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Introduction


Science-fiction editor Gardner Dozois popularized the word “cyberpunk” in the 1980s to define a new subgenre making waves. Ever since then, readers and critics have been fond of adding “punk” as a modifier to call out interesting subgenres. Bio-punk for the cloning and nanotechnology-focused 1990s, and in the late 2000s, and on, Steampunk became a catchall for a wider movement of fashion, cosplay, and literature taking aesthetics cues from Victorian and Edwardian periods.


So it’s not a surprise to see the word “Dieselpunk” appear on the scene.


But what is Dieselpunk?


It certainly conjures up images of belching engines, massive crankshafts revving up, and the thunderous roar of fuel-powered machines the likes of which I could imagine my grandfather working on in his youth. This isn’t the hiss of steam and manners and corsets. It’s grease and noise and “We Can Do It” posters.


One simple definition is that, while Steampunk normally uses a time period from the Victorian or Edwardian periods, Dieselpunk simply advances the clock forward to the interwar period. After World War I and before World War II (although, as with many categories, there are plenty of gray areas).


This is the time of the Art Deco movement, an aesthetic that tried to wrap itself around the increasingly powerful impact of machinery, industry, and factories. It contained contradictions in that attempt; it married strong, clean rectilinear lines with aerodynamic shapes. But from that frisson came art that is still admired today: the Chrysler Building with its iconic arches and clean lines, 30 Rockefeller Plaza, and the smooth flowing lines of the 1937 Delahaye Roadster, or any of the 1930s Cord automobiles. Even in cheap dollar stores, today, you can buy prints of jazz or governmental information posters from the era that are still striking in their marriage of simple form, economy, and composition.


But what kind of science fiction does this almost brutalist aesthetic create? Is it fiction just trying to emulate a technology from a very specific time period and that’s it? Or is Dieselpunk trying to grapple with the same core problem that Art Deco was?


Dieselpunk, with its science fictional roots married to an Art Deco inspiration, is a perfect fit. Science fiction has long spent time trying to understand the impact technology has on the human psyche, and on our future. Is it any surprise that a subgenre of science fiction would look to inspiration from an aesthetic that tried to incorporate the mechanically modern, the engineer, to modern art?


While retro-futurist, Dieselpunk’s Art Deco roots expressed in fiction allow the writers you’ll find in this anthology to explore the length and breadth of the best genre fiction has to offer. The authors explore the impact of the factory on the people who are fed into it, or wonder what happens when technology can replace our very jobs – all too familiar concerns to those of us in the modern world . . . no matter which modern world it is we’re living in. But the optimism of the interwar period isn’t lost, as plenty of the stories here harken back to one of the defining moments of the literature of the time: pulp adventure, when magazines were filled with stories of derring-do and fantastic achievements. You’ll find a lot of high-octane, fast-revving fun here.


So I hope you’ll join me in flipping past these diesel-tinged pages to dig deeper into the all-too-human stories at their heart, and I also hope that you’ll find these stories as fascinating and full of flair as I have.


Tobias S. Buckell




Rolling Steel:
A Pre-Apocalyptic Love Story


Jay Lake and Shannon Page


Rough Beast slouched toward the Bethlehem steel mill. Tons of fresh hot metal in there, every cobber and new chum from the Allegheny to the Delaware knew that. Even Topper, the old cat-eyed bastard with steel cables for fingers and a brain stewed in barium-laced æther, knew which way the good stuff lay, for all that he couldn’t tell up from down on days ending with a /y/.


He’s a bad man, our Topper. Used to run child-soldiers over the St Lawrence to the Froggies during the Quebec-and-Michigan War. La troisième mutinerie, the Quebecoise called it in one of their endless prayers to St Jude, for if ever a cause was lost surely it is theirs. Wolfe had put paid to their ambitions at the Plains of Abraham two centuries earlier, but no Frenchman ever born minded much dying for the romance of a shattered heart.


And there was no heart so shattered as that of a patriot whose country has been brought to ground.


And so we have Topper, driven bird-mad in the trenches of the Somme when it would have been kinder for him to have just died. Came home he did to the quack attentions of the New Friends of Sweet Reason, got caught up in the Technocracy movement as exhibit A, and finally fell apart as the country itself did in Roosevelt’s dying days.


Now there’s Wehrmacht units on the loose from Nova Scotia to New Jersey, the South has risen again (and again), the Federals are barely hanging on in the Mississippi basin, issuing wireless dispatches from Washington-on-the-Rails while the Great Madness takes anyone stupid enough to be caught outside at night anywhere between the Wabash and Pamlico Sound.


Only those who started mad can stand the stuff, and move faster by night than any prayerful man might by day. Especially Topper in his Rough Beast, which once upon a time was a machine meant to kill other machines before he made so much more of it, oh so much more.


“Metal, my pretty,” he whispered, patting with a clattering crackle of steel the crawler’s upholstered dashboard between the engraving of Percy Bysshe Shelley and the platinum-dipped weasel skull with the rhinestone eyes. Only one of those two had he killed, Topper, and some days he knew the difference. He squinted into the depths of night through the prism that made up Rough Beast’s forward vision block, watching for the mill which loomed close, its fires never banked.


Fate and fortune walked on the greased knuckles of Topper’s war machine, as never they had since Poland’s borders collapsed in the first of the lightning wars.


I patrolled the unquiet streets south of the steel mill, cussing as I walked back and forth in my own precious allotted square block of turf, practically wearing channels in the concrete with my steel-heeled stilettos. “Bastards,” I muttered, thinking of the Best Sister and her Little Chums. Well, “bitches”, technically, but I didn’t fancy using such a term of endearment when referring to their ilk.


“Bastards,” I growled, as I turned the corner for the seventeen-thousand-and-thirty-second time, only this time I was thinking of my crib mates, the ones who had sniffed out some sort of rupture in my soul and handed me this godforsaken turf as my undue reward.


“Bastard!” I screamed, jamming to a halt as the ferocious machine loomed before me. Hadn’t heard the fucker coming at all. My NKVD surplus large-bore riot gun was already raised and trained on the madman coming up from a top hatch, red-lacquered nail rattling against the trigger as my finger trembled with desire. Then I saw it was Topper.


Which didn’t change my assessment of the situation, or my epithet. But I did lower the gun, and hike up my leather miniskirt an inch or two.


The gibbering fool grinned down at me, leaning over the console in a halo of actinic light to stare down the front of my corset. I set my shoulders back to improve his view and leered right back up at him.


“Going my way, big boy?” I called out.


“Bethlehem, Bethlehem, Bethlehem!” he chanted, his eyes rolling in his head.


Oops, there went the tiny whisper of sanity I’d detected a moment ago. I danced back a step, just in case the worms in his brain told him to gas up that monstrous vehicle and put paid to the sexiest thing he was likely to see all day – any day.


My heels tapped on the sidewalk as I leaned against the wall of the foundry behind me. “And what are you going to do when you get there, hmm?”


“Steal,” Topper said, letting the word do its double duty. “Stable.” Another word doing double duty. He stared down at the woman. Someone from another lifetime, Topper knows with animal cunning and vestiges of functional memory.


He has had many lifetimes, our Topper. Lived them all together inside one much-mended head, until his name has become legion because he is many. Swine out of Garaden could not be more multiplicitous than this man. But even through the palimpsest of his personality, this woman emerges like a slave ship out of an African fog bank.


“Coming with?” Topper asked. He gunned his twinned diesels for emphasis. Rough Beast shivered like a dog about to piss. The woman looked scared but determined, a combination which even Topper cannot ignore.


He locked down the upper hatch, set the brakes, pegged the clutches, disarmed the antipersonnel charges on the outer hull, and crawled back between the ammo cans and the fuel bags to undog the ventral hatch. As he twisted the clamps, Topper hoped the woman hadn’t run away or been jumped or something. He can’t protect her from up here. Rough Beast is made for salvage runs and fighting heavy metal, not personnel escort.


Topper is confused about a lot of things, but he’s not confused about what his crawler does.


The woman was still outside, armed and dangerous. And that was just her looks. Dark hair swept back from an aristocratic face. Pretty teeth, which Topper remembers from white rooms full of screams. She had a big gun, too, a riot weapon meant for stopping dogs or people caught in the Great Madness.


“You’re going to the plant,” she said.


It was not a question.


“In,” Topper ordered by way of a non-answer.


Indecision flicked across her face like a trout in a mountain stream, then she climbed the metal steps he’d dropped down for her. Rough Beast had ground clearance that would give an arborist’s ladder a bad case of envy.


Distant gunfire echoed as Topper dogged the hatch, but the incoming wasn’t to their address. He wormed back up to the driver’s station, leaving the woman to follow or not as she chose.


The crawler got moving with a shuddering lurch which foretold trouble for the portside throw bearings. He could rebuild. He just needed some high-grade ingots to trade out for the finished parts. That was how he took care of everything on this monster.


A single man wasn’t meant to maintain and operate something like Rough Beast. Not even a single man as profoundly unalone as Topper.


The woman squirmed into the radio operator’s seat behind him. That surprised Topper, he’d already forgotten about her. No radio, never had been one, but there was part of a sandwich rack out of an automat right in front of her face, as if she could plot their course in egg salad and bologna and trimmed crusts.


“So.” Her gun thumped briefly against the floor. He noted she was smart enough to clip it to the seat pedestal. “When did they let you out?”


Topper had to think that one over for a while. Finally he said, “Ain’t sure they have yet.”


Call it boredom if you like. I won’t dispute it if you do, not at all. Boredom, ennui, a sense of adventure left unaddressed for far too long – any of that could explain why I left my post and crawled up into that oil-dripping beastie with the lunatic pilot.


When I’m summoned before Best Friend and her bitches to explain myself, though – and you know I will be – we won’t be talking about any ennui bullshit. No, I’ll be spinning some tale about surveillance and undercover and getting on the inside of the enemy camp and all that sort of yak.


To support this notion, and also because I was damned curious, I slithered up the ladder at the behest of the grisly creature. (Hey, don’t let it be said I never plan ahead.) I’d known Topper before, of course; knew him before he was the raving lunatic we’d all come to know and love in the Madness. Not that he was ever entirely sane.


Who is, anymore?


I knew him because I’d been part of the crew that had taken him down, during the last round of the world-shifting adventures. We’d taken him hard, real hard, even before handing him over to the New Friends for, shall we say, readjustment therapy. I’d never expected to see him again. Which was shame, in its way.


So here he was, grinding up my street on his way to god-knows-what kind of tomfoolery down at the plant. Didn’t even bother to deny it. Invited me aboard.


How could I resist?


I settled in behind him, looking around everywhere, trying to take it all in before he came to whatever shred of senses might have been left him by the New Friends and booted me out of there. Because, right, surveillance. Remember? I kept my right hand close to the NKVD riot gun in case Mr Topper decided to get cute. But he had already started the monster rolling again, ignoring me completely.


He answered my question well enough, I suppose. All things being equal, you never really do get out, do you?


I fell silent after that, wishing the asylum refugee had thought to put windows back at my seat. What was I supposed to do with A-4 and D-0? I’d had a lovely lunch already, thank you very much. The rats are fat and sassy, this part of town.


Oh, Jesus, just kidding. What do I look like? I don’t eat rats. You think this figure comes from eating street sludge like rats?


Feral cats, now: that’s where it’s at. Yum yum, meow yum. Excellent diced and stir-fried, with tree ears and a sprinkling of hoisin sauce right at the end.


After a particularly difficult highway crossing, Topper’s mind wanders back to the woman. She was muttering under her breath now. Something about rats and cats and someone named Hawser Ann. He could smell her breath even in the diesel-and-metal reek of the crawler.


Cats was right in there. Topper cackled. He’d had a cat once, lived in the bed with him in the pale green room with the telephone that whispered secret vices in his ear-of-virtue, and blessings in his ear-of-vice. He knew what had happened to that cat too, every time he blinked his eye.


Our Topper spent some quality time under the close personal care of Doctor Sergei S. Bryukhonenko, after the good Dr B. had fled the collapse of the Eastern Front and wound up under a New Friends of Sweet Reason ban working out of a former mental hospital in the quiet fields near Yellow Springs, Ohio. The fields were quiet then because of the gas pooling in the low-lying watersheds which killed off everything with a central nervous system.


Dr Bryukhonenko had been the beneficiary of good pressure seals and a number of human canaries chained to stakes in a three-mile radius around the hilltop facility. Our Topper had been the beneficiary of Dr Bryukhonenko’s newfound health and safety.


Until the psychosurgeries began.


Now he saw in strange shades of gray, a world of movement and chiaroscuro, relying on childhood memories of paintboxes and flower gardens to fill in the colors. Topper still knows the curve of a woman’s breast from the rounded nose of a bullet – he’s not that far gone – but so much else slides past the greased corners of memory, electroshock therapy and deep conditioning, as if he were a human carpet afflicted with flea’s eggs.


“Food?” he asked the woman. A gap yawned before the crawler, smoke crawling up out of some nether hole in the Pennsylvania soil. Mine fire? Enemy attack? Wrath of God? He navigated around it while one of his inner selves listened to her answer.


“Is that a request or an offer?” she began suggestively, polishing the barrel of her riot gun.


“Dunno,” Topper said. “Thought you might have some catsmeat.” He felt vaguely like a cannibal for asking. Then his attention was distracted by the towering stacks of the mill, his destination. Someone flew a small aircraft close above them. He resisted the urge to jump up into the air and swat at it.


For all Topper knows, he might be able to do just that. Muscles he didn’t know he had creaked at the thought.


“Rowr,” the woman growled.


He wondered if she would purr, as well.


“You don’t remember me, do you?” I asked the lunatic, after he’d failed to respond to my clever sally about the cat. I’d even growled to remind him. Good times. But I’m not even going to tell you about the look on his face when I did that, now.


Suffice it to say, crazy or not, the man had a strange charisma. And not because I was hard up, either. Not that I was ready to hop into the sack with him. Not right then. Not even the floor of this machine, or up against the wall of the mill. Not me.


The mill! A squinting straining gaze through what I could see of the forward view told me we were almost there, though Topper hadn’t even been paying attention to the road. “Road” – such as it was, of course. The route, more like.


“Harridan Three, Harridan Three, do you copy?” a small voice crackled from my satchel. Damn, it must be one of the bitches in that plane buzzing overhead. Checking up on me. They don’t trust me to wipe my own ass any more.


Of course I couldn’t respond, not overtly. But if I didn’t send her on her merry way, she’d land that overgrown horsefly right in our path, and . . . well, let’s just say I didn’t fancy being two feet behind Topper when he was suddenly beset by Sisters in a well-armed aircraft, attempting to halt his forward progress.


“Nice rig you got here, Topper,” I said instead. “I especially like the seats. Ooh, comfy.”


He tore his attention away from peering up at the sky and stared at me. A droplet of slobber formed in the V at the lowest point of his lip and hung there. “Seats?” he finally asked.


“Yep,” I said loudly, patting the foul cracked vinyl next to me. “These seats right here, in this here vehicle you’re driving me around in. Yep. Love it.”


“Harridan Three, we copy,” came the voice in my bag. It was Lena: bad news. And she was clearly pissed.


But the drone of the plane engine faded, and then the mill loomed large.


Too large.


“Stop!” I screamed, just as this abortion of a tank crashed through the wall.


Topper came round to paying attention to what he should be doing just after a few dozen tons of masonry bounced off the roof. That plane had buzzed off, but it had dropped him a present on the way out.


He spun Rough Beast left, just to confuse anyone who might be sighting in on him. From the sound of things, the crawler was now taking out another portion of the mill’s outer wall. The hull pounded and shuddered, a brick rain.


“Where’s the map?” he screamed over the deafening war.


She shook her head. Useless bitch, he thought. Bring a girl on a picnic, she doesn’t even remember napkins. Topper keyed off the antipersonnel charges ringing the upper hatch and jacked his chair for a look. He let his feet do the driving.


Thing about a cat’s eye is it sees in darkness. Not the pitch black of coal mines or a politician’s soul, but places where a human being would stand blinking and wondering which way to the egress. The very bad Dr Bryukhonenko had built a neural jumper block so the input from the cat’s eyes jammed swollen and dry into Topper’s skull could be made sensible – sense-in-light for a man who lives in the endless nonsense of his own head.


All of which meant that with the Bethlehem mill running on blackout except for the glow from the Bessemers further down the compound, only Topper could see what was going on. The defenders had to rely on triangulation and their own knowledge of the terrain. Topper was ignoring the terrain in favor of the direct approach.


“Damned loading yard ought to be down here somewhere.”


Rails had been torn up a long time ago – their fixed routes were useless in this age of rolling borders and continuous sabotage – but the rail yard was still useful space.


Having gotten something resembling his bearings, Topper spun Rough Beast around. The wide open area had been behind him.


A woman was screaming from down near his waist. She sounded familiar. He jacked the chair low and looked around.


“Marie,” Topper said, pleased as hell to see her. “What are you doing here in San Diego?”


The look on Marie’s face was almost frightening. The gun in her hand worried him more, though. When had she learned to shoot?


Outside, the aircraft buzz had come back. Fucking spotters, he thought. “Whoops, gotta go,” he said, “bad guys up above. Hold that fire till we need it, kiddo.”


By the time Topper was back out of the hatch and heating up the solenoids in the remotely-operated turrets, he’d forgotten what he’d gone down for. Until a gunshot echoed from inside the hull of his crawler.


Bastard flipped completely out on me after the impact. I mean, I shouldn’t have been surprised, but it wasn’t like I’d been having a peaceful day up till then, so I was a bit, well, off guard.


Hey. It happens.


Once the machine (not to mention Lena’s bomb) rendered the wall of the mill into so many smithereens, it lurched but didn’t stop, instead simply veering off to the left a bit. Or maybe that was Topper, yanking on the wheel. Anyway, that’s the part that rattled me more than anything else. I was airborne a good two seconds, then crashed to the slimy floor of the tank-thing at his feet.


At least I held onto my gun.


Which stood me in good stead once I’d recovered enough to think again. The freak was looming over me, again paying no attention to the road, or corridor, or whatever it was we were driving down at the moment . . . yeah, another wall, I think . . . interior wall. It was hard to tell, jammed underneath two hundred and fifty pounds of insane manflesh.


I waved the gun at him. “Back off, Topper, I mean it!”


He called me Marie.


Oh god.


Waving the gun again, I tried to look sufficiently menacing. This was no doubt undermined by his view down the front of the corset. He grinned, and mumbled something about San Diego. What the fuck?


Maybe I was still screaming or something, because just then Lena decided she’d had enough. “Harridan three, we’re coming in. You’re relieved from duty effective immediately. Surrender your weapon to the personnel who will be approaching the tank once we bring it to a halt.”


I almost laughed. How exactly were they expecting to do that?


A burst of machine gun fire came from above, mixed in with the aircraft engine. Oh, that’s how. At least it got Topper’s attention. He yanked his eyeballs away from my girls and scrabbled up top.


Unfortunately, I didn’t want Lena to take his attention. Nor did I want to “surrender” anything to any goddamned “personnel” inside Bethlehem. “Topper!” I yelled, but he was beyond hearing me.


I took a shot in his general direction, careful not to aim for anything vital. Like around the middle. Riot loads weren’t supposed to be fatal.


What? Just thinking ahead here. He’d cleaned up nicely once before. Who’s to say it couldn’t happen again? Girl can’t be too picky these days.


Good. That got his fleeting attention once more. He slithered back down below and stood before me. “Marie?”


“Not Marie,” I said. Then I reached down and toggled my radio to blessed silence so we could talk privately. “Grace, and don’t you forget it, you moron.”


“Grace . . .” The name slid off his pink tongue, making it sound dirty. “Graaace.”


Oh good lord. We were in for a long night.


* * *


Topper stuttered. That’s what the doctor had called it – not Bryukhonenko the surgeon, but that New Friends woman with three moles on her chin that always made him think of H. G. Wells’s War of the Worlds for some reason.


Threes, all evil things came in threes. That’s why men and women stayed in pairs. That’s why a woman had two tits, a man had two nuts, everyone had two eyes, two ears, two hands, two legs, two nostrils, two lungs for the love of God.


Threes. And the stutters always came in threes. Dr Roseglove, that was her name, like she had thorns turned inward to her hands, tiny red-brown spikes to pierce the skin, an Orchidglove would have been a very different doctor indeed, or a Lily-of-the-valleyglove, and when he stuttered he lost time, he lost control, he lost his marker in the place of life.


Bad things. Threes. A woman named Marie, not Grace. But he’d known Marie? Had she been a twin? Or worse, a triplet? Was Grace her middle name, her secret name, her confirmation name, her gang name, her spymaster’s handle?


She was shouting. Outside something was bombing. His thigh hurt like fucking hell where something bad had happened.


Adrenaline, he thought, a moment of clarity amid the stutter. Adrenaline and a pressure bandage, before I die of assassination.


Why would anyone want to kill our Topper? Even he cannot answer that. Well, other than all the people he’s killed over the years, of course, but very few of them have anything to say about it now. Dead is dead, and no one’s got relatives no more, not in this fragged world.


She’s still yelling, this woman, but he’s ignoring her in single-minded pursuit of his wound. He doesn’t worry so much about the scattered pellets embedded in the flesh of his leg. They will either kill him or they won’t.


Topper jacked up into his open hatch. Rough Beast wasn’t equipped for anti-air operations. An angry woman loose with a riot gun down below was a problem. Amplified voices and high explosives outside were a bigger problem.


He left his stutter behind when he realized that his enemies had come to ground. Obliging of them. Rough Beast was very well equipped for anti-personnel operations.


A beefy woman stood in the red glare between shadows cast by his own arc lights, shouting for someone named Jason Adair to stand down. Topper didn’t know any Jason Adair, not since before the wars began when he might once have answered to that name, so he activated the electrically controlled chin turret that looked like a fuel junction and could surprise an unwary, beefy woman and turned this one into a spray of blood and cloth.


Then he ground the crawler straight toward the ducted fan aircraft grounded before him. Topper admired the engineering of the thing – innovative, frightening, probably stolen from the Germans – until Rough Beast crushed it to scrap.


He wasn’t sure which was more annoying: Marie screaming from below or some woman screaming from the crushed cockpit of the aircraft. In either case it didn’t matter. The metal yard was ahead, and that was his purpose here.


Okay.


Fuck.


Breathe. Just get hold of yourself: breathe, bitch.


’Cause when Topper took out Lena and her bodyguard du jour, not to mention the whole fucking aircraft thank you very much, well, okay, it sent me into a bit of a spin.


So maybe I shot him again. Just a little bit. I’m really not sure, frankly. Everything got kind of crazy and blurry there for a few minutes. Like maybe there were psychotic drugs floating in the air around Topper.


No, I didn’t mean anti-psychotic drugs. That would have helped. I meant what I said. Pay attention, I’m not going to say it again.


It didn’t make a damn bit of difference to his apparent sanity, or lack thereof. I mean the shooting-him-again part, if it happened. The drugs, I have no idea. That was just a metaphor kind of thing. I was making a comparison, one thing to another.


Although who knows?


Anyway, my sanity, however. Well . . . like I said, I lost a few minutes there. Once everything was tracking again, I saw that the aircraft was a pile of oily rubble behind us, and Topper was rolling the tank forward, muttering about Germans.


He never stopped with the verbiage, that one. If only any of it made the smallest bit of sense. I’d love to see him across a poker table. Looked like every thought was immediately broadcast.


Not that I was likely to be playing poker again any time soon. Anyway, Lena had my deck of cards. Probably they were ground into the mud behind us, too.


Mud and oil and blood and . . .


Don’t think about it. Don’t think about it!


I clipped my riot gun back into the rack beside the seat, just in case I was tempted to use it again. Because the part of my brain that had been functioning throughout the little misadventure of the past few minutes had just presented me with the irrefutable fact that my fate was now tied to that of this overgrown monkey, the one now drooling and gibbering and steering this massive bit of machinery toward what had to be the biggest metal yard I’d ever seen.


In other words: no more Sisters, not for me, not here, not now. By climbing aboard this contraption. I’d thrown my lot in with Topper.


God, I hoped he still cleaned up nicely.


I sidled forward in the cab, or at least something reasonably approximating sidling. Tough to do when the thing was rolling and grinding and rocking back and forth, throwing me from side to side like a hamster in a blender.


“Marie!” he said, catching sight of me. He gave me a delighted smile.


I fell into the co-pilot’s seat beside him, or whatever you’d call it. Jump seat. Small bit of cushioning in a vast expanse of well lubricated metal parts and pieces. “Grace,” I said, in a friendly and conversational tone.


“Marie-Grace?”


“Just Grace. Remember, sweetheart, how we went over this?” He kept staring at me. “Well – never mind that, anyway. Just watch where you’re driving, okay?”


“Driving, doing, zooming, duckling,” he said. But his head wafted back in the general direction of forward.


“Good boy,” I said. “Just keep doing what you’re doing.” Sooner or later, some of this was going to make sense. For now, he just had to keep us alive.


“W-74,” Topper sang out. “Tungsten steel. Hard as a shield, cuts like a blade, keep it sharp, never be late . . . Burma Shave!”


Marie-Grace Just Grace snorted at him. He was pretty sure she’d shot him a bit earlier, but she had a nice smile. Maybe he’d been wounded by one of the dizzy bitches from that airplane.


Bullets fell on Rough Beast’s hull like lead rain. The locals were getting to it. But now he was in the metal yard, the El Dorado of this Pennsylvania hellhole.


“Here, Missy Marie-Grace Just Grace,” Topper said, handing her down a gas mask. “Wear this a while and don’t get nothing on your skin.” He paused, solicitous as a fragment from some long-forgotten safety briefing (back when “safety” and “briefing” were applicable concepts) emerged into his forebrain like pack ice on a midnight river. “You weren’t planning to have no children, were you?”


“Not right now,” she squealed.


Topper wasn’t sure that Marie-Grace Just Grace had taken the real point of the question, but duty had been discharged. He pressed the big red button labeled “DO NOT PRESS.” It was wired just below a portrait of Bing Crosby with a Hitler moustache.


Several loud, ominous thumps echoed from the outside of the crawler’s hull. This was followed by a hissing noise. Topper belatedly remembered to pull on his own gas mask, then wondered what he’d done with the chemical suit.


The part of him that was sane enough to keep the rest of the traveling circus alive watched the sweep second hand on the dashboard clock – Swiss timing in a genuine hand-carved Chinese ivory casing, and possibly the most valuable thing aboard Rough Beast. Topper liked his treasures portable. He was a man who’d left more towns under more clouds than Seattle saw in a year.


One hundred and eighty seconds later he bailed out into the dissipating yellow fog. Defending fire had stopped, except for the occasional stutter of a weapon discharged as a finger shriveled too tightly in death. That hardly counted, though Topper knew a bullet was a bullet no matter who had fired it.


He wasn’t moving right. The dizzy bitch really had shot him. Couldn’t have been something too fierce, or his leg would be shattered. Riot gun with rubber loads, maybe? Who the hell would hang around a Pennsylvania mill town at night armed with sublethal munitions? That was like bringing a housewife to a bullfight.


Ahead of Topper were thirty-six pallets of high-grade tungsten steel. Finest kind, ready for shipment to the manufactories of Detroit and Fort Wayne. Or ripe for the jacking by an enterprising man with good intelligence and solid orders.


Or woman, he reminded himself. Topper turned to stare at Rough Beast, wondering what he’d been thinking and which part of him had been thinking it. Her head poked up now, insect-eyed and blank-faced in the gas mask.


An electric turret whined as she brought one of the Bofors to bear on him.


“Screw you,” Topper shouted, and began dragging the cargo chains out. It was hijacking time. He didn’t have what it took to die again right now.


After monkey-boy propositioned me a few times, I knew we were getting somewhere. Excellent. I could work with that.


The discussion of children, however, was a tad premature. I almost said something, but then he pressed some big goddamn red button and all manner of excitement began.


No, the other kind of excitement.


That all changed once he’d killed everyone within a ten-mile radius of the tank. Or so it seemed, anyway, given the swath of destruction all around us. After that, he turned back to me, with a terrible, deeply insane look about him.


I mean, he’d been insane all along. I knew that. You might have even said it was part of his charm. But I’d just watched him kill everyone I worked for, lived with, fucked and fought. Then I’d watched him kill everyone at the mill I was supposedly defending. Then he turned and looked at me.


“Now or never, baby,” I said to myself, cranking one of his cannon turrets to point at him. That ought to put the fear into him.


All he did was proposition me a third time, then turn away and start fooling with a tangle of chains.


I threw my riot gun at him. Insane I can handle. Inconsistency: that makes me crazy.


“Marie-Grace Just Grace,” he babbled on, as he started spreading the chains out on the gravel in front of us. He ignored the riot gun completely, after glancing at it. I clambered down out of the tank and retrieved it, but it was too big to hold if I was going to help him get the pallets aboard.


Sure, I helped him. He could barely move the damn things. I was in far too deep to back out now. Might as well get our business done in here and get the hell out. Then we could talk about children, or whatever the fuck he wanted.


Men. Can’t live with ’em, can’t stake ’em out for the vultures. Though some of them might be improved. Including this crazy old bastard.


He was my last ticket.


Topper yanked the cold steel out of the charnel house of the mill one-quarter-ton ingot at a time. The winches could handle the load, no problem – they were made for much heavier work than this, naval-grade hardware salvaged off a captured Kriegsmarine surface raider which had been broken in a gray-market yard hidden up the Rappahannock.


The girl helped. She was small, and weak, and not half-rebuilt out of spare parts and Soviet medicine, but she was tough and smart. Topper wondered how he knew her. Good-looking, too, and not just in an any-woman-in-a-war-zone way.


Somehow having his hands on all this hard-case metal was bringing him back into himself. Memories spiraled in kaleidoscope paths to land in partially assembled chiaroscuros somewhere deep in our Topper’s head. Like how a real person might think, it occurred to him, coherent images and more than a little bit of focused recall stitching together into timelines.


He wanted to turn away from some of them – deeply unpleasant, unpleasantly deep, or just infused with a stunning sadness for the boy and man someone with his name and face might once of have been.


It was her, he realized. Not the metal. Not the dead. Not the distant thump of artillery and first drone of engines gone raiding in the cold, smoky sky. Not the screaming cats and bleeding eye sockets of memory. Not the white coats and wire-rimmed spectacles which had dominated so much of the intervening years.


Her.


Topper stepped closer, subtle as a pork roast in a synagogue, and sniffed.


“What the hell are you doing, you cre—” she shouted, then stopped when she got a good look at his face.


“M . . . Grace,” Topper said, and looked her full in the eyes. He could fall into that pooled, dark amber forever, he realized.


Something was waiting to be born here beneath the shadow of Rough Beast, behind the walls of Bethlehem. He could feel it stirring inside him.


A soul. Hope. Affection.


Love?


He closed his eyes and breathed her in. She struck him all the way down into the lizard brain, scent and smell wired by million years of evolution and a hundred thousand generations of hairless apes dropping from the trees to say, this one. This is the one.


Before he could open his eyes again, she kissed him.


Somewhere inside the shattered Japanese puzzle box of his head, he was made whole.


“Let’s get the last of this stuff on board,” Topper said, rough but gentle as he drew her into his arms. “Then we’re gonna say screw it to the Sisterhood and the New Friends and the Federals and the Wehrmacht and go be alone together. There’s freemen in the Alleghenies would pay good money for our cargo, and hire us to raid for them.”


His mind was dancing with visions of a quiet cabin, an open sky and skin exposed for no purpose more sinister than a long slow trail of the tongue.


God, it was like being a kid again.


For the first time in his life, Topper had woken up.


* * *


Yeah. So. Okay, I kissed him. Like I said, I’d kind of run out of options at that point.


But it was more than that. Much more.


When Topper turned and looked at me, really looked at me; when he got my name right; when the man that lived somewhere underneath all the layers of insanity our world had thrust at him suddenly bled through and took charge . . . I kissed him.


And when he pulled me into his arms and I caught the scent of him – the real, true scent, beyond the oil and blood and gasoline and the rank sweat of fear and battle – it hit me right below the belt.


Yeah, there. I meant what I said. How do you think things become clichés, anyway?


“Right,” I said. “Last load and we’re out of here.”


And we rumbled off into the sunset. Sunrise. Whatever: I’m telling the story here, okay? The light changed and took us with it into a different world.




Don Quixote


Carrie Vaughn


The distant thunder and subtle earthquake of a bombardment shouldn’t have bothered me. I’d stayed in Madrid through the siege, three years starting in ’thirty-six, and a man didn’t forget a thing like that. My gut didn’t turn over at the noise, but at its implications. The war was supposed to be all but over now. So why the bombing?


Joe and I had left the main army to drive a truck along the river, looking for a vantage where we could watch the defenders’ last stand. Most of the other reporters had already fled the country. I imagined I’d follow soon enough. As soon as I got that one great story. There had to be some kind of nobility in the face of defeat. Some kind of lesson for the future.


We stopped at a ridge and looked out over the river valley, trying to guess Franco’s army’s next move. Without getting too close, of course. I shaded my eyes. Another rumble of thunder rolled over us, and columns of smoke rose up from around the next hill.


Joe squinted into the sky. “Where’re those bombs coming from? I don’t see any planes—”


“It’s not planes.”


“Then what is it, artillery?”


It didn’t feel like artillery; the ground wasn’t thumping with every report. “Want to find out?”


“You drive, I’ll get my camera.”


We left the overlook and drove until we found a turn off leading toward all that smoke.


I gripped the steering wheel; the truck lurched over potholes, the shocks squealing. Joe held the dash with one hand and his camera with the other, waiting for his shot. Not that there was anything to see – the landscape was barren of trees and vegetation. Not a spot of green. The battle had passed by here already, some time ago.


When we circled the next hill and came into an open stretch, the world changed. The battle here had been recent. Battle – more like a rout. Evidence suggested a massive aerial bombardment: tanks broken into pieces, treads shattered and turrets ripped from chassis; craters dotting the field like paint spatters; platoons reduced to scattered body parts. Vegetation still smoldered, and smoke rose up from wrecked ground. If I didn’t know better, I’d have said this was someplace on the Western Front, twenty years ago. It’s what happened when you took a thousand pounds of explosives and used them to scrape the land clean.


We had expected to find the crumpled remains of a defeated army. The fascists had pushed the Republican defenders back to the edges of their territory. The war was just about over, with Franco the victor. Everyone said so. Without outside aid, the Republicans didn’t have a chance. But any potential allies had just turned their backs by making peace with Hitler. So-called peace, however long it lasted.


Somehow, I couldn’t turn away from the disaster.


“Something’s not right,” I said finally.


“You just now noticed?”


“No – look at those rifles, the markings. These guys are Nationalists. Franco’s army.”


“Wait – aren’t they supposed to be winning?”


“Yeah.”


Joe got excited. “Then it’s true – the loyalists came up with some secret weapon. They’re going to turn it around after all.”


I thought it really was too late – you had to have territory before you could defend it, and the loyalists didn’t have much of that at all at this point. But if they did have a secret weapon – why wait until now to use it? “Something doesn’t add up.”


Crows circled. The air was starting to stink. There wasn’t even anybody left to retrieve bodies, as if Franco’s army hadn’t yet figured out it had suffered such a defeat.


“Hank, let’s get out of here—”


“Wait a minute.” I grabbed binoculars from my bag on the seat next to me and peered out.


The road we were on hugged the hill and looped away from the plain where the battle had taken place. On the far side, beyond the destruction, another road stretched away: fresh, cut into the hard earth, an unpaved destructive swathe trammeling vegetation to pulp. It was as wide as two tanks driving abreast.


Of course we had to follow it.


We took the truck as far as we could across the battlefield, which wasn’t far at all. Weaving around debris, we avoided most obstacles but got stalled in a deep-cut rut. Ten minutes of spinning our tires in mud didn’t get us anywhere. After an argument, we decided to continue on, to follow the story.


What I figured: the weapon was mobile – the rectangular sections of treads had dug into the ground, leaving an obvious path to follow. It was big, heavy. And it had to be pretty fast, because even through the binoculars, I couldn’t find a sign of it ahead.


“It must be a tank,” Joe said.


“Too big,” I answered. “Too wide.” I’d been a cub reporter in the Great War and had seen up close what tanks could do, which was quite a lot, but not this much. Unless, as Joe said, some genius had made improvements. “I don’t know of any tank that carries enough shells to level a battalion like that.”


“A couple of tanks maybe? A whole squad of them?”


But there was only one path leading out, one pair of treads traveling onwards, a helpful dotted line guiding the way.


The sun started toward the west. We had canteens of water, some bread and sardines stuffed in our packs, but no blankets, nothing for camping out. Not even a flashlight. I thought about suggesting we turn around, then decided to wait until Joe suggested it first.


“You hear that?” Joe said, in our second hour of slogging.


I stopped, and heard it: the metallic grinding of gears, the bass chortle of a diesel engine. If I’d been back in the states, close to a town, I’d have assumed I was near a construction site, jackhammers and cranes working at full capacity.


We had just a little further to scramble, over another tread-rutted rise, before we saw what it was.


A small camp had been set up: a fire, over which a pot hung from a tripod, containing boiling water. A canvas lean-to was propped on a set of rickety branches that must have been picked up from the side of the road. A bearded Spaniard in worn army fatigues sat by the fire, stirring whatever was in the pot. In the shadows outside the reach of the fire, another Spaniard worked at what looked like an armored-encased engine block mounted on a scaffold. The engine glowed, spat sparks and spewed a shroud of smoke into the air. Atop the engine block was a steel chassis; below it were the treads that had cut the road from the battlefield.


It was a tank, but not really. Rather, some Frankenstein’s monster of tank parts. The war machine had been cobbled together and greatly expanded, drawing on the initial tank design for inspiration then taking it to an extreme. Wide treads on a hinged base performed the same motion as an ankle joint, bending as it climbed over obstacles, keeping the chassis level. The cannon stood in for arms, firing six-inch shells if I had my guess. A squadron’s worth of bombing in a single go. Armored, mobile, crushing everything in its path. As if ten thousand years of warfare had led to this.


The glowing engine seemed like nothing so much as a beating heart, pounding in anger, atop a muscled body and stout legs. The red, yellow and purple stripes of the Republican flag were painted on its side.


Joe and I just stared, until the first Spaniard drew a pistol from a pouch on his belt and shouted at us in Spanish.


Joe put his arms up and yelled back, “Somos Americanos! Americanos!”


For a frozen moment I thought that wouldn’t matter and we’d both get shot. I prepared to run. But the Spaniard lowered his pistol and laughed. “I don’t believe it!” he said in accented English. “We thought you all left!”


He invited us to sit by the fire. The mechanic climbed off the machine and joined us. The man at the fire was Pedro; the mechanic, Enrique. Pedro was a nondescript soldier in worn fatigues, hat pressed over shaggy hair. Enrique was otherworldly: his eyes were invisible behind tinted goggles, his head was bare – his hair appeared to have been singed off by the heart of the engine where he worked.


After exchanging names, we told our stories. But Joe and I couldn’t stop looking at the modified tank. Pedro saw this and smiled. “What do you think?”


“It’s—” I started, then shook my head. “I don’t know what to think.”


“We call it the Don Quixote.”


“Because you’re tilting at windmills?”


Pedro laughed and said to Enrique, “I told you people would understand!”


Enrique didn’t say a word. He sat on the ground, arms around his knees. The firelight reflected off his goggles, so he could have been looking anywhere.


“But what is it?” Joe asked.


“It’s a personal tank,” Pedro said. “Enrique built it, but it was my idea. It’s better than a tank – faster, more agile, simpler to operate. It only needs one man instead of a whole crew. You’ve seen what one person is able to do with a machine like this?”


“That battalion back there – you destroyed it?” I said. “It’s amazing.”


“Yes, it is,” Pedro said.


“If you’d had this a year ago you might have made a difference,” Joe said.


Pedro’s smile fell, and he and his partner both looked at us, cold and searching. “Never too late,” Pedro said, shoving another stick into the fire. “It took us years to build this one. But now that it’s finished, we can build more, many more. An army of them. The Great War didn’t end war – but this might. No one would dare stand against an army of Don Quixotes.”


This gave me the image of a hundred wizened old men sitting astride broken horses, making a stand against Franco. I almost laughed. But then I glanced at the shadow of the war machine. This conversation should have taken place in a bar, over a third pitcher of beer. Then, I would have been able to laugh. But here, in the dark and cold, an hour’s walk from a scene of slaughter, the firelight turning the faces into shadowed skulls, I thought I was looking at a new kind of warfare, and was terrified.


The Spaniards let Joe and I stay at their camp. They didn’t have extra blankets, but the fire was warm and they shared the thin stew they’d cooked. Enrique slept in the machine, by the engine, which although it was shut down now, never stopped its subtle clicking, cooling noises. Like the beat of a heart.


“This is going to make a hell of a story,” Joe said, whispering at me in the dark. “I can’t wait to get pictures in the morning.”


A hell of a story, yeah. “This isn’t going to turn the war around for them, you know,” I said.


“Of course not, with just the two of them. Even if they do have that monster. And I think they’re a little crazy to boot. But that’s not the point, is it? This thing – folks back home’ll go gonzo for it. It’d be like King Kong. If we could get them to bring it to the states we could sell tickets.”


There was an idea – if the two men would ever agree to it. More likely they’d prefer to stay and smash as much of Franco as they could before going down in flames. They wouldn’t have a chance to build their army of personal tanks.


“What do you think, Hank? Can we talk them into giving up the fight and bringing that thing to New York? Get it to climb the Empire State Building?”


The fire was embers. Enrique’s machine clicked like crickets, and Pedro seemed to be asleep. I shook my head. “I’m thinking about what the Germans would do with that thing. Scratch that – with a hundred of them.” Pedro and Enrique couldn’t build an army of them, but an industrialized war machine like Germany?


“What?”


“That armor might be able to stomp out a few battalions, but it can’t win the war. They’ve got no allies, no outside support, while Franco’s got Germany and Italy supplying him. As soon as the fascists cross the river, they’ve got Spain – and if they capture those two, they’ve got that thing, too. Then the Germans get a hold of it—”


“And what are the Germans going to do with it?”


“Boggles the mind, doesn’t it?” I said.


* * *


Dawn came slowly, filtered through the haze of smoke and a sense of dread. Like the sky was a predator waiting to pounce.


In daylight, the tank looked even more anthropomorphic. The engine heart burned, the cannons could be raised and lowered like arms. The articulated treads had bolts above them that looked very much like knees. A single, slotted viewport in the chassis stared like a cyclopean eye. The machine even carried a bandolier of spare shells across its chest, just to drive the point home.


Pedro was stoking the fire back to life when an unmistakable, mechanical rumble shook in the distance – the sound of an army on the move. Enrique entered the personal tank through a hatch in the back of the chassis. The engine coughed back to life.


Joe knelt at the rise sheltering the camp and stared through the binoculars. “It’s one of Franco’s patrols, coming this way.”


Following the path of destruction from the crushed battalion, looking for the enemy that had done such a thing.


Pedro laughed, as he seemed to in reaction to everything. “Now you can see first hand what Don Quixote can do!”


I had a thought. “Let me come along. Let me ride with that thing.”


Pedro looked taken aback. Even Enrique poked his head out of the hatch to look, though his expression was blank.


“There’s barely enough room for Enrique – you can’t do anything there,” Pedro said.


I talked fast. “I can write about it. Get you publicity back home – in American newspapers. Imagine if some big investor decided to make you an offer. You’d be famous – inventors of the most amazing war machine in history. Famous – and rich. But only if I’m able to write about it. Really write about it. First-hand testimony.”


Pedro and Enrique regarded each other, and whatever secret signal passed between them, I didn’t catch it.


“You can ride with Enrique,” Pedro said finally. “But only if you write about it. Get us those investors, yes? The money?”


So much for the socialist ideals of the loyalists.


I shrugged on my jacket, checking for my pencil and notebook. Joe came over and grabbed my sleeve. “You know what you’re doing?”


“Sure I do. Just remember to tell everyone how brave I was if I don’t make it back.”


“Brave? Is that what you’re calling it?”


I grinned. “We can call it anything we want, we’re the ones writing about it.”


I knew exactly what I was doing. I climbed up to the back of the machine, where Enrique held out his hand to assist me through the hatch in the chassis.


Don Quixote had enough room for two – barely. Enrique settled onto a board that had been bolted in front of a control panel. There wasn’t a seat for me, so I perched behind the driver in a narrow indentation left by the hatch. My knees were jammed up to my chest, and I had to reach up to hold on to a bar welded above my head. The air inside was thick, close, and full of the stink of burned oil. The thing didn’t seem to have any ventilation – the armor was sealed up tight. The slit above the controls offered the driver the narrowest of views. I couldn’t see a thing, only the metal interior, scarred with hammer blows and smeared with soot. Sweat broke out all over me, and I had trouble catching my breath.


Enrique didn’t seem to notice the burning air. He pulled on several of a dozen levers and turned a handful of toggles. The vibrations rattling through the machine changed, growing more severe. The engine throbbed beneath my feet, a burning furnace ready to explode.


Then, the machine began to move. The chassis lurched straight up, like an elevator jerking hard to the next floor. Gears and drive belts squealed, treads rumbled, and the tank rolled forward. The motion was rough, jarring, like driving too fast over gravel, swaying this way and that as we passed over some rut or chunk of vegetation. Incredibly, we were moving. My teeth rattled in my jaw. Enrique sat calmly, his hands steady on the controls, moving levers in what seemed to be a random sequence. He was driver, gunner, mechanic, engineer and commander all in one. Any normal tank would have needed six men to do all those jobs. He turned another set of toggles, and a new set of gears engaged; the chassis tipped back, as if the machine was now looking skyward.


I opened the hatch a crack to steal a look. The side-mounted gun turrets had ratcheted into place, aiming toward the approaching enemy. I shut the hatch again.


By lifting myself up, I could see around Enrique’s head and catch a glimpse of the outside through the slit in the metal. The view was like flashing on individual frames of film without seeing the whole picture: a tank motoring toward us, artillery guns lined up, trucks circling, troops moving into position, and among them all the red and gold of the fascist flag.


Enrique jumped up, throwing me against the back wall of the chassis. The driver pulled on a lever jutting above him, and an explosion burst, enveloping Don Quixote in a storm of thunder, the cannons firing. He pulled on a second lever, and a second shell launched. I ducked to try and glimpse what was happening through the slit, but I saw only smoke. I heard distant detonations, and screams.


The Spaniard kept pulling on the overhead levers, and shells kept firing. He must have had an automatic mechanism loading ammunition. And if the Germans got ahold of that bit of technology . . .


I tore a piece of paper out of my notebook, wadded up two small bits, and shoved them in my ears. That only cut out the sound a little; I could still feel every vibration in my bones. I was growing dizzy from it.


The cannon acted like Gatling guns. Firing six-inch explosive shells, over and over. Enrique’s tank churned along the edge of the battlefield, swiveling the chassis to move the gun, raking the enemy with cannon fire. This second battalion didn’t last long.


An occasional bullet pinged off Don Quixote’s armored chassis, but did no damage. The vulnerable bits of the mechanism were too well protected. Enemy artillery launched a few shells before Don Quixote’s cannon destroyed them, but the explosives detonated dozens of feet away. The personal tank’s small size and mobility made it difficult to target.


This thing just kept getting more dangerous.


Then it was over. The tank stopped rolling and settled on its treads. Enrique powered down the engine, which softened to a low growl.


I opened the back hatch and tumbled out into the fresh air. Relatively fresh – the stink of gunpowder and blood rose around me. But at least there was a breeze. My ears kept rattling, seemed as if they would rattle for ages.


Pedro and Joe ran toward us. They must have seen the whole thing – they’d have had a better view than I’d had. Joe had probably gotten some splendid photos.


“Ha! You did it again, Enrique! Bueno!” Pedro called. Enrique was climbing down from the chassis more gracefully. “And you, Hank – did you get a good story?”


I hadn’t written a word. But I had a good story.


“Guys, both of you, get over here. Let me get a picture of you in front of the battlefield,” Joe said, gesturing the Spaniards together and pointing his camera.


I leaned against the tank, Don Quixote. I had a story, but I didn’t know how to tell it. Or if I even could. Instead, I made a plan.


Finding footholds on leg joints, gripping bolts, gears, and the window slot on the front of the chassis, I climbed to the front of the tank. Balancing there, I reached to the bandolier of artillery shells and pulled out two left over from the battle, tucking them in the pockets of my jacket.


By following exhaust pipes, I found my way to the engine, and the fuel tank hidden behind armor plating under the chassis. A simple sliding door gave access to it for refueling. Enrique obviously wasn’t expecting sabotage.


I jammed one of the shells between a set of pistons operating the tank’s legs, and dropped the second in the fuel tank. I twisted up a handkerchief into a makeshift fuse and lodged it in the fuel tank door. Then I lit a match.


Wouldn’t give me much time, but I didn’t need much.


I tried not to look too nervous, to draw suspicions, when I marched over to Joe and grabbed his arm. “We have to get out of here.”


Joe had been directing Pedro and Enrique toward a photograph against the backdrop of destruction, and dozens of shattered bodies. The two men were grinning like hunters who’d bagged an eight-point buck.


The photographer looked at me, confused.


“We really have to get out of here,” I said.


“Hey!” Pedro said. “You’re going write about Don Quixote, yes? You write about us? Tell everyone – we can win the war. They’ll see that we’re finally winning and send help!”


“That’s right,” I said, patting my notebook in my jacket pocket even as I dragged Joe away, back up the rise. “I’ve got it all down, you don’t need to worry! In fact, we need to get back and phone this story to our editor right now. Can’t waste any time!”


Pedro seemed to accept this explanation and waved us on our way, calling out blessings in Spanish. Enrique just watched us go, through glassy, goggled eyes; he’d never taken them off.


“Hank, what the hell are you doing?”


“Just keep walking.”


The explosion came as we passed into the next bowl of a valley. Good timing, there. We missed the brunt of the shockwave. But the force of it still knocked us both to the ground.


“Christ, what was that?” Joe scrambled to look behind us. A dome of black smoke was rising into the air.


Maybe the two Spaniards had had a chance to get away. Maybe they’d been knocked clear by the initial blast. But probably not.


We watched as the cloud expanded and dissipated. “Maybe that thing wasn’t as well built as they thought,” I observed.


Joe looked at me. “Then we were lucky to get out of there,” he said, deadpan.


“Yes, we were, I imagine.”


We kept walking.


A winter breeze was blowing, and my jacket didn’t seem able to hold off the chill. I wasn’t sure we were walking toward the truck. For all I knew, that second battalion had confiscated or smashed it. It didn’t matter. We just needed to dodge Franco’s troops, get across the river, then get out of Spain. I listened for the sound of tank treads, truck motors, of a thousand marching bodies, but the world was silent. Wind rustling through dried brush, that was all.


“I think they could have done it,” Joe said after a half an hour of walking. The Ebro River had appeared, a shining strip of water in the distance. “I think they could have beaten back Franco with that machine, if they’d had enough time.”


“Then what? They build more, or sell the design to a real manufacturer, and then what? You really want to see those things stomping all over Europe in the next war?”


“What next war? There isn’t going to be a next war, not after the Munich treaty.”


I stared at him. Everyone kept telling themselves that. As if this whole debacle in Spain wasn’t the opening salvo. “Let me see your camera a minute.”


Joe, bless him, handed it right over. I popped the cover and yanked out the yard of film he’d shot, exposing the film, destroying the pictures.


“Hey!” Joe said, but that was all. I closed the cover and handed the camera back. Somehow, deep down, the photographer must have understood.


That was why we were all here, wasn’t it? Doing our part to make the world a better place?




The Little Dog Ohori


Anatoly Belilovsky


The young soldier jumps to his feet, snaps to attention.


“At ease, Comrade Corporal,” the officer says. “And please, sit down.” A white coat hangs off the officer’s shoulders; it hides her shoulder tabs, leaving visible only the caduceus in her lapel.


The soldier hesitates. The officer leans against the wall; her coat falls off one shoulder, revealing three small stars. The soldier’s eyes widen.


“Begging Comrade Colonel’s pardon,” he says, and sits down. The movement is slow and uncertain, as if his body fights the very thought of sitting while an officer stands.


“Sit,” the officer says, more firmly now. “This is an order.”


“Thank you, Comrade Colonel,” the soldier says, sees a small frown crease the officer’s face, and adds, “I mean, Doctor.”


The officer smiles and nods. A strand of graying hair escapes her knot and falls to her face; she sweeps it back with an impatient gesture.


“Carry on,” she says.


The soldier hesitates again.


“That’s an order, too,” she says and points to the caduceus in her lapel. “A medical order.”


“Thank you, Doctor,” the soldier says. “I only came to visit; I’m not here as a patient.”


“She is,” the doctor says and tilts her head at the hospital bed.


The soldier turns to face the dying woman in the bed, leans toward her, takes her hand, and whispers to her in a language the doctor does not understand.


* * *


Cold.


Lying on the riverbank in a puddle of blood and melting snow, she listens for the sounds of gunfire, the roar of engines, the clatter of tank tracks, anything to say she is not alone. She no longer feels her hands, though she can see her right hand on the trigger of her Tokarev-40, the index finger frozen into a hook. She no longer feels pain where the shell splinter tore into her belly, only cold. Cold comfort, too, in the bodies scattered on the ice beyond the riverbank, eleven black specks against relentless white, eleven fewer Waffen-SS, eleven plus two hundred and three already in the killbook makes two hundred and fourteen fewer who could threaten . . .


Her mind’s eye projects a glimpse of Selim’s face against the night, then all is dark again.


She listens, and hears a friendly sound.


The little dog Ohori is barking.


“Help . . .” From a throat parched raw through desiccated lips, one of the last small drops of strength drains into the word.


The barking stops, but silence does not return. There is a noise like leaves fluttering in the wind.


No, wait. It’s winter; a white cloak for camouflage in the snow. No grass to hide, no leaves to whisper.


Whisper.


“Is she . . . ?”


A woman’s whisper, in Russian.


“I don’t know.”


Another voice, a woman, too, or a goddess.


“Please . . .” Another drop of strength, gone, but now she can see Selim again, him with his great happy crooked smile. She tries to touch it but it is out of reach. Could this be Ogushin, the taker of souls, or the nine-tailed were-fox Kumiho? She can no longer tell what is real and what is not. There is only strength enough to hope:


. . . Please, little dog Ohori who brings lost loves together . . .


The darkness deepens . . .


. . . please, angel Oneuli who watches over orphans, please, Sister Sun and Brother Moon . . .


. . . please. If only for a moment . . .


. . . please let me see my family again . . .


“Were you close, the two of you?” the doctor asks.


The soldier opens his mouth, closes it again. His eyes grow distant, focus far away.


“Sorry,” the doctor says. “Stupid of me to ask.”


The soldier nods. The doctor takes it as “Yes, we were close,” not “Yes, stupid of you to ask.”


The woman’s breathing is becoming ragged: a burst of rapid gasps, then slow breaths, then rapid again.


“I’m sorry,” the doctor says. “It won’t be long now.”


The soldier reaches into his tunic pocket, brings out a tattered notepad.


The doctor bends forward to look at it. “Her diary?”


“Her killbook,” the soldier answers.


“Ah,” the doctor says. “I see.”


The captain’s name, Kryviy, is Ukrainian.


“Age?” he says.


“Nineteen,” she answers, a pang of guilt for lying.


“Ethnicity?”


“Uzbek,” she says. A smaller pang.


“Why do you want to enlist?”


This is a question she does not expect. This question wouldn’t ever be asked of a man. Or a Great Russian.


She rifles through a list of plausible lies, and settles on a partial truth: “I want to be a sniper.”


The captain looks up from his notes. His ice-blue eyes aim at her face. “Sniper?” he says. “Can you see well enough, with those . . .” He squints in imitation of her features.


She looks out at the sunbaked desert beyond the open window. Some distance away, a truck approaches, raising a plume of dust behind it. She points in its direction.


“Truck number 43-11,” she says, and looks at the captain again.


The captain stands up, approaches the window. He watches the truck approach, squints, this time in concentration, and leans out the window.


“I see the 11,” he says slowly, then, after a pause: “Yes. 43-11.” He returns to his chair, crosses a line off his notes, and writes another. “You’ll do,” he says, and shouts: “Next!”


The woman’s hand tightens, just enough to see the tiny twitch. The soldier puts the killbook in her hand. Another twitch.


The doctor leans against the doorjamb. The wood plank creaks. The soldier looks up.


“It took an hour to pry her from that riverbank,” the soldier says. “Two nurses from the Medical-Sanitary Battalion. In the dark. Under enemy fire.” He shakes his head. “And then they dragged her back to the Division hospital, three kilometers away.” He touches his chest; two of his medals ring together. “No matter what I do, I’ll never be their equal.”


The doctor’s hands are in the pockets of her tunic. Her fingers itch for something – a cigarette, a scalpel – she worries at the knots in the pocket’s seam, rolls specks of lint into a ball. Surgery is easy, she thinks. Listening is hard.


She looks at the killbook. “I’ll remember her name. Heroes should never be forgotten.”


The soldier raises his head, looks straight at her. She sees the hesitation in his eyes, and the crystallization at a decision.


“That’s not her real name,” he says slowly, and looks at the dying woman again.


The doctor does, too. She compares the dying woman’s features with the soldier’s, her trained mind catalogs the differences.


She reaches for the killbook, turns its pages with reverence. Places: Stalingrad, Kursk, Smolensk. Dates: last in December, 1943. Ranks: Scharführer SS, Feldwebel, Hauptmann. And on the last page, a stick figure of a dog, and writing in neither Cyrillic nor Arabic nor Latin. She looks up for a moment, then turns to the soldier sharply.


“Korean?” she says.


The soldier nods.


“Passing for . . .” she hesitates. “Kazakh?”


“Uzbek,” the soldier says quietly.


“Nineteen thirty-seven?” the doctor asks. Matching the soldier’s tone comes naturally; suppressing the urge to look behind her for eavesdroppers does not.


The soldier looks up. “Not many people know about that.”


The doctor says nothing.


“My grandfather was selling lamb samsa at a train station,” the soldier says. “A train carrying deportees stopped there one day. It had been traveling from Vladivostok for a month.”


The doctor’s fingers scramble in her pocket. She bites her lip.


“They stopped to bury the dead in the desert. Her mother was one of them. She was thirteen, and an orphan. Grandfather brought her back to our qishlaq. She became one of the family.”


Selim comes out of the recruiting office, a happy grin on his face.


“I did it!” he says. “They are sending me to sniper school. And I have you to thank.”


She draws a breath. “Did you tell them—”


He shakes his head. “I’m not that stupid. Can you imagine? ‘Oh yes, Comrade Captain, a little girl taught me everything I know about hunting.’ They would call a neuropathologist next, to have my head examined.”


“I am not little, Selim,” she says firmly. “I’ll be eighteen come spring, and I’ll enlist, too. I’ll ask to join your unit, and we’ll be together again.”


His face grows somber. “They won’t take you. I’m sorry.”


“What are you talking about?” She puts her hand on her hips. “They take girls!”


“They don’t take Koreans,” he whispers. “They have a list of undesirables, only assigned to labor battalions: Tatars, Volga Germans, Chechens . . .” He looks down, spurns a clod of dirt with the toe of his boot, then looks at her again. “Koreans, too. I’m sorry.”


She does not answer, except for a glint in her eyes: exactly, he thinks, like a reflection off the barrel of Grandfather’s old Mosin Nagant .300.


Exactly like the glint she had on the first anniversary of her joining the clan when, returning to the qishlaq with an antelope and two hares in the back of their donkey-drawn arba, she turned to him and said, in too-precise Karakalpak Uzbek: “When I am old enough, Selim, we will be married.”


The doctor is used to silences; the soldier is not.


“You might not believe this, but she taught me to shoot,” the soldier says.


The doctor says nothing. She reaches for the killbook, turns its pages with reverence.


“What am I saying?” the soldier says. “Of course you believe it, Colonel. Most people—”


“Most people don’t command a military hospital,” the doctor says. “Most people haven’t seen what soldiers are made of.”


“You must have, as a surgeon,” the soldier says.


“That, too,” she whispers.


The train approaches, the smoke from its engine thinning, the chuffing slowing down.


“This makes no sense,” says Uncle Tsoi. “First of all, there is no war now; the Japanese were beaten at Halhin-Gol, and they are not coming back. Secondly, even if they were, why would we help them? We left Korea to get away from the Japanese. And thirdly, why resettle all of us? They could just arrest the richer peasants, like the Pak family.” He sighs. “No, I think it’s a mistake. I think someone misunderstood what Comrade Stalin said, and when that becomes clear the train will turn around and bring us back here. I just hope it won’t be too late for the apple harvest.”


He looks up to find that his niece isn’t looking at him. She is staring at the train in the distance.


“This isn’t polite,” Uncle Tsoi says. “You should pay attention when your elders are talking.”


She nods absent-mindedly.


“Haven’t you ever seen a train before?” Uncle Tsoi says, and follows her gaze.


His face drops. “This isn’t a passenger train,” he whispers. “We are going to travel ten thousand kilometers in cattle cars.”


They wait for the train in silence.


A man approaches, a Great Russian by his appearance.


“Comrade Tsoi?” he calls. “Which of you is Comrade Tsoi?”


Uncle Tsoi stands up straighter. “See,” he says. “Someone realized it’s a mistake.” He turns to the man and raises his hand. “I’m Tsoi,” he says loudly.


“Please come with us,” the man says softly.


Uncle Tsoi turns to her. “Go get your mother.”


“Just you,” the man says.


The train stops. The gates slide open with a clatter.


“All aboard!” a man shouts from the locomotive.


She watches Uncle Tsoi escorted away from the train, past a line of armed soldiers, until she feels her mother tug at her hand.


She turns. There are tears in her mother’s coal-black eyes, rolling down her face that is the palest she had ever seen.


“Come. Have to go,” her mother says. A cough escapes before she can cover her mouth.


They board the train in silence, find a spot to sit. More people come until there is no more room. Then some more. Then more.


Then, finally, there is a whistle, the gates clang shut, and the train departs.


“My brother,” her mother whispers.


She leans closer to her mother. They are both too old to believe in little dog Ohori; but she decides she’ll never be too old to hope.


“Do you see your target?” Uncle Tsoi says.


Her head tilted over the stock of Uncle Tsoi’s Berdan rifle, she gives a tiny nod.


“What are you aiming at?” Uncle Tsoi asks.


“The big pine cone,” she says.


“That is wrong,” says Uncle Tsoi. “Pick a scale. One scale on the whole pine cone. Aim at that. Have you got that?”


She nods again.


“Now, breathe in, then out, and on the out, close your whole hand on the trigger.”


She presses on the trigger, flinching just a bit before the rifle bucks and the shot explodes. The pine cone dances but does not fall.


“Two more things,” says Uncle Tsoi. “First, squeeze the trigger slowly enough that the shot comes as a surprise to you. Understand?”


She nods. “And the second?” she says.


“Connect with your target,” says Uncle Tsoi. “Some people imagine reaching out and touching it; some talk to the target in their minds. Some apologize in advance for hitting it. You have to care, in some way, about the target, to shoot true.”


She aims again, breathes in and out, imagines the little dog Ohori running to the pine tree, leaping to sniff the pine cone, leave a wet print of its nose on one particular scale.


The shot rings out, startling her. The pine cone disintegrates into a cloud of chaff.


“She talked about her uncle so much, I felt like I knew him,” the soldier says. “Sometimes I could almost hear his voice come out of her mouth. ‘When Brother Moon and Sister Sun lived together on Mount Baekdu, they had a little dog named Ohori who loved them both. And when the supreme god Cheonjiwang sent each of them to a different part of the sky, Ohori ran from one to the other until he brought them together, but when they met, they shone light only on each other, leaving the Earth in pitch darkness, so Queen Baji petitioned Cheonjiwang to allow them only one meeting a month. So each new Moon, Ohori is free to roam the Earth, and when you hear barking on a moonless night it just might be Ohori searching for you, to bring you back to someone you miss very much.’”


The soldier’s voice wavers on the last words. The doctor reaches to touch the soldier’s shoulder. Her hand trembles an inch above his shoulder board, then pulls back to wipe her tears. She blinks, and hopes her eyes have time to dry before he sees them.


Colonels don’t cry. Not with a corporal present.


Is it a starshell, or dawn already? It is light: light enough to see green grass, birch trees in leaf – it can’t be spring – or does it matter? The rhythmic footfalls she hears – pulsing blood, or boots measuring time? And – faces, smiling faces she never thought she’d see again, and voices she never hoped to hear cry, once more, just one more time: “Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!”


And, nipping at their feet, the little dog Ohori, his barking mixing with laughter and with the shouts of welcome.


The hand gives one more twitch; the chest rises, falls, never to rise again. The soldier frees his hand from the lifeless grasp, smooths the dead woman’s hair, stands up, face to face with the doctor.


“Thank you,” he says.


“For what?” the doctor says.


“We got to see each other, she and I,” the soldier says.


“It’s worth so much to you?” the doctor says.


“To me?” the soldier raises his eyebrows. “It does not matter what it’s worth to me. It’s what she wanted. She was worth a million of me, you know.” He pats his pockets, takes out his cap, places on his head, draws to attention and salutes. “Goodbye . . .” he begins, but then his voice gives out.


The doctor reaches for a carafe on a bedside table, looks for a glass, finds none, and hands the carafe to the soldier.


“Here. Drink from that. Go ahead, drink.”


The soldier brings the carafe to his mouth, takes a long swallow.


“Thank you,” he says. “And thank you for bringing her here. I know you bent the rules—”


“We take care of our own,” the doctor interrupts. “Which includes you. Go get some sleep. Stop by my office in the morning, I’ll have my clerk process a leave extension.”


The soldier shakes his head. He steps past the doctor through the door, takes another step in the corridor, stops, turns around and faces the dead woman again.


“Goodbye, Grandmother,” he says. “Give my regards to Grandpa Selim. And to all of your old comrades.” He takes a breath. “And a few of mine.”


He turns to the doctor. “Please, Comrade Colonel, don’t order me to stay. We, too, take care of our own. My unit is short a man till I come back, and . . .” he checks his watch “. . . an Antonov-24 is scheduled to lift off for Kandahar in an hour.” He draws to attention and salutes again. “I beg the Colonel’s permission to be dismissed,” he says, in crisp militarese.


“Granted,” the doctor says, and watches him march away. It isn’t lost on her that his cadence is the same as for the change-of-watch before the Monument to the Unknown Soldier.


The doctor waits until she hears his footfalls no more before she covers the dead woman’s face.




Vast Wings Across Felonious Skies


E. Catherine Tobler


“Sakura?”


“I see . . . it.”


A mile out, the void coalescing within a burgeoning bank of storm clouds above the Nevada desert resembled a tornado tipped on its side. Dorothy Sakata plotted a route for the XD-2 Black Dragon she was piloting for delivery, taking them away from the storm, but she couldn’t drag her gaze away. It was unlike anything she’d seen before, enormous and unknown. Her mother would have loved the barely contained energy of it, her father not so much.


The void’s whirling length vanished into the growing thunderhead while lightning crackled tendrils across a widening, cavernous mouth. The energy did not dissipate or reach for the ground; the lightning circled the entry, a wreath hung upon a door no one wanted to enter. It did nothing to brighten the fathomless darkness within.


A brief glance at the desert floor showed no rain, the dry storm kicking up swirls of dirt and tumbleweed, but then Dorothy’s eyes came back to the disruption; in that brief span, it had moved, grown. Rain started to spackle the Black Dragon’s windshield, but the experimental plane wasn’t buffeted by turbulence. The air was smooth, untroubled, despite the storm vomiting itself into life.


“You have radar on that thing, Avery?”


“It’s not showing anything. Not a goddamn thing.” Stress didn’t enter the woman’s voice, it rarely did. Dorothy heard only confusion from the radar operator over the radio.


From the gunner’s seat behind Dorothy came a third voice, carrying a little more stress, a little more depth of feeling. “What in the holy—”


“Zip it, Bochanek.”


Dorothy bit the inside of her cheek, willing herself to calm even as the hair on her arms stood up. Surely it was just a storm. It was not an ōkubi prophesying doom, nor any other mythological creature come to warn them. It was surely nothing like the thing that swallowed a plane from Mines Field a month prior. Nothing like the thing the other pilots had claimed to see from here to the Mexico border. No way in hell.


Dorothy banked the XD-2 toward the ever-growing storm, feeling the first jolt of turbulence as she did. The twin engines remained steady, growling a warning to the skies at large. Closing in, near enough that the rain splatter-hammered the windows in a steady rhythm, the drone of the engines was eclipsed by another sound, an eerie moan that called to mind the buckling of metal. Dorothy raised a hand, pressing fingers to the thunder-rattled windows that arced over her.


“Hold together, baby,” she whispered.


“Sakura—”


“I see that, too.”


A tendril of lightning-encased cloud crept from the void’s outermost edge, reaching not toward the plane, but skimming across the horizon. Another joined it, dipping for the first time toward the ground. It didn’t get far before the lightning sparked an explosion; the cloud, as if a living thing, drew back into the swirling mass, stung and swallowed.


“That ain’t normal.”


Dorothy’s mouth lifted in a smile at the assessment from Avery at radar. She couldn’t argue the point.


“You think the Germans . . .” Bochanek trailed off.


Dorothy didn’t know the answer to that, either. The storm looked natural, even as it didn’t. No tornado tipped itself on its side high in the desert skies. On either side of the storm, more clouds pulled in close, as if the entire thing meant to double or triple in size before it was done. As fresh arms of lightning emerged, sparking from end to end, Dorothy shook her head.


“Whatever it is, we are not this thing’s lunch,” she muttered.


But before she could prove the storm entirely wrong and break off, the tendrils of crackling energy whipped chaotically and snagged the plane within its sparking grasp. Dorothy’s grip tightened on the stick, trying to turn the plane out of the energy’s hold, but the void pulled the tendrils back inward, bringing the Black Dragon with them. Dorothy only became aware of the amount of struggle between plane and storm when the muscles in her arms snapped, elbows locking as she fought to keep the plane in the air. She leaned into the tension, trying to angle the plane any way she might; not even the back and forth rocking motion of a Dutch roll loosened the plane from the storm’s influence.


“You want guns on this thing, Sakata?”


Dorothy very much wanted Bochanek to empty her guns on it, but what could bullets do against clouds and rain? “Hold, Bochanek.”


Rain sheeted off the windows, the daylight evaporating as the plane was drawn deeper into the storm. Dorothy refused to ease her hold on the stick, trying again and again to pull the plane out of the roiling clouds, but when she glimpsed the crescent of distant sky above them, she realized exactly how far down they had already been drawn. Would there be any getting out? She hadn’t made a lick of difference yet.


She was never clear on how much time passed, or when exactly her hands came off of the stick; there was the sensation of weightlessness, coupled with a bone-deep nausea, and then there was simply nothing. Dorothy was not aware of the plane or the storm, nor of colors or scents. She was not even aware of a darkness, only of a general lack. There was nothing, though she breathed and felt her hair had come loose from its knot, brushing against her cheeks as she floated. Floated?


Dorothy opened her eyes to find herself where she had always been, the Black Dragon’s cockpit, buckled into her chair. Her hands rested palm up on her thighs, the ache in her arms giving proof to the fight against the storm. One palm was reddened, the struggle burned into her very skin. She lifted her head, heavy and aching, and began the seemingly impossible work of unbuckling her belt.


“Ruth? Ina?”


She called to her crew, but there was no reply. Cold air flooded down on her, her flight suit overly thin in the chill, and her eyes snapped to the canopy above; the paned glass was unbroken, showing walls arcing beyond, all traced in metal scaffolding. No clouds, no sky. The plane itself sat motionless, no longer in flight, and Dorothy slid out of her chair. She dropped to the floor, but the hatch was already open, the ladder down. Had Ina left this way after being unable to wake her?


Dorothy dropped from the ladder, trusting the ground would hold her if it held the plane. The floor beneath her boots was solid and, judging from the sound, just as metallic as it appeared. She gave it another kick and it rang hollow, a taut drum. It was no material she knew, though; when she pressed a hand to the floor, it nearly writhed under her touch, the way a dog might. She drew her hand back and shuddered.


Beyond the familiar shape of the Black Dragon, the air remained clouded, but the space in which she found herself could be nothing other than a hangar, designed to hold more aircraft than only her own. The walls were bare metal, stained and streaked with rust, rising above her in a bulging A-frame arc. Shape and function were vaguely familiar, but Dorothy climbed back into the plane to grab a wrench from the toolkit. She wanted a proper weapon, something of use from a distance, but America hadn’t been invaded and how many times had she been told that they weren’t military pilots, no matter that they delivered military aircraft. The military was desperate for their skills, but wouldn’t make women part of their core, and while the world was going to war, it was a distant thing, not on these shores.


“Never on these shores,” Dorothy whispered, fingers tight around the wrench’s comforting weight.


“Ruth Avery?”


She tried again, but there was no response to the name. Her voice didn’t so much as echo within the hangar. Dorothy turned a slow circle, lifting a hand to stroke the only familiar thing in the room, the solid metal of the Black Dragon.


She walked a slow, assessing circle around the plane, to ensure the craft was whole. However the plane had come to be here, its nose pointed toward the far, clouded end of the hangar, not so much as a dent or scratch upon it. The brass at Mines didn’t need a damaged plane delivered, and Dorothy was sure of one thing: she was going to deliver this plane, come hell or—


“High damn water,” she said, ducking under the second wing. The plane showed no signs of weapon fire – receiving or delivering. The only thing she noted was the dropped rear entry hatch, proving a clue as to how Ruth had exited. Normally. That made no damn sense.


Dorothy rounded the Black Dragon’s twin-boom tail and moved toward the nose. Beyond, the room dropped abruptly away and she walked to the very edge, waving a hand to dispel the fog. The clouds curled apart and across a wide metallic chasm, a space that could have held a dozen aircraft carriers, she saw more hangars lining the walls, each home to what appeared aircraft, though none of the designs were familiar to Dorothy.


Above the hangars, the walls swept up and away in dramatic geometric forms; other shapes descended from an unseen ceiling, hollow tubes and cubes, as if conduits leading deeper into the vessel. One glance down had Dorothy gasping; she could see forever, a world stretching into an endless vessel of metal and light. She picked out doorways and balconies, windows and narrow catwalks; some of the metal featured markings in bright colors, but if the marks were letters or numbers, they were neither English nor Japanese. Even German might have made more sense than what she saw.


From the ledge on which she stood, there seemed no climbing down; the walls were smooth metal, without hand or footholds. Three amber lights glowed up at her, but they were so far down, she didn’t dare jump to the platform that supported them. Dorothy backtracked along the length of the Black Dragon, discovering that the back wall of the hangar curved into a hallway. Her wrench lifted, Dorothy continued along its gray length, jumping twice at her own shadow before she calmed. Only the sound of her footsteps accompanied her, until the small hall widened into another space of vast metal; there, she heard the low rumble of well-working machinery and in the near distance, voices.


She opened her mouth, to call to Ruth and Ina again, but abruptly realized the voices had something in common with the markings on the metal. If it was conversation – and there were two differently pitched voices – they were not speaking English. Nor was it any other language Dorothy recognized, not even Ina Bochanek’s beloved Czech. This stopped her in her tracks, wondering where the hell she was, where the hell her crew had gone – or had been taken.


Her skin pricked with a new awareness, the second hallway warmer than the hangar had been. From this space, the hallway stretched in either direction, coiling around what might have been the central core of the – vessel? It was the only appropriate word, but Dorothy couldn’t say who owned the craft. The idea that it was German was staggering and terrifying; she couldn’t allow herself to believe that, but who else might be capturing and cataloging aircraft? But how in the hell were they doing it – how was it that no one had noticed them? Hiding inside storms?


Nothing made any sense, so Dorothy kept on, creeping closer to the sound of voices. Down the hallway and around another curving wall of metal, the floor vibrated. It did nothing to set Dorothy at ease even if it reminded her of the way a plane’s floorboards would rattle on takeoff. The walls here were etched, emblazoned with time-dark lines and sweeping arcs that looked like charts, but if they showed night skies, they were like none Dorothy had seen before. She reached out to touch the coal and silver lines, but drew her hand back before she actually could. Something about the wall repelled her, perhaps the memory of the way the floor had moved when she had touched it.


Her grip had grown slick around the wrench she carried, and she switched hands long enough to drag her palm down her pant leg. She was shifting the wrench back into her right hand as she came around another corner and discovered the two figures at the end of the corridor. She drew herself up short, unseen. She expected German officers in uniform, but what she saw was not that.


The two figures called to mind a painted landscape scroll in her grandmother’s house, black figures drawn as if with a careless brush barely guided down the browned paper. They were unnaturally thin and bent, as if barren trees under snow. Hairless, oblong heads tapered into bone and branch shoulders without so much as a neck, their arms as long as their torsos. The figures were impossibly thin through their bodies, more lines on paper without specific curves signifying or refuting sex. They were barely there trees, no buds, no leaves, and while she saw fingers she could not discern toes, and wanted to turn away but for the play of color and light, silhouetted as they were against the chiaroscuro wall. She stared, much the way she had the first time she’d seen her grandmother’s art. The figures were the ancient inked trees brought to life, but they moved without so much as a sound, their eyes burning as suns before going nova. Gaseous clouds of hydrogen and oxygen were ready to ignite as they spiraled outward from a central burning pinprick.


Suns about to—


Their eyes.


With a jolt, Dorothy realized they were watching her as much as she watched them. The figures moved as if under the guidance of a wind she could not feel. Their bodies bowed and unbowed with a slow fluidity as though they did not contain a single bone, as though they were made of only hard muscle bound beneath a skin that resembled—


Ink.


Oil slicks.


Molasses.


They moved like water in that moment, supernova eyes expanding to encompass everything Dorothy was, everything she knew. Instantly, she felt their black, watery hands inside her chest, scrabbling between her ribs, holding and weighing the most intimate parts of her anatomy, and on one level, this made perfect sense to her, given their own sleek bodies, their decided lack of everything she contained, but on another level, her mind screamed in terror, begging her to run, to get out before she vanished like Ruth and Ina, to swing her wrench and flee.


She swung. The wrench connected with the chin of one body, impossibly hard and solid, and promptly ricocheted into the temple of other. Both figures dropped to the floor as if felled with an axe and Dorothy ran, arms ringing from the blow. She sought solace in the part of her mind that wanted to flee, screaming for Ruth and Ina as she traced her way back to the Black Dragon, to the hangar where she would . . .


Would what? Her mind raced and came up empty, hands clutching fistfuls of her flight suit. She expected to find it ripped, her body bloodied, but she was whole and unbroken and couldn’t logically sort what had just happened.


With a cry, Dorothy ran for the engines, stuffing her wrench into a pocket before she pulled each of the engine’s propellers. She hated that the moment called for her to be careless – not ensuring the props had turned as far as they needed to turn, but she could almost feel time running out, as if it were a concrete substance leaking through her fingers.


She was vaguely aware of the way her legs shook as she pushed herself up the ladder and back into the pilot’s compartment. There was no time for it, she told herself, pushing the panic to the side as she hauled the ladder back in, secured the hatch, and stumbled into her chair. She had to get out, and she worked automatically through the procedures she knew so well: throttle, flaps, oil pressure, mix controls, ignition.


She became aware of movement beyond the cockpit, the tree-bark figures moving without sound, like smoke or water, something not easily grasped. Dorothy stared longer than she should have, watching as they coiled in serpentine patterns around the plane, until one slithered into the propeller. The spinning metal was invisible at that speed – could they not hear the engine’s roar in the hangar? – and the body fragmented under its violent force. Streaming, steaming black muck splattered the walls, the windshield, and Dorothy stared in wonder and horror both. The other figure had ceased its approach, casting wary eyes upon the plane now.


“That’s right,” Dorothy whispered. “I will take you apart.”


She had no idea what she meant to do other than to get away. She’d be damned if she would stay, if she would let these . . . Her mind stuttered again at the thought of their hands inside her ribs. The hangar contained no proper runway, but Dorothy made use of the space as best she could. The remaining figure backed away from the Black Dragon as Dorothy released the brakes and loosed the plane into motion.


That she would never get the plane to speed was foremost in her mind. The faster she went, the quicker the hangar seemed to run out, the yawning mouth growing ever close. Beyond the room there was only a massive hangar-lined corridor, but there was nowhere else to go. With a shout, Dorothy did what she did best: she trusted the metal and the engines and engineering that made it all possible.


The plane dropped off the edge of the hangar. Dorothy was keenly aware of the weight of the plane around her, and she held her breath, expecting to plummet uncontrollably into the metallic chasm where she and the Black Dragon would erupt into a fireball. She tasted blood, cheek clenched between her teeth as the plane dropped, but the engines were strong, propelling the Black Dragon down the chasm with ease. Dorothy guided the plane into a roll, marveling at the effortless movement. For an experimental aircraft, it was a thing of beauty, hopefully something they would build for years and years to come, war or no.


Dorothy turned her attention to the landscape of the strange vessel around her: walkway tubes and over-arching structures she took for bridges, endless walls filled with more wide hangars. She saw no other flying craft within these other hangars, though.


Where was Ina . . . where was Ruth . . .


“Guns full, Bochanek,” she whispered, and then, “There!” The sound of her own voice in the close cockpit was somehow reassuring, kept her from shaking out of her flight suit.
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