SEX AND DRUGSAND SAUSAGE ROLLS

Robert Rankin

For my very good friend Jonathan Crawford, whose postcards are always from The Edge and
sometimes even beyond.

In the Future There Will Be Nothing But the Past

There' saChef and HisName Is Dave

There safrog in the Kenwood blender.
There' sacat in the microwave.
Thereé samousein thewaste disposd.

There sachef and hisnameisDave.

There sacockroach that livesin the
Andthesdtisan earwig' sgrave.
There are droppings al over the butter.

There sachef and hisnameisDave.

There sanasty fungus under the stove,
Where the creepy crawlieswave.
And squeezing his spot in the beef hot-pot

There sachef and hisnameis Dave.



There’ saman from the Health Department
And he' sjust been sick inthe sink,
And the Watermans Arts Centre kitchen

Will be cdlosed for awhile, | think.

‘ She doeswhat? John Omally looked up from his pint and down at Small Dave.

‘Reads your knob,” said thewee man. ‘1t'sabit like PAimistry, where they read the lines on your hand.

Except thisis called Penistry and they can tell your fortune by looking a your knob.’

It was spring and it was Tuesday. It was lunchtime. They werein the Flying Swan.

‘| don’'t believeit, said John. * Someone' s been winding you up, Dave.’

‘They have not. | overheard two policemen talking about it while | was locked in the suitcase’

‘Excuse me, Dave,’ said Soap Digtant, newly returned from ajourney to the centre of the Earth. ‘ But
why were you locked in asuitcase?

‘There was some unpleasantness. | don’t wish to discussit.’

‘Small Dave was sacked from hisjob as chef at the Arts Centre,” said Omdlly.
‘What Arts Centre?

‘The one they built on the Site of the old gasworks.’

‘Oh,” said Soap. ‘ So why did they sack you, Dave?

‘I was unfairly dismissed.’

‘The manager gave Dave his cards and Dave bit the end off the manager’ sknob.’
‘It was an accident. | dipped on some mouse poo, and anyway he hit me with afrying pan.’
‘| thought that was in self-defence, because you came at him with the meat cleaver.
‘I just happened to be holding the cleaver at thetime.’

“You bit off the end of hisknob,” said Soap. ‘ That isdisgusting.’

‘It was an accident. | dipped, he hit me on the back of the head, | fell forward and my teeth kind of
clenched.’



Sogp’ steeth kind of clenched and so did Omadlly’s.
*So what happened to the manager? Soap asked.

“He srecovering in Brentford Cottage Hospital. The surgeon sewed the end back on. It'sno big dedl.
Mind you" — Small Dave smirked wickedly — ‘from what | heard he’ s going to sue the surgeon.’

‘I know I’m going to hate mysdlf for asking,” said Soap, ‘ but why is he going to sue the surgeon?

‘Well,” said Dave. ‘What with dl the blood and it being an emergency operation and everything, it was
the kind of mistake anyone could make. Especidly if you' re Mr Fowler.’

‘What, fumble-fingers Fowler? He' snot il in practice, ishe? | thought he was struck off years ago.’
‘He probably will be thistime. He sewed the manager s knob end on upside down.’

‘I think I’'ll go for awalk,” said Soap. ‘| fed alittle queasy.

‘I'll comewithyou,” said Dave.

‘I'll stay here,” said Soap.

‘Just onething, Dave,’ said Omally. ‘Why exactly were you locked in a suitcase?

‘Because | escaped from the police cell. | squeezed through the bars. They caught me again and locked
mein asuitcase and that’ swhen | overheard them talking about the Penistry. The policemen were having
agood old laugh about the manager’ s future prospects being cut short.’

‘1 gill think it sawind-up,” said John, applying him-sdif to his pint.

“Y ou should sue the police, Dave,” said Soap. ‘ Locking you in asuitcase must be against the Geneva
Convention, or something.’

‘I think I’ pass on that. There was some further unpleasantness after | made my escape from the
suit-case. | put abit more work Fowler’ sway. But the Penist said that I’ d have happy times ahead.’

‘Hold on,” said Omdlly. *Y ou mean to say that you actualy went to see thiswoman?
‘I had aconsultation, yes.’
‘And shegaveyoua—*

‘Reading. She gave me areading. She was avery nice woman. Warm hands, she had. She said she saw
along and happy future stretching out in front of me.’

‘Itisawind-up,” said Soap. ‘It'sjust an excuse for alot of cheap knob gags.’
‘Itisnot awind-up.” Small Dave gnashed histeeth.

Soap and John took a step back apiece.



‘Itisnot awind-up. She said she saw me galoping to glory and I’ m sure she would have told me alot
moreif she' d been able to make hersalf heard above dl the noise’

“You ask him, John,” said Soap. ‘| don’t liketo.” Omally shrugged. ‘ What noise, Dave? he asked. ‘The
noise the policemen were making, shouting through the loudhailers. All that “Come out with your hands
up” stuff And the helicopter circling overhead.’

“The helicopter,’” said Soap.

‘The helicopter. | had to take my leave at the hurry-up and it’s hard to run with your trousers round your
ankles’

*So you ended up back in the suitcase?

‘1 did not. | shinned over her back wall and holed up on the allotments. I’ ve spent the last week in
John’'shut.

‘Myhut?

‘Living on nothing but John's spuds’
‘Myspuds?

‘And hisspud gin.’

‘Myspud gin?

‘And his nudie books.’

‘| don’t have any nudie books.’

“You don’t now. | used them for kindling. It gets bloody cold on that alotment at night.’
‘My hut, my spuds, my gin—'

‘And your nudie books.’

‘1 donot read nudie books!’

‘Nobodyreads nudie books,” said Smdl Dave.
‘I’ve had enough,” said Soap. ‘I’ m off’

‘I'll comewithyou,” said Dave.

“Y ou bloody won't. No offence, Dave, but | find al thiskind of talk most upsetting. Penistry and nudie
books and knob ends getting bitten off It leaves avery bad taste in the mouth.’

Smadll Davelooked at John.



And John looked a Small Dave.
Soap looked at the two of them looking, so to speak.
‘What? said Soap.

‘Nothing,” said Small Dave. ‘Buit if you' releaving do you mind if | use you for cover?'Y ou could
smuggle me out under that big black coat of yours.’

‘Use mefor cover? | don’t understand.’

‘| think the police probably followed me here. They’ |l have the place surrounded. Probably.’

Soap let out aplaintive groan. Omally dipped over to the front window and took a peep out. ‘He's
right, hesaid, ‘there s police cars everywhere and a couple of marksmen on top of the nearest flat

block. I think it might be better if you just went out with your hands up, Dave.’

‘Noway, sad Smdl Dave. ‘ They're not taking me alive. Top of theworld, ma’ And with that he drew
from histrouser pocket—

—apigol.

Now, it had been a quiet Tuesday lunchtime in the Swan. Very quiet. There had just been the three of
them. And Neville, of course. Neville the part-time barman. But Neville hadn’t been listening to the
con-versation. He had been quietly polishing glasses up at the public bar end of the counter.

Quiet, that’s how it had been.

But with the arriva of that pistal...

It gotvery quiet indeed.

Dead hushed. Like,

‘Dave,” said John, when he had done with quietness. ‘ Dave, where did you get that gun?

‘I dug it up, said Smdl Dave. ‘ From under your hut. It'syour gun.’

‘Dave, it'snot my gun.’

‘Like they weren’t your nudie books?

‘All right. They might have been my nudie books. But that isn’tmy gun.’

‘Sowhosegunisit?

‘It was my grand-daddy’ s gun. Michael Callins gave him that gun.’

‘It sminenow, said Small Dave. ‘ And I'm not afraid to useit.’

‘Bedfraid, said John. ‘Bevery afraid.’



‘Oh yes, and why?

‘Becauseit doesn't have afiring pin’

‘Y eah, wdll they won't know that, will they?

‘No,” said John. *Which iswhy they will shoot you dead.’

‘He hasapoint there,” said Soap. ‘ One that might be worth considering.’

‘I’ll hold you hostage, then,” said the small fellow. ‘I’ Il demand a helicopter and one hundred thousand
pounds in cash and atakeaway Chinesewith al the trimmings and a cat named L ofty and apair of pink
pyjamas and some chocol ate cake and—'

‘Haveto stop you there,” said Omally.

‘Why? asked Smdl Dave. ‘| wasjust getting into my stride.’

‘Out of your tree, morelike,’ said Soap.

‘What did you say? Small Dave brandished the gun.

‘Nothing,” said Soap. ‘| just sneezed. Out-a-ya-tree. Like that, see?

Y eah, well you be careful. Or I'll shoot you.

‘Eh? said Soap.

‘Weknow you'rein there,” camethat old loudhailer voice. ‘ Comeout with your hands held high.’
Nevillelooked up from his polishing. ‘ Did someone order aminicab? he asked.

‘I’ sthe palice,’ said John. ‘ They’ ve comefor Dave.

‘Oh, that’sdl right, then.” Neville buffed a pint pot on his apron. * Does he want another drink before
they cart him off?

‘Same again? asked Omdly.
‘Y eah, thanks’ said Smdll Dave. ‘ Let me get these, though. Here, hold the gun while | find my purse.
Omdlly took the gun. ‘If this could only spesk,” he said, turning it upon hispam.

“What do you think it would say? asked Soap. ‘I think it would say, “I’m sorry | had to do that. But
you'll thank mefor it later.”

‘Why would it say that?

Omally raised the gun and brought it down upon the head of Smal Dave. The midget collgpsed
unconscious on thefloor.



‘Ah, right,” said Soap. ‘| got you now.

Neville gave Omaly ahand. Together they managed to stuff Small Dave up the back of Soap’sbig
black coat. Soap wasn't keen and he put up alot of protest. But he did agree with Omally that Dave was
avery bad man to cross. What with him being such avindictive, grudge-bearing wee bastard and
everything and how it would probably be in everyone s best interests smply to smuggle him out of the
Swan and set him free on the dlotments.

Because hewould thank them for it |ater.

And everything.

Which hedidn’t. Of course.

Smadl Dave seemed anythingbut grateful. He awoke all spluttering and demanded to be told why he was
being ducked in awater butt. He fussed and he bothered and he cursed and he swore and then he asked
about the trowels.

‘Trowels? said Omally. ‘What trowels?

‘Thosetrowels” Small Dave pointed. ‘ Those trowels you' re both wearing, strung round your waists and
hanging down your frontslike sporrans.

‘Oh,these trowels, they’re just—'
‘A wise precaution,” said Soap. ‘In case—'

‘A fashionthing,” said Omdlly. ‘They're dl the rage up West. The Kensington Set are rarely to be seen
nowadays without atrowel about their persons.’

‘Especidly at the Chelsea Flower Show,” said Soap.

‘Especidly there) sad Omadlly.

“You're bloody mad, the pair of you,” said Small Dave. * And what happened to my gun?
‘Got logt,;” said Omally. ‘ Thefairiestook it,” said Soap. ‘ Thefairies?

‘No, not thefairies. Did | say fairies? What | must have meant was—

‘I'mleaving now,” said Smdl Dave.

‘Oh, must you? said Soap. ‘Yes, | must.

The sound of police car Srens swelled in the distance.

‘Yes, | definitely must.’

And with that said, he definitely did. Without a by-your-leave, or kiss-my-elbow. No thank yous, no
fond farewells.



Jugt off

Asfad ashislittlelegs could carry him.

The two men watched him until he was gone. Then Soap raised acup of Omaly’sspud gin.
‘Do you think he'sgalloping to glory? Soap asked.

‘No,” said Omadlly. ‘I don’t.

‘Do you know wheat | like about Brentford? Soap asked.

‘No,” said Omdlly. ‘I don’t.’

‘What | like about Brentford,” said Soap. ‘Isthat nothing ever changes here. I’ ve been awvay on my
travels beneath for nearly ten years and now I’m back and it’ sjust asif I’d never been away.

‘Cheerstothat, said Omally.
‘Cheersto that,” said Soap.

The Lord of the Old Button Hole

It was plain he' d come out for agtroll,
TheLord of the Old Button Hole.

The Ceted celebrity dead in the wreck.

The keysto the boathouse at rest in his neck.
The vandaswho did it are far off by now,

And I’'m blessed I’ ll be had for a bumpkin.

Somekind of achump inthe god,
Said the Lord of the Old Button Hole.
Hunting the hedgerows for samples and stuff

The houseis deserted, the ball’ sin the rough.



Thevandds arerattling locks at the back,

And I’'m blessed I'll be had for a bumpkin.

A little more cheesein therall,

Cried the Lord of the Old Button Hole.

Since | came back from Burma, I [l frankly admit,
I”ve had scorpions crawling dl over my kit,

And if that' sin the contract, then I’ m bowing out,

Cos|’m blessed I'll be had for a bumpkin.

Soap Distant strode up Brentford High Street.

There was the vaguest hint of stagger to his stride, but this was the inevitable consequence of two hours
spent in Omally’ s company. Not that Soap was un-acquainted with the grape and grain. Like most of
Brentford’ s manly men hetook his sup, but rarely to excess.

However, on this particular occasion Soap had felt the need for adrop of that courage which hailsfrom
the Low Countries. And why not? For hadn’'t Soap lately returned from some very low countries
himsalf? Had he not planted the nation’ sflag at the Earth’s core and claimed the realm for England? And
was he not, even now, on hisway to keep athree 0’ clock appoint-ment with the editor of theBrentford
Mercury to negotiate the seridization rights for the account of his epic adventure?

In short, he had, and he had, and he was.

Soap paused before the window of Mr Beefheart the butcher to peruse hisreflection. He wanted to
look hisvery bestest. Create afavourable and lagting impression. Exude a certain air. Make a presence.
Bethe business. And things of that nature, generdly.

Soap adjugted the filters on his solar goggles. Hiseyes, ill sengtive to sunlight, would sort themselves
out in time. But what about the rest of him? He removed his broad-brimmed black hat and reviewed his
facid festurings.

A gaunt and deathly face peered back a him. It was awhite' n and that was afact. Turning hishead a
little to the right, Soap noticed that the sunlight shone clear through his hooter. His hair had become
amilarly transparent, lending the crown of his head the appear-ance of afibre-optic lamp.

Soap nodded in approva. He looked mighty fine.



Within Mr Beefheart’ s, alady in astraw hat caught sight of the ghostly visage staring in at the window,
took it to be the shade of the husband she had done to death and buried in the sprout patch and fainted

dead away.

The way you would.

Soap replaced his hat and continued up the High Stret.

The offices of theBrentford Mercury were just as Soap remembered them. Worn at heel and down
upon the uppers. At ground leve the Electric Alhambra, Brentford’ s only cinema, its doorslong closed to
an indifferent public, dept in the sunlight. Pedy paint and crumbling brickwork, rubbish strewn upon its

mosaic entrance. And above, behind the unwashed window-panes, the borough’ s organ.
Soap squared his shoulders and made up the cast-iron fire escape. The door at the top lacked asign,

but Soap gaveit aknock.
The door swung in and so did Soap.
The place was a bit of amess. Packing crates and cardboard boxesfilled the outer office. Soap did the
old *Cooee’ and * Shop?
‘Hang about, hang about,” cadled avoice. ‘I'mdl inatangle here’

Soap steered his sturdy boots between the towers of boxes, bits and bobs and came upon awoman
who wasworrying at wires. She had many wiresto worry at and wires they were of many different

colours.
‘Why are you worrying at those wires? asked Mr Distant.
‘We're going on the Web,” said the woman, and there was pride in her voice as she uttered these
words. ‘We'll soon have our own Homepage.’
“Y our words are strange to me, dear lady,” said Soap in asuave and silken tone. ‘But | have every
reason to believe that you know what you' re on about.’
“Yesah, but | don’t know what goeswhere,” she said, and she looked up at Soap. ‘ Oh my Gawd!’

‘Soap Digtant’ sthe name.” Soap removed his hat and goggles.

‘Oooh, your ‘ar,” went the woman.

‘My apologiesfor my appearance. | have been many yearsbelow.” Soap got some serioustimbreinto
that find word:below, 1t was abelter of aword,below. One of hisdl-timefavourites.

‘Bdow? said the woman.

‘Beloooooooooh,” repeated Soap. ‘| would present you with my card, but at present | do not possess
one. | thought | would wait until after my knighthood before | had any printed.’



‘Knighthood? said the woman. L.oony, she thought. Soap smiled and nodded and bowed alittle too.
She' safine-looking woman, he thought, and it’s clear that she' staken with me.

‘The door’ sthat way,” said the fine-looking woman, pointing with afine-looking hand. ‘ Don't forget to
closeit on your way out.’

‘| am expected,’ said Soap. ‘| have athree 0’ clock appointment with the editor.’
‘Ah, you' ve come about the job.’

‘Job? said Soap. ‘No, | am Soap Distant. The Soap Distant. Would you be so kind asto inform your
employer of my arrival?

‘ Are you from outer space? asked the woman of fine looks.

‘Eh? said Soap. ‘Do what?

‘Areyou one of those Men in Black? Because we had one of your bunch in last week giving it al that.’
She mimed mouth movementswith her fingers. ‘1 said to him, “On your bike, sunshine, or off in your
saucer.” That told him, | cantell you.’

‘I'm mighty sureit did,” said Soap. ‘Would you pleasetell the editor that I’ ve arrived?

The woman, whose wires were now al over the place, made aface, flung down her wires and flounced
away between the box-piles bound for God knows where.

Soap scuffed his boot heels and wondered at the wires.
Presently the woman returned and told him that he could go in now.

‘Thank you,” said Soap. ‘ And good luck with your wires.

The editor’ s office was a big old room, but it was aso given over to boxes. Soap stepped between and
through and over them and made hisway to alarge desk at the window.

Behind this sat the editor. He did not rise at Soap’ s approach.

Soap stretched his paw across the desk in the hope of a hearty handclasp. The editor viewed Soap's
paw with distaste and folded hisarms.

Soap viewed the editor. The editor viewed Soap.

Soap saw aman in hismid to late twenties. Smartly clad with long brown hair swept back behind his
ears. Anintelligent face, good cheekbones, calm grey eyes and alook about him that said, ‘I’'m going
places.’

The editor, in histurn, saw aloony. ‘What do you want? he asked.

‘Mr Bacon? asked Soap.



‘Mr who?

‘Bacon. Theeditor.’

‘I’ve never heard of any Bacon,” said the editor. ‘My nameis Jugtice. Leo Justice. Known by many
monikers. The Magnificent Leo. The Lord of the Old Button Hole.” He gestured to the red rose he wore
inhislapd. ‘Leo baby to theladies, and Mr Justice to yoursdlf’

‘| am Digtant,” said Soap. ‘ Sogp Distant. Y ou were expecting me.’

‘Ah, you' ve come about the job.’

‘No,” said Soap. ‘Do you mind if | St down?

‘If you can find achair. But you can't stay long. I'm busy.’

‘Moving out,” said Soap, who, finding no chair, pulled up abox.

‘Movingin, said the editor.

‘In? said Soap. ‘ But theMercury’ s offices have dways been here. Ever since the paper was founded in
Victoriantimes!’

‘ Areyou. one of those Men in Black? asked the editor, ‘ becauseif you are—’

‘I'mnot,” said Soap, comfying himsalf upon the box to the sound of cracking glassware from within. ‘I
am Soap Digant. Traveller through the hollow Earth. The man who has claimed the planet’ s heart for
England and her Queen.’

‘Queen? said the editor. * Are you taking the piss?

‘I'm sorry,” said Soap. ‘I’ m becoming confused. Before | embarked upon my journey | communicated
with your predecessor, Mr Bacon. Only by telephone, as he never seemed to have thetimeto seeme. |
told him that | intended to journey to the centre of the Earth and he agreed that when and indeed if |
returned from doing so he would print my story. | offered him an exclusve. Hewasadl for it. Said he'd
hold the front page and everything.’

‘| suppose hewould have,’ said the editor.

‘And when | returned, successful, just two days ago,

| telephoned this office and spoke once more with Mr Bacon and made an appointment and now I'm
here’

‘| supposeyou are,” said the editor.
‘But you're not Mr Bacon,” said Soap.

‘No,” said the editor, shaking his head.



‘I'm now extremely confused.’

‘“Why don’t you just go home and deep it off? Would you like me to phone for aminicab?

‘What? said Soap.

‘You areclearly delusiond,” said the ediitor. * Does your condition manifest itsdf in bouts of
uncontrollable violence? Because | must warn you that | am an ex-ponent of Dimac, the deedliest martial

art intheworld, and can brutally maim and disfigure you with little more than afingertip’ stouch, should |
sowish. And | will not hesitate to do so should the need arise’

‘Come again? said Soap.

‘It sjust that it' s my duty to warn you. The Dimac Code of Honour . | have abadge and a certificate
and alittle plagtic card with my photo on it and everything. Would you care to see any of these?

‘No,” said Soap. ‘And | am not delusiona, nor am | violent. | am Soap Distant, traveller beneath, and |
demand to see Mr Bacon.’

The editor sghed. ‘Mr Digtant,” he said. ‘ If you realy wish to pull off this scam you are going to have to
work alot harder, get your facts straight, make your story more convincing.’

‘Scam? said Soap. ‘ Story?

‘| seewhat you'reup to,” said the editor, ‘and it doesn’t lack imagination. In fact it hasawholelot going
for it. The centre of the Earth. Thelast frontier. Planting the flag for England. Admirable stuff’

‘Butit’'sal truel” Soap’s pae face took on apinkish hue.

‘No,” said the editor. *It’snot. Y ou should have done your research. Found a newspaper where a
former editor had died or something. Forged his signature onto some kind of contract.’

‘I...1...) Soap began to colour up most brightly.

“You see,’ the editor continued, ‘for one thing there never was a Mr Bacon on the staff. For another,
this paper was only founded eight years ago, and for another yet we only moved in here today. L ook, |
founded this newspaper.| should know.’

‘No,” said Soap. ‘Oh no no no.” And his head began to swim and he began to rock both to and fro.
And then he toppled off his box and fell upon thefloor.

Thereisadeep dark pit of whirling blacknessthat detectives who work only inthe ‘first person’ always
fal into in chapter two. After a dame has done them wrong and awise guy has bopped them over the
head. Soap did not fal into one of these. Soap fell headlong into full and sober consciousness and legpt
to hisfeet with afearsomeydll.

‘Kreegah Bundolo!” cried Soap, which al lovers of Tarzan will recognize to be none other than the cry
of the bull ape.



‘Haveacare,’ cried the editor in ready response. ‘ Beware the poison hand that mutilates your flesh.’

‘Pictures!” shouted Soap. ‘| have the pictures!’

‘Pictures? went the editor. ‘Look, | was young and | needed the money.’-' En? went Soap. ‘Whatever
do you mean? ‘Oh, nothing, nothing. Do you want meto duff you up abit?1’m feding quitein the
mood.’

‘No,” said Soap, swaying on histoes. ‘| an aBuddhigt, | abhor al forms of violence. But | do havethe
pictures. To prove my story.’

‘“Whip ‘em out, then. Let’s have alook at the buggers.”
‘Ah,” said Soap. ‘Wdll, | don’'t have them on me.
‘Ah;” said the editor. ‘1sn’t it lwaysthe way?

‘They’re at Boots the Chemi<t, being developed. I'll have them back by Thursday. I’ ve got the receipt,
here, I'll show you if you want.’

‘Don't put yoursdlf to the trouble. Why don’t you just come back on Thursday,with the photographs,
and we'll talk about it then. 1 think we might be able to come up with something moderately convincing, if
we put our heads together on thisone.’

‘Moderately convincing? Sogp was how clearly appaled. ‘But it’ sthetruth. Everything I’ vetold you is
thetruth.’

The editor settled back in his chair and sniffed at hisbright red rose. ‘Mr Digant,” hesaid. ‘1 ana
professond journdist. Thetruth rarely playsapart in my work. | sell papers. The more papers| sdl, the

more money | make. If paperstold nothing but the truth they wouldn’t be in business very long, would
they? Most newsisterribly dull. Y ou haveto put abit of aspinonit.’

‘What'sa“spin”? Soap asked.

‘It sadant, if you like. Aninterpretation.’

‘A lie] said Soap.

‘Just because it isn't thetruth doesn't meanit'salie’

Soap Digtant picked up his hat from the floor and stuck it once more on his head. ‘| will get to the
bottom of this’ he told the editor. * Getting to the bottom of thingsiswhat | do best.’

‘Do whatever you like, Mr Digtant. But if you wish to pursue this, and youdo have some pictures, and
the pictureslook moderately convincing—'

‘Grrrr,” went Soap.
‘If the pictures come out OK, then I’ll seewhat | can do.’

‘Right,” said Soap. ‘Right. Well, we shal see what we shdl see. But when | get my knighthood from the



Queen—'
Ahyes’ saidthe editor. ‘ The Queen. Thiswould be Queen Elizabeth, | suppose.

‘Of courseit would be, yes.’
The editor set free another sigh. Y ou really must have been underground for alot longer than ten years,
he said. * Queen Elizabeth was assassinated twenty years ago.’

‘Twenty... twenty.., ass... s&s... sass...” Soap'sjaw flapped like acandle in the wind.

‘Fair pulled the old shagpile rug from under us al, dontchaknow,” said Mr Justice, shifting suddenly and
seamlesdy into hisLord of the Old Button Hole persona* .  But listen, me old pease pudding, can’t spare

* |t was a case of either Multiple Persondity Disorder or Demonic Possession, depending on your
particular belief syslem. However, given events which are soon to occur, it is safe to assume the latter.

you any moretime for the mo’. Got me persond Penist popping over infivelittleticks of the clock to,
give me me Tuesday reading. So why don't you cut along like anice gentleman and cal back Thursday
with the old snip-a-snaps. And here’ — the Lord fished out hiswallet and extracted from thisa
one-pound note— *you seem a decent enough cove. Take this as adown payment on the exclusive.

Can't say fairer than that, can 1?7

Soap took the oncer in apale and trembling hand.
‘ And no naughties like going to another paper, eh? 1’ m blessed I'll be had for abumpkin, you know.’

‘No,” said Soap, ‘no,” and he shook his head numbly and dumbly.
He gazed down at the oncer in his hand and then he screamed very very loudly.

For the face that grinned up from that one-pound note was not the face of Her Mgesty. It wasinstead a
big and beaming face. A bearded face. A toothy face.

It was the face of Richard Branson.

Rain of Frogs

Down it camein great big buckets,

Emptied from the sky.

Woatch the batsmen run for cover,



Cursangyou and I.
Cursing rain and speedy bowlers,
[I-timed runs and garden rollers.

Saying ‘ Thisisnot my day, | wish that | would die’

Down came frogs and fancy footwesr.
Down came trees and tyres.

Rain dance wizards on the hillsdes
Dowsed their pots and fires.

Saying ‘ Thisisnot too clever.

Will thisrain go on for ever?

Saying ‘Blametherich land barons. Blame the country squires’

Down came dogs and armadillos.
Down came latex goods.
Turnips ripe and avocados.

Full szed Y orkshire puds.
Packets of nice Bourbon bikkies.
Ancient Bobby Charlton pickies.

Ivy Benson teadispensers, smal Red Riding Hoods.

My mum has | eft the washing out.

Shewaswdll peeved.



The blue sky clouded over and the rain came pissing down.

In his present state of mind it was pretty much al Soap needed. He trudged back down the High Strest,
sriking out at the rain with arolled-up copy of the Brentford Mercury.

TheLord had giveniit to him. Free, gratis and for nothing.
Asasign of good faith. Or something.
The three-inch banner headline had done nothing to raise Soap’ s spirits. It reed' LECTER’ ON THE

LOOSE. Followed by the tasteful subhead’ Knob-gobbling cannibal psycho-chef evades police
dragnet.’

Soap splashed hisfeet through puddies and, as knife-blades of water rained down on his hat, confusion
reigned in his head.

What was going on here? Thiswasn't April Fool’s Day, wasit? He unrolled the sodden paper, lifted his
goggles and studied the date. April thefirgt it was not! He scrunched up the press and consigned it to the
guitter.

‘That’swhereyou belong,” hetold it. And then alittle thought entered his head. There was one easy
way to find out the truth of al this. Well, of some of it any-way. Soap rootled in his pocket and dragged
out the one-pound note. Go into the nearest shop and try to spend it. Simple, easy, bish bash bosh.

He stopped dead in histrudging tracks and looked up at the nearest shop. The nearest shop wasn't a
shop as such, though it was a shop of sorts. It was a cop shop. It was the Brentford nick.

‘All right,” said Soap. ‘ If you want to know the time, ask a policeman. So...” And then he paused and he
stared and he went, ‘No no no.

Soap knew the Brentford nick of old and, like most of Brentford’ s manly men, had seen theinsde more
than once (though never, of course, through any fault of hisown). But thiswas not the Brentford nick he
knew. Thiswas asmart, updated nick. A nick dollied up in red and white. A nick that no longer had the
wordsMETROPOLITAN POLICE aboveits ever-open door. A nick that now bore abig brash logo
ingtead.

And what was printed on that |ogo?

What was it that made poor Soap go, ‘No no no’ in such adismal way?

ThewordsVIRGINPOLICE SERVICES.

That' swhat!

Soap took a step back, tripped on the kerb, fell into the road and was promptly run down by ared and
white police car.

He awoke an hour later to find himself ingde the nick. Happily, not in one of the cdls, but dl laid out on
acomfy settee. His hat and his goggles had been removed. Soap rubbed his eyes and squinted al



around. The room was large and well gppointed and had the ook of a gentleman’s club. Thewallswere
bricked, with leather-bound books upon shelves, of melow mahogany. Parian busts of classica chaps
stood on columns of pale travertine. There were elegant chairs of the Queen Anne persuasion. Tables
that answered to every occasion. Rather nice whatnots. Lancashire hot-pots. Rabhbits of yellow and
purple and green.

All very poetic. All very nice.

Soap blinked and refocused hiseyes. ‘No,” said he, ‘not dl very nice. Wéll, nice enough, but for the
hot-pots and the rabbits.’

‘| tend to agree with you there.” Sogp now found himself staring into aface that loomed in hisdirection.
It was an elegant face. It had cropped white hair at itstop end, a pince-nez perched upon its nose & the
middle, and along chin sticking out at the bottom. ‘I am Inspectre Sherringford Hovis,” said the mouth of
thisface, exposing agold tooth or two. ‘And | trust that you are al hunky-dory.’

‘Hot-pots,” said Soap.

‘Hot-pots and rabbits,” said Hovis. * Part of my grandmother’ s collection. Bequeathed to me by my late
mother. She was mad, you see. Quite mad.’

‘Quite,’ said Soap.

‘And you are?

‘I'mnot,’” said Soap.

‘No,” said Hovis. ‘| mean, your name. Y ou are?
‘Sogp Digtant,” said Soap Distant.

‘That nameringsalittle bell. Didn’t | once run you in for an unsavoury incident involving ahandbag,
some chopped liver and alittle boy’ s bottom?

‘No, you did not!” Soap struggled up to asitting position.

‘Must have been another Soap Distant, then.’

‘Yes, it must.” Soap steadied himself. The room with its hot-pots and rabbits was doing a bit of awaltz.
“You just takeit easy. I’ l| have someone fetch you acup of tea’

‘Thank you,” said Soap.

‘ And then, when you' refedling up to it, we' Il discuss the damage you did to the squad car and how you
intend to pay for it.’

‘Eh? said Soap, and, ‘What?

“Y ou quite upset the constable who was driving. He' |l probably need to have counsdlling. But you won't
haveto pay for that, it's covered by the company.



‘The company,” said Soap, his shoulders sagging.

‘Yes, said Hovis, and histone lacked not for bitter-ness. ‘ Everything is covered bythe company
nowadays.’

“You're not too keen,” said Soap, a-rubbing at his eyes.

‘I'm an old style copper, me,” said Hovis. ‘Haul ‘em in and bang ‘em up and throw away the key. But
what do they get now? Finesiswhat they get. Every young copper ison abonus system, dl working
hard for the company accountants.”

‘Oh,” said Soap, now scratching at his head.

‘And what do | get lumbered with?

‘l don’'t know,” said Soap.

‘Stuff and nonsense. Weirdo stuff and nonsense. Here, come and take alook at this,” Hovis marched off
to his desk and Soap rose carefully to follow.

He was quite taken with the looks of the Ingpectre. The long lean frame, encased in a three—piece suit
of Boleskinetweed. The iff Victorian collar. The blue velvet cravat. The watch chains and the pince-nez
and the spats. Thisfellow was a“character’ and that was fine with Soap.

‘“What do you make of these? asked the character, gesturing al about his desk.

‘Photos,” said Soap. 'Y ou have hundreds of photos.’

‘I havethousands of photos,’ said Hovis. *And al showing the same damn thing.’

‘Why? asked Soap. ‘What are they?

‘Take alook for yoursdlf.” The Ingpectre pushed a pilein Sogp’ s direction.

Soap took one and peered at it. ‘ It'sa picture of aroad,” he said.

‘It sapicture of amotorway. The M 25, to be precise. Taken by a police speed camera. So we can fine
motoristswho drive abovethelegd limit.’

‘That's clever,” said Soap. ‘How doesit work?

‘I don’t know how it works. It' sdigital, some com-puterized nonsense. It' striggered automatically to
catch the regigtration plate of the offending motorist. Surely you' ve heard of the damn things.’

‘Well..." said Soap. ‘I’ ve never actualy owned amotorcar. In fact I've never actualy beenon a
motor-way. But | get the picture’

‘ And what do you get from looking atthat picture?

‘Well...” said Soap.



‘Wdll, look at it, man, what do you see?

‘| don’t see any motorcars,” said Soap.

‘No,” agreed Hovis. ‘No motorcars at al. But what about that? and he pointed.

‘Oh,” said Soap. ‘It'saman in the middle of theroad. A fat man. In ablack T-shirt and shorts’
‘Yes,’ said Hovis. ‘And what is he doing?

‘He swalking aong,” said Soap.

‘lsn’'t he, though. And look at the little figuresin the bottom left-hand corner of the photograph. The
onesin miles-per-hour. Tell mewhat speed hel swaking dong at.

‘Oh,” said Soap, ‘that can’t beright. It says here he swalking aong at one hundred and forty miles per
hour.

‘Pretty spry for afat bloke, don’t you think?

‘There must be something wrong with the camera. *Would that therewere,’ said Hovis. ‘But look,” and
he pushed further photos at Soap. ‘ Here heis again, caught on another camera. And here again and here
and here’

‘And he' sinall these photographs?

‘Not al,” said Hovis. ‘ Ther€ s at least twelve differ-ent men involved. All dressed dike. Each of them
grolling dong, the middle lane of amotorway atim possible speed in the early hours of the morning.’

‘Avoiding, thetraffic.
‘Good point,” said Hovis.
‘Thank you,” said Soap. ‘ So how’ sit done?
Inspectre Hovis made afearsome face.
‘Sorry,” said Soap.
‘Never mind. | have certain theories, of course. Or should | say,had?
‘And these were?
‘Well, firgtly | thought that perhaps some whizzkid joker was hacking into the computer system and
feed-ing these images in. But that won'’t wash because the cameras aren't linked to acentra system and,
before you ask, they haven't been tampered with. Secondly, | reasoned that it was some new form of

automotive technology. A stealth car, perhaps.’

‘Stealth car?



‘Like the stealth bomber that evades radar. This car evades speed trap cameras and throws up some
kind of holographic after-image to take the piss out of honest policemen who are only doing their duty.’

‘Butit’snot?

‘Certainly not. If such technology existed the police would haveit firgt.’
‘So where does that |eave you?

‘It leaves me, Mr Digtant, with abloody greet pile of photos on my desk.’
‘Ah,” said Soap. ‘But whyyour desk?’

‘Because | am Brentford's Detective in Residence.’

‘| don’t think | quite understand.’

‘No, and that is because there is something | neglected to mention. Y ou see, we' ve plotted the routes
taken by these moonlight strollers. Plotted them out on amap. Would you care to take alook?

‘I would,” said Soap.
‘Then be my guest.’
The map was abig' n and was blu-tacked to the bookcase behind the crowded desk.

Soap gave the map agood looking over. There were twelve lines drawn upon it. Each followed the

route of amotorway or A-class road. They began at twelve separate points of the compass, but all met
up a asnglelocation.

That single location was Brentford.
‘Oh,” said Soap.

‘Y es, oh indeed. The photographs were taken two nights ago and there have been no further sightings.
‘“Whoever, orwhatever they are, they’re here. Right herein the borough.’

‘Oh,” said Soap once more.

Bad Memory

By the bound Victorian gasogene.
By the black date memory board.

By the swish French cooking calendar.



By the shutters | secured.

By the rows of hanging plantpots.

By the dightly dripping fridge.

By the wibbly wobbly worktop.

By the dust along the ridge.

By therack of grey enamelware.

By the strangdly angled shelf.

By thelarder door that does not close
That | dso fitted mysdf.

By the cailing lightsthat don't light up.
And the dimmer that does not dim.
By the waste disposal unit

That bit my uncle Jm.

By the nasty Kenwood blender.

By thered tiles on the floor.

I’m obvioudy in my kitchen.

But what did | comein herefor?

John Omally sat in hiskitchen.

And ahorrible kitchen it was.

It was afetid kitchen. A vilekitchen. A foul and unkempt kitchen.

It was the kitchen of asingle man.

Now, it might well have been argued that Omally’ s kitchen was aso an anomalous and contradictory

kitchen, given the scrupulous persond hygiene of its owner. Omdly was nothing if not clean. His shirts
were always laundered, hisjackets showed no neck oil and asto his underpants, these were free of



wind-smear. His clothesweren’t new, but they were spotless and athough he had never been aman of
fashion, dueto his ever-limited resources, he possessed a certain jJumble sale chic that women found

gopeeling.
So why the Goddamn horrible kitchen?

Widl, when Viv Stanshdl said ‘ Teddy boysdon't knit" he was pretty near to the mark. Manly men don’t
do the dishes.

Thismay sound like male chauvinism, but it snot. In fact it isquite the reverse. It' sal down to women
and what women find attractive in aman.

Y ou seg, if awoman finds aman attractive, redly attractive, more attractive in fact than any other man
she knows, shewill like as not wish to marry him.

If she succeedsin doing so, her next task will be to domesticate him. Purge him of his nasty habits,
mould him into aloving husband and caring father.

This on the face of it would seem reasonable enough. 1t makes perfect sense. But it hasatragic
downside. It puts an end to their sex life.

Because adomesticated man is not a sexy man. A domesticated man, who does the dishes and cooks
the dinners and hoovers the carpets and mends the fence and redecorates the house, is anything but sexy.
There are few thingsless sexy thanamanin apinny.

And s0 while he might be very good about the house, hiswife no longer finds him sexudly attractive.
Because heis not the man she married. He is a pale and domesti-cated shadow of the man she once
found dluring.

And so while heisa homein the evenings, baby-sitting the kids and putting up anew spicerack inthe
kitchen, sheisout at her amateur dramatics, being rogered rigid in the back of aFord Cortinaby her
toy-boy cdled Steve.

Stevelivesin agrubby bedsit.

And Steve don't do the dishes.

Nice for the wife and nice for Steve, but what about the poor domesticated cuckold of a husband?

Wi, he' shaving an affair with his secretary.

Soit al worksout finein the end.

So there you have it, whether you likeit or not. Manly men don't do the dishes, that isthat isthat.

Now, aswdll asdirty dishes, there are other things single men possess that married men do not. These
are highly essentid things and known as*toysfor boys . They include such items as an expensive



motorbike, an expensve sound system and an expensive eectric guitar.
Theseitemswill vanish shortly after marriage.

The expensive motorbike will be traded in for asensible family saloon. The expensive sound system will
end up in the garage, having failed to survive the assault made upon it by aone-year-old child with ajam
sandwich.

And the eectric guitar?
Goodbye, Stratocaster. Hello, Flymo hover-mower.

That isthat isthat.

Omally possessed no toys for boys. He would have liked some, but, having never done an honest day’s
work in hislife, for he valued freedom above dl ese, he knew not the joys of the chequebook or the loan
that is paid back in monthly ingaments.

He had hisfreedom, he had his health and he had his dirty dishes. But he dearly would have loved that
Fender Strat.

When it comesto guitars, it can be said that it' sall amatter of taste. But when it comesto tasteitsdlf, it's
amatter of good taste or bad. And thisisnot amatter of per-sond preference. Somethingssmplyare
better than others, and some people are capable of making the ditinction.

When it comesto dectric guitars, the Fender Strat isking. For sheer elegance, beauty and playing
perfection, the Strat has never known equa. When it appeared upon the music scenein 1954 musicians
marvelled at its ergonomics, its sonic versdtility, itstuning stability and its pure pure tone. The deek new
body form, developed from the original Telecaster, featured the now legendary double cutaway, or
twin-horn shape. The advanced tremolo, dlied to the three single-cail pickups, alowed the player greater
playing potentia. The Strat was capable of doing something new. And something wonderful.

One could spend al night singing praisesto the Strat or indeed to composing paeansto itsinventor, the
mighty Leo Fender. That Mr Fender never received the Nobel Peace Prize during hislifetime and seems
unlikely to be canonized by the church of Rome just goesto show how little justice thereisin thisworld.

And that isthat isthat.

But Omally was Stratless. An ak-guitarist he. Not that that fazed him too much, for, after al, he had no
talent. He could strum a passable ‘Blowin' inthe Wind' without looking at hisfingers, but anyone could
do that and you don’t do that on a Strat.

On a Strat you play rock. On a Strat you play the twenty-minute solo. And if you cannot play the
twenty-minute solo you should not step onto the stage with a Strat strapped round your neck. Leave the
Strat to Hendrix. Leave the Strat to Stevie Ray Vaughan*.

* Actudly, Stevie Ray Vaughan got an even bigger sound out of his Strat by fitting it with heavier strings.



Some even up to .013 gauge. (These things matter.)

So that' s how John Omally Ieft it. He left the Strat to the great rock legends, whom hejoined onstagein
hisdreams.

But the point of dl this, and thereis a point, or ese it would not have been mentioned, the point of al this
wasthat Omally had recently heard tell of arock band playing pub gigsin Brentford that owned to a
Strat-playing fellow who could, in the words of onewho'd heard him play, ‘ make that mother sing like an
angel and grind like a thousand-dollar whore' .

Which is something you don't hear or see every day, especialy in the suburbs of West London.

The Stratster’ s name was Ricky Zed, dthough his employers at the West Edling Wimpy Bar, where he
worked asthe griddle chef, knew him as Kevin Smith. The band was caled Gandhi’ s Hairdryer and they
were playing tonight at the Shrunken Head. Which was why Omally now sat in hiskitchen. Hewas
polishing hiswinklepicker boots.

For Omally wished to look his best tonight. Omally wished to see thisband and if they were dl they
were cracked up to be and indeed if Ricky proved to be the new Jimi, or the new Stevie Ray, Omdly
hoped to make them an offer he hoped they would not refuse.

An offer to manage them.
Because Omally had dso heard that the Gandhis were looking for amanager.

Now thefact that Omally had never had aday job, nor indeed knew anything whatsoever about
managing aband, did not, in his opinion, enter into the equation.

Johnfet degpinhisrock ‘n’ roll heart that he was born to such arole. Whedling and dedling, ducking
and diving, bobbing and weaving and things of that nature were what he was adl about. He was aman
with no visible means of support who somehow managed to enjoy areasonably comfortable lifestyle.
Evenif it didn’t run to any toysfor boys.

He was management materid.
If cut from humble cloth.

No, if thisband had potential, he, Omdly, would realize this potentid. And if he couldn’t play the Strat
he would bathe in the reflected glory of onewho could. And aso in the heated svimming pool into which
he had driven his Rolls Royce* .

Omdly buffed his boot and hummed alittle* Smoke On The Water'.

Thekitchen clock had long since ceased to tick, but John' s biological counterpart told him that opening
time drew near. He took his boots upstairs, shaved and .showered and put his gladrags on. They were
dightly ragged, but they were extremedly glad. Omally chose for this specia occasion aHawaiian shirt that
his best friend Pooley had given him for Christmas, a dove-grey zoot suit he had borrowed from this
selfsame Pooley, and the af orementioned winklepicker boots, which in fact were also the property of the
aso aforementioned Pooley. And which Omally had been meaning to give back. Examining himsdf inthe



wardrobe mirror, Omally con-cluded that he looked pretty damn hot.

*Thisof coursebeing John's heated swimming pool andJohn’s Rolls Royce. For managers get
twenty-five per cent.

“You, my friend,” he said, pointing to thevison in the glass, ‘you, my friend, will redly knock ‘em dead.’
Heteased acurly lock or two into abit of aquiff, struck a pose and did the Townshend windmill.
‘Rock ‘n’ roll,” said John Omally. ‘Rock ‘n' roll and then some”’

Ring ring went the front doorbell as John went down the stairs. He skipped up the hall and opened the
door and greeted the man on the step.

‘Watchamate, Jm,” said John.

‘Watchamate, John,” said Jm.

The man on the step was Pooley. Aforementioned Pooley and John' s bestest friend. Jm, like John, was
‘unemployed’, but where John did dl that ducking and diving and bobbing and weaving, Jm applied
himsdlf to science. The science of horse racing. Jm considered himsalf to be aman of the turf and had

dedicated hislife to the search for the BIG ONE. The BIG ONE was the six-horse Super-Y ankee
accumulator bet. Which every punter dreams of and every bookie fears.

So far Jm had failed to pull off the six-horse Super-Y ankee or, as future generations would know it, the
Pooley.

But it was just ameatter of time.

Regarding thelooks of Jm. They were varied. He was much the same stamp as John, and but for the
obvious differences bore many smilarities.

‘Comeonin,’ said John Omally.
‘Thank you sir,” said Jm Pooley.
‘No, hold on,” said Omally. ‘| was coming out.’

‘I'll joinyou, then,” said Jm. And so hedid.

The two friends strolled up Mafeking Avenue and turned right into Moby Dick Terrace. Jm' sface wore
atroubled ook which John saw fit to mention.

‘“What ailsyou, Jm? asked John. *Y ou wear atroubled look.’



‘| am perplexed,” said Pooley. ‘| just ran into Soap.’
‘Ah,’” said John. ‘I saw him & lunchtime. How did hisinterview go at theMercury?’

‘Nonetoo well by al accounts. Soap seemed very upset. He said that the world was going mad and it
wasn't hisfault”

‘Wah-wah,” said John.
‘Wah-wah? said Jm.
‘Asinwah-wah peda. Go on with what you were saying.’

 Sogp said that he' d expected things to change a bit while he’ d been away. But he didn’t see how they
could have changedbefore he went away, without him noticing at thetime.’

‘| am perplexed,” said John.

‘1t was about the Queen being nated. And Branson being on the pound notes.’
‘Who' s Branson?

‘The bloke whose face is on the pound notes, accord-ing to Soap.’

‘But | thought Prince Charles was on the pound notes.’

‘That’ swhat | told Soap. | showed him apound note and | said, “Look, Soap, it's Prince Charles.”
‘And what did he say?

‘He sad, no, it was definitely Branson.’

‘He' sconfusng him with thet film star,” said Omally.
‘Which film star?

‘ Charles Branson. In theDeath Wish movies’

‘1 think you'll find that's CharlesManson,” said Jm knowledgeably.

‘Ohyeah, that’ sthe fellow. Wrote alot of the Beach Boys' big hits and then went on to become a star
m Hollywood.’

“You'vegot him.

They reached the Memorid Library and sat down upon Jm'’ sfavourite bench. Early-evening sunlight
filtered through the oak trees, sparrows gossiped and pussycats yawned.

Omally took out hisfags and offered oneto Jm. * Sogp will bedl right,” hesaid. ‘It sjust dl the
excite-ment of getting back and everything. He Il soon sort himself out.’

‘I hope s0. Some of the stuff he wastelling me was serioudy barking. He said a policeman had showed



him pictures of afat man in ablack T-shirt and shorts walk-ing down the middle of amotorway at one
hundred milesan hour.’

‘Ohdear,” said John, lighting up.
‘And he said that the more he thought about it the more he noticed odd little changes that didn’'t make

sense. That thingsjust weren’t the way they should be!’

‘He had been drinking abit,” said John.
‘He owned up to that.” Jm took John'slighter and lit hisfag. ‘I used to have alighter just likethis he

said. Omally stretched and yawned.
‘And cometo think of it,” said Jm, ‘I used to have asuit like that and a pair of winklepicker boots.’

‘They're only borrowed, Jm. And if al goeswdl tonight I'll buy you a dozen suits and adozen pairs of

boots.’
“Yeah, right. But | am rather worried about old Soap.’

‘He' |l befine. It sjust some temporary aberration. When | last saw him we drank atoast to Brentford
and how what he liked about it best wasthat nothing ever changes here. | mean, look around you, can

you imaginethis place changing?
Jm looked all around him. He saw the mellow-bricked library and the streets of terraced Victorian

houses. He saw a crumbling wal plastered with movie pogters, one of which, coincidentaly, advertised
Virgin HIms' latest release. Charles Manson staffing as Forrest Gump. And above and beyond, the

high-riseflats and the gleaming slver spiresof Virgin Mega City.

‘No,” said Jm. *You'reright, of course. Nothing ever changesround here’

Stage-Struck and Later By Lightning

Terence the Thespian sat on hislaurels.
People remembered hisglorious years.
Bowing before the great packed auditorium.

Bowing and bowing to thousands of cheers.

Getting the knighthood and winning the Oscars.
Five nominations at least in aweek.

Dodging the press at the gay dinner functions.



Opening fétes, more or less, so to speak.

Posing for painterswith R.A. credentias.
Saying ‘Yumyum' to the productsthat pay.
Dancing with debs and the wives of new statesmen.

Getting a centre-page spread every day.

Buying up mansions and landaus and sofas.
Taking thelionsfor walksin the park.
People say, ‘ Oooh, he' snot like you expect him.

Thought he was lighter, or thought he was dark.’

Terencethe Thespian sat on hislaurels.
Counted hisroyalties, counted hishair.
Terence the Thespian struck down by lightning.

Just goesto show he was morta. So there!

When Terence the Thespian got his comeuppance and copped the old bolt from the blue, his children
wereleft to divvy up the poils.

The eldest, Alexander, or Sandy to his daddy, or Master Sandy to his private tutors, or just plain jammy
bastard to the rest of us, found himsdlf in the enviable position of being ateenaged millionaire.

Now, whileit is certainly true that many aman of means owes his successin lifeto the labours of a
deceased relative, it isaso often the case that wedlth that is suddenly come by iswedlth that is suddenly

gone.
Thiswasindeed the case with Sandy.

Sandy digpossessed himself of wedth in truly Biblical fashion. He ddlied in the fleshpots of Edling, that
modern-day Babylon, where, in hisgilded youth, he drank deep of iniquity’ swine and dined upon fruits
forbidden.



And thudy did he squander hisbirthright upon many libertine pleasure. Carousing with harlots and
hedonists, sybarites and sodomites, debauchees, de-generates, wallowers and wastrels.

Very nicework if you can get it, but sadly few of us can.

And having squandered al, and somewhat more besides, Sandy was forced to flee the fleshpots and
take unto histoes. And sorely did his creditors mourn for his departure. And grestly did they weep and
walil and gnash their teeth and rend their rainments. Y eg, verily! And many amongst them did swear
mighty oaths and promise him the torments of the damned.

Sandy wandered wearily, footsore and sick at heart, a vagabond with all hope gone, asad and sorry
fellow. He walked aone for many days and covered many miles and, as you do on theroad, had dll
kinds of excit-ing adventuresinvolving Red Indians and pirates and highwaymen and knightsin armour
and wizards and witches and giants and goblins and beautiful princesses with long golden hair.

Because there' salot moreto life on the road than deeping in shop doorways and drinking aftershave.
Asanyonewho' s been on theroad will tel you.

Sandy tramped the highways and the byways for dmost twenty years. Scouting for wagon trains, sailing
on the seven seas and getting into dl kinds of sticky Stuationsinvolving the princesseswith the long
golden hair. But eventudly hetired of it, cashed in some gold doubloonsthat he' d dug up on acora
idand and bought the Shrunken Heed.

The Shrunken Head had always been abit of adump. It lay at the bottom of Horseferry Lane, beside
the River Thames. Y ou couldn’t actudly seetheriver from the Shrunken Head, but you got afed of it
during the high spring tides when the cellar filled up with water.

When Sandy purchased the placeit wasa‘folk pub’, where men with big bellies and beards, manly men
who drank only redl ale, howled out those horrible unaccompanied songs that always begin with *Asl
walked out one morning’ and end with graphic des-criptions of genitaliabeing pierced by fish hooks.

Sandy, who had enjoyed the company of agood many long-legged women during hisdaysin the
flesh-pots of Eding, ousted the big-bellied beardies and turned the Shrunken Head into a proper music
venue. One that would attract the right kind of punter. He stripped the barrels and beer enginesfrom the
cellar and opened it up as Brentford’ s answer to the Cavern.

Sandy catered to all tastes, bar ‘folk’, because all tastes bar ‘folk’ attract women. Good-looking
women, that is.

The Shrunken Head becamethe place to go in Brentford, if you were looking to rock ‘n’ roll. Because
Sandy did the job the way it should be done.

The Cdlar, asit wasimaginatively caled, was smdl and damp and airless. The beer was served in
plastic tumblers, warm and flat and overpriced. The bouncers were bruta, the bands played much too
loud, junkies chased the dragon in the toilets and as for the smell... John Omally loved the place.

Jm Pooley, however, did not.

‘I would rather have my genitalia pierced by fishhooks than spend an evening there,” he said, when he
learned that thiswasto be their destination.



‘Comeon, Jm,” said John, nudging hisfriend’ selbow. ‘If thisband isas good asthey say it will bea
night to remember.’

‘But the place isahdllhole and as for the guvnor—'

‘ Sandy the sandy-haired barlord?

‘Thenunisatwat, sadJm.

‘He' s been about a bit, though, and tellsan interest-ing tale.”

‘| tel aninteresting tale and I’ ve never been any-where!’

‘But do you have aduelling scar?

‘No.’

‘Or abullet wound, or ascald on your arm where adragon bresthed on you?

‘No,” saidJm. ‘I don't.’

* And do you know of any other barlord in Brentford who bears the marks of the sigmata?

Pooley thought about this. * Not off-hand,” he said.  Or any other bar that attracts so many long-legged
women?

Jm thought about this also. ‘ There' sthe Brown Hatter in Fudgepacker Street,’ he said.
‘Those aren’t women, Jm.’
They walked awhilein slence.

‘Look,” said John asthey crossed the Kew Road. ‘ Just come in with me and listen to the band for a
couple of numbers. If they’ re rubbish we' Il both head off to the Swan.’

‘I likethe Swan,” said Jm. ‘It's peaceful inthe Swan.’

‘It wouldn't be, except for me”’

‘“Whatever do you mean?

‘Wdll, who do you think seesto it that the brewery’ s jukebox remains forever out of service?
‘Trueenough,” said Jm. ‘But if you love music so much, why do you doit?

‘ Because the Swan isnot the place for music. The Swan isadignified establishment run by adignified
barlord. Y ou go there to relax and enjoy the sparkling repartee and well-versed conversation of its
patrons.Not listen to music. If you want music you wantlive music. And if you want live music you want it

in adeazy overcrowded stinking sweeathole of aplace. Hellhole of aplace. Getting it right is everything,
Jm. A placefor everything and everything inits place’



‘Let’'sgotothe Swan.’ ‘No,” said Omally.
Jm made asulky face.

‘Don’'t be ababy,” said John.

They arrived at the Shrunken Heed at alittle before six. The band was scheduled to play at nine, which
inrock 'n’ roll time meant ten. So why were they there so early?

‘So why arewe here so early? asked Jm.

‘Because we need to be. We need to grab atable near the door and hang ontoit. | intend to make
mysdlf known to the band when they arrive and buy them a couple of drinks.’

Pooley whistled. ‘ Now that is something | would liketo see. Y ou buying drinks for complete strangers.’
‘It' san image thing. And bands play better when they think there’ sataent scout in the audience.’
‘And if they turn out to be aload of old pants?
‘Then you will enjoy much laughter a my expense, tdling thetdein the Swan.’

Pooley shrugged. ‘It hasthat going for it, | suppose. You go onin, then, and I’ll come back at around
hdf past nine’

‘No, Jim. Thisjob requires two. One to hang on to the table and the other to be up at the bar. Now,
let’ s get insde before anyone else does!’

John pushed open the door to the bar and pushed Jm through the opening.

It was dim and grim in the Shrunken Heed.

And it smdt likeawino' sarmpit.

Thefloor was of fag-scarred limo in acolour that has no name.

The evening sunlight drew up short at the windows where the grime held court.
The furnishings were dark and dank.

The curtains rotten and ragged and rank.

Atthesght of it al Jm’sheart sank.

For this pub knew no shame.



‘ Sheer poetry,” said John. * Although of adifficult metre.

Pale-faced in the gloom. Pooley shook his head and made the sign of the cross, Spectacles—testicles—
wallet—and—watch. ‘ Thisistruly the Pub from Hell,” he whispered. ‘When we die and go to the bad

place thisiswherewe will drink out eternity.’
‘Enough of that, Jm,” said John. * Y ou’ re making me al of a shiver. Now you go up to the bar and get us

inacouple of pintswhilel choose usthetable’

‘Me? went Jm. ‘But |—'
‘Cut dong now. Before the placefillsup.’
‘But’, Jm glanced dl about the evil den, ‘it shaf full dready.’
‘Yesindeed, you'reright.’

Therewere at least adozen young men in the bar. Y oung men wearing black T-shirts and shorts. They
had been rabbiting away as the two friends entered, but now they had grown silent and were nudging one

another and pointing somewhat too.
‘They’relooking a us,’ whispered Jm. ‘Why arethey looking at us?
‘Ignorethem,” said John. ‘ They’ re fanboys. A good sign, that. Means the band has aready got a cult

falowing.’

‘Cult? said Jm. ‘I don't like that word at al.’

‘Go to the bar,” John ordered. ‘ Go to the bar at once.’
Jm went up to the bar, doing the old * Excuse me, please’ as he passed between the fanboys. But the
fan-boysweren’t giving Jm a second glance. They were dl watching Omally.

Jm reached the bar counter and amost leaned his elbows upon it. Almost.

He surveyed the unpolished surface. The butt ends and the beer pools. A dight shiver ran through him.

Thiswas not hiskind of placeat al.
Sandy the sandy-haired barlord looked up from anudie book and grinned agrin at him.
‘If itisn't my old friend Pooley,” hesaid. * Y ou're quiteright there,” said Jm. * Y our Irish mate winkled

you out of the Swan, then, has he?
‘Something like that, yes. Two pints of whatever you have that passes for beer, please.’



Sandy lined up a couple of grubby-looking plastic tumblers and drew from beneath the bar a brace of

those multi-pack cans of supermarket lager that’ re not supposed to be sold separately. ‘Five quid,” he
sad.

Jm clutched at his heart.

‘Wish | could do it cheaper,’ said Sandy. ‘But, asthe music'sfree, | haveto make alittle on the beer.’
‘Yes, | quite understand.” Jm’s hand had found hiswallet but seemed unable to drag it from his pocket.
‘Come on, Pooley, tug alittle harder. There sthirty-five quid in there’

‘Thirty-five...” and Im’sjaw fell.

“Y ou just missed Bob the Bookie. He told me he'd given you aloan.’

‘It'snot aloan. | won it this afternoon on the horses!’

‘Bob looks upon it asaloan. After al, he knows he'll get it back tomorrow.’

‘He bloody won't,” said Jim.

‘Quiteright,” said Sandy. ‘Y ou spend it here. That' | show him.’

‘Twill.

Having parted company with afive-pound note, Jm sought out Omally, who now sat a the table of his
choosing.

John was not done. Sitting across from him in the seat that should surely have been Jm'’s, was afat nun
inablack T-shirt and shorts. He and John were chatting like buddies of old.

Jm placed acan and atumbler on the table and sat down next to the fat nun.
‘Cheers, Jm, said John, ‘thisis Geraldo.’

‘Pleased to meet you, I’'m sure,” said Jm, raising his cup of warm cheer.
‘Gerddoisabig fan of the Gandhis’

‘The biggest,” said Gerddo.

‘Nice’ said Jm, spping hisdrink and making aface. ‘ Gerddo thinks that the Gandhiswill be the biggest
band of dl time’’

‘That | doubt,” said Jim.

‘Oh, they will,” said Geraldo, in avoice that nude Jm turn his head. For such abig fat man he had avery
tiny voice. It seemed to come from way down deep insde him, asif he was cdling up through a
drainpipe. Or something. ‘ They'll be the biggest ever, you just wait and see.



‘They won't be bigger than the Bestles,” said Jm. ‘No band could ever be bigger than the Bestles.’
‘The Bestles have had their day,” said John.

‘Oh, excuse me,” said Jim. * And how many number- one hits have the Begtles had?

‘A couple of dozen, | suppose.

‘Fifty-seven,” said Jm. ‘And the last one only afew months ago. To celebrate John Lennon’ ssixtieth
birthday.’

‘Exactly.” Omally pushed histumbler aside and drank straight out of hiscan. * And look at Lennon. Bald
and fat. He should haveturned it in years ago.’

‘Stop amoment there,” squeaked Geraldo. * John Lennon was sixty, did you say?
‘I bought thesingle,’ said Jm. ‘It had aholographic picture deeve’
Gerado' sjowlsweredl awobble. ‘ But John Lennon was shot in nineteen eighty,” he said faintly.

‘Yes,’ said Jm. ‘But he was only wounded and if it hadn’t been for the shooting, the Bestles would
never have re-formed.’

‘He should have died,” said John. ‘He' d have become arock icon if he'd died.’

‘What awicked thing to say.” Jim made tut-tut-tut-tings. * And if he had died and the Bestles hadn’t
re-formed, England would not have won the Euro-vision Song Contest four years running. Nineteen
eghty-two, nineteen eighty—three, nineteen—'

‘Yes, | know dl that.” Omally viewed hisdrink can with distaste. ‘ But what a sdll-out that was.
Eurovison Song Contest. That ain't rock ‘n’ roll.’

‘Just stop! Just stop!” Geraldo waved his chubby paws about. His voice was faint but frantic. ‘Y ou're
saying that John Lennon didnot diein nineteen eighty?

‘Of course hedidn't die’” Jm shook his head and rolled hiseyes. ‘ That young bloke saved hislife. What
was his name, now?

‘They never knew hisname,” said John. *Hejust appeared out of nowhere and patched Lennon up. And
then he vanished when the paramedics arrived. Lennon wanted to give him amillion bucks but he never
cameforwardtoclamit.’

‘Perhapsit wasn't abloke at dl,” said Jm. ‘ Perhapsit was an angel. Perhapsit was the Spirit of rock
‘n’ roll. Areyou dl right, Gerddo?

But Geraldo wasn't dl right. Geraldo was coughing and spluttering. ‘ It snot right,” he kept saying
between convulsons. *He should have died. It isn't right.’

“You'renot right,” said Jm. ‘Have you been drinking?



‘I’'ve gottago.” Geraldo rose shakily to hisfeet and stumbled off to join hisfanboy cronies at the bar.
‘What avery strange man,” said Jm.

‘Perhaps he' sachum of Sogp’s’

‘Comeagan?

‘Well, Soap’ s got abee up his bum that the Queen wasn't nated and Gerado thinksthat John
Lennonwas.’

‘Nineteen eighty,” said Jm.

‘What about it?

‘Nineteen eighty was when Lennon got shot and survived and the Queen was assassinated. Same year’
‘People get shot every year,” said John. ‘It’ sa tradition, or an old charter or something.’

‘Or something. But thisisabit of acoincidence, isn't it? Who isthis Gerado anyway, John? Where do
you know him from?

‘| don’t know him at dl. He just came up and asked for my autograph.’
“Why would he want your autograph?

‘| think he thought | was someone famous. He was terribly polite and sort of—

‘Sort of what?

‘Reverentid,’ said Omdly. ‘ That' sthe only word | can think of .’

‘Thisisdl very weird.’

‘Thereis nothing weird about it.” John gulped down the contents of his can and tried to look happy for
doing so0. ‘ Thisisamusic pub, Jm,” he said. ‘ And the folk who go to music pubs are not your everyday
folk. Don't go getting yoursdlf dl upset”’

‘| wasn't getting mysdf dl upset,’” said Jm, who clearly was.

“Well, don't. Soap is confused. Gerddo is confused.’

‘Both of them?

‘Both of them. Lennondid survive, the Queen didnot. That’s history and you can't change history, can
you?

‘Well..." said Jm. ‘| supposenot.’

“Y ou definitely can't. History cannot be changed.’



And That' sWhy | LivelnaTent

Theinvasion of the body snatchers.
Thething from Planet Z.
The big-eyed beansfrom Venus.

Thefiend without an *ead.

Thewild wild women of Wonga.
Morristhe human mole.

Loup Garou.

The nun from the Pru.

The beast from the bottomless hole.

The phantom of the opera.
Thelad from the Black Lagoon:
Vampires and umpires and pirates and poets,

The Scotsman who lives on the moon.

Turned up on my doorstep yesterday,
To say that they’ d put up my rent.

| said, curse and damnation

(They had an Alsatian),

Andtha’swhy | livein atent.



Norman Hartndll* once said that lifewould beawholelot easier if it could belived in little movies. The
gigt of thiswasthat life nowadaysis smply too complex for the average nun to get his average head
around. There' stoo much going on dl a the sametime. Too many plot-lines, if you like, weaving in and
out and dl round about. If you could live your lifein little movies, each with abeginning, amiddle and an
end, you could concentrate on one thing a atime. Enjoy each for whatever it was and give of your best
toeachinturn.

And things of that nature.
Generdly.
Norman consdered that, idedly, each little movie would last for aweek. Y ou would begin whatever

par-ticular enterprise you chose to begin, on the Monday. Giveit your absolute and undivided attention
until Friday (by which timeit would have been brought to

* Hewas never confused with the other Norman Hartndl, because no one could remember who the
other Norman Hartndll was.

asatisfactory conclusion), and then you' d have the weekend off to plan what you should do the
following week.

Norman waswhat iscalled ‘an Idedist’.

He was a so a corner-shopkeeper.

And asingle man.

Norman’s shop was known to the good folk of Brentford asThe Sweetie Shop that Time Forgot.
Norman had inherited the shop from hisfather, Norman Hartndl Senior (whom many at the time had
confused with the other Norman Hartnell), way back in the nineteen sixties and had done his best to keep
it just theway it was.

Thiswas not for the sake of nogtalgia, or as some posthumous tribute to his daddy. It was smply that
Norman liked the shop the way it was and could think of no sound reason for changing it. The shop

served as Norman'’ s base of operations, where he gpplied himself not only to living hislifein little movies,
but aso to his hobby.

For Norman, Idealist, corner-shopkeeper and single man, was adso an inventor.

England has proudly given birth to many agreat inventor. It has aso, almost without exception, failed to
capitalize on this. Inventors have found themsalves unable to raise finance to devel op their ideas and have
inevitably sold them abroad.

The reason for this, in Norman’s opinion, was that those who sat in the sests of power, those big seatsin



Whitehdl with red leather backs, tried to do too much at once and so did everything badly. They missed
opportunities because they didn’t livether livesin little movies.

Norman had written to them explaining this, but so far had received no reply.
Which, in hisopinion, proved his point.

So Norman did not waste his precious time sending off details of hislatest revolutionary invention to the
big-seat-gtters of Whitehdl. He gpplied himsdf to solving locd problems. To improving the lives of those
who lived around him.

Idedlist, shopkeeper, sSingle man, inventor and very nice fellow was he.
Thisweek Norman was building ahorse.

It wasto be a surprise present for im Pooley, who was agood friend of Norman’s. Jm wasthe only
man that Norman knew of , other than himself, who actudly lived hislifeinlittle movies. True, Jm'’slittle
movies were aways repeets. In fact they were dways the very same movie. The one about the bloke
who spends al histime trying to win on the horses but dwaysfallsto do so. It was avery dull little movie
and it didn’'t have a happy ending.

But Norman meant to change adl that for im. He was doing what inventors do. Which isto identify the
problem and provide the smple solution.

Over the previous weekend Norman had identified the problem. Jm never won much money on the
horses, because they were nothis horses, and so he could never know for certain whether they would
win or not. Therefore the solution was to provide Jm with ahorse that could be guaranteed to win.

The answer was therefore to build Jim ahorse.

It might well have been suggested to Norman that the answer would be tobuy Jm a horse. But Norman
would certainly have pooh-poohed this suggestion.

Racehorses cost afortune to buy. It was ssimpler al round just to build one.

Norman had recently come into possession of a scientific magazine, ordered in error by acustomer. In
this there had been along and involved article about a sheep cdled Dolly, which had supposedly been
cloned. Thishad set Norman thinking.

Like dl manly men, dl truly manly men, Norman had alove of sciencefiction. Not just aliking, but a
love. And there was no shortage of novels dedicated to this particular subject. Norman had rootled
about in his collection and come up with acouple of Johnny Quinn classics. Crab Cheese and The Man
Who Put hisHead on Backwards.

In Crab Cheese the eponymous detective (Crab Cheese) finds himself on thetrail of aserid killer of the
vampire persuasion, who turns out to be ahuman clone. The cunning twist at the end is that the man does
not have asoul. The theory being that you might be able to clone the man, but you cannot clone the soul.
* This gave Norman pause for thought. Did animals have souls? No oneredlly knew for certain. But then
if they did, and the one you cloned didn’t, would it redly matter”? Norman wondered about Dolly. Had
she shown any leanings towards vampirism?If she



* Please bear thisin mind.

had, the scientific journd failed to mention them.

The Man Who Put his Head on Backwardswas a different kettle of genetics dtogether. It involved rich
peoplein the future who were cloned by their parents at birth. The clones were then carefully reared on
specia farmsto provide spare parts and replacement organs for the originas. As and when required.

Thisled Norman into wondering whether he should perhaps clone haf a dozen horsesin casethefirst
one broke afetlock or something.

But he decided to scrub around that. He only had spacein hisback yard to graze one horse and he
didn’t want the neighbours complaining again.

What afussthey’ d made about his outside toilet. It had seemed such agood idea at the time, catering as
it did to customers who were suddenly caught short in his shop. The world had clearly not been ready for
the open-air femdeurind.

So, over the aforementioned previous weekend Norman had set himsdlf to planning how he might clone
the greatest Derby winner of them dl. It would need to have al the best features of al the best horsesdll
rolled into one. But how to go about the task? How to acquire the necessary genetic materia? Y ou
couldn’t just knock at the door of some stud farm and ask to borrow afew skin scrapings. Well, you
could, but...

Well, youcould in amanner of speaking. Y ou could certainly ask forsomething.

On the Sunday Norman drove off to Epsom in hisMorris Minor. He set out early and sought the
grandest -looking stables. Here he leaned upon the fence and watched the horses being groomed. He
had brought with him two essentia items. A breeder’ s guide and abucket. These were dl he needed to
gain thesomething he required.

Histechnique proved to be faultless. Having sdected from the breeder’ s guide a horse suitable for
cloning, Norman shouted abuse at the stable lad grooming it. The stable lad replied to Norman' s abusein
the manner which has been favoured by stable lads since the very dawning of time.

He hurled horseshit a Norman.

Norman gathered up the horseshit and put it in his bucket.

Having visited five stables, Norman had afull bucket, containing al the genetic materid he needed.

He was even homein time for Sunday lunch.

On the Monday, Norman used whatever time he could between serving customersto dip away to his

back kitchen workshop and extract the DNA from the horseshit. Thiswas arather tricky task, requiring,
asitdid, avery large magnifying glass, avery smal pair of tweezersand avery steady hand...



By shop-close, however, he' d filled up atest tube. Now, thereis, apparently, something of aknack to
gene-splicing. It calsfor some pretty high-tech state--of-the-art equipment, which isonly to befoundin
government research establishments. Norman did not have accessto these, so instead he gave the test
tube a bloody good shake. Which was bound to splice something.

On the Tuesday, which was today, things had not gone well for Norman. He' d been hoping to at least
knock out atest horse, but there had been too many interruptions.

People kept bothering him for things. Could he get them this? Gould he get them that? Norman told them
al that he certainly could not. And then there had been al the fuss about the videos.

He should never have started hiring out videos. It was avery bad idea. Norman couldn’t think for thelife
of himwhy he'd started doing it in thefirst place. But then, for the life of him, he remembered that he
could.

It wasdl thefault of John Omally.

Omally had comeinto Norman's shop a couple of months before, complaining bitterly that there was
nowhere in Brentford where you could hire out avideotape.

Norman had shrugged in his shop coat.  There' safortune waiting for the first man who opensavideo
shop around here,” said Omadlly.

Norman nodded as he shrugged.
‘A fortune,” said John. ‘I’ d open one myself, but the problem isfinding the premises.”

“Why isthat the problem? Norman asked. ‘ Because there aren’t any shopsto rent around here.’
“Which must be why no one has opened avideo shop.’

‘Exactly,” said Omally. ‘Andit’snot asif you’ d need aparticularly large shop. In fact, when you come
to think about it, all you’ d redlly need would be abit of shelf spacein an existing shop.’

‘| see,” said Norman.

Omaly glanced around at Norman's shop. ‘| mean, takethis place, for instance,” he said. ‘ Those
shelves over there. The oneswith al the empty swestie jars. Those shelves there could be earning you a
thousand pounds aweek.’

‘How much? said Norman.

‘A thousand pounds aweek.’

‘Those shelvesthere?

‘Those shelves there’

‘Blessmy soul,” said Norman.

Omaly did ahbit of shrugging. ‘ Makesyou think,’



‘It certainly does,” Norman agreed. ‘ Of course, there would be the enormous capita outlay of buying all
the videos’

‘Not if you had the right connections.’
‘I don't,” said Norman.

‘I do,” said John.

And it had seemed agood idea a the time. What with Omally knowing where he could lay hishandson
five hundred videotapes for a pound each. It was only after Norman had parted with the money and
Omally had loaded the tapes onto the shelves that Norman thought to ask a question.

‘“What are on these tapes? Norman asked. ‘None of them are labelled.’

‘l don’t know,” Omally said.

‘But haven't you tried any out?

‘“How could I try any out?| don't ownaVCR.” Norman'sface cameover dl blank. ‘But | thought you
were hitterly complaining that—'

‘There was nowhere in Brentford you could hire avideotape from. Yes, | was. But | was speaking
generdly. | didn’'t mean me persondly.’

‘Oh,” said Norman. ‘| see’

‘Wel, I'm al donenow,” said John. ‘So I'll be off.” And with that said, hewas.

It took Norman more than aweek to go through the tapes.. He had some very late nights. To his great
dis-appointment, none of them turned out to be Hollywood blockbusters. All contained documentary
footage. Of Chilean secret police interrogating prisoners.

Norman marvelled at the methods of torture employed, athough he did think that some of the eectrical
apparatus used could have been improved upon.

‘ Although | won't waste my time writing to tell them,” Norman said to himself. * Because they probably
won't answer my |etter.

But now Norman realized that he had avery rea problem on his hands. What was he to do with these
videos? | mean, he could hardly hire them out.



Not without titles.
And when it cameto little movies, these ones dl had the same plot.

Norman put his mighty brain in gear. Snappy titles, that’swhat they needed. Norman at once came up
with

OUCH!: THE MOVIE.Thiswas good becauseit dlowed forOUCH! 1I: THE SEQUEL And dso
OUCH! Ill. Innotimeat dl Norman wasinto his stride.

He followed up the OUCH collection with the NOW THAT SWHAT | CALL TORMENT seriesand
he even managed to cut together a blooper tape of humorous out-takes. Torturers dipping over inthe
blood and accidentally e ectrocuting themselves and so on.

Norman toyed with theideaof caling thisone
CARRY ON UPMY BOTTOM WITH THE ELECTRIC CATTLE PROD.
But that was a bit too long.

Norman earned his money back on the videos and he made a bit extra besides. They didn’t prove
popular asfamily viewing, but they attracted a certain following amongst acertain type of mae.

The policeraid at lunchtime had come as abit of a shock. He' d noticed the police presence, just up the
road outside the Flying Swan, and when a couple of coppers came into his shop to buy sweets, Norman
had asked them, in al innocence, whether they’ d liketo join his video club.

And now here he wasin a police interrogation room at the Brentford nick. An interrogation room that
uncomfortably, looked strangely familiar. Norman sighed and shifted. The meta chair was cold on his
naked bum. The el ectrodes were pinching hisnipples.

Norman hoped that they’ d soon let him go. After al, he' d answered dl their questions. Severd times
over. He d said dl the thingsthey’ d expected him to say. That he was an innocent victim of circumstance.
That he' d bought the videos from a stranger he’ d met in apub. The policemen wouldn’t keep him tied up
around here much longer, would they? Sitting on cold chairs gave you the piles and Norman didn’t want
those.

And he had too much to do. He had to get back to his workshop and see how his horse was coming
aong. He d left the DNA gently cooking in anutrient solution on the stove, and dthough it was only on a
low light, it might all end up stuck to the bottom of the saucepan if he didn’t get back soonto giveit adtir.

Norman sighed again and made awistful face. If only there weren’t so many complications, he thought.
If only we could live our livesin little movies

As chance would haveit (or if not chance then fate, and if not fate then who knowswhat?), therewas
something closaly resembling alittle movie going on in Norman'’ s kitchen workshop even as he thought
and said these things.

It was alittle B-movie, dthough the specia effects were superb.

If there had actually been ascript for thismovie, it might well have begun something like this.



SCENE ONE

Interior:  Norman'’ s kitchen workshop.

Camerapans dowly across small and shabby room. We see bundles of newspapers and magazines.

Cigarette boxes, cartons of soft drinks, all the usual stock of amodest corner shop. We see dso asink
piled high with unwashed dishes and awork table. Here we find evidence of scientific endeavour, test
tubes, retorts, a scientific journal open a a page about cloning, abox of Meccano.

Camera panstowards afilthy stove (1950s grey enamel), where we see an old saucepan. Its contents
arebailing over, athick green liquid is bubbling out. Wefollow the course of thisliquid asit dripsdowly
down to thefloor (ancient limo). Here there is movement, as of things forming and moving.

Camera pulls back rapidly, rising to view the room from above.

And we see them. Dozens of them. Racing round and round the kitchen floor. Leaping over discarded
cans and flotsam. Tiny horses, no bigger than mice. Galloping around and around and around.

Music over: the Osmonds, ‘ Crazy Horses .

Of courseif it was alittle B-movieit would need atitle. It would have to be one of thoseThe Thing
from Planet Z orThe Beast from the Bottomless Hole, or evenThe Scotsman Who Lives on the
Moon sort of jobbies. Norman could no doubt have thought of one.

Invasion of the Tiny Horses, perhaps, orNight of the Stunted Stallions. That sounded better.

But as Norman wasn't in hiskitchen, he wasn't going to get the chance.

Soknowing not the wonder of it all, Norman sat in stedl chair in the interrogation room in the

Brentford nick and fretted and fretted and fretted.

And in hiskitchen workshop, the tiny horses galloped around and around and around and around.

And around.

TheAlien Say



Or, How Elvis Predey failed to heed the voice of Interplanetary Parliament and so condemned Planet
Earth to destruction.)

To be sung inthevoice of Early Elvis.

The dien say that the truth will make mefree.
The dien say that he knowstheinner me.
But | don’t carewhat the alien say.

All I wannadoisrock ‘n' roll al day.

Wop bop aloo bop wham bam hip hooray.

Thedien say it sakarmic symbioss.
Divindly ingpired cerebral metamorphosis.
But | don't care what the alien think.

All I wannado istake drugs and drink.

A wop bop aloo bop wham bam kitchen sink.

(middle eight)

Thedien reckons that the future beckons

And the end isdrawing nesr.

Throw away our bombs before the holocaust comes.
Hismessage wasloud and clear.

The dien say we' re destroying the eco-system.
Thedien say we should cal upon cosmic wisdom.

But | don't carewho the dien cals.



All I wannado is screw young girls. -

A wop bop aloo bop wham barn string of pearls.

(another middle eight)

Thedien thinks that humanity stinks

Andwe veblownitdl to hell.

The messageis grave, but he can gill save us
And he choseme to tell.

The dien say the galactic federation

Has condemned thisworld to aswift annihilation.
Thedien said | should passit on.

But | forgot his message when | went to the John.

Wop bop aloo bop —Where' s the planet gone?

Thank you, ma am.

Elvis should have called it quitsway back in* 77 when he had hisfirst heart attack. He was never quite
the same man after that. He wandered around Gracdlands, clutching at his head and talking to himself and
telling those who would listen that he was having revelations. Clearly the King was two strings short of a
Strat.

Hislatest offering, a stream of semi-consciousness rambling over beefy drum and bass, pumped now out
of Sandy’ s behind-the-bar sound system, making any form of conversation in the Shrunken Head just
that little bit more stressful.

It was now almost nine of the night-time clock and Jim Pooley took another elbow to the ear.

‘Ouch,” went Jm and, ‘Mind out there.’

‘Stop making such afuss Omadly told him.



‘It sdl right for you.” Jim shifted in his chair as another music-lover squeezed by him. Y ou have the seat
agang thewdl.’

‘I have to keep watch on the door for the band. The placeisfilling up nicely, though, isn'tit?

Jm ducked another elbow. ‘I hateit!” he shouted. ‘I’ s horrid and stinks. Don't any of these blighters
ever wash under their arms?

‘Men who wear black T-shirts rarely wash under their arms. It’ satradition, or an old charter or
some-thing.’

‘| want to go home,” wailed Jm.
‘Hold on,” said John. *Big-hair dert.’
‘What?

‘Menwith big hair. It must be the band.” Jim turned and caught an elbow in the gob. ‘Ouch,” he went
again and, ‘Where?

‘There” Omally pointed and there indeed they were. Above the modey mob and moving through the fug
of fag smoke, big-haired boys were entering the bar.

‘Big hair,” muttered Jm. ‘What an old clichéthat is” Omdly was now on hisfeet and waving. ‘ Chaps,’
he caled. ‘| say, chaps, over here.’

‘| say, chaps?

Omadly hushed a him. ‘It sanimagething,” hetold Jm. ‘ Think class. Think Brian Epstein.’
‘Yegods,” Jm raised hisbeer can to hislips, thought better of it and set it down again.
‘Chaps, | say.” Omally coo-eed and waved a bit more. ‘1 say, chaps. Hold on, come back.’

But the big-haired chaps were paying no heed, they were humping their gear towards the entrance to the
Cdlar.

‘I'll give them ahand with their guitars, said Omadly. *Y ou hang onto thistable.” Heleaned low and
spoke firm words into the ear of Pooley. * And don't even think about dipping avay,” he said.

‘I might haveto goto thetoilet.’
‘Holditin.
‘But it might be number twos!’

Omaly madefists. He showed oneto Pooley. ‘| am not by nature aviolent man,” he said, ‘but if you let
me down on this—’

‘All right.” Pooley raised the pdms of peace. ‘I’ [l hold the table for you. But I’m not going downgtairsto
hear them play. Absolutely no way. No Sree, by golly.’



‘All right, dl right.” John struggled out of his chair and into the crowd. * Just don't let me down, Jm. This
redly matters.

Pooley shrugged and Pooley sighed and Pooley wanted out.
‘Isanyone sitting there? asked avoice at hisear.

‘Yes,” grumbled Jm and, looking up, ‘No. My friend’ sgone home. Y ou can st in hischair if you want
to’

‘Thank you, | will,” shesaid and shedid.
Jm watched her as she sttled onto Omally’ schair.
Shewas beautiful. Smply beautiful.

Infact it would be true to say that she was the most beautiful woman Jm had ever seenin hislife. And
consdering that Brentford is noted for the beauty of itswomenfolk, that isreally going some.

And then some more.

She was the size known as petite. Which isn't the size known aslittle or small. And therewasa
symmetry about her features and a delicacy about her entire being that made Jm do adouble
double-take. To Pooley she seemed perfect, and perfect can bejust alittle fearsome.

With hisjaw now hanging dack and his eyes glazing over, Jm took in the poetic wonder of her face.
Her eyes were large and green and fringed with long dark lashes.

Her nose was smdll and tilted at the tip.

Her mouth waswide, and there, insde, her teeth were lightning flashes.

A tiny blue moustache was glued above her upper lip.

Jm’ sfacetook on that drippy gormless expresson that is so often worn by men who havefalen
suddenly and hopelessly inlove.

‘Areyou all right? asked the beauity.

‘Oh,” went IJm and, ‘Mmm.’

‘Pardon?

‘I'mfing,’ shouted Jm.

‘That’ s good. | thought you were going to chuck up.’

‘No, I'mfine,” Jim shouted some more. ‘No, hang about. How do you do that?



‘1 usudly put my fingers down my throat.’

‘No, | don’t mean that. | mean how do you do what you' re doing now?
‘What am | doing now?

‘Therel” shouted Jm. ‘You did it again.’

‘What?

‘Well, I'm having to shout above dl thisracket, but you' re just spesking normaly, and | can understand
every word you're saying.’

‘It'sjust away of projecting your voice. My brother taught me.”

‘Wonderful,” shouted Jm. ‘I’'m Jm, by theway.’

‘I'mLitany,’ sad Litany.

‘Have you come to see the band? Are you here with your, er, boyfriend?

“Y ou don’t have to shout. | can understandyou. And I’'m with the band and | don’t have a boyfriend.’
Groupie, thought Jm.

‘And I’'m not agroupie.’

‘Of courseyou're not.’

‘I'mthelead Snger.

‘I’ ve been redlly looking forward to seeing your band,” said Jm. ‘I'll be right down at the front.’

‘Oh, redly?

‘Absolutely. Can | get you adrink or something?

“‘No, thank you.” Litany shook her perfect head. Her perfect hair, of a colour somewhere between this
and that, moved all around and about. It wasn't exactly big hair, but it had many big ways. ‘ The beer’s
rubbish here. I'd much prefer apint of Large’

‘I could run to the Swan and bring you one back. Or we could perhaps go together.’

‘I haveto play. There' salot of fans here tonight.’

‘Yes” Jm now made a somewhat thoughtful face. *Which was a great improvement. ‘ How come...

‘How comewhat?

“How come you' re not being mobbed? How come you' re just Sitting down here with me and no one's
bothering you? How come there’ s not a big mob of adoring fans gathered about this table?



‘Would you like there to be?

‘No. But...

‘It s something else my brother taught me. I’ll tell you about it sometime. Over apint of Large,

perhaps.’

‘Ohvyes’ said Jm. ‘Ohyes, indeed.’

‘I likeyou, Jm, said Litany. *You're everything | hoped you' d be.” And on that mysterious note, she

rose from Omally’ s chair, smiled a Jm and melted into the crowd.

Pooley lifted his can of beer and emptied the contents down histhroat. And just for amoment, only for a
moment, mind, the thin warm aetook on the taste of acooling pint of finest Large.

And then agreat cheer went up from the mob, as the mob became aware that Litany was among them

and Jm got another elbow inthe ear.

And then John Omdly returned.

‘Badtards,’ he said, reseating himsdlf.

‘Pardon? shouted Jm.

‘Bagtards,’ shouted John.

‘Any particular bastards, or just bastardsin genera?
‘Big-haired bastards, they wouldn’t speak to me”’

‘Perhaps they didn’t take to your old chaps routine.’

‘“They mocked my suit’

‘Mysuit?

“Your suit, then. But mock it they did.’

‘Well, itisaredly horrible suit. Whichiswhy I’ ve never asked for it back.’
‘I’ve agood mind not to manage them now.

‘That'll teach them!” bellowed Jm.

“Y ou might aswel| push off, then.’

‘No, that’sdl right, John. Y ou push off, I'll stay abit longer.’

‘What?



‘I think I'll stay and watch the band.’
‘What?

‘Just acouple of numbers!’

‘What?

‘Did you get her autograph? It was Geraldo, the big fat fellow in the black T-shirt and shorts. Histiny
voice squeaked very loud, in order to make himself heard.

‘What? said Jm.

‘That'smy line, said John.

‘Litany’ sautograph. That was her talking to you, wasn't it? 1 didn’t recognize her until she got up.
‘What? went John.

‘Hewastdking to Litany,” squeaked Gerado.

‘WhoisLitany? John bawled back.

‘Just afriend,” said Jim.

‘What?

‘She’' sthe Gandhis' lead singer. Y our mate was chat-ting her up.

‘l never was.

“Y ou werewhat?’

‘Oh, dl right. | wastaking to her. She doesthisredly clever thing when she speaks, she—'
‘Bastard!’ shouted John. ‘1 turn my back and you'rediving in to steal my job.’

‘It was't like that. She came up to me. | didn’t know who she was. | think she fancies me and—'

‘Blue moustache tonight.” The big fat fellow pointed to hisface. * Always a blue moustache on
Tuesdays’

‘What is he going on about?

‘ She was wearing ablue moustache.” * A woman with amoustache?
‘Blueone,” Jim shouted. ‘A Clark Gable, | think.’

The big fat fellow shook hisbig fat head. ‘A Ramon Navarro.’

‘Did he wear amoustache?



‘On Tuesdays hedid. A blueone.
“You'remad!” shouted John. ‘ The pair of you. Stone bonkers.’

‘I think I'll just dip down to the Céllar.” Jm made down-a-ways pointings. ‘I’d like to get up closeto
the stage.’

‘Ill come with you,” Geraldo squeaked asloudly as he could. ‘I don’t want to missthe incident.’
‘What incident? Jim asked.

‘The famous incident, of course. That’swhat we' ve cometo see.’

And onthat mysterious note, thefat fellow did hisbit of meting into the crowd.

‘Oi, wait for me;” cried Jm, attempting to melt but failing dismally. ‘How do they do that? he asked
John.

‘It sdl inthe dbows. Here, I'll show you.’

‘Wait for me, then, oh damn.’

Jm did not get up close to the stage, dthough, given the dimensions of the Cellar, nowherewas
particularly far from the stage. But Jim was about asfar away asit was possible to be. He waslast man
in, which aso meant he would be first man out and first man to the bar come the intermission, but that
afforded little or indeed any pleasure a dl to the aspiring fanboy. He squeezed himsdlf against thewall
and held hisnose againgt the pong of unwashed armpits.

He bobbed up and down for abit, hoping for aglimpse of Omadly. but gave that up when a chap in front
threatened to punch hislights out.

‘| hateit here’ said Jmto himsdf. ‘| hateit, hateit, hateit.’

And then dl the lights went out and then the voice of Sandy one-twoed through the mic and said,
‘Ladies and gentlemen, they’ re here, your own, your very own, Gandhi’ s Hairdryer.’

And there was a scream of feedback, agreat dark howl from the crowd, the lights burst on and the
band burst into action.

Jm could manage abit of a‘Whoa asthe sght and the sound hit him bang in the face.

On stage stood Litany, surdly tdler, surely even lovdier, and flanked by fellowsin black. She wore white
and they wore black and they had great big hair. And they had really fab guitars and they did dl the right
movements and the drummer at the back beat seven bells of shit out of the old skins and the speakers
pumped out mighty decibels and the music and the song and the heat and the smell.

And Jm cameadl over funny.



He could see them moving up there on the tiny stage and he could fed the rhythm as the big bass notes
jumbled up his sscomach and rumbled in his skull, but he seemed to hear and taste and sense and smdll
much more.

Anditwasdl somuchand dl at once. It didn’t build up dowly. It didn’t riseto a crescendo. It was just
right there. Ingtantly. Inyour face. In your bowels. In, right in.

At once.
All together.

Altogether.

Jm shook his head and pinched at his nose and sucked in very smdl bresths. Whatever thiswas, and it
certainly was something, it was al too much for him. Hetried to ease himself away from thewall but

found to his horror that he couldn’t. The seet of histrousers appeared to be welded to the brickwork.
Hisfeet were glued to thefloor.

And it couldn’t have been thirty secondsinto the first number before the lead guitarist went into asolo.
And yes, it wasthe most blinding guitar solo Jm had ever heard in dl of hislife and somehow Litany sang
with it. Not- words but sounds, musical notes, utterly pure, utterly precise. Rising and rising until the band
cut short and there was nothing, nothing but the sound of her voice, anote, asingle note, that seemed to
enter into Pooley through the very pores of his skin and— What?

‘Cleanse,” whispered Jm. ‘1 am being cleansed.’

‘Thank you, Brentford, and goodnight.’

And dl thelightswent out.

And when they came back on again, the Gandhis were nowhere to be seen.

But what there was to be seen was something quite extreme. Blokes were clutching at themselves and
weeping. Weeping men, and manly men too. Some were fingering at their heads and going ‘ My barnet,
it sback’ and otherswerefedling at their faces, saying ‘ All my spotsaregone.” And others il were
patting private places and mumbling thingslike ‘Me piles have vanished’ and ‘Y e pox isno more.

Jm blinked and boggled and sighed and took deep bregths. Men in black T-shirtswere sniffing at their
armpits and each other’s. *Nice,” wastheir opinion.

Very fragrant.

Jm found that he was sniffing too and nodding as he sniffed. And hefelt sowell. So hedthy. Hefelt asif
he d had just spent aweek at one of those places the toffs go to, where they cover you in mud and feed
you lettuce and suchlike. Whatever that felt like. Good, iswhat that felt like. Incredibly good.

‘“What about that, then, eh? A tiny voice spokein hisearhole.

Jim turned to see thefat bloke in the black T-shirt and shorts.

But.



Thefat bloke wasn't such afat bloke any more.
‘Four bloody inches,” the fattish bloke said. ‘ Four bloody inches off my waistline’

“How? whispered Jm. ‘| mean, what happened, how?

‘I’ sher voice. | knew it wastrue. The othersdidn’t believe me. They said it was just arock legend.
But | talked them into coming. | knew it wastrue, you see. I'd read al about the Gandhis and their

Apocaypso Music.’

*Slow down,” said Jim. ‘1 don’'t understand.’

‘Thiswastheincident. The onethat started it all. And now | can say | wasthere. And if no one believes
me — the fattish bloke plucked at histrousers— *they’ll beieve this, won't they? My mum will be dead
pleased. She' saways going on about me losing weight.’

“Y ou knew thiswas going to happen.” Jim fought to make sense of it al. * Y ou knew. How did you
know?

‘Looked it up on Porkie.’
‘What's Porkie?

‘Itsreal nameis SWINE. Single World Interfaced Network Engine. It pretty much runsthe whole
planet. Or did.’

‘I'mlosngthis’ sadJm.
‘Of courseyou are. But evenif | told you al about it, you' d never believe me.’
‘I'dgiveitago.

Thefattish bloke turned to hisfriends, who were blissfully sniffing their armpits. ‘What do you think? he
asked them. * Should | tell him?

The armpit-sniffers shrugged. One of them said, ‘What doesit matter? We'll al be off tomorrow.’
‘Off? sad Im.

‘We re going to Woodstock.’

‘“Woodstock?

‘Y eah. But never mind about that. Do you want meto tell you, or what?

‘Pleasetdl me, said Jm. ‘ Tell me how you knew and tell me just what happened.’

‘All right, I'll tell you it dl. I know | redlly shouldn’t, but as you tipped me off about John Lennon, I'll tip



you off about something in return. Y ou might do usal abit of good by knowing.’

‘Geraldo,” said Jm. ‘It isGeraldo, isn'tit? ‘Wasthelast time | looked.” * Geraldo, what do you mean
about John Lennon? Y ou tipped me off that hedidn’t die” ‘But hedidn’t die’

‘No, but he should have done. And if he didn’t, it meansthat Wingarde' s been interfering again.’

‘Curioudy,” said Jm, ‘you've lost me once again. Who, in the name of whatever | hold holy, is
Wingarde?

‘He' saflash little hacker with a better rig than mine’
‘All becomesclear.’

‘Doesit? asked Gerado.

‘No,” said Jim. ‘It does not.’

‘Y eah, well don't you worry about Wingarde. He might think he' s been really smart. But now that we
know what he's done, we' Il sneak back and put it right.’

‘Putit right? saidJm.

‘Seethat John Lennon bitesthe bullet, asit were’

‘Eh? said Jm, and, ‘What?

‘Well, we can hardly leave things as they stand, can we?

‘Can't you?

‘Certainly not. And wasn't that Elvis | heard on the barman’s sound system?
Pooley nodded. ‘It was,” he said.

‘Bloody Wingarde again,” said one of Gerado’s cronies.

‘Look,” said Jm. * Just stop. Just stop right there and here and now. Just tell me ssimply and in a manner
that will not confuse me.”’

‘What? Geraldo asked.

‘Just who thefrigging hdll you are.

‘We refanboys,’ said Gerado. ‘ Surely you can work that out.’
‘Fanboys,’ said Jm. ‘Y ou'rejust fanboys.’

‘Wel,not just fanboys. We'rerather special fanboys, asit happens.’

‘And just how specid might that be?



‘We refanboys from the future,’ said Gerddo.

Not with aBang, or aWhimper, But a Quack

Don was adead or dying duck.
Thelast of thefind few.
Thefowl of theair

Weren't anywhere,

And thereweren't no rabhitstoo.

There were not even tiny frogs,
Nor jumping moles and that.
There barked no dogs

Or ‘ollered ‘ogs,

Nor sang ho sing-song cat.

What now of your jovid toad?
Or ferret so fecund?

The pig on the road

Has done hisload,

Like the swanson the village pond.

All donewas Dead Eye Don
Whom quacked for al him worth.
And out somewhere

Inthat find air



Thelast quack on the Earth.

Bye bye, Don.
Goodnight, everyone.

Goodnight.

Being the professiona he was, Neville took it like amanly man. He didn't flinch and he didn’t tremble.
Hedidn't even bresk out in aSweat.

Hewould later admit in his bestselling auto-biography, Same Again: The Confessions of a Full-Time
Part-Time Barman, that the incident had shaken him severely and that he was never the same man ever
again, bethat manly or not.

It had shaken otherswho' d witnessed it, but none so deeply as Neville, who' d had to dip away
afterwards and st down quietly and dab hiswrists with lemon juice and pray.

But thenithad come as aterrible shock and the more Neville thought about it, the more inclined was he
to believe that it couldn’t actudly have happened at all.

Bt it had.
It really hed.

Jm Pooleyhad waked into the FHying Swan in the company of twelve sweetly smelling young menin
black T-shirts and shorts and he redlly-truly-readly-redly-trulyhad stood themall around of drinks.

Thirteen pints of Large and al purchased by Pooley.

No wonder Neville would wake up in the night, al cold sweats and screaming.

And it wasn't just the matter of the purchasing of dl those pints. It was that in the shock of it dl, Neville
had committed a cardina sin. He had forgotten about the Swan’ s dress code, which forbade the wearing
of shortsin the sdloon bar. He would never livethat down at future Lodge meetings. The brothers of the
Sacred Order of the Golden Sorout would make him the butt of many bitter joke.

But it had happened.

[t redly truly had.

‘Cheers, Neville; said Pooley, accepting his change and, to the part-time barman’ s further horror,
thrusting the coins straight into his pocket without even bother-ing to count them.



Neville dipped off for that quiet sit-down. Pooley led Gerado to atable.

‘It sanice pub, this, said the fattish bloke, seating himself upon acomfy cushion. ‘Very quiet, very
sedate.’

‘And thefinest beer in Brentford.” Jm raised his glass and sipped fromit. ‘Which isto say, probably the
best beer in theworld.’

‘It snot at al bad.” Geraldo took amighty swig. ‘ Although last week | had abeer in aNew Orleans bar
with Robert Johnson—'

‘The Robert Johnson?

‘TheRaobert Johnson.’
‘“Who died in nineteen thirty-seven.’
“Y ou know your bluesmen, Jm.’

‘And s0, apparently, do you. But listen, Geraldo. I’ ve bought you the beer and so I'd like to hear the
story. On the understanding, of course, that it is now beyond the ten o’ clock watershed.’

‘What is the ten o' clock watershed? Gerado asked.

‘Itisthat time of the night when men in barswho have sufficient dcohol insde them begin thetelling of
tall tales, which generdly conclude with the words“and that’ s the God' s honest truth, I'm telling you” .
Thisis considered acceptable socia behaviour in bars. It' satradition, or an old charter—

‘Or something,” said Geraddo. ‘|1 get the picture’

‘And,” Jm continued. ‘ Those who listen to such tall tales never ever respond by saying, “You arealying

git.
‘Evenif they are? Geraldo asked.

‘Evenif they are’

‘Very civilized,” Geraldo said. ‘ But what I’'m going to say isthe God' s honest truth, I'm telling you.’
“Y ou're supposed to say that at the end. But never mind, just please tell me your story.’

‘Right.” Gerddo took another pull upon his pint and finished it. *I'd like another one of these,” he said.
‘Afteryou’ vetold your tale’

‘Right.” Geraldo set down his empty glass and rubbed his podgy hands together. ‘Where to gart. OK,
I'll start at the end, because that’ swhereit al began.’

Jm sghed inwardly. So far not so good, he thought.* The end’, said Geraldo, ‘ came about at precisaly
ten seconds after the ninth minute of the eighth hour of the seventh day of the sixth week of the fifth month



of the year four thousand, three hundred and twenty-one. The scientists at the Ingtitute confirmed thisand
that made it OFFICIAL.

‘Ten—nine—e ght—saven—s x—five—four—three—two— one. That was zero hour, you see’

‘I don't,; said Jm. ‘But | do seeaflaw inthe calculations’

‘“Then well spotted, Jm. The scientistsdidn’t spot it, however. But whether that has any bearing on how
things worked out I'm not sure. Now, I'm going to tell you what happened in theform of astory. I'll do
al the voices and when | describe each character I'll doit in verse.

‘Why? Jm asked.

‘Because I’'m abit of apoet.’

Jm dghed outwardly thistime.

‘And | wasn't actualy therewhen it al happened. But | watched and heard it al, because I’ d hacked
into the closed—circuit survelllance video at Ingtitute Tower. | was hooked into Porkie, you see.

‘The Single World Interfaced Network Engine?

‘The very same. So just it back and drink your beer and | will tell thetae.’

And s0 saying, Gerddo told Jm the tale. Doing al the voices and describing the charactersin verse,
Thetae had chapters and titles and everything.

And thisishow it went.

ALL PORKIE'SFAULT

It was aconclave and acaba. A council and aconference.

They wereasynod of scientists. A bothering of boffins. Top of the tree, these felowswere, in thefields
of their endeavour. The back-room boys with the front-room minds and the lofty aspirations.

The year was 4321. It was early on a Sunday morning. It was rather later than it should have beenin
May.

The conclave and the cabal was held in the big posh high-domed solar lounge at the top of Ingtitute



Tower.

Thetower itsalf wasamonumenta cylinder of pae pink plasti-glass, which thrust from the Earth likea
raging stonker and buried its big knob end in the clouds. It was atestament to technology, a standing
stoneto science.

It was an architect’svison.

The architect was aman.

The scientistswere al men, of course. There had never been alot of room for girliesin science. And so,
on thisvery specia day, there were four of them present and these were the last men who worked in the
tower. These were thefind four.

A thousand years before, when it wasfirst constructed, the tower had housed hundreds of the buggers.
Buzzing around like abino bees, with their white coats and their clipboardsin their hands. They scratched
at their unkempt barnets with the butt-ends of Biros. Chaked calculations on bloody big blackboards.
Drank lots of coffee from styrofoam cups and wore those atrocious tieswith little cartoons of Eingtein,
which folk dways give to scientists for Christmas and scientists dways wear to show what jolly chaps
they are.

Those had been the days, my friends.

But those dayswered| gone.

Now there were only four of them left and soon these four would be gone, like the days had been gone.
S0 to spesk.

It was al down to knowledge, you see. For it was knowledge that had brought about THE END.

The director of the Ingtitute was Dr Vincent Trillby. He was aman of considerable knowledge and, asit
was he who had caled the conclave into being, he was the first man to spesk.

Though not astal asbigger men
Hedidn't lack for height.
Hischest wastrim

And hishipsweredim

And therewasn’'t apimplein sight.

Hiseyesweregrey

Asacloudy day,



And he carried himsdlf in aconfident way.
He was dapper and deek
And whenhe rose to speak

Hewas rarely obscure. He was never oblique.

‘Gentlemen,” said Dr Vincent Trillby, rising from his antique chromium chair and casting agrey’ n over his
three colleagues, who sat about the black obsidian-topped table. ‘ Gentlemen, we al know why we're
here. It'saregrettable business, but we al knew it had to happen eventudly. Thefinad papersarein. The
caculations cross-check. The big clock on the wall is counting down and when the long hand reaches the
tenth second past the ninth minute that will beit. THE END.

‘And that's OFFICIAL.

The three men mumbled and grumbled and shifted in their chairs and drummed their fingerson the
tabletop. They didn't likethisat dl. But they dl knew that it had to happen one of these days and they all
knew that the calculations had to be correct.

After dl, the calculations were Porki€ s and Porki€' s ca culations were dways correct.

‘ Gentlemen, the clock.’

The three men turned their eyes towards the clock and watched the final secondstick away, tick tick
tick, the way those seconds do. The long hand crept around the face, reached the tenth second past the
ninth minute.

And then stopped.

‘Sothat’sit, said Dr Vincent Trillby. * THE END. Not with abang, nor even awhimper, just with abig
full stop. And not even abig one. But that’ sit, gentlemen, our job hereisdone and I’ m away to the golf
course. Don't forget to clear your desks before you go and the last man out please switch off thelights.’
Following amoment of rather bewildered silence, a plump hand rose shakily into the air-conditioned air.
‘Blashford,” said Dr Vincent Trillby. ‘Y ou have some apposite remark you wish to favour uswith?
‘Something likethat, Sir, yes’

‘Onto your fat little feet then, lad, it the fellow out.’

Blashford rose, apodgy youth.
A lover of women, alover of truth.

Thetop of hisclassin advanced trigonometry.



Branches of physics and snappy geometry.
Though rather sweaty down under the arms
Hewas popular due to his eloquent charms.

And hisoptimism.

‘Dr Trillby, hesaid, in apolite and measured tone. *Dr Trillby, | am aware, aswedl are, that thisis
THE END. Thereisno room left for doubt. If | might, perhaps, liken scienceto alady’ sslken
undergarment. |, for one, would not expect to find the skidmark of error soiling its gusset. We, asthe last
men of science, know that everything that could possibly be achieved has now been achieved. That
science has finally advanced to a point beyond which it cannot go. That dl that can be done has been
done. That—'

‘Isthere some point to this, Blashford? Dr Trillby mimed golf swings. ‘ Because | can hear the fairway
cdling.

‘Dr Trillby.” Blashford toyed with histie. It had little cartoons of Einstein al over it. *Dr Trillby, Sr. | do
haveto ask you this’

‘Well go ahead, lad, do.’
‘Dr Trillby, what doesit mean?

‘Mean, lad? Mean? It meansthat it's THE END. That’ swhat it means. Mankind has come to afull
stop. There can be no further progress. Y ou said it yourself. All that can be done has been done.

Everything.’

‘If I might just dip aword in here’

Clovis Gamett rose to spesk.
Cloviswith hisfiery mane.
Cloviswith hisruddy cheek.

Cloviswith hisankle chain.

Cloviswith hisbright red blazer.

Cloviswith hisbright red tie*.



Clovissharp asany laser.

Fixed them with his cherry eye.

‘I think, Sr, what Fatty Blashford istrying to ask—'

‘Oi!" cried Blashford. * Enough of that fatty talk.’

‘“What our esteemed and magnificently proportioned colleague istrying to ask—
‘That’'smorelikeit, said Blashford. ‘Nicetie, by theway.’

‘What heistrying to ask,” said Clovis, ‘is. what happens next?

‘Nothing,” said Dr Trillby. ‘ Nothing happens next. That’ sthe whole point of THE END. Nothing
happens after it. Nothing can happen after it.’

“You'll be playing golf,’” said Blashford. ‘ That will be happening.’

Clovissniggered. ‘ There s nothing very happening about golf,” said he. * Golf was never ahappening
thing.

Dr Trillby sighed. *All right,” hesaid. ‘I know it's

* The one with the cartoon Einstein motif

Sunday and | know it’searly in the morning and | know thisisal very upsetting for you. So, asa specia
favour, | will run throughit al just the one moretime and then | am off to play golf.’

Three pairs of eyes, two pairs blue and one pair red, fixed upon Dr Trillby. Dr Trillby spoke.

‘We have dl read the Holy Writ of Saint CharlesDarwin,” he said. * Onthe Origin of Species has been
taught in every classroom and preached from every pulpit for nearly two thousand years. Mankind
evolved, through the Will of God, by means of naturd selection. Had natura selection continued,
mankind would have continued to evolve. Into what? Who can say. A race of gods, perhaps. But the
point is moot. Mankind did not continue to evolve. And for why? Because of science.

‘During the latter part of the twentieth century and the earlier part of that following, natural sdlection
ceased. Advancesin medicine, food production, welfare, genetic modification,science, saw to it thatall
survived. Not just thefittest. Butall.

‘No more surviva of thefittest. No more evolution.



‘S0, as human evolution had ceased, it became inevitable that the human race would one day reach a
cut-off point. When mankind hed finaly achieved everything it was capable of achieving; when every
book had been written, every piece of music composed; everything capable of invention invented;
everything that could be accomplished accomplished. Thelot. The entire caboodle. All. Thereisnow
nothing that anyone can think of that hasn't been thought of before. It has al been done. Everything. We
have reached THE END.

‘And with that dl said,again, would any of you now redundant fellows care to join mefor around of

golf?

‘| have aquestion,” said Blashford.

‘Perhaps you do, lad. But not one that hasn’t been asked before.’
‘But what if | thought of something new?

“You can't, lad. Thereis nothing new that can be thought of .’
‘It's preposterous,” said Blashford.

‘1 know, lad, I know.” Dr Trillby mimed awinning puit. * It had to happen eventually and now it has. And
that's OFFICIAL.

‘*So whatwill happen next?

Dr Trillby sighed once more. ‘ Nothing, lad. Go home and put your feet up. Watch some old rerun on the
tdevison.

‘I could writeanew TV series;” said Blashford. ‘ Put anew spin on an old idea’

‘Been done. Every new spin that could be spun has been spun. We have been watching reworkings of
reworkings of reworkings for more yearsthan | care to remember.’

‘But there will be news. New news.

‘News of what? Thereis no more crime, there are no more wars, there isno more sickness. Dueto
genetic modification, we al live to be exactly one hundred and seventy-five yearsold. Theworld is
governed and run by Porkie and is as near to Utopiaasit can possibly be. And that’s OFFICIAL too!’

‘Spacetravel,’ said Blashford. ‘What about space travel?

‘We have reached the limit of scientific achievement regarding space travel. No further developments are
possble’

‘Nothing isimpossibleto science,” said Blashford. Dr Trillby offered up what he hoped would be the
find sigh of theday. ‘ Therewas atime,” said he, ‘when that was probably true. Thetime of St Charles
Darwin. At that time everything seemed possible and perhaps was possible. But that time has now
passed. All that science can achieve has been achieved. Do | need to have this engraved upon amallet
and beat you over the head with it?



‘I'll hold him down if you want,” said Clovis.

“That won't be necessary. Now, I've said adl | intend to say on this matter. All, indeed, that can be said.
| am off to tog up in my Fairides. Goodbye, gentlemen, and thank you very much.’

‘I'll join you, then,” said Clovis. ‘1 dways beat you any-way.
‘Only because you chest, Clovis. Only because you chesat.’

‘Dr Trillby, ar.

A reedy little voice spoke up. The doctor in histurn looked down.

‘Ah,” said Dr Trillby. * Fourth Man Tripper, experts expert. What have you to say?

Fourth Man Tripper gained hisfeet
And tiny feet they were.
Small boys mocked him in the street

Because he dressed in fur.

Fourth Man Tripper ran histhumb
Through golden heed of hair.
Fourth Man Tripper, rarely dumb,

Pushed aside hischair.

‘For achap with only three daysto live,’ he said to Dr Trillby, ‘your calmness does you credit.’

Dr Trillby consulted the lifespan chronometer he wore upon hiswrist. * Y our calculations are somewhat
amiss,’ hetold Fourth Man Tripper. ‘1 have another one hundred and five years, four months, three days,
two hours and one minute to go before my clinica death, my next recloning and rebirth. | shall be around
for many centuriesto come. Such are the perks of being ascientist.’

“Youwill dieinthreedays time,’ said Fourth Man Tripper, reedily. * And you will not be recloned again
or reborn. | have rechecked al the calculationsand | can assure you there are no bum stains on my
knickers’

‘What are you on about, Tripper?



‘Inevitable consequences, sir. The inevitable conse-quences of THE END. It wasdl in the report that |
left on your desk. Perhaps you did not get around to reading it.’

‘Perhaps| did not.’

‘Pity, dr. But it’ s definitely three days. The projections suggest that you die on the golf course. The mob
bests you to death. Someone rams anumber nineiron right up your—'

‘Hold it right there, Tripper. Isthissomekind of joke? Becauseif itis, then| cantell you it'snot anew
one. All jokes have been done. And most by the end of the twentieth century.’

‘It snojoke, gr. Clovis here dies. Blashford dies. The mob will day usdl. The figuresdo not lie.
They're Porki€ sfigures, after dl.’

‘Good old Tripper,’ said Blashford.
‘Eh? said Clovis.

‘| said, good old Tripper. HE' s come up with some-thing new. It'snot THE END at al. No, hang
about. Metoo? | dietoo? Why should | die? What have | done?

Fourth Man Tripper thumbed some more at his goldy locks. * It’s not so much what you have done. It's
more amatter of what you can no longer do. Would you like meto explain? Would you like meto tell
you what is going to happen and why it’ s going to happen?

‘If youmust,” said Dr Trillby, casting wistful eyestowardsthe window. ‘But if thisisajoke—

‘“What will you do? Sack me?

‘Just say your piece’

‘Thank you, sir.” Tripper flicked imaginary dust from afurry cuff. * Everyone on the planet has known for

monthsthat THE END was coming. There aren’'t any secrets any more, much aswewould like there to
be. Every home hasatermind, every terminal islinked to Porkie. Information is currency and dl are

mighty rich.’
‘Good line,” said Blashford. ‘ New line?
‘No, it'snot,’” said Dr Trillby. ‘Get on withiit, Tripper.’

‘Everyone knows,” said Tripper, ‘we are on Porki€’ s cameraeven aswe speak. The detalls of this
mesting are aready being processed to be broadcast worldwide on the mid-morning news. That the end
has come will be broadcast. All the world will know. What do you suppose will happen next?

‘A mad rushto the golf course” said Dr Trillby. *But happily | will have finished my round by then and
be enjoying the hospitality of the nineteenth hole’

‘No,” said Tripper. ‘Y ou redly should have read my report. What will happen next isthis. Everyone will
St about in bewildered slence, taking in the enormity of it and then they will say to themsavesand to
others, “No, this cannot be,” and “It can't be THE END,” and, “Y ou can't tell me we now know



everything thereisto know and have done everything thereisto be done.” And then they will al rack
their brains and try to come up with something new. But they won't be able to, because there' s nothing
new to come up with. And then do you know what they’ll do?

‘Play golf?

‘No, they won't play golf. They’ll look for someone to blame. That' swhat they dwaysdo. Y ou see, the
man in the street might hate change, but he dways wants some-thing new to enjoy. Nature of the beast, |
suppose. And when the man in the street can’t get what he wants he looks for someone to blame.”

‘Now just hold on,” Dr Trillby raised his hands. * Y ou’ re not suggesting that the man in the street will
blameus?

“Who else would he blame? Scientists have been running this planet for thousands of years, supplying the
needs of the people. Improving life. That’ swhat scientists do, after dl.’

‘Some say,” said Clovis.

‘Shut up, Clovis,” said Dr Trillby. ‘But blame us, Tripper? Blame us? After dl we ve donefor themanin
the street?

‘Done, istheword,” said Tripper. ‘We can’'t do any more. The mob will riseup and day usall.’

‘ Areyou sure about this? Are you sure about the calculations?

‘They’'re Porkie' scdculations’

There was amoment of sllence. Each man aone with his own thoughts.

And then they al spoke.

Together. Wdll, three of them, at leest.

‘It sdl Porkie sfault,” they said.

Tripper shook his head. * And who built Porkie? Scientists, that’ swho. I’ m afraid, gentlemen, that we
areinthe shit here. If we can’t come up with something to please the man in the street very very fast, we

areinthe shit.

‘Andthat’s OFFICIALY’

PORKIE TO THE RESCUE



‘Anyonefor golf? asked Dr Trillby.

‘Golf? said Tripper. ‘Golf?

‘And why not?

‘I would have thought that was patently obvious.” Dr Trillby made a breezy face and spokeinan airy
manner. ‘We cannot stop what cannot be stopped. We are scientists and as scientists we must adopt a
detached attitude. Even to our own extinction.’

‘Bollocksto that,” said Clovis.

‘| tend to agree with Clovison thisoccasion,” said Blashford.

‘Andsodol, said Dr Trillby. ‘But then | have known Tripper for more years than our cat’s had an
interesting disease that | programmed into its genes to entertain my daughter. Look at that big smug smile
on hisface. Y ou know away out of thismess, don’t you, Tripper?

‘I may do.’

‘Thenwe'reall saved!” Blashford cheered. ‘ Tripper’ s got anew idea. Three cheersfor Tripper.

Tripper fondled his cuffs. ‘1t snot anew idea,” hesaid. Infact it savery oldidea. But | think it'sgoing
to do thetrick.’

Dr Trillby glanced towards the window. ‘ The sun riseshigher,” hesaid. ‘| shdl be late for my round.’
Blashford grinned at Tripper. ‘ Tell usal abouit it, old buddy,” said he.
“You creep,” said Clovis. ‘Y ou fatty fatty creepy creepy creep.’

‘Andit’snot my plan,’” said Tripper. ‘It'sPorkie' splan. But if dl goes successfully, asI’m sureit will, |
will have no hestation intaking al the credit.’

‘And if dl goes poo-shaped? asked Dr Trillby.
‘Asl said, it's Porki€ splan.’
‘| thought we' d agreed that we couldn’t blameit on Porkie,” said Blashford.

‘Do shut up, lad,” said Dr Trillby. ‘ Let’s hear what Tripper hasfor us. It'sgoing to be very good, isn't it,
Tripper?

‘Very good indeed, Sir, yes!’

‘Thengoon, lad. Let'shaveit.



‘Thank you, Sir.” Tripper preened a hislapels. ‘ The answer to dl our problems can be found in two
words,’ hesaid.

There was amoment of hushed expectation.

‘Timetravel,” said Tripper.

There was amoment of terrible groaning.

‘We'redl doomed,” said Dr Trillby. ‘I redly should have guessed.’

‘Please hear meout.” Tripper knotted tiny figts. ‘| know what you're going to say.’
‘That timetravel isimpossible? Wdl there, I'vesadit. I've said it before, if | recall.
‘Butit’snot, Sr.

‘Butitis, Tripper. Timetrave isimpossble. if it hadn't been impossible we would have come up with it
before

THEEND.
‘But wedid, gr. | did, sr. Well,Porkie did, sir.’
‘Porkie didwhat?’

‘If you' d read my report, Sr. It was dl in there. Porki€ sfind innovation. Hisfind gift to mankind, before
THE END. He must have been working privately on it for centuries. Having projected precisay when
THE END would come and what the consequences would be, our murders and his own destruction—'

‘Porki€ s destruction?

‘The maob, sir. When the mob has done with us, they do with Porkie too.’

‘But if they destroy Porkie, that will be the end of mankind.’

‘So many endsdl inasingleweek, sir. | don’t think it can be coincidence, do you?
‘Charlie sbeard!” said Dr Trillby.

‘Language, Sr,” said Tripper.

‘So you'retelling me that Porkie has come up with amethod of travelling through time?
‘That’ swhat Porkie says.’

*And how doesit work?

‘Ah,” said Tripper. ‘Well, Porkiewouldn’t tell methat.’

‘Hell tdlme,” said Dr Trillby. ‘I’ m the director of the Indtitute’



‘Were, sr. We'redl out of ajob now. Don't you remember?
‘Butl ... butl..." Dr Trillby huffed and puffed.

‘There' sreally no problem, sir. Porkie has agreed that one of us can test the system to make sure that
it ssafe, before he putsit online for everyone.’

‘Everyone? Dr Trillby clutched at his heart. ‘ Everyone?

‘Theman inthe street,” said Tripper. ‘ Time travel will keep the man in the street happy for centuriesto
come. For ever, probably.’

‘Nono no!” Dr Trillby sank into his chair and fanned himsalf with an unread report. * Thisis madness,
madness’

‘Why, sir?
‘Because, because, oh, come off it, Tripper. Y ou know why because. How many books have been
written on the subject of time travel? Thousands, millions. Not to mention theoretical papers. Not to

mention plays and movies. How many Terminator sequels have there been?

‘Severd hundred,” said Blashford, ‘and al of them killers. Although they have tended to get a bit samey
over the past few years.’

‘Mypoint isthis said Dr Trillby. “Wedl know the drill. if someone from the present was to go back
into the past, anything they did, anything &t dl, would affect the future. The very fact of them being there
would affect the future. And that’ sjust one person. Think about those geeky fanboy typeswho st dl day
a their home terminas discussing old music with their online cronies. Imagine what damage even one of
them might do.’

‘That’ swhy it hasto betested, Sr. To make sureit’s safe. But Porkie saysthat it is safe. According to
Porkie, the past isfixed. It cannot be atered.’

‘And if Porkieiswrong?

‘ Perhaps the mob would settle for Blashford.’

‘What? said Blashford.

‘Just my little joke. But | trust Porkie, sir, and frankly | don’t think we' ve got any choice’

Mournful soundsissued from the face of Dr Trillby. They came through his mouth and they quite upset
his colleagues.

‘Comeon, gr,” said Tripper. ‘Porkie' s planned it al out. One. of us makesthetrip and attemptsto
make atiny alteration to the past and—'

‘“Hold onthere,” said Dr Trillby. ‘It hasjust occurred to me that we keep talking about the past. What
about the future?



‘Can’'t be done, Sir. Porkie saysthat the past is fixed and nothing exists beyond the present.’
‘But Porkie has aready managed to predict the future. The number nineiron up the ... and suchlike.’

‘Those arejust projections, sr. Of what will happen given certain circumstances. The future is not fixed.
Only the past”’

‘Itdl smells’ said Dr Trillby. ‘But go on with what you were saying. Someone attempts to make atiny
dteration to the past.’

‘Yes, gr, and then returns to the present and we all check to see whether anything has changed.’

‘And what if it has? What if there are disastrous consequences?

‘Then that same person returns to the past and undoes what he has done. Arrives back aminute earlier
than the time before, waitsfor hisorigina sdf to arrive and then tells him not to do the thing he was
origindly going to do.’

Clovisrolled hisrosy eyes. ‘Now what could possibly go wrong with aplan likethat? he asked.

‘Nothing,” said Tripper. ‘ Trust me.’

‘Hold on again.’ Dr Trillby raised hishands again. ‘What isal this, trusme? Y ou are not under the
mistaken apprehension that you will be making thistrip” are you? If anyoneis going to makethis historic
journey that someonewill be me.’

“Your bravery isan exampleto usdl, sir. That's settled, then.’

‘Hold on, hold on, hold on.” Dr Trillby flapped his hands about. * Y ou’ re not putting up much of a
gruggle’

‘Why should I, Sir? Once you' ve proved it' s safe, which isto say once you' ve survived the journey with
mind and body intact, Il have plenty of opportunitiesto take as many tripsasl| like.’

‘“Hm.’ Dr Trillby made the face of thought. ‘ Perhaps it would be better if you made thefirst journey,” he
sad. ‘After dl, itisyour project.’

‘That's settled, then.”

‘Eh? sad Dr Trillby.

‘Snookered,” said Clovis.

Blashford said, ‘ Perhaps we should put it to avote.’

Dr Trillby shook hishead. ‘Let’sjust get on withiit,” he said. *How do you proposeto run thistest,
Tripper?

‘Very amply and very safely, Sr.” Tripper rootled in hisfurry briefcase. ‘| have heretoday’s
newspaper.’



‘Anything new init? Blashford asked. ‘ Any new news?

‘Nonewhatsoever.” Tripper held the paper up for al to see. Its headline read: NO NEWS AGAIN:
AND IT'SOFFICIAL.

‘ Areyou thinking of changing thet, then? Dr Trillby asked.

‘No.” Tripper returned the newspaper to his briefcase and placed his briefcase on the table. * My
intention isto travel just two hoursinto the past and waylay the news-paper boy before he ddiversthe
newspaper to my house. If | return from the past with the newspaper in my hand, then it will mean that
the pastcan be changed and we shd | have to abandon the wholething.’

Dr Trillby nodded. * Seems safe enough,” he said.

‘| sseaflawinthis’ said Blashford.

‘Shut up, lad. Go on, then, Tripper, explain the mechanics of the thing. Isthere atime machine you travel
in?

‘Timemachine!” Clovisrolled hisrosy red nsagain.

‘It'sal donewith this’ Tripper displayed the lifespan chronometer on his scrawny wrist. * Porkie will
download the program into the chronometer. All | haveto do is set the coordinates and the time and date
and press*“send’. Smple as making atelephone cdl.’

“What are these coordinates? Dr Trillby asked.

‘Of the place where | wish to materidizeinthe past. | can't just materidize here, can 1? Two hours ago
the Earth hadn’t reached this spot in space. The coordinates have to be absolutely precise for the journey
there and the journey back. Porkie hasworked it al out. It'sdl in the program.’

‘Porkie thinks of everything,” said Blashford. ‘ But—'

‘No buts,” said Dr Trillby. ‘How do you download the program, Tripper?

‘Simple as can be. | just type into my chronometer the words DOWNLOAD TIME TRAVEL
PROGRAM and wait thirty seconds.” He did so and they waited. ‘ There,” said Tripper. ‘I'monline. So
now | typein time and date and projected location.” He did thisalso. * And I’ m ready for the off’

‘Will you vanish in apuff of smoke? Clovis asked.

‘Don’'t be sarcadtic,” Dr Trillby told him. * Thisisahistoric moment.’

‘Itwon't work,” said Clovis. ‘ Thisisdl awind-up.’

‘Ignore him, Tripper,” said Dr Trillby. ‘Go on, do your stuff.’

‘But, gr.” Blashford made pleadings. ‘Please listen, Sir. Thereisaseriousflaw.’



‘Doit, Tripper,” said Dr Trillby.

And doit Tripper did.

Gerado paused in histale and raffled hisempty pint glass on the table.

‘Don’'t stop,” said Jim. *What happened next?

‘Well,” said Geraldo, ‘what doyou think happened next?

Jm thought about this. ‘ That’satricky one,’ he said. ‘If he did come back with the newspaper, that
would have proved that the past could be changed, so they would have had to abandon the project. But
if they had, then you wouldn't be here. But you are here.But according to you, the pastcan be
changed...

‘Goon,” said Gerddo.

‘Well,” Im continued, ‘if hedidn’t come back with the newspaper that would have proved that the past
couldn’t be changed. So they would have gone ahead with the project. Which they must have done,
because otherwise you wouldn’t be here’

‘But the past can be changed,” said Geraldo.

‘So did he come back with the newspaper, or didn’t he?

‘Both,” said Gerddo. ‘ Or possibly neither.’

‘Both, or possibly neither?

‘Things got alittle complicated. Allow meto explain. Y ou see, Tripper travelled back into the past and
tried to get the newspaper. But the newspaper boy wouldn’t give it to him. In fact he punched Tripper on
the nose. So Tripper returnsto Ingtitute Tower with abloody nose and no newspaper. He explains
what’ s happened and Dr Trillby sayshe' sastupid boy and to
go back and try again. So Tripper travels back into the past again, making sure that thistime he arrivesa
bit earlier, so he can sneak up on the paper boy from behind. And he' sjust doing this when he seeshis
origind sdf materidizein front of the paper boy.

‘Thisisthe Tripper who got the bloody nose,” said Jm.

‘That sright. We'll call him Tripper number one.

‘So the other oneis Tripper number two.’

‘And soon.’

‘And soon?

‘Allow meto explain. Tripper number one sees Tripper number two creeping up behind the paper boy



and hethinks, Ah, thismust be the plan | worked out m case something went wrong. Thisis mysdlf
coming back to tell me not to get the newspaper. So Tripper number one backs off, resets his
chronometer and zipsinto the future. Meanwhile Tripper number two has grabbed the newspaper when
the paper boy isn't look-ing and is about to zip into the future when Tripper number three arrives on the
scene!’

“Who's Tripper number three?

‘He s Tripper number one, who' s returned from the future where Dr Trillby hastold him that he' sa
stupid boy too, and to go and have another try at the news-paper.

* And does he have the bloody nose?

‘No, because he never got punched.’

‘But if hedidn’t get punched—

“He does get punched. By Tripper number two.’
‘Why? asked Jm.

‘Because hetries to grab the newspaper off him. And that’swhen Tripper number four getsinto the
fight

“Who's Tripper number four?

‘He s Tripper number three, who goes back further into the past to find a stout stick to defend himself
againg Tripper number two. Are you sure you want meto go on with this?

‘No,” said Jm. ‘I don’'t. How many Trippers were there in the end?

‘Dozens. Coming and going and going and coming. | counted &t least Six of them fighting in the solar
lounge at onetime. But, do you know, | never did see whether any of them had the newspaper.’

‘So | assumethat thetime travel project was abandoned.’

‘Sometimesitis,’ sad Gerddo. ‘ And sometimesit isn't. Things have become alittle unstablein the
future’

‘But they did put it online?
‘Ohno,’ said Gerddo. ‘ They never actudly put it online.’
‘Thisisdl beyond me’ said Jm. ‘If they didn’t put it online, how did you get here?

‘I nicked it, said Geraldo proudly. ‘Asl said, | watched and heard everything, because | had hacked
into Porkie. So when Tripper explained how to download the program, | hastily downloaded it aswell.’

‘But after you saw al the chaos, how could you even think of using it?

‘“Wouldn't you have done the same?



‘Wdl,” said Jm, ‘the prospect of timetrave isvery appedling. | could certainly win alot of money on
the horses’

‘Y eah, and screw up the future. We took avow to change nothing. We re fanboys and al we wanted
to do wastravel back to the twentieth century and see dl the great bands play. All the originals’

‘Likethe Bestles, for ingtance?

‘Exactly. We agreed to meet up at different gigs. But Wingarde never showed up here, and now | know
why. He's been travelling about through time, saving famous rock starsfrom early deeaths.’

‘It savery noblething to do,” said Jim.
‘It'schaos,” said Gerddo. ‘Andit’sal my fault. | should never have trusted him.’
Y ou weren't to know,” said Jm.

“Yes, but | should have known. It'sin his genes, you see. He can't help the way heis. Hisfather wasthe
same and his grandfather before that. All trying to live down the family name.’

‘Why? Jm asked.
‘Because they had an ancestor in the twentieth century who made afortune.’
‘What' s so bad about that? Jm asked.

‘It wasthe way he madeit. He cheated and so his name became a household word, meaning adirty
rotten scoundrel.’

‘Oh,” said Jm. ‘It wasn’t Branson by any chance, wasit?
‘No,” said Gerddo. ‘It was Pooley. The scoundrel who pulled off The Pooley.’

Old Sea Shanty

Sing usyour old sea shanty, Ted..
Said crowds of little nippers.
Asancient Ted sat in his shed

Cooking his ancient kippers.

Well, said Ted, there’ sone | know



Of days on masted brigs.
With scupper hold and casks of gold

And outboard schooner rigs.

Eh?went the nippers, leveling bricks a him. Ted sang his shanty.

‘“Twasin the year of ‘fifty-two Aboard the black ship Didgery Doo, With Captain Rolf and his mutinous
crew That | went out awhding.

Weleft the port five days behind
Out west the great white whdeto find.
We waved at Drake on theGolden Hind

Asheleaned over therailing.

At lagt with rations running low
And Rolf boy running to and fro,
We spied awhale off the starboard bow

And shouted, cool and groovy.

And Captain Rolf put down the mate
And came across on aroller skate,
And sad, | think we'll haveto wait,

I’ll missthe midnight movie.

So after we had watched the show

We lowered little boats to row,



And got our harpoons out to throw.

But by that time the whale had buggered off.

‘And? said the nippers. ‘What happened next?

‘Nothing,” said Ted. ‘ That wasit. | did seeamermaid on theway home. But I'll tell you al about that
another day.’

The nippers entered into a brief discussion, arrived at a consensus agreement and, without further ado,
stoned old Ted to death.

‘Stone me,” said Jim Pooley.

‘And that’ sthe God' s honest truth, I'm telling you,” said Gerado, rattling his empty glass once more.
Jm considered the phrase ‘Y ou arealying git’ but dismissed it as redundant. The tale smplyhad to be
true. He had never told anyone about The Pooley. Certainly al who knew him knew of his quest for the

sx-horse Super-Y ankee. But he had wisdly refrained from mentioning the name heintended to giveit.

Jm finished his pint and set down hisglass. The hedth-farm glow had fled from his cheeks and hefdlt far
fromwell.

‘I need the bog,” he said.
“Then give methecash and I'll get in theround.’

Jm fumbled in his pocket and dragged out aoncer. ‘ Takeit,” he said. *Get apint for yoursdlf and a
vodkafor me.

‘Fair enough. No, wait just aminute.”
‘I can't,’ said Jm, making hasteto hisfeet. ‘| think I’'m going to be sick.’
‘But this pound note. Isit dl right? Who' s this bearded bloke on the front?

Jm took to flapping his hands as he ran to the bog. Generaly in moments of acute agitation he flapped
his hands and turned around in smal circles. But thistime he had to flap on the hoof.

‘I hopeit wasn't something | said.” Geraldo took his empty glassto the counter.

Within the bog of the Flying Swan, Jim made for cubicle thee. And here he emptied the contents of his
stomach into the white china bowl.



‘Oh my God,” went Pooley. ‘Oh my God.” And he reached for the chain to flush away the horrors.
‘Don't pull that,” said avoice from above.

‘Ohmy..." and Jm'’s hand hovered.

‘God,’ said thevoice. ‘ThisisGod.’

‘God? said apae and trembling Jm, glancing al round and abott.

The bog was empty but for himself. But for himsdalf and— ‘ God?

‘Don’'t pull that chain,” said God once more. Jm’s hands began to flap.

*And don't flap your hands,” said God.

‘I'm sorry, sir,” said Jm’ who was now on the point of collapse.

‘ And down on your knees when you' retalking to me.

‘Oh, yes, ar, I’'m sorry.” Jim knelt down in the cubicle, his nose too near to the horrors. Thiswasal he
needed! A telling-off from God!

‘Pooley,” said God.

Jm shuddered at his name.

‘Pooley, | am displeased with you.

‘Butitisn't my fault,” said Jmto God. ‘| haven't done anything wrong.’
‘What, never? God asked.

‘Wdl, sometimes,’ said Jm. ‘But you' d know al about those’

Y ou're abad man, Pooley,” said God.

‘But | don’'t mean to be. I'd never knowingly do harm to anyone. | can't be held responsible for things
that happen in thefuture”

‘“What are you on about? God asked.

‘Thefuture, Sr, what happensin thefuture’

*So you want to know what happensin the future, do you?
Pooley nodded dismaly.

‘Isthat ayesor ano?

‘Itsayes, gr,” sadJm.



‘Il cost you,” said God.

‘What?

‘Theinformation will cost you.

‘Do you want me to put money in the poor box at St Joan's?
‘No, you can leaveit hereonthefloor. I'll seethat they get it
‘Eh? sad Jm.

‘ Areyou querying God?

‘Oh, no, gr, I'm not.’

‘“Then | will giveyou aname and an address and you will give meafiver.

‘I don’'t think | have afiver left,; said Jm. ‘It' sbeen avery expensve evening.’

‘“What about the fiver you keep in your left boot for emergencies?

“Y ou know about that fiver?

‘Everybody knows aboutthat fiver.’

‘Oh,” said Jm.

‘Well, whipit out.’

Still in the knedling pogition, Jm fought to remove his boot.

“Y ou want to wash your socks a bit more often,” said God.

‘Yes, gr, I'll dothat.” Pooley placed the crumpled fiver on thefloor.

‘Right,” said God. * So thisiswhat you do.’

And God spake unto Pooley and did tell him of awoman who dwelt in aterrace called Moby Dick.
That she was possessed of grest powers concerning the fore-telling of the future, for shewas aPenist
and could read the willies of men. And God named this woman and gave Jm the number of the house
and aso the telephone number, which could, if heforgot it, be aso found in any one of theloca
telephone boxes upon certain coloured cards affixed to the walls with blu-tack. And then God instructed
Pooley that he should bugger off at the hurry up and be grateful that he hadn’t got athunderbolt up the
bum for being such abad fellow and dso that he should, in future, give money to people smaller and less
fortunate than himsdlf, if asked for it.

*And so, on your bike,’ said God. ‘And sin no more, you bastard.’



And Pooley, having heard the word of God, did hasten from the bog.

And God, having heard the door dam behind him, did hasten from his hiding place in the cistern of
cubiclethree. And did shin down the chain and snatch up Pooley’ sfiver.

‘Thank you very much, Jm,” said Small Dave, tuck-ing it into his pocket.

It was a pale and shaking Jm that returned to the saloon bar. A Jim that had had enough for one night
and many nights yet to come. A Jm that— ‘Whoa!” went Jm. “Where are they?

An equaly pale-faced Neville was loading empties onto atray. ‘Who? he asked, without enthusiasm.
‘The chaps| camein with. The chapsin the black T-shirts and shorts’

‘Theshorts!” growled Neville. ‘ The shorts!” ‘But where are they? Where ve they gone?

‘Buggered off,’” said Neville, ‘and good riddance, too. Shortsin my bar. Y ou’' re abad man, Pooley.’
‘No,” mumbled Jim &t the terrible phase. *I’'m not abad man, I'm not. But | have to speak to Geraldo.
Why did he go? Did he say where he was going? ‘No, hedidn’'t, andl didn’t ask. He came up to the bar
just after you' d rushed off to the bog, and if you' ve been sick on my tilesyou ' rein bigger trouble. He
came up to the bar and | said, “What' s the matter with Pooley?’ and he looked at me and said
“Pooley?’ inthat slly little voice of hisand then dl hisfriends started saying “Pooley?’ and looking at
each other and then they al rushed Out of the door.’

‘Ohnol’” Jm’shands were flapping once again.

‘And don’'t dothat in here, said Neville. ‘It fair givesmethe willies’

‘Thewillies’ said Jm. ‘Thewillies, thet'sit.

‘Go homeand deep it off, Pooley.’

‘I'm not drunk. | only wish | was!’

‘Wel, you' re not drinking any morein heretonight.’

‘No,” sad Jm. ‘All right, I'm going.’

‘Good,’ said Neville. * Goodnight.

Jm wandered, londly, through the night-time streets of Brentford. He was dl in adaze and adither and
hedidn’t know quite what to do. Although Norman admired Jm for living hislifeinlittle movies, the truth
of the matter wasthat thiswasthe only way Jm could live hislife. Onething at atimewasdl thelad
could ever dedl with. Two or more and it was goodnight, Jim.



Therain wasfilling once again and Pooley turned his collar up. ‘lam sorry, God,” he said to the sky.
“You don't haveto rain on my head.’

A rumble of thunder came down from above and Jim put more spring in his step.
He would grestly have preferred to have gone round to Omally’ s. The Irishman was his bestest friend
and Jm fdt that he would have known what to do. But, as he hadn’t seen John since before the Gandhis

remark-able performance, and had no ideawhether he would even be home,and as heredly didn’t want
to get on the wrong side of God, Jim pressed on towards Moby Dick Terrace.

It was growing late now, after eleven, and Jm had no way of knowing whether the reader of willies
would still be open for business. Nor was he exactly certain why God had sent him to seek out this

woman anyway. Surely God knew dl about the future, didn’t he? He could have just told Jim about it
there and then.

But, then, God knew his own job best, of course.

And who was Jm to argue?

And hehad paid out five quid for the information. And hewas redly desperate to get thisthing sorted.
Anditwas getting late.

And hewas in agtate.

And thatwas atiny little horse that just ran across the road up ahead.

‘No, itwasn't,’ said Jm, to no one but himsdlf. ‘I'm sureit redly wasn't”’

Most of the housesin Moby Dick Terrace were bed and breskfasts, catering to the needs of the many
tourists who poured in throughout the seasonsto visit Britain' s best-loved borough. There was dwaysa
hol-iday fed to the terrace, no matter the time of the year.

But at night time there was something more. A strangdly nautica fed. Many might have put this down
samply to the name. After all, thiswas the terrace where the legendary Captain Ahab was born. But there
was moreto it than that.

Certain streets have their own persondities, which they often keep very much to themselves and which
you may only catch by chance. And then only in the middle of the night.

Moby Dick Terrace was one of these. A B and B’ er’ s paradise by day it might have been, but by night,
with the rain coming down and thewind in the right direction, you could amost smell the briny deep and
hear the flap of salcloth.

It no longer seemed to be land-locked suburbia. Now it was harbour lights and fishing floats and
crabbing pots and whalebone uplift bras.

As Jm marched dong through the wind and the rain he fancied that he heard the Srens Singing. Seeking
to lure him to hisdoom in front garden ponds. Or on to rockeries, where the ghosts of drowned sailors



searched invain for thair hats.
Besat beat beatwent therain on Jm’s head.
And Jm best a path to the Penist’s door.

It was a bright-blue door, as it happened. Blue as the deep blue sea. The house was caled Ocean View,
asweremany of the others, but the number was right. It was twenty-three.

Jm ducked into the shelter of the porch.

‘Any old porchinastorm,” said Jm.

And gave the house a good looking-over.

It was your standard two up, three down Victorian masterpiece. With aNo Vacancies sgninthefront
window. It was as nice or as nasty a house as suits your personal taste. In his present mood, Imwasin

no fit state to judge.

He stood on the doorstep and dithered, damned by doubt and direly desirous of deep deliberation. He
didn’'t want to go through with this. Heredly, truly didn't.

The more he thought about seeing the Penigt, the less he liked the idea. Jm was a sensitive soul. He
wasn't one of those blokes who whip their old chaps out at the dightest excuse. And certainly not in front

of alady.

Jm would never even have considered displaying his private partsto alady, unlessthey had been
properly introduced. Jm and the lady, that is. Not the private parts), shared aromantic candldlit dinner
for two and both got so out of their faces on wine that they prob-ably wouldn’t remember in the morning.

But thislark wasn't for him. Thiswasfor thelikes of John Omally. Or Smal Dave. He was dways
pulling histadger out and waving it &l over the place.

‘I'm not doing this” said Jm.
Crash went the thunder and flash went the lightning.
And presswent Jm’ sfinger on the bell.

There was one of those little intercom things and this gave asudden crackle and alady’ svoice said,
‘Can | help you, please?

Jm sighed adeep and heartfelt. ‘I’ ve come to see Madame Crowley,” he said.

‘In you come, then, dear.” The door buzzed and clicked and Jm pushed it open. * And please wipe your
feet, saidthevoice.

Jmwiped hisfeet upon the mat. Shook what rain he could from his shoulders and head and closed the
front door behind him. He was standing in apleasant little hall, which had al the usua guesthouse
how-do-you-do. The hal stand with the raincoats and the waders and gal oshes, the buckets and spades
and the shrimping nets, the coloured brochures advertising the beauties of the borough and whereto go



to get the best tattoos. There were the house rules. No sheep in the rooms after nine p.m. and suchlike.
And soforth.

And there was something more.

The left-hand wall was covered in masks. Carniva masks. Dozens of them. Masks of clowns and public
figures, film stars old and new. In the very midst wasasign.

And thisiswhat it said.

CLIENTS OF A MODEST DISPOSITION OR OTHERWISE DESIROUS OF ANONYMITY
MAY CHOOSE AND DON FROM THIS COLLECTION BEFORE HAVING THEIR WINKIES
READ.

Courtesy of the management.

‘Very thoughtful, said Jm, wondering what he should choose.

He passed on the Bill Clinton. It looked rather worn out and over-used. And he gave the Hugh Grant a
misstoo. The Dda Lama seemed hardly appropriate and exactly what Sister Wendy was doing there—
Jm sttled for arather dashing domino, which lent him, he thought, the look of the Scarlet Pimpernel. Or
Batman'sRobin, a apush.

And having posed a bit before the hall mirror and wrung what rain he could from his hair, Jm squared up
his sagging shoulders and knocked on the living-room door.

‘Inyou come, dear,’ said the lady’ svoice and Jm put his best foot forward.

Hefound himself in aroom that might have been anyon€e's. It might have been his Aunty Norma's, or his
Aunty May’s. It was an aunty’ sroom that looked just the way that aunties' rooms always do.

Jm squeezed past the stuffed gorillaand stepped over the stripped-down Harley-Davidson. His shoes
made sucking noises on the latex rubber carpet.

‘Hold it there, dear, if you will.’

Jm held it there and sought out the owner of the voice. His gaze fell upon an ancient white-haired lady of
respectable good looks, who wore more lace than a Southern belle and sat at atable littered with al the
usud tools of the duff clairvoyant’ strade. The crysta ball, the tarot cards, the magnifying glass, the K'Y
jdly and the tirrup pump.

And the pair of surgica gloves.

‘Good evening,” said Jm nervoudy. ‘ Are you Madame Crowley?

‘I am she. Now just hold ill for amo, if you will, dear.’



Jm hdd 4till for amo and Madame Crowley gazed thoughtfully towards histrouser fly.

If it's X-ray eyes, | suppose | don't mind, thought Jim.

‘Wdl,” said thedderly mystic. ‘I can tdl that you' re not abad man.

“You can? saidJm. 'Y ou can?

‘| can,” and the old one nodded her head. * Y ou “dress’ on the l€ft, that’ s aways agood sign.’
‘Isit? asked Jm. ‘| mean, what?

‘The side you dress. The side your penishangs.” Jm shivered. Somehow the word penis dways
sounded ruder than any of its dang counterparts.

‘Theleft Sdeistheright sde. Which is odd when you think about it, because the left-hand courseisthe
wrong course, of course.’

‘Of course,” said Jm. Do what? he thought. * Never mind, my dear. Never mind. Would you care to
take a seat?

‘Thank you,” said Jm. ‘1 suppose you want me to take off my trousersfirst.
‘| sensethat you' re not very keen.’
‘I"'m not very keen at dl, asit happens. Do you think we could do it some other way?
The mystic cocked her head on oneside. ‘1 am versed in many forms of divination,” she said. ‘| can read
all parts of the body. The penis, of course, isthe easiest to read. Men think with their penises, you
know.’
‘I've heard that said,” said Jm. ‘But only by women, if | recal.’
‘“Women arethe more intelligent sex.

‘I’ ve heard them say that too.’

“Well, asyou please, dear. | can seethat you' re deeply troubled. Let ustake alittlelook at your pam
and see what might be done.’

‘Splendid.” Jim sought out the nearest chair. It was constructed from the bones of sheep, but the cushion
looked quite soft.

He drew up the chair to the table and placed his soggy bum upon it. * Which hand would you like to
see? he asked.

‘Theleft one, dear. Theleft oneistheright one. Which is curious when you come to think about it,
because-’

‘Theleft oneitis, then.” Jm stretched his paw acrossthe table.



Madame Crowley took up her lens and peered a Pooley’ s palm. She peered at it once and she peered
at it again and then she shook her ancient head and peered at it once more.

And then she turned it over and took to peering up Jim’ sdeeve. * Could you draw back your shirt cuff?
she asked.

Jm drew back his shirt cuff.
‘Up to the elbow.’

Jm drew his shirt cuff up to the elbow. ‘ Utterly remarkable,” said Madame Crowley, sinking back into
her chair. ‘| have never seen anything quite like that before’

‘Isit bad? Jm asked, examining hispam.

‘I redly don't know if itis;” Madame Crowley beckoned back the pam of the peering Pooley. ‘Y ou
see,’ she continued, pointing at it with her thumb, ‘you have two lifdines’

“Two? Jm leaned forward for asquint. * Two. Here and here. Thison€e', and she pointed once again,
‘comesto arather sudden halt.’

‘Oh dear,’ said Jm.

‘But this one, this one runsright round to the back of your hand and vanishes up your deeve.’
‘Oh,’ said Pooley, without the ‘dear’ thistime.

‘Remarkable,” said Madame C. ‘ Remarkable indeed.’

‘But what doesit mean? Jm asked.

‘It means—'

But now aknock came at the door.

‘Mrs Crowley,” came ayoung man’svoice. ‘Can | comein, please?

‘No, sorry, dear, I'm with aclient. What wasit you wanted?

‘A cleentowd, isdl.

‘There’ snew onesin the airing cupboard at the top of the stairs. Please take as many asyou like!’
‘Thank you, Mrs Crowley,” said the young man’ svoice.

The mystic listened to the young man’ s footsteps on the sairs. ‘I’ m sorry about that,” she said to Jm.
‘It' sjust the young gentleman who' slodging with mefor acouple of days.

‘Tourig? Jm asked.

‘1 don't think s0. He says he' s here on family busi-ness, trying to locate an ancestor. Trace records, |



suppose. He says he has aloose end he needsto tie up. | offered him areading — | do the past aswell
asthe future— but he said no. He said he had to dedl with it himself.

‘Totell thetruth, Madame Crowley whispered, ‘| didn’t much like the way he said it. But he keeps
him-sdf to himsdf, and 1 do need the money.

Pooley shrugged an ‘it takes al sorts' sort of shrug.
‘But let us address ourselvesto your magica pam.’
‘Just tell mewhat it means,” said Jm.

‘It meanstheimpossible, said Madame Crowley. ‘1t meansthat you will die very soon. But also that
you'll livefor ever.

Jm shook his sodden head. * That isn't helping much,” he said. * But can you tell methis?Isit possible for
aman to chesat hisown fate?

‘Could you be alittle more specific, dear?

‘Well; said Jm, ‘| haveit on very sound authority that | will do something in the future that will affect a
great many lives. And not in agood way. Can | avoid doing this?

‘Indeed,” said the mysticd lady. ‘If you have been granted the knowledge of what the thing is, the power
isyoursto avoid it. Isit something thatcan be avoided, dear?

‘It can,’ said Im. *But it would mean me giving up my life’ sambition. My chanceto berich.’
‘Then if that isthe price you must pay, you must pay it. To cheat on€ sfate one must pay aheavy price’
‘So | mugt throw away my dreams,” Jm gave out with asorry sigh.

‘The choice would seem to be yours. The two lines are there upon your palm. The choice of which you
chooseisyours.

‘But which lineiswhich? Jm asked.
‘1 think that will &l become clear, dear. | think that will &l become clear.’
‘All right, then,” said Im. *If the choiceis mine, | will makeit.

‘Splendid, dear, then that will befive pounds.’

Pooley |eft the house of Madame Crowley five pounds lighter, but with head held high. He would make
the right choice, he knew that he would. He would give up betting on the horses. It was the only way and
Jmknewit. If he gave up betting, he could never win The Pooley. And if he never won The Pooley, then
gener-ations of Pooleys yet to come would have no nameto live down and one of them would not come
back into the past and bugger it al about.



‘Dedt with,” said Jm. ‘And sorted too.” And off he marched into the night.

Madame Crowley padded up her stairs and knocked upon her guestroom door. ‘I’ m off to bed now,
dear,” shecdled. *Wasthere anything further you wanted?

‘No thanks," called back the young man’svoice. ‘I’ m off to degp mysalf now. | haveto be up early in
themorning.’

‘Tracing that ancestor of yours?
‘Precisdly,’ said thevoice.

Madame Crowley, her ear to the door, thought she heard a clicking from within. To her it wasjust a
click-ing sound and nothing more & dl.

To amunitions expert, however, one trained to recognize the distinctive sounds of wegpons being
cocked, it would have been quite another matter.

Had such an expert heard that click, he (or she) would have recognized it at once as the sound of an
AK47 being cocked.

‘Aslong aseverything' sl right, then, dear,” called Madame Crowley.
‘It will be soon,” the voice called back. ‘ Goodnight, Mrs C.’
‘Goodnight, Wingarde dear,’” said MrsC.

Green Tweeds

The green tweeds of spring, with thefirst cuckoo’ s note.
That callsthrough his beak, having come up histhroat.
And it'sout with the rod and the line and the boat.

The green tweeds.

The bonny green tweeds.

The green tweeds of summer are calling me back.

The green tweeds | share with my brother called Jack.



Who livesin abox and peers out through a crack.
The green tweeds.

The bonny green tweeds.

The green tweeds of autumn, the nightsdrawing in.

The green tweeds are putrid and make the nose ring.

So it’sdown the dry-cleaner’ sand ElvisisKing.
The green tweeds.

The bonny green tweeds.

The green tweeds of winter and Y uletide and that.
With old Father Christmas, al merry and fat.

And firesdes and puddings and cheerful and chat.
The green tweeds.

The bonny green tweeds.

Let usdrink and make merry

Andraiseup aglass.

And laugh and shout * Good-oh' and * Yippee'.
For I'll wear those green tweeds

Asmy father before me,

Cos no bugger calsme ahippy!

Mad, yes.
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‘Green tweeds,” said Jm to John. “Y ou’re back to your old green tweeds, | see’
“They mocked the zoot,” said John to Jim. ‘ So it’s back to the old green tweeds for me.

It was the morning of the following day and they werein Omaly’ s kitchen. The kitchen looked much as
it had done before. Though possibly just atad worse.

‘I"d offer you coffee,” said Omally, ‘but, asyou know, | have just the one mug and it’sgrown amite
furry of late’

‘No matter,’ said Jm brightly. ‘1 had alittle water from my tap and it’ s only an hour until opening.’

John looked his companion up and down. * Y ou seem very chipper thismorning,” said he. ‘Very chipper
indeed.’

‘l am chipper,” said Jm. ‘| have made amomentous decision and | want you to be thefirst to hear about
it.

‘| am honoured,” said John. ‘Sowhat isit?
‘I"ve given up betting on horses,” said Jm.

‘Well, that’ s highly commendable.” John nodded thoughtfully. *Hang on there, what did you say? ‘I’ve
given up betting on the horses.” John looked at Jim.

And Jm looked back at John.

‘Oh, very funny,” said Omadlly. ‘Y ou redlly had me going there.’
‘No, John, I’'m deadly serious. I’ veredly given up.’

Y ou've given up on The Pooley?

Pooley’ sfacefell. ‘How did you know | called it that? he asked.

‘Because you talk in your deegp. Remember that night on the alotment when we were too drunk to walk
home and we dept in my hut?

‘Not in any greet detail,” said Jm.
‘“Wdll, you talked in your deep and kept on and on and on about The Pooley.’

‘“Hmm,” said Jm, running hisfinger over the table-top. ‘ But that’ swhat I’ ve done, John. Given it up for
good. | haveto doit, dthough | won't explain why, because you' d never believeit.’

‘I don't believe it now, Jm. Betting' sin your blood. Y ou could never giveit up.’
‘l canand | have’ said Jm.

‘Nonsense,” said John. *Y ou won't last till the end of the day.’



‘I betyoul will, said Jm.

Omally shook hishead. ‘If you're absolutely serious,” hesaid, ‘I'll stick by you...
‘Thank you, John, | appreciate that.’

‘But you won't tel mewhy you' redoing it?

‘Maybe sometime. If everything setsitsdf aright.’

‘That’ sfineby me’ said Omaly.

‘So tel me, John. How did things go for you last night?

‘Not so well asthey might have done. Did you see the Gandhis play?

‘Yes, | did.” Pooley’ sfinger was now glued to table-top goo. It wasincredible, wasn't it? Like some
religious reviva meeting or something. People getting cured of the clap and having their hair grow back.’

‘It wasthat good, wasit, eh?

‘It was amazing. But didn’t you watch them your-self? Pooley struggled to release his gummed-down
finger.

‘| didn’t get to see or hear them.” John made avery bad face. ‘| followed one of the big-haired bastards
into the downstairs bog and tried to tune him up about management. Do you know what he did?

‘No,” said Jm. ‘I don't.’
‘He chinned me,” said John. * He knocked me unconscious.”
“You haveto bekidding, said Jm. ‘ Could you give me ahand here? | seem to be glued to your table’

John took to tugging with Jm. ‘ That’ swhat happened,” he said ashe tugged. ‘| missed the entire gig.
But I'll have my revenge. As soon as I’ m manag-ing that band. I'll sack the big-haired bastard.’

‘What, even if he' sthe Stratster?
‘It wasn't the Stratster. Stratsters don’t punch people. It was the drummer, I’'m sure.

‘Sack him,” sad Jm. ‘Get in Ringo. If things go theway | hope they will, Ringo might well be out of a
job quite soon.’

‘Ringoit s, then,” said John.
‘But what makes you think they’ |l 1et you manage them?
‘I havethis’ said Omally, rooting in the pocket of his old green tweeds.

‘And what isthat, might | ask?



Omally displayed a cassette tape. * A bootleg of thegigiswhat it is’

‘But how—'

‘ Sandy aways bootlegs the gigs. He makes copies and sellsthem.’

‘I told you | didiked him.’

‘Yes, wdl, | availed mysdlf of the master copy, out of his deck when he wasn't looking.’
‘You goleit.’

‘I"d like to say relocated. Shal we cdl it along-term loan?

‘If that pleasesyou. Am | going to be glued to thistable for therest of my life, do you think?
‘I'll get some paint-stripper,” said John.

“You bloody won't,” said Jm. ‘But listen, John. Gerddo said last night that the Gandhis were going to
be very big and | believe him. If you could get to manage them, | think your fortune might be made.’

‘I'm not entirely certain | should base my future on the word of afat bloke with sweaty armpits.’
‘Make an exception for me, then. Apocaypso music will be the next big thing.”
‘What is Apocaypso music?

‘It swhat the Gandhis do, apparently. It's something about the way Litany sings. Something in her voice.
That' swhat did the healing and stuff. Thisisbig, John. Thisisvery big.’

“Y ou suddenly seem most enthusiagtic.’

‘Yes, wdl, | would.” Pooley wrenched hisfinger free. ‘| heard her sing and as |’ m no longer abetting
man I’'mlooking for ajob.’

‘A job? said John doubtfully.*You arelooking for ajob?

‘l am,;” sadJm. ‘I am.’

‘ And what sort of job did you havein mind?

‘Oh, said Jm. ‘I thought perhaps something in the music industry. Y ou see, | met thiswoman in a pub.
She' sthelead singer of aband and she said that | was everything she hoped I’ d be. | thought | might go
into management.

‘“What?’ roared John, appalled.

‘ Jointmanagement,” said Jm. ‘ After al, you have the tape and | have the inside connection.’

John gave thisamoment’ sthought. * All right,” he said dowly. ‘ Joint management it is. The music industry



isatricky old business and it would be good to work with someone you know you can trust.’

‘Yes, said Jm. ‘| do supposeit would.’
‘So, we'll shake onit. Fifty—fifty down theline, dl profits, al expenses’
‘| can't seehow | can lose on that.” And Jim shook John by the hand.

‘And so to business,” said Omadlly. ‘ Thefirst thing we have to do is get some copies made of thistape.’

‘| don’'t have adeck,” said Pooley.

‘And nor do |, said John. ‘But al isnot lost by any means, for | know aman who does.’

The man who does and the man who did went by the name of Norman.

Norman had been up since five, when the day began for him with the numbering up of the papers.
Having done al this and sent young Zorro* out on his rounds, Norman was left with afew hoursto think

before he opened his shop.

Norman, this day, had done some heavy thinking. He' d had a very rough evening, had Norman, and one
he would sooner forget.

The policemen had findly set him free, having confis-cated dl histapes and fined him the clothesthat he
would have stood up in, if he' d been given them back. Norman had been forced to jog homein his

underwear, which had been, to say the least, atrifle wet and chilly.

The sght that had met hisweary eyes upon hisreturn to his kitchen, however, had given him quite athrill.
It hadn’t been quite what he’ d hoped for. But it was something pretty damn specid.

Norman had looked on in awe, asthetiny horses raced before him, round and round and round.

Round and round the horses went. And round and round and round.

* Asamatter of interest, it would be one of Zorro’' s descendants who, as a paper boy himself, would
one day punch Tripper number one upon the nose.

Norman had watched them, thrilled by their beauty. Their grace and their form and their wonder.
Round and round they continued to go and then out through the door he’ d left open.

And that had been the last Norman saw of histiny horses. He d tried to run after them, but a neighbour,
looking out of her bedroom window, had screamed and Norman had been forced to retrest to his shop.



And that had been it for his night and Norman had dept very badly indeed.
It was now ten o' clock in the morning. The shop bell tinged and Norman looked up from his dusting.
Inwaked Jm and in waked John, and Norman viewed them with a bitter eye. Here were two men he'd
rather not have seen. For each of them had got him into one kind of shit or another. Although only one
wastruly to blame and that one had to pay.
‘Get out of my shop, Omally!” Norman shouted. ‘ And never darken my counter again.
‘Hi-de-ho,” said John merrily. * So what alsyou, my friend?
‘And don’t you “my friend” me, you bastard. Take to your heds a once.
John picked up a Snickers bar and fiddled with the wrapping.
‘And put that back,” said Norman.
Omadly put it back.
‘And now get out.
‘Hold on there.” John raised calming palms. * Something iswrong. | can senseit.’
‘Look at my shelves,” Norman gestured to his shelves. ‘Empty. Y ou seethat?
‘| seethat,” said John. *Have you been robbed?
‘The police. They confiscated dl the tapes and you owe me five hundred pounds.’
‘They took your tapes? said John. ‘Why did they take your tapes?

‘Because they wereillegd. Snuff movies, they caled them. Y ou’ ve ruined my standing in the borough. |
will never be able to hold my head up at the next Lodge meeting. The brotherswill make mock of me.’

‘I'mterribly sorry,” said John. ‘But | had no idea that the tapes wereillegd. As| told you mysdlf, |
hadn’t played them.’

‘Y eah, but you must have known what they were’

‘Hardly,” said John. ‘I am as much an innocent victim of circumstance asyou. | bought them in good
fathfromablokel metinabar.’

‘The police now have atape of me saying that. Strapped to a chair with electrodes on my nipples.’
‘Nagty,” said Jm.
‘Handy,” said John. * Surely you' d own the copyright. Y ou could rent out copies of that.’

‘Wait there” said Norman, ‘while | find a stout stick to beat you with.’



‘No, just hold on.” And John’s pdms went aoft again. * Good friends like us should not fall out over
such amatter. Happily | am now in the position to make full recompense. If you will perform asmple
servicefor me, dl will be put to rights.’

‘Eh? said Norman.

John pulled out his cassette. ‘| just need acouple of copies of this’

‘Moretapes!” Norman sought his stick.

‘He seems most upset,” said Pooley. ‘ Perhaps we' d better go.’

‘Hell befine’ said John. ‘He' sdl talk, Normanis’

Norman returned with agun. He pointed this at John.

‘All tak? Pooley said.

‘Out!’ shouted Norman. *Or | shoot you dead.’

‘Where did you find that gun? Omadly asked.

‘Someone hid it under my dustbin yesterday.” Norman worried at the trigger.

‘It doesn't work,” said John. * Thefiring pinismissing.’

‘Give me haf an hour and then come back. I'll haveit fixed.’

‘Thereisredly no need for any of this” said Omaly.

‘Lean your head forward,” said Norman. ‘I’ ll club you to death with the thing.’

‘No,” said John. ‘Now stop stop stop. | will pay you back the five hundred pounds and give you
another one thousand besides. All you have to do for me is make two copies of this cassette.’

‘Strange asit may seem,” said Norman, ‘1 don't believe what you say.’
‘Havel ever lied to you? Omally asked.
Norman thought. ‘No,” he said dowly, ‘you haven't. Y ou have merely neglected to tell methe truth.’

‘Just make two copies of thistape. Give me one back with the origina and keep the other for yoursdlf. It
will soon be worth an awful lot of money.’

‘“Why? Norman asked.
‘Becauseit isarare collector’ sitem. Thefirst record-ing of aband that is soon to be famous.’
‘What about my fifteen hundred quid?

‘I'll giveyou that within theweek.’



‘Within theweek? said Norman.
“Within theweek? said Jm.
‘Within thewesek, | promise’ Omally crossed his heart.

“You saw that, Jm, said Norman. Y ou saw that with your own two eyes. He swore and crossed his
heart and everything.’

‘And I'll shake onit too,” said John, sticking out his hand.
Norman shook Omally’ s hand and Norman’s mouth was open.

‘Within theweek,” said John. ‘Now take the tape and make the copies. I’ be back within the hour.’

John and Jm walked up the Ealing Road.

“Y ou promised him fifteen hundred pounds,” said Pooley. * Y ou promised it to him and you shook his
hand.’

Omadly shrugged. ‘It sounds alot,” said he. ‘Itisalot, sad Jm.
‘Not when you split it in haf, it snot.’
‘| supposeit wouldn't be,” said Jm.

‘I'll tell you what,” said John. * The best thing for you to do would be to pay my haf aswell. | can owe
you the difference’

Jm drew up rather short in hisstride. *What are you saying? he asked.

‘Oh, come on now, Jm. Don’t say you' ve forgotten aready. We shook on it, didn’t we? Half the
profits, half the expenses, we agreed. | hope you don’t intend to renege on our dedl.’

‘What? went Jm. ‘What?

‘Look upon it asakind of negative investment. We Il be making millions soon. What'samere fifteen
hundred to you?

Jm Pooley shook hisdisbelieving head. ‘| have only been in the music business haf an hour,” said he,
‘and aready |’ ve been done up like akipper.’

‘The day isyet young,” said John to Jm. ‘We haven't got started yet.’

Anthem to the Griddle Chef



Of dl thenoblemen at arms
And Casanova slove-nest charms.
And knights of old with painted spears.

Or pirates on the chanddliers*.

No fdlow that did € er draw breath

Could aught compare to the griddle chef.

No long-deed earl of Arran’side,
Who might have won some maiden’samile,
By striking down that dragon bad.

Nor even Tom thefarmer’ slad.

Could ever, though, in noble degth

Compareat al to the griddle chef.

Thegriddle chef.

The griddle chef.

A hero bold and true.

“Two Wimpy Brunch,” goesup hiscry.

‘Onewith no onions, too.’

* Douglas Fairbanks, probably.
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‘All right, then,” said Jim to John. ‘1 assume you have somekind of aplan.’

‘And then some,” said John to Jm. *When it comesto aplan, | am ever your man.

They stood in the sun drenched Edling Road. Right outside the business premises of Bob the Bookie.
The graffiti-gpattered brickwork glittered in the sun, and the red and white plastic dash curtain at the
doorway moved gently in the breeze, swaying sensuoudy, it seemed to Jm, bidding him to enter.

Jun bit hislip and folded his arms and turned his back on temptation. ‘ Speak to me, John,” he said
bravely. ‘Tdl me of your plan.’

‘It samplicity itsdf I’ll get the tapes from Norman and I’ [| make some important phonecdls. You'll
hasten at onceto West Edling.’

‘West Edling? Jm gave hislip another smdl chew. ‘Now why would I, or indeed anyone, wish to go to
Wes Eding?

‘Because that iswhere the Stratster works. His nameis Ricky Zed and heisthe griddle chef at the
Wimpy. Y ou will visit him and employ your charms. | assumethat the lead singer did not give you her

telephone number.’
“Y ou assume correctly.’
‘Then you chat up Picky, seeif you can get it from him.’
‘Will thisinvolvelying? Jm asked. ‘I'm not very good &t lying.’

‘Tdl him the truth, then. Tell him that we wish to manage the band and tell him that they can expect a
record contract by the end of the week.’

‘And that would be the truth, would it?

‘Jm, | intend to have arecord contract sorted by lunchtime.’
‘Right, said Jm in athoughtful tone. ‘Right. By lunchtime. | see’
‘Well, there’ s no sense in hanging around, isthere?

Jm shook hishead. ‘| suppose not,” said he.

“Then off on your way, Immy boy. Make me proud of you.’

‘All right, said Jm. ‘I’ll giveit ago. Because, after dlI’ — and he jingled the meagre changein his
pocket —' | realy have nothing to lose’

They shook handsin a professional manner, agreed to meet later in the Swan and went their separate
ways.



Now Jm was no Marco Polo, and the lands which lay beyond the boundaries of the great Brentford
Triangle*

* For those few who might be unaware of the fact, the borough of Brentford is enclosed within the
boundaries of atriangle, formed by the Great West Road, the Grand Union Cand and the River Thames.
Things do go on outside thistriangle, but not things of very much interest.

were modtly terraincognitato him. Normally the thought of such ajourney would havefilled Jm with
dread and he would have done anything within hislimited powersto avoid it. But he was on amission
here. Two missions, in fact. Thefirst being to avoid the bookies and evade the dreaded Pooley. The
second to succeed at something. He had never succeeded at any-thing, hadn’'t Jim, and this, perhaps,
would be his opportunity.

So he girded up hisloinsand put his best foot for-ward and stuck his hand out boldly at the bus stop.

“Y ou should wait until you see abus coming before you do that,’” said alady in astraw hat. ‘ And get to
the back of the queue or I’ll punch your lights out.’

Jm got to the back of the queue.

Thejourney wasfor the most part uneventful. No terrorists hijacked the bus. The driver did not fall
adeep a the whed, nor did he become lost. No Red Indians attacked and there wasn't a highwayman to
be seen.

A couple of piratesdid try to get on at the traffic lights, but the bus conductor blocked their passage and
firmly tossed them off.

At length Jm found himsdlf in West Edling, outsde the Wimpy Bar. It was everything he' d hoped it
would be, and judt that little bit more besides. Ddlicious odours wafted from within, and through the
window Jm could make out beautiful people in degant clothes, discoursing, no doubt, upon intellectua
topicswhilst tucking into their brunches.

Jm sighed asigh and dreamed that dream we have al dreamed. That one day he might own a Wimpy
Bar.

He then took a deep, preparatory breath, pushed open the door and went in.

Gentle music played from hidden speskers. Subtle lighting touched upon the tasteful decor. The beautiful
people looked up from their brunches and eyed Jm with suspicion.

Pooley sat down at the nearest table and cast his eyes over the menu.
It was agorgeous colourful gatefold affair, printed upon paper, yet sealed within atransparent plastic

shdl through some method of technologica wizardry that was beyond Jm'’ s understanding. Jm viewed
the photo-graphic portraits of the toothsome viands. Here was a double cheeseburger withall the



trimmings and here a saveloy known as a Bender. On the back page was the ice cream selection. The
now legendary Brown Derby and the Jamaican Long Boat. Each of these could be had asit came or with
achoice of cream or maple syrup.

Pooley’ s mouth began to water. It was al too much. A waiter approached his table and stood looking
down upon him. He wore the traditiona red and white livery and the jaunty paper cap. This perched
some-what periloudy upon amighty hive of hair.

‘Do you wish to order, Sir? asked the waiter. * Or have you just comein to dribble on the table?

Jm looked up and went, * Oh!’

‘Oh? said thewaiter.

‘Oh,” said Jm. ‘Aren't you Picky Zed?

The waiter nodded his big-haired head. He was long and tall and lanky and lean, al cheekbones and
dark sunken eyes. Jm was taken at once by his curious hands, each finger of which had three knuckle
jointsinstead of the usua two.

‘| thought you werethe griddle chef,” said Jm. ‘1 am,” said Picky. ‘ But we have a change-around each
week. It'scompany policy. One week on the griddle, one on the tables, one on the washing-up and one
onthe cashregiger.’

‘That must be exciting.’

‘No,” said Picky. ‘It'sshite’

‘Oh,” said Jm.

‘Yes, oh,” said Picky. ‘Now what did you want to order?

‘Well, actudly | didn’t want to order anything. Well, that isto say, obvioudy | would like to order
every-thing. | mean, who wouldn't? But | came here to see you. About your band.’

‘It'snotmy band. It’ sour band.’

‘Right,’ said Jm. ‘“Well, | saw you and the band play last night at the Shrunken Head and it was one of
the most incredible experiences | have ever had in my life’

*So what do you want? My autograph, isit?

‘No,” said Jm. ‘| want to manage you.

Picky looked Jm up and down. ‘ Fuck off, mate, he said.
‘No, please,” said Jm. ‘Just listen to what I’ ve got to say.
‘And whathave you got to say?

‘Well, my partner saysthat he can get you arecord contract within the week.’



‘“Won't happen,” said Picky. ‘Can't happen.’
‘“Why not? asked Jm.
“Y ou wouldn't understand.’

‘Then try me, plesse’

Picky shook hisbig-haired head and his cap fell off. He did not stoop to retrieve it, he smply waggled a
finger at Jm.

‘Do you have any ideajust what happened last night when we played? he asked.

‘No,” said Jm. ‘All | know wasthat it was something marvellous. Something wonderful and something
that the whole world should hear and experience.’

‘“The whole world will never experienceit.’

‘Ohyesitwill,” said Jm. * Apocalypso music will be the biggest thing ever.’
‘What did you cdl it?

‘Apocaypso music’

‘That' sagood name,’ said Picky. ‘I likethat.’

Pooley made ahopeful face.

‘But it won't happen. It won't be alowed to happen.’

‘“Why? asked Jm. *Who would want to stop it?

‘Record companies,” said Picky. ‘Record companieswould stop it.’

‘“Why? asked Jim once more. ‘ That doesn’t make sense. Litany’ svoice can heal thesick. | saw it
happen. | heard it and | felt it too. Any record company would pay millionsto own an artiste like that.’

‘No, they wouldn't,” said Picky. ‘And I’ll tell you why. There are no independent record companies any
more. They' ve al been bought up by the huge corpor-ations. And the huge corporations don't just
market music. They market everything. Cars and food and weapons and telecommunications and
technology and chemicas and pharmaceuticas. All these companiesinterlink and afew people at the

very top control everything.’
‘Scientigts,” sad Jm.

‘Businessmen,” said Picky. ‘ And the House of Windsor. So imagine what would happen if al you had to
do when you were sick was to put on amusic CD and be cured.’

‘It would be brilliant,” said Jm. ‘ And everyonein the world would want that CD.’



‘ And then they would al be well and free from sickness!’

‘Brilliant, sad Jm.

‘Brilliant for them, perhaps. But not so brilliant for the mega-corporations that make zillions of pounds
every day from producing and marketing pharma-ceuticas. It’ slike the everlasting light bulb and the
motorcar tyre that doesn’t wear out. These thingsexi<t, but they’ | never see the shop counter. The
mega-corporations see to that.’

‘Bagtards,’ said Jm.

‘Exactly,” said Ricky. ‘But that’ sthe way things are. That isthe way society has evolved.’

‘Ah, said Jm. ‘Evolution.’

‘Evolution,” said Picky. “Would you like meto tell you al about that?

‘Wdl,;” sad Jm. ‘Actudly—

‘Everything evolves,’ said Picky. ‘ Everything. And not just living things. Inanimate objects, too.’
‘Eh? sad Jm.

‘Take cam,” said Picky. ‘The way cars have evolved.’

‘Cam? sadJm.

‘Cars,’ said Picky. ‘ Take the Ford Escort, for example. The Ford Escort of today bears almost no
resemblance to the Ford Escort of twenty years ago. And why isthat?

‘Becauseit’ sbeen redesigned,” said Jim.

‘No,” said Picky. ‘ That’swhat they’ d like you to think. The Ford Escort has evolved by itsdlf, with no
help from human beings’

‘What? said Jm.

‘I'mtelling you the truth. | used to work for Ford at Dagenham. | worked on the production line, putting
therattly bitsin the doors.’

‘| often wondered who did that.’

‘Well, it used to be me, but | left because | couldn’t take al the pressure. But do you know how long it
takesto set up aproduction line? Make al the tools that make the parts and the moulds and templates
and so on and so forth?

Pooley shook his head. He didn’t know.

‘Years,’ said Picky. ‘Four or five years. So imaginethis. There are no spare production lines standing
empty. All the production lineswork non-stop turning out cars. Seven days aweek they work, and
fifty-two weeks of the year. And if you stop a production line for even five minutes it costs the company



thousands of poundsin lost production. So they just rumble on and on and on.

‘But notice this. Every year the carsthat roll off that production linelook abit different. It' sthe same
modd of car, but it’snot quite the same. It sevolved.’

‘But how could that be? asked Jm.

‘Don’'t ask me. I'm not God. But it can be and it is. The production lineitsalf evolves. In Germany some
production lines have evolved so much that they don’t need humansto run them any more. They’redl
robotic.’

‘Incredible,’ said Jim.

‘And it snot just cars. It' s everything. Radios and televisions and tel ephones. And what about records?
They used to be big black things made out of plagtic. Look at them now.

‘And you think they're dl evolving by themsdlves, without people to help them?

‘It'sall part of the big conspiracy. All these so-called new developments. It works by natural selection.
But it' s the men at the top who do the selecting and they do it for their own gain. That’swhy you won't
seethe everlasting light bulb and that’ swhy you won't hear the Gandhi’ sHairdryer CD.’

‘| see” said Jm. ‘Well, when you explainit al to melikethat, it al makes perfect sense!’

‘Evolution,” said Picky. ‘ And natural sdlection, and it will al go on and on like that for ever.

‘Ohno, itwon't,” said Jm.

‘Ohyes itwill’

‘Itwon't, said Jm. ‘And | will tell youwhy.’

And Jm told Picky why. Hetold Picky everything that Gerado had told him. All about how natural
selection in human beings would come to an end and mankind would not evolve any further and how this
would eventudly lead to THE END in aworld that was run by scientists. He didn’t go into dl the details
and hedidn’t do any of the voices or do the descriptionsin rhyme, and he didn’t mention thetime
travelling. But helaid it al out for Picky and when he wasfinished the Stratster sat down and stared and
dared at Jm.

When Picky finaly found hisvoice, al he could say was, ‘Wow.’

‘Sothereyou go,” said Pooley.  -“Wow,” said Picky once again. ‘It al makes sense to me now.

‘It does? said Jm.

‘Ohyes, it does. Y ou see, there wasjust one thing | could never get my head around.’

‘Just theone? sad Jm.

‘Just the one. About the Stratocaster. Y ou seg, it evolved from the Telecaster, but its evolution stopped
in the nineteen fiftiesand | never could understand why. | thought it should go on and on. That it would



keep on evolving. But it can't, can it? It has evolved asfar asit can. Becauseit's perfect. It has reached
THE END asfar asguitars are concerned.’

‘| supposeit must havedone,” said Jm.

Y ou' reafucking genius, mate.’

‘Wll, | don’t know about that.’

‘“You are,” said Picky, and he reached a curious hand across and patted Jim on the shoulder. *Y ou and
me, we think the same way. We' ve both got different parts of the big puzzle. But they fit together. We
could do things, think things’

‘Work together? said Jm. ‘Asin music?

‘Asin Apocaypso music, yes. You'vegot it dl figured out, haven't you?

‘Notdl,” sad Jm.

‘But you redly think that the Gandhis could be the next big thing?

‘1 know that for afact,” said Jm.

‘Then | trust you, mate. Put it there.’

And Picky put out his curious hand and Pooley gave it a shaking.

Omaly’ s hand was shaking too. Both of his handswere shaking, in fact, and most of the rest of him aso.
Omaly sat hunched at the bar counter of the Flying Swan. Thetimewas but alittle past five-thirty
open-ing, but John had aready put three pints of Large insde himself, and looked in the mood to put
down severa more.

Neville watched John as he pulled him the pint. And Neville did not like what he saw. He had known
Omally to have the occasiona off day, but he had never seen him look as grim asthis. Neville passed the
pint across and took himsdlf off for some polishing.

And then the door to the bar swung wide and in breezed Pooley. Omally looked up and let out a groan
and sank once moreto his pint.

‘Evening, John, evening, Neville, said Jm. ‘ Two more of those, pleasg, | think.’
Neville hastened back to the pumps and John sank alittle bit lower.

‘S0, then, John,” said Jm. “‘How did the day go for you?

* ©O000000000000000h,” went Omally.

‘Not too well by the sound of it.’



Omally shook adismd head. ‘1 don’t know what to say,’” he said. ‘It doesn’t make sensg, it just
doesn't.’

‘No luck with the record companies?

‘Madness,” said John. ‘ Absolute madness. Norman copied the tape and we played it together. It's
incredible, just like you said. Y ou know that horrible wart thing Norman had on his neck?

‘Ohyes’ sad Jm. ‘Very nasty, that.’
‘Cured,” said John. ‘It vanished away. And his bald spot’ s thatched over.’
‘The music doesthat. It'sin her voice’

‘I know, | heard it, and I’ ve spent half the day play-ing the tape down the tel ephone to record company
executives’

‘And they weren't keen?

‘They said that they’ d heard stuff likeit before. That every so often asinger turns up who can do this
sort of thing.’

‘But they weren't interested.’

‘No. None of them. It doesn’t make any sense. Here we have something that’ s worth millions of pounds
and no record company will touch it

‘Wdll, never mind,” said Jm.

‘Never mind? Have you gone mad?

‘It does't matter,” said Jm.

‘Doesn’'t matter? But we could have made afortune.’

‘Wedill can,” said Jm. ‘Because | havethis.” And he whipped out a grubby sheet of paper.
‘And what isthat? Omally asked.

‘Contract, said Jm proudly. * Signed by each of the Gandhis and giving us exclusverightsto their
music.

Omally took the contract from Jm and examined it. * Y ou got them all to sign,” he said. 'Y ou worked so
hard. I’'m so sorry, Jm.

“Y ou don't have to worry, John. 1t Il be better thisway.
Neville passed the pints across.

‘I'll get these, said Omdlly. ‘| oweyou thet at least.’



‘No, I'll get them,” said Jm. ‘I’ ve got plenty of money.” And with that he pulled out aroll of twenties
that had Omadlly gasping.

‘“How? went John. ‘Where?

‘Investment capital,” said Jim. ‘ The Gandhisal wanted to buy in.’

“Y ou got money from the band?

‘Money up front to pay for recording time.’

‘But none of the record labelswill touch them.’

‘Brentford Records will.’

‘Brentford Records? There is no Brentford Records.’

‘Thereisnow,” said Jm. ‘And we are they. Asit were. None of the big companies will touch the band,
John. So Picky and | came up with anidea. We'll set up our own independent record company and
market the music oursalves. Begt the big boys, eh?

Omadly’ smouth fell hugely wide. *You areagenius, Jm, hesad. ‘A fu—'

‘I'll settlefor just agenius. But that’ swhat we' re going to do. Have apint on me, Neville’

Have apint on me?Neville sfacefolded in horror. If last night hadn’t been bad enough,have a pint on
me!

AsNevillefought to find some words, Omdly had plenty to say.
‘You'vedoneit, Jm,” hecried. “You've pulled off the big one.’

‘Pretty smart, eh? said Jim. *And | never went near the bookies. | just set my mind to the task in hand
and came up with asolution.’

‘Wemust drink to this’ said Omally. ‘ Drink to this historic moment. At some future time, when
Brentford Records isthe biggest record company in the world, we'll ook back upon this hour and say
that thiswas the turning point in our fortunes. Thiswas the moment when everything fell into place”

‘Let’snot get too carried away,” said Jm.

‘Nonsense,’ said John. ‘You did it and you'll take the credit. History will record this day asthe day you
pulled off The Pooley.’

Nevillefinaly found somewords. ‘Why has Jm fainted? he asked.

The Boysfrom the Brown Stuff



Cab-Arthur Roper
Loved cantilever bridges.
And the sound that the wind made

When it blew down chimneys.

Cab-Arthur Roper
Could cal up spirits.
Ask them questions

And write down their answersin asmall black book.

Cab-Arthur Roper,
Some called him mad.
Some cdled him master.

Some even said he was not of thisworld.

Duck-Barry Martin
Had twenty-three pistals,
And acdlar full of mushrooms

That no onewas alowedin.

Duck-Barry Martin

Lived with two women,

And breathed into their nogtrils
Which made them obey him.

Duck-Barry Martin,



Somecdled him Baz.
Some called him Duck Boy.

Some even said he was Jesus come back.

Wild-Norman Peacock
Opened safes for robbers.
L et free pigeonsfrom their lofts

And spoiled babies Chrigtenings.

Wild-Norman Peacock
Never worked for aliving.
Wasregistered as acharity.

Received a grant from the Arts Council.

Wild-Norman Peacock.

Somecal him clever.

|, for ond

12

Now, athough Jm’s day had been hot on success, it hadn’t been big on adventure.

Jm was not an adventurous type. He was more your chit-chat-in-a-bar-and-get-thing-sorted kind of
body. As opposed to, say, your macho-manly-man-gung-ho- blokish sort of bloke.

Not that im wasn't amanly man. He was. He lacked not one jot for manly mannishness. He just wasn't
big on adventure,

But, then, who is?

Life, aswe have seen from thissmall dicein Brentford, ismostly composed of conversation. Few



people ever actudlydo very much. And if they dodo anything, it israrely of an adventurous nature.
There are exceptions, of course. There are aways exceptions. There will aways be one or two folk in
every community who positively thrive on action and adventure. But you will rarely, if ever, get to meet
these people. Because they will be off somewhere e se, getting into action and having adventures.

Infact, the only time you will get to meet them is when they are home for awhile between adventures
and you have a conversation with them in abar. And if it's past the ten o’ clock watershed, you probably

won't believe anything they tell you anyway.

But they do exist and every community, no matter how small, can usualy boast at least one.

Brentford could. And Brentford did.

If you were looking for an action man in Brentford, for aman who combined the courage and
adventur-ousness of Indiana Jones, the true grit of John * The Duke’ Wayne, the chanddier-swinging
skills of Dougie Fairbanks Jnr, the *I-ain’ t-got-time-to-bleed’ toughness of Jesse‘ The Body’ Ventura
and the big—cock action of Long Johnnie Holmes, that man would be— Soap Distant.

At least in hisopinion it would.

Although those who knew Soap well might have questioned certain aspects of this character assessment,
they would have agreed that any man who had journeyed to the centre of the Earth was deserving of
certain respect. And if he chose to spice up his CV somewhat, he should be forgiven.

And when hetold people about things he had actually done and things he had actualy seen and how he
himsdlf knew that things that shouldn’t have changed had changed, he should be believed.

But hewasn't. The Lord of the Old Button Hole had pegged him as aloony and his conversation at the
Brentford nick with Inspectre Hovis had only com-plicated matters further and made him more confused
than ever he had been.

So what was Soap to do?

He certainly didn’t want to Sit about in bars and chit-chat. He wanted action and he wanted it at once.
Wheat did he want?

Action!

When did he want it?

Now!

And s0 it cameto pass, upon that evening previous, that Soap Distant had taken hisleave of Inspectre
Hovisin asuitably action-packed fashion.

‘I'mleaving now,” said Soap.

“You'renot,” said the Inspectre.



‘| am,” said Soap. ‘ Thereis much | need to know and, interesting as this conversation has been, | fed it
isnow timefor action.’

Inspectre Hovis leaned across his photo-crowded desk. ‘I’ m arresting you, sunshine,” he said.
‘Arrestingme!’ said Soap.
‘For harbouring awanted crimina and aiding and abetting him in the course of his escape from justice.

Such crimesincur considerable finesand if you do not have the wherewitha to pay, you may well find

your-sdf in one of the Virgin work camps, manufacturing the rattly bitsthat are put in Ford Escort
doors.’

‘What? cried Soap. ‘What?

‘David Carson, the cannibal chef.’

‘Smdl Dave? said Soap. ‘ But how—

‘Thething about police surveillance cameras, said

Inspectre Hovis, gesturing varioudy round and about, ‘isthat they are Smply everywhere. Everywhere.
A few years ago people were outraged by them. They complained that they violated human rights. That it
was Big Brother. But people don’t complain any more, do they? Not since the police force put alittle
spin on them with the aid of television crime shows. Now people watch their TVsand seethe crims
caught on cameraand have a chance to phone in and grass them up. People just love surveillance

cameras now. They make the man in the street fed that someone iswatch-ing over them. And that’s
awaysacomfort, don’'t you think?

‘I'msureitis,’ said Soap. ‘But I'm innocent of al chargesand I’ m off Goodbye.’
‘Not so fast,” said Hovis. ‘ There' s something I’ d like you to see!’

The Inspectre rootled around amidst the photos on this desk and unearthed a video cassette. Thishe

dotted beneath asmall portable television type of ajobbie, the screen of which heturned in Sogp’s
direction. ‘ Tel mewhat you think of this’ hesaid.

Soap watched as the screen it up, and stared at the image displayed. 1t was aview of the Flying
Swan’ sfront doorway, evidently filmed from one of the flat blocks opposite.

Soap watched as the onscreen pub door opened and he and Omally came out and walked away.

‘That isaviolation of human rights, Soap complained.

‘Those who are innocent have nothing to fear from the law,” said Inspectre Hovis. Soap looked at
Hovis

And Hovislooked at Soap.
‘Sorry,” said Hovis. ‘It just dipped out.’

‘And | should think so too.’



‘However,” said the Detective in Residence, ‘this particular doodad has more than onetrick up its
deeve. The footage you have just seen was taken this very lunchtime, when the forces of the law were
surround-ing the Flying Swan in the hope of arresting the canniba chef. But he somehow snesked past
us. Now how might that have been?

“How should | know that? asked Soap, making the face of al innocence.

‘Let’s see what the doodad hasto show us.” Hovistinkered at the television jobbie. Soap’ simage
reversed and froze and expanded to fill up the screen. And then it went al multi-coloured.

‘Oh,” said Soap. ‘Whatever isthat?

‘Therma imaging,” said the Ingpectre. *Clever, isn't it? We useit to track criminas from helicopters.
That makes good television, too. The crimstry to hidein dustbins, but their heat Signatures give them
away. Lotsof laughsall round.’

‘I'm not trying to hidein adustbin,’” said Soap.

‘No, and at least you' Il know better than to do so in future. But tell me,” Inspectre Hovis pointed to the
colourful Soap on the screen. *What would you takethat to be?

‘What? Soap asked.

‘Thisareahere. Up the back of your coat. Surely at isthe heat Sgnature of atiny man, al crouched up,
n'tit?

‘No,” said Soap. I’ m nicked, he thought.

“You'renicked,” said Hovis. ‘| have you bang to rights.’

‘Now look,” said Soap. ‘| can seethat this doesn’t ook too good for me at the present and | can see
that on the evidence it would seem that you have a case. But, asdearly as| love justice, and | do loveit
dearly, don’'t get mewrong, I'm afraid | can’t stay around here any longer. | have important thingsto be

doing and I—'

‘Haveto stop you there,” said Inspectre Hovis. ‘Have give you the necessary caution. Must keep things
al legal and above board.’

‘“Would you take a bribe? Soap asked.

‘Certainly not,” said Hovis.

“Well, could you pass my case on to an officer who would take a bribe?

‘Nicetry, said Hovis. ‘Novel suggestion. But | think I°1l just bang you up in the cells until the accounts
department can work out just how much you owe usin fines. Now, do you want to go quietly, or will |

be forced to summon in acouple of constablesto rough ~you up alittle?

‘l amaBuddhist,” said Soap, ‘and | abhor violence. * So—'



And here a last Soap got his chance for some action. He gathered up his hat and goggles, thrust them
on and with no thought for anything but the said action, rushed the Ingpectre s office and flung himself
through the plate-glass window.

If this courageous deed had been captured on camerait would have been well worth aplay onCrime
Watch. Viewerswould no doubt have taped it for their private collections and played it in dow moation,
and freeze-framed on the good bits and even run it in reverse, which isadways good for alaugh, if you're
suitably sad and londly.

But it wasn't, so they couldn’t, so to speak.

For there were no surveillance cameras trained on the Inspectre’ swindow. Not that there weren’t any
trained on the building. There were, loads of the buggers. But these were dl aimed at the ground floor.

And Inspectre Hovis s office was not on the ground floor.

Inspectre Hovis s office was on the twenty-third floor.

A hit too high up to merit surveillance.

Now it came as some surprise to Soap that, having smashed through the plate-glass window, he did not
land immediately upon the ground. He had assumed, incorrectly asit proved; that hewas on the ground
floor and the spectacular rooftop view of Brentford* that met his eyes for amere split second was

pleasing to behold. But the pleasure was fleeting and tempered by afeeling of darm and, as he began the
rapid rush downwards, alarm in turn became terror.

* A asacoasocsasaasaasasaaaaagh!” went Soap Digtant, the way that you do when falling to your death.
* A acasasaasaasaaaaaah!’ and, ‘Look out, below.’

*The very same view pictured on the ever-popular postcards.

Thereis, gpparently, amathematical calculation that can be worked out, regarding the speed of afdling
object. Soap did not know this calculation, and even if he had known, and indeed known that it would
take him precisaly 3.4256 seconds to make contact with the ground below, it is doubtful whether he
would have shown alot of interest.

But alot can happen in 3.4256 seconds, as anyone who knows such thingswill tell you.

But you have to know, of course, precisaly which 3.4256 seconds to choose.

* A asoosaasacsaassaaasaaaagh!’ continued Soap, using up 1.3849 seconds.

‘ Aaasasaaagh!” went he alittle more, which was part of the very same * A aaaaasacaccacsasacaasagh!’

And then he stopped aaaaaaaaaaghing, because he ceased faling, which must have meant that he'd
made impect.



Asindeed he had. Though not with the ground.

Soap suddenly found himsdlf hanging in the air. Just hanging there, suspended, so to spesk. Somethree
good yards above the pavement and perched on a cushion of air.

And looking up from directly below himwasalad. A lad in ablack T-shirt and shorts. A lad who
looked strangdy familiar.

‘What’ syour bloody game? asked thelad. ‘Y ou could have killed me falling down like that.’

Soap took to floundering up upon high. Boggle-eyed behind his goggles, open-mouthed benegth.
Hovering on nothingness, defying gravity’ slaw.

‘It sagood job I'mwearing this” said thelad, point-ing to a complicated wristwatch affair. * Persona
lifegpan chronometer, incorporating persond defence mechanism. Activated by awide-band polarizing
field that detects rapidly approaching objects. Do you have any idea of the speed you were travelling?

Soap managed a‘No’ and shook his head alittle.

“Well, | can work it out on my chronometer. Look, here comesyour hat.’

Soap' sblack hat came fluttering down and landed on his head.

‘Well caught, that mm,” said the lad.

‘What? went Soap. ‘How?

‘“How doesit work? Simple. The wide-band polar-izing field detects the approaching object, calculates
its mass and causes acohesion to occur in the surrounding air, effectively joining the oxygen moleculesto
creste aspherica barrier that isvirtualy impenetrable. Go on, pokeit with your finger if you don't believe
me.

Soap didn’t bother. He did believe him.

‘Troubleis,’ saidthelad. ‘It takesit out of the batteries. So if you don't mind I'll just step aside and
switchit off’

This he did, and Soap crashed to the pavement.

‘Areyou dl right? thelad asked.

Soap sat up and felt at hislimbs. He seemed to be all in one piece.

‘Well, if you're nat, it will just serve you right for falling on people. If you must jump out of high
\t/r\g].(’:lovvs, try to do it when no one’ saround. And look at al this glass, someone could cut themsalves on

Soap nodded numbly.

‘Goodbye,’ thelad said.



‘No, wait, please.” Soap climbed painfully to hisfest.

‘What isit? sad thelad.

Y ou saved my life. | want to thank you.’

‘| didn’t doit on purpose. Infactl didn'tdoit at al.’

‘Well, thank you anyway. My nameis Sogp Distant. Might | ask you yours?

‘Soap Digant? the lad thought for amoment. ‘No,” he said. ‘ That name doesn't ring any bells’
‘But it will,” said Soap. ‘| will soon be very famous!’

‘No,” said thelad. ‘If you wereto be, I'd know.’

‘Eh? said Soap.

‘Goodbye,’ said the lad.

‘No, hold on, please. At least tell me your name. ‘My nameisWingarde,’ said thelad. ‘“My surnamel’d
rather not mention.

And with that he walked away, leaving Soap to wonder.

But he didn’'t stand and wonder very long. Because adl a once alarms began to clang out from the police
dation.

Which proved, at least, that Soap did ringsome bdlls.

Soap fled the scene of hisfaling and saving and spent the evening and the night stalking around and
about. Herardy, if ever, dept nowadays. Ten years beneath had atered him in many ways.

Soap stalked along the streets of his youth, passing the houses of friends he' d once known. Cab-Arthur
Roper, Duck-Barry Martin, Wild-Norman Peacock and al of the rest. Soap paused at timesto lurk in
aley-ways, where, with the rain beating down on his hat, he viewed peopl€ s various doings.

He saw Norman Hartndll in his underwear return-ing to his shop. He saw Pooley* enter the Penist’s
house and he made a menta note of the address. And he saw other things that were strange and
mysterious. Thingsthat you only seelaein the night.

By the coming of the new dawn, Soap had formed a plan of action. Determined as he was to discover
exactly what was going on and how history could have changed while he’ d been belooooow, he was
equally determined to remain at liberty and out of the clutches of the Virgin police.

Nine-thirty of the morning clock found Soap upon the steps of the Memorid Library. Hardly an
action-packed kind of a place, you might think, but appearances can be deceptive.



Soap’ s gppearance thismorning, for example, was one that he hoped might deceive.
Soap no longer wore his broad-brimmed coal-black hat, his coa-black coat and boots of coaly

blackness. Instead, Soap sported a Hawaiian shirt, adove-grey zoot suit and apair of white
winklepicker boots. He had acquired these during the night, but from where

* |est the discerning reader think to spy amonstrous pothole loom-ing, yes, Soap did run into Pooley
earlier in the evening. Just after he’ d made his escape from the police station. Which was just before Jm
reached John' s house. Which was when he told Jm about Branson being on pound notes.

was anyone' s guess. Soagp cut adashing figure in this get-up and one that he hoped would alow him to
move about the borough unrecognized by those who viewed through street surveillance cameras.

When the Keegper of the Borough’ s Books made the ceremonia opening up of the door, Soap hurried
into the library, marched across the marble—panelled vestibule and presented hissmilarly acquired
credentias at the desk.

The clerk on duty looked over the credentials and then the clerk on duty looked at Soap.

‘Thislibrary ticket isout of date, Mr Omadly,” said the clerk.

“Then kindly furnish mewith anew one.

‘Thesethingstaketime. If you'll call back in aweek or two.

Soap Digant took to the shaking of hishead. ‘It istimefor action,” he said. ‘Kindly direct meto the
reference section.’

‘Oooooooh,” went the clerk. ‘ The reference section. Are you sure you can handle it?
‘Just lead metoit,’ said Soap.

‘Wl then, it' s through that door over there.’

‘That door? said Soap.

‘No,that door,’” said the clerk.

‘Aren't they both the same door? asked Soap.

‘It depends what you mean by “the same”, | suppose.

‘| supposeit does,’” Soap agreed.

The reference section came as a bit of a shock to Soap. It didn’t have any books. All there was now
was a neat row of desks, each of which held up atelevision jobbie attached to atypewriter keyboard.



Soap sat down upon achair at the nearest and stared at the TV screen.

WELCOME TO THE WORLD OF KNOWLEDGE

To access please touch any key.

Soap sought the key marked ‘any’.

‘Assistance, please,’ called Soap.

The clerk from the desk came bustling in. *What do you want?

‘ want action,” said Soap. ‘And | want it now. Where are dl the books, please?
‘All the books are now on the Web.’

Soap’ s thoughts returned to the offices of theBrentford Mercury and the woman who was worrying at
wires. She had mentioned the Web, and she had mentioned it proudly.

‘What exactly isthe Web? asked Soap.

The clerk explained al about it.

Now it does't take long to explain about the Web, and the average person can grasp dl the essentials
and gain agood working knowledge in less than alifespan. Soap listened patiently for at least five
minutes.

‘So | just touchany key,” he said.

‘Yes,' said the clerk and departed.

And so Soap Distant, voyager to the realms belooooow, became a suffer of the Web. The Web, the
Web, the wonderful Web, from which al knowledge flows.

It'sdl there on the Web, you know. The whole wide world and then some.
Of course, you do have to knowwhere to |ook.
Soap had no idea, but he got straight down to the action.

Hetyped in QUEEN ELIZABETH I1 and was quite amazed by what flashed up before him. And then
he typed in ASSASSINATION OF.



And then he sat right back and stared.

According to the Web, Queen Elizabeth had been shot dead while on stage during a Beetles concert at
Wembley Stadium in nineteen eighty.

‘A Bestles concert in nineteen eighty? Soap called up THE BEATLES.

And according to the Web it was true. The Besatleshad played WWembley in nineteen eighty. The show
had been organized by John Lennon, who had apparently become something of aroyalist after receiving
avigt from Prince Charleswhile helay in hospita re-covering from the shooting incident.

“Shooting incident? said Soap. ‘ But Lennon should be dead.’
Soap called up JOHN LENNON: SHOOTING and learned to his amazement how the great one'slife

had been saved by amystery man who never came forward to claim the fortune Lennon offered him. All
that was known of the mystery man was that he wore ablack T-shirt and shorts.

‘Oh ho,” said Soap. ‘Oh ho.’
But as‘oh ho’ didn’'t help alot, Soap continued his search.

He backtracked to the Wembley gig and boggled at the list of support bands. Not only had The Doors
played there. But aso the Jmi Hendrix Experience.And Janis Joplin.

‘Methinks | see apattern here,” said Soap. ‘Would you please keep the noise down,” said the clerk,
poking a clerkish head around the door.

‘I'msorry,” said Soap. ‘But could you help me here? The clerk sighed and plodded over. ‘What isthe
trouble now? | do have thingsto be doing.’

‘All the bandslisted here,” said Soap. ‘ They al redly played at Wembley in nineteen eighty, did they?
The clerk perused theligt. * Yes. It was alegendary gig. The video of that gig has outsold any other.’
‘Redlly? said Soap. ‘ And thiswould beaVirgin video, would it?

‘“What other make of video isthere? asked the clerk. * Just checking,” said Soap. ‘Now go away,
please’ ‘“Wel, redlly!” said the clerk and went away. Soap surfed the Web until lunchtime. It was all
action stuff Well, at least it was sometimes. Well, per-hapsit wasn't redly, to be honest. No, in fact,
actudly, itwasn't dl action at dl. It wasjust Stting at a TV screen and typing a akeyboard, and
athough there are ways of putting aspin on that kind of thing and making it sound redlly interesting— I'T
ISN'T!

IT"SCRAP!!!



By lunchtime Soap had had hisfill of the Web. He had gleamed from it dl he could learn fromiit. This
hadn’t been dl that he' d wanted to learn, but hehad learned the Web's evil secret.

And the evil secret of the Web isthis, my friends.

That al you can ever learn from The Web iswhat the people who put the stuff onto it want you to learn.

‘Right,’ said Soap. ‘Well, that’ s quite enough of that. Timefor abit of action, | think.’
And right on cue (for there is no other way) came that good old police loudhailer voice.

‘John Omally,’ it cdled. ‘ John Omadly, thisisthe Virgin Police Service. We know you'rein there. Come
out with your hands held high.’

‘Oh,” said Soap, to no one but himsdlf. * John Omally, what?

“Y ou have been positively identified from aframe of surveillance footage as the man aiding Sogp Distant
to assst awanted crimina in his escape from justice. To whit, one David Carson, aso known asthe
Cannibal Chef and Brentford’s Most Wanted Man.’

‘Oh,” said Soap once again to himself. ‘But how?

‘In case you' re wondering how we know you'rein there, our police crime computer islinked into every
other, national computer and it has just registered your library ticket being fed into the Memorid Library
sysemfor renewd.’

‘Some of agun,” mumbled Soap. ‘ That's clever.’

‘Well, actudly,” the loudhailer voice continued, ‘in case you were thinking how clever that was, | haveto
own up that it's not how we tracked you down. Y ou see, the clerk at the library desk just telephoned us
to say that you have alibrary book outstanding on your card. How to Play the Stratocaster. And you
should have returned it fifteen years ago. There' s atwo-thousand- pound fine to pay.

‘It never rainsbut it pours,” said Soap in a philo-sophical tone.

‘So come on out now, or we' |l comein and get you.

‘Very tricky,” said Soap.

‘And get amoveon, cdled the voice. ‘Wewant to have our lunch.’

‘Righty-right.” The man from belooow considered his options. He could try and bluff hisway out. Say
that he wasn’t John Omally but had just popped into the library to renew John’ sticket for him. Soap
shook his head at that. It lacked the action he sorely craved. Some other way out, then.

Soap looked up and all round and about. There was only the one door into the reference section and
thisled from the vestibule and the front entrance. Outside which, the police were no doubt waiting.



But there was a so the window. And he was on the ground floor thistime. Soap considered the window.
It was amost splendid window. A stained-glass window, begquesthed to the borough by its most famous
son, the author P.P. Penrose. It featured scenes from the adventures of Lazlo Woodbine, the most

popular fictiona detective of the twentieth century, the creation of P.P. Penrose.

Soap considered the window some more. How would Lazlo have got out of this? He would have pulled
off someingenious stunt. But astunt that had plenty of action.

Soap squared up before the window. ‘ Time for action,” he said.

The police gave Soap five minutes and then they rushed the building. They burgt into the vestibule with
big guns drawn, visors down and tear gas at the ready. The clerk at the desk looked up a them. ‘He'sin
the reference section,’” said the clerk. ‘ Lying face down on the floor, unconscious.’

‘“Unconscious? said acongtable, a-cocking his big gun.

‘Hetried to jJump through the window. But it's made of vanda-proof Plexiglas. He knocked himsdlf
unconscious!”

The constables chuckled as constables do and went in to pick up the body.
‘Not that door,” said the clerk. ‘1t’ sthe other one.’
The police went in through the other one and the clerk went off for lunch.

The clerk was severa streets away before he stopped walking and started to laugh.

‘I'm sorry | had to do that,” said Soap Distant, for the clerk was he. *But if | hadn’t bopped you on the
head and changed clothes, | might really have had to jump through that stained—glass window.’

And Soap Distant went off on hisway, secure at least in the knowledge that P.P. Penrose was not
turning in hisgravefor theloss of hiswindow. The great writer would surely dso have admired Soap's

cunning escape. For dthough it lacked for action, it certainly wasingenious.
Two by One
(or, The Carpenter’ s Friend)
A song about wood to be sung inthe music hail style.

000000000000000000h...

The two by one, the two by one,



That' sthe stuff for you, old son.

It makesyour DIY such fun,

Y ou can't go wrong with the two by one.
| would not lie, | kid you not,

It sthe greatest of them dll.

The four by two ismuch too large,

And the one by one’ stoo small.

000000000000000000h...

I"'ve sawn thisand I’ ve sawn that,
I’ve reeved and grieved and sworn and spat.
I’ve dug my bradawl to the hilt,
I’ve chisdled ‘til | could havekilt.
I’ve planed away for hours on end
Through knotholes and through planks that bend.
But finer work I’ ve never done

Than working with the two by one.

0O00000000000000000h...

The two by one, the two by one,
That’ s the stuff for me, old son.
Thewar and battle, both are won,

When working with the two by one.



| would not lie, | could not lie,
It sthe greatest of them all.
Thefour by twoismuch too large,

And the one by one’' stoo small.

0O00000000000000000h...

I’ve banged nails, what times I’ ve had

With atwo-inch cut and an oval Brad.

A size-ten clout, athree—inch wire,
Whacking at the obo ‘til we dl perspire.
And screws, by God, I ve known each twist,
Damaging the muscles on my right wrid.

But I'll keep on ‘til | am done,

Aslong as| can do it with the two by one.

000000000000000000h...

The two by one, the two by one,

The finest wood on Earth, my son.

I’d raise my trusty eephant gun

To himwho'll say aword againgt the two by one.
| would not lie, no faker I,

Thisguff ison theball.

The four by two ismuch too large,

And the one by one’ stoo small.



00000000000000000h....

It's clean and white and dry and cut, and you buy it by the grain.
In acurious manner, so to speak, it’s not unlike cocaine.

It comesin many handy lengths, just ask at your supplier,

And you can use the odds and ends | eft over for thefire.

So when | get to heaven, -when my time on Earth isdone,

And Saint Peter asksmewhat I'd like, I'll tell him...

All together now...

Thetwo by one, the two by one, etc, etc, etc...

Dances from stage to monstrous applause.
Thank you and goodnight.

13

“Wake up, Jim. Wake up there’

Smack.

‘Wake up, Jim. Wake up.” Shake, shake. ‘Loosen hiscollar,” said Neville.

‘I'll loosen hiswallet instead,” said John. ‘1 think the weight has pulled him over.’
Smack, smack, shakeandloosen.

‘Get off me. Get off me. Oh.” And Jm returned to consciousness.

Omally helped him onto a stoal. ‘ Whatever happened? he asked.



Jm took hispint in ashaky hand and sucked upon hisde. ‘ Don’tever mention that again, John,” he said.
‘Don’'t ever mention The Pooley.’

‘The Pooley? asked Neville. ‘“What is The Pooley?

‘It snothing.” Pooley flapped with his pintless paw. ‘1t snothing and it isn't what I've doneand it isn't
what I’'m going to do ever.’

‘Well, I'm glad we ve cleared that up,” said Neville.

“Now kindly get out of my pub. You're barred.’

‘Excuse me, please? Jm spluttered into his pint.

‘Coming into my bar last night, buying around of drinksfor twelve young loutsin shorts—'

‘A round for twelve? and John did splutteringstoo. ‘Hedid,” said Neville. *And now “Have apint
your-self, Neville.” What are you trying to do, Pooley? Push me over the edge?

‘But—' said Jm.

‘But me no buts. I’ ve heard about bars where the patrons offer to buy the barman adrink. “Have one
yourself, barlord,” they say. But twenty long years |’ ve run this establishment and not once, not once,
mind, have any one of you tight-fisted bastards ever offered to buyme adrink.’

‘Notonce? sadJm. ‘I'm surel—'

‘Not once. And now you' veruined it. | was hoping to get into theGuinness Book of Records.’

‘Wereyou? John asked.

‘No, of course | bloody wasn't. But I’'m warning you, Jm. One more. One more of anything and you
are out of this pub for good.’

Omally raised his ever-caming pams towards the barman. ‘I’ [l seethat he behaves,’ he said, steering
Jm away from the bar and off to aquiet corner table.

John sat down and Jim sat down and John stared hard at Jm. *Y ou bought around fortwelve?’ he
whispered.* You, around fortwelve?’

‘I don’t wish to talk about it, John.” Jim took another pull on hispint. ‘1t wasavery trying evening. I'd
rather just forget dl about it, if you don’'t mind. But you must promise methis. Never,ever, speak of The
Pooley again. Do you promise?

‘| promise,” said John. ‘If it means so much to you.’

‘It doesand | thank you. And so.’

‘And s0?7 asked John.

*And so down to business. | have arranged for the band to meet us here a seven o' clock. To celebrate



the founding of Brentford Records. Which gives us abit of time before they arrive, to work out our
businessplan.’

‘Business plan.” Omally gave agpproving nods. ‘Very professiond, Jm.

‘Thank you, John. Now the firgt thing we' re going to need isarecording studio. There are some vacant
unitson the old industria estate down by Cider Idand. There' s one called Hangar Eighteen that | like the
look of. We'll rent that and fit it out and—

‘Haveto stop you there,” said John.

‘Ohyes, and why?

‘“Why? Do you know how much it coststo fit out arecording studio? All the equipment you need?

‘Haven't aclue; said Jm. *“Whichiswhy I'll leavethat sde of it to you. Ducking and diving and
whed-ing and dedling iswhat you' redl about.’

‘Yes| know, but—
‘Come on now, John. Pull your weight.’

‘It snot amatter of pulling my weight. It could cogt at least haf amillion quid to fit out arecording
studio. Probably much more than that.’

‘Fortune favoursthe brave,’ said Jm. ‘Now, regarding the look of Hangar Eighteen. | think we should
go for something redlly distinctive. Something eye-catching. | have avison of ahuge hairdryer up on the
roof. Or, even better, adirigible shaped like ahairdryer, moored to the roof and floating in the sky
and—

‘Stop!” said Omally. ‘ Stop stop stop.’

Y ou're not keen on the dirigible?

‘I"'m not keen on any of it. We don'tneed arecord-ing studio, Jm. It isn't necessary.

‘Itisn't? said Jm. ‘But how can we make recordsif we don’t have arecording studio?

‘“We'll record the band when they play live. On a portable mixing desk.’

Pooley gave thisamoment’ sthought. ‘ That’ s brilliant,” he said.

‘And we'll get Norman to turn out as many copies of the tapes aswe want. We Il pay him aretainer, or
two bob atape, or something.’

‘That isalso brilliant,” Pooley said.
‘And then we' |l distribute them to the record shops’

‘That isnot so brilliant,” Pooley said.



‘Not so brilliant? Why isthat?

‘ Because the record shops won't take them. I’ ve discussed al thiswith Ricky. The shopsare al owned
by the big record corporations. They won’t sell tapesthat are independently produced.’

‘They’re bastards,” said Omally.

‘| agree, and that’ swhy we'll beat them. Brentford Records are going to have their own retail outlets. A
chain of independent record shops.’

‘What? went John. ‘“What?
‘A chain of smal shops up and down the country.’

John Omally shook his head in aweary kind of away. ‘Jm, Jm, Jm, hesaid to Jm. ‘And where will
the money come from?

Pooley smiled abroad and cheery amile. ‘Ah,” hesaid. ‘| was wondering about that mysalf But as
you'vejust saved us haf amillion quid on the recording studio, we can use that money.

Omaly buried hishead in his hands and Jm got another round in.

Thearriva of the Gandhis at precisdly seven o' clock came asabit of asurprise. And if their punctuaity
glared into the face of rock ‘n’ rall, their appearance positively gobbed initseye.

The Gandhis |ooked— Respectable.

The four male members wore matching dark grey business suits. Their big hair had been dicked back
and tucked down the collars of their white shirts. White shirts! And these white shirts were buttoned at
the neck. And these white shirts hadties!

Litany, grey moustached but make-up free, favoured a demure beige two-piece number over awhite
cotton blouse. She wore sensible shoes on her feet and shelooked like alady librarian. She even had a
briefcase!

‘Jesus Jones!” said John Omdlly.

‘By the prophet’ sbeard!” said Jm.

‘Good evening, madam, good evening, gents,’” said Neville the part-time barman.

Litany smiled upon Neville and Neville pinked up at the cheeks. ‘I’ ve heard you draw the finest pints of
Largein Brentford, shesaid.

Nevill€ s pigeon chest came swdling up his shirt front.
‘Thenfivepints, please,’ said Litany. ‘ The gentleman there will be paying.’

Neville glanced &t the gentleman there. The gentleman there was Jm.



‘“Hmm,” went Neville, his pigeon chest fdling. ‘ The gentleman there. | see’

The gentleman there had his mouth hanging open. The gentleman with him had too.
‘Isthat redlly them? whispered John.

‘Itis’ Jmwhispered. ‘Itis’

‘But why arethey—'

‘Dressed like that? Because | asked them to, John. | didn’t want Neville getting al upset, so | asked
them to dress down a bit.’

Omally shook hishead. ‘Wel, we can't just St here staring. Let’ s give them the big hello.’

Pooley made the introductions. John shook hands dl round, lingering somewhat longer than was perhaps
necessary on the shaking of Litany’s.

Litany smiled up at John.

And John smiled down at Litany.

And whatever thoughts were now going through John’ s head, he kept very much to himself. But had
these thoughts been set to music and brought out on aCD, it isa certainty that the CD would have
needed one of those labelsthat saysPARENTAL GUIDANCE:

EXPLICIT SEXUAL CONTENT.

‘Can | have my hand back, please? asked Litany.

‘Ohyes,’ sad John. ‘Won't you al come over and join us at our table? Jm will take care of the drinks.
Won't you, Jm?

‘I will,; said Pooley. ‘I will.’

Neville brought atray out and loaded up the pints. ‘Now that’smore likeit, Jm,” he said. ‘A bit of class
inthe bar. Estate agents, are they? Or accountants?

‘Something likethat, said Jm, fishing out hiswad and peding off aten-spot.
Nevillehdd it up to thelight. ‘ This better be kosher,” he said.

‘Buit it’ sthe change you gave mefrom the last round.’

‘Exactly,” said Neville. ‘ Sowatch it

Pooley struggled across with the tray and set it down onthetable. ‘Don't | get aseat? he asked.



‘Bring one over, Jm,” said John, who was Sitting next to Litany. ‘I’ d give you my seet, but I’ m sSitting
here’

Pooley dragged a chair across and squeezed himsdlf in between Gandhis.

A description of the Gandhi men might be useful here. But sadly thereislittle to be said. In their suitsand
with their hair dragged back, they all looked much of amuchness. Tdl and lean, with sticky-out
cheekbones, big on sunken eyes. Very much like brothers, they looked. But not at al like the Osmonds.
Therewas Ricky Zed, on lead guitar. Dead Boy Doveston on bass. Matchbox Finia on rhythm guitar
and occasiona keyboards, and Pigarse Peter Westlake on drums. There would no doubt have also been

Adalf Hitler on vibesand VVa Doonican as himsdf had this been the Bonzos' Intro and the Outro. But it
wasn't, so there wasn't.

So to speak.
Jm pushed pints around the table, smiling al round and aboui.

‘Now, beforewe begin,’ said Litany, ‘thereis some-thing that Pigarse wantsto say. Isn't there,
Pigarse?

‘I have amorbid fear of identical twins’ said Pigarse.
‘No, not that,’” said Litany.
‘My father once pushed a Barbie doll up hisbottom for art,” said Pigarse.

‘No, not that either.’

‘I'm very sorry for punching you last night in the Shrunken Head, Mr Omally,” said Pigarse. ‘ It wasrock
‘n’ roll madness and it won't happen again.’

‘Yes, that'sit,” said Litany.
John, whose eyes had hardly left her for asingle moment, said, * That' sal right, Pigarse, forget it.’

‘Stoneme,’ said Jm.

‘Forget it,” said Omally. ‘I thought I’d wait until the band got redlly big beforeterminating Pigarse’' s
contract and chucking him out on hisear.

‘Most anusing,” said Pigarse.
‘Glad you think so,” said John.

Litany took asip a her Large and drained an even half-pint. * Thisis very good stuff,” said she. * So shall
we get right down to business?

John, who had never actually seen beer vanish quite asfast asthat, even when it was going down his
own throat, said, ‘Y es, that would befine.’



Litany opened her briefcase and took from it papers which she laid on aspare bit of table. ‘It is

imperative’, she sad, ‘that from the word go we dl know where we stand, legaly. We havesgned a
contract with Jm, giving Brentford Records exclusive rights to our music and we have each put up five
hundred pounds to make us shareholders in the company. Thisisto ensure that we have absolute artistic
control over our music and an equd sharein dl profits’

‘Absolutely,” said John.

‘Absolutdly,” said Litany. ‘Jmand | discussed this during the afternoon and | have had these legdly
bind-ing contracts drawn up to ensure your commitment to us. That you will fulfil your sde of the bargain.
Do what is expected of you. So forth and suchlike. Do you understand?

‘Absolutdly,” said John once again.

Litany took up the contracts and passed them over the table. One to Jim and one to John. * Please read
them carefully,” shesad. ‘“We must get thisright from the start. | don’t want usdl fighting later. | have no
wish to get screwed by abunch of solicitors and end up coughing into their pockets.”

Omaly tried to picture that, but histhoughts took a deviant sexud turn so he set to reading the contract.

‘Thispart here hesaid.

‘Which partisthat? asked Litany.

‘The party in thefirgt part of this contract will be known asthe party in thefirst part.’

‘What about it? asked Litany.

‘I don't likeit,” said John.

‘Nor do,” said Jm. ‘It'sout of an old Marx Brothers movie.’

‘Ignorethat bit, then,’” Litany said. * And just read through the rest.’

Jm read and John read and Jm turned pages.

John turned pages too and Jm read some more.

John turned a page then and Jm turned another one.

And then they turned some pages back. They weren't entirely sure.

‘Happy withit? Litany asked.

‘It has acertain poetry,” said John. ‘But what it says, in essence, isthat Jmand | are entirely liableto
expensesincurred by the band. That we finance it our-selves, but all costs are defrayed against record
sdesand al profits split seven ways.

‘That’sit,” sad Litany.

‘Wdll, I’'m happy,” said John. *What about you, Jm?



‘The sanity clauseworriesme,” said Jm. But asfew around the table were big Marx Brothersfans, the
remark received the contempt it deserved.

‘All right,” said John. *“We'll Sgn.’

‘Does someone have apen, please? asked Jim. ‘| lent mineto Pigarse and he never gaveit back.’
‘I'velentittomy dad,” said Pigarse. ‘He susing it for art.

‘I'll buy another tomorrow,” said Jm.

Litany took from her briefcase adim black leather box. In thiswas an degant slver stylus. ‘Y ou may
usethis’ shesaid. ‘But thereisjust onething.’

‘And that is? John asked.

“You haveto sgnitinblood.’

‘Blood’, said Norman of the corner shop, ‘iswhat it’sall about.’

Hedidn't say thisin the Flying Swan, however, because he wasn't in the Flying Swan. Norman said itin
his kitchen workshop, where he was working on his horse.

Now it might have been a coincidence that he said theword ‘blood’ at the very same moment as had
Litany. Or it might have been asynchronicity, or even afateful foreshadowing.

But say it hedidand hesaid it again. ‘It'sdl inthe blood,’, said Norman.

Asthiswas Wednesday half-closing, Norman had had the entire afternoon to work on hishorse. And he
had been putting considerable effort into it. Unaware that Pooley had given up the horses, Norman
continued with his project, determined to haveit finished by Friday, in keeping with his
life-in-little-movies principle and looking forward to turning up on Jim’ s doorstep on the Saturday to give
him hisbig surprise.

But it had been adifficult afternoon for Norman. What with al the magnifying glasswork and the
tweezer work and the splicing the genes together with redlly smdll bits of sdllotape work. But the
saucepan was back on the stove now and the contents were bubbling nicely.

Norman had aso done some splicing with his copy of the Gandhis' tape. He'd spliced it into aloop, so
he could play it continuoudy while he worked. The magical music just made him fed sowell, so dive, s0
healthy. It made him fed ready to take up any chalenge and win win win win win.

Hewiggled his bum in time to the tune and gave the saucepan adir. ‘I think I'll just pop up and have a
bath,” said he, ‘whilethislot comesto the bail.’

Norman went over to switch off the tape and then thought better of it. It would be nice to hear the music
while he bathed. He turned up the Gandhisfull blast and danced out of the kitchen.



‘Thistime,” hesad, ‘I'll make meawinner. Thistimel’ll go for the big one’

‘We' regoing for the big onethistime,’ said Litany. ‘Andit'sarock ‘n’ roll statement.’

‘Ozzy Oshournedidit,” said Pigarse.

‘War Pigs,” said John.
‘War Pigarse,” said Pigarse.

‘Yes,' said Jm, ‘but blood. Real blood. My blood.” *Only enough to sign your name,” said Pigarse.
‘My dad once squeezed blood out of his piles and onto a canvas for art. Saatchi bought it for his
collection.’

“Y our dad has an enterprising bottom,” said Jim, ‘but
| don’t know much about art.’
‘Doit for me’ said Litany, smiling at Jm. ‘Y ou're not afraid to, are you?

Jm took the tylus. ‘I’'m not scared,” said he.

The actua thumb-pricking and the wincing and the fussing and the coming dl over faint and the dipping
the stylusinto the blood and the puffing, the blowing and the gulping at pints afterwards wasn't dl that

rock ‘n’ roll. But eventualy the task was completed. The contracts were sgned and Litany tucked them
away in her briefcase.

And then sheraised her glass. ‘ To success,” she said.
‘Torock ‘n' roll,” said John.

‘To Apocaypso music,’ saidJm. ‘To art,’ sad Pigarse.
‘“ToJdm, said Picky.

And so on and so forth.

‘And now,’ said Litany. ‘Let' stalk business’

‘Yes,’ said John. ‘Let’'sdo.’

‘Oh, just onething before we start,” said Ricky. ‘| haveto give you this” He handed John afolded piece
of paper.

‘What isthis? John asked, unfolding it.

‘It sthehill for these clothes. Jm told usto dress down abit. No leather strides and so forth. Sowe al



went out and bought these God-awful suits. If you could et us have the money back out of petty cash it
would be helpful.’

‘Oh,’ said Johnand, ‘Ah.’
‘And I’'m going to need anew amp,” said Picky. ‘Min€ sredly fucked.’

‘And awhole new wardrobe of stage clothes,” said Pigarse. ‘ And designer stuff, not rubbish. And |
need anew set of skinsfor my drums.’

‘And | need anew mic,” said Litany. ‘ And our van’s knackered too.’

‘A proper tour busiswhat we need,” said Matchbox Finid. ‘Mercedes do agreat one. I've got a
catalogue here’

‘Right,” said John and, ‘Y es, indeed.’
Litany smiled once more upon John. ‘I know that we' re going to work redly well together,” she said.
‘I'm surewe Il grow very close. It' ssuch arelief to be signed up with professonds. Y ou wouldn't

believe theidiotswho' ve offered to manage usin the past.’

“You'reright there,” said Pigarse. * Remember that moron who thought he d get away with recording us
on amixing desk and knocking tapes out in his mate’ s back kitchen?

Litany laughed and Picky laughed and Dead Boy laughed aswell.

“Whatever happened to that bloke? Matchbox Finia asked.

‘I took him for alittle drive into the country,” said Pigarse. ‘ They haven't found dl of him yet.’
Gandhi memberslaughed some more.

‘Most amusing,” said John Omally. ‘ Glad you think o, said Pigarse.

Gladness was the rage in Norman' s bathroom. Kit was off, the tub was full, the bubbles overflowed.
Norman had his own persona brand of bubble bath. He had created it himsdif.

The bubbles smelled great and they redlly got the dirt off, though it didn’t do to soak in them too long.
Norman had once forgotten to pull the plug out after bathing and the next morning he had discovered that
the bubbles had eaten through the enamd of the bath and right down to theiron.

But, with the bubbles gnawing him clean and the music belting up the stairs and filling the room with good
vibrations, Norman sank into the scented water and felt most glad dl over.

Down in the kitchen workshop the brew made bubbles of its own. Great big bubbles heaved and
popped in time to the Gandhis music. Redlly beautiful bubbles, they were. Redlly redly beautiful.



‘Redlly beautiful strings,” said Ricky, back in the Swan. ‘| saw them in Minn’s Music Mine the other
day, but | couldn’t afford to buy them then. | think you should get me three sets, John. Just to be on the
safesde’

‘And | need to get my roots dyed,’” said Pigarse. * And my dad needs a new seat for hisHonda. Perhaps
we could make that tax deductible’

Jim looked at John.
And John looked back at Jim.

‘| haveto goto thetoilet,” said John. ‘Andsodol,’” said Jim..

Once out of the bar andin the bog, Jm Pooley closed the door.
‘Window,” said John.

‘Window? said Jm.

“We can climb out of the window and then | suggest we just run for it.’
“You arefor doing arunner, then, are you?

‘What other choice do we have? We' rein thisover our heads, Jim. We ve made oursdvesliable and
we signed in our blood.’

‘Perhaps we could just ask for the contracts back,” said Jm. * Explain that we' ve had athink about it
and we ve changed our minds.’

‘| can't seethat going down too well. That Pigarseis a psychopath. | don’t want the police search teams
only finding bitsof me”’

‘1 wonder what he did with the parts they couldn’t find. Do you think his dad used them for art?

‘Window, said Omdly. ‘Much as| fancy that Litany and much as|’d loveto—' He paused. ‘But it
can’'t bedone. Let’srun whilewe still havelegs’

‘No.” And Pooley shook his head. ‘We can't just run away. All right, we' ve got oursalvesin big trouble
here. But I’'m sure we can find away round it.’

‘Well, you haveago, Jm. I’'m off.’

‘Oh, perfect,” said Jm. ‘ That’ s your answer to the problem. Run away. Listen, John. We have a chance
to make something of ourselves here. A chance to do something wonderful. We could manage this band
if weworked hard at it. We could do it. Weredly could. Y ou' ve heard Litany sing. Y ou' ve felt what
happens. Y ou' ve experienced it. The mgjor record companieswon't touch the Gandhis, but we could
bring their music to the world. Bring their magic to the world, John.’

“All right, said John. ‘I hear what you' re saying. But we don't have the money.



‘Thenwéll havetofindit.’
‘But where, Jm? Where could we possibly find it?

‘1 don’'t know,” and Pooley shrugged. ‘But | don't think I’ [l win it on the horses!’

* * %

Now, awinning horse, as Norman knew, is made from many parts. But what only avery few people
know is, thereé smore to awinner than that. It isnot enough just to be abeautiful modd or ataented film

gar or abrilliant musician. Itisalot, but it isn't enough. Y ou need thet little bit more than that. Y ou need
the extramagic.

Some might cal this charisma. But what doesthisword really mean?
Magic iswhat thisword means. A specia kind of magic.

Litany had it in her voice. A very specid kind of magic. And, as the tape went round and round on
Norman’s deck, the magic filled up Norman’ s kitchen. It entered into the brew upon the stove and
infused and enthused it. Assembled and improved it.

Did many magicd thingstoiit.

Thingsthat were full of wonder.

Pooley returned to the Swan’ s sdloon bar, leaving Omally to wonder. His hand was on the window
catch, hismind was all over the place.

‘Shit,” said John. ‘I don’t know what to do. | can't let Jim take al the responsibility. It was mewho
redlly got himinto dl this. But there sno way we can raise the money. What am | going to do?
-‘Omdly,” cameavoice from above. ‘ Thisisthe voice of God.’

‘Sod off, Dave,’ said Omally. ‘I’'mtrying to have athink here’

* * %

Pooley sat back down between a pair of Gandhis.
‘All right, Im? asked Pigarse. * You look a bit paeintheface’
‘I'mfine’ said Jm. ‘All the better for agood piddle’

‘ Areyou coming on the tour with us, Im? asked Picky.



‘Tour? said Jm. ‘What tour?

‘Thetour you'll belining up, of course. Y ou are ajoker, Jm. What kind of venueswill we be playing?
‘Well..." said Jim, and, * Ooooooooh.’

‘Big ones, | hope,” said Pigarse.
‘Huge, | should think.” And Pooley hadtily folded hisarms. His hands were beginning to flap.

‘Thisblokeisboss,’ said Picky. ‘We were just talk-ing about your theory of the future, Im. About THE
END.’

‘THE END,’ said Jm, in an ominoustone.

‘It sablinding theory,” said Ricky. ‘A theory like that should be taught to kidsin schools. Y ou should
giveit aname, Jm. The Pooley Theory. Or the Pooley Principle, that’ s better. Or even just The
Poole—’

‘No!" shrieked Jim. ‘ Notthat!’

Neville raised an eyebrow at the bar.

Pigarse said, ‘Don't shout likethat. | nearly did art in my pants.’

‘Areyou feding okay, Jm? asked Litany. ‘You redly’ do look rather ill. Would you like meto sing you
better?

Pooley sighed. ‘I'd lovethat, hesaid. ‘But I've something | haveto say. There sbeen abit of a
mis-understanding and | feel we should all be honest with each other. No secrets!’

‘Goon, sad Litany.

‘It s about the money.” Pooley took adeep breath and pulled his shoulders back. * About the money you
need for the equipment and the stage clothes and the strings and the mic and, well, everything, redly.’

‘Yes? sad Litany.
‘Wdll, said Jm. ‘You see...’
‘Goon, sad Pigarse. ‘What isit?

Pooley paused and glanced around the table. All eyeswere upon him. Expectant eyes, they were. Eyes
that seemed to look into hisvery soul.

‘l..." said Pooley. ‘1..." And then hisfacelit up. It shone. It glowed. It veritably radiated. Glow and shine
and gligten, went Jm'’ sface.

‘| haveaplan,” said Pooley. ‘And | will take care of everything.’



‘Yo, said Picky. ‘ The man with the plan. Isthis guy boss, or what?
The man with the plan stared into space. But the man with the plan had aplan.

And it was ablinder of aplan and it had come upon Jm in his moment of need, asif from God upon
high.

It was dso aterrifying plan and Jm knew that when he pulled it off it would doom his namefor ever. But
the cause was just, and the cause was good and Pooley’ s plan wasthis.

Pooley would pull off The Pooley. And he would do it in thisfashion. He would borrow money. Much
money. All the money that was needed to finance the Gandhis for one enormous gig. One legendary gig,
at Wembley, say. One that everyone would want to come to. Everyone who was a Gandhis fan would
be there.Everyone. And that everyone would surdly include the time-hopping Geraldo, who wouldn't
want to missagig likethat.

Jmwould track down Geraldo at the gig and force him to tell him the names of the following day’s
racing winners. Gerado could easly find these out, but, as Jm new, he wouldn't want to. But Jm would
make him do it, because Im would explain that if he, Im, didn’t pull off The Pooley he wouldn’'t have the
money to pay off the debts and make the Gandhis world famous.

And they had to get world famous. Because if they hadn’t, Geraldo would never have heard of them and
come back through time to hear them play. Future history recorded that the Gandhiswere world famous
and future history aso recorded that Jmhad pulled off The Pooley. And o, if Gerddo didn’t want to
mess around with future history, he would haveto give Jm the names of the winners.

Hewould have to. He would. He just would.
It wasablinder of aplan, and as Jm stared into space, going over it dl once again in hishead, just to

make sure he could understand it himself, he felt certain that it was the way things had to be. He couldn't
escape from hisfate, and only he could make the Gandhis famous.

It was ablinder of aplan. It wastruly dynamite.

Norman heard the explosion and ducked for cover in hisbath. It wasn't Pooley’ s dynamite plan, but
some-thing down in the kitchen.

Norman sheltered benesth his hands, in fear of falling plaster. He was no stranger to explosions. They
went with the territory, when you were an inventor. In fact they were part of thefun of it al. If you didn’t
have at |east one decent explosion in the course of each experiment, you didn’t qualify for theright to
wesar the inventor’ swhite coat, in Norman’ s opinion.

Norman raised his head from his hands. The celling hadn’t fallen and down below the tape played on. It
wasjust aminor explosion. Not the full gas mainsjob.

‘Phew,” went Norman. ‘1 wonder what that might have been. | think I’ d better go downstairs and find
out.’

And Norman wasjust on the point of climbing from his bath when it happened.



It happened fast and it happened hard and it didn’t give Norman a chance. It came up through the floor
and up through the bath and caught Norman right where Pigarse’ s dad had stuck the Barbie for art.

Whatever it was, it was long, hard and white. Long, hard and white as alength of two by one. But this
was not the carpenter’ sfriend of the well-loved music hal song. Thislong, white, hard thing was sharp at
the end and more cylindrical in nature.

Norman went up in afoamy blur and came down again in dow moaotion.

Whatever it was had vanished now, but a bellowing came from below.

It was quite aremarkable bellowing. And athough Norman’ s thoughts were not particularly centred
upon any bellowing other than his own at this precise moment, evenhe could havetold that thiswas not

the bellowing of ahorse.

Assuch.

But the beast that did the bellowing had many horse-like features. The mane, the hooves, the flanks and
fetlocks and therest. But this beast that reared and bucked in Norman'’ s kitchen, benesth the flow of
water from his punctured bath, was more than just ahorse.

Much more.

For this beast had asingle horn that rose in glory from its head.

A long, white, hard and pointed horn.

A wondrous and magica horn.

A horn, indeed, that is only to be found on the head of aunicorn.

Greek Tragedy

| had words |ast week

With an uninspired Greek

Of the* Carry-your-bags? variety.
Who inssted that |

Tip him low, wide and high.

Asafdlow might doin society.



| informed thisyob

That hisonly job

Wasto tote dl the trunks of his betters.
Thisheflatly denied

Andindiaect cried

That he was agreat man of |etters.

And whilst argument flared
Thisbrash ruffiandared

To summon the help of a Pedler.
And fasely accuse me

And roundly abuse me

And quote from the works of Corddlier.

But thiswas his downfdl,

Illiterate scoundrel.

The Bobby was classicdly trained.

And he struck down the Greek

With hisgtick, soto speak.

Which was twelve incheslong and close-grained.
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Ashedwaysliked to make an early sart, Ingpectre Sherringford Hovis, Brentford' s Detectivein
Residence, led the dawn raid on John Omally’ s house. The Ingpectre had spent much of the previous
evening interviewing the captured Omaly, in an attempt to learn the whereabouts of Small Dave. But the
captured Omally had stubbornly inssted that he was redlly the clerk from the library.

Even when put to the torture.



Although never aman to give a crim the benefit of the doubt, Hovis had findly tired of dl the screaming
and agreed that in order to prove the truth of the matter once and for al, he would raid the address
shown on the library ticket and if therewas another Omally to be found there, he would set the captured
onefree.

Enthusiastic congtables smashed down John Omally’ s door and burst into the house, with big gunsraised
and safety catches off

The sght of Omdlly’ s kitchen had amost profound effect upon severd of the married officers.
Awestruck in admiration and moved amost to the point of team, they could do little other than remove
their helmets and bend their kneesin silent prayer, within this sacred shrine to single manhood.

A search of the upstairsrevealed only two things of interest: an unmade and undept-in bed and an
ancient library book entittedHow to Play the Sratocaster.

The latter was bagged up as evidence.

Secure now in the knowledge that he did in fact have the right man in custody and that this man was
evidently a hardened crim who could hold out under torture* , Inspectre Hovis returned to his office, a
cup that cheers and abowl of muedi that doesn't.

Sowhere was thered John Omadly?

The answer to that was: elsawhere.

John had spent the night with Jm at the Gandhis' squat. The band occupied alarge and run-down gothic
house in Brentford’ s Bohemian quarter. The tradition (or old charter, or whatever it was) that al aspiring
rock bands must live together in asquat began with the Grateful Dead. And if it was good enough for the
Dead, then it’s good enough for anyone.

It was alittle after nine of the Thursday morning clock when Omally awoke to a proffered cup of coffee.

He awoke on the living-room sofa, and not, ashe

* And aso, evidently, amaster of disguise. For he bore no re-semblance at al to the John Omaly
positively identified from the survelllance video footage of him leaving the Flying Swan with Sogp Didant.

had hoped he would, in Litany’ s bed. John yawned and stretched and sipped at the coffee.
‘Thank you, Ricky,” he said.
‘No problem,” said Ricky. ‘How are you feding?

‘Somewhat odd, asit happens.



“Hardly surprising. Y ou crashed out, mate. A couple of tokes on the hookah and you were gone. Dope
not redly your thing, isit?

‘Not redly,” Omally confessed. *Where sJm?

‘Goneout.” Ricky took from his pocket a pliff of heroic proportions. ‘1 don’t think he dept at al last
night. | heard him pacing about. And then he woke me up early and asked if he could borrow my suit.’

‘Borrow your suit?

‘| said he could keep it. And he showered and shaved and put it on and went out. He said he had a bit
of urgent business he had to take care of . But he said we were to wait for him and he’ d be back with lots
of money. Isthat guy boss, or what?

Omally sipped and nodded and tried to stay upwind of spliff smoke. He had absolutely no ideawhat Jm
was up to. The lad had refused to tell him anything. Except that he would sort everything out, no matter
what it took.

Omaly took to worrying, inamanly kind of away.

Now, if they were ever to organize aMost Manly Man in Brentford competition, the winner would
un-doubtedly be Bob the Bookie.

Not because hewas the borough’s most manly man, but because he would bribe the judges. Being
thought of as manly, and aways coming first, were big on Bob's agenda.

Bob had aways liked to think of himsdf asabit of aladies man. And if it hadn’t been for the handicap
of having avery smal willy, he would no doubt have trandated his thoughts into deeds that would have
drawn applause from Long John Holmes himself

But suchislife. Bob had abig bank roll, but asmal willy. So, consdering what an dl-round bastard he
was, there might, perhaps, besome judticeleft in the world.

Bob was, if not amanly man, at least a salf-made one. He worked very hard at the making of money,
and from humble beginnings had built up a nationwide chain of twenty-three betting shops.

But it was here, in Brentford, in the very first shop that he had ever opened, that he liked to spend his
time. It was such ajoy to take money from his old school chums. Chumswho had pulled down his
trousers at school and made mock of his midnight growler. Pooley was one of Bob's old school chums
and, dthough Jm had never taken part in the de-baggings, Bob still gained enormous pleasure parting
Pooley from his pounds.

Upon this particular Thursday morning, Bob was sested behind the armoured plexiglass of his counter
window, leafing through a nudie book, when the dash curtains parted and a gentleman walked in.

Bob noted the dark grey business suit, the shirt and tie and the confident walk. A VAT inspector,
perhaps? Bob tucked away his nudie book and tried to look humble and poor.



“How may | help you, sir? asked Bob. And then he did a double-take, and then a double-double.
‘Shergar’ sshit!’ cried Bob the Bookie. ‘ Pooley, isthat you?

‘Good morning, Bob,” said Pooley. * And how are you today?

‘I'm... I'm...’ Bob gawped at the vision before him. ‘Where did you stedl that suit? he asked.

‘ Alwaysthe wag, Bob. Alwaysthewag.’

“Yesh, but wheredid you sted it?

‘I did not stedl it. Thisisabusiness suit, as worn by those who do business.

‘Oh, | see, you're going to afancy dress party. Come-as-your-fantasy, isit?

‘No, Bob. | am wearing it because | am now in business. The music business!’

‘Yeah, right,” said Bob. ‘ So what isit redly? Got yourself ajob as a shop-window dummy? Isthat why
you weren't in yesterday ?

‘l was working yesterday. In the music business’

‘Sure you were, Pooley. Well, just give me your dip and your stake money and then you can be off
about your business” And Bob laughed in amost unpleasant manner.

‘Oh, I haven’'t comein hereto place abet,” said Jm. ‘My betting days are done. My ship has at last
sailed into port and | just popped in to say goodbye, before | sail away for ever.’

‘And now | know you'’ re winding me up. So pay up and piss off, why don't you.’
‘l wasjust wondering if you had any change’
‘That’smorelikeit,” said Bob. ‘Need a couple of pence to make up aquid, do you?

‘No, | just need something abit smaler. For thetaxi.” Jm pulled from his pocket the big wad of twenties
and gaveit acasud thumbing.

Bob's eyes bulged most horribly at the sight of al thismoney. ‘Wheredid you getthat? heaskedina
low and troubled tone.

‘Oh, this? Pooley thumbed alittle more. * Just petty cash, actually. Could you let me have four fivesfor
atwenty?

‘| could,” said Bob, his eyes now locked on Pooley’ swad. ‘1 could, but...’
‘But? Jm asked.

‘But that isavery large amount of cash you' re carrying there, im. Don’t you think it might be advis-able
to keep it somewhere safe? Perhaps | might look after it for you.



‘Did you saylarge amount? And Pooley laughed. ‘Well, it might be alarge amount to you, Bob. But it's
nothing to what | shall be making over the next few months. But if you can't give me change I’ d better be

getting along.’
And Pooley turned to leave.
“Hold on, there!” cried Bob. ‘ There' s no need to rush off just yet.’

‘Can’'t hang about,” said Jm. ‘More than my job’ sworth. People to see. Businessto do. Backersto
vet!

‘Backersto vet? asked Bob.

‘It smy job,” said Jm. ‘ To vet backerswho want to put money into a nationwide tour of a mgjor new
rock band.” He turned back and grinned at Bob. ‘| have to check their credentias.’

‘ And what doyou know about stuff like that?

‘Well, Bob.” And here Pooley winked. * Actudly | don’t know anything about it, but the dedl isthat
any-onewho investsin the band will double their money within sx months!’

‘Bollocks,” said Bob. ‘1 don’t believethat.’
‘And why should you? said Jm. ‘Y ou've never heard the band play.’

‘The only music | like to hear isthe sound of the bookie s piano.” Bob gestured towards his cash
regiger. ‘Ding ding ding, it goes.

‘Well, I'll leave you to it, then. Goodbye.’
‘No, stop aminute, Jm.” Bob had a bit of a sweat on now. He knew that he would never forgive himself
if helet Im escape from the shop with dl that cash in his hand. He had always considered Jm’s money

to behis money. And he couldn’t havehis money waking out of the door. ‘ Tell me about thisband,” he
said. ‘Do you have atape or something?

‘I think it'savideotape,’” said the constable, handing Inspectre Hovis the package. ‘ Bloke dropped it
off for you at the front desk.’

Hovistook the package and leaned back in hischair. * And did this bloke leave his name? he asked.

“‘No, but he was a repectable-looking type. Wore the uniform of alibrary clerk. And if we can't trust a
library clerk, who can we trust? Eh, Inspectre, Sir?

‘Bugger off,” said Hovis. * And get on to those glaziers again. I’ m sick of the wind blowing in through that
dirty great holein thewindow.’

The constable glanced towards the gaping hole. ‘| wonder what happened to the body,” he wondered.

‘That isaquestion | shall be putting to Mr Omally. Here, take this before you go.” He handed the



con-stable a sheet of paper.
‘What isthis, Sr? the constable asked.

‘It' sarequigition form for abigger cattle prod. A couple of days without rations should soften the
blighter up. And then wée'll seewhat he hastotdl us’

‘Niceone, gr.” And the constable departed, whistling in the way they often do.

Hovis pushed photosto left and to right and opened the package on hisdesk. In it wasindeed a
videotape. A videotape of the now legendary Bestles Wembley concert of nineteen eighty.
CONTAINS ACTUAL FOOTAGE OF THE QUEEN’S ASSASSINATION, ran agaily coloured

flyer on the front. Hovis pulled the tape from its deeve and a note dropped onto his desk. Hovis
examined the note and read.

| PLAYED THISTAPE YESTERDAY
AFTERNOON IN A BOOTH AT THE
VIRGIN MEGASTORE AND NOTICED
SOMETHING ON IT THAT | THINK
MIGHT INTEREST YOU. CHECK OUT
THE FOOTAGE OF THE CROWD BESIDE
THE STAGE JUST BEFORE THE QUEEN
GETSSHOT. YOU’'RE IN FOR A BIG

SURPRISE.

Hovistook the tape and dotted it benegth hislittle portable televison type of jobbie. He fast-forwarded
through haf an hour of Virgin commercias and then through band after band after band until he reached
the moment when the Bestles finished their final song and the Queen walked onto the stage.

Inspectre Hovis diddled at the remote control. Doing that jerky dow-mo thing that you do when you
reach your favourite bit. The head exploding, or the woman inserting the— ‘No!” said Hovis. ‘ That just
isn't possble” Rewind-dow-mo-freeze-frame.

‘No!’ Inspectre Hovis stared. ‘It can’t be.” But it was.

There was no doubt about it. There, by the Sde of the stage, waving and cheering, were a dozen young
men. And athough they were surrounded by many many other young men there was no doubt in the
ingpectre’ s mind about where he' d seen this bunch before. He had police speed-trap-camera photos of
them dl over hisdesk.



‘It sthem,” said the ingpectre. ‘ The same men. But this concert was twenty years ago and they look
exactly the same. They’re even wearing the same T-shirts!’

A knock came at his office door.

‘Comein!’ caled Hovis. ‘What isit?

The constable stuck his head around the door. ‘ There' s something | think you should see, sir,” he said.

‘What isit? sad Hovis. ‘I'm busy.’

‘It satape of surveillance footage, Sir. From one of the cameras on the ground floor, It's of that bloke
who jumped out of your window.” *What, of him hitting the pavement? ‘Well,” said the congtable, ‘ he

does hit the pavement eventudly. | think you' d better see for yoursdlf. But | don’t think you' re going to
bdieveit’

‘I don't believeit! | don't believeit!” Bob the Bookie wriggled and jiggled and clutched at himsdlf and
went * O0000000000000-000000000000000N!

He had his Virgin—Sony Wakman on. Pooley had taken out theNow That's What | Call a Cash
Regigter tape and dotted in the Gandhis' bootleg.

Bob seemed to be enjoying himself.

‘| don't bdieveit!’ he screamed.

‘| don't believeit,” said John Omadly, though not in a scream but awhisper.

Pooley stood before him in the Gandhis' sitting room. The hour was now ten of the morning clock, the
atmosphere somewhat electric.

The Gandhis stood dl around Jm. Staring not only at him, but aso at the open briefcase he hdd in his
hands.

The briefcase bulged with money notes of high denomination.
‘How much? Omally dared to ask.

*One hundred thousand pounds,’” said Jm. ‘It was al Bob had in his safe. He even lent me his briefcase
tocaryitin’

‘Bob? Asin Bob the Bookie?
Pooley grinned and nodded too. *Y ou should have seen me, John,” he said. * It was my finest hour. | was

nearly pooing mysdf, | cantdl you. | did thisthing where | casudly thumbed through my wad. I'd
practised it in front of the mirror, you see and—



‘dm,” said Ricky, ‘you areafucking genius’
‘Thank you,” said Jm. ‘|—

‘No, hold on,” said Litany. ‘' Let me get this straight. Are you telling me that you had to raise the money
for the tour from athird party?

‘Well, yes, said Jm. ‘But it doesn't really matter where the money comes from, aslong as the tour goes
ahead.’

‘No,” said Litany, ‘| supposeit doesn’t. But why should this Bob give you one hundred thousand
pounds on the strength of aband he knows nothing about? Or was he a our gig in the Shrunken Head?

‘No,” said Jm. ‘Hewasn't there. But | played him the bootleg tape.’

Therefollowed then asilence. It was aheavy kind of silence. An unearthly kind of sllence. It wasthe
heavy unearthly kind of slence that you normaly only associate with that terrible moment just before the
trap door opens and the hangman' srope drawstight.

‘Bootleg tape,’ said Pigarse, breaking thissilenceto bits. * Shadl | kill them for you, mistress?

‘No,” said Litany, holding up her hand. ‘No, not here. Not now.

‘Hang about,” said Omally. ‘What isgoing on?

‘Silence!” shouted Pigarse.

And John became silent.

“Who made this bootleg? asked Litany.

‘Sandy,’ said John. ‘He bootlegs dl the gigs. But | nicked the tape from him before he could make
copies.’

* And you made copies?
‘1 did,” said John.
‘Giveme al the tapes you have, a once.’

John dug into his pocket. Pooley put the briefcase down and did likewise. ‘I'm sorry,” said Jm. ‘Here
you are.

Litany took the tapesin her hand. And crushed them. Just crushed them to splinters. Asif they were
nothing at all.

“Y ou do not understand,” she said, in avoice so cold that it raised the hairs on Jim Pooley’ s neck.
‘There must never be bootlegs. Never. Our music must only be recorded upon encrypted CDs that
cannot be copied. Bootleg tapes would ruin us. They would be copied by the thousand. By the million.
We would not make apenny.’



‘Wdl, yes’ said Jminaquavery tone. ‘| suppose they would. I'm redly sorry. We had the tape and we
just didn’t think. But | do have the money now and you can do the tour and end up doing aredly huge
gig a Wembley or something.’

‘All right,” said Litany. * Y ou did what you thought was for the best.’

‘1 did,” said Jm. ‘I truly did just want the band to succeed. | want the world to hear your music.’

Litany smiled upon Jm. ‘Y ou areagood man,” shesaid. ‘Y ou are everything | hoped you'd be. So |
think you are deserving of atreat. A specia reward for your labours.” Litany reached out her hand

towards Jm. ‘Would you like to come into my bedroom? she asked. ‘Ohyes’ said Jm. ‘Ohyes,
plesse’

‘Oh,yes!’ cried Soap Digtant. * Oh yes, indeed!”’

Soap wasin Boots the Chemist. He had drawn money from his bank account and now had his
photo-graphs back.

‘Stag do, wasit? asked the assistant from behind the counter. Fat birds with their kit off? Let’ shave a
butcher’s’

‘Certainly not,” said Mr Digtant. ‘ These photographs prove my claims. These photographs will make me
famous

‘Notitties, then? asked the assigtant.

‘None whatsoever.” Soap flicked through the photo-graphs. *Well, afew, actudly. Temple dancersin
the sunken city of Atlantis. Oh yes, and that princess with the long golden hair, whose father rulesthe
sub-terranean land of Shambhala. And a couple of goblin nymphs from the Middle Earth. And Hitler's
daughter, I’ d forgotten about her.’

‘Hitler’ sdaughter? The assistant |leaned across the counte.

‘Met her beneath the South Pole,” said Soap. ‘ There' sa secret Nazi base under there. It swhere dl the
flying saucers come from. Nazi technology. Not alot of people know that.’

‘| did’ said the assigtant. * But thenl am the re— incarnation of St Joseph of Cupertino. Would you like
to see melevitate?

‘No, thanks,” said Soap, pocketing his photographs.

‘Oh, goon. It'll only take amoment.’

‘ Perhaps some other time. | have an gppointment with destiny at the offices of theBrentford Mercury.’
‘Look, I’'mdoing it now. My feet are off thefloor.’

‘Goodbye,” said Soap and he took hisleave.



‘Good morning,” said Norman. ‘And how may | help you?

‘Just apacket of peppermints, please,’ said Soap. ‘| have an appointment with destiny and | fed that
fragrant breath is called for and...” Soap’ s voicetrailed off ‘What has happened to your shop? hisvoice
trailled on again.

Theinterior of Norman’'s shop was gone to ruin-ation. Smashed, it seemed, by the hand of ajealous
god. The shelves were down and splintered. Broken swestie jarslay all about the place. There were
great holesin the plasterwork and in the ceiling also. The counter had been shattered to oblivion.

‘I’m redecorating,” said Norman. ‘ Thought it wastime for achange.’

‘Change,’ said Soap in atonelesstone. ‘ Everywhere, change.’

‘I’ll just get the peppermints.’

Soap watched the shopkeeper sfting through wreck-age. ‘Why are you moving in that funny manner?
he asked.

‘1 don’t know what you mean,” said Norman.
‘All bandy-legged,” said Soap. ‘ Have you hurt your bottom?

‘No, I'm just—" But Norman’swords were swallowed up by amighty bellow that issued from his
kitchen.

‘And what wasthat?' asked Soap.

‘“What? asked Norman. ‘I didn’'t hear anything.’

There came next aviolent crash that brought down plaster from the walls.
‘“What about that? Soap asked. ‘ Did you hear that?

‘That would be the workmen.” Norman unearthed a packet of peppermints and, straightening painfully,
offered them to Soap.

‘They'rerather flat,” said Soap. ‘ Isthisahoof mark on them?
‘Hoof mark? said Norman. ‘Hoof mark?

‘It does look rather like ahoof mark.’

‘Jugt have them for nothing.’

‘That’svery kind.’

There came another bellow and ancther crash.



‘I'll leave you to it, then,” said Soap. ‘ But do you know what?
‘Some of thetime,” said Norman.

‘That bellowing,” said Soap. ‘I’ ve heard that sound before. Belooooooow, on my travels. In Narnia, |
think it was. It soundsjust like aunico—'

‘Haveto hurry you now,” said Norman, hustling * Soap to the door.

Outside, in the Edling Road, the sun beamed blessings on the borough. Birdies sang from treetop bowers
and arook returning to its nest was shooed away by Small Dave, who had taken up residence there. A
street surveillance camera clocked the image of the library clerk who marched off towards his
appointment with destiny, but failed to register that of the young man in the black T-shirt and shorts, who
crept across the roof of anearby flat block, cradling an AK47 with a sniper’ ssight.

God-damn Hero

Dick was a God-damn hero.
Dick had doneit dl.
He' d waked and talked with Nero.

He' d seentheempirefal.

He' d held the court in rapture.
With tales of darkest Bunna,
And dl the things he' d seen and done

Acrossold terrafirma.

Dick was a God-damn hero.
But the nights were drawing un.
He d sung with Johnny Zero

Andaso Tiny Tim.



He d practised acupuncture
On ladies of renown,
And met with ghostsin graveyards

And other parts of town.

Dick was a God-damn hero.
But nobody cared for Dick.

He shouted loud and clearo.

It really made you sick.
I’'veseenitdl,

I’ve been there, too.

| know them and

They know it strue.

It can hurt to be a hero,
AndI’'mglad I'm not like Dick.
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Y ou are aGod-damn hero,” said John Omally, raising apint of good cheer.

It was Thursday lunchtime and he and Jm were once morein the Flying Swan.

‘But thereisonething | haveto say,” the Irishman continued, ‘and it isbest that | say it now.’

‘Go on, then,” said Jm, a-Spping at hispint.

‘If you don’t get that smug-looking smile off your face, I’ll punch your lightsout.’

‘Sorry,’ sadJm. ‘I can't helpit.’

Omaly shook hishead. * Just whatdid she do to you in that bedroom? he asked, for the umpteenth time.

‘Shesangtome. | told you.’



‘And that’sal shedid? Sing?

Jm Pooley sghed inawistful way. ‘Yes’ hesad. ‘It waswonderful’

John placed his pint upon the counter and rubbed his hands together. *Well, whatever,” he said. * But you
didit, Jm. Y ou raised the money. Less than two days as a businessman and we' re already up by one
hundred thousand pounds. It's beyond belief | should have gone into business with you years ago. We'd
be millionairesby now.’

‘I thought I’d pop into Norman’s and pay him what we owe.

“No need to be hasty.” John took up his pint once more. ‘ Norman can wait until hisweek isup. We
must decide just how we' re going to spend al thiswedlth. Thefirst thing | should do is open abank
account.”

‘Ohno, it'snot,” said Jm.

‘It' snot? said John.

‘I'snot,” said Jm. * Thefirat thingyou should do is think about howyou are going to organize the
Gandhis' tour.’

Omally made the face of thought. ‘I’ ve been con-sidering this matter,” he said, ‘and | do predict a
problem or two.

‘Goon,’ sadJm.

‘“Well, it would have been an easy enough matter to phone up music venues and play the tape to them.
But aswe don't have the tapes any more— ‘Norman still hasone,” said Jim.

‘Ahyes, so hedoes’
‘But | don’'t think we' d better useit. Litany seemed very upset, didn’'t she?

“You're not kidding, my friend. Theway she crunched up those cassettes. I' m glad that wasn't my old
chap she had in her hand.’

‘Don’t be so crude, John.’

‘I'm sorry. But you're right. The show must go on. And, do you know what, | have abit of anidea’
“Which you might perhaps like to share with me?

‘I would. Do you remember back in the sixties? Therewas arock festival held on the dlotments.’
‘Brentstock,” said Jm. ‘I didn't gotoit. I think | wasin San Francisco at thetime.’

‘| think you were in Bognor at the time. With your mum.’

‘In the San Francisco Guesthouse, that’ sright.’



John looked at Jm.
And Jm looked at John.
‘What? said Jm.

‘Nothing,” said John. ‘But think about this. We could organize abig rock festiva of our own. Right here,
somewherein the borough.’

‘Not on the alotments, though. | seem to recall that the council were most upset about the last one.
‘No, not on the alotments. | know a better place. In fact | know theidea place’

‘Not in my back yard,” said Jim.

‘Buffoon. What about Gunnersbury Park?

‘Lord Crawford's place? He' d never go for that.’

‘“Wouldn't he, though? Lord Crawford isamember of the aristocracy. And how do members of the
aristocracy spend their spare time?

‘In debauchery, of course. It satradition, or an—'

‘Old charter or something. | know. So how do you think Lord Crawford would take to Litany singing
himalittle song?

‘“The sameway | did, probably. I...
‘Yes, Jm?
‘Enjoyed it very much,” said Pooley.

‘Right, that’ s settled, then. We' Il concentrate our efforts on abig rock concert inthe park. And if it al
goeswith abig kerpow, we'll then dedl with the matter of arecording studio.’

‘| agree,’ said Jm. ‘But just onething. This concert hasto be big. Redly big. Enormous. Stupendous.
And things of that nature generdly. It hasto bethe legendary gig. The onethat no Gandhis fan would
want to miss. Everything depends on that. Believe me, everything.’

“You're keeping secrets, Jm. | don’t likeit at dl.’

‘Just trust me;” said Jm. “It'll al work out. | know it will.’

‘Asyou are clearly abusiness genius, aswell as my bestest friend, my trust goes without saying. So, you
leave hislordship for me to tune up. He owes me afavour anyway.’

‘Lord Crawford, Brentford's Aristo in Residence, owesyou afavour?

‘That’' swhy | suggested Gunnersbury Park. Y ou know al thosevids | sold to Norman?



“Y ou bought them from Lord Crawford?
‘Indirectly. Y ou know how thesethings are.
‘No,” said Jm. ‘I don’'t. But what avery small world it is. We need avenue for abig rock concert and

Lord Crawford just happensto livein abig park around the corner and just happensto indirectly owe
you afavour. Some people might consider dl this somewhat hard to believe!’

‘Then some people would be miserable buggers, wouldn’t they? We' re on arall here, im. Nothing can
stop us. Nothing.’

High upon theflat block opposite the Swan, Wingarde Pooley squinted through the telescopic sight of
his AK47. He was set upon asingle course. That of destroying the ancestor who had besmirched the
family name. The obviousflaw in this— that in so doing hewould surely cancel out his own existence—
seemed not to have occurred to him at al.

But, then, perhapsit had. And, then, perhaps he had found away around this dire eventudity. Because
Wingarde hadn't just travelled back through time to save rock stars from their early deaths. He had made
one or two other mgjor aterationsto history during histravels. Such as nating the Queen and
arranging for Richard Branson to Sit upon the throne of England.

Deedswhich in themsel ves were deserving not only of our unmitigated praise and undying gratitude but
a so our unquestioning trust that here was ayoung man who knewexactly what he was doing.

Indeed, here was a young man whose deeds, fulfil-ling asthey did the sincere if unspoken wish-dreams
of usadl, could be said to belittle less than divingly inspired.

Which, in fact, they were.

For, you see, Wingarde was not acting, as Geraldo had supposed, from desperation to free hisfamily
from the curse of The Pooley. Wingarde was acting under the guidance of ahigher force.

Thehigher force,

Wingarde heard The Voice.

For The Voice did speak unto Wingarde. Speak unto him whilst hedid liein hisbed, or dwell upon the
toilet bowl, or eat thereof his cornflakes, or Sit, or stand, or walk, or run, or have aquiet one off the
wrist. The Voice did speak unto Wingarde and Wingarde did do al the doings that The VVoice did order
him to do.

Knowing that The V oice he heard was heard by no one but himsalf.

Knowing that it was The Voice of God.

And not, asin the case of hismany times great ancestor, the voice of Smdl Davein acistern.



Wingarde squinted through the telescopic sight, the cross-hairs focused on the Swan’ s saloon bar door.

Go for ahead shot,whispered The Voicein hishead.Make me proud of you, my son.

Brentford' s other Lord, The Lord of the Old Button Hole, was a proud and pretty fellow who had
voices of hisown. And while few could doubt that Wingarde' sinner voice wasindeed The Voice of
God, as evidenced by the charitable deedsit urged him to perform, the voicesthat shrieked in the head
of Leo Justice were adifferent kettle of Kobbolds atogether.

And Leo not only heard these voices, he could sometimes see their ownerstoo. Three demonic entities
possessed him. They took turns, one running the show whilst the other two vacated the cerebral premises
and hung around outside, waiting for their goes to come around again.

They were visbleto Leo alone and, although he had considered the possibility of exorcism, the truth of
the matter wasthat Leo rather enjoyed their company and revelled in the wickedness and depravity
which he was oft times encouraged to inflict upon others.

But then, of course, he was a newspaper editor.*

On this particular Thursday lunchtime Leo sat at his desk, in his now less box-crowded office, munching
upon abread roll containing lettuce, celery, tomato, cheese, little boy’ s bottom parts and Thousand
ISland dressing, no sat or pepper, when a knock-knock-knock came at his door and a man called Soap
camedridingin.

‘Good day to you,” cried Soap, awaving his photo-graphs. ‘| have them here, so let’s get into action.’

Leo Justice looked up from his eating. To the left and right of him, athough unseen by Soap, the arch
demons Baberith and Gressil, who played therolesof * The Lord” and ‘ The Magnificent’ respectively,
when in residence, also looked up. And Leviathan, Prince of the First Hierarchy of Hell and currently at
the controls, asit were, peered out through Leo’ s eyeballs and moved his mouth about.

“Y our mother darns socksin hdll,” said the voice of Leviathan.

‘Pardon me? said Soap, who hadn’'t seenThe Exorcist and so didn’t fal about in hysterical mirth.

Leo coughed and regained control of hisvoca chords. *Who areyou? he wanted to know.

‘1 am Soap. Soap Digtant. Traveller belooooow. The man who placed the flag of thereamin the
planet’ s beating heart.’

* Aswd| as something more, aswe shdl very shortly learn.

‘Then why are you dressed asalibrary clerk? And isthat make-up you' re wearing?

‘1 wish to remain incognito for the present. And it’ sjust a bit of blusher to add a spot of flesh-tone. And



the eydiner rather highlights the pinkness of my pupils, don't you think?Y our woman outsde gave me a
quick makeover. She was till worrying at those wires. | advised her to give them amiss. The Information
Superhighway isjust aroad to nowhere, | told her. She seemed to agree, because she said | wasto tell
you that you could stuff your job and she was off to join the raggle-taggle gypsiesfor alife of romance
and rheumatism.’

‘Come sit upon my knee, dear boy,’ crooned the voice of Leviathan, who, as‘Leo Baby’, swung both
ways.

Soap arched an eyebrow, bridged his nose and did an underpassjob with his mouth. ‘ Haveyou been
drink-ing? he asked.

‘State your business,” said Leo.

‘| have the photographs. The proof of my travels belooooow. Taken with the old box Brownie. Andin
colour, not black and white.’

‘“Thrill mewith them,” said Leo, raising alanguid hand and sweeping the clutter of his desktop to the
floor. Bottom-part sandwichesand all.

Soap strode over to the desk and dealt a hand of photos.

‘That’ sthewest pier, Atlantis. And that’ s one of me with amonk at the Temple of Agharti in
Shambhala. Eating bat.’

‘Eating bat? said thevoice of Leviathan. ‘1sn't that aeuphemism for—

‘No,” said Soap. ‘It sjust bat. The wings were abit stringy. But when in Rome—'
‘Bugger the senate? said Leviathan.

‘Possibly,” said Soap. ‘I’ ve never understood the Italian football league.’

‘What' sthisone? asked Leo.

‘That’smein the cave of the Gibberlins. See dl that gold? Makes Fort Knox look like aboot-sale,
doesn't it?

‘Do you have any of Hell? asked Leviathan.
‘They didn’t come out,” said Soap.

‘They never do.” And Leviathan laughed, spraying Soap with a projectile vomit composed of black
frogs, safety pins, fish hooks and three penny hits.

‘Pardon me,” said Leo, wiping hischin. *Got abit carried avay there.’

‘Well,” said Soap, picking frogs from hislapels. ‘I think you' |l agree that these photographs prove my
clamsto betrue. Shal we discuss contracts and a six-figure advance?

‘How about a six-fingered advance? said Leviathan. *Without the rear-guard action.’



Soap folded hisarms, creased his brow and put atuck in histop lip. ‘Now just you see herel’ hesaid, in
the way that you do when you do. So to speak.

‘What, here? asked Leviathan, revolving Leo’sleft eye. ‘Or here? He madetheright onerall into his
head.

‘That’san impressivetrick,” said Soap, who was never above the awarding of praise. ‘1 had an uncle
once who could poke the end of a contraceptive up his nose and then cough it out of his mouth, and then
he would pull on each end in turn, like using dental floss. Said it kept hissnusesclear. It used to get him
chucked out of alot of restaurants, though.’

Leviathan mulled that one over. ‘I’ d like to meet your uncle; hesaid.

“He moved to Milton Keynes,” said Soap. ‘ Opened anasa floss shop. But, as| was saying ... Just you
see herel | don't havetimeto waste! | want action and | want it now!”

‘And you' d like a contract and a six-figure advance on the strength of these photographs? The voice
was Leo's. Thetone was unbedlieving.

‘Certainly, said Soap. ‘And onthetdel haveto tdl and the skill withwhich I’ll tell it. So to speak.’

Leo laughed and Leviathan laughed and Ba berith laughed. And so did Gressil. Laugh, laugh, laugh and
laugh and laugh.

‘Areyou laughing? Soap was heard to ask.

‘Weare,’ said Leo. ‘“Whichisto sayl am. Kindly ding your hooky-hook, Mr Digtant.’
‘How about fivefigures, then?

‘No, you misunderstand. Thisis not a matter for negotiation.’

‘Four,’” said Soap. ‘ Aslong asthefirst one€ sanine.

‘No,” said Leo, laughing once again.

‘Three, then. Aslong asthefirst one saten.’

‘No.’

‘No? said Soap. ‘Y ou're saying no?

‘I would liketo say yes,” said Leo. ‘Truly | would. But | regret that for the moment | cannot. Y ou see,
yesterday | sold the newspaper. | am no longer in aposition to commission features.”

‘Sold the paper? What? Soap was aghast. Agape and a-goggle and a-gasp. ‘ Y ou’ ve sold the
Brentford Mercury. Towho?

‘It stowhom, actudly. To amgor news group, asit happens. The mgor news group. Virgin News
Internationa .’



Soap' s mouth became a perfect 0. His bum an asterisk. Y ou have sold theBrentford Mercury to
Virgin?Y ou have progtituted the borough’ s organ?

‘I couldn’t have put it better myself,” said Leviathan. ‘Have a you, Sir!” Sogp raised hisfigts. *Cam your
jolly sdf,” said Leo. ‘“What isdl thisfuss? ‘Y ou'repart of it!" Soap shook afigt. *You're part of thisevil
congpiracy, this changing of history!” He shook another one. ‘| was going to close my eyestoit and let
Ingpectre Hovis sort it out. But now—' Having no more fists to shake, Soap shook his feet instead.

‘That’ simpressive,” said Leviathan. * St Joseph of Cupertino used to do that. Mind you, he wasin league
with the Devil.’

‘Out, demons, out!” shouted Soap, who was nearer the mark than he knew.

‘I could il offer you ajob,” said Leo. ‘A vacancy hasjust come up for awire-worrier.’

Soap’ sleagp onto the desk had a definite Dougie Fairbanks Jnr fedl. Which certainly lived up to Soap’s
sdf-gppraisa on hisCV. Thetrip and plunge forward, however, owed more to the work of the immorta
Buster Keaton.

‘ Oooo0000000000N!" Went Soap, as he fell upon Leo.

* ©Oooooo00o000000h!” went Leo, as he fell beneath Soap.

* Aaaaasasaaaasaagh!” went Leviathan, who objected to falling under anyone other than apaid lady
wrestler with ahair lip and adandruff problem.

And there sfewer of them about than you might think.
Soap punched Leo on the nose.

And Leo went for the throat.

Back in the more sedate and chat-things-out-in-a-pub-kind-of-world where most of the rest of uslive,
John Omally emptied another pint of Large down histhroat.

‘All right,” said John. ‘ That' s enough for me now. I’ m off to tune up hislordship. What of you, Jm?

‘I"m taking the Gandhis on a shopping expedition. But first | intend to open abank account in my name
and gick mogt of thismoney intoiit.’

“You' d better give me some petty cash before you do, then,” said John. ‘A couple of thousand will do
thetrick.’

‘No,” said Jim, shaking his head.
‘No? said John, dropping hisjaw.

‘No,” said Jm once more. * All monies must be accounted for. Y ou must present me with receipts for



everything. Legitimate outgoingswill be covered.’

Omdlly bridled, as bridie he might. ‘ Have you lost al reason? he demanded to betold. ‘ Thisisme
gpeaking to you. John Omally, your bestest friend.’

‘There are no friendsin business,” said Jm. ‘| read that in abook somewhere. It's dways best to keep
your business and your socid life gpart.”

‘Jm, we rein thistogether. Everything shared fifty--fifty.’

‘Yes’ said Jm. ‘And | learned al about that yester-day. When | found mysalf owing Norman.’
‘That was mere tomfoolery,” said John. ‘ Fork out the money, if you will.’

Pooley shook his head once more. ‘ That would be unprofessiond. It's more than my job’ sworth.’
John made fists, as Soap had so recently done. * Now just you see here!” he said aso.

‘I'll tell youwhat I'll do,” said Jm. “I'll give you an advance on your wages.

‘Ah,’ said John. *Yes. We haven't discussed wages, have we?

‘No, but I'm prepared to discuss them now.’

‘Right,’ said John. ‘Let’ sdiscuss’

‘Well,” said Jm. ‘| thought athousand each would befair.’

Omally made adoubtful face. ‘A thousand aweek? said he.

‘A week? Jm made the face of shock and surprise. ‘| wasn't thinking of athousand pounds aweek.’
John now made asimilar face. ‘ Then what were you thinking? Not a thousand pounds amonth?’
‘Not that either,” said Jm.

John Omally’ sjaw began to flap, after the fashion of

Jm’shandsinapanic. ‘Not ayear? he cried. ‘Not athousand pounds ayear!’

Nevilleraised his eyesfrom his bar-end glass-polishing.

‘Imaginewageslikethat,” he said. * A man could livelike aprince’

John Omally lowered his voice and spoke in astrangled whisper.

‘Areyoutelling me,’ he whispered strangledly, ‘that we should work for athousand pounds ayear?
Jm shrugged.

“You'reshrugging,” said John. *Why are you shrugging?



‘I"'m savouring, too,” said Jim. * Savouring? What are you savouring? ‘ Thelook on your face, of course.
And that strangled whispering.’

‘Then savour this; said John, raising hisfist.
“You hitmeand I'll stop your wages. And athousand poundsisalot of money.
‘Not for abloody year’ swork it'snot.’

‘No, sad Jm, ‘itisn’t, whichiswhy | wasthinking of athousand pounds aday. Would aweek’s
advance be enough to keep you going?

The man without the six-figure advance and the man who had prostituted the borough’ s organ were
going at it hammer and tongue. Soap hammered away upon Leo and Leo in turn gave tongue.

It was along black horrible tongue and it kept getting into Soap’ s ear.
Standing in acorner and pointedly ignoring the conflict, Baberith and Gressi| talked of snuff.
‘| hear it' smaking acomeback,” said Gressil, ‘ The. Magnificent.’

‘Only when you blow your nose,” said Balberith, ‘' The Lord.’

‘Now I'm definitely off to Lord Crawford's,” said John, stuffing the last of his poundsin his pockets. ‘I'll
meet you back in herelater, okay?

‘Okay,” said Jm.

‘And, Jm.

‘Y es, John?

“When you take the Gandhis out shopping, do be sure to get that Honda seet for Pigarse’ s dad.’
‘It sright at the top of my shopping list. I'll seeyou later.

‘Farewdl.

John |eft the Swan and Pooley stood finishing his pint.

‘1 don’t know what you two are up to,” said Neville, drawing near, ‘ but just take care, will you?
“What do you mean? asked Jm.

Neville tapped hisdender nose. ‘ Thistels me there strouble blowing your way.’



Jm put down hisglass and picked up hisbulging briefcase. ‘ Thanks, Neville, hesaid. ‘Y ou' ve dways
been agood friend to John and me, no matter what.’

‘Thereareno friendsin business,” said Neville, with awink of hisgood eye. ‘ But just mind how you go.’

‘I will,;” said Im. ‘Belucky.’

‘And you.

Thereisadways an element of luck involved in every fight. Unless, of course, it's managed by Don King*
. Soap evidently had agreat dedl of luck credited to hisworldly account, because it seemed that he was

actualy getting the better of Leo.
Soap had the editor’ sarm up his back and was hold-ing him down with aknee.

“You spill the beans!’ shouted Soap, applying a Chinese burn. ‘Who are the men in the black T-shirts?
Where do they come from and what do they want?

They came, as we know, from the future, and the one on the flat block roof wanted Jim Pooley dead.

Wingarde wiped sweet from his brow and squinted once more through his telescopic sight. Within the
mag-nified cross-haired circle the Swan’s saloon bar door swung open and Jim emerged and stood

taking the sun.
Wingarde' sfinger tightened on the trigger, but alook of indecision spread across his squinting face.

‘Areyou surel’m doing the right thing? he asked The Voice. ‘| know you keep saying it sdl right, but
if hediessurely I'll dietoo? | won't even get to be born.’
Y ou must have faith in me, my son. Y ou have done greet thingswhileinmyservice. All that isrequired
of you now is that you pull thetrigger.

‘That isasomewhat ambiguous answer,” said Wingarde.

* Allegedly!

Don't talk back to God, you little fuck!
On the Swan’ s doorstep Jim breathed in the hedthy Brentford air. He felt good, did Jim. Up for it. On
top.

Ready to take on the world. And things of that nature.



Generdly.

And he would not only take on the world. He would bring the Gandhis musictoiit.
Hewould Hedl the World.

That was agood expression, thought Jm. He could live with that.

Wingarde sfinger wastight upon the trigger, athough most of the rest of him was shaking.
‘I'm not sure,” whimpered Wingarde. ‘I'm just not sure.

Y ou dare to doubt the Lord thy God? Y ou dare to question His almighty wisdom?

‘No, it’snot that, exactly. Well, it is, sort of .’

| will cast you down! cried The Voice in Wingarde' s head, rattling his dental work and popping both his
ears.| will cast you down from this high place and into the fires of the pit.

‘No.I'll doit. I'll do it

Wingarde' sfinger tightened, sweat dripped down his nose, and, dead in the sight athough not yet in the
flesh, Jm took another deep breath and grinned allittle grin.

“Y ou grinning bastard,” whispered Wingarde. * You'll get yours.
The cross hairs quartered Jim Pooley’ sforehead.

Wingarde squeezed the trigger.

* % *

According to the coroner’ s report that was placed upon the desk of Inspectre Hovis, whose job it was
to head up the murder inquiry, the bullet was a high-ve ocity, hollow-tipped titanium round, fired from an
AK47. It entered the victim’s head at adownward angle of thirty-three degrees, indicating that it was
probably fired from either ahigh window or the roof of theflat block opposite the Flying Swan.

It passed through the right frontal 1obe just above the right orbit and made its exit through the back of the
victim'’ sneck, carrying with it much of the victim’sbrain.

The coroner stated that death would have been instantaneous.

Ashe said to Ingpectre Hovis: ‘ One second he was a man with a briefcase, the next onehewasa
corpse.

Sold Out



Theice cream cart was sold out.
Thelast batsman was bowled out.
Andfoalishly | srolled out

Into the light of day.

The umpire, some say, passed out.
The moment that the last out
Had sworn and cursed or cast out

That fina hip hooray.

The only way to find out
Iswhen you' retold to mind out.
Just stick your big behind out,

Bend at the knee and pray.

And when you know you’ re wiped out,
And chivvied up and striped out
Androlled

And bowled

And passed

Atlast

And stood like Nelson at the mast.
Then you can say it’sin the past

That bastard’ sice cream’ s sold out!



You Il know it when you drop out. The ending isacop-out.

16

In aperfect world, wherelifeislivedin little movies, everything would have been sorted by Friday.

Soap would have swung his big newspaper deal. Norman’s horse would have been up and ready to
race.

Gerddo and hisfriends would have recorrected history.

The Queen would have been back on the banknotes. Prince Charles would have been the twat with the
big earsonce again.

Inspectre Hoviswould have cleared his desk. Small Dave would have been banged up in another
uitcase.

The library clerk would have been suing the police for wrongful arrest and excessive use of an electric
cattle prod.

Pigarse’s dad would have got the new seat for his Honda

John Omally would have organized the Gandhis mega-concert in Gunnersbury Park.

And Jm Pooley would not be lying dead in amortuary drawer.

Which al goesto prove, if any proof were needed, that we donot livein aperfect world. But rather in
one where things can turn from good to bad and bad to worse and worse to far more worser till, in less

than asingle second.

Andinless, it seemed, than asingle second, Soap got the shock of hislife. There was a sound like
breaking thunder and the walls of the office shook.

Soap jerked upright and glanced dl about, his eyesrather wide and a-bulge. He was still in the editor’s
office, but everything had changed. The room was bare of furniture and also bare of Leo. The floor was

mossed by an inch of dust. Damp stains mapped the cracking plaster walls.

Soap took to gathering his senses.

Thelast thing he could remember was giving the editor a Chinese burn in the cause of alittle
infor-mation. Leo’ swatch had come off in Sogp’ shand. A rather splendid watch it was, too. A big
electronic jobbie with the wordsPERSONAL LIFESPAN CHRONOMETER printed uponit. And

then— Crash went the breaking thunder sound and alot of wall came down.
Soap il held the editor’ swatch. He stuffed it hastily into histrouser pocket, took to his heels and fled.

Hefled through the outer office, dso empty, aso goneto dust, down the fire escape and out into the
High Street. And then Soap paused and gasped in air and got another shock.



Half the High Street was gone. Just gone. Mr Beefheart’ s the butcher. The launderette. The recently
opened nasal floss boutique. And the bank that likesto say yes.

Gone. Just gone.

There were earth-movers moving earth. Big diggers digging. And a crane with ademolition ball. The
craneturned on its caterpillar tracks, swinging the bal like apendulum. The ball smashed once moreinto
the front wall of the building. The roof came down in plumes of dust. The offices of theBrentford

Mercury became no more than memory.
‘Oh, no,’ cried Soap. ‘ Oh, no, no, no.

‘Oil Youl’

Soap turned to spy achap with aclipboard hurrying hisway. The chap wore one of those construction
worker’ s hdmets, popularized by the Village People and still capable of turning heads at a party when

worn with nothing e se other than asmile.
‘Oi! You!" the chap called out once more.
‘Eh? went Soap, and, ‘What?
‘Clear off! Get behind the wire!’
Soap said, ‘Now just you see herel’

And then Soap said, ‘ Shit!” because Soap had spied the logo on the chap’ s helmet. It was the Virgin
logo and it quite upset poor Soap.

The chap rushed up, waving his hands about, and Soap gathered him by hislapels and bore him off his
feet.

‘“What isgoing on? shouted Soap.  Speak at once, or by the worlds beloooow I’ Il ram that helmet up
your ars—'

‘Thisisaredricted area. Part of the Virgin Mega City development. Y ou can be shot on sight for
trespassing. Put me down, you madman.’

Soap let the chap fal flat on his back.

‘How? Soap managed to say.

The chap on the deck was now crying into awalkie--talkie set. * Security!” he was crying. ‘ Intruder on
gte. Dangerous lunatic. Bring the big guns.

In his state of near delirium, Soap amost put the boot in. But sensing that it was better to run, he took
once moreto hishedls.

The top end of the High Street was all fenced across with a sted-meshed barrier topped with razor wire.
There was a single entrance gate manned by an armed guard. The entrance gate was open. The armed



guard was chatting to alady in astraw hat. Soap dipped though unnoticed.
But not, however, into a Brentford he recognized.

Thefine Victorian streets had disappeared and in their place were new homes. Built in that style which
architects know as Post-modern and the rest of us know as shite!

‘I'min Legoland,” whispered Soap. ‘What am | doing here?

Behind him arose the wailing of alarms and Soap was away on histoes. He was several streets further
before he once more began to recognize his surroundings. He passed by Bob the Bookie' sand
Norman’s corner shop. Neither of these had sported the ‘well kept’ ook before, but now they looked
decidedly wretched.

Soap stumbled by. Ahead he saw the Flying Swan.

He stumbled up to it and in. He stood there, framed by the famous porta, puffing and blowing and effing
and blinding and sagging somewhat at the knees.

A barman, wearing a sports top and shorts, looked up from an automatic glass-polisher. Soap lurched
to the counter and leaned upon it for support.

‘Been a the gym, mate? said the barman.

‘No,” mumbled Soap. ‘Where' s Neville?

‘Neville? asked the barman. *Who's Neville?

‘Don’'t come that with me.” And Soap raised awobbly fist.

‘| wouldn't get hairey if | were you, mate. Y ou're on camera, remember.’” The barman thumbed over his
shoulder towards asurveillance camerathat angled down from the ceiling.

‘But...” went Soap. ‘But...’

“You'redrunk,” said the barman. ‘ And you' re wear-ing make-up! Out of my pub. Go on now.
‘No.” Soap’'sfist became apam of peace. ‘ No, wait. I'm confused. | don’t know what’ s going on.’
“You look familiar to me,” said the barman, studying Soap. ‘I’ ve seen your face somewhere before.’
‘| don’'t knowyou. Pleasetell mewhere Nevilleis’

‘| redly don’t know any Neville’

‘But he' sthe part-time barman here. The full-time part—time barman.’

‘Oh,that Neville. Heretired.

‘Retired? Soap steadied himsdlf againgt the counter. ‘Why would Neville retire?



‘There was a shooting incident. Bloke gunned down right outside the door.’

‘Gunned down? Soap did further steadyings. ‘ Gunned down? Here? How? When? Why?
‘Thiswasfiveyearsago,” said the barman, staring hard at Soap. * It made al the papers at the time.
Local bloke, shot down by acontract killer, they reckon. Sniper rifle off the flat blocks opposite. The
onesthey’re pulling down.’

Soap' s chest heaved. His breath went in and ouit.

“Yeah, big news,’ the barman continued. ‘ They never caught thekiller. Some witnesses said that they
saw akidinablack T-shirt and shortslegging it away afterwards, but the investigations came to nothing.
I’ve got dl the news clippings. First shooting here, that was. Been alot more since then, of course, during
theriots and stuff’

‘Riots? Soap managed to say.

‘“When Virgin bought up the borough under acom-pulsory purchase order. Lots of riots. The locals put
up quiteastruggle’

Sogp felt giddy and sick. ‘I’'minthefuture’ he mumbled. ‘ That’ swhat it is. Somehow I’ min the future’

“Y ou not from around these parts, then? said the barman, squinting fixedly at Soap. * Only youdo look
familiar’

‘Thisisdl wrong.” Soap shook hishead. ‘It was dl wrong before but it' s much more al wrong now.’
Soap looked up at the barman. * Do you know aman called Omdly?

‘ John Omally?

‘John Omdlly, yes'’

“Youjust missed him,” said the barman. ‘ He dways comesin on thisday.’
‘He dways comesin every day,” said Soap. * Some thingswill never change.’
‘Onceayear isal that he comesin,” said the barman. ‘ Famous man like that.’
‘Famous? John Omally? Famous?

‘Where have you been, mate? Underground or something? John Omaly isthe big record producer. He
comesin here on thisday every year. Because thiswas the day it happened.’

‘The day?
‘The day of the shooting. The bloke who was shot was John Omally’ s bestest friend.”
‘Jim..." whispered Soap. ‘Jm Pooley.’

‘That was his name. John Omally comesin here and drinks one pint of Large. We haveto get it brewed
gpecidly for him. Hedrinks one pint of Large and he cries. Can you imaginethat? A manly man like him



crying? Fair turns my guts, that does.’

‘I haveto go. | haveto go.” Soap lurched up and made for the door.
‘Hold on there,” caled the barman. ‘I do know you. 1do.’

Soap ran back down the Ealing Road.

Within the Swan the barman was |eafing through a pile of wanted posters. ‘I bloody do know you,” he
said, and, ‘Yes!’

He withdrew from the pile asingle sheet of paper. On the top were printed the words ‘Have Y ou Seen
ThisMan? Below thiswas a photograph of Soap, blown up from aframe of surveillance footage.
‘Wanted for assault and the theft of avaluable wristwatch. Five thousand pounds reward!” The barman
whigtled. ‘ They’ ve been reprinting this poster every month for the last five years. No wonder he looked
o familiar)

The barman pulled out his mobile phone and didled the Virgin Police Service.

Soap turned a corner, then another and ran into Mafeking Avenue. John Omdly lived at number seven.
John Omallyhad lived a number seven.
The man who now did drove Soap away with astick.

Soap limped on, bound for heaven knows where.

Back in the Swan the barman was babbling into his mobile. * It was definitely him. He was wearing one
of those old-fashioned library clerk uniforms. And he' swell out of it. Drugged up or something. He can't
have gonefar. You'll catch him on cameraand don't forget who called it in. | want my five thousand
quid.

The Memorid Library was till standing. The bench outside was broken, but Soap sat down uponit. He
buried hisfacein his hands and trembled terribly. Hewas in the future. Five yearsinto ahorrible future. A
future where Brentford was being pulled down. A future where John Omally was afamous man, but Jm,
poor Jim, was dead.

Soap struggled like the drowning man, for some small straw to clutch at. There had to be some senseto
this. Some logic. Some reason. Someoneto blame.

‘It' sthem.” Soap raised his head from hishands. ‘It hasto be them. The men in the black T-shirts. The
one running away after Jm’'s murder. The ones on the speed cameras. The same ones at the Bestles
concert in nineteen eighty. Exactly the same. The same age, the same clothes. My God.” Soap took a
deep breath and nodded his head. *Itis them. It' stime. That’swhat itis. That’swhat dl thisis. They
travel through time. And they change things and no one knows they’ ve been changed. No one but me.



Me. I’'m the only one who knows. I’'m not affected by their changes. Because... Soap paused. Because,

was atricky one. Why hadn’t he been unaware that the past had been changed? ‘ Because, Soap
continued, ‘ because | was bel oooooow. | was deep beneath the Earth. That hasto beit. Something to
do with the magnetic field or something. Y es, that hasto beit. So..." Sogp drew in very deep breath.
‘So what the fucking hell am | doing in the future?

It was agood question, that. And one that, given time, Soap might well have answered. He had done
remarkably well so far, consdering the state he wasin and everything.

But to have answered that question, Soap would definitely have needed quite alittle time. And quiet
time

Uninterrupted.
The helicopter camein low. It swept down over the library roof and hovered over Soap.

‘Lay down your weapons and prostrate yoursdlf upon the ground,” caled that old loudhailer voice. ‘ If
you obey at once you will not be harmed. Any attempt to make an escape will be met by force of ams!’

‘Shit!’ said Soap, whichisjust what you say. ‘I’'min big trouble here’
Soap stood up dowly, hishandsin the air and then Soap panicked and ran.
Off went Soap at the hurry-up,action once more hisword.

Above him flew the helicopter. All red and white with that logo on the sde.

‘Somewhereto hide,’” gasped Soap as he ran. * Somewhere to hide, and quick.” He ducked down an
aleyway between two terraced houses and fdll straight over adustbin.

Remembering the words of Inspectre Hovis, Soap did not hide in the dustbin. He stumbled on, between
back gardens now, the helicopter keeping easy pace.

‘Halt, or | firel’ came the voice from above.

“ Shit, oh shit, oh shit.” Soap rushed on and down another dleyway and out into another street. From
above cametherattle of rapid fire, around hisfeet burst the bullets.

‘No,” wailed Soap, rushing on.

He had amost reached a corner when along black car came sweeping up from behind. It swerved
directly into his path and Soap toppled over the bonnet. Hefell to theroad, dl flailing arms and legs,
prepared to come up fighting.

Thedriver’ swindow of black mirrored glass did down and avoice from within shouted, * Soap!’

Soap staggered to hisfeet. ‘Y ouwon't take me dive,” he shouted back, as brave as brave can be.



‘Comewith meif youwant to live,” called the voice— which rang acertain bell.

Soap gaped in at the driver. He glimpsed a gresat black beard, woven into intricate knots and laced with
coloured ribbons, apair of red-rimmed eyes and— ‘Down on your knees!’ called the voice from above.

‘Down on your knees, or | fire!” The helicopter dropped even closer to the ground, the noise of the
blades becoming deafening.

‘Come.’ Thedriver beckoned Soap. ‘Hurry, or you're dead.’

Soap couldn’'t hear what the driver said, but, as his options were severely limited at the present, he tore
open the rear door of the car and flung himsdlf inside.

The driver put the car in gear and it shot forward, catching the still-open door on alamp post and
smash-ing it shut with abang.

‘Keep your head down,” shouted the driver. * And don’t get Sick on my seats.’

Now, your modern Virgin Police Service helicopter comes fully equipped with an impressive assortment
of wegponry. Y ou have your small-bore machine guns for taking out a suspect at close range. Y our
Generd Electric mini-gun, dispensing its six-thousand-rounds--per-minute pay-load for crowd situations.
And, of course, your missiles. Y our misslesare usualy reserved for specia circumstances, destroying a
paramilitary stronghold, or atank, say. But, as every good Virgin Police Service officer knows, there' s
nothing quite like the thrill of letting one of those suckers|oose at a speeding motorcar.

L aser-guided too, they are. Y ou just lock on and hit the button.

Thedriver of the black car swung the whedl and pushed hisfoot to the floor. Soap clung onto whatever
he could, asthe car took a corner on two wheels aone and swerved into the Ealing Road. Leaving redly
brilliant skid marks. Burning rubber al the way.

Behind it came the helicopter. Low to the ground now, afew feet above. In the cockpit the pilot winked
at hisfellow officer. ‘Go on,” he said. ‘ Lock on and hit the button.’

Thelong black car rushed past the Flying Swan.
Behind it camethe helicopter.

Brrrrrerrerrrrm, went the black car’ sengine.

Chb, chb, chb, chb, chb, went the helicopter blades.
On went the laser-guiding system.
On went the little telescreen.

Green dectric Cross-wires focused.



‘Keep your head down!’ shouted the driver.

‘Pressthe button,” said the pilot.

Brrrrrrrrrrrrnn and rev and roar went the car.

And chb, chb, chb, chb the helicopter blades.

The black car passed over the raillway bridge, its four whedlsleaving the road.

Soap’ s head hit the roof and afinger hit the button. Out of the sky came the missile. Out from the sky
and down to the road.

The explosion swallowed up tarmac and pavement, rubber and metd, in fragments and fistfuls.

The helicopter circled though the smoke and flame. Of the black car and its occupants, nothing whatever
remained to beidentified.

Armageddon: TheMusicd
Words and music: Gandhi’ s Hairdryer

OPENING THEME

From the deep-hidden redlm of Shambhaa
Tothe hals of the lofty Potda

From the tomes of Debrett
Tothedomesof Tibet,

Y ou can St and take teawith the Lama

Hewill speek of forthcoming disasters
Like the rise of the new Perfect Masters,
Who are gaining control

Now we'redl on the dole,

And there’ s no happy-ever-afters.



So forget about paying the mortgage,
And cancel the milk from today.
Armageddon iscoming,

Andit’sonly four minutes avay.

Y ou can dump your two weeks on the Costa
And scrub round your flexible rogter.

That new thee-piece suite

And that chic place you et,

And dl other plansyou may fodter.

Costomorrow’ s been cancelled for ever,
No more knock or the old never-never.
No more Barrett Homes,

And no more Earl’s Court clones.

No more John, no more Ron, no more Trevor.

So tear up that final demand note,
And open the Champagne today .
Armageddon iscoming

And it' sonly two minutes avay.

Theré sajewd inthe eye of thelotus
Whichisfineif you like those nice motors.

But the bent MOT



Won't mean sod dl, you see,

Asthe whole world just went out of focus.

And though firestorms and nuke radiation
Wewill seeanew birth of anation.

Like aPhoenix arise

Spread itswingsto the skies,

And for more news stay tuned to this sation.

Forget about yesterday’ s heroes,
The new ones are coming to stay.
Armageddon iscoming,

And it sonly aheartbeat away.

Only a heartbest away.
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Soap’ s heart seemed to be beating. He could fed it in his chest. But as he couldn’t actually see his chest,
or indeed any other part of himsdlf, he concluded, dismaly, that he probably was dead. He could think of
no other logical explanation to account for the fact that he now seemed to be floating, in adisembodied
form, out of Brentford and up the Great West Road.

‘Bummer,” said Soap. ‘ That'sared bummer.

‘| think it's pretty impressive,’ said the driver’ svoice. Sogp sighed. ‘I'm sorry,” hesaid. ‘I’ m sorry you
got killed for hdping me’

“We€ re not dead, you buffoon.’

There was awhirl and a click and awhoosh, and the car and its driver and Soap appeared out of
nowhereat all.

‘What? went Soap, and, ‘How?



‘Stedlth car,’” said the driver, winking over his shoulder at Soap. ‘ Latest military technology. Cost mean
arm and aleg on the old black market, as you canimagine.’

Soap stared at the driver and the light of redlization dawned. ‘ John,” he said, ‘it syou.’
‘Of courseit'sme,” said Omdly. *“Who did you think it was?

‘| don’t know, 1...’

‘Ah, sad Omdly, turning back to hisdriving.

‘The beard. | haven’t had ashave for five years. Not since— *Jim,” said Soap. ‘| heard about Jm. I’'m
S0 sorry, John’

“Y ou ought have turned up to the funeral. We sent him off ingtyle’
‘| couldn’'t. I'm sorry.’

Omdlly swung the steering whedl and the car turned off the Great West Road and in through the gates of
Gunnersbury Park.

‘S0, where have you been? John asked. ‘ And what-ever possessed you to go wandering about in
Brentford? Y ou're awanted man.’

‘Wdll, it'sdl your fault,” said Soap. ‘ If you hadn’t made me stick Smdl Dave up the back of my coat.’

“Y our being wanted has got nothing to do with Small Dave. Asyou well know.’

‘1 don't,’ said Soap. ‘But listen. Thank you for saving me back there, John. You didn’'t haveto take a
risk likethat.’

‘A friend in need and things of that nature.” The car moved up the gravel drive towards theimposing
Georgian pile that was Gunnersbury House.

‘What are we doing here? asked Soap.

‘Thisiswherel live’” Omally drew the car to a hdt, switched off the engine and tugged the key from the
dash. ‘Comeon,” hesaid. ‘You could useadrink.’

John climbed from the car and Soap followed on buckling knees. He had al but caught up, when aGod
amighty crash from above had him ducking to his bucklers. Glass and wood rained down on the drive
and atelevision set bounced off the bonnet of John’s car and cameto rest in aflowerbed.

‘Help!” wailed Soap. ‘We re under attack.’

John helped thelad to hisfeet. ‘| have guests,’ he explained. ‘ That' s just their way of saying hdllo.’
‘Arethey loonies? asked Soap. ‘Isthisaloony bin?

‘Thewholeworld' saloony bin. Come on, they' re okay.’



The entrance hal of Gunnersoury House might well have been described as a symphony in marble. But
only by alover of Karl Stockhausen. The glorious classicd line of the place, with itstravertine floor and
graceful columns of fine Carrararising to a Robert Adam ceiling frescoed with Arcadian sceneswas
buggered dl to hdll by the chaos of ‘things' thet filled it.

There was a Harley motorcycle, lacking much of its engine. Severd stereo systemsin various stages of
assembly. At least five Stratocaster guitars, leaning against as many amps and speekers. Therewasa
Rock Olajukebox and a pinbal machine and amountain bike. There were many many cardboard boxes
and an awful lot of bubblewrap.

Soap took in as much as he could and the phrase ‘toys for boys' rolled into his head and out again.
“You never married, then? hesaid.

‘Ah, no,’” said John. ‘I’ ve got some booze in the kitchen. Shall we—?

Soap remembered John Omally’ s previous kitchen. Hetried to picture it on alarger scae. The thought
depressed him somewhat.

‘Isitreally grubby? he asked.

‘Redly, said John, with an under beard grin.

“You lucky bastard.’

‘| don't fed very lucky.” John went in search of the booze.

Soap sat down upon afibreglass stool tastefully con-structed from the body-cast of a knegling naked
femade. Presently John Omally returned with a champagne bottle and two grubby tumblers. He popped
the cork, poured the drinks and handed one to Soap.

‘Cheers,’ said Soap. ‘ And thanks again.’

‘Cheers,’ said John. Y ou’ re welcome!’

Soap sipped champagne. ‘ Thisisgood,” he said.  But how did you come by al this? The barman at the
Swan said you were famous now. What did you do exactly? Whatdo you do?

‘I manage arock band and | produce their records. They’ re abig band and very famous. Jm and |
were partners at the beginning. But when Jm got killed the police confiscated al the money he'd raised
and every-thing went poo-shaped. But | kept working away. | did it for Jm, it mattered so much to him.
He knew what it could mean to the world.’

‘Good musicians, eh? Soap reached for the bottle.

‘Morethan good. Thelead singer, Litany. You' |l meet her soon. Her voice had the power to hed the
sck!

‘Had? said Soap, topping up.

‘Shelogtit. After Imdied. | think shereally must have cared for him. | heard she went to the mortuary.



Tried to sng him back to life’

“Urgh,” went Soap. ‘ That sounds rather sick.’

‘Well anyway, it didn’'t work and she lost the power. But the band were still shit hot and | toured them
and brought out some records on a private label, usng the money | had. And eventually we were made
an offer we couldn’t refuse’

‘Oh, yes? said Soap, asipping.

‘We got arecord dedl with Virgin.’

Soap spat Champagne dl over John.

‘Sorry,” said Soap. ‘I’'m sorry.’

‘Never mind,” John shook champagne spray from his beard. ‘ Buit.., and there sabig but.’

‘But methisbut,” said Soap.

‘But it'sdl wrong. All of it. The company. The entire set-up. It’slike some world domination thing. The
company istaking over. Y ou’ ve seen what they’ ve done to Brentford.’

Soap gave ashudder. ‘I did,” said he. ‘1t made me sick at heart.’

John took the bottle and topped up both glasses. *It' s got to be stopped and we' re going to stop it.’

‘We? said Soap. 'Y ou and me?

‘Meand the Gandhis'’

“Y ou and Gandhi’ sfamily?

‘The band. They’re cdled Gandhi’ sHairdryer.’

‘What afoolish name,” said Soap. ‘Why do they cdl themsdvesthat?

Omally tugged at ayard of beard. ‘| never thought to ask. But we' re going to bring down the company.
This very weekend. There' s going to be abig rock concert, right here in Gunnersbury Park. The biggest
ever. Everybody who's anybody will be coming, and the whole world will bewatchingitliveon TV. It's
the concert that Jim wanted to happen, but it’staken mefive yearsto set it up.’

*And what will be so specia about this concert? Soap asked, as his glass became empty once again.

‘It' sthe Beetles farewell concert.’

Soap made a terrible groaning sound.

‘And Prince Charlesis going to be there’

Soap added moans to the groan.



“You don’t sound too keen,” said Omally.

‘I'mnot,” said Soap. ‘But just how are you hoping to bring down the company?Y ou’ re not going to
blow up the Bestles or something, are you?

Omally emptied his glass and shook the Champagne bottle. * These don't last long, do they? he said.
‘But, no, Soap, we' re not going to blow up the Begtles. But we are going to bring down the company.

Y ou see, we could never get arecord ded to begin with, because of Litany’ s power. No big company
would touch the band. Her voice had the power to hedl, as |’ ve said, and these big companies make their
fortunes out of pharmaceuticals. If al people needed to get well wasto listen to aCD, then no more
pharma-ceuticals’

‘But hold on,” said Soap. *Firdly, you said that Litany had lost her powers, and, secondly, it' s Virgin
who bring out the records. They would smply stop the records from being produced.’

Omaly grinned beneeth hisfacia plumage. ‘Firdly,” said he, * Litany’ s powers have findly returned.
Time hedsal wounds, so they say. And, secondly, therewill be no records. Thisisgoing to bethe
Gandhis farewell gig and they are going to go out on ahigh note. A note that will be heard dl around the
world. Heard by millions and millions of people and recorded upon millions and millions of video
recorders. Thisisgoing to make history, Soap.’

‘Make history? Soap’shead nodded. ‘ That might do it, yes.

‘And it will stuff that little sod,” said John.

‘What little sod isthat?

‘The chairman of the company, of course. The evil littlerat. And to think that when we were offered the
record dedl | thought it was agood omen. Him having the same name and everything.’

‘I'mlogt,” said Soap. ‘What are you talking about?

‘I"m talking about the revolting little tick who runs the company. The vile bastard who isresponsible for
the destruction of Brentford. I’ m talking about Wingarde Pooley.’

‘Wingarde? Soap made the Lice of surprise. ‘| met ayoung bloke called Wingarde.’
‘I'm sure you did. Probably when you were nicking his guru’ swatch.’
Soap now made the face of outraged innocence. ‘I didn’t nick any watch,” he said.

‘Come off it, Soap,” said Omally. ‘ There' s been wanted posters out on you ever since it happened. He
must really want that watch back.’

‘Watch? And Soap recdled his struggle with the editor of theBrentford Mercury and how he' d ended
up herein the future clasping nothing but the— ‘Watch, said Soap. ‘ Thereisawatch. But it didn't come
fromany guru.

‘It came from Wingarde s guru. True Father, as he calls him. Here' — John rooted around amidst the
boxes and the bubble wrap — ‘I have one of his holy medallions somewhere. They give them away free



with CDs and stuff. Ah, here' sthefdllow.’

Omaly flung agolden plastic disc in Sogp’ sdirec-tion.

Soap took it up from the floor and gaveit abit of perusa.

From the centre of the disc aface grinned out a him. It wasthe face of Leo Justice.

‘Oh dear,’ said Soap. ‘| do know this man. He' sthe editor of theBrentford Mercury. HisnameisLeo
Judtice’

Omally shook his head and vanished behind hisbeard. ‘ That man’s nameis Mageddon,” he said.
‘Robert Mageddon. But he likesto be known as*“Most High”’

‘Robert Mageddon? said Soap. ‘ R. Mageddon? Armageddon? What kind of nameisthat?

Omaly shrugged and gathered in his beard.

‘Well, I'll tell you this” said Soap. ‘ Thelast timel saw him hewas calling himself Leo Justice and posing
asthe editor of theBrentford Mercury.” Soap peered hard at the Lice on the medalion. ‘1 don’t know
who you redly are;’ said Soap, ‘but I'll find out, you seeif | don't.

Soap flipped the meddlion into the air, caught it and rammed it into his pocket, whereit lay dl nestled up
beside the stolen watch. The accidentaly stolen watch. The accidentally stolen watch that was not only a
watch but so apersona lifespan chronometer and atime-travelling device. The very time-travelling
device which had, through Sogp’ s rough handling of it, caused him to be thrown into the future.

And had Soap taken thiswatch from his pocket and examined its back, he would have seen the owner’s
name printed intiny little lettersupon it. Thereal name of the owner, that is.

And that name wasnot Leo Judtice.
Nor wasit Robert Mageddon.
That name was Dr Vincent Trillby.

The Waiter

The waiter brought me channd bends and ring-sedls,
Hisgoggleswere thefinest | have seen. And he moved so very swiftly on hiswinged-hedls,

Whileacrowd of parrots struggled at hischin.

His dress was smooth and styled in tweed and cagters,



The swell of ray guns showed beneath his cloak. He was trimmed throughout to combat al disasters,

His dovetailed key ring jangled as he spoke.

His officeswerewdl to wal with letters
That told of dl the places he had known.
And he never feared theridicule of betters,

For he moved in women's company aone.

Far overhead the cod-black kites are flying,
And underfoot thewormsturn in the grave.
Andif | said | loved him, I'd belying,

For who can love alord if you' readave?

Upon the table one-eyed Jacks are winking,
And cars move by in endless metriform.

And he can hear most every word I’ m thinking,
For he' sadeviation from the norm.
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Dr Vincent Trillby was adeviation from the norm.

A scientist from the future, possessed by demons and now playing guru to atime-travelling fanboy who
took ordersfrom The Voice of God. Not your everyday man on the Brentford omnibus.

A question that might be asked, and not without good cause, isthis: If Wingarde took his ordersfrom
The Voice of God, why then would he need aguru?

Good question.

And one deserving of an answer.



It isawdl-known Holinesian adage that, once you have diminated theimpossible, then whatever
remains, no matter how unlikely it might appear, must be the truth.

So et us, aswould Holmes, apply the science of deduction to this problem. And then, having solved i,
we will plunge headlong into al the ensuing chaos and action, at least secure in the knowledge that we
actudly know wheat the bleeding hdll isgoing on.

So.

Let usfirst consder Wingarde. He has shot dead his many-times-great grandfather. Surely, then, he
himsalf would cease to exist? He would never have been born. But here Wingardeis. Large aslifeand
very much more powerful. How?

All right. Consider this. What if Wingarde, although a Pooley by name, isnot actualy areal Pooley?
Whichisto say, what if Wingarde Pooley Snr is not the bio-logica father of Wingarde Pooley Jnr? What
if Wingarde' s mother had been having an affair and had got hersalf pregnant?

These things happen. It’'s something to do with single men not washing their dishes, and afull
expla-nation can be found on pages 42 and 43 of this book.

So, if thisisthe case, and let usassumethat it is (becauseitid), who might Wingarde' sred father be?

Wéll, obvioudy someone his mother found very attractive. Someone glamorous, perhaps. Someone
powerful. Because power isagrest aphrodisiac.

How about someone redly powerful? How about the director of the Institute? How about Dr Vincent
Trillby!

All right, let’ stry that one on for Size. Doesit fit? It does. And it would explain what Dr Vincent Trillby is
doing in the twentieth century. Searching for hisway-ward boy.

It makes perfect sense. And as perfect sense is much better than no sense whatsoever, we will stick with
it asan answer.

But what about those demons? And what about The Voice?
Are these connected? Well, yes and no.

Firgly, then, the demons.

Picture this scenario.

Amidgt al the chaos at Ingtitute Tower, the various Trippers coming and going and hitting each other, Dr
Vincent Trillby’ s mobile phonerings. Dr Trillby answersit. ‘ Trillby speaking,’” he says.

‘ItsMarge’ saysMarge, intears (for Marge is Wingarde' s mum).
‘Whatever isit, Marge, my dear? asks Dr Trillby, dodging Tripper number eight. ‘Y ou sound upset.’

‘It'sour darling boy,” weeps Marge. ‘ Our darling Wingarde. He' sgone. HE' srun away.



‘Now cam yoursdf, Marge. He srun off before. I'm sure he’ll come back. Don’t worry.

‘It seasy for you to say don't worry. No one knows you' re hisredl father.He doesn’t know. My
husband doesn’t know—

‘Yes, yes,’ saysDr Trillby. ‘Let’snot start al that again. Have you any ideawhere he'sgone? Did he
leave you avoicemall or anything?

‘Yes,’ blubbers Marge, and she playsthe voicemail down the phone.

Thevoice of Wingarde says, ‘ Right! By thetime you get thismessage I'll begone. I'm sick of livingin
this gtinking century with THE END on itsway and everything. So I’ m off. I’'m getting out. I’m going
back to a decent period to—'

‘—see some decent bands,” says another voice (the voice of Geraldo).

“Y eah, to see some decent bands. Like the Begtles

and the Rolling Stones and Sonic Energy Authority and the Lost T-Shirts of Atlantisand—'

‘—Gandhi’ sHairdryer,” saysthe voice of Gerddo.

‘Y eah, we'll seethem too. So goodbye, Mother. Goodbye, Father. Goodbye.’

And dlick goesthevoicemail and that isthat.

‘He'sgonemad!’ criesthe voice of Wingarde' s mum. ‘What shall we do, Vincent? What shall we do?

Dr Vincent Trillby Sghsyet another sgh. He' d hoped that he' d done with sighing, but with dl the
Trippers and now this... He grabsthe nearest Tripper by the throat. ‘ Download the time travel program
into my lifespan chronometer and do it right now,” sayshe. ‘I’ ve got to find my son.’

So far, so good. Thisall follows nestly. But what about those demons?

Right. So Tripper, much againgt hiswill, downloads thetimetravel program from hislifespan
chronometer into Dr Trillby’s. But then Dr Trillby isfaced with aproblem. Where andwhen is Wingarde?
Dr Trillby can date the Bestlesto the latter part of the twentieth century. But that’ s not enough. He' |l
need to be a bit more accurate than that. So Dr Trillby does what any-one would do in such
circumstances. He hooks into PORKIE. That's SWINE, if you recdl. The Single World Interfaced
Network Engine. Sum of al human knowledge. Knower of dl that thereisto know.

Tiny letters move across the screen of Dr Trillby’ slifespan chronometer. They spell out the words WE

THANK YOU FOR CALLING SWINE, BUT REGRET THAT ALL INFORMATION ISNOW
CLASSIFIED. SWINE ISNOW OFF-LINE AND HAS GONE ON HOLIDAY . GOODBYE.

Dr Trillby panics and, his heart now ruling his head, programmes arandom
|atter-part-of -the-twenti eth-century date into his chronometer and then wham bam, thank you, ma m,
he s off.



Out of the future and back to the past.

Andright into very big trouble.

For Dr Trillby isnot as other men. Dr Trillby isadeviation from the norm. Particularly becauise Dr
Trillby was not actudlyborn. Dr Trillby was cloned, and aman who is cloned may look like aman, but

he doesn’t possess a soul. Y ou can clone the man butyou can’t clone the soul. And so what do you
think would happen to aman without asoul who suddenly appeared in the twentieth century?

Another good question.
And one deserving of an answer.

Such aman without asoul would ingtantly fall prey to demonic entities. For it isonly the presence of our
soulsthat keeps the buggers out.

So, here we have aman without a soul, possessed by demons, searching the latter part of the twentieth
century for hisson. And here we have his son, driven by The Voice, screwing up the latter part of the

twentieth century and creating a Situation ideal for demonic agenciesto seize control of society. The
crestion of asingle mega-organization running damn near everything.

That isfertile soil for Old Nick and his chums.
ThatisVirginterritory!

And it certainly would not have happened if the great and God-like Richard Branson had still been at the
hedm.

Would it? No, of courseit wouldn't. Arewe agreed? Yes, we are. It al makesperfect sense. Itisdl as
clear as an author's conscience.

Three questions only remain to be answered and then al the pieces will fit:
Wheat about The Voice?

How come Wingardeis now running Virgin?

And how come Dr Trillby isposing as his guru?

Again,good questions. So let us apply the science of deduction to them and get ourselves back to the
action.

It iscertainly not hard to see how, guided by The Voice and consdering dl he has so far achieved,
Wingarde could easily have taken over Virgin. And we can accept that Dr Trillby set himself up as editor
of theBrentford Mercury in ahistorically changing world as ameans of tracking down his son.
Information Superhighway stuff, data access, dl that kind of caper. And we can accept that it was some
time after Jm’smurder that Wingarde took over Virgin. By which time Virgin had aready bought out the
Brentford Mercury.

A continuation of deductive reasoning puts forth this smple proposition. A new head of Virgin,
recognized by Dr Trillby. He hasfound hiswandering son. Hiswishisto drag him back into the future.



But he can-not, because Soap Distant has his persond lifespan chronometer. He wants it back, so he
puts out the wanted posters and waits for Soap to regppear. And while he' swaiting he wants to keep
closeto his son. So he gpproaches him, chats with him, and as he knows everything about Wingardeit is
not difficult for him to convincethelad that heislittlelessthan aguru.

But but but but but but! | hear you say. What about The Voice? If thisis The Voice of God in
Wingarde shead, The Voice of God will know.

So, what about The Voice?

Good question.

Very good question.

Very good question indeed.

Armageddon:  The Musicd Words and whatnots by Gandhi’ s Hairdryer

‘The Dda Lama sBarn Dance

Acupuncture, absent hedling, dchemy and eyelesssight,

Ectoplasm, dementas, OTO and inner light. ESP and elongation, healing currents, Eckanar, Flying
saucers, flat Earth theories, Order of the Silver Star.

(And that ain’t the sheriff)

Ghosts and temples, Gnogticism, Glastonbury Zodiec,

Mysteries and Meher Baba, magnetism, men in black.

Apparitions, astral bodies, amulets, astrology, Gerad Gardner, Alex Sanders, Anton L. and MrC.

(Mr Crowley, that is. The man was a beast)

Loch Ness mongter, Hatha yogi, levitation, hollow Earth,



Hexagrams and Kirlian photos, Lobsang Rampa, Patience Worth.
Hare Krishna, Krishnamurti, zelator and neophyte,

Kannakarma, Dala Lama, Church of Satan, Church of Light.

(I Ching. You Ching. Wedl Ching together)

Avatars and biocation, Book of Shadows, Book of Thoth,
Doubles, dowsing, dreams and Druids, visions of the Holy Ghost.
Precognition, Vril and VVoodoo, succubi and the Golden Dawn,

I’m getting sick of dl thishoodoo. | think I’ll go and mow the lawn.

Y ee hah.
We gone.
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Soap Digtant wasn't mowing the lawn. He was having a bath.
He was ruminating in the tub. Dwdlling in the lather. Soaking, sud-sniffing, things of that nature.

Omdlly had told him that, although the retro library clerk costume and the smudged face make-up did
make Soap look something of acharacter, it also made him look something of atwat. So why didn’t
Soap just go upstairs and have abath, help himsdlf to something from Omaly’ s extensve wardrobe and
then come down and meet the Gandhisfor dinner?

And so Sogp was having a bath. Ruminating in the tub. Soaking, suds, sniffing— ‘I’ ve got to work all
thisout,” said Soap to himself.

‘Apply the science of deduction. | haven't got all the piecesyet. But | know I’ ve got some of them. |
know it'sthe men in the black T-shirts. | know they travel through time. And | know they mess around
with history. Save rock starsfrom tragic early deaths, and so on. And now this Wingardeisin charge of
Virginand Virgin virtualy own dl rock music. It'sal connected and it’sall to do with rock music.

‘But what about Im?Why kill poor Im?Jm wasafriendly harmless soul. And amigble buffoon, redlly.
But he was agood man. A much-loved man of Brentford. Why would anyone want to kill him?

Soap sghed amidst the suds. * It hasto bethemusic,’ hesaid. ‘ Jm'’ s share in the Gandhis or something.



But I'm sureit’sal down to thisWingarde and hisguru. I’ll get to the bottom of it. Getting to the bottom
of thingsiswhat | do best.’

And with that said, and as he was now al prune-wrinkly from more than three hoursin the bath, Soap
rose from his perfumed water, dipped on arather spiff-ing white towelling bathrobe and examined
himslf inamirrored wall tile.

Same death-mask dead-white physog. Same trans-parent hooter. Same pink hamster eyeballs. Same
fibre-optic flat-top.

* Same good-looking son of atunnel,” said Soap Distant. Soap rootled about in Omally’ s wardrobe,
marvel-ling a the quantity of suits. He selected for himsdf ablack silk number, matching shirt and shoes.

‘Black sk shoes,” said Soap, twirling before the mirror-tiled bedroom wall. * Omally knows how to live.
Butisthisme, or isthisme?

Soap concluded that it was indeed he, as black was redllyhis colour. He turned out the pockets of the
library clerk’ suniform and came across the golden plastic meddlion andthe watch.

Now, what should he do with this? Flush it down the toilet? Soap weighed up the pros and cons.
Perhapsit would be better just to hang onto it. Use it as a means to meet up with thisLeo once again.
Soap stuck the medallion into his pocket and strapped the watch onto hiswridt.

‘Very smart, said Soap. ‘Very futuristic.’

All dolled up and dandy, Soap made hisway down-gtairs. Sounds of gaiety echoed where they could
about the crowded entrance hall. Coming from behind a panelled door, which Sogp assumed must lead
to the dining room.

Soap thought that he' d make a grand entrance and so he picked hisway through the chaos, knocked
smartly on the door and flung it open.

The dining room, for such it was, was grand as grand could be.

The wdlswere hung with portraits of the Crawford family.

There were dudes done up as generdsand ladies dl in lace.

Y ou could tell they dl were Crawfords, for they had the Crawford face.
The furniture was old and rich, of Chippendale persuasion.

Thetable fairly groaned with grub, asfor some State occasion.

A laughing group was gathered round, Omally at the head.

As Soap appeared their laughter stopped and silence reigned instead.

‘What avery poetic room,” said Soap. ‘ Er, why are you staring at me like that?



Omally rose from his chair and pointed atrembling finger at Soap.‘ Of dl the suitsin my bloody
wardrobe,” he said, ‘why did you have to choose that one?

‘It' sblack,” said Soap. My favourite colour.’
‘It smy funera suit, said Omdly. ‘Theonel woreto Jm’sfunerd.’

‘Oh dear.” Colour roseto Soap’s cheeks. ‘1I’m so sorry, John. | didn’t know. I'll go and change at
once.’

Omally shook hishead. ‘No,” hesaid. ‘ Forget it, Soap. It does suit you. Keep it, it syours.”

Soap Distant stood in the doorway, the now legendary spare prick at awedding.

Omally beckoned. * Come and sit down here by me and get stuck into thisgrub.’

Soap took a seat. Omally poured wine and made the introductions.

‘ThisisLitany,” said John, ‘the most wonderful Snger on Earth.’

Soap nodded smiles towards the woman nodding smiles a him. She was dim and svelte and stunning.
All inwhite with eyes of emerad green. Soap was taken at once by her beauty, but also by the thought
that surely he had met this woman before. There was something about her that rang one of those little
bellsthat you can’'t actudly hear but you know are being rung. Somewhere.

‘I lovethe moustache,” said Soap. ‘Isthat afashion thing?

‘It sametaphor,” said Litany.

‘Ohyes,’ said Soap. ‘' Of courseit is’

‘AndthisisRicky, said John. ‘ The grestest Stratster on the planet. He steaching meto play.’

“Pleased to meet you, Soap,” said Ricky, reaching for ahandshake. ‘ John’ stold me all about you. Did
you redly vist the centre of the Earth?

‘Certainly did,” said Soap. ‘ Although I’ ve midaid the photos.’

‘lan'tit dwaystheway,” said Ricky, which rang another bell.

‘ThisisPigarse’ said Omdly. ‘ Pigarseisthe loudest drummer in history.’

‘| can seeright through your nose” said Pigarse. ‘Horribleit isand filled with bogeys.’
‘Pleased to meet you too,” said Soap.

‘But Johnhas told usalot about you,” said Pigarse.

Soap nodded out a“‘ That'snice'.



‘He said you were an amiable buffoon.’
‘Cheers, John,” said Soap.

John made the last introductions. But as the other members of the Gandhisrarely said anything and
appeared to belittle more than mere ciphersincluded to make up the numbers, that was that was that.

A plate was pushed in front of Soap and he was urged tofill it.

The spread of food was quite beyond anything Soap had ever seen before, even when dining with the
King of Shambhala. It isafact well known to those that know it well, that the very rich like nothing better
than to dine upon endangered species. But Soap was par-ticularly impressed to find that here things were
different. This selection of foodstuffs was entirely com-posed from extinct species.

Soap helped himsdf to the haunch of woolly mammoath.

John Omally filled Soap’ s glasswith wine and spoke. * Asthisisthe anniversary of Jm’'sdeeth,” he said,
‘we gather together here to feast. To toast Jm’s memory and to think of him. It's good to have you here,
Soap. Norman would have come but as he’ sin prison he'shad to cry off.’

‘Norman in prison,” said Soap. ‘What for?

‘It'squite along story, but I'll keep it short. Norman built aracehorse for Jm.’

‘Built him aracehorse? Soap helped himsdf to thefillet of cave-bear. ‘ That sounds right, knowing
Norman.’

‘He'samogt inventive lad. But you see, it was more than just aracehorse. And when m waskilled,
Norman didn’'t know quite what to do with it. So he thought that, in Jm’s memory, he'd raceit. And it
was thefirgt time the Derby was ever won by aunicorn.

Soap' sdice of cave-bear went down the wrong way.

‘Smdl Daverodeit tovictory.’

‘But | thought Small Dave was wanted by the police. For biting off that manager’ s—'

‘Cock,” said Pigarse.

‘Penis,’ said Soap.

‘That sounds even ruder,” said Pigarse. ‘Why do you think that is?

Soap shook hishead and Omally continued.

‘Small Dave disguised himsdlf asawoman. So he was the first woman ever to win the Derby. Made
higtory, that did.’

Soap had no comment to make regarding history.

John went on. ‘Do you recall what that Penist said to Small Dave? he asked.



‘Of course,’ said Soap, checking out the Irish EIK. ‘It was only acouple of daysago.’
Omally raised an eyebrow.

‘ Seemslike a couple of days ago. But she said that she saw him galloping to glory. So | suppose shewas
right, wasn't she?

‘She’' sdwaysright. I’ ve seen her mysdlf on more than one occasion.’
‘Shejerkshim off,” said Pigarse.

‘Shedoesnot,” said John. *But to go on with what | was saying, Norman named the unicorn The
Pooley. And Small Dave pulled off the Derby win. And not just once, but four timesin arow.’

“Hard to beat a unicorn, eh? Soap forked sabre-toothed tiger onto his somewhat crowded plate.

‘ And no doubt he would have won again thisyear, if it hadn’'t been for the Incident.’

‘Goon,” said Soap. ‘ Tel metheworst.’

‘Small Dave was on Parkinson. In drag, naturally. He' d become something of a TV celeb. But being
Small Dave, he' d imbibed rather too fredy in the hospitality lounge and by thetimeit was histurn to
comeon, he was—'

‘Pissed asabishop,” said Pigarse. ‘ Pass me the dodo legs.’

‘Hewas drunk,” said John. * And you know what Parki€ s like with the women.

‘No,” said Soap. ‘What ishe like?

Omally made aknowing face, which spared him the use of the word ‘alegedly’.

‘Oh? said Soap. ‘Redlly?

‘S0, Parkie tarts chatting Small Dave up and Parkie puts his hand on Small Dave' s knee, and the next
thing you know there strouble, and Dave s bitten off Parkie’'s—'

‘No!” Soap coughed up Mastodon. ‘Not Parkie' s penistoo?

‘I'm afraid s0. And you'll never guess who was another guest on that same show. Only Inspectre Hovis,
Brentford s Detective in Resdence.’

‘So Small Dave s back in the suitcase!’

‘A very special suitcase, built for the purpose. And of course Norman got arrested and banged up in
prison. So he couldn’t be with ustonight.’

‘Pity,” said Soap, wondering whether he should eat what he had on his plate so far, before trying to fit
on any Siberian Rhinocercs. ‘But at least you' ve survived afree man, John. And you' ve got this
incredible house’



‘I got it pretty cheaply, asit happens. Thelast of the Crawfords snuffed it and the place came on the
market. It had acquired abit of an evil reputation.’

‘The Curse of the Crawfords? said Soap.

‘A ghogt. And not afamily one. A new one. Although I’ ve never seenit.’
‘| don't like ghogts,” said Soap. ‘Don't likethem at al.’

‘Have you ever seen aghost? asked Litany.

‘Loads,’ said Soap. ‘It’sin the family. My dad was a seer, my mum apsychic, even our cat read the
tarot. That's one of the reasons | went beloooow. To get away from ghosts. Thetales| could tell you...’

‘Yes,’ said John. ‘But they’ re better left until after the ten o' clock watershed...’

‘I heard,” said Pigarse, ‘that there' satribe of dwarves with tattooed earsliving under Brentford and that
they come up a night and snatch away infants from their cots’

‘Wherever did you hearthat?" Soap asked.

‘| read it in theBrentford Mercury. There was thiswhole series of articles written by the editor about
how he' d travelled to the centre of the Earth and planted the nation’ s flag. And he had photos and
everything. He was knighted by Prince Charles. I’ ve got acopy of hisbook. It was abestsdller.
Published by Virgin, of course’

Soap took to the grinding of histeeth.

The evening passed as such evenings do, with greet conversation and mighty consumption of liquor. The
noise of laughter rose to unthinkable heights, as the quality of humour sank to unthinkable depths.

Ricky took out his Virgin walkman (no longerVirgin-Sony) and put on the headphones. Soap saw a
look of contentment appear on hisface.

‘What are you ligtening to? asked Soap. ‘Isit the Gandhis music?

Ricky’ slook was one of bliss. Sogp Distant nudged his elbow. ‘What are you listening to?
‘Pardon? Ricky lifted an earphone.

‘| said, what areyou listening to? ‘It' satape of slence,’ Ricky sad.

‘What?Y ou're listening to a blank tape?

‘No.” Ricky switched off hiswakman. *It'sarecord-ing of slence. Made in the meditation chamber
beneath the Potda, in Tibet.’

‘I’ve been there,” said Soap. ‘And itisavery quiet place’

‘It sthe quietest place on Earth, apparently. Thisisadigita recording made of that silence. It’'sin stereo,



too.
‘Stereo slence?
‘Here, havealisten.” Picky passed the walkman and Soap dipped on the headphones.
‘Just press the on button,” said Ricky. And Soap pressed the on button.

And sllence fdl upon Soap.

Complete and utter Slence. Blissful sllence. Peaceful, hedling, al-consuming silence. Soap could no
longer hear the laughter and ribaldry. All the noise of the room had gone and only silence remained.

Soap switched off the walkman and the row came rushing back.

‘That’sincredible,” said Soap. ‘| couldn’'t hear any-thing at all. Except for utter silence.’

‘Good, isn'tit? sad Picky. ‘And great if you' ve got noisy neighbours. Y ou just stick the tape on your
sound system and turn it up full blast. And then the whole room'’ sfilled with silence. Helps meto get off
to deep when we' reon tour, | cantell you.’

Picky took hiswakman back and put on his headphones once more.

‘Could you make me acopy of that tape? Soap asked.

But Picky couldn’t hear him.

Soap chatted with the other Gandhis, even the oneswho had nothing to say. The oneswho had nothing
to say said to Soap that they were really pleased to meet him and how John had told them so much about
him and what anice evening it was and had Soap heard their new album? Which was called
Armageddon: The Musical and was based on the bestsdlling nove by the famous Johnny Quinn.

Soap said that he was sure he could remember read-ing abook by Johnny Quinn, way back in the
axties, but the name of it had dipped hismind.

The evening passed further on and soon became the middle of the night. Soap stifled yawns. It had been
along day, and ahard' n. He peeped at the wristwatch. Whatwas thetime?

Theface of the watch was a blank and unlit screen.

Soap peered a bit more closaly and wondered which button you had to pressto get the time up.
‘That’sasmart watch,” said Pigarse, leaning far too close to Soap. ‘ Wingarde' s got awatch like that.’
‘Has he? said Soap. ‘Well, that clinchesit.’

‘Clencheswhat? asked Pigarse. ‘ Bottom cheeks?

‘Very possibly,” said Soap. ‘Bt it hasto be the same Wingarde. He did have some fancy wristwatch,
but | didn't get to look at it closdly. I’d just jumped out of awindow and | was hovering intheair.’



‘Go on, Soap,” said Omally. ‘It swell past the ten o clock watershed now.’
‘Well,;" said Soap, ‘ perhaps | should tell you dl about it

‘Let metry your wristwatch on,” said Pigarse.

‘No,” said Soap. ‘I'd rather you didn’t.’

‘That’ swhat bleeding Wingarde said. Comeon, | won't break it.’

Pigarse lunged forward to snatch at the wristwatch, but his hand struck something invisible and hefell
back wailing and clutching & hisfig.

‘“What did you do to him, Sogp? said Omally. ‘He' sthe drummer, you' veinjured hishand.’
‘| didn’t do anything.” Soap shook hishead. ‘Hejust lunged at me, you saw it and...’

Soap' svoicetrailed away. It wasthe watch. It had to be the watch. What was it Wingarde had said?
Lifespan chronometer incorporating persona defence mechanism. That waswhat he'd said.

‘So,” said Soap, ‘what do we have here? And hetinkered with the buttons on the watch.
And then there was a click and a bang and awhoosh.
And there was no more of Soap Distant.

TheInevitable Cop-out Ending

The grey-whiskered father looked down at the boy
And reached for histeeth in the glass.

He dotted them onto his old wrinkled gums

And rattled hisfingers and crackled histhumbs,
And suggested the lad take a seat by the window.

Because he had questions to ask.

Now tell me, young fellow, the old fellow said,
Asthelad spread hisfeet on the pouffe.

Therearethings | must know, for my time’ sdrawing near.



AndI’ll bejust amemory later thisyear.
So please do me the kindness to answer methis,

Before you' re away on the hoof.

Just nameit, my daddy, the young boy replied,
Ask anything under the sun.

If it sanswers you want, then I’ [l speek as| find,
So go right ahead, be assured | don’t mind.
Consder thefloor to beyours, asl’ve said,

Spit it out, you old son of agun.

Thusand so, said the ancient, my questionisthis

— But the telephone interjected.

And the boy went to answer it out inthe hall,

And alarge moose' s head that hung there on thewall
Fell down on hisfather and crushed him to death.
Which is pretty much what we expected!
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As Soap had no ideawhat to expect, he was not particularly surprised when he found himsalf in yet
another empty room. Thisone, however, differed from the last in that it retained al of itsfixturesand
fittings. Thisroom had merely been emptied of people. Sogp was al done now in Omdly’ s dining room.
It was cold and dark and somewheat eerie.

Moonlight sdled in through the French windows and fell upon the Crawford faces on thewall, which
seemed to view Soap disapprovingly.

‘Damn,” said Soap. ‘Not again.’

And then hefdl backwards onto the floor.



Someone had obvioudy moved his chair, so it wasn't there to greet his bum upon its future return.

Effing and blinding, as was now his habit, Soap struggled onto the vertica plane. It was not a matter of
wheream | now? It was a matterof when? The remains of the feast could be seen in the moonlight, so
surely it was only amatter of hours.

Soap considered checking his watch. Soap scrubbed around that idea.

“WW00000000000000000," came a voice from a darkened corner.  W000000000 and woe.’

Small hairsrose dl over Soap and hisface took on a haunted expression. Which, although appropriate,
didn’t help too much.

“Woe unto the house of Digtant,” went the voice. Soap ssammered out a‘Who' sthere?
‘Thisisthe ghost of Gunnersbury House’

‘Oh my,” went Soap, a-clutching at his heart. ‘Oh my, no, hold on there’

‘Hold on there? asked the ghost.

“Hold on there, | know that voice. Pooley, isthat you?

‘Of courseit'sme,” said the ghost of Jm.

Soap clenched bard upon chattering teeth and sank down into the nearest chair. *Oh, Jm, he said. * Oh,
Jm.

‘It svery good to see you, Soap,” said Pooley. Soap squinted into the semi-darkness. ‘| can't seeyou,’
hesad.

‘I'm over here by thewindow. But | won’t come out of the shadows. Y ou wouldn't want to seewhat |
look like now.

‘I'm so sorry, Jm. It sawful.’

‘I shorrible” said Jm. ‘Being aghost. It'scold and it' slonely and you hear thingsin the night. Things
that make noises bel oooow.’

‘Probably the dwarves,” said Soap, shaking away like agood ' n.

‘It snot the dwarves,” said Jm. ‘ And cam yoursalf down, Soap. It'sonly me.

‘I'm sorry.” Soap shook and quivered. ‘1 know it’syou, but you're d—'

‘Dead,” said Jm. ‘But wedon't usethe“D” word. Get yoursdf adrink and pull yourself together.’
Soap found an empty glassand afull bottle and st to correcting the imba ance.

‘But what are you doinghere? he asked Jm. ‘I thought ghosts haunted the places where they, you



know,

“You reach out,” said Jim. * At the moment of death. Y ou reach out to your nearest. | reached out to
John. He was here in Gunnersbury House, chatting with Lord Crawford about putting the Gandhison. |
reached out to here and thisiswhere |’ ve stayed. I’'m stuck here. But John can’t hear or see me and
athough I’ ve been able to put the wind up afew people you' re thefirg old friend who hasthe gift, asit
were!’

Soap drank up and refilled hisglass. * Y ou shouldn’t be here, Jm,” he said. * Y ou were agood man. Y ou
should have gone to the good place. It' s not right for you to sill be here!’

‘| can't leave,” said Jm. ‘Not yet. Not until every-thing's been put right. And my spirit cannot be at rest
until the man who killed meis brought to justice.’

Soap' steeth rattled againgt hiswine glass.
‘Sorry,” said Jm. ‘ The afterlife can get alittle gloomy.’
‘I think you'reteking it dl very wdll.

‘Y eah, well, I’ve cometo termswith it now. For thefirst couple of years| raged about like awild man.
Butitdidn't hep.’

‘I'll sort it for you, Jm,” said Soap, ‘trust me, | will.’

‘| rather hoped you' d say that. Y ou know that you wereright al aong, don’t you? About history being
changed while you were belooow? Branson on the banknotes and al that kind of business.’

‘Ohyes’ said Soap, a-swigging. ‘| know.’
‘But there still alot of it that you don't know and so I’'m going to tell it to you now.’

And s0 Jm did. He told Soap the lot. About THE END and Dr Trillby and Geraldo and the fanboys
from the future and how Wingarde had been saving rock stars' lives because Jm had pulled off The
Pooley. And Soagp told Jm al that he knew and dl that he' d been though and by the end of it dl they
both agreed that they seemed to know quite alot about everything.

Which they amost did, of course.

“You must find Geraldo;” said Jm. Y ou’ ve seen his photograph, so you know what he lookslike. He
said he'd go back in time and reverse everything that Wingarde had done. But he obvioudly hasn't got
round to it yet. He' s probably till going from concert to concert. But I'm sure he' Il turn up for thisone
and I’'m surethat if you tell him what Wingarde' sup to now he'll sortit al out.’

‘Okay,” said Soap. ‘But listen, Jm. Everything pointsto Wingarde, you know. That he was the one who
killed you. To clear the family name because you pulled off The Pooley.’

‘I know,” said Jm. ‘But it doesn’t make any sense. He killed me because | pulled off The Pooley. But |
never got to pull off The Pooley, because he killed mefirst. Soif | never pulled off The Pooley, he would
have had no reason to kill mein thefirst place.



‘Do you know what | think, Jm? said Soap. ‘No, Soap, what do you think?
‘I think time travel really complicatesthings.” Jm looked at Soap.

But Sogp didn’t look at Jm. *Quite,” said Jim.

‘And I'll tel you something dse’

‘Goon.

‘| have a score to settle with that Leo. He nicked my photos and took the credit for my journey to the
centre of the Earth.’

‘Well, you did nick hiswristwaich first.
‘I didn’t nick it. It just fll into my hand.’
‘Just leaveit dl to Geraddo, Soap. Let him sort it out.’

‘All right. But that Wingarde must be brought to justice for what he did to you. And then you can rest
easy in your grave and go to the good place’

‘Yes” sadJm, ‘I'd like that very much.’

Soap dtretched and yawned. ‘I'm redlly knackered,” he said. ‘| was knackered anyway. But now |
reckon I’ ve got the time travel ler’ sequivdent of jetlag.’

‘That’ sredly tough,” said Jim, ‘ because you' re not going to get much deep.
‘I'll have alie-in tomorrow.’
‘No, you won't, Soap. Thisisthe day after tomor-row. Thisisthe day of the concert.’

The Men Aboard the Lorries (More big juggernaut action)

Over the hill and into thetown
The juggernaut came roaring.
Into the deepy hamlet where

Thefolk are warm and snoring.

Down the narrow shopping Street,



Over the blind road-sweeper’ sfeet.
Cracking thetilewith its exhaust heat

The juggernaut came roaring.

Onto the lanes where the farmers walk
Thejuggernaut came screaming
Padt libraries where none may talk

And the out-of-work st dreaming.

Over the cobbledy cobbledy way,
Ruining the blacksmith’ sholiday.
Digracting the faithful asthey pray,

Thejuggernaut came screaming.

The men aboard the lorries

Laugh asthey drivedong.

And don’'t give atossfor asmplefolk
And can't tdll right from wrong.
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Now one of the best things about outdoor rock concertsisthat they involve alot of big juggernaut
action. There' sdl that beefy,” boy-type equipment that has to be loaded up and hauled about and
erected by alot of manly men in construction workers helmets, who whistle a girlsand swear alot.

It samanly man’sgameisrock music. Always has been, awayswill be. That' stheway it is.

Gunnersbury Park was abig old park and a pretty nice one, too. The house was origindly built for the
first Earl of Gunnersbury, Sir Rupert Crawford, who made his packet from the dave trade and the
trangportation of opium. Whether Sir Rupe would have gonefor rock ‘n’ roll is anyone’ sguess. And
what he would have thought about dl those‘ davesto the rhythm’ who would shortly befilling up his
grounds can only beimagined.



Hewould no doubt have approved of dl the dope they’ d be bringing and, as amanly man of some
renown, hewould certainly have loved dl the big juggernat action.

Which was ashame, redlly, asthere was't going to be any.

It was somewhat after eight of the morning clock when the snoozing Soap was raised from his dumbers
by what can only be described as a bloody horrible racket.

‘Aaaagh!” went Soap, faling down from his chair.  Bugger my boots, what’ sthat?

No answer came from Pooley. For with the coming of the dawn his shade had faded al away. Thisis
often the case with ghosts. It' satradition, or an old teeth-chatterer, or something.

Soap crawled over to the french windows and peered out. ‘ Bugger my boots,” he said once more and
not without good cause.

For driftingin from the lands of the west there came amarvelous sight. A helicopter of avesome
pro-portions, al red, white and logoed. And sung benesth it an entire rock concert stage protected from
the weather beneeth avast duminium haf-dome, com-plete with sound equipment, lighting gantries,
mixing desks and dl the bits and bobs. It was a single unit. One of the first Virgin Integrated Outdoor
Concert Systems. Solar-powered and digitized and dl that kind of caper.

The hdlicopter moved forward and hovered over-head, blotting out the sky and giving Soap the willies.
Servo units engaged, cogs meshed, hawsers hawsed and down to the grass before Gunnersbury House
came the stage with al its bits and bobs and bugger-my--booteries.

Soap watched the descent, boggle-eyed, shaking his head at the wonder of it dl. ‘It'sabit close,” he
observed as the stage touched down and minced John's car to scrap. Stagehands and roadcrew
swarmed down ropes from the helicopter’ s belly and disconnected the hawsers and suchlike. The
helicopter rose and swept away and that was that was that.

Soap roseto hisfeet, opened the french windows and strolled outside to view the rear of the stage.

And down from it jumped two men. They wore black suits and sunglasses. One held apistol, the other a
wakie-takie set.

‘Pasd’ shouted the gunman in amenacing manner.
‘“What? replied Soap, rather too shocked to move.
‘Backstage pass. Whip it out.’

‘I"'m with the band,” said Soap, which sometimesworks.

The chap with the walkie-talkie shouted into it. ‘ Intruder in rear-stage area,” he shouted. * One for the
wagon. First of theday.’

‘Now just you see here!” said Soap.

‘And he' salive one. Best bring the dogs.’



‘Hang about,” said Soap.

‘Y es, hang about.” The voice was Omaly’sand the rest of him accompanied it. John came marching up
the drive, paused for amoment to view the areawhere his car should surely have been, shook his head
and approached the rear—stage area.

‘Ah, good morning, Mr Omally.” The men in black saluted John. The one with the walkie-talkie struck
himsdlf on the head with it, the one with the gun did likewise and dmaost put hiseye out.

‘That fills me with confidence,” said Soap.
‘Thismaniswithme,’ said Omaly. ‘Here, take this, Soap, and put it on.’

John handed Soap one of those plasticized backstage pass jobbies which can be a passport to sexual
blissif you flash them in front of the right women. Soap clipped it onto hislapd.

‘Off aout your business,” said John, and the men in black went off about their business.

John led Soap away to histerrible kitchen. * That was some stunt you pulled the night before last,” he
sad, forcing bread into a blackened toaster. ‘Vanishing into thin air like that. Pigarse pooed his pants.’

‘Yes, John, I’'m sorry. | can explain about that. I’ ve got to tell you everything.’

‘Well, you'll haveto doit later.” John peered into the toaster, from which smoke was dready beginning
torise

‘No, John. | haveto tell you now.

‘Later,” said John, fanning hisface. ‘| have to meet the Bestles’

They camein by helicopter too. It dropped down onto the lawn beside the stage and Soap munched on
burnt toast and watched it through the unwashed kitchen window.

He saw the Bestles being helped down by their minders and nurses and fussed about and settled into
whedchairs.

‘That Wingarde has alot to answer for,” said Soap, spitting black bitsinto the sink. *And I’m going to
punch him right on the nose when | seehim.” Pigarse wandered into the kitchen. ‘ Aasagh!’ he went and
he clutched at histrouser seat and limped away at speed.

‘Fucking hdll, what apong,” said Ricky breezingin. ‘ Oh, it syou, Soap. Where did you spring from?

‘Yes, I'm very sorry about that, you see— *Waell, never mind,” said Ricky. ‘It salwaysajoy to see
Pigarsefilling hiskecks. Have the Begtles arrived?

‘They’re out there,” said Soap, pointing. ‘ They look redly old and knackered.’

‘That’ s because theyare old and knackered. Old rockers never know when to quit. It' sal the buzz from



playing live. The adrenaine rush. Makes you fed like agod. Once you' ve had it you never want to lose
it.

‘It'snot for me,” said Soap. ‘But listen, Picky. A couple of things. Could you lend methat silence tape?

‘Sure, | won't need it today.” Ricky pulled out hiswalkman and handed it to Soap. ‘What else do you
want?

‘I have to find someone who will bein the crowd. Will there be surveillance cameras set up?

‘There dways are, they'redl over the place’

‘So could | get accessto the control room or some-thing? Look at the screens or whatever?

“You've got your security clearance card there. Y ou can go pretty much where you want.’

‘Splendid,” said Soap. * So which bands are playing today?

‘Well, there' sus. But we're near the bottom of the bill today.’

‘Is Litany going to do her magic thing as soon as you go on?

‘No, not until right at the end, when the Besatles have finished their set. She' s going to do one of those
Marilyn Monroe numbers. “ Happy birthday, Mr President”. She'll be doing “Happy birthday, Mr
Lennon”. Thenshell letitrip.’

‘Sowho dseisplaying?

‘All the usua suspects. The Who. Jmi Hendrix. Elviswill be making an gppearance.’
‘Elvisplaying Brentford!” Soap whistled.

‘Doing stuff from his new rap dbum. And there s Ali Dada’

‘Never heard of them,” said Soap.

‘ And Screaming Lord Sutch and the Savages.’

‘God bless Screaming Lord Sutch,” said Soap* .

‘They’ll dl bearriving soon,” said Ricky. ‘What timeisit, do you know?

Soap amost pressed a button on the wristwatch. Almost, but not quite. ‘1 don’t know,” said Soap. ‘It's
broken. But tell methisaso: will Wingarde and his guru be coming?

Ricky nodded his big-haired head. He till had dl the big hair, athough it hadn’t been mentioned of late.
‘Thelittle shit will be here. Throwing hisweight around and making an arsehole of himself.’

‘Good,” said Soap. ‘He and | have much to discuss.’

‘Rather you than me,” said Picky. ‘I can’t stand the bastard.’



* And so say dl of us. Sadly missed.

The bastard was having his breakfast. The full English and heavy on the ketchup. He sat at atable on the
roof terrace of the Virgin Mega City Rich Bastard's Tower.

The roof terrace afforded Wingarde afine view of Brentford. As he munched upon his egg, he could see
al the earth-movers moving earth and the diggers digging away.

Wingarde raised apair of binoculars and smiled as he watched the demolition ball cleaving itsway into
number seven Mafeking Avenue.

‘Out with the old and in with the new,” crooned Wingarde, setting down his bins and tucking into some
unburnt toast.

“You'revery chipper thismorning, said TheVoice. ‘“Well, it' sal moving dong nicely. Y ou' re pleased
with the progress, | trust.’

‘Most pleased. And I’ ve rewarded you well for your labours, have | not?

“You certainly have.” Wingarde chewed upon a sausage. ‘Mmmmph mmm, mmph, mmph,” he
continued.

‘Don't spesk to God with your bloody mouth full.’

‘Sorry, God.” Wingarde wiped hischin. ‘| was say-ing thank you very much. | redly enjoy bossing
people around.’

‘| thought it might apped to you and it suits my purposeswell.’

“What exactly are your purposes? Wingarde scooped up bacon. ‘1 keep on asking and you keep on
being vague.

‘Becauseit’ snone of your damn business. But I ll tell you this, Wingarde. That little town you see down
there being ploughed away. From its earth will rise amighty tower. A tower that will be atempleto
science’

‘Built in praise of you, Sr?

‘Builtin praiseof me’

‘But why build it in Brentford? Brentford' s such adump.’



‘Because, as anyone who knowstheir history will tell you, Brentford occupiesthe site of the Biblical
Eden.’

‘And that’ simportant, isit?
‘Y ou are afuckwit, Wingarde. But, oh look, here comes your guru.’
‘I don’'t know why | need aguru anyway,” whispered Wingarde. ‘“When | talk directly to you.’

‘I’vetold you before, he' s here to protect you. He has your best interests at heart, and mine ad so,
athough he does not know it.’

‘Isthat why you won't et metell him about you?
‘Something like that. So just keep schtum and be nice to him. OK?
‘OK,” whispered Wingarde, scraping jam on to a piece of toast.

‘Good morning, Wingarde,” said Dr Vincent Trillby, striding up in dressing gown and dippers. To ether
sde of him strode Balberith and Gressil, but Wingarde couldn’t see them, so hedidn’t poo his pants.

‘Good morning, True Father,” said Wingarde, which was accurate enough.

‘All going well with the demolition work? Dr Trillby helped himsdlf to some of Wingarde' s bacon.
‘Splendidly,” said Wingarde, pulling his plate beyond reach. ‘But | do have abit of bad newsfor you.
‘Ohyes? Dr Trillby helped himself to some of Wingarde' s coffee.

‘Well, you know that wristwatch you had stolen?

Dr Trillby nodded and spoke in aguarded manner. ‘A family heirloom,” he said. * Of great sentimental
vaue’

‘Well, there’ sbeen a gpot of bother. | was sent some survelllance footage. The chap who nicked it
turned up on the street.’

‘Atlagt, said Dr Trillby. ‘I knew hewould eventudly.’

‘“Well, hetried to escape in agetaway car and a police helicopter blew it to buggeration. Slapped wrists
all round. A bit of a cock-up.’

Dr Trillby’ sface took on an ashen hue. He rocked upon his heals and clenched hisfists and bottom
cheeks.

‘That’ syou fucked, then,” said the voice of Leviathan.
‘Pardon me? said Wingarde.

‘I'mtaking to mysdf.’



‘ Areyou having another of your mystical turns? When the saints speak through your mouth?

‘Something likethat!” Dr Trillby turned shakily upon his hed and staggered from the terrace. Once out
of sght of Wingarde, and dl donein the very posh lounge (well, dmost al done), he flung himself down
to the goatskin rug and drummed hisfists on the floor.

‘What apity for you,” said the voice of Leviathan.
“Y our time-travel watch al blown to buggeration. You'll just have to stay in this century with us’

‘Leavemedone!” blubbered Trillby.
‘No way, we're hereto stay. And so are you, by the sound of it.’

‘Ligten.” Trillby ground histeeth. ‘ Just listen. I’'m not saying it hasn't been fun. It has. But | returned to
this century for one reason only. To fetch my wandering boy. | can seethat he's done very well for
himsdf here, but his mother wants him back. And I’'m going to take him back no matter what.’

‘Not now your watch has gone boom.’
Dr Trillby drummed hisfists and thrashed hislegs about. * Oh, bollocks!” he shouted.  Oh, bollocks

bollocks bollocks!’

‘They’reaload of bollocks,’ said Pigarse. ‘I’m not say-ing hello.’

‘They'rethe Begtles, said John Omdly. * And dthough | don’t think much of them mysdf theywere
Jm’ sfavourites, soyou'll benicetothem or dse’

‘Or dsewhat?’ asked Pigarse. ‘I'll give you asmack. I've doneit before’

“Y ou’ ve one hand bandaged. | wouldn't try your luck.’

‘Luck does't enter into it when you fight asdirty asme.

John made them al line up in the entrance hdl. It was a very tidy entrance hall now. John had spent
much of the previous day clearing it up, with no help a al from the Gandhi men. Under normdl
circumstances he would never have considered clearing it up, but, well, it' s not every day you get to meet

the Bestles.
‘Look,” said John, inspecting histroops. ‘ They’ re old men. They’ re rock legends. Please show abit of

respect.’
Soap stuck his head out from behind the kitchen door. * Can | meet the Beatlestoo? he asked.

‘All right,” said John. * Get on the end of the line there, next to Pigarse.’
Soap got onto the end of the line and stood to attention.

“Youtwat,” Pigarse whispered.



Thefront door swung open and men in black entered. They flanked the doorway, flexing their shoulders
and looking *useful’. And then into the hal walked an old gentleman, supporting himsalf on an ebony
cane.

‘Blimey,” mumbled Soap. * It's Eppy. Brian Epstein.’

‘Old shirt-lifter,” said Pigarse.

Brian Epstein hobbled adong the lined-up Gandhis, saying thingslike, * So you' re aGandhi, areyou? and
‘So you're a Gandhi too?

‘I"ll nut himif hetouchesme,” said Pigarse. The Besatles now made their gppearance. Out of their
wheelchairs but shaky on their ancient pins. They wibbly-wobbled aong theliar, saying the same sort of

thing.

All except for Lennon, of course. Lennon hadn’t lostit.

‘I redly loveyour music, hesaidto Litany. ‘You'reavery taented lady.’

‘“Thank you,” said Litany. ‘I’d love to sing to you before you go on stage. It would make a great
difference, | promise’

‘That would be nice” said Lennon. ‘I’d like that very much.’

Soap got to shake hands with them al. He was, frankly, entranced. Overwhelmed. He knew it was dl
wrong. That it just shouldn’t be. But here it was happening anyway. Here was he, Sogp Digtant, actually
shaking hands with the Fab Four. It was amoment he would treasure for ever. A magical moment. A
moment that nothing could spoil.

‘I can seeright through your nose,” said Ringo. ‘Horrible, itis’

Stuck-up Ducks

Quack quack go the feathered folk.
Their mating habits are ajoke.
They never wear the old Dutch cap

Nor trouble with acondom.

Quack quack go the feathered fowl,



They have no truck with goose or owl.
Or Siamese strings and Ben Waballs

Or plug-in rubber dildos.

Quack quack go the feathered clowns,
Getting off on watered downs.
Caring not for Roman Showers

Or ritua bondage rimming.

Quack quack go the feathered lads.

Knowing not their mums and dads.

They areaflock of bastards.

So who do they think they are, waddling about with their beaksin the air, scorning harmless forms of

deviant sexua recreation when it’ s quite clear they don't have enough morasto scribble down in big
writing on asheet of Brentford Borough Council toilet paper?

A good question!
Quack indeed!
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There were plenty of ducks on Gunnersbury Lake. But soon many of these would be taking to their
wings. Driven from their dabblings by mishehaving fanboystossng beer cans.

At just gone ten of the morning clock the park gates were opened and the ‘ticket-holders only’ flooded
through.

Soap Distant stood on the concert stage benegth the great al uminium half-dome, hoping to get aglimpse
of Geraldo. But as the green grass sank beneath the tidal wave of black-T-shirted youth, Soap’s heart
sank with it and alump rosein histhroat.

‘Thousands of the ugly-looking buggers,” said Soap. And his voice carried through the speaker system
and echoed dl over the park.



It was apoor start to the proceedings. But in view of what was yet to come, it could well have been
con-sdered ahigh point.

In Various bedroomsin Gunnersbury House various Gandhis were togging up in their stage clothes.
They were very expendve stage clothes. Very exclusive stage clothes.

Pigarse struggled into apair of leather drainpipe trousers.

On his bed sat an old gent with atattooed face and agood line in scar tissue. * Ram a codpiece down
your crotch for art, washisadvice. ‘It getsthe girliesgoing and if they’ re disappointed later then it
serves them right for being so cock-happy.’

‘Cheers, Dad,” said Pigarse. ‘I’ ll use your motorbike helmet.’

Litany sat at adressing table in another of John's guest bedrooms. There seemed to be at least twelve
such bedrooms, athough John had never counted. All the bedrooms but his remained empty, but for the
Gandhis' vigts. John could have lived therock ‘n’ roll lifestyle, had he so wished. He could have partied
every night. But hedidn’t. Helived aone with his memories. Drunk for much of thetime, but ways
there to do the Gandhis' business.

John sat upon Litany’ s bed, idly toying with one of her shoes.

Litany glanced at hisreflection. ‘ Cheer up, John,” shesaid. ‘ Thisisgoing to be abig day. The day that
we change history.’

‘I know,” said John. ‘1 just wish Jim could have been hereto seeit.’

‘“You'vegot tolet Im go. It' sbeen fiveyears. If | can get overit so can you.’
‘Hewas my bestest friend. | loved that man. In amanly mannish sort of away.’
Litany adjusted her false moustache. It was green, asit was Saturday.

‘Do you know what? said John. ‘I’ ve never seen you without afalse moustache on.’
‘Nor have you ever seen me naked.’

‘No, you'reright about that.’

‘I know you've wanted to,’” said Litany, teasing about at her hair.

‘It doesn’'t seem right. | thought that, perhaps, you and Jm...’

‘Ohno,’ sad Litany. ‘I never would have.’

‘But he meant alot to you.

‘But not in that way. He was someone | wanted to meet. Have ways wanted to meet.’

‘“Who?Jm?



‘| can't explain it to you now. But oneday | will, | promise’

John rose from the bed and stretched a bit. ‘I’ d better get downgtairs,” he said. * And see how things are
going.

There were things going on al over the place on this particular day. At the Brentford nick, for instance.
There were things going onin there.

‘Right,” said Ingpectre Sherringford Hovis. ‘ Right, now listen up here’

He had alittle row of congtableslined up before him. They were an anonymous-looking bunch. But then
congtables always are. It’'s only when they rise up through the ranks and become detectives and suchlike
that they take on dl those lovable eccentricities that turn them into characters.

It' satradition. Or an old cliché or something.

Inspectre Hovis took a pinch of snuff and paced over to the big notice board behind his desk. * These
young fellow-me-lads,’ he said, pointing to arow of twelve grainy photographs. ‘ These young

fdlow-me-lads here’

‘Excuseme, gr,” said an anonymous constable who had a good memory, ‘but aren't they the young
fellow-me-lads who were caught on the speed-trap camerasfive years ago?

‘Correct,” said Hovis. * An unsolved case. And one that hangs over me like some sword of Androcles.’
‘Excuseme, gir,’ said an anonymous constable who had been classically trained (probably the onein the
Greek Tragedy poem), ‘but surely that should be Damocles. Androcles was the chap with the lion, you

know.’

Inspectre Hovis nodded thoughtfully, paced over to the constable and stamped upon hisfoot. The
classicdly trained constable hopped about for abit and then returned to anonymity.

‘One of these young fellow-me-lads, said Hovis, returning to the photographs, ‘isamurderer. | know
thisas surely as| know the back of my own head.’

‘Excuseme, Sir,” said an anonymous constable who had studied anatomy aswell asturns of phrase. ‘But
surely that should be hand.’

Hovis paced over and stamped onhis foot.

‘To continue,” said the Ingpectre. ‘I know for afact that these young fellow-me-lads are big fans of the
Besatles. And if they do not turn up a theconcertin -~ Gunnersbury Park today then I'm aWelshman.’
Hovis paused.

The anonymous constable with the geography ‘O’ level kept his counsd.

‘Just testing,” said Hovis. ‘Now, | want al you lot in plain clothes’



‘000000000000, Went the anonymous constables. * Plain clothes, how exciting.’

‘Y es, and none of you are to wear your helmetsthistime. It givesthe game away. | want these young
fellow-me-lads and | want them today. Do | make myself clear?

The congtables nodded anonymoudly.

‘Right, then draw copies of these photos from the front desk, get into your civvies and bugger off to the
park. Do you understand me? Bugger off!’

Buggery has dways been a popular prison pastime.

It ranks higher than scratching your initids on cell wals, fashioning guns and keys from soap, lying about
what crimes you' ve committed and protesting that you were fitted up by thefilth.

Oh, and tunndling out. Tunnelling out has dways been avery popular prison pastime.
But not so popular as buggery.

Buggery wins hands down.

And bottom-cheeks apart.

Small Dave hadn’t been buggered once. His repu-tation had entered the prison before him and any
aspiring buggerers kept arespectful distance from the vindictive grudge-bearing wee bastard who had cut
Parkie short on prime-time TV.

Not that Small Dave had been given alot of oppor-tunity to get himself buggered. He hadn’t. They had
banged Dave up in the high-security wing of the new Virgin Serving the Community Secure
Accom-modeation Unit, which stood upon what had recently been an area of outstanding natura beauty,
right next door to the Brentford nick.

Small Dave was a Rule 42 merchant. Solitary con-finement and a close mesh on the window.

So Dave kept himsdlf pretty much to himsdf. And busied himsdf with a pastime of hisown.

Smadl Dave wastunndlling out.

Now, the mgjor problem with tunndlling out isthis:

Whatdo you do with dl the earth?

Small Dave asked Norman about this during one of their little afternoon get-togethers, Norman
inhabiting as he did the cell next door to Dave, and having aready removed severd of the bricks from the
dividing wal by means of achisd he’ d fashioned from soap.

‘The secret’, said Norman, ‘isto dig not one hole but two. And put dl the earth you' ve dug from the
first hole into the second one!’



Small Dave made the face of thought. ‘ But what about al the earth you’ ve dug from the second hole?
he asked.

‘That’ swhere the science comesin,” explained Norman. ‘If you dig your second hole twice the size of
your first hole, ther€ Il be enough roominit for al the earth.’

Small Dave made with the gpproving nods. ‘ And isthat how you’ re meaning to escape? he asked.

‘Actualy, no. | thought I’d just blow my way out with the help of thisstick of dynamite that Zorro the
paper boy smuggled in.’

Small Davewhidtled. ‘ That'saredly big stick of dynamite,” he said. ‘How exactly did Zorro manageto
snugglethat in?

Norman leaned over and downwards and whispered.

‘Bugger that!” said Dave.

‘Bugger me!” said Soap to himsdf. ‘I’ m never going to find Geraldo amongst al thismaob.’
And quiteafair old mob it was by now. They were ill plodding in through the park gates and
bottle-necking up amongst the concession stals and T-shirt stands and beer wagons and overpriced

Portaloos and all the rest that had been flown in benesth afleet of helicopters. But the Brentford sun was
shining bravely and it did have dl the makings of abeautiful day.

The world’ s mediawere there in force. Camerateams and up-front girlie presentersin boob tubes and
belly button piercings. Eager to grab the old sound bites from the kids for the evening news.

Because the Bestles could till make the news. They were British Indtitutions, each of them. And they
were safe and cosy establishment figures. Part of society’ sfurniture.

They’ d been bought off with their meda s from the Queen (John had apologized for giving his back and
Prince Charles had bunged him areplacement in the

Royd Mail). And they gave the public what the public thought it wanted. Which isdightly different from
giving the public what it actudly needs. Which isaboot up the arse sometimes.

Y es, the Beatles were dead fab and the devil take the man who saysthey’re not.

A girlie presenter in aboob tube with belly button piercing stuck out her mic towards a not-so-fattish
chap in ablack T-shirt and shorts. * And do you dig the Begatles? was her question.

‘Not redlly,” said the chap in asqueaky voice. ‘| think they’ re pretty crass. Although we ve just come
here straight from their last gig & Wembley Stadium.’

‘But their last gig at Wembley Stadium was twenty-five years ago. Y ou wouldn't even have been born.’

‘Ah, no, of course not,’” said the chap. ‘What | meant to say was that we' ve just come here after
watching it on video. But it' sreally the Gandhis we' ve cometo see.



“You dig the Gandhis, then?
* And then some. And this concert’ s going to be specid .’
‘ Specid? In what way specia?

‘Just make sure your cameras are pointing at the stage after the Bestlesfinish their set,” said Geraldo (for
who else could it be but he?). “ Y ou'll see something you' Il never forget. Trust me. | know what I'm

saying.’

‘Trust me, | know what I'm saying,’ said The Voice.
‘Wdll, you should,” said Wingarde. ‘Y ou're God.’

‘Precisdly, said The Voice.* So perhaps you' d like to hurry up with what you’ re doing. God does
not like conduc-ting conver sations with people who are sitting on the toilet.’

‘I'm amost done,” said Wingarde, making the face of strain. * So what isit you want meto do thistime?
‘ Something important that must be done today.’

‘But I’m mesting the Beatlestoday and I’ m making history again. This concert could never have
happened if it hadn’'t been for me.

‘ Areyou forgetting me? asked The Voice.

‘No, sir.” Wingarde finished his bottom business, rose from the bog seet, turned around and peered
down at hisdoings.

‘Whydo men always do that?" asked The Voice.‘ It’sdisgusting.’

Wingarde shrugged and wiped his bum. Doing that horrible thing some people do, of folding and
refolding the paper.

‘Word has reached me',said The Voice,‘ that something is going to occur today. Something that
could jeopardize my plans. And we wouldn’'t want that to happen, would we, Wingarde?’

‘Certainly not, dr,’” said Wingarde, flushing thetoilet and pulling up his pants.
‘So you'regoing to deal with it for me.

‘Oh, must 1?7 Wingarde complained. ‘I have to meet the Beatles. Do you think Lennon will remember
me?

‘I shouldn’t think so, no. But | want you to go to the dlotments and dig up—'

‘Allotments? went Wingarde. ‘ Dig up? went Wingarde.



“Your AK47, said TheVoice.

‘My what? My what?

‘Wingarde. You and | have been reshaping history. Reshaping history so that we can reshape the future.
Thistimethe futurewill go theway thatlwant it to go and nothing and no one will stand in my way.

Do | make myself clear. Wingarde? Do |?

‘Yes, gr, yes.” Wingarde clutched at his head. ‘ But couldn’t you get someone else to do whatever it is?
Get True Father to do it. Hewouldn’t mind ifyou told him.’

‘| donot wish Dr Tril....er... | mean, True Father

| do not wish True Father to hear my voice. You will doit, Wingarde. Y ou will doit becauseI’m telling
youtodoit. Youwill doit, or ese’

Wingarde mumbled and grumbled and fretted.

‘And Il tell youwhat elseyou'll do.’

‘What' sthat? mumble-grumbled and fretted the lad.

“Wash your hands before you |leave this bathroom. Ghastly little bugger.’
Armageddon: TheMusicd

Words  and music by Gandhi’ sHairdryer* God' s Only Daughter’

(The song of Christeen, twin sister of Jesus Christ, written out of the New Testament because her
brother was given editoria control.)

My mother Mary’s pretty big with the Cathalics,
And my brother’ still pulling themiin.

He' s been at the top

Two thousand years non-stop

| think it sadn.

I’ve been cheated of my placein history,
Robbed of my moment of fame.

Thrown on thedole



Costhegarring role

Went to my brother and | think it'sashame.

But God 4till thinks he's number one,
He smiles upon hisonly son.
And | get nothing thrilling

No, not even second billing.

Chorus

Though!'m

God' sonly daughter

| never got awak on the water.

| never got aword inthe Bible, no, nothing at all.
I’m God' s only daughter,

| redly dofed that | oughta

Have something to say.

Maybe today.

Statues of mother are weeping,

Y ou should see them pulling a crowd.

But brother J s
Found another way.

He sgot hisface on the Turin Shroud.

Though | keeptelling Dad | don't likeit,

He doesn't hear aword that | say.



| cantdl it snouse
When he makes some excuse,

And says he'll work it out on Judgement Day.

But | can hear them upstairs chatting, And even though they talk in Latin, | know exactly what they’re
sying:

“We ve gotta keep the plebs from praying to—'

Chorus

I’'m prepared to sart inasmdl way,
| wouldn’'t make too much noise.
Just amanifestation

Toasmdl congregation

Made up of teenage boys.

Somewhere sunny, like Cdifornia,
Twenty acres fronting onto the sea.
When you're God' s daughter

You can't affordt

Be without some decent property.

I’d appear on every chat show,
I know how to knock ‘m flat, so

Strike up the band with the drummers drumming.



Stop the world, cos Christeen’s coming.

Chorus
(Repeat chorus with huge orchestral backing, etc.)
23

Johnny Quinn would have been chuffed.

To have seenArmageddon: The Musical performed asarock opera, live upon stage in front of one
hundred thousand young men in black T-shirts and shorts. That would have been quite something. That

would have made hisday.

But sadly old Johnny couldn’t make it there in person. He had long since traded in his Biro for a shroud.
And athough it would be niceto think that he was gitting up there on acloud somewhere, smiling down
upon the proceedings, it isfar more likely that heisway down deep in aplaceless pleasing, having the
most popular prison pastime inflicted upon him by demons with bad breath and pointy peckers.

So Johnny wouldn’t be seeing the show. Which was a shame, because it was akiller.

The Gandhis looked the business and the Gandhis were the business. They were rock stars and they did
what rock stars do.

Y ou can keep al your rappersin sportswear. And your dressed-down bands from the North. And you
can forget al that crap about, *We reinto music, not image’, or worse than that...

UNPLUGGED

Any musicianswho play UNPLUGGED should be taken out quietly and put to the sword. A rock star
should look like arock star and arock star should play like arock star. And that meansthe
twenty-minute Stratocaster solo and that means hair and that meansleather. And if it’stoo loud you're

too old.

And if you don't likeit, then you can, in thewords of Axl Rosg, ‘just fuck off.’

And another thing, too, whilewe' reat it. It isnot justthe right of every young personto go off toa
three-day rock festival, get smashed out of their bonces on forbidden substances and blow their mindsto

rock ‘n’ roll.



ITSTHEIRDUTY!

Thesethingsmust be done and theymust be donenow! Too soon the jammy sandwich in the expensive
sound system. Too soon the housework and the family saloon.

Remember the credo your fathers forgot.

TURN ON - TUNE IN - DROP OUT

And grow your hair big while you still have someto grow.

And never trust anyone over thirty.

It was around three thirty when Gandhi’ s Hairdryer opened the show and raised high the banner of rock.

It was big hair and tight leather trousers. It was Pigarse with his bulging crotch and Litany in ared rubber
cat suit and four-inch stilettos. It was Ricky with his Stratocaster.

It wasrock ‘n’ roll.

A great Sgh rose from the crowd as Litany walked onstage. Ten Zillion mae pheromonestook to
head-butting one another. A coachload of Paul McCartney fansthrust their knitting into their handbags,
pulled their cardigans over their faces and fled.

And that was only the blokes. Hahahahaha...

Cheer and ogle went the boysin the black T-shirts and shorts. Rock ‘n’ roll and rock went Gandhi’ s
Hairdryer.

It isvirtually impossible to describe in mere words agrest rock performance. But, as Norman once said,
‘Itisonly by attempting the impossible that we will achieve the absurd.’

S0, let us pan gently across the stage with our belletristic camera, and, shunning the holophrastic, cry
havoc and let dip the doggerels of war.

No. Let’ snot.

Let’s go see how Soap is getting on.



Soap Digtant and John Omally were down the front in the snake pit. That Holy of Holies before the
stage, where only the Blessed possessing the sacred stage pass may bang their exalted heads and play
their ethered guitars.

And, asthe Gandhis pumped out ‘ The Ddai Lama s Barn Dance’, and Litany’ svocasand Ricky’'s
Strat meshed and intertwined and Pigarse’ s backbest drove fists of sound through stomach walls and
Dead Boy Doveston’s Rickenbacker bass (the 1964 4001S model) underlaid afunk groove previoudy
only achieved by the now legendary Bootsy Callins, whilst Matchbox Finia produced the power chords,
Soap and John made mad egits of themsalves and worked up a swest you could drown in.

And, asthe last power chord crashed out and thefind drum roll did itsthing and the impossibly fast

twiddly-diddly show-off Stratocaster tail-piece flourish blurred away to an end, the audience erupted into
orgasmic applause, which shook the ground and registered 3.6 on the Richter Scale.

Which was a pretty good opening for any show.

‘Brilliant.” John raised peace-fingers, whistled and cheered.

‘That was something,” gasped Soap.

And al around them was hubbub and hollering, pushings of bodies and crush.

‘John,” Soap shouted with what breath he could find. ‘| have to speak to you. It’s very important.’
‘Later.” John whistled some more.

‘John, it' svery important.”

‘Later. Later. Leaveit, Soap.’

Soap Digtant bawled into John's ear. * John, | know who killed Jm.’

John Omally froze amidst the roaring, cheering crowd. ‘What did you say? he mouthed a Soap.
‘I know who killed Jm. | haveto talk to you.

John mouthed a‘ Come on,” and pushed Soap through the crush.

‘Come on!” Wingarde shouted at his chauffeur asthe long red, white and logoed limo did between the
building stes of Brentford. * Get amove on, I’m miss-ing the show.’

The chauffeur made a huffy face in thedriving mirror. ‘“Well,” said he, in the manner known as camp, ‘if
you hadn’t spent haf the day digging on your alotment.’

Wingarde cradled the bundle on hislap. An oilskin cloth swathed the AK47. From between his gritted
teeth he mumbled, ‘It wasn’t my bloody fault that | couldn’t remember whereI’d buried it

‘Excuse me? sad the chauffeur.



‘Nothing,” grumbled Wingarde.

“Y ou should have marked the place with a stick or some-thing,’ said The Voicein Wingarde' s head.
‘A gtick? said Wingarde. ‘A stick!” he said again.

‘A stick? said the chauffeur. * Shut up!” said Wingarde.

‘Don't tell God to shut up,’ said The Voice. ‘Not you, sir,” said Wingarde.

‘That'smorelikeit, said the chauffeur. Wingarde whispered into his hand.‘ You could have told me
whereit was buried. You are God, after all.’

‘That’ s very sweet of you,” said the chauffeur, whose hearing was very acute, ‘and I’ ve dways rather
fancied you. Shdll -we give the concert amiss, do you think, and just go back to my house?

* * %

Back in Gunnersbury House, with the Gandhis music rattling the windowpanes and playing merry hell
with the foundations, John Omally sat at his grimy kitchen table and listened in slence while Sogp told
himhistde.

‘Oh my God,” he whispered, when the lad had done. * Oh my God, my God.’

Soap stared at the Irishman. He looked on the verge of collapse. The colour had faded away from his
face and his hands shook terribly.

‘I'm s0 sorry, John,” said Soap. * Sorry about Jm and sorry | had to spring al thison you.’

‘It sal right, Soap.” John took breathsto steady him-salf, but these met with little success. *It'sdl right.
It al makes sense to me now. Why Geraldo wanted my autograph when he met me. Why Jm was so
secretive. All of it. It dl falsinto place’

S0 you can see why it’s so important that we find Geraldo today.’

John nodded dowly, hisvoice was scarcely awhisper. “Y ou find him, Soap, and let me dedl with
Wingarde’

‘Now hold on, John. Don't do anything stupid.’

‘Stupid? John's eyes flashed and his trembling hands becamefists. ‘Hekilled Jm and that’sall | need to
know.’

‘Yes, | know that’s how it looks. But we can't actudly prove anything.’
‘He |l confessto me,” said Omally. ‘And then | will carry out hisexecution.’

‘No, John, that isn’t theway.’



Omally climbed unsteadily to hisfeet. He reached out a hand to Soap, who took it. * Soap,” said he.
‘Thisiswhereyou and | part company again. Y ou' re agood man, Soap. Jm was agood man and
you're agood man too.

“Y ou sound a bit like Brian Epstein,’” said Soap. ‘ But please don't do this, John.’

‘It hasto be done. Cdll it revenge, cal it whatever you will. But | haveto doiit, al the same.’

Soap looked up a Omdly and they solemnly shook hands. ‘ There' s nothing | can say that will talk you
out of this, isthere? said Soap.

‘Nothing, my friend.
‘Can| giveyou ahug?
‘Certainly not,” said John. * Goodbye.’

‘Goodbye,” said Soap. ‘And good luck.’

There had been quite alot of talk of late in the press regarding the return of the desth pendlty. Wdll, in
those papers owned by the Virgin Newsgroup at any rate. They’ d been running acompetition, inviting
readersto write in with their suggestionsfor anew and nove form of public execution that could be
broadcast on the Virgin Community TV Network.

Inspectre Hovis hadnot written in. Not that he wasn't for bringing back hanging. Hewas. But theline, in
his opinion, had to be drawn somewhere.

Unlike his congtables, Ingpectre Hovis was not m plain clothes. Nothing abouthim was plain. Hewas a
character, and as a character he was dressed in style.

Today it was afour-piece blue suede suit and arather dashing pair of riding boots. However, at the
present moment, al this sartorid excess was hidden from view. Because Inspectre Hoviswasinvisble.

Hewas sitting in one of the latest linein Virgin Community Police helicopters. One with the new stedlth
mode. Thiswas hovering soundlesdy, employ-ing its exterior aural camouflage modification. Based, no
doubt, on the principle of Ricky’ s silence tape. But who can say for certain?

The Inspectre sinvisible person hung amere twenty feet above the cheering crowd of Gunnersbury
Park.

‘Takeusup,” Hovistold the pilot.  And make us regppear. Thelast time | had an experience like this
was back in sixty-seven, when Lord Crawford and | did someredly bad acid. Mind you, it wasn't
fanboys we saw down there that time. It was vampire sheep.’

The pilot took the helicopter up to five hundred feet and re-engaged redlity.

‘That’ sbetter,” said Hovis, examining his person. * And now tell me about all this éectronic hocus-pocus
you have on the dashboard.’



‘Actudly,” said the pilot, who was agtickler for correct terminology, ‘it’ s not called a dashboard. It'san
ingrument pand.’

The helicopter dipped aarmingly as Hovis slamped hard on the pilot’ sfoot.

‘Right, sir,” said the pilot, as soon as he had regained control. ‘ Benesth this aircraft isthe new High-Spy
3000 Series surveillance camera. One thousand times magnification. Infra—red and ultra-violet tracking
systems. Fully integrated missile guidance lock-on fecilities.

‘Demondtrate,’ said Hovis.

‘Certainly, sir. Would you like me to blow up that band on the stage?

‘Very much,” said Hovis. *But | meant the camera. Tell me how the cameraworks!’

‘Well, there snot much toiit, redly. Light entersthe lens and passesinto asystem of refracting mirrors
that—'

The helicopter took another darming dip. ‘1 meant, show me how | work the camera. ‘ Just jiggle the
littlejoystick,” said the pilot. Hovisjiggled the joystick and the camera scanned the crowd.

Soap sat in one of the Virgin control boxes, peering at video screens. These too were scanning the
crowd, on the look-out for anyone who was having too much of agood time.

On one of these Soap could see Omally. The Irishman wasnot having agood time. He was standing at
the park gates, his hands behind his back, no doubt awaiting the arriva of Wingarde.

Soap sighed and turned his attention to the other screens. Crowds and crowds and more crowds. Black
T-shirtsand black T-shirts and an odd little group wearing kaftans and beads.

‘Plain-clothed policemen,” said Soap. ‘ And they seem to be looking for someone.

Soap leaned back in his chair and drummed hisfingers on his knees. He had to find Geraldo and he had
to find him soon. Soap felt certain that if he could get to Geraldo, before John got to Wingarde, matters
could be brought to a satisfactory conclusion, without the need for bloodshed.

It was agood, pure thought, was that. And one that was worthy of a Buddhist such as Soap. And, if this
had been aperfect world, where life waslived in little movies and there was such athing asjustice,
Soap’ sworthy thought would have earned him abit of Instant Karma and he would have been rewarded
by aningant sghting of Gerddo.

But, as events have so far proved beyond any shadow of a doubt, thisisnot a perfect world. And so
Soap sat therein the control box and saw nothing whatever.

And after half an hour of this, poor Soap fell fast adeep.

Hoppers



There stoo many Hoppersfor thistime of year.
They comeinonthewind, | hear.
They get up your nose and into your ear.

| think it' stimefor action.

Brave words arefine, but insubstantial.
What we need ishelp, financidl.

A government grant would do the trick.
It needs some toff to shake the stick.
Then, if everything sartsto click,

We ll redly get some action.

There stoo many Pikersfor thistime of day.
They fall from the clouds (or so they say).
And crawl up your bum while you deegpin the hay.

| think it' stimefor action.

Proud talk iswell, but it’ s not enough.

We need more, when the going’ s rough.

A word from the Pope would spin the coin,
Or Johnny B. could write apoem.

Or sing asong to get things goin’,

And then we' d see some action.

There stoo many tinkersin the street.



They dways get beneath your feet.

They make you trip and drop your swest.

| think it' stimefor action.

Gresat oaths are grand, but money talks.
We need police to guard our walks.

A dozen for The Avenue,

And in each sweetshop, one or two.
And plain-clothed coppers, quite afew,

And then we' d see some action.

There stoo manythings...
hey, come back, fellas, | haven't finished

... come back......damn...

...... hey, fellas...wait for me...

24

Now it isthe nature of things, that they do not occur misolation. Things happen al a once or not at al.
There must surdly be some reason for this. But it is probably onethat is beyond al human understanding.
Like why people who do not engage in sports wear sportswear. Perhapsit is thatthings smply don't like
to happen adone. They crave the company of otherthings to happen with. They like to buddy-up and go

about mob-handed.

There sjudt no telling, withthings.

Of course, we do our best to fight againstthings. Wetry to putthings off and leavethings ‘til tomorrow.
Butthings still get on top of us. Things conspire to grind us down. In factthings redly get on our nerves.

Things drive usto disiraction.

And 0, aswe reach the conclusion of our tale, it should come as no surprise to find thatthings, which
have been building up, are now about to happen dl a once.

And happen, asthings so often do, with abang.

* % *



It was now nearly eight of the evening clock and the Bestles were about to go onstage. But,nearly
eight? Can this be right? Somethings should have happened by now. But, no,things hadn’t happened.

Soap had dept through the balance of the day, miss-ing al the redly good bands. Bands which should
have received some attention and been described in con-siderable detail. Asindeed should the Gandhis
performance. But they hadn’t. Andit wasn't. Because, let’ sfaceit, our talereally isn't so much about the
music itsdf Our taleisaboutother things.

Other thingswhich have to do with Wingarde. And so whereishe? John Omally has been standing at the
park gatesfor nearly five hours, grinding histeeth and shuffling hisfeet and planning aterrible vengeance.
But thereis till no sign of Wingarde' s car, because Wingarde' s car has made adight diversion.
Wingarde has spent the afternoon at the house of his chauffeur. Where, with permisson from The VVoice,
he has been engaging in certainthings which need not concern us here.

And what about Inspectre Hovis? Wdll,he is till in the hovering helicopter, scanning the crowd. But has
he caught sight of Gerdldo and his pas? He has not. And have the plain-clothed constables caught sight
of Geraldo and his pals? No. They have not.

Andwhat isDr Trillby up to? And where, for that matter, is Prince Charles, who was expected to make
agpectacular arrival in ahot-air balloon, but has so far failed to appear. Who knows?

Sothings just haven't happened. Things have been waiting to happen. Andthings will happen. Happen
al a once, they will.

And happen with abang.

The bang, when it happened, was agood' n. A right roya belter of abang. It tore the outside wall from
Norman’s cdl and flung it in pieces across the prison yard and though the wire perimeter fence.

Norman, cowering beneath mattressesin Small Dave scdl, raised asmiling, if now dightly
smoke-blackened face. * That went rather well,” said he.

Small Dave, who had been cowering under Norman, said, ‘| tend to agree. And now, if you'll takethe
advice of onewho knows these things, we had better do some running.’

Srenswailed, darm bellsrang. They upped and did some running.

Ingpectre Hovis was running out of patience. ‘I’ ve had enough of this; he shouted and he kicked the
in-strument panel. The survelllance tel escreen rocked on its mounts and then displayed a curiousimage.

‘“What isthat?' Hovis asked.

“Y ou appear to have, er,nudged it into infra-red mode, Sir. Those are the heat images of the peoplein
the crowd.’



‘| can seethat,” said Hovis. ‘But look at that little group there, gathered by the front of the stage. Why
arether images different from everybody ese' s?

‘Oooooh. yes,” said the pilot, peering at the telescreen. * Thatis strange. They appear to be radiating
some unusud form of energy. It' sdmost asif they’ re vibrating at a different frequency from everyone
else. Faster, somehow.’

‘Vibratingfaster? It sthem! Take usdown at once.” Inspectre Hovis snatched up his police
walkie-talkie and bawled into it a the top of hisvoice. * Attention plain-clothed unit!” he bawled.

‘ Suspects are grouped together directly in front of the concert stage. Movein and make immediate
arrests. Ac once, do you hear me? At once!’

And al at once Sogp Digtant awoke, by fdling from his chair. He scrambled up in the usua confusion
and amost checked the time on hiswatch. *Oh no,” cried Soap, gawping up at the surveillance screens.
‘The Begtles are on. I ve been adeep. And oh—' He paused. ‘1t's Geraldo. Down at the front by the
stage. And oh—' He paused once more. ‘It’ sthe plain-clothed policemen and they’ re heading in his
direction.’

Soap kicked hisfallen chair across the control room and Soap sprang into action.

And John Omaly ceased kicking his hedls and sprang to attention. Wingarde' slimousine came cruising
through the open gates, with Wingarde at the whed!.

John stepped into its oncoming path and sought to flag it down.

‘Down!’ cried Hovisto the pilot. ‘Land thisthing at once’

‘But, dr. There snowhereto land. Unless| fly us out to the back of the crowd.’
‘No!” Hovis pointed. ‘Land there! Land on that!’

“What, on cop of the stage canopy, sir? Y ou mean land directly above the stage?
‘“Why not? It |ooks strong enough.’

‘But, Sr. The Beatles are about to perform. We can't interrupt the Bestles!’

‘Then gick thisthing into stedlth mode and engage the aurd camouflage. And then no onewill hear or
seeusland, will they?

‘All right,” said the pilot.

‘All right,” said John Lennon. ‘It'sgood to seeyou dl.” The crowd responded with riotous applause.



Wéll, it was pretty good to see John.

‘There’ s something you might have noticed,” said the great one, adjusting the strap on his Rickenbacker.
John had dways favoured the Rick, particularly the 325 model in the now legendary Capri series, which
was launched in 1958.

Unlike the solid Strat, the Rick has ahollow body shell, but with asimilar three-pickup arrangement.
George Harrison, of course, preferred a Gretsch, the black Duo-Jet being his favourite. McCartney
popular-ized the Hofner 500/1 violin bass, onto which he always taped the list of songsto be performed
during the .

These are the sort of things thatreally matter.

Anditisonly to be regretted that we don't have the time to delve into them more deeply now.

But wedon't.

“Y ou might have noticed’, said Lennon, ‘that me and the boys are |ooking somewhat perkier than we
have done lately.’

And it wastrue, they did look awhole lot perkier.
There was evidence of new hair upon the balding pates. Sagging bellies had been uplifted, bandy old

legs Sraightened. It was dmost asif the Fabs had grown thirty years younger in a matter of minutes.
Which indeed they had.

‘Wefed just grest,” the great one continued. ‘And it'sdl thanksto alittlelady caled Litany, who sang
to us before we came on. And | chink she’ sgoing to come out and sing foryou, after we' re done. Just
like shedid for us’

A roar went up from the long-standing Gandhi fans. Could thisredly be true? Had Litany really got her
magic back?

‘Takeit away, boys,’ said Lennon, and the Besatles launched into their latest hit record. Something about
Hoppersthat comein on the wind.

The crowd strained ever nearer to the stage, causing some squelching up front. Usudly the stage would
have been protected by a stock of broad-shouldered, big-bellied Rent-a-thugs, called in to provide
security. But on this occasion there were none. With the non-arrival of Wingarde, many things that should
have been done hadn’t been done.

And now certain things that shouldn’t be done were about to be done. So to speak.

* k% %

‘Hold up, Wingarde,” called Omally, waving hishandsin theair.

Wingarde dowed the car to acrawl.



‘Run him down,’ ordered The Voice.
‘Run him down? said Wingarde. ‘Why?

‘Because we don't have time and because he means to harm you. Trust what I'm saying. Run him
down.

Wingarde shrugged his shoulders. ‘ Fair enough,” he said. ‘1 never liked him much anyway.’

Wingarde' sfoot hit the acceerator pedd. ‘Run him downit is, then,” he said.

Norman and Small Dave were doing some running. All across the blighted wastes of Brentford.
Surveillance cameras viewed them from on high. Operators called in their location and police cars now
Stresked in pursuit.

“We ought to split up,” puffed Dave. ‘ Find separate placesto hide.’

‘Bad idea,” puffed Norman in reply. ‘We must head for my lock-up. Trust me. | know what I'm doing.’

‘1 do hope you know what you're doing.” Surrounded by silence and invisibleto all, the pilot’ svoice
echoed inthevoid.

“Y ou' rethe one doing the landing,” said Hovis.
‘Y es, but underyour orders. | can't see the whedls. I’'m not sure how low | should go.’

‘Just drop us down another yard. We Il no doubt fed the thump.’

The thump he received on the back of the head took Gerado by surprise. He wasn't used to getting
thumped about and under normal circumstances he would have had his persond defence mechanism
activated. But having an invishbleforce field surround-ing yourself in the middle of alarge crowd can tend
to get you noticed. So Geraldo and pals had kept them switched off, and Geraldo got thumped in the
head.

‘Ouch!” went Gerddo, clutching his skull.

“You'renicked,” said aplain-clothed constable.

‘You'redead, said Wingarde, pushing hisfoot to the floor. The limousine swept forward, gathering
both speed and mass. The tyres burned rubber, the engine burned oil and the eyes of Omally burned red.
Therewasno timeat al to do anything but legp out of theway. And in fact when it cameright downto it
therewas no time at all to do that.



‘Don't do that!” A fist sailed through the air and struck the plain-clothed constable. Geraldo turned, as
best he could amidst the crush, to view the scourge of his attacker. The scourge was aman dressed all in
black, with a chalk-white face and a transparent nose.

‘Good Gawd!” went Geraldo, ‘It's Death himsdlf. How hard did that bloke hit me?

Other congtables, now close a hand, were drawing out their truncheons. At the sight of these more fists
began to fly and chaoswas given its head.

‘Come with me!’ shouted Soap to Geraldo.

‘Noway, Death!” camethereply.

Omdlly, in the path of certain death, had nowhereto run or to hide. So he did that thing which few would
ever dare and he flung himsdlf flat on the ground. The limo passed over him, al heat and choking exhaust.
Wingarde dammed on the anchors and the car swerved to ahalt.

‘Did | get him? Wingarde asked, glancing over his shoulder.

‘No, you didn’t,’ said The Voice.* Back up. Back up fast.’

Wingarde thrust the stick-shift into reverse. But as he did so ashot rang out and his rear-view mirror
shattered.

‘Holy flick!” shouted Wingarde. ‘He sgot agun. HE sfiring a me’

And indeed Omallydid have agun. It was his grand-father’ s gun. The one given him by Michad Callins.
John had hung on to that gun. Had repaired and restored it. Had |oaded it and saved it. Awaiting the day
on which it would be used, upon the man who had killed his bestest friend.

And thiswasthat very day.

And the man at the whedl was the man. John ran forward, firing into the back of the car. Wingarde
ducked hishead and rammed the stick shift into first. ‘I’'m outta here!” cried Wingarde, flooring the peda

once more.

‘| think that' swise,’ said The Voicein hishead.' For my sake, get a move on.

‘Get amoveon,” Small Dave huffed and puffed. They had reached Norman’slock-up at last, but
Norman was |ooking perplexed.

‘What' s the problem? Open it up.” Smal Dave huffed and puffed abit more.



‘The problem isthat | don’t have the key to the padlock.’

‘Oh shit, Norman.” Small Dave rattled the door. * What have you got in there anyway? A tank, | hope,
at least”

‘No,” and Norman shook his head. *It'snot atank, it' s—'

Two police cars swung around the corner and into what was | ft of the Street.
‘Giveusalift up,” shouted Smdl Dave. ‘ Give usalift to thelock.’

‘What? went Norman.

‘Giveusalift up!’

Norman gave Dave alift up.

The police cars dewed to adouble halt.

Small Dave hit through the padlock.

‘Giveyoursavesup, camethat old loudhailer voice. * Give yoursaves up or wefire’

‘Inside!” shouted Norman, dragging open the door.

‘Come with me,” shouted Soap, dragging at Gerddo’sarm.

‘Spare me, Degth,” wailed Geraldo in hissilly squesky voice.

‘I'mnot Death.” Soap tugged and pulled. ‘1 haveto talk to you. It’s about Wingarde.’
‘Wingarde? Gerado’svoice went up an octave.

‘“What has that bastard done now?

That bastard has his head down and hisfoot down hard aswell. The limo’ styres burned further tread
and the car moved off at the hurry-up aong the gravel towards Gunnersbury House. John Omally, racing
forward, made one of those heroic al-action, manly-man, Hollywood-movie-star legps for the boot that
al-action manly man Hollywood movie stars dways leave to their stunt doubles.

With his non-gun-toting hand he managed to hang onto one of those ddlta-wing type jobbie things that
big expensive limousines aways have & the back. And which are probably designed for thisvery

purpose.

‘“Whoah!” went Omdlly, as his expens ve athough non-stunt toe-caps raked dong the grave, raising a
fine shower of sparks.



The hdlicopter’ sinvisble whedsraised no sparks a al asthey settled down upon the gleaming
auminium haf-dome of the stage canopy.

‘Pretty impressive landing, eh? said the pilot. ‘1 should get a Blue Peter badge for that.’

‘I'll put aword in for you,” said the voice of Hovis. ‘| know the new presenter, MyraHindley. Now
switch off the engine. | don’t want to get my head chopped off by an invisible rotor blade’

‘Surething, Sr.” Thepilot fumbled about & the invisbleinstrument pand with hisinvisblefingersand
drew out theinvisbleignition key. * All done, sir,” he said. * Y ou may now disembark.’

‘Just wait for me here” Hovisfumbled open the invisible door and legpt out of the helicopter.

Outside Norman'’ s lock-up various officers were now legping from various squad cars. These were
parked in asort of semi-circle, and the officers were strapping on flak jackets and pushing large shells
into pump-action shotguns.

“You are surrounded,” came that old loudhailer voice once more. ‘ Resistance is usdless. Give yourselves
up.

Officers cocked their weapons and winked at one another.

‘Come out with your hands held high and your trousers round your ankles.’

‘That’sanew tactic,” an officer observed.

‘Y ou have thirty seconds or we open fire.’

Officers gtarted counting down.

‘Three... two ... one,” went that old loudhailer voice.

Now there should have been afanfare, or abig orchestra something. There would have been if this had
been amovie. But, asthiswasn’'t amovie, even alittle one, what happened next justhappened. With a
bang.

The door of Norman’slock-up burst from its hinges and smashed into the Street, al dust and splintering
timber. And then something marvellous, marvellous and magica, golden and gorgeous plunged from the

lock-up and reared into the air.

The officersfell back in awe as afabulous beast with a glittering mane and amighty horn rose up oniits
hind legs and bellowed.

‘Holy horseshit,’ croaked an officer. *It'sableeding unicorn.

‘I’ sThe Pooley,” croaked another. ‘| won ten quid on that.’



The Pooley bellowed and reared abit more, cleav-ing the air with its mystica horn. Its mane and itstail
swirled spangles, its hoovesraised slver sparks.

On its broad and mighty back sat Smal Dave, and clinging to him sac Norman.
‘Hi-yo, Pooley,” cried the small fellow. ‘ Hi-yo, Pooley, and away.

The Pooley leapt over the nearest squad car and thundered away at agallop.

The Bestles never redly thundered away. They were more your melodic harmonies. And your mop-top
head-shakings. And your synchronized ooooooings. The bloody great punch-up, now in progressright
before the stage, wasn't doing too much to aid the Fabs with any of this lovable stuff.

‘Do you think we could be a bit more peace-loving? John asked. * Give peace achance, en?

A beer can salled through the evening air and struck John right upon the nose.

Noses were being bloodied below as Soap dragged Geraldo from the fray.

‘Comeinto the house,” he said. ‘I’ ve got to talk to you.

“You'll haveto makeit quick,” squeaked the fanboy. ‘I don’t want to missthe end of the show. It's
what I’ve cometo see.

‘Hurry, then,” said Soap. ‘Thisway.’

Soap flashed his backstage pass at the broad-shouldered Rent-a-thug security men, who were standing
well back from the violence. And then he and Geraldo stood well back as alimousine tore past them,

trailing Omdly behind.
‘Oh, look,” said Geraldo. ‘ There goes John Omally. And wasn't that—'
‘Wingarde,’” said Soap. ‘It was Wingarde.’
They watched asthe limo did anifty U-turn and sped right past them again.
‘John’ Il hurt hisfeet,” said Geraldo. *Y ou really need specia stunt shoesto do that.’
‘Comeinto the house.” And Soap pushed Geraldo forward.

Onceinsde, with the front door closed, Soap spoke at considerable speed.

‘“You'vegot to stopit al,” said Soap. ‘ Go back in time and recorrect history. Put right everything that
Wingarde sdone.’

‘Just hold on.” Geraldo raised a none-too-podgy pam. ‘I'll get round to al that. But first | want to see
the big climax to the concert.’



‘ Stuff the concert. Wingarde' s causing chaos. Death and chaos. Y ou have to stop it now.’

‘I will, I will. But hang about.” Geraldo peered at Soap. ‘ Just who are you, anyway? And how do you
know about Wingarde?

‘My nameis Soap Distant. Jm Pooley was my friend.’

‘I'm out of here,” Geraldo said. ‘1 don’t want to get involved in any of that. im’'saniceguy and I’'m
sorry he hasto cake the rap for puffing off The Pooley.’

‘Jm Pooley isdead,” said Soap. ‘And | think Wingarde killed him.’

‘Jm Pooley dead? Geraldo made apuzzled face. ‘Buit if he'sdead, how can he pull off The Pooley?

‘ don't know.” And Soap threw up his hands.

‘And what’ sthat on your wrist? Geraldo asked.

‘One of your time machines,” said Soap. ‘| know al about everything. Well, dmost everything. Here,
take alook at this” And Soap pulled from his pocket the golden plastic disc with the face of Wingarde's

guru on the front. * Do you know who thisis? he asked.

Geraddo now peered at the bogus amulet. *Why, that’s Dr Vincent Trillby,” he said. *What' s he doing
here?

‘Ahal’ said Soap. ‘ So that’swho it is. He' sin cahoots with Wingarde.’

‘I'mlosing this,” said Gerado. ‘ im Pooley dead and Wingarde in league with Dr Trillby? 1 mean, |
know this concert’sal wrong. But what happens at the end happens. The Pooley does get pulled off. It's
in the history books.’

Soap’ s handsfluttered al about. He didn’t want to talk. He wanted action. ‘ Forget about the concert,’
hesad.

‘Forget about the concert? No way. Thisisthe concert. The legendary Gandhis concert. Thefina
Gandhis concert. The onewhere Litany getsit.” ‘ Gets her magic voice back. Yes, | know.’

‘No, notthat,” said Geraldo. ‘| mean, yes, of course, she does get it back. But the reason that thisisthe
Gandhis' gig isbecausethisisthe one where shedies’

‘Dies? Soap fdl back in horror. Y ou're saying Litany dies?
‘Of course,” said Geraldo. ‘Likel say, it'shistory.
Litany isshot dead on the stage.’

The poem ‘My Aunty Nora s Cabbage Patch’, which should have accompanied this chapter, hashad to
be removed for legal reasons.
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No,” said Soap. ‘| don’t believe that.’

‘I shistory,” said Gerddo. ‘ And it’swhat makes her into alegend. A saint. A goddess. At least for a
while’

‘Tell mewhat happens.” Soap shook Geraddo by his T-shirt.

Gerado' sright hand moved towards his left wrist, where he wore his own specia watch.

‘No.” Soap loosened hisgrip. ‘ Please don’t touch your watch. Just please explain what happens.’
‘Okay. Wdll, the Gandhis play this concert and at the very end Litany sings and her magic voiceis heard
al over theworld. Millionsand millions of people watch-ing the show are heded. It changes everything.
Well, at least it doesfor awhile. But the big organi zations that run damn near everything stand to lose
damn near everything.’

‘So it wasthem who killed her? Isthat what you' re saying?

‘Nobody knowswho killed her. Thekiller was never caught. There were alot of conspiracy theories.

There dways are. Litany literally became agoddess overnight and that’ s how she probably would have
stayed, if the big organizations hadn't put it out about The Pooley.’

Soap sighed and said, ‘Go on.’

‘The big organizations had to discredit Litany. Make out that she was afake. That the whole thing was
an evil set-up to fool the public. So they cooked up thistdethat asinister Svengdi figure was behind it
al. That he had somehow worked a massive hoax upon the entire world. And because his name was
Pooley they managed to get adecent caichphrase out of it: Pulling off The Pooley. It caught the public
imagination and it stuck.’

‘Y ou could havetold Jim this,” said Soap.

‘No, I couldn’t. I’'m not Wingarde. | didn’t want to change history.’

‘But im isdead,” said Soap.

Gerddo took to shrugging. ‘It doesn’t make sense,” he said. ‘ History definitely records that the man they
blamed for the scam was Pooley. Because he was behind the Gandhis and he put the concert on.

‘My God,” said Soap. ‘ That'sit.’
‘Itis? sad Geraldo.

‘Y es, don’t you see? The man who put the concert onis Pooley. But it snot Jm Pooley. It sWingarde



Pooley. HE srunning the entire Virgin empire now.

‘He swhat?
‘He srunning Virgin, said Soap.
‘Soit’'sWingarde.” And Gerddo whistled. ‘ It's Wingarde who pulls off The Pooley.’

* * %

The Pooley* galoped up the Edling Road. It passed by Norman's corner shop and then the Flying
Swan. It moved in that graceful floaty dow-motiony sort of away that mythical animals so often do, but it

didn’'t haf shift dong. ThiswasaDerby winner here and it went like abat out of hell.

‘“Where do you want to go? caled Small Dave over his shoulder. ‘Would you like meto head for

Penge?
‘Penge? asked Norman, white-faced and clinging.

‘I've heard it' savery nice place. Although I’ ve never been there mysdlf.’

“Head for Gunnersbury Park!” shouted Norman. *Omaly will help usout.’

John Omally’ s toecaps were no longer raising sparks. John was now up on the boot of the limo and
kicking out the rear window. Wingarde sivung the steering whed in avain attempt to lose hiswould-be

nemesis, bumped the limo onto the grass and drove it into the crowd.
Fighting fanboys scattered beforeit, legping to theleft and right.
‘Get out of the bloody way, you fools.” And Wingarde beeped the horn.
John Omally rolled into the car, bounced off the rear seat and fell to the plush-pile-carpeted floor.

*Shoot him!’ cried The Voicein Wingarde' s head. Sop the car and shoot him.’

*Not to be confused with the other Pooley.

Wingarde clung to the whed with both hands and stood on the brake with both feet. Omdlly, struggling
to rise, found himsdf hurtling forward in ablur of beard. His head struck the back of Wingarde' s seat

and John went out for the count.

‘Gotcha,’ crowed Wingarde, leering over his shoulder. ‘ God' s chosen warriors, one. Bearded Irish
bastards, nil.” Wingarde' sleft hand moved towards his AK47. * And it's goodbye to you,” he said.



‘Don’'t shoot him here, in the middle of this crowd,’ said The Voice.* Back the car up carefully. And
then you can blow his fucking brains out.’

‘| don’t want anyone else getting killed.” Soap was get-ting in agtate. ‘Y ou haveto stop it, Gerddo. Go
back intimeand stop it al. And that includes Litany dying.’

‘| just don’t think | should,” said Gerado, working up aworried swedt. * If | start messing about with
history I'll be as bad as Wingarde. I'll change back therest. But | can't save Litany.’

‘But surely you don’t want Litany to die?
‘“Well, of course| don't want her to, but—'

‘All right,” said Soap. ‘I’ll do aded with you. You'vetold methat Litany isgoing to die. Soif | go out
and stop her going onto the stage shewon't die, will she?

‘No,” said Geraldo. ‘| suppose not.’
‘ And then the future will change and it will beyour fault.
‘Now, hold on there, |—'

‘So, I'll do adeal with you. Y ou go backnow into the past and change back everything that Wingarde
did.

And | promise that while you re gone | won't stop Litany going on stage.’
‘Er... Geraldo dithered.

‘Think about it, said Soap. ‘ If she doesn't die, there’ sno telling what might happen. Perhaps she'll use
her magic voice on her next CD. | could suggest that she callsthe dbumA Tribute to Geraldo.’

‘No,” said Geraldo, ‘don’t do that.’

‘Soyou'll go backnow and sort things out?

‘All right,” said Gerddo.

‘Good.” Soap shook the fanboy by the hand. * Then I’ 1l say goodbye for now.

‘Er, just onething,” said Geraldo. Y ou wouldn't, er double-cross me on this, would you? * Absolutely
not,” said Soap. ‘Y ou have my word as agentleman.” But the fingers of Soap’ sleft hand were crossed
behind his back.

‘Isthisfar back enough? asked Wingarde.



‘PERFECT, said The Voice.' We're right behind the crowd. No one should bother us here.’
‘So, shdll I—?7

‘Goon, said TheVoice.' Put a round through his head.” Wingarde unwrapped his AK47, blew alittle
dust fromit, cocked the weapon, checked the chamber, angled it over the back of his seat and—

—shot John Omdlly through the head.

The Pooley was being given its head. Its hooves raised sparks upon the tarmac of the Great West Road.
Steam rose from its gleaming flanks and coloured smoke roared from its snorting nodtrils.

Behind now came police cars, Srens screaming.

‘To the park!” cried Norman. ‘ John will help us. Hurry, Dave, get to the park.’

In the park things weren’t going too well at dl. The mayhem and fighting continued. The Begtles had
given it up and were making their retreat from the stage, across which now Ingpectre Hovis sStrode. He
positioned himsdf in front of Lennon’smic and raised hishandsfor cam.

A beer bottle caught him right on the head and that was it for Hovis.

Soap, now back in the control room, watched this on atelescreen and it had to be said that even with all
his troubles Soap couldn’t gtifleasmirk.

Gerado wasn't smirking. He wore aworried face. If he' d had to confess, he would have admitted that
he had been puttingthings off. He could really have gone back at any time to sort out Wingarde' s mess.
But the prospect was so dreadfully daunting. Exactly what had Wingarde done first? There seemed no
end to the chaos and no specific beginning. Should he go back to the time of John Lennon’ s shooting and
try to grab Wingarde there? Or had Wingarde done anythingbefore he saved Lennon?

Geraddo’' s none-too-podgy fingers hovered over hiswatch.

‘Excuseme,’ said avoice. ‘If | might just haveawordin...

Gerado turned and stared at the figure now descending the stairs. *Oh,” said Gerddo. ‘It syou.

‘Me? said Dr Trillby, for that’ swho it was. * And have we been introduced?

‘No, | ... er... recognized you from your portrait on agolden plastic amulet.’

‘Ah, of course” Dr Trillby approached. ‘ Are you having some trouble with your watch?

‘No, it' sfine” Gerddo hid hiswatch from view behind his back.



Dr Trillby approached alittle more and put out his hand for ashake.

‘I'm afraid | haveto beleaving now,” said Geraldo.

‘Oh, don't rush off.” And Dr Trillby lunged forward, caught Geraldo by the throat, twisted him about
and took afierce hold upon hisleft wrist. ‘1 know exactly who you are,” he whispered into the fanboy’s
ear. ‘| recognize your stupid little voice. It was you who encouraged my son to return to the twentieth
century.’

“Your son? Gerado struggled.

‘Wingardeis my son. And | heard your voice on the voicemail heleft for his mother. And now here you
are, dl chummy with this Soap Digtant loony who stole my chronometer.’

‘I'll get it back for you.” Geraldo struggled some more.

‘No need,” whispered Dr Trillby. ‘I’ll haveyours.

Hetore the watch from Geraldo’ swrist, soun him round and punched the fanboy’ s lights out.
‘There, said Dr Trillby. ‘ That went rather well.’

He put on Geraddo’s chronometer and smiled amerry smile.

‘I don’t know what you' re grinning about,’” said the voice of Leviathan. ‘Y ou’ re not going anywhere.’

‘Take your AK47 and climb onto the roof of the car,’ said The VVoicein Wingarde' s head.

‘Please stop fighting and everyone cam down,” another voice came echoing all acrossthe park.

Soap stared boggle-eyed at the telescreen. Litany was onstage.
‘Ohno,” said Soap. ‘Oh no. | thought | could find her and warn her, oh no.
‘Please, cam down,” said Litany. ‘Please” And she began to sing.

And ripples seemed to run all through the crowd. The fisticuffs and kickings, the head-butts and the dy
kneesto the groin al dowed.

And stopped.

Litany smiled. ‘There shesaid. ‘ That' s better.” She beckoned to the men in black. * Gould you carry
this policeman from the stage? she asked, pointing to the prone Inspectre.

The men in black hastened to oblige. And Hovisleft the stage.



In the control room Soap wasin a panic. ‘ Pull the plug,” he told atechnician. * Switch off the sound at
once.

“Why should | do that? asked the technician. * She’ s got the crowd calmed down. What awonderful
voice, it makes me fed—

‘dustdoit.’

‘l won't, and | can't anyway.’

‘Why not?

‘Because she' snot usngamic,” sad thetechnician.

‘She’ sjust using her voice’

‘Kill her,’ ordered The Voice.' Shoot her dead, Wingarde.” It was Wingarde' sturn to dither. * Shoot
her? he said. * Shoother?”

“You'll be making history, my son.’

‘Yes, but.., no, hang about,” said Wingarde. ‘ Thiscan’t beright. | know my history. | know how al this
works. If Litany dies onstage the world will end up worshipping her and it will bemy company that hasto
discredit her. Infact it will beme who hasto clam it’sal ahoax.Me who hasto come up with a
scapegoat. Me who—'

‘—a bitch, ain't it?’ said TheVoice.

‘I'mnot having it,” said Wingarde. * And I'm not doing it. So there’

“You'll do what you're bloody wdll told.’

‘Not thistime | won't. And listen to her voice. It' swonderful, it makesme fed al—

‘Wingarde, shoot her now!’

‘Nol’ said Wingarde and he stamped hisfoot.

‘“Then | will kill you. And | will take over your body and shoot her myself.’

Wingarde smiled ablissful smile and nodded hishead intimeto Litany’ smagica voice. It wasjust like
the mother of al great trips, afloating wave of coloured sound. Y ou could tasteit and smell it and fed it
and— * Aaasasasasaagh!” went Wingarde, clutching his head. ‘What are you doing to me?

‘That wasyour fina warning, said The Voice.

‘Get out of my head!” shouted Wingarde.



‘Shoot her or die’ said The Voice. ‘lwon't shoot her. lwon't.’
‘Thenyou will die’

‘“Who areyou? Wingarde flinched asknives of pain tore dl about in hishead. *You'renot God. You're
not!’

‘No,’ said TheVoice.'I’'m not God. I’ m the bogeyman from the future, come back to change the
past.’

‘ don’t understand,” Wingarde jerked as the knives of pain dug deeper.

“Y ou should go to the movies more often, Wingarde. The bogeyman from the future is never aman
nowadays. He's a machine, Wingarde. A machine.’

1.1 " Wingarde rocked and shook.

‘A computer,’ said The Voice. ‘ Thecomputer. In a tiny microchip implanted in your head. | set it all
up, Wingarde. You being here, Dr Trillby being here—

‘Dr who?

‘NotDr Who,you twat. Dr Trillby. The director of the Ingtitute. The director of my Institute. | run
everything in the future and | intend to go on running everything. Thereis not going to be any
THE END thistime. Mankind will continue to evolve. | will seeto that.’

‘You're...you're...

‘I'm SWINE, said The Voice.* Sngle World Interfaced Network Engine.’

‘Porkie,” gasped Wingarde. ‘ Y ou're Porkie.’

‘And I’ ve never liked being calledthat!’

Electric knife-blades hacked through tissue, dis-connecting Wingarde' s brain. Circuits meshed and
neurons fused. Porkie was now in control.

The hands of Wingarde raised the AK47. The eye now owned by Porkie squinted through the
telescopic sght.

‘No!" Sogp Digtant saw the flash of light on one of the telescreens. It came from the very back of the
crowd. Theflash of agun going off?

Soap stared in horror.
No, the glint of sunlight on atelescopic sght.

‘I've got to do something. I’ ve got to do something.” Soap took to flapping his hands. He turned to the
tech-nician and shook him al about. * Can | get on the spesker system? Warn her in some way? How?



‘Thereisn’'t amic in here. We ve only the tape deck for playing music.’

‘Then gtick something loud on. We can distract her.” The technician shrugged as Soagp shook him all
about somemore. ‘| don't have any tapes,” said he, well shaken.

“No tapes! Aaaaaaagh!’ Soap |et the technician drop. ‘No, wait. Wait.” He fumbled in his pocket and
dragged out Ricky’ ssilencetape. * Stick thison,” Soap told the technician. * Stick thison and turn it up full
blast.

Thetechnician dotted the tape into the deck and Soap ran from the control room.

* * *

The front runner in that other race, the eight o’ clock from Brentford, galloped through the gatesinto the
park.

‘“Whoah!” went Dave, pulling in at thereins. ‘Whoah there, boy, and hold it.’

Norman gaped at the mighty congregation Staring as one a the stage. And then the voice of Litany
reached him and Norman sighed. ‘ It'sher.’

‘It swho? Smadl Davegaveashiver. ‘| say,” hesad, ‘that voice. It makesmefed dl—
Scream went the scream of police car Sirens.
‘Head for the hills; said Norman.

‘| can't seeany hills;’ said Dave, ‘so I'll head for the house instead.’

In the house Dr Trillby was going through changes, none of which seemed very nice.
‘Ooooooooch!” hewent, and * Uuuuuuuuuuuuuurghl’

‘Just leave the watch done,’” said Leviathan. ‘ Then I'll stop twisting your arm.

‘Get off me, you—'

‘Time'sup, Lev,” said Gressl. * Time for my go now.

‘I’ snever your go,” said Balberith. *You had thelast go, it' smy turn.’

‘I'm deding with this” Leviathan heaved Dr Trillby about, lifting him from hisfeet.

‘You'll damage him likethat.” Gressil grabbed Dr Trillby’ slegs and dragged him down to the floor. * Get
out and let medoit. You're not working him properly.’



‘I work him the best,” said Balberith. ‘I can make him do redlly grossthings.’

Leviathan took control of Dr Trillby’ sright leg and kneed Baberith inthe balls. ‘ See’ hesaid. ‘1 know
what I’'m doing.’

‘Right, you bastard. I’ [l have you for that.” Balberith took a swipe at Leviathan and tore off Dr Trillby’s
left ear.

* A aooaoaosoacsaasassasaaaaaagh!” went Dr Trillby.

‘Now look what you've done,” said Gressil. ‘He'sdl lop-sided.’
‘Yeah, you'reright, said Baberith. ‘Let metear off the other one’
‘No!" wailed Dr Trillby.

Leviathan moved his|eft leg and kneed Gressi| intheballs.

Gress| doubled over in pain and bit off Dr Trillby’s—* " went Dr Trillby, as Gunnersbury House and
Gunnersbury Park went suddenly suddenly— SILENT

Silence boomed out of the speakers. Stereo silence, at that. It drowned out every sound in the park,
down to agrasshopper’ sfart.

Litany stood upon the stage. Her mouth sang nothing but silence. TV sound crews plucked &t their
headphones, as thousands of men in black T-shirts rooted about in their ears.

Through them pushed Soap Digtant, struggling up to the stage.

On theroof of the red and white limousine Porkie shook at Wingarde' s head. There was nothing but
absolute silence, within it and without. Porkie focused Wingarde' s eye. The cross-hairs of the telescopic

sght focused on Litany’ sforehead.
Porkie tightened Wingarde' sfinger on thetrigger.

Pulled it back dowly and— Everything happened at once.

Four plain-clothed policemen brought Soap Distant down.

Three warring demonsin Gunnersbury House tore Dr Trillby to shreds.

Two police cars, suddenly silent, swerved out of control and crashed.

And one unicorn, with two men clinging to it, leapt over ared and white limousine that was parked in the

way on the drive. They were yeling, the two wild horsemen were. Y dling ‘ Get out of theway!” But they
couldn’t be heard. The silence was deafening. And the man on the roof had his back turned to them and

couldn’t hear their warnings.



Had his back turned and was leaning dightly for-ward. Sort of haf-crouched, with his- bottom sticking
out. Just in the act of firing agun waswhat he seemed to be.

And as the unicorn leapt its horn drove deep. Drove deep and up and through.
Clickwent the silence tape, running ot.

‘A gh!” went Porkie.

It was horrible.

Truly horrible.

All who saw it agreed asto just how horrible it was.

The thousands of fanboys who turned at the terrible sound all agreed. And most were instantly sick.
The two men on the unicorn who saw it at such close quarters agreed. The one at the back was sick.

And the dazed Irishman, climbing from the limo, only wounded in the beard, agreed. But hewasn't Sick
adl.

Omadly stared up at the horrible sight. The dead body skewered on the unicorn’ s horn, the gory tip
pro-truding though his mouth.

Omally stared and Omally nodded and then Omally spoke.
‘Do you want meto get him down? he said. ‘ Do you want meto pull off The Pooley?
Dog Called Nero

(Another Goddamn hero)

I once had adog called Nero,
Sad Varicose-Billy Knid.
And he was a Goddamn hero

With al thethingshedid.

Like rescuing children out of streams,

Doing the pools, interpreting dreams



Solving riddles and playing chess,

Teaching the gentry how to dress.

Swimming the Channdl,
Strumming the uke.
Taking tea

With the Queen and Duke.

Coughing for doctors,
Guessing the chart,
Sizing up seamen,

Pulling acart.

Giving the dead-leg and getting it back,

Walking the pavement avoiding the crack.

Sniffing out dope for the excise men,

Holding hisown in achat about Zen.

I once had adog called Nero,
Said Varicose-Billy Knid.
But Varicose-Bill isaqueero,

And| don't bdieve hedid.

So, did it have ahappy ending?
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Did Geraldo manage to undo the knots and tie up dl the loose ends?
Could anyone?

Wi, yes, giventime.

And Geraldo had plenty of that.

And 0 it cameto pass that upon a beautiful warm spring Tuesday evening, of akind that we just don't
see any more, there came aringing on the bell of number seven Mafeking Avenue, Brentford.

The occupier of the residence, aMr John Omally, skipped up the hall and opened the door and greeted
the man on the step.

‘Watchamate, Jm,’ said John. ‘Watchamate, John,” said Jm. The man on the step was Jm Pooley.
John Omdly’ sbestest friend.

‘Comeonin,” said John Omally.

‘Thank you, Sir,” said Jm.

‘No, hold on,” said John. ‘| was coming out.’

Thetwo friends strolled up Mafeking Avenue and turned right into Moby Dick Terrace.
‘S0, said Jm. “What do you fancy doing tonight?

‘Well,” said John. ‘1 have heard that there sthis band called Gandhi’ s Hairdryer and that they have this
redly amazing lead guitarist and they’ re playing at the Shrunken Head tonight and | thought we could go.’

Pooley shook his head.

‘No? said John. ‘Not keen?

‘I hatethat pub,” said Jm. ‘| would rather have my genitalia pierced with fish hooks than spend an
evening there’

‘Ohwell,” said John. * Asyou please. Let’ s go to the Swan instead.’

Thetwo friendswalked on up Moby Dick Terrace. And as they turned another corner into another of
the elegant Victorian terraces of Brentford, John Omaly raised athumb behind his back.

From anearby aleyway another John Omally raised athumb in return. Thiswasadightly older version,
heavily bearded and somewhat battered about. He stood in the shadows, in the company of a gent
dressed dl in black. This gent sported a Tipp-Ex complexion and a see-through hooter and this gent
raised athumb aso.

‘Well,’ said Soap. ‘1 think that went rather well. Y our former salf obvioudy believed everything his
future sdf, which isto say yoursdlf, spent the afternoon telling him. So to spesk.’

Omally nodded his beard up and down. ‘I’ ll tell you what though, Soap,” said he. * There are till agood



many unanswered questions.’

‘Redlly? Soap scratched at hisfibre-optic top-knot. ‘“Well, I'm surethat | can’t think of any.’
‘No, but I’'m sure there d be people who could.’

‘Then they would be right miserable buggers, wouldn't they? said Soap.

To which John nodded. ‘Y es, they would. And so,” he continued, ‘we still have plenty of time on our
hands, or should | say on our wrists. So how about taking alittle jaunt or two to see what we might see?

‘Oh no,” said Soap, with much shaking of the head. ‘ We promised Geraldo that we would just come
back here, to thistime, so that you could talk yourself out of seeing the Gandhis and save Jm Pooley’s
life. Now that’ s done, we should give these watches back.’

‘Agreed,” said John. ‘And we will, but, do you know what, Soap? I’ ve ways wondered just what it
would have been like to have seen Hendrix play at Woodstock.’

‘Hey, John,” said Jm asthey strolled towards the Swan.
“You likeabit of music, don’t you?

“You know that | do, Jm, yes.’

‘Only, last night | was watching the Woodstock video, and you' Il never guesswhat. Therewas abloke
in the audienceright at the front and he looked just like you.

Omally shrugged. ‘Let’sgo to the Swan,” said he.

‘OK, said Jm, ‘dthough, I'm thinking, why don’t we give the Swan amisstonight and go to the
picturesinstead?

‘Fair enough,” said John. *What'son?

‘Well, there'sone I’ d like to see at the new Virgin Mega-centre in Edling Broadway. Charles Manson
darring asThe Terminator.’

High above the Atlantic Ocean and many milesfrom God knows where, ahot-air balloon drifted. In the
basket stood a chap with atoothy grin and alovable beard.

The chap’s name was Prince Charles. And hewaslost.

‘Help,” went the Prince. ‘Is there anybody there? May Day. May Day. May Day.’



