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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.







Emenie:


1


I kill people; what do you do?


Birds are messengers, and can tell me things. Actually they can tell anyone things, but most people, obviously, don’t grasp this. It was early autumn, really warm, about 6 p.m., and I was walking along by the canal. The pigeon came over and landed on the towpath in front of me. (They don’t tow any barges along it now; there are just the derelict one or two over against the other bank. The old park is up there. Completely overgrown, of course. And beyond the old rambling trees and bushes, and taloned roses and four foot high grass, you can see the ruins of three tall blocks of flats.) The pigeon was slate-blue with a white head and clever crazy eyes. It picked something from the path and then let it fall in disgust. I read the message this time from the pattern of light and dark on its back. It told me the weather would stay good and the light would last until around ten to seven, and then there’d be a long soft twilight. Plus there was somebody by the park I’d see if I continued walking up the path towards the ruins of the Co-op. It was sort of take it or leave it, really. Both the message and my reaction. I had gone out just for a walk, really. And the pigeon didn’t promise me something I might truly find irresistible—just a possible might be worth looking at. Which was fair enough.


Once it was sure I’d got the message, it turned round and took off, rising far up over the orange and yellow and evergreen of the trees, heading for the upper sky, above the wreckage of the suburbs. It would probably be in central London inside ten minutes, the bird. Well, in what was left of London, evidently. But for a pigeon that would, I expect, suffice.
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After going on for about twenty minutes—I judge time fairly accurately—I saw a man sitting on the opposite path, near the old bridge and the green and crumbly steps, fishing with a real rod and line.


“Hi,” I called over. “Catch anything?”


“Nah,” he said, but without resentment.


“I don’t think there’s anything in there, really,” I said.


“You’re very likely right.”


“Except the odd shoe, “I added.


He looked up and grinned. “Oh yeah. I already caught one of them. I threw it back.”


“So you’re just fishing for pleasure,” I playfully said.


“Sure. Though I suppose I could’ve tried frying it in breadcrumbs and olive oil. But I’d have had to kill it first.”


“Oh, can you do that?” I was admiring. “I mean, if it was really a fish?”


“Sure. Used to catch salmon in Scotland. Silver-fin in California, too, once or twice, ‘bout fifteen years ago.”


“I could never do that.”


“You could if you had to,” he encouraged me.


“No,” I said, sad and regretful. “I can’t kill animals. Not even rats,”


“You’ve got a problem there, then,” he said.


“You’re telling me. My place is overrun with the bloody things.”


He sat, looking at me quizzically. The sun was low in the sky behind him, way over the park, shining its soft, pure, bronzy rays full on me. What did he see? This lone girl, just dressed in jeans and a floppy autumn-leaf colour T-shirt, long brown hair and paler brown eyes, clear skin, lightly tanned. A tawny girl, slim, all right enough, and perhaps lonely as well as alone?


“Where’d you live?” he asked me.


“Oh. Just back up there. Used to be my grandmother’s house.”


“Right?” He was interested. Well, he was probably in some squat, or other derelict premises. He didn’t look dirty though, and his own nondescript clothes were OK. He was about thirty-five to forty. But I’m sixteen going on fifty. You can’t always tell, with me. No, I don’t lie, you can’t, you couldn’t, it’s one of my talents. His teeth were good, I saw that again next minute because again he grinned. “I could drop by sometime. Help you with your rat population.”


I seemed to be thinking. I was, I suppose. “You know, I found a bottle of wine,” I said.


Yet—did I really want to, tonight? Maybe I did. I don’t usually get a message from a bird, or any other signal, unless I’m up for it—even when I don’t always realise at first I am, I was. I don’t usually want to do it at home, either. But—well, I’d sort of invited him, hadn’t I? It would be rude to refuse now, wouldn’t it?


They know, I’m sure of this, too. Even you would, if you were the one. They—you—always know. It’s a pre-arrangement, perhaps even made between us in a previous life. On such an autumn evening we’ll meet, around six thirty, and then we’ll do it—let’s do it—let’s fall in love.
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“I remember this road,” he said. “From before.” This was as we were going in at the back door. (I hardly ever use the front, and now the back door lets directly into the rooms I use most often, on the ground floor. I hardly ever bother going up to the second floor. Or the narrow stoopy little attic.)


“You mean before—well…”


“The S hit the F. Yeah. Back then. I was younger then. You weren’t even born, yeah?”


“You might be surprised,” I said.


The back door lets into the utility room and so into the biggish kitchen. Then there’s a space and a bathroom opens off there, and then there’s the main big downstairs room, which is very big, being once—in my grandmother’s time—two rooms. (She wasn’t my grandmother. I killed her some years ago; an older woman. Can’t recall her name.) This house, which is detached, stands between two others, also detached, and one of which is a large bungalow with an upstairs extension. All these other adjacent houses, however, are in a pretty awful state and—like the park—massively overgrown and impinged on by huge feral trees.


“Your fridge works!” he exclaimed as I took out the wine. Now he did sound accusing.


“It does sometimes. Not very reliable. Guy I used to know wired it up to something or other last year. I get about two, three hours, but you can’t ever be certain when.” (This is a lie, of course. I know exactly when.)


“Christ.” He was peering in at the loaf and other stuff, a look of envious almost-pain on his face. “And you’ve got fucking lights,” he almost shouted, as we moved on into the biggest room. There’s only one side window left in here, from the way the rooms have been portioned off, and that is boarded up, like all the front windows. Due to the forest of garden trees at the back I hadn’t so far felt the need to blank out the glass of the kitchen or utility.


“He did the lights, too,” I said.


“Ever see him now?” he asked, greedily.


“No.”


He gave me a hard sad look, and sat down on the sofa. I lit some candles, and turned out the overhead lights. “I’d better, in case they go off suddenly.” Then I took the two dark green glasses off the fake fire-surround—at least there wasn’t any excessive, infuriating electric fire turned on there—and opened the screw-top of the wine and poured us each a large, filled glass.


He drank about half at a gulp. And then sat staring at nothing. He was frowning. Finally he said, in a miserable and unfriendly way, “Perhaps I’d better take a look at the rat situation. Yeah?”


“If you don’t mind.”


“I can smell them already,” he said. He was sullen. He didn’t fancy me now, hated me presumably for having a working fridge and electricity. Or he just didn’t know how to handle this weird brown girl, and the almost-comfort, and the silence, the utter silence, which he thought no doubt was being shut in here, but was really everything listening, waiting.


“Maybe you could look at the cellar,” I said. “That’s where they get in.”


“One’s fucking died down there, I can tell you that,” he elaborated as I undid the door to the basement, which door is back out in that space between the kitchen and the big room.


“Yes. They do. In there and in the walls.”


We stood and stared through the door-slot and down the steps into the utter sub-black below. I’m so accustomed to that stink of death, I don’t even properly register it any more. Conceivably it’s just familiar to me now, part of ‘being at home’.


“Hang on,” I said, “there’s no light down there. I’ll get the torch.”


There’s a cupboard by the bathroom, and I left him staring at the black, the abyss, and took out the torch and then shone it over his shoulder downwards. “Do you mind going first?” I said. “I don’t like the stairs. I’ll shine the light ahead of you.”


He glanced back then, into my face. He looked sorry for being gruff earlier: I’m just a nervous kid, and I’ve given him wine, and I might give him other things, food and sex, and a place to stay that’s better than wherever he is currently holed up.


“Sure,” he said. “S’OK.”


I kept helpfully shining the torch before him.


Then “Oh—just a second…” I said. It was plain I had forgotten something important. I hadn’t though.


I took the light off him, and took something else out of the cupboard, leaving him in blackness a moment before swinging the torch-beam right back exactly into his eyes.


“Shit.”


“Oh hell—I’m sorry…” I cried, contrite. But I wasn’t. Before he could see again, and using the hand-gun from the cupboard, I shot him directly through the face and head.
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In the night I lay on the bed in the room that led off the main room; it had been part of the main room, part of the part that had been the sitting room once. The bed was large, sagging and lumpy and oddly comfortable, the mattress seeming to alter its shape to fit me in whatever position I adopted. Tonight I was on my back. I had finished the remaining poured-out wine, and put the rest in the fridge to keep cold. (The fridge always works, just as the light and the fire do. Even the electric cooker functions, though I seldom cook anything on it. Cleanish water also runs from the taps. Perhaps the fishing man would have called them ‘faucets’, in the American way. Because I’d thought later he did have a faint US accent, under and around, sort of tangled up in his London English one.)


He would be perfectly safe in the cellar. For now, or forever. He wouldn’t even be on his own. There were the rags and whitish ribs and splinters of a few more expersons. In winter the cellar was nearly as cold as the fridge. Even in summer it wasn’t too bad. Or, enough not to upset me, I suppose. As I said, the smell doesn’t trouble me. So, it is the smell of death and decay. They too exist. They underline all things, just as does the scent of sap and vegetable growth, and of flesh that is living, whether animal, avian or human.


After I kill I always feel improved. I feel—satisfied. As if I’d cleaned the room, (which I seldom do), or cooked a wonderful meal, (which I never did or do or, presumably, ever will do.)


And the moment when I actually kill When I squeeze the trigger of the gun, or employ the knife or other sharp weapon, or strangle with a cord or my bare hands—which, with some of the less strong, (normally women), I can adopt occasionally as my method. I’ve used other means too; there seems no point in boringly listing each and all here (I may change my mind.) But I think my—targets, shall I say?—their type, something I see or detect in them, makes me decide how I should accomplish their individual murders. Just as I know when I notice them, or meet them they, this one or that one, is to be killed by me—the idea of pre-arrangement I mentioned previously. I can walk through crowds all day and find no one that’s suitable. It’s happened. Now and then it’s happened on and on, and I begin always to be slightly uneasy, as if never again will I be able to find someone to kill. A year or so ago I was like that for almost four months. This wasn’t good for me. I couldn’t sleep and I couldn’t wake up properly, either. I hardly went out in the end.


Then one morning a man went by me near the remains of Marks and Spencer’s, (in the likewise remains of the old High Street), and he was the one. And it was simply all there again. The relief nearly made me shout aloud. I was so happy. Him in fact I shoved in the canal at the deepest stretch, up past the railway bridge. He couldn’t swim, as I’d learned, and I’d partly stunned him, too. I watched him drown. I couldn’t stop smiling. He was one of the best, I have to say, but that may only have been because of the enforced abstinence that was the prologue.


That night after the fishing man, and knowing he was there below, in the cold autumn pantry of the cellar, I heard a plane go over. You rarely do now, do you, and then generally only by night. I wondered where it was going, but it hardly mattered. Yet… there was a kind of half-musical balance for a few seconds, the upper melody of the engines overhead, and me lying on grandmother’s bed—the central theme—while below the darkened strings of my latest victim’s deadness formed the base, the percussion, steady and solid as an ancient, ticking clock.


Curious, night thoughts.




Rod:
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I made notes on the train. I always make notes. They’re useful, I find, or at least they pass those spaces when there is nothing to do. I looked out of the train windows as well, and when the trolley came round with all that rattle and pretence of a sudden party, I bought a black tea and a shortbread biscuit. It’s an hour’s journey out of London. She lives in Brighton, my aunt. Vanessa, she’s called. I believe after Ms Redgrave. When I was a lot younger I used to ask myself if I’d have liked Aunt Vanessa better if she were Vanessa Redgrave. But probably not, if she still acted like my aunt.


When I arrived at her house near Kemp Town, it was about twelve forty-five, a quarter to one. I say about, my watch was playing up. It tends to do that on or after a train journey, even of twenty minutes. Most machines play up when I use them. At work it’s our department’s running joke. My computer always goes wrong, and the laptop, well, Forrel actually accused me of sabotaging it. But normally someone just says ‘Poor old Rod. He can’t even get a dog to obey him.’ I don’t, incidentally, have a dog. In a flat, anyhow, animals aren’t a wise choice.


6


Vanessa was in her scrubbed oak kitchen, preparing lunch, which consisted as usual of some cold bought meats and a lot of bright green supermarket salad. She doesn’t drink, but always offers me a glass of wine. Sometimes I say no. But I thought I’d accept this time.


“It’s not good for you, you know, Roderick.”


“What isn’t, Auntie?” I still call her that, because she once said I should, and she had never amended her edict.


“Alcohol, Roderick.”


She’s sixty, if I have the math right, but looks a bit a younger, slim and bright-eyed from all the salads and yoga classes, with bobbed grey hair that bounces irritatingly with health.


The wine came in a shiny glass that could hold a decent amount, if filled up, but she as ever failed to fill further than one third of the way. It was white, the wine, Sicilian according to the bottle, before she recorked and shoved it in the fridge. As if any minute the Continence Police would arrive. If she doesn’t drink herself, I often wonder why does she do it up—she wouldn’t be offering me any more, I know that by now.


Lunch passed in eating and in Vanessa telling me at length about her latest feuds with her neighbours—the semi-detached neighbours this time, rather than the people over the road, and with the local hairdresser who, she insists, cuts her hair too short. I told her that her hair still looked very nice. She said I didn’t understand about hair.


During the afternoon, which was mild and fine, she gave me her usual tour of her long and quite elaborate garden. “How awful for you, Roderick, not to have one. My garden gives me scope. I hope you take regular walks?”


“Oh, yes,” I dutifully answered. Of course I did. Ten minutes to the station every morning, ten minutes back at night. And now and then a walk to and back from The Red Stag at lunch-time, or The Black Sheep after dinner. About five minutes, those two.


“And you have no view,” she added, “nothing to look out on.”


I have explained more than once that in fact the back view from my flat isn’t bad. I face the Little Common, beyond which the sun sinks behind the burgeoning central city outskirts.


I shrugged. “Nothing as pretty as your garden.”


She made an annoyed noise, and told me about her feud with the Gardenman, as she calls him.


Despite all that, it was, I admit, rather pleasant on the autumnal patio, watching the trees. We drank our coffee, and I fell asleep at one point. She seemed not to notice. She was still telling me, when I woke, about a campaign she was trying to start against too-early schooling of children. She seemed to believe they were now expected to attend nursery school at two years of age. Is she right? God knows, the way things are.


In the evening we had tea, and ate a very peculiar cake that someone she knew had made. It seemed to be thinly iced in the middle, with a bitter jam on the top, and was wholly organic.


When it got to seven o’clock I was, as ever, able to remind her of the train I had to catch. She told me of course I must go, it was very noble of me to have visited on Saturday, after my stressful week of work in central London. I replied that the rural quality of her house, the garden, and my brief looks at the sea from the train, had been wonderful.


She kept her final, if recently habitual remark until I was putting on my coat.


“Roderick… I do know you’re gay, you know.”


“I’m not gay,” I replied. As always I do.


“You won’t admit it, I see that. But why not? There is absolutely no stigma now. Why won’t you be honest at least with me?”


“I am,” I said, patiently, “being honest. I’m not gay.”


“But you are, Roderick—you are! And oh, Roderick, I’d be so glad to see you with some nice friend—I’d be so happy for you. You could bring him to visit me! Do you think I wouldn’t welcome him—that he’d sense any animosity from me—me, your Auntie Vanessa? Oh, I’d love to meet him, Roderick. Won’t you trust me?”


I kissed her cheek.” If there were anyone, Auntie, I’d trust you. But there is no one. No one at all.”


“Oh, Roderick,” she said as we got her rather complicated door undone. “Oh Roderick.”
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I’m not gay. At least, as far as I know. And surely by now I would. I’m thirty-two years of age. Men don’t interest me. People don’t, a great deal, if I’m honest. But I like to look at women, if not in an especially lascivious manner. I like their scents and the way they colour their hair and choose their clothes and make their faces up. The way they move.


My mother and sister were killed when I was only five. In a train crash in France. Rotten, yes it was. My mother was only about my age now, and the little girl, my big sister, just nine. A psychologist would say I miss them, so I look at women now and try to see my mother as she was, and my sibling as she might have grown up to be.


The train back was full of jaded seasiders, lurching home to the sea-less tidal city, noisy or exhausted, or both. I had a vodka and tonic off the jolly-trolley. That would be my limit for today. I like a drink but I don’t have too much. Can’t afford it for one thing.


I made some notes on the train going back, as I had on the one going down. It was dark, the windows black before we reached Victoria.


All places smell different. Brighton had been salt and fish and leaves and compost. London that night was newspaper and neon and chemical smoke. I caught the other train out and down, there hadn’t been a stop-off at my station on the way up. I always think that is so strange, going past your own station, unable to stop, having to go all the way in and then out again.
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There was somebody hanging about in my road as I turned into it. As a rule, if that happens, it’s some gang of youths, boys or girls or both, off the common or making for the common, under a street lamp with their death-advertising cigarette packets vivid with plague warnings, and their little toy bottles of alcopops. They may yell at one, or not. They mostly don’t seem to see me, or any adult. We’re like ghosts to them, remnants already faded from the vast movie-screen of life on which, day and night, they get top billing.


Tonight though, it was just a girl on her own. Dark-haired and in a dark coat. Eye make-up, nothing else. She was walking slowly up and down between the station end, from where I came, and the five detached houses in the middle, the second along of which is where I have my flat.


She glanced at me as I went by. I assumed she was probably waiting for someone, but somehow it didn’t quite seem like that. Looking out for someone, then. She seemed edgy, nervous and suspicious, less of the casual passer-by—me—than of the area. She was like a girl from a spy film, waiting to meet up with the dodgy contact she had been sent to find, who would help her, or harm her, depending how the script panned out.


When I crossed over to the house with the flats, I caught the flash of her pale face in the streetlight, turning to see where I went. And as I put the key in the lock, I looked back. She was staring by then, yet when I turned she did too, and hurried away up the street. Unsettling, a bit. But people do weird things now. No doubt, they always have.


I rent the right-hand north side flat on the second floor. I put the light on in the downstairs hall and went straight up the stairs to it.


The landlady has the ground floor apartment. We don’t really have dealings. I got the place through an agent, bought it over five years, it being so cheap, paying my dues every month through the bank by direct debit. I’ve only glimpsed her a couple of times. At least I assume it was her. She’s in her fifties, nothing startling, a bit of a recluse perhaps. I have to say, there’s sometimes a bit of a bad smell down there, the ground floor that is. Very faint, but not appealing. It comes and goes. Drains, I reckon.


My flat is small, two rooms, bathroom and kitchen. I generally clean it over on Sunday mornings, it never takes long. There’s nothing special or ‘graphically amazing’, as Forrel might say, in any of the rooms. White walls and some mirrors, the ordinary blue curtains and carpets that were already here. The electric kettle is mine, like the few books, and the clothes in the wardrobe. The main room and the bedroom have electric fires as well as individual central heating. The cooker’s gas.


The rear-view, though, as I’ve tried to tell Vanessa, isn’t bad. There are the couple of streets that slope down, and then the tow-path and the canal, and over the other side is the common, with its trees and, framed now on blackest night, the three diamante-windowed fifteen-storey blocks of flats that rule over Parnassus Avenue.


I’d missed the sunset. But despite the clemency of the day, the sun had gone out in cloud not far outside Brighton. There wouldn’t have been much to see.


Before I switched on the lamp in the sitting room, the other end of which faces out to the street, I went to discover if the dark spy-girl, Anushka of the KGB, were still loitering in the road. She wasn’t. Either her date had found her or she had slung her hook.


I made some coffee and sat on the couch to check my notes, but I couldn’t entirely concentrate. It was almost ten. I activated the TV for the news, and whatever hell, horror and idiocy had gone on everywhere while I was cooped up with Aunt Vanessa. Before it came on I did have one quick look in the wardrobe. Only one look. My second, though, if I counted this morning. No worse than the drinks, I thought. Half a glass of white wine at lunch and a double vodka in the evening. Half a minute’s morning wardrobe-look, and two minutes’ look at night. That was enough, and not too much. In the sitting room, the girl reading the news had hennaed her hair. She looked beautiful.




Klova:
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I tried the lipstick last, before I went out.


I’m always having make-up. If I can’t afford it, I’ll just steal it.


But generally I can afford it.


I never mind stealing.


It’s so like simple. It’s just a sort of spell I can throw over the store O.C.’s as they peer and follow me about. I never get caught.


But I hadn’t stolen the new lipstick.


I’d had a money-gift wired into my account a day before and the bank-nanny told me last thing that night. Three thousand shots. That’s a lot. I couldn’t work out—often can’t—quite who it came from but, you know, who cares? It was there.


Although by tomorrow some of it would be gone.


I was going to the Leaning Tower.


In my black and gold, and the tinsel hold-ups, and the chandelier ear-drops, and the totter-heels, and the new lipstick.


I left about Zone 48, because nothing much kicks off in town until around 50—Midnight.


I thought the male, who lives in the flat across from mine, was in, I heard his news-viewer on as I went downstairs. Such an old-fashioned roost, this flat-house, no slide. The old woman who holes up in the downstairs part was silent too as silence. She is a peculio, and no lie.


I am very certain she goes all over when I’m out. Gets in my rooms.


All over the upstairs bit too—not sure even if anyone lives there—and all over the male’s flat as well.


She doesn’t take anything. Not from me.


But sometimes she disturbs some piece or other—like the shadow of a chair hangs wrongly and that’s because she has shifted or knocked it. Or the spume in the bath dome is wet, though it wipes itself dry soon after use.


One morning in winter I came back at dawn, Zone 16, and there was a pearl from one of my gloves lying on the glass tiles of my social room. I hadn’t worn these gloves for nights.


But so what.


Live and let love.


Love and let go.


Go live.


When I got outside, I glanced up, and through his window shields I could faintly see the male’s lights were on. So he was home.


He’s old, too. He might have been pretty when he was younger.


He’s one of the Older Generation, before it all got changed. In fifty years he’ll be dead.


In fifty years I’ll still look sixteen.


I look sixteen now, but I’m twenty-nine.


They say we are lucky.


Of course.


That’s right.


I took a quick look up and down the long wide ice-cream-gleamy street. The houses here are still quite old, but way over there, beyond the Forest, the sky poles of the outer city sheer up in layers of diamond and ruby terraces. And I could just make out the light on top of the Leaning Tower, pulsing on-violet/off-rose/Chinese-dragon-green.


If I took the sprint I’d be there in twenty minutes. Did I want to be so early?


Like but right then I saw this girl and this new male were stood there under one of the float-lamps.


She was dark and serious-eyed and twentyish, so she might be me-type, or younger old-going-to-die-soon type. I couldn’t tell.


The male looked like a quack.


I am going to walk by, but the girl speaks to me.


“Excuse me, but you just left that house.”


I walked on.


She ran after me.


She had high-heels but not proper high enough.


He rumbled after her.


I turned and looked at her.


“What do you want?”


“You see,” she said, helplessly, moving her hands as like she was underwater, “I’m looking for my bloke, Sigh.”


“Sigh?” I said.


“Yes—short for Simon. He spells it SY.”


With a name like that he was surely almost being of Older Gen. Perhaps he’d just given up the ghost. I suggested that, and she let out a thin silly scream, as if I’d hit her or turned my Self-D spray on her.


The male with her said loudly, “Right, d’you know anything about it? He was just fishing down the canal a few days back and he never come home. He’s her feller and my bruvva and we wanta know what the fuck happened to him, ‘cos he doesn’t just vanish, right? She’s scared he fell in the canal.”


No one calls it the canal any more. It’s called The Nile.


“Can’t help you,” I said.


The girl started to cry.


I walked on, and they didn’t try to stop me. They should go to the Civ Law anyway, if they’re worried. It’s nothing to do with me.


Only thing is, now skipping about in my mind to the tick-tick of my slenderest totter-heels on the milk-light-washed pavement, a remembering of another girl a month ago, summertime, also asking me on the street about someone else who had gone missing.


Why do they ask me?


I don’t know.


I don’t care.


Live and let go.
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I danced all night.


Always do.


Had carnal with a male in the Singles Rooms of the Tower, and then got the sprint back.


I felt wonderful. Sex is brilliant, and all the exercise.


I only drink liquid-silver, which is very good for you and inspires the brain.


My plan was to go to bed as the sky before the flat-house was blazing with sunrise, and sleep into Zone 34.


The street, when I reached it, was empty of anything but the dregs of darkness.


I’d forgotten all about the girl and male and their missing feller—bruvva Sigh.


But when I got to the house—and undid the door with my ID nail, I smelled this smell.


The street smells clean and hygiene-brushed. The Forest at the back sends wafts of green and ink perfume and the aroma of birds and shadow. But this house, when you step in from the fresh air—


The house, just there in the downstairs hall, right by where the old woman has her apartment, it stinks.


I have noticed this before.


I have put it down to the place being so old and all that. Upstairs everything smells sweet.


Maybe it’s her.


Maybe she’s decaying.


Maybe she’s died and is falling in bits, and this grey-brown reek of a rotting retro-burger wrapped in metal-foil is the result.


But I thought, as I stood there, that I had smelled the reek before and then it had gone away.


Now it was raw.


It had claws.


It had sores.


I ran upstairs and leapt into my rooms.


I should contact the Civ Law on my Mee.


Instead I went into my bathdome and threw up all my lovely night, and my sick was silver, worth a fortune if I had the guts to scoop it up and strain it through and package and send it to recyke.


But I couldn’t.


Let go.


It goed.
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About seven days after my thing with the fishing man, I had a double. They weren’t very much, if I’m honest. But it wasn’t too bad. A man, and later a woman. Obviously, two in the same twenty-four hours is in itself rewarding; it’s only happened twice before, and I’ve been killing people for—well, let me think, almost seventeen years.


I had a slight concern that night, just as I was drifting to sleep, that I might get a long wait after this.


As a rule I try not to be superstitious.


The next morning, at nine sharp, someone rapped the knocker on the front door. (Needless to say, the bell doesn’t work anymore.)
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