pemulwy’ s gaze.

Shaking hishead, hesaid, It isa great shame —

“Spareme,” James retorted hotly. “ Spare dl of us your words. We have been perfectly content away
from here”



Then leave, Pemulwy replied, his voice cool, controlled, his gaze running over the eight Eora behind
James—it was such afitting, ugly namefor him—where he found them unable to meet his gaze.

“We cannot!” James said harshly. “ Thanksto you and your ways!”

Pemulwy’ s eyes flashed with atouch of anger, and the younger Eorafatered for amoment, dmost
stepping back as Pemulwy spoke: | have not done anything to you. | have not seen yon since after |
escaped the hospital, and your father helped me with my injuries.

“Y ou should have died!” James cried, and the Eorawho understood hiswords gasped. “ That' s what the
Elderssad!”

Rather than being angered, Pemulwy felt athread of defeat work through him. Ten years ago, he would
have struck James, killed him for the words, no matter his age. But now? Had he seen too much degth?
Wasit possible that he was not only losing the war, but the will to wageit? You would do well to watch
your words, Pemulwy said quietly. Show respect, for you are the one who came here, not | .

“King [About the Aboriginas, Governor King wrote, ‘| have ever considered them the real Proprietors
of the Soil.” Australian history, however, would not remember him, or these words. King would be
remembered, instead, as apolitically weak man who married his cousin.] hasdriven usout,” James spat
venomoudly in reply. “Because of you! Y ou and only you areto blamefor thisl”

King? Pemulwy repeated, annoyed, aspark of anger findly igniting in him. King doesn’t run those
towns, boy! The soldierswith rum do! He cannot do anything without their approval.

“Not truel” Jamesturned to the Eorabehind him. “Tdl him.”

“It,” said one, ayoung woman, “it istrue. King has driven us out.”

“He has done it because of you!” James shouted angrily. “ Because of your attacks, your raids, because
of everything you have done. King has driven us out!”

And what would you have me do about it? Pemulwy returned hotly. 1’1l not bow to the English
willfully!



“We cannot go back until you are dead!”

Then so beit.

Angrily, Pemulwy spun away from the young Eora and stalked over to the fire, grabbing his spear. The
sudden movement caused asnap of pain to run aong his chest, but it only angered him further. Thiswas
hisland! Eoraland! It wastheir past and their future and no one, much less King, would dictate how an
Eorawalked acrossit.

Gripping the spear tightly, Pemulwy stalked up to James, who, shrinking back, knew that he had pushed
the warrior to far. The warrior who, for al hisage, for dl hisfailures, had still been struck downin
Burramatta by seven bullets, and when he refused to die, chained to abed in ahospital, had escaped
with the Spirits aid. The warrior who had fought the English from the day they landed, the warrior whose
very name caused fear-in the settlements.

That warrior, Pemulwy, said to James harshly, Do you wish to fight me?

The young Eora shook his head.

We cannot fight among ourselves, Pemulwy spat angrily. That is how the English will defeat us. If
we separate, if we betray our heritage, then they have already won.

Thrusting the young Eorato the Side, his companions parting before him, Pemulwy stalked into the
darkness of the bush. It welcomed him and hisintent with the comfort and support of amother.

* k x %

The Spirit World

In the middle of the spiral staircase a door appeared. It was afaded red, and had along, brass handle.

Wooden stairswere behind it, but Twain could not make out away to reach it, without climbing onto the



edge of the stairwdl, and risking the grasp of the inky darkness. He considered it, arguing with hisfear as
he gazed downwards, but the disorientation and nausea were powerful responses, and Twain was | eft
gripping therailing tightly, unable to climb it and step ouit.

“Mark Twain,” Cadi said after amoment, “we wish to go through the door.”

Biting hislip, he said, “Why wait to tell methat?”’

“Sometimes, when aman isdifferent, hewill go around it.”

“But not me?’ Twain muttered with annoyance, releasing therailing. “1’ m just an ordinary man, huh?

Cadi shrugged. “Doesthat bother you?’

“I guess not, sSince I’ve got no desireto go ‘round.” Twain grabbed the door handle, and paused. “ Still,
there must be something about me. Being a celebrity and dl, right?’

“No,” Cadi replied, shaking hishead. “A celebrity isjust an ordinary man, or woman, given an
extraordinary place. | do not understand why, or how, or what even makes other ordinary men and
women o fascinated by them. It isbeyond me.”

“I think you just lost me,” Twain replied, leaning his back against the door. “1 was amost starting to come
around, too.”

“Theknowledgeishere,” the Aborigind said, touching Twain's chest, at the place where his heart best.
“It' slocked away from me.”

Twain shivered, and pushed aside the finger. He was aware, more than ever before, of the stretching
emptiness on ether sde of him, of thefrall stairwell he stood upon, and of the fact that there was only
one other man in the world with him at that moment. “I think | ought to open this door, don’t you?’ he
sad.

Cadi amiled, but not with amusement.



The door handle turned smoothly under Twain's grasp and, when he pushed it open, he found that it lead
to aset of gairs. But unlike the stairs he left, these were made from dirty grey cement, and lead
downwardsfor five steps, before running into anarrow aley where buildings made from brick and
smooth cement loomed over him, and the noises of the world reached into the ally with thin, sticky

fingers

They werefamiliar noises: the sound of cars, of people, of music, and the things that mixed between, like
dogs, birds, and cooking. But there were other sounds, familiar in the cacophony, but yet, at the same
time, alien: beeps, strange, tinny musica tunes, Srensthat were not quite right, and more, that he could
not diginguish fully.

Twain stepped from the dley and stopped. In front of him was astret, smilar to the ones he was familiar
with, but a the sametimetotally different. Moving dong it like aschool of salmon moving through a
stream, were automobiles, their bodies smooth and so rounded that they resembled giant bullets. They
were an array of colours, from blue, red, green, to grey and white, and even, in one smal automobile that
looked like a dented bubble, agua. Inside the vehicles sat men and women, singularly or in groups, just as
they walked aong the Streets, talking into small boxesin their hands, or with wiresleading down from
their ears and into thelr strange straight cut jackets or purses or bags. Other men and women did not
dressthe same, with some wearing smple, dark versons of suitsthat he was familiar with, and others
gppearing more casud, in blue and green and orange, among other colours. Sitting on the sdewalk,
however, holding bags to them, were the dirty and poorly dressed homel ess men and women that Twain
knew anywhere, huddled within doorframes or the edges of aleys, and being stepped around by the
walking crowd, who talked and beeped in asusurration of sound.

“Y ou bought me dl thisway to show me another fantasy?’ Twain asked, unimpressed. There were
smelsintheair, amix of food and fumes and perfumesthat irritated his nose, and he reached into the
pocket of hisjacket. “Y ou’ vereally outdone yoursdf on the smells.”

Next to him, Cadi had resumed his bony shape, with the man’s eyes closed, his mouth compressed, and
scars mapping his body. Clicking asit moved, the skull said, “Thisis not afantasy of mine. None of them
have been.”

Twain wiped his nose, and gazed outwards: buildings stretched out like asted valey, running asfar ashe
could see.

It was as he gazed at the building that experienced aflash of recognition.

“Thisis Sydney?’ he asked.



“Inthe Twenty First Century,” Cadi acknowledged. “We are sanding in Kings Cross.”

“I’ve never heard of such agtret,” Twain replied, walking down the path, and gazing through a glass
window. Ingde, rows and rows of brightly coloured plastic items sat, but he could not, for thelife of him,
understand what they werefor.

“Itisnot agtregt,” Cadi said from behind him. “It isthe heart of Sydney. Inyour time, it isknown as
Queens Cross, but it will be changed.”

Twain looked into the reflection of the glass, but neither he nor Cadi wasthere. Accepting it ashedid
everything, he said, “ They don't say good things about the Crossin Sydney, which I’'m sure you're
awareof.”

“And with good reason.” The Aborigina began walking down the path, weaving between the people,
leaving himto follow. “The Cross, asit is 0 known, pumpslifeinto Sydney straight from the English
authority that founded it. The name tells anyone walking into Sydney this, yet most of itscitizensinstead
choose to accept it, to treat the Cross as a dark novelty that they can enjoy on aweekend basis. But
they shouldn’t. It is not an amusement ride for the masses.”

Twain' s gaze ran from man to woman that he passed, each of them unaware of his presence. Listening
with haf an ear, he said, “We ve places like this back home, and they never hurt no one.”

Cadi stopped, and gazed intently a him.

Twain shrugged. “It’ strue.”

“So naive, Mark Twain.” Cadi swept his hand aong the storefronts beside them, and pointed down the
sreet, where buildingsran in an endlessline. “Why isit that nobody asks what fuelsthe city? Whereisits
heart, and what marked it? In Sydney, Kings Cross feeds off an act of violence that took placein 1788,
shortly after the First Fleet arrived. Six convicts raped five Eorawomen in the swamp that was once
here. [ This account can be found in In the Gutter ... Looking at the Stars, edited by Mandy Saver and
LouisNowra] It was here that what the English delivered initsfleet sank into the ground, into the fabric
of the land, and connected with the rotten umbilical cord that wormed out from their mother country. It
killed the land. | saw this, and | could do nothing in responsetoiit, until | learnt to...”



He held up hisbony hands, and his skull opened in an attempt a an expression; smile or frown, hedid
not know.

Twain sad, “It'snot agood thing, and it shouldn’t happen to anyone, but it doesn't haveto belike this.”

“Butitis”

“Areyou—"

Without warning, Twain was thrown to the ground, and a boot cracked into histemple, sending him
reding.

Struggling, Twain felt hisfeet grabbed, and he was dragged to the Side of the street. Legs passed him,
people walking, uncaring, while the dark, bony legs of Cadi were just at the edge of his consciousness.
He struggled, crying out, and in response, he was dung around, his head smacking loudly into the brick
wall.

A rough, white, young face shot into hisview, and snarled, “Money!”

Twain shook his head. How to explain that thiswasn't redl, that he wasn't here, that he was Mark
Twain!

“Fucker!”

Twain's head exploded in pain, and he felt a second punch plunge wetly into hisface. He sagged, and
once again the boot caught him in the temple. He should have lost consciousness, should have faded into
nothing, or perhaps another scene, but he didn’t; instead he saw the young man furioudy search his
pockets, ripping the wallet and money out, and then, glancing down at his boots, tore them off too.

Without a backward glance, the boy turned, and ran down the street, the flow of people continuing past
thefdlen Twain.

“Thisisred,” Cadi said from above him. “It is happening right now. It happens every day in Sydney. The
dark amusement ride that is the best of the city spreadsitsalf out in acts like daylight robbery, sold drugs



that kill, underage progtitution, and worse. Y ou could not imaginewhat isworse. And it iskept aive not
by the people, but by the scarred heart that beats here, in Kings Cross.”

Cadi’ s bony arms reached down, and helped Twain to his feet. Glancing behind him, he saw ayoung,
dark haired Asan man lying on the ground, blood pouring from hisface, his skull split open.

“Hewill die,” Cadi said flatly.

Twain did not respond. He fdlt sick, and wanted to vomit, but knew that he would not, knew that there
was more to be shown to him. In response to his silent acceptance of continuing, Cadi led him to agreen
door inthe side of abuilding.

* k x %

1802

Pemulwy had begun, after the battle of Burramaita, to think of the land around the Harbour as Sydney
Cove.

It pained him to think of the Eoraland in such as manner, but as he made his way through the darkness,
heredlized that it was not incorrect of him to think that way. Theland no longer resembled anything from
his youth: the stingrays were dwindling, the bush had been cut away, trees were replaced with crude
buildings of wood and other, more sturdy buildings made from yellow sandstone. Nothing about the land
he made hisway through resembled the Eoraland, with the exception of the Harbour itself, somehow
retaining its purity, its strength that cut adark mark through the English land.

Pausing at thetop of ahill, the Eorawarrior dropped into a crouch and gazed at the ragged ugliness of
Sydney Cove.

According to the English, it had been named after aman who had never seen it, and who would never do
s0. One young Eorahad told him that Sydney was a genteel man—though he had been unable to explain
to him just what made such aman—afriend of the white beeana, but that he was aman who held the
land, and everything upon it, in contempt. It was not an uncommon opinion, and after so many years of
fighting the English, Pemulwy had grudgingly accepted that the only native-born Englishmen who did not
hold the land in contempt were the Rum Corps[In 1808, the Rum Corpswould depose King's
successor, Governor Bligh, and rule the colony for two years while treating it astheir own bank to
become rich, landed gentry. When removed from power, none of the Corps would be executed or



severdly punished; their leeder, John Macarthur, acommon-born Englishman, would instead be
remembered as the man who laid Augtrdia sfinancid backbone with the wool industry he founded.
History, however, would be much lesskind to the gentedl-born Bligh who tried to end the Corps's
stranglehold on the colony. In his history of Sydney, Leviathan, John Birmingham sums up the genera
consensus about Bligh, describing him as *a stunted foul-mouthed ogre with axesin his eyes, staking the
quarterdeck of the Bounty and being unconscionably rude to Fletcher Chrigtian’ .|, who he hated with a
passion. He had learned, too late, it appeared, that there were divisions as wide as the Harbour between
the English here and those in England, and despite his animosity towards them, he believed that if he had
known this years before, he would have exploited this.

But of course, he had not.

| have lost my taste for the war , Pemulwy whispered, rising from his crouch, his muscles complaining. |
don’t want it anymore. | have watched my tribe die and walk into the towns, yet the English
living here no longer appears the crime | once thought it was.

Time had, he redlized, defeated him. And yet, as he gazed down at the town, he knew that he would not
be able to turn away from his current actions: he would still kill King. But it was not for hatred that he
would do it, he redlized, or for the Eoraway of life, or even theland. In truth, he did not know why he
would doiit.

Hefdt no anger or fear as he made hisway quietly down the hill. His hard feet left only the barest hint of
atrack in their wake, and when he skirted around a pair of Redcoatsin the street, he did not attack
them. They were young men, and ugly like al the English were to him, but that was not why he stayed his
hand. Part of him wanted to believe that he did so because he did not want to aert othersto his
presence, and in asmall way, that wastrue; but mainly, hisrefusal to step into the street with his spear
was the physical manifestation of his unwillingnessto continue the war.

Hewondered, briefly, if anew Spirit had settled upon him. When the land had belonged to the Eora, the
Elders had told Pemulwy that the Spirit of the land demanded protection, that it was angry if he dlowed
any tribeto take theland, and it had been thisthat had fueled him in thefirst years of hiswar. But hedid
not fed it anymore, and indeed, admitted that there was a different fed to the land now. Wasit possible
that it rose out of the quiet houses of the English that he passed, dark with deep, and with dogs chained
to the back doors for protection? Pemulwy did not know, but it was entirely possible,

King lived in atwo-story sandstone building in the middle of Sydney Cove. It waswheredl the
Governors had lived, and was surrounded by large lawns and vegetable gardens that were beginning to
show produce. Pemulwy had seen similar gardens around the houses throughout the settlement, but their
vegetables had shown sagging green tops, while a King' s dwelling, there was more life, the promise of
thingsto come.



Pemulwy dipped over the surrounding fence, and made hisway quietly and slently to the back of the
sandstone building. Coldness was seeping into hisfingers, and he flexed them as he scanned the garden
dowly. Once, he had been able to scan the surrounding ground quickly, but now, even with the aid of
moonlight, he needed more time. Time to distinguish the shapes, such asthefence paingsto theleft, and
the firewood next to it.

When he was sure that the yard was empty, Pemulwy continued to the back of the house. There were no
lights coming from the house, but on the second floor, the Eora could make out the hint of something,
either movement or acandle. The windows that the English had placed in the building were too thick for
him to see through properly.

His hard feet lead him quietly to the back door, which, when he pushed upon, swung open with afaint
creak.

Warmth gtill had itsfading grip on the house, and emanated from the sandstone bricks of the narrow
hallway that Pemulwy made hisway along. Doors wereto hisleft and right and, when he gazed into
them, he found asmal kitchen, followed by even smdler rooms that were packed like an overflowing
parcel with couches and tables and, in the case of one, apiano.

Pemulwy had seen a piano once, pushed into aravine and amost on its side, the wood cracked and
broken. The dirty keys had till produced a sound when he tapped them, however, and, despite himself,
he had straightened the broken instrument, and tapped sounds out of it in the midday sun.

Afterwards, he had been angry with himself for indulging in such an English thing. The Eorahad
instruments of their own, traditiona onesthat he enjoyed, and onesthat he should use. But seeing the
piano brought back the memory, and as he made hisway quietly up the steps, he felt afaint twinge that
he could not go and tap on it to produce sounds again.

On the second floor he was presented with two doors. In thefirst, he found alarge, spacious room with
two occupants. awhite English baby, lying inits crib, and alarge, meaty woman, adeep on the couch that
lay next to the crib. Around them were thick curtains, and drawers, and plush toys. Pemulwy, easing the
door shut quietly, knew the two to be King' swife and child.

Hetruly had lost the taste for thewar. Y ears ago, he would have thought nothing of killing the woman
and child, just asthe English thought nothing of killing Eorawomen and children. It would not have been
difficult to turn around and kill them till, Pemulwy knew, even as he made hisway to the second door
that emitted ahint of light, but even thinking of the women he had known and who had died at English
hands, he could not find the anger or will to doiit.



Hewould kill King, and that was dl. After King, he would find adifferent way to battle the English.

But why not now?

With afaint sgh, Pemulwy redlized that he could not return to the tribe and face James, and the other
young Eora, without having accomplished what he said he would. Besides, didn’t King deserve it?
Wouldn’t his degth be afine warning for the future governorsthet they sent in his place?

Hisfingerstightening againgt his spear, Pemulwy pushed open the door.

In the room, holding along muzzled rifle, was King. The aging, tal, grey-haired man regarded Pemulwy
with hisbright blue eyes, and then said, quietly, “Y ou’ re adisease upon thisland.”

Before Pemulwy could react, King fired.

Thelead toreinto his chest, punching him out of the door, throwing him to the floor. His hands searched
for his spear, but he could not find it, and his breath came in harsh gasps. His mind spun and, in the
darkness above him, afigure emerged. But it was not King. Instead, it was the young, smooth featured
black face of James.

“If only you had learnt to ride ahorse,” the young Eorasaid coldly and leveled apistal at him. “But no,
not the great Pemulwy. It was benegth you.”

Hatred flared in Pemulwy, and he roared. In response, James s pistol bucked, and the world exploded in
blood and pain from which he would not walk away.

* k k %

Introduction to: A Walking Tour through the Dreaming City

The Cross (once known as Queens Cross and briefly as Kings Cross before common vernacular was
made permanent) in Twain's day was no different to the Cross of today. AsVdlasad in hishigtory, it



was, is, and dwayswill be: *acentre-point for low gunmen, violent pimps, prostitution of al kinds, drugs,
artists, musicians, crusaders, bent cops, and the best-dressed transvestites the world has ever known.’

Twain’ stheory was that the Cross was undeniably linked to the English authority that landed in Sydney.
‘It does not matter who you are,” he said in one lecture, ‘ but no one in the streets of [the] Crossisan
Audtraian. Instead, you are nothing more than the pawns of adecaying Empire.” It wasaharsh
gatement, and as Vdlaexplains, untrue, especidly in the light of the fact that the Cross has not changed
oneiotasince Twain made that proclamation.

But thereis no denying the influence Twain’ swords had. It can be linked directly to therise of the
Democratic Party and Arthur Butler, and, from them, the Republic that we live in now. Through Twain's
words. Butler took control of the voting power of the blue collar working man and organized rallies,
demongtrations, and, in the historical protest of 1901, astrike that shut down Sydney entirely.

Of course, Twain couldn’t have known that Butler would make the same mistakes Americadid in search
of the nationa identity to go dong with the new Republic. (At any rate, Twain was busy with other
political concerns. Having returned to America, he was accused of lacking patriotism as he publicly
questioned the American policy regarding the Philippines.) In his search, Butler and the Republic of
Augradiawere responsble for evil acts, many of which ignored what Twain spoke out ail. It istherefore
nothing short of atragedy that we witnessed the Australian Government steal an entire generation of
Aborigina children from their parents, and give them to white Augiraian’ familiesto raise; we witnessed
Asanimmigration madeillega, and amob mentality encouraged that saw established Asian families
beaten and driven out of Sydney: and, perhaps most pedantically xenophobic, we saw schools begin
teaching the Audraian’ language.

Theresult led to decades of confused culture, where men and women who did not fit into Butlers
description of an Audtrdian (* standing by your mates, working ahard day, enjoying acold beer, and a
swim in the ocean’) were culturaly shunned and often targeted by hard-line * patriots . All of thisbegan to
change around the sixties, with the influence of American drug culture that was brought into prominence
by American cinema, but it left its scars deeply within the nation, and especidly, Sydney.

Towak down Sydney today isto wak in the shadows of the politica past (it isin the buildings, the street
sgns, and the statuesthat link our cultural understanding together) and to watch a Government whose
history isresponsible for the near genocide of the Aborigina race and culture, refuse to make amends. It
cannot but force one to question what Mark Twain brought to Sydney. A few have labelled him the man
who broke Sydney, but | think that is an ignorant suggestion. Twain is not responsible for the actions of
our paliticians, just as the transported English before him were not. Rather, he was responsible for
bringing to our attention the ideathat we werein control of what we made of our city, and indeed, our
country.

‘Sydney isthe heart of Audrdia, and it isfrom herethat everything flows, Mark Twainsaidin hisfina



performance, and he was correct. It isaheart we control, that we, with our presence, force the best of,
and which, likeamirror, reved s the best and worse that we, as Austrdians, bring.

Darrell Barton
Kings Cross,
Sydney
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1803

Beyond the green door was acool, dark room. As Twain's eyes grew accustomed to the dimness, he
was able to make out the shapes of shelvesfilled with books, and alarge oak desk, with a high-hacked
chair behind it. Inthe middle of thetable, in alarge glassjar, was the head of an Aborigind, his mouth
and eyes stitched shut, his heed floating gently in light brown acohal.

“The poor devil,” Twain said quietly, gpproaching the desk. “What' d he do to deserve this?’

“Thisismy firgt revolutionary,” Cadi whispered from the darkness around him. “The Eorawarrior you
saw earlier.”

“Whereareyou?’ Twain said, scanning the room.

“I am here.” Cadi stood behind the desk, the darkness making his bones more prominent, asif there was
no skin at dl behind them. With hisbony hands, the Aborigind stroked the glassjar of the head, asif it
were achild that he could pick up and hold closeto his chest. “ After he had been killed, King had his
head removed, to make sure that he would not rise again. He did it that very night, in his backyard.”

Twain shuddered. “Where are we?’

“Wearein London, in Joseph Banks' study. King had the head sent here afterwards, to study, to learn
what it was that made him hate them so much. In doing so, he took everything | had given thewarrior,
and isolated it from the Aborigina people, destroying the last remains of his power.”



“Surely something could have been done?’ Twain asked, approaching the desk.

“No,” Cadi replied coldly. “Thewarrior himsaf was the symbal. | redized the mistake afterwards, and
rectified it with my Irishman, but in this case, the Eora s skin, his entire body, was the symbol that could
unitethem.”

Twain stared at the floating head. After everything he had seen, everything he had been forced through,
he wanted the head to leave an impression on him; to suggest to him the quality of the Aborigina people
who lived in Sydney and the white men and women who lived in the city too. But mostly, he wanted it to
explain thefigure that had taken him aong thisjourney with intendty that bordered on fanaticism. But the
longer he stared, the moreit resembled that of asimple head.

“Do you understand why Sydney needs anew heart?’ Cadi asked, passing through the table to stand
before him. The head of the Eorawarrior gppeared to float in his somach, part of the spirit.

“Yeah,” Twain said uncomfortably, wanting to step back, but unableto. “I understand why you want
one, but maybe you' ve looked at it wrong. Maybe things aren’t asbad asyou say. At any rate, there's
nothing | can do about that.”

“That’ suntrue,” the other replied quietly, an underlying menacein hisvoice. “Y ou bring with you a culture
that can be embraced. A symbol for arevolution that can wash away the old hatred, and bring anew
beet to the city.”

“ Bth—”

Cadi’ s bony hand plunged into Twain’s chest before he could finish. The pain wasimmense: it spread
through every fibre of his body, terrible, and inescapable. It was death. He knew that. He would never
see hiswife or daughters again, never write another word; it wasall over... and then, through the pain, he
felt the beat of hisheart fill hisbody like the sound of adrum, beating the tempo of hislife...

It stopped.

Cadi pulled hisbony arm out of Twain's chest, the flesh and bone parting until it released the till beating
heart of Mark Twain.



Seeing it, Twain's consciousnessfailed, hislegs went weak, and he began to fall.

“I will not let the English win,” said Cadi without remorse, his voice reaching through the pain and shock.

The ground rushed at Twain. Black and solid, he could not avoid it, he could not escapeit, and he did
not want to escape. Let it be over, let it finish, let him go. He could still fed his heart beating, but it was
no longer his own: it was stolen, ripped from him to be placed into a city he barely knew. It would do no
good. The spirit was wrong: revol utions were not done with symbols and stolen cultures, they were
seeded from within, grown from what was the land and people created anew. Change would only risein
Sydney when the city was its own creature, when the peoplein it embraced it, when they understood all
that had happened. Change could not be forced; to do so would result only in acosmetic, shallow,
tainted beat, the exact kind Cadi fought againgt. Redlizing this, Twain wanted to cry it out, to tell Cadi
that it wasfutile, that he was wrong, that he had to acknowledge the past, that he had to accept it and
resolve theissuesthat arose from it; that only by doing this could he destroy the rotten hands that held
Sydney inits stranglehold; but he could not cry ouit.

The black dab of the ground raced up.

Mark Twain dreamt no more.
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Appendix

Publications which actively publish originad Augtradian sciencefiction, fantasy, horror and weird fiction are
listed below. Check the websites or ask your locd library for the books and magazines.

Andromeda Spaceways Inflight Magazine. A bi-monthly magazine of local and international
speculative fiction. ISSN 1446781X. Subscriptions from Andromeda Spaceways Publishing Co-Op
Ltd, PO Box 495, Bentley WA 6982. http://mwww.andromedaspaceways.com
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Antipodean S-: A monthly ezine, featuring ten new flash fictions every issue. www.antisf.com, or email
the editor at: editor@antisf.com. Antipodean S- isarchived inthe Nationa Library at thefollowing
address. purl.nlagov.aW/NET/antisf/

Aurealis: Audraia slongest running speculative fiction magazine. ISSN 1035 1205, ISBN
09585941SX. Can be ordered direct, or through your local bookshop. Subscriptions available from
Chimaera Publications, PO Box 2164, Mt Waverley, Victoria 3149. http:/Amww.auredis.sf.org.au

Australian SF Forum: A periodic ezine of new sciencefiction storiesand articles,
http:/Aww.ozscififoruni.conv

Borderlands: New SF magazine from Western Austrdia. ISSN 1448224X. Subscriptions available
from subscriptions@borderlands.com.au. http://mwww.borderlands.com.au.

Dark Animus: Irregular horror magazine. 1SSN 14473747. Subscriptions available from PO Box 750,
Katoomba NSW 2780. http://mww.darkanimus.com

Fables & Reflections: Irregular magazine, fiction and some articles on the fantastic. 1ISSN 14461900.
Subscriptions and sample copies from PO Box 979, Woden ACT 2606.
http://mww.Fables-and-Reflections.net

Orb: Speculative Fiction. An annual magazine/anthology series. Probably the best (and best |ooking) of
thelocal SF magazines. ISSN 14425580. Subscriptions available from Orb Publications, PO Box 1621,
South Preston, Victoria 3072. home.vicnet.net.au/~Orb.

Shadowed Realms: A quarterly ezine dedicated to short horror fiction.
http://Mmww.shadowedreal ms.com.au/

Soecusphere: A new website dedicated to exploring al aspects of speculativefiction in Austrdia
Publishes short fiction and articles. http://www.specusphere.com/

Ticonderoga Online: Anirregular ezine dedicated to origina sciencefiction, fantasy and horror,
http://mwww.ticonderogaonline.org/

Visions: Website and occasiond ezine, supported by Fantastic Queendand Inc.
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http://Mmww .fantasti cciueendand.com, and http:/Aww.visonwriters.org.

A useful stefor writersis: http://mww.inksaillers.comy

These anthologies and collections were published in 2004. (Addresses are given for independent
presses.)

Cat Sparks (editor), Agog! Smashing Sories, Agog! press, ISBN: 0958056730. Third in an annud
anthology series. Agog! Press, PO Box U302, University of Wollongong, NSW 2522.

DonnaMarie Hanson, & Maxine McArthur (editors). Encounters, CSFG, 1SBN: 0958139024. The
third anthology form the Canberra Speculative Fiction Guild. CSFG Publishing, PO Box 89, Latham
ACT 2615.

Margo Lanagan, Black juice, Allen & Unwin, ISBN:

Robert Stephenson, We Would be Heroes, Altair Australia Books, ISBN: 0975609629. Magellan
Books, PO Box 475, Blackwood SA 5051.

Tobsha Leaner, Tremble, HarperCallins, ISBN:


http://www.fantasticciueensland.com
http://www.visionwriters.org
http://www.inkspillers.com/
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