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Enter the SF Gateway …


In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:




‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’





Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


Welcome to the SF Gateway.







One


The fat geezer in the suv ditched me in the middle of nowhere.


“Sorry, kid, this is as far as I’m going.” He jerked his thumb left at a long shady gravel driveway with a fat plastic mailbox staked at its edge. “My place is about a mile down there. Brand-new vacation home on a sweet little lake. More glass than walls, two fireplaces, sleeps ten.” He got a nervous look, like he’d said too much. “I put in real good security, since I’m only there on the weekends. Motion sensors and an automatic dialup to the local cops. And my brother and his family are due along soon.”


What a fucking jerk, sitting there in his Casual Friday office drone clothes, too stupid to know that his rugby shirt and Dockers were just a different day’s uniform. All panicked that I was gonna follow him maybe on foot after he abandoned me, and rip him off. Like he had anything I wanted.


I already had the front passenger door of the suv half open, the straps of my pack in one hand, but I paused just long enough to make sweat break out on his forehead, despite the suv’s air-conditioning going at full blast.


“Yeah, thanks for hauling my ass all those miles. Golly, was it ten or twelve? Want any money for gas?”


He must’ve been totally deaf to sarcasm, because he actually took me seriously. “No, no, that’s quite all right.” He squirmed around in his seat like a dog with worms, then said, “Well, good luck getting wherever you’re going. Do you need directions?”


I stepped out, keeping the door ajar for my comeback. “Don’t go to any extra trouble.” Lame. What else could I say to make him squirm? I rummaged around and came up with something that just made me sound like a drifting loser. “I can’t get lost anyhow, because I don’t know where I’m going.” Then I slammed the door as hard as I could.


He didn’t bother to answer me, but just drove off. His hopefully–rollover-primed tires kicked up a roostertail of pebbles, and I noticed a “Free Tibet” sticker on his bumper. Yeah, right, like he even gave a fuck.


I looked around. Nothing but trees as far as I could see, more trees than I had ever personally experienced before. Hot narrow ribbon of asphalt without even a yellow stripe for variety, stretching off to faraway unknown places. But the weather was pleasant, pure summertime, and the sun was still pretty high. Lunch still sat nice and solid in my stomach, a couple of burgers, some onion rings and a large Coke. I started walking in the direction me and Droneboy had been driving.


I was really gonna have to work on my ironic tone of voice.


My pack wasn’t all that heavy. Or so I had thought when I first shouldered it on the way out the door of my folks’ house. All I had in it was a couple of paperbacks, my iPod, and my best Skechers. I was wearing my second-best pair. Plus a few clothes, like an extra pair of jeans and three tee shirts, some boxers and socks. But by seven o’clock that night the straps of the pack were cutting into my shoulders like two dull knives. My feet ached, my legs throbbed and I smelled pretty ripe, like a crate of cabbages in a dumpster. My throat seemed to be made out of the crudded-out cardboard of a day-old pizza box. Pizza. That was really something I could enjoy right about now. Just a hot, greasy slice or three and a tall icy soda.


But this landscape was about as far away from civilized things like pizza as I could imagine. How many miles had I walked in the past five hours? At least a hundred, probably. And still there was only forest, forest, forest. Not a single car had passed me in either direction. Why had anyone ever bothered to build a road through this fucking wilderness anyhow? All I had seen since I started walking was two or three driveways leading, I had no doubt, to other exclusive asshole hideaways. Where did these people go when they wanted to rent a dvd?


At last I admitted to myself that I wasn’t going to find any supper tonight or a good place to crash, like a bus station or an all-night diner. So I started thinking about calling a halt to this sweaty marching and curling up under some tree. I figured that maybe I could make some kind of Boy Scout shelter out of twigs to stay warm.


After about another ten dozen miles, I scoped out my best bet so far. This tree was huge, standing all by itself, and its curving branches came down to about the height of my head, like an umbrella half opened. It was set back a dozen yards or more from the road in a field, so I’d be less likely to attract attention or get woken up all night by the nonexistent traffic.


I left the road and cut across a strip of land where the grass and wildflowers practically came up to my waist. As I got closer to the tree, the grass and flowers gave way to clear ground packed soft with about a million years’ worth of dead leaves. Nice mattress, I thought.


With the sun sinking and the living leaves on the tree’s branches thick as discarded scratch tickets on a sidewalk, the space under the tree’s canopy seemed dark as a janitor’s broomcloset to my eyes. I got a little spooked and slowed down. What kind of animals lived out here? Bears? Cougars? Did they like to hang out under trees?


I stepped forward, past the first branches, and waited for my eyes to adjust.


“Howdy, friend.”


I jumped back like I was yanked on a string. Maybe I would have run if I wasn’t so tired. Looking back on things, maybe I should have. But I didn’t. Instead, once I felt like my voice wouldn’t shake, I spoke right back


“Who’s there?”


“Just a bone-weary fellow traveler like yourself, pardner. Come on in.”


I hung back a minute longer, letting my eyes get used to the gloom. A gentle sunset breeze was making the leaves whisper and breathe in a soothing way, and the air caught close beneath the branches smelled nice. Suddenly, for no real good reason, I felt peaceful and relaxed. That feeling, plus my tiredness, won out over any fear or caution, and I stepped forward.


Now I could see the guy who had called out to me.


He sat crosslegged and loose-limbed at the very base of the big trunk, his butt nestled in a knot of roots. He was a slim, wiry, tough-looking older guy. I couldn’t really guess how old. Once people get past twenty-five or so, they all start to look the same age to me.


He was dressed nothing special. Jeans cuffed up above some ratty hiking boots, belt with a big buckle, denim shirt. His hair was a little on the longish side, and slicked back with some kind of gel or mousse. Or maybe it just hadn’t been washed lately. His face was the most startling thing about him. Pockmarked with old zit scars and craters, nose a messy sprawl, lips kinda blubbery. Patchy gingery whiskers sprouted here and there across his lean cheeks and chin, like weeds in a deserted lot. A little scary looking, overall. But his eyes, as far as I could read them in the evening shade, were lively and friendly.


He didn’t get up right away, and for a minute I had this wild idea that he was glued to the tree, or part of it, or something else crazy like that. But the next minute he unfolded himself easily and stood up. He stuck out his hand and said, “I’m Sid.”


We shook hands. “I, uh, I’d like to remain anonymous for now.”


Sid cracked this wide rade grin. “Anonymous, huh? Okay if I call you Anon? Of maybe you’d prefer Kid A?”


Maybe withholding my name was stupid. But I wouldn’t go back now on my impulsive decision, and I wouldn’t let him get a rise out of me. “Whatever.”


Sid stepped back and looked me up and down. “How old are you, Kid A?”


“Eighteen.”


Sid snorted like a cop’s horse with its nose in the feedbag. “You come from some planet where they use a different numbering system? That mustache you’re cultivating has about six hairs in it.”


That pissed me off. “So what? Your own beard looks like you started to get electrolysis and then changed your mind halfway.”


“You got me there, Kid A. But that doesn’t change your age. I say you’re sixteen, tops.”


“What if I am?”


“Nothing. Nothing at all. I just don’t like to be lied to. Why hide what you are?”


Maybe he had a point. “Okay, you’re right. I am sixteen. And a half.”


Sid clapped one rough hand on my shoulder. Usually I hated when people did that, because it always felt phony. But for some reason this time, I didn’t mind.


“Okay. Now we’ve got a basis for communication.”


“How old are you?”


“Fifty-two.” He took away his hand and slapped his own tight gut. “Looking pretty decent for an elderly guy, huh? Still got basically the same waistline I had when I was not much older’n you.”


“I guess that’s cool.”


Neither one of us said anything for a minute. I waited for Sid to ask me the most obvious questions. What was I doing on the road? Where was I heading? Had I run away from home? But he never did.


“Thinking of camping under the tree for the night?”


“Well, yeah. Unless you need the whole space here, or just wanna be alone.”


“Far from it. Company is good. You thirsty?”


“Yeah!”


“There’s a creek a few yards in that direction. Need a cup?”


“Um, sure.”


Sid moved to the base of the tree. I hadn’t seen his pack in the shadows till then. He went to it now and opened it up. It was some kind of retro-looking army-surplus pack, green canvas with a built-in metal frame, lots of grommets and side pockets and rope ties and cracked leather straps. He dug out a plastic cup and tossed it to me.


“Oh, and one other thing.”


A roll of toilet paper came flying through the air.


“Just don’t shit too close to where we both have to drink. One of the prime tenets of civilization.”


I smiled for the first time since I had met Sid.


“Hell, can’t argue with that,” I said.


When I got back from the stream, Sid had moved around to the far side of the big tree and was kneeling down. He was busy arranging rocks in a circle around a patch of ground cleared of leaves down to the dirt. Beside his boots rested a decent-sized pile of twigs and branches, snapped to short lengths.


“We can have a small fire over on this side, and there’s less chance anyone’ll spot it from the road. No sense drawing busybodies who’ll sic the authorities on us. If it’s one thing I hate, it’s being hassled by the cops.”


“They looking for you?”


“Hell, no! Do I appear to be some kind of wild-eyed fugitive to you? I’m clean as a virgin’s panties. But I don’t own a home, I don’t pay taxes, and I don’t drive a car. So of course I’m instantly an object of suspicion. You too, for that matter.”


I needed to wrap my mind around that concept for a minute. Just by stepping away from my old life, I was considered a potential criminal? Leaving behind the things I didn’t want anymore, the people who didn’t want me, made me a menace to society? Even without doing anything illegal? Where was the justice in that? Finally I managed to think like a cop and see myself from their point of view. But I didn’t like it any better.


“Okay, I bow to your superior experience. Secrecy rules.”


“Damn straight.”


Sid constructed a smaller circle of stones inside the bigger one. Then he got the fire going with absolute efficiency. I got a kick out of watching him layer the tinder and twigs and branches. It was like watching a DJ scratching or someone drawing a beautiful chalk picture on the sidewalk. No wasted moves, artistic. He lit the pyramid of wood with a disposable lighter, then sat back on his heels.


“I got a can of beans and a can of Chef Boyardee in my pack. I intend to mix’em all together, heat’em up and dish’em out. Any objections?”


My mouth was already watering. “No sir!”


Sid rousted the cans out of his pack, along with two plastic margarine tubs with lids and some plastic spoons. The cans came open raggedly under an attachment of his pocket knife. He fetched out a battered aluminum pan and filled it with beans and spaghetti.


“Go fill these empties halfway each with creek water.”


I did as I was told. The last drips of light were being squeezed out of the sky, and I had to really watch my footing coming back across the rough ground.


Sid sloshed the water around to get all the residue out of each can, then poured the water into the pan. He rested the pan on the inner ring of rocks, and before too long the makeshift stew was bubbling away.


My gut rumbled, and I could practically taste the food.


Sid tucked the cans away in his knapsack. “Pack it in, pack it out. Another good rule to live by.”


I felt easy enough to make a joke. “You related to Smokey the Bear?”


Sid glowered at me, and I thought I had overstepped some kind of boundary of politeness. But then I read his scowl as a put-on, and his next words confirmed it.


“Smokey? I fathered that hairy bastard!”


We both had a good laugh. His was loud and deep down in his chest. Pretty soon the stew was ready. Sid used his shirt tails for a potholder, and poured some for each of us.


I had never tasted anything so good.


“When’d you eat last, Kid A?”


“Lunch. But that was about a hundred hours ago.”


“Been walking all day?”


“Naw, just since early afternoon.”


“Long enough. Sorry there’s no cheesecake or pumpkin pie for dessert. But this should hold us till the morning. We’ll take it from there. Something’ll turn up. You got any money?”


I stiffened right up. “Um, a few bucks …”


The dancing firelight made Sid’s face waver. But there was no mistaking his expression of sad disgust. And this time he wasn’t faking any emotions.


“Kid, if I had wanted to rob you, I would have coldcocked you the first time you turned your back on me, and you never would’ve even seen it coming. Let me tell you my rule for dealing with people. It’s really simple, and I’ve never known it to let me down. I start out friendly, and see how the other guy responds. After that, based on what he does, I follow tit for tat. So I give you supper and expect at least some plain old respect back. But things can go down from here any way you want. If you don’t trust me, you can take off and find some other place to hole up in for the night. Or I’ll do the same. Your call.”


I swallowed whatever was in my throat, while I tried to figure out what to say. I realized I had been acting just like the geezer in the suv, frightened for no real reason. Worried about someone who looked a little weird. At last I got out an apology.


“I’m sorry, Sid. It’s just that I’m new at this kind of life. You wouldn’t want me to act like some kind of sucker about things, would you?”


“Not a sucker, no. But not fearful and cynical and always expecting the worst. That’s a sure recipe for getting exactly what you least want.”


“Okay. Now I know.”


Sid stuck out his hand. “No hard feelings, then? Shake.”


We did. Sid said, “Give me your bowl and spoon. I’m gonna go wash’em out.”


At the edge of the firelight he stopped. He turned back to me and, with a big grin, said, “If you want to rummage through my pack for severed ears or the loot from an armored-car robbery, feel free. Just put everything back where you found it.”


Sid tossed the last of the wood onto the flames. Sparks showered upward. “When this dies down to coals, I’m hitting the sack, Kid A.”


“Me too, I guess. Hey, wanna hear some music?”


I dug out my iPod. Sid looked leery.


“Whatta you got? Got any Mingus? Parker?”


“Uh, no, I’m not sure …”


“Led Zep?”


“Sorry, I don’t listen to the classics. Here, try this.”


I dialed up some Rage Against the Machine, then handed it off to Sid. He inserted the earbuds clumsily, then tried to start the track. I showed him how.


The expression on his face made him look like he had just bit down on a pus burrito. He hung in for about thirty more seconds, then jerked the buds out.


“Man, that is some truly wretched noise! These guys some amateurs from your neighborhood?”


I took back the iPod. Sid’s words were hurtful, and I could’ve been hurtful right back, using his stupid tit-for-tat strategy. But instead I bit my tongue and tried to wise him up him instead.


“Of course not! These dudes earn millions. Or did, before they broke up.”


“They broke up? Thank God!”


“So what, they’ve still got tons of fans. They were the best at what they did.”


“Maybe so. But should they ever have been doing it in the first place?”


I put the Discman away. I wasn’t going to argue music with some guy who had stopped listening to new stuff ‘way back around, I don’t know, nineteen-eighty-nine.


“Maybe I’ll read a little,” I said.


Sid perked up. “You got some books?”


“Just the two best books ever written.”


“Oh, yeah? Haul’em out.”


I laid my hands on the paperback first. I pulled it out and handed it over.


Sid chuckled like water running over gravel. “I should have guessed. Good ol’ Jack. This is potent stuff. Inhale it in small doses, and always check whatever Jack says against your own experiences, instead of just taking him at his word. How’d you come across this?”


Sid passed the book back to me, and I studied its familiar cover in the flickering golden light for a second. The Dharma Bums, a pair of ghostly uninhabited jeans and boots standing tall against a mountain range.


“My parents are—My parents were bigtime Buddhists. They had a lot of religious books around the house. Most of’em were pretty dull and dumb. But this one wasn’t.”


“No, not dull, that’s for sure. What’s the other one you got?”


The tiny hardcover came to hand, and I gave it to Sid.


He roared so loud I jumped. He didn’t stop laughing until he had wiped away all his tears and snot.


“Oh, Jesus, what a hoot! I haven’t seen anyone reading this in thirty years. Lordy, lordy, some things never change. Did your folks have this on their shelf too?”


I snatched the book back “No, I discovered this one myself. Anyway, what’s so damn funny about The Prophet? It’s at least as good as the Kerouac, maybe better.”


“Kid A, these two books aren’t even part of the same universe. Your Kerouac is a shot of super-antibiotic to cure you of mental clap. But the other one is like a stolen blank prescription pad. You can write yourself all the prescriptions you want from it, but there’s no authority behind’em, and you’ll never get’em filled.”


Now I was starting to get really angry. “You’re full of crap. A person could live their whole life really well just by following the advice in this little book.”


“Jesus, I pray you don’t really believe that. Because you’ll end up hip-deep in shit if you try such a nutty program. Listen, Kid A, you can’t run your life out of any book, even one of ol’ Jack’s. All that the best books can do is clarify your vision and inspire you. And the lousy ones just confuse you or fill your head with bullshit. But the minute you try to adopt any book as your Bible, you’re doomed. Haven’t you already seen that happen a hundred times around you? I’ll bet your folks—”


“Shut up now. I don’t want to talk about my folks.”


Sid got quiet and sympathetic. “Okay, I can understand that. Well, I’m sorry I pissed you off. Maybe I was a little too harsh. It’s just that I hate to see anyone your age go down a dead-end.”


“Yeah, well, it’s my choice.”


“That it is, Kid A. That it is. So, ready for some sleep? I only got the one blanket here, but you’re welcome to borrow my coat.”


“No thanks. I’m fine.”


“Suit yourself.”


Sid took off his boots. He made a pillow out of the jacket I had refused, and laid it atop his boots. He wrapped himself in his blanket and was snoring in about sixty seconds flat.


I sat up hugging my knees until the snap-crackle-pop of the fire died away, and even the embers began to wink out. Strange sounds came out of the darkness. I knew I wasn’t going to get any sleep. It got pretty chilly after a while, and I realized the nylon windbreaker in my pack wasn’t going to be much good against the cold. But I was still glad I had turned down the offer of Sid’s fucking coat.


“Long were the days of pain, and long the nights of aloneness; and who can depart from his pain and aloneness without regret?”


Oh, man, how true, how true! How could that idiot Sid say Gibran wasn’t like totally smokin’?


Sid’s raspy voice was my alarm clock.


“Up and at’em, Kid A. Day’s wasting.”


I opened my eyes. Golden sunshine slanted through the canopy of leaves like spotlights onto a stage. I was curled up on the ground, hugging my pack. My windbreaker was slick with dew, and my damp jeans clung to my legs. I straightened myself out, and immediately felt all the aches and pains I expected, plus some others. There must’ve been an invisible rock under my ribs all night, because I had a stitch low down on my side.


“Damn, Sid, how can you stand there smiling? Aren’t you sore?”


“Not one damn bit. Sleeping on the bare ground’s good for your back. People get soft when they sleep on a mattress every night. Not that I ever turn my nose up at the chance to sack out in a real bed. But that’s only because I know the next night I’ll probably be out in the woods or on a park bench or gravel or steam grate again.”


Once I stood up and stretched, I felt a lot better. The air sure smelled fresh, and the world looked rich and friendly. Maybe just because there weren’t any other people around.


My stomach growled. “Any chance of breakfast?”


“Not out of my pack. You?”


“I licked the print off my last candy wrapper yesterday.”


“Fair enough. Just means we’ll get our exercise before we eat.”


“Do you know where we are?”


“Roughly. State and county. But if you mean, can I tell you what’s up around the next bend, no.”


“Me neither.”


“Then I guess we gotta make like the ol’ bear that went over the mountain.”


“Huh?”


“Christ, what do they teach you kids nowadays? Don’t you have any sense of tradition, Kid A? Ever study any history?”


“A little. But this is a new millennium now. Everything’s different.”


“And where the hell do you think your fresh new millennium came from? Straight out of the old one, and all the ones behind that! Go take a leak and a dump, if you have to, and let’s get moving.”


I did what Sid said, and as soon as I returned to the camp we headed straight for the road.


I looked back over my shoulder at the big towering tree. Somehow it looked different than it had just last evening at sunset, when I first came upon it. I felt a little sad at leaving it behind. Moving in a soft breeze, its leaves seemed to be waving goodbye.


Neither of us said anything for the first few miles. The leather straps of Sid’s knapsack creaked like squeaky shoes. I used the time to think about why I was following along with Sid.


Sure, he had been nice enough to share his supper with me last night. But I wasn’t like some lost puppy who automatically fastened onto the first person who fed him. But Sid did seem to know a lot about bumming around, and I figured that if this was gonna be my new lifestyle for however long, then I should try to pick up some tips from an expert. Plus he was an interesting guy, even considering his age. I got the sense that he had a lot of good stories to tell. He liked Kerouac, even if he was a jerk about Gibran, so that counted for something. He seemed like an honest guy who would play it straight with someone if he got the same treatment back. And trucking along solo was a lonely business. Even just five days on the road had proved that to me. Like Sid had said last night, “Company is good.”


I remembered how Ray Smith had met Japhy Ryder, and how they had become tight, getting their kicks together. Maybe that could be me and Sid.


And of course, I could still cut out any time I wanted.


After a while, Sid began to talk in an easygoing way. He rambled on with no particular plan to his speech that I could see, and I just listened. Every once in a while I’d contribute a sentence or two, but mostly it was him who did all the talking.


He talked mainly about recent events in his life. I learned that he had traveled about a thousand miles in the past week, through a combination of hitching rides and walking and hopping freight trains. Hitching wasn’t as easy as it once was, Sid claimed. “People are too suspicious nowadays. Can’t say I entirely blame’em. These are mean times, here at home and around the globe.”


I figured I had made about three hundred miles myself in the past five days. I thought that was pretty decent, and said so. He agreed that it wasn’t too bad for an amateur.


I heard how he had lived in some kinda place called an “SRO” for a while earlier this year in New York City, down on the Bowery, and worked delivering Chinese food on a bicycle. According to Sid, every other customer was either a naked woman hot for sex, or a drug lord who wanted to tip him with a bag of primo dope. These stories I didn’t put much stock in. He told me about how he had first hit the road when he wasn’t much older than me. His parents had been rich and important people, but he just couldn’t get behind their lifestyles. Too fake and pointless and grim. Sid had been enrolled in some fancy prep school, “with a lot of other wealthy white boys,” and one night on an impulse he had just taken off. Ditched it all and never looked back, with just the allowance in his pocket and less clothes than I was carrying. Apparently even rich kids didn’t have credit cards or cell phones back then. Not that I had ever had either one of those things myself. But I knew plenty who did.


I tried to picture myself at Sid’s advanced age. What would I be doing? Would I be walking down some dusty road like him, with everything I owned on my back, telling my story to some young kid? I couldn’t get a clear picture of myself one way or another, even a year from now, so I gave up that line of thought.


Sid’s easy, funny, boastful talk made the miles fall behind us easily. I realized after a while that I was really happy walking along with Sid. I didn’t even mind being hungry. I felt like we were Ray and Japhy on some kickass adventure. I didn’t care if we ever met up with anyone else.


But before too long, I heard a noise I hadn’t heard for a while: traffic.


“Sounds like civilization,” said Sid. “Or at least a facsimile thereof”


The road we were on climbed now toward a crest, and we worked a little harder to get up the grade.


At the top, we could see an intersection up ahead, a few hundred yards down a gentle slope. The highway wasn’t much, just an old-fashioned four-lane concrete slash though more damn trees. And the traffic was hardly big-city numbers.


But there was a cluster of buildings not far from where our road flowed into the highway, and maybe that meant food.


I felt good seeing this sight. It wasn’t as impressive as Ray and Japhy’s view from the sierra mountain they had climbed north of Frisco, but it would do just fine for me this morning.


As we trotted down the hill, Sid sang offkey, the same lines over and over. “Bear went over the mountain, bear went over the mountain, bear went over the mountain, and what do you think he saw?”


I still didn’t know what the hell that song meant. But somehow it sounded right.




Two


We had to cross the oil-blotched gray highway to get to the establishment on the other side. A roadsign told us we were facing route 1. No traffic-light helped us, so we just dashed across, dodging cars and light delivery trucks whose bored or irritated drivers refused to slow down, our packs slapping against our backs like enthusiastic teammates. The buildings we had seen waited for us another few feet down the road.


A weedy gravel parking lot stretched in front of two shabby structures. One building resembled a small ranch house, with its front rooms fixed up to be an office. I knew this because there was a darkened neon office sign in one window. The other sign above this door said deer park motor lodge. The second building struck me as more important just then. It was a long, low-slung boxy diner that billed itself as deer park kitchen. A third building, set off to one side, had its own paved frontage. It was a gas station with just one pump and one bay, deer park filling station and repairs.


Behind the office building, about six small crummy-looking cabins sat on a grassy area that called out for a good mowing. Sharing a gravel path, they seemed to huddle against the dark forest behind them. A busted-down old-fashioned torpedo-shaped rust-spotted silver trailer was tucked away partly out of sight behind some birch trees.


The gravel lot held three or four cars. I guessed it was about ten o’clock or so, and the breakfast crowd must’ve faded away. I had left my watch back home on purpose when I set out, and Sid didn’t seem to carry one either.


Sid smacked those thick lips of his like a cartoon wolf. “Man oh man, this place has hungry traveler’s heaven written all over it. You willing to part with a few bucks, Kid A? Pancakes, bacon, eggs, coffee. That appeal to you?”

OEBPS/images/9781473206465.jpg
%EWAY

PAUL
F

DI FILIPPO

ROADSIDE
BODHISATTVA

‘DI FILIPPO IS THE SPIN DOCTOR
OF SF — AND IT'S A POWERFUL
MEDICINE HE BREWS'
BRIAN W. ALDISS





OEBPS/images/GatewayLogo.jpg
«@-EWAY





