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JANNY WURTS
KEEPER OE THE KEYS
BOOK TW O OF THE CYCLE OF FIRE SERIES
#An exciting story... the world Janny 
Wurts writes about is wonderfully vivid,
STEPHEN R. DONALDSON

'Janny Wurts is a gifted creator of 
wonder.' Raymond e. feist

£ 1 2 .9 5  (H ardback) £ 7 .9 5  (Trade Paperback)

21 SEPTEMBER

'Brilliant... a delight to read... no one can 
ever hope to out ■ Gibson Gibson... a true 
original.' th e Sun day mis

'The single-handed inventor of 
Cyberpunk... the most intriguing and 
convincing possible future in all of 
contemporary SF.' •q ' m a g aiin f

A  G R A F T O N  PAPERBACK 
£ 3 .5 0

14 SEPTEMBER

'Cracking... a genuinely gripping and 
chilling dark fantasy... an incredible 
adventure... well-written, clever and 
thought-provoking.' fantasticuieraturi

'One of the best horror plots I have ever 
encountered • totally unpredictable.'
DIMENSION
A  G R A F T O N  PAPERBACK 
£ 3 .9 9

2 8  SEPTEMBER

GRAFTON BOOKS. THE SHAPE OF SF AND FANTASY TO COME
GRAFTON BOOKS
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! SET-UP

X
h is  is  th e  ta le  o f  tw o  c it ie s .

I O n e  is  G a f f n e y ,  S o u th  
* C a r o lin a , h o m e  o f  barl 
O w e n s b v  s tu d io s  an d  
c e n tr e  o f  th e  p e a ch  g ro w 

in g  re g io n  o f  th e  D e e p  
S o u th .

T h e  o th e r  is  N e w  
Y o rk  . . . w h e re  o n c e  

a g a in  th e  a r t-d e c o  m o v ie  
p a la c e , R a d io  C ity  M u s ic  H a ll , ca m e  a liv e  
w ith  a g ra n d  H o lly w o o d  o p e n in g , w ith  
l im o s  an d  s ta rs  g a lo r e  an d  ra l ly in g  to 
la u n ch  a film  th a t -  y e s , m y  f r i e n d s - i s  
c le a r ly  t ro u b le d .

It h a s  to b e  a ta le  o f  d is a p p o in tm e n t , o f  
a d o le s c e n t  d re a m s  c r a s h in g  a g a in s t  a d u lt  
r e a l i t ie s .  P e rh a p s  i t 's  a ta le  o f  h u b r is ,  a 
b r id g e  to o  fa r , an d  a ll th a t d a m n -th e -to r -  
p e d o e s  s tra ig h t-a h e a d  b u ll  fe a th e rs .

T h e  s to ry  b e g in s  w ith  m y v e n tu r in g  in to  
T h e  A b y s s  . . . fo r  p u re ly  p e rso n a l 
r e a s o n s .

I f irs t in te rv ie w e d  p ro d u c e r  G a le  A n n  
H u rd  -  p ro te g e  o f  R o g e r  C o rm a n , K in g  o f  
th e  Q u ic k ie s  -  fo r  an  a r t ic le  on  A lie n s  fo r
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More hype and budget 
/ than Batman? That's 

J  what some
commentators are saying 

of The Abyss, director 
James Cameron's 

underwater science 
fiction epic. But is this 

behemoth worth the 
wait? In two special 

reports Matthew 
Costello, novelist and 
author of the movie's 
Making of . . . book, 

drops in for some hot 
water on set and cold 
criticism at its world 

premiere.



e ith e r  . . .
I w a tc h e d  a n  h o u r  o f  p ro d u ctio n  stills , 

s o m e  v e ry  e x c it in g  stu ff . T h e n  I to u re d  
D e e p C o r e , e x p o se d  at th e  b o tto m  o f  th e  
c o n ta in m e n t  b u ild in g . It h ad  b e e n  bu ried  
b e n e a th  s e v e n -a n d -a -h a lf  m illio n  g a llo n s  o f  
w a te r , b u t n o w  it w a s  e x p o s e d . T h e  b u ild 
in g  f lo o r  w a s  p a in te d  b lu e , in  p re p a ra tio n  
fo r  a to p -s e c r e t  b lu e -s c re e n  s h o t  fo r  th e  n e x t 
d a y .

TITA N IC  DISCOVERIES
I w a lk e d  o v e r  th e  m o ck -u p  o f th e  d rillin g  
rig , n o w  ru s ty  fro m  m o n th s  o f  u se . A  b la ck  
C o rv e tte  p u lle d  in to  th e  p a rk in g  lo t - J a m e s  
C a m e ro n  d a sh e d  o u t , ch e c k in g  w ith  th e

“ Cameron looked gaunt, as i f  his 
time in the main tank -  up to five 
hours a day underwater -  didn’t 
allow for any eating”

e ffe c ts  p e o p le  o n  p re p a ra t io n s  fo r th e  
im p o rta n t  e ffe c ts  s h o t . C a m e ro n  lo o k e d  
g a u n t, a s  if  h is  t im e  in  th e  m a in  ta n k  -  up  
to  fiv e  h o u r s  a d a y  u n d e r w a te r  -  d id n 't  
a llo w  fo r  a n y  e a tin g .

T h e n  I sa w  th e  sm a lle r  ta n k  th a t h o u se d  
th e  S u b  B a y  a n d  M o o n  P o o l, th e  a ctu a l 
in te r io r  o f  D e e p C o r e . T h e  d e ck  o f  th e  su r
fa ce  s h ip  -  a la n d -b a se d  m o ck -u p . Jo h n  
B ru n o , tw o -t im e  A ca d e m y  A w ard  w in n e r, 
su p e rv is e d  th e  f ilm 's  sp e c ia l e f fe c ts . H e 
s h o w e d  m e  h is  o ff ic e  w a ll, co v e re d  w ith  a 
s to ry b o a rd  o f  all th e  f ilm 's  e ffe c ts  sh o ts . 
T h e r e  w a s  still a lo t to  b e  d o n e  . . .

L a te r , w a lk in g  th ro u g h  o th e r  b u ild in g s

THE BIG  SEC R ET
I la n d e d  a t th e  C h a r lo t te , N o rth  C a ro lin a  
a irp o rt  a n d  w a s  m e t  b y  a y o u n g  a s s is ta n t  
w h o  h a d  o b v io u s ly  s p e n t  a lo t  o f  t im e  
s h u tt lin g  v is ito rs  b e tw e e n  th e  a irp o rt  an d  
th e  's t u d io ',  n e a r ly  a n  h o u r  a w a y . T h e  v a n - 
c u m -b u s  ra tt le d  fu r th e r  s o u th , to w a rd s  a n  
o v e rc a s t  G a ffn e y , a n d  I fe lt  lik e  a C o n ra d  
h e ro , v e n tu r in g  in to  th e  h e a r t  o f  d a rk n e s s .

O f  c o u r s e , E arl O w e n s b y 's  's t u d io ' 
w o u ld  g iv e  a n y b o d y  p a u s e . It w a s a n  a b a n 
d o n e d  n u c le a r  p o w e r  p la n t  -  it n e v e r  h ad  
g o n e  o n  lin e  d u e  to  s o m e  p o lit ic a l im b ro g 
lio . T h in k  o f  K u b r ic k 's  V ie tn a m , c o n 
s tru c te d  in  th e  U K , a n d  y o u  g e t th e  p ic tu re .

It w a s  n e a r  th e  e n d  o f  a fiv e  m o n th  s h o o t, 
h e re  in  th e  m id d le  o f  n o w h e r e  la n d . T h e  
u n it  p u b lic is t , A n n e  M a r ie  S te in , e sc o rte d  
m e  to  a b a r n -lik e  b u ild in g  th a t  h o u s e d  th e  
fo o d  se rv ic e  a n d  a h u g e  w in g  o f  D e e p C o r e , 
th e  u n d e r w a te r  d rillin g  h a b ita t  u se d  in  th e  
film . It w a s  D e c e m b e r , a n d  d a m n e d  co ld  fo r 
th e  S o u th .

A fte r  lu n c h , I g o t a s lid e  sh o w  th a t 
sh o w e d  s c e n e s  fro m  th e  m o v ie  -  w h ile  
k e e p in g  th e  m a in  p lo t se c re t . In  th e  m o v ie  
-  a s  m u ch  a s  th e y  r e v e a le d  to  m e  -  th e  
u n d e r w a te r  h a r d h a ts  o f  D e e p C o r e  a re  
fo rce d  to  c o o p e r a te  w ith  a N a v y  S E A L  te a m  
to  re s c u e  a n u c le a r  s u b  p e r c h e d  a t a n  a b y s s  
n e a r  th e  C a y m a n  T r e n c h . B e fo re  th e y  e n te r  
th e  su b , n o  o n e  k n o w s  w h a t  h a p p e n e d  to  it.

A n d  n o b o d y  a t G a ffn e y  w a s  te llin g  m e

A m azing Stories. S h e  w a s  m a rr ie d  to  d ir e c 
to r  Ja m e s  C a m e ro n  a n d  to g e th e r  th e y  w e re  
r e s p o n s ib le  fo r  th e  su rp r is e  h it  The Ter
m inator. T h e  a d v a n ce  w o rd  o n  A liens  w a s 
v e ry  g o o d , a n d  th e  film  w e n t  o n  to  m o re  
th a n  fu lfil e v e r y o n e 's  h o p e s  fo r  th e  se q u e l 
(e v e n  if  it d id  h a v e  a l in e a r , R am bo-is h  p lo t. 
'S h o o t  th e m  a lie n s  b e fo re  th e y  e a t  u s ') .

S o , w h e n  n e w s  o f  C a m e r o n 's  n e x t  f ilm , a 
m a m m o th  u n d e r w a te r  e p ic  -  e r  -  le a k e d  
o u t , I w a s  v e ry  in te re s te d . B u t th e r e  w a s  
s o m e th in g  m o re  th a t p ro p e lle d  m e  to  
w ra n g le  a v is it  to  th e  se t.

M y  n e w  n o v e l fo r B e rk e le y  is  a b ig  b o o k

“Perhaps it’s a tale o f  hubris, a 
bridge too far, and all that damn- 
the-torpedoes straight-ahead bull 
feathers”

ca lled  W urm . A n d  it in v o lv e d  -  a h e m  -  
so m e  m y s te r io u s  d o in g s  in  th e  P a c if ic  
O c e a n , tw o  m ile s  d o w n . M y  p lo t w a s  s p e c 
ia l, a rea lly  h o t -  o r  so  I fe lt  -  id e a . B u t w h e n  
I g o t w in d  o f  The A byss, I g o t n e rv o u s .

M a y b e  C am ero n / H u rd  w e re  a b o u t to  
film  m y  s to ry .

O n e  w ay  to  fin d  o u t w a s  to  g o  d o w n  to  
th e  O ld  S o u th  a n d  c h e c k  it o u t fo r  m y s e lf. 
A n d  I co u ld  w rite  a b o u t  th e  v is it  fo r  m y  re g 
u la r  film  c o lu m n s  in  A nalog/A sim ov.

6 October 1989 FEAR



a n d  s h o ts , I sp o tte d  s o m e  n a s ty  h o m e m a d e  
c a r to o n s  d ire c te d  a t C a m e ro n . T h e r e  w e re  
s o m e  b a d  v ib e s  o n  th e  se t . I s p o k e  w ith  a n  
a c to r  w h o  p la y e d  o n e  o f  th e  S E A L s  s e n t  to  
r e s c u e  th e  d o w n e d  su b .

H e  sa id  th a t  -  n o  m a tte r  w h a t -  h e  le ft th e  
s e t  e v e r y  F rid a y , to  g o  b a c k  to  N e w  Y o rk .

It was that kind o f  place.
I g o t  a  lo o k  a t th e  a m a z in g  h a rd w a re  

b e in g  u se d  . . . a n d  s o m e  o f  th e  te ch n ica l 
c h a lle n g e s  b e in g  fa ce d .

“  There were some bad vibes on 
the set ”

T h e  film  u s e d  s u b m e rs ib le s  su p p lie d  by  
C a n -D iv e  In c , a n d  sm a ll R O V s  s im ila r  to 
Ja s o n , th e  d is c o v e r e r  o f  th e  T ita n ic . A  s y s 
tem  d u b b e d  C le a rc o m  a llo w e d  d ia lo g u e  to  
b e  re c o rd e d  u n d e r w a te r , a n d  o v e r  4 0  p e r 
c e n t  o f  th e  f in is h e d  film  ta k e s  p la ce  u n d e r 
w a te r , w ith  all th e  d ia lo g u e  re c o rd e d  b y  th e  
a c to r s , a s  C a m e ro n  d ire c te d  fro m  a la m i
n a te d  sc r ip t.

TH E BENDS
L ig h t w a s  a p ro b le m . P o w e rfu l H M I lig h ts  
w e re  u s e d , fo r th e  first t im e , u n d e r w a te r . 
T h e  n e e d  to  m a k e  th e  m a s s iv e  ta n k  b la ck  
led  to  a n  o d d  s o lu tio n  -  tin y  p o ly s ty re n e  
b e a d s  w e re  d u m p e d  o n  th e  w a te r 's  s u r fa c e , 
b lo c k in g  o u t all th e  lig h t. W h e n  I w a s  a t  th e  
s e t , th e  ta n k  w a s  e m p ty , b u t th e  b e a d s  w e re  
still e v e r y w h e re .

I g o t a q u ick  lo o k  a t th e  a c to r s ' q u a r te rs , 
w ith  e x p o s e d  lig h tin g  a n d  c h e a p ja c k  w alls . 
W ith  o n ly  a B ig  B o y  re s ta u r a n t  n e a rb y , th is  
w a s  a h a r d s h ip  s e t  o f  th e  f ir s t  o r d e r . F o r  fiv e  
m o n th s  th e y  la b o u re d  to  m a k e  C a m e r o n 's  
v is io n  c o m e  to  life .

“Later, Harris would say, (It 
was a bitch . . .  It got pretty 
hairy’”

S o m e  o f  th e  a c to r s , n o ta b ly  E d  H a rris , 
w e re  n o t  ta lk in g  a b o u t th e  e x p e r ie n c e  a t all. 
L a te r , H a rris  w o u ld  s a y , ' I t  w a s  a b itc h  . . . 
It g o t p re tty  h a ir y '. H a rris  h a d  to  h a n d le  
e x te n d e d  tim e  u n d e r w a te r , a s  w ell a s  d iv 
in g  in  a su it  filled  w ith  liq u id  (r e p r e s e n t in g  
a liq u id  o x y g e n  c o m b in a tio n  fo r  u ltra -d e e p  
d iv e s ).

D e s p ite  th e  s tr e s s , C a m e r o n 's  c o n c e r n  
w a s  fo r  a sa fe  se t . 'I  w a n t to ta l c o n t r o l , '  h e  
to ld  The N eiv York Tim es. ' I  w ill th ro w  
m y s e lf  b a c k  to  s e e  if I 'm  g o in g  to  h it  b e fo re  
I le t  o n e  o f  m y  a c to r s  try  i t ' . T h e  d e c o m p r e s 
s io n  ta n k , lo ca te d  a to p  th e  m a in  ta n k , w a s 
a lw a y s  re a d y .

B u t -  to  C a m e r o n 's  c re d it  -  it w a s  n e v e r  
n e e d e d .

C a s t  a n d  c re w  w e re  p re p a r in g  to  le a v e  in  
a d a y  o r  so . B o x e s  w e re  b e in g  ta p e d  u p . A 
lo tte ry  w a s  b e in g  s e t  u p  fo r  b a c k  in  L A  a t th e  
w ra p  p a rty  to  w in  a S p a n is h  D u b lo o n . A n d , 
n e a r  s u n s e t , I w a s  d r iv e n  b a c k  to  C h a r lo tte . 
T h e  p u b lic is t  d ro v e  m e  b a c k  a n d  s h e  
c o u ld n 't  te ll m e  th e  re a l p lo t o f  The Abyss. 
S o  I to ld  h e r  th e  s to r y  o f  m y  n o v e l . . .

'G o o d  id e a ',  s h e  sa id . 'A n d  n o th in g  to  
w o rry  a b o u t . '

The A byss w a s  s o m e th in g  e lse .
It w a s  a s to ry  th a t  C a m e ro n  c re a te d  w h e n  

h e  w a s  s e v e n te e n . A n d  n o w , $ 4 0  m illio n  
la te r  (th o u g h  s o m e  s w e a r  th e  tab  is  n e a re r  
$ 6 0  m ill io n , m y  fr ie n d s ) , th a t  v is io n  w a s 
a b o u t  to  b e  s h a re d  w ith  th e  w o rld .
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h e  N e w  Y o rk  re s e rv e d  se a t 
p re m ie re  o f  T h e  A b y s s  w a s 
a g litz y  a ffa ir . R a d io  C ity  
h a s  p la y e d  h o s t  to  e v e r y 
th in g  fro m  th e  o p e n in g  o f  
K in g  K o n g  a n d  D o ris  D a y  
c o m e d ie s , all a c c o m p a n ie d  
b y  th e  h ig h -k ic k in g  R o c - 
k e tte s . I t 's  w o n d e r fu l an d  
to ta lly  o s te n ta tio u s  w ith  its  

g o ld e n  c e il in g , red  c a rp e ts  an d  c o rp u le n t  
s ta tu a ry .

T h e r e  w e re  h a n d ic a m s  e v e r y w h e re , an d  
c e le b r it ie s . W illia m  D a fo e  (P la to o n ) ,  G r e g 
o ry  H in e s  (T a p ),  E d d ie  M u rp h y  (C o m in g  to  
A m er ic a ) ,  th e  s in g in g  te a m  A sh fo rd  a n d  
S im p s o n , E d  H a rris  a n d  o th e r  s ta rs  o f  T h e  
A b y ss .  G ig a n tic  k lie g  lig h ts  c r is s c r o s s e d , 
a n n o u n c in g  th a t th is  w a s a n  'e v e n t ' .

B y  n o w , th e  p lo t o f  T h e  A b y s s  is fa m ilia r  
e n o u g h  th a t m y  c o m m e n tin g  o n  th e  film  
w o n 't  sp o il a n y o n e 's  fu n . B u t if  y o u 'v e  y e t 
to  e x p e r ie n c e  th e  film , fee l fre e  to  tu rn  th e  
p a g e .

T h e  s to ry  tu rn e d  o u t to  b e  a re tre a d  o f  
C lo s e  E n c o u n te r s  o f  t h e  T h ird  K in d . T h is  
t im e , w e  g e t  w id e -e y e d , a q u a tic  a lie n s  w h o  
sa v e  E d  H a r r is 's  B u d  B r ig m a n  a fte r  a th re e  
m ile  tu m b le  in to  th e  a b y s s .

T h e  v illa in  o f  th e  p ie ce  is  a S E A L  (M ich a e l 
B ie h n )  s u ffe r in g  fro m  a n e rv o u s  d is o rd e r  
p re c ip ita te d  b y  th e  h ig h  p r e s s u re . H e  g o e s  
b u g g y , s e e in g  th e  a lie n s  a s  c o m m ie  d u p e s , 
a n d  s e n d s  a M IR V  w a rh e a d  d o w n  to  th e  
a l ie n s ' fr ie n d s . H a rr is 's  B u d  B rig m a n  a n d  
M a ry  E liz a b e th  M a s tr a n to n io , p la y in g  h is  
e s tra n g e d  w ife , w h o  a lso  h a p p e n s  to  b e  th e  
d e s ig n e r  o f  D e e p C o r e , c h a s e  B ie h n  d o w n  
in  a s u b m e rs ib le  d o g  fig h t.

P e o p le  c h e e re d  w h e n  B ie h n 's  p a ra n o id  
S E A L  b it  th e  d u s t. W e a k  te a , I th o u g h t . H e  
w a s  no  m a d m a n . H e  w a s  s u ffe r in g  fro m  th e  
p r e s s u re . T h e r e  w a s s o m e th in g  la ck in g  in 
h is  v illa in y .

EPISODIC M A STERPIECE
T h e  film  e n d s  w ith  th e  a lie n s  sa v in g  B rig 
m a n , a n d  sa v in g  D e e p C o r e , a s  a g ig a n tic  
a lie n  s tru c tu re  r ise s  to  th e  s u r fa c e . H a rris  
a n d  M a s tr a n to n io  -  u n ite d  -  k iss . F a d e  to  
b la ck , a s  e v e r y o n e  s ta re s  a t  th e  a lie n  w h a t
e v e r .

S o m e  c o m m e n ts .
T e c h n ic a lly , th e  film  is  a m a rv e l. A1 G id - 

d in g 's  u n d e r w a te r  p h o to g ra p h y  is  m o o d y  
a n d  a tm o s p h e r ic . W e s te rn  S p a c e  a n d  
M a r in e  d e s ig n e d  a sp e c ia l th a t  le t  th e  
d iv e r s ' fa c e s  rea lly  b e  s e e n  in  th e  g lo o m , th e  
u s e  o f  th e  o p e ra b le  s u b m e rs ib le s  (fro m  C a n  
D iv e  In c) a n d  th e  R O V  is  e x c it in g .

A n d , d ra m a tica lly , th e r e  a re  s o m e  w o n 
d e rfu l s e t  p ie c e s ; e p is o d e s  in  th is  film  are  
m a ste r fu l. M a k e  n o  m is ta k e  a b o u t  it, 
C a m e ro n  is  a te rr if ic  director. M a s tr a n -  
to n io 's  d ro w n in g  s c e n e  -  a n d  s u b s e q u e n t  
re s u sc ita t io n  -  is  p h e n o m e n a lly  e ffe c tiv e . 
It b o g g le s  th e  m in d  to  th in k  o f  th a t  s c e n e  
b e in g  p la y e d  b y  a c h a ra c te r  in  w h o m  w e 
rea lly  b e lie v e .

T h e  tu m b lin g  o f  a c ra n e  o n to  D e e p C o r e , 
an d  its  p u llin g  o f  D e e p C o r e  to  th e  e d g e  o f  
th e  a b y s s , is  a s u s p e n s e fu l titb it  b u t 
p e r h a p s  th e  m o s t  im p r e s s iv e  s c e n e  is  c o m 
p le te ly  c o m p u te r is e d  a r tifice . T h e  a lie n  
w a te r  p se u d o p o d  th a t p ro b e s  th e  s h ip  is  a 
b r e a th ta k in g  e ffe c t  fro m  G e o r g e  L u c a s 's
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In d u str ia l L ig h t a n d  M a g ic . It p ro m p te d  m e 
to  w o n d e r  w h e th e r  C a m e r o n 's  d e s ire  fo r  
re a lism  d id n 't  ru n  co n tra ry  to  th e  v e ry  
n a tu re  o f  th e  re a lm  o f  m a g ic  a n d  a rtifice  
th a t is film .

T h e r e  a re  o th e r  m o m e n ts , b u t  th e y  
re m a in  ju s t  th a t , t itb its . T h e r e  is  n o  a rc h in g  
p lo t to  g e n e r a te  s u s p e n s e  a n d  in te re s t . T h e  
a lie n  s tu f f  is  s o  re m in is c e n t  o f  S p ie lb e r g 's  
C lo s e  E n c o u n te r s  th a t i t 's  h a rd  to  b e lie v e  
th a t s o m e o n e , s o m e w h e r e , d id n 't  sa y , 
'H o ld  o n . N o w , ju s t  w a it  a m in u te  h e re . 
T h is  h a s  b e e n  d o n e  a lre a d y , fo r  C h r is t 's  
s a k e ! '

CLO SE EN CO UN TERS
T h e  lo o k  o f  th e  a lie n , fo r  a ll its  d ia p h a n o u s  
m a n ta -r a y  q u a lity , is  th e  s a m e  g o g g le -e y e d  
e x p r e s s io n  o f  th e  sc r a w n y  a lie n  w h o  w a v e s  
a t R ich a rd  D r e y fu s s 's  e v e r y m a n  in C lo s e  
E n c o u n ters .  T h e r e 's  e v e n  a c u te  b a b y -s h ip  
th a t w h irr s  a n d  h o v e r s  a ro u n d  th e  d iv e rs , 
a n d  a b ig  m o th e r  sh ip  th a t re a r s  u p  
a n d  . . .

B u t w h y  g o  o n ?
W h ile  n o t e x a c tly  b e re ft  o f  id e a s , th e  film  

w e a k ly  re c a lls  a n o th e r  S F  e p ic . B r ig m a n 's  
jo u r n e y  in to  th e  h e a r t  o f  th e  a lie n  d o m a in , 
w ith  p h o s p h o r e s c e n t  l ig h ts  r e f le c t in g  o ff  
h is  h e lm e t , to o  c lo s e ly  a p e s  th e  jo u r n e y  
m a d e  b y  B o w m a n  a t th e  e n d  o f  2001: A  
S p a c e  O d y s s e y .  B u t th e r e  is  n o  g ra n d e u r  
th is  t im e , o n ly  g o o fin e s s . T h e r e 's  e v e n  a 
s c e n e  w h e r e  a R O V  s p ie s  o n  th e  S E A L s  
fro m  o u ts id e  D e e p C o r e . O n e  im m e d ia te ly  
re c a lls  H A L  s p y in g  o n  th e  a s tr o n a u ts , re a d 
in g  th e ir  l ip s . P a y in g  h o m a g e  is  f in e  . . .  i f  
i t 's  in  th e  fra m e w o rk  o f i t s o w n ,  s o m e w h a t  
o r ig in a l, s to ry .

T h e  d ia lo g u e  -  w h e n  n o t m a sk e d  by 
s o m e  o f  th e  e x c e lle n t  a c t in g  s e q u e n c e s  -  is 
d u m b . P e o p le  t it te r  a t th e  w ro n g  tim e s . I t 's  
e m b a rr a s s in g  to  lis te n  to  M a s tr a n to n io 's  
c h a r a c te r  s w e e t- ta lk in g  to  h e r  h u sb a n d  
d u r in g  h is  le a p  in to  th e  a b y s s .

L O ST  SU B PLO T
I t 's  all a te rr ib le  d is a p p o in tm e n t .

D e s p ite  s o m e  p u ls e -p o u n d in g  m o m e n ts , 
la s t in g  te n  o r  f if te e n  m in u te s , th e  film  fa ils

to  d e v e lo p  a c o h e r e n t  h e a d  o f  s te a m . T h e  
lo s t  su b -p lo t  w a s  h a n d le d  co m p le te ly  
w ro n g . W e  sh o u ld  not h a v e  se e n  th e  su b 
m a rin e  g o  d o w n , not h a v e  se e n  th e  f ir s t  h in t 
o f  th e  g e e -w h iz  s u p e r -s p e e d in g  a lie n s . 
T h e n  th e r e  w o u ld  h a v e  b e e n  so m e  m y s
te ry , s o m e  s u s p e n s e .

W h e n  C a m e ro n  in tro d u c e s  th e  fe a r  o f  -  
u h -o h , w e 'r e  lo w  o n  o x y g e n , g a n g  -  it 
s h o u ld  n o t  h a v e  b e e n  re so lv e d  in th e  n e x t 
fiv e  m in u te s , a s  it is  w h e n  M a s tr a n to n io 's  
c h a ra c te r  tu rn s  o n  so m e  ex tra  ta n k s , a n d  
m e e ts  th e  fr ie n d ly  a lie n s  c lo se  u p .

T h e  w ild -e y e d  S E A L  is a  w e a k  v illa in . 
H e 's  n u tty , in c o m p e te n t, a n d  n o t  rea lly  
e v il. A fte r  h e  s e n t  th e  w a rh e a d  d o w n  to  th e  
a lie n  b e in g s , I w o n d e re d  w h y  th o s e  c re a 
tu re s , if th e y 'r e  so  d a m n  sm a rt, co u ld n 't  
d is c o n n e c t  th e  d e v ic e .

T h e  m a rria g e  jo k e s , th e  re fe re n c e  to  th e  
e s tra n g e d  c h a ra c te rs  p la y ed  b y  H arris  an d  
M a s tr a n to n io , w e a r  th in . T h e  film  b e co m e s  
a n  o d d  p a e n  to  m a tr im o n y  a n d  life , e v e n  as 
C a m e ro n  a n d  H u rd  a re  in  th e  p ro ce ss  o f  
d is s o lv in g  th e ir  o w n  m a rria g e .

T h e n  th e r e 's  o n e  la s t  th in g .
A fte r  a n  im p r e ss iv e  d is p la y  o f te ch n ica l 

a c c u ra c y , w ith  a d v a n c e d  d e e p  d iv in g  
te c h n iq u e s , a n d  e v e n  a n  in cre d ib le  u se  o f  a 
liq u id  o x y g e n  ta n k  fo r  d iv in g  to  th e  a b y s s , 
D e e p C o r e  is  b r o u g h t  to  th e  su rfa ce  w ith  n o  
o n e  s u ffe r in g  th e  b e n d s . T h e  a lie n s  m u st 
h a v e  d o n e  it, s o m e o n e  c o m m e n ts . B u t, if 
th e y 'r e  s o  ig n o ra n t  a b o u t  th e  n u c le a r  
th re a t, h o w  a re  th e y  g o in g  to  k n o w  th at 
h u m a n s  ca n  b u rs t  o p e n  if s u b je c te d  to  m a s
s iv e  p r e s s u re  c h a n g e ?

H o w  in d e e d ?
I s u p p o s e  th a t T h e  A b y s s  is e n te r ta in in g  

e n o u g h . I t 's  n o t  C a m e ro n 's  H e a v e n  G ate, 
h e 's  to o  g o o d  a d ir e c to r  fo r th a t. B u t it 's  n o t 
e n o u g h ; n o t fo r  th e  co s t . A n d  n o t fo r  th e  
e p ic  s c a le , th e  te ch n ica l a c h ie v e m e n t th at 
th e  film  r e p r e s e n ts . It cou ld  h a v e  b e e n  th e  
u n d e r w a te r  e p ic  o f  all tim e . B u t it la ck s  o n e  
th in g : a s to r y . A sk ille d  w rite r  co u ld  h a v e  
h e lp e d  th e  s c r ip t in  d o z e n s  o f  w a y s . E v en  a 
c o m p e te n t  h a c k  w o u ld  h a v e  p u n ch e d  u p  
th e  la m e  d ia lo g u e . C a m e ro n  d re a m e d  th is  
sk it  u p  w h e n  h e  w a s  a te e n a g e r , an d  it 
sh o w s .
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NEW WORLD PICTURES and NBC PRODUCTIONS Present ELVIRA. MISTRESS OF THE DARK 
\s tam ny  ELVIRA W MORGAN SHEPPARD DANIEL GREENE SUSAN KELlERMANN JEFF CONWAY 

and F.DIE McCLURG as C hastity Pariah Executive Producer MICHAEL RACHMIL W ritten by SAM EGAN & 
JOHN PARAGON &  CASSANDRA PETERSON Music by JAMES CAMPBELL Supervising Producer 
JOEL THURM Produced by ERIC GARDNER &  MARK PIERSON Directed by JAMES SIGNORELLI
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Available from September 25th 
at your local video store

ettfiRA
Mistress of the Dark

"Michael Keaton's "Beetlejuice' 
crossed with Chet!'

Toronto Star

.. wonderfully trashy and 
hilarious comedy horror!'

lu s t  Seventeen

”... Double Entendres that 
even Ben Elton would shy 
away from..

Time Out

NEW WORLD
VIDEO



HORROR HOSTESS TO VISIT BRITAIN BOMBSHELL!
‘SHOCKING! 
OUTRAGEOUS! 
SCANDALOUS !’ -  
Little Old Ladies 
Against Everything.

Elvira, the controversial queen of American 
horrordom, pours out her heart to John Gilbert.

I
f a n y th in g  c a n  re p la ce  
th e  h o -h u m  im a g e  o f  
th e  p u m p k in  a t H a l
lo w e 'e n , it is  lik e ly  to  
b e  th e  sh a p e ly  f ig u re  o f  
E lv ira , th e  h o s t  o f  all 
th o s e  la te  n ig h t m o v ie  
s h o w s  w e h e a r  so  
m u ch  a b o u t in  th e  U K , 
b u t n e v e r  s e e .

O n c e  y o u  g e t p a st  th e  ra cy , 
fa s t-ta lk in g  s c r e e n  im a g e  w h ich  
m ill io n s  a re  so o n  to  s e e  w h e n  
N e w  W o rld  re le a s e s  h e r  first 
fe a tu re  film , M istress o f  the D ark, 
y o u 'll  f in d  E lv ira  -  re a l n a m e  
C a s s a n d ra  P e te r so n  -  a n  
in te r e s t in g , in te llig e n t  a n d  
c h a tty  b e in g  w h o  is n o t s o  s e c r e 
tiv e  a b o u t  h e r  real id e n tity  a s  I 
h ad  b e e n  lead  to  b e lie v e .

'I  w a s  a n  a c tre s s  in  L A  a n d  I 
h e a rd  a b o u t  a n  a u d itio n  fo r  a 
h o rr o r  m o v ie  h o s te s s . I w e n t  to 
th e  a u d itio n  b e c a u s e  I n e e d e d  
th e  m o n e y .

'T h e  lo ca l s ta tio n  h ad  s e e n  
a b o u t  a th o u s a n d  p e o p le . I w e n t  
in  lo o k in g  lik e  a n o rm a l p e r s o n  
b u t a fte r w a r d s  1 w a s  to ld  th a t 1 
n e e d e d  to  co m e  u p  w ith  a lo o k  
th a t w a s  m a ca b re . A  lo ca l k id  
th a t I k n e w  c a m e  u p  w ith  i t . '

A lth o u g h  C a s s a n d ra  in itia lly  
e n te r e d  th e  ra ce  to  b e c o m e  th e  
to p  h o rr o r  h o s te s s  fo r  f in a n c ia l 
r e a s o n s , it w a s  h e r  d re a m  jo b  fo r  
o th e r  r e a s o n s . 'I t  w a s th e  p e r 
fe c t  jo b  fo r  m e . I 'v e  a lw a y s  b e e n  
a h o rr o r  m o v ie  fa n , p a rticu la r ly  
th o s e  o ld  b a d  film s, a n d  I 'v e  
a lw a y s  b e e n  in to  The Tw ilight 
Z one. O n e  o f  m y  fa v o u rite  film s 
is  H ouse on H aunted H ill w ith  
V in c e n t  P r ic e . '

SANTA CLAWS
S o , w o u ld  s h e  d e sc r ib e  h e rs e lf  
a s  n o t o n ly  a fan  b u t a lso  a n  
a m b a s s a d o r  o f  h o r r o r ? ' I p ro b a 
b ly  w o u ld . I th in k  th a t , s in c e  I 
ca m e  o n to  th e  s c e n e , th e  g e n r e  
-  in  p a rticu la r  h o rr o r  m o v ie s  -  
h a s  b e e n  g iv e n  a b o o s t. I 'v e  a lso  
g iv e n  H a llo w e 'e n  a b ig  b o o s t. 
T h e  H a llo w e 'e n  in d u s try  w a s  
fa irly  sm all to  b e g in  w ith , b u t 
m ay  h a v e  b r o a d e n e d  its  a p p e a l 
to  p e o p le  w h o  d id n 't  w a tc h  th e  
film s o r  w h o  w e r e n 't  n o rm a lly  
in te re s te d  in  th e  g e n r e . S o m e 
tim e s  I fee l lik e  S a n ta  C la u s . 
P e rh a p s  th e y 'l l  so o n  h a v e
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E lv ira s  in  d e p a r tm e n t  s to r e s  
a s k in g  th e  k id s  w h a t  th e y  w a n t 
fo r  H a llo w e 'e n ! '

C a s s a n d ra  is  n o t  ju s t  b u sy  
d u r in g  th e  fa ll w itc h in g  s e a s o n . 
H e r s c h e d u le  fo r  th e  n e x t th re e  
y e a rs  is  a h e c tic  w h irl o f  m e e ts , 
o p e n in g s  a n d  te le v is io n  sh o w s . 
'I  h a v e n 't  h a d  a v a c a t io n  fo r 
s e v e n  y e a rs . T h is  a f te r n o o n  I 'm  
g o in g  to  m e e tin g s  fo r  m y  H a l
lo w e 'e n  sh o w  w h ic h 'll  ta k e  
p la ce  in  a n  a m u s e m e n t  p a rk  in  
L A .'

"I don't mind gore 
but not gore in the 
real world. There 
has to be a small 

supernatural, 
nightmare or fan

tasy element in 
there somewhere'"

B la n k e t c o v e ra g e  in d e e d , b u t 
E lv ira  is  a ls o  a b o u t  to  h it B rita in  
o n  th e  sm a ll a n d  b ig  s c r e e n s . 
'T y n e s o f t  h a v e  g o t a c o m p u te r  
g a m e  co m in g  a b o u t  a b o u t  m e . 
I t 's  rea l h o rr o r  a n d  th e r e  a re  
sca ry  th in g s  in  it. T h e r e  a re  tw o  
e le m e n ts  to  it , th e  re a l w o rld  
a n d  a n  u n d e r w o r ld . E lv ira  is  in  
th e  rea l w o rld  b u t s h e  h a s  to  g e t  
to  th e  u n d e r w o r ld . '

TH E VAMP
In  M istress o f  the D ark, h o w e v e r  
-  w h ic h  is  s e t  fo r  a S e p te m b e r  
r e le a s e  -  s h e  tr ie s  to  d o  e v e r y 
th in g  p o s s ib le  to  g e t  a w a y  fro m  
a n y th in g  re m o te ly  s u p e r 
n a tu ra l. T h e  film  is  a sp o o k y  
c o m e d y  b u t  in c lu d e s  n o n e  o f  
th e  ro u g h  s tu f f  re m in is c e n t  o f  
c o n te m p o ra r y  h o rr o r , w h ic h  is 
p ro b a b ly  o n e  o f  th e  re a s o n s  
w h y  it to o k  h e r  so  lo n g  to  fin d  
th e  v e n tu re  c a p ita l. 'T h e  id ea  
c a m e  u p  a lo n g  tim e  a g o . W e  
tr ie d  to  se ll th e  film  m a n y  tim e s  
in  H o lly w o o d  b u t it w a s  
d iff icu lt. T h e y  sa id  I w a s  n o t 
w ell e n o u g h  k n o w n  a n d  th a t 
m y  sh o w  d id  n o t c o v e r  th e  
e n tir e  U S . It to o k  u s  s ix  y e a rs  
f in a lly  to  g e t  th e  d e a l . '

C a s s a n d ra  w a s  n o  s tr a n g e r  to

th e  film  w o rld  a n d  its  e m is 
s a r ie s . S e v e ra l t im e s  s h e  w a s  
a sk e d  to  a p p e a r  in  h o rro r  
m o v ie s  a n d  in  th e  o r ig in a l Fright 
N ight. S h e  tu rn e d  d o w n  a n  o ffe r  
to  a p p e a r  a s  th e  h o rro r  h o s t  
b e fo r e  P e te r  V in c e n t  w a s  
in v e n te d . 'I  w a s  a sk e d  to  b e  in  
th e  p r o je c t , b u t I tu rn e d  it d o w n  
b e c a u s e  it d iffe re d  fro m  m y  
c h a ra c te r . I w a s  a lso  a sk e d  to  b e  
in  th a t G ra c e  Jo n e s  m o v ie , 
Vam p, a n d  Love at First B ite b u t, 
a g a in , I tu rn e d  th e m  d o w n .'

TH E HUNGER
D e s p ite  th e  fa m ily  a p p e a l, d o u 
b le  e n te n d r e  jo k e s  a n d  low  
g ro s s  o u t  fa c to r  o f  h e r  e v e n tu a l 
m o v ie  d e b u t , C a s s a n d ra  -  o r  
E lv ira  -  h a s  n o th in g  a g a in s t  a 
g o o d  d o llo p  o f  g o r e . S h e  d o e s , 
h o w e v e r , d ra w  a v e ry  in te r e s t 
in g  lin e  b e tw e e n  w h a t s h e  w ill 
o r  w ill n o t a c c e p t . 'I  d o n 't  e n jo y  
th e  Friday the 13th  l in e . I 'm  n o t 
in to  th o s e  m o v ie s . T o  m e  th a t 's  
n o t h o rr o r  a n d  fa n ta s y . I d o n 't

lik e  re a lity  to  c o m e  in to  it. I 
d o n 't  m in d  g o r e  b u t n o t g o r e  in 
th e  rea l w o r ld . T h e r e  h a s  to  b e  a 
sm all su p e rn a tu ra l, n ig h tm a re  
o r  fa n ta sy  e le m e n t  in th e re  
s o m e w h e r e . '

B u t m o st h o rr o r  film s tak e  
p la ce  in  th e  rea l w orld . 'T h e r e  
h a s  to  b e  a sm a ll s u p e rn a tu ra l, 
n ig h tm a re  o r  fa n ta sy  e le m e n t  in 
th e re  s o m e w h e re . The H unger  is 
o n e  o f  m y  fa v o u rite  film s an d  I 
lik ed  A N ightm are on Elm Street 
b e c a u s e  th e r e  w e re  fa n ta sy  e le 
m e n ts , it w a s  all a b o u t d re a m 
in g  a n d  s e t  in  a fa n ta sy  w o r ld . '

H e r  ta s te s  w ill h o p e fu lly  
p ro v e  p o p u la r  in B rita in  if a 
p la n n e d  sa te llite  te le v is io n  
sh o w  g e ts  th e  g o  a h e a d . 'I  h a v e  
a fe e lin g  in m y  g u t th a t th e  
B r itish  a u d ie n c e  w ill lo v e  
E lv ira 's  ch a ra c te r . T h e y  h a v e  a 
g re a te r  a p p r e c ia tio n  a n d  u n d e r
s ta n d in g  o f  th e  h u m o u r  o f  th e  
se x u a l, th e  d o u b le  e n te n d r e s  
th a t a re  in  m y  film . Y o u  k n o w , 
s o m e o n e  o n c e  ca lled  m e th e  
fe m a le  B e n n y  H ill!'



S tarr in g : W i n g s  H a u s e r ,  L y n n  
A d a m s , P ie r r e  L e n o ir ,  
B a r b a r a -A n n e  J o n e s  
D irector  D a v id  W e l l in g t o n  
D istribu tor  P a r k f ie ld  P ic t u r e s  
C e r t  1 8

A fter his stin t as ed ito r on  the 
d isastrou s Zombie Nightmare, 

I'm  su rprised  and d elighted  th a t a 
d istributor has p icked  up D avid 
W ellin g to n 's first m ajor stab  at 
d irectin g.

T h e w ell cast W in g s H au ser 
(Tough Guys Don't Die) s ta rs as a 
ru gged, u n d ead  an ti-h ero  w ho 
rights th e w ron g s d o n e to  su b u r
ban h o u sew ife  L yn n A d am s and 
co n tin u es to build  the dream  
h o u se on  w hich  he w as w orkin g 
w h en  h e  d ied.

A d am s' hu sband  h as been  h av 
ing an affair, the m en w ork in g  on  
her h o u se w ould  each  love to  nail 
her to the floor, and  h er best 
friend is su sp iciou s o f w h at sh e 's  
been  up to on  h e r ow n  in that 
h ou se all day.

E nter H au ser as T h e C arp en ter, 
a m an w h o w orks at n igh t b ecau se  
h is earth ly  life w as cu t sh ort by  a 
qu ick  trip to the electric  ch air . H is 
o ffen ce? T h e m ass m u rd er o f all 
those w ho g ot in the w ay o f his 
w ork.

T h e d ead p an  exp ressio n  on 
H au ser's  face w h ile  drilling , 
ch op p in g  and  ch ise llin g  his v ic
tim s ju st h as to be seen  to be 
believed . U n fortu n ate ly , it is all

th ere  is to look  at b e ca u se  th e  film  
h as b een  h acked  to p ieces and  the 
stro n g est v isu al e ffec ts , su ch  as 
H au ser ro to r-saw in g  a m a n 's  
arm s off, are  m issin g .

F ortu n ate ly , h u m o u r sav es the 
film  from  b ecom in g  a total flop. 
H a u ser 's  o n e-lin ers  w ill ev o k e a 
groan o r tw o from  view ers and  his 
a lm o st co m ic, th o u g h  tou ch in g ,

rap p ort w ith the h o u sew ife  w ho 
h a s  recen tly  b e en  released  from  
an  in san e  asy lu m , will p rise  ou t a 
titter o r tw o.

T h e  em b arrassin g ly  h am m ed - 
up  fin ale , w h ere  first hu bb y  and  
th en  H au ser g et th eirs , p rov id es 
h o rro r at its m ost u n in sp ir in g  and 
p o in ts to th e m a jo r fa iling  o f the 
film . D esp ite  th e  occasion al

h u m oro u s set p iece , th e scrip t 
d oes n ot m ov e an d  o n e  g e ts  the 
feelin g  th at th e  sh ow  could  hav e 
been  sq u eezed  in to  h alf an  h o u r 
w h ich  is p ity , really , b e cau se  the 
co n cep t o f The Carpenter is very  
in n ov ativ e.
Jo h n  G ilb e r t

THE LAUGHING 
DEAD
S tarr in g : T im  S u l l i v a n ,  
S o m to w  S u c h a r i t k u l ,  W e n d y  
W e b b ,  E d  B r y a n t ,  G r e g o r y  
F r o s t ,  P a t r ic k  R o s k o w ic k  
D irector  S o m to w  S u c h a r i t k u l  
D istribu tor  N o  B r i t i s h  
d is t r ib u t o r  
C e r t  T B A

crazy scrip t, a bu n ch  of 
en th u siastic  horror/SF w riters 

eager for stard om , and som e O T T  
special e ffects : w hat m ore could

you ask  for in a low  bu d g et h orror 
m ovie? M ay b e a b ig g er bu d g et, 
bu t th is in n ov ativ e  b lack  co m ed y  
a lread y  th ro w s in e v ery th in g  bu t 
k itch en  ap p lian ces .

T h e re 's  th e  p riest w h o  is slow ly  
losin g  h is fa ith , th e  w om an  w ith 
w hom  he had an  affa ir so  m an y 
y ears ag o , h e r  fou l-m o u th ed  son  
w h o p ro v es to be h is (th e  p ries t's )  
a lso , and  the evil D r U m -T zec 
w h o se  p lan  is to resu rrect the 
a n c ien t M ayan relig ion  o f  blood 
sacrifice  on  a w orld w id e basis.

All th ese  ch aracters m eet w h en

F ath er (?) Z ek e , th e  lasciv iou s 
p riest, tak es a bu n ch  o f n e 'e r-d o - 
w ells and  y u p p ie  su p e rco n sc io u s
n e ss  freaks on  an  arch aeo lo gica l 
safari w h ich  is to cu lm in ate  in fol
low ers w itn essin g  th e a n c ien t 
Festival o f th e D ead .

T h e ir bu s b reak s d ow n , th ey  
are  stu ck  in U m -T zec 's  d om ain  
and all M ayan hell is let loo se. 
F a th er Z ek e  is p o ssessed  by the 
sp irit o f th e  d ea th  god  a fter a 
ra th e r u n u su al h e art to h eart, his 
bastard  son  is k id n ap p ed  for sa c
rifice, and  th e o th er trav ellers are 
vary in g ly  ripped  a su n d er (see 
F E A R  Issu e  8  for the gory  d eta ils). 
B efore  th e  fairly p red ictab le , and 
again  O T T , clim ax, w e 'v e  been  
party  to a g am e o f baseball w ith  a 
h ead  as th e  ball, a m eetin g  o f god s 
d ressed  u p  as d in o sau rs , and  a 
co n clav e  o f Z o m b ies w h o  look 
su sp ic io u sly  like sev era l revered  
h o rro r w riters an d  co m m en ta to rs .

T h e  film  is, g en era lly , p ro fes
sio n ally  p h o to g rap h ed  th o u g h  
th e  com ic ed g e  is h an d led  b e tter 
th an  the d ram a. U n fo rtu n ate ly , 
a n y o n e  w h o  tu n es in h alfw ay 
th ro u g h  o r  h as n o t b een  p rep ared  
for w h at th ey  are w atch in g  m ay 
ascrib e  a certa in  in an e p u erility  to 
th e p ro ceed in g s. F o rm e , th o u g h , 
th e  film  w as p u re en terta in m en t, 
th o u g h  n o th in g  like w h at I 
exp ected  from  scrip tw riter S o m 
tow  w h o , u n d er th e n am e S  P 
S o m to w , w rote  Vampire Junction. 
Jo h n  G ilb e r t  
*U S  P rev iew

BAD
TASTE
S tarr in g :  P e te r  J a c k s o n ,  M ik e  
M in e t t ,  P e te  O 'H e r n e ,  T e r r y  
P o t te r ,  C r a ig  S m i t h ,  D o u g  
W r e n
D irector  P e te r  J a c k s o n  
D istribu tor  B lu e  D o lp h in  
C e r t  1 8

T h e m ost talked  ab o u t h orror 
g en re  film  in a lon g  w hile; 

and o n e  can see  w hy! Y o u 'll need  
m ore th an  a stro n g  sto m ach  to see  
th is labou r o f lov e, w h ich  g ets its 
th eatrical re lease  th is m on th .

Ja ck so n , w h o  stars as th e  so m e 
w h at lo o n y , th o u g h  a lw ays s in 
cere , D erek , is first en cou n tered  
a fter rop in g  a very  h u m an -lo o k 
ing alien  by o n e  leg from  a cliff 
top . H e p ro ceed s to in terrogate  
th is v isitor from  a n o th er star sy s
tem  by rep eated ly  sh o v in g  a pick 
th ro u g h  h is foot w hile g iv in g  the 
gory  d eta ils  to tw o o f h is friend s 
w h o  are  on  th eir  w ay by car.

S o u n d s stran g e?  Y es, you m ay 
th in k  so . But D erek  is in th e  right 
and th ese  can n ibalistic  a lien s, led 
by th e  rep u lsiv e Lord C ru m b -  
w h o  d oes an  u n can n ily  accu rate  
im p ressio n  o f th e  eld erly  O sw ald  
M o seley  -  are  p lan n in g  to sh ip  
g reat q u an tities o f h u m an  sp are 
ribs and  bu rg ers to th eir bu d d ies 
in far-o ff sp ace  p orts.
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D erek and h is m ates stop  at 
n oth in g  to rid th e E arth  o f the 
in h u m an  m en ace . T h e se  can n i
bals get th eir h ead s h alf blasted  
off, and  various o th e r parts o f the 
an atom y  severed  -  th a t 's  w h en  
th ey 're  not en jo y in g  a tasty  bow l 
o f hu m an vom it or h u m a n -in 
ap p le  dip .

All ex p e n se  m ay w ell h av e been  
sp ared  in m akin g  th is m ovie ov er 
a sev e n -y ear period  b u t, d esp ite  
so m e fren etic  and o ften  ju m p y  
cam era w ork , y o u 're  un lik ely  to 
get m ore gore e lsew h e re  on  a UK 
cin em a screen  th a n  y o u 'll see 
h e re . 'I s  the B BFC  g o in g  so ft? ' you 
m ay ask . T h e  an sw e r is p robably  
y es, or p erh ap s th ey  had their 
ey es closed  w h en  th ey  w atch ed  
this on e.

M o v in g  on : v iew ers w h o  are in 
it for m ore th an  th e  g ore w ill be 
p leased  to kn ow  that th ere  is an 
e le m e n t o f rau cou s h u m o u r in Bad 
Taste, all o f  w h ich , as y ou  w ou ld  
exp e ct, fits th e  a tm o sp h ere  o f the 
film . E ach alien  k illing  is fo l
low ed , p ost h aste , by  so m e fairly  
in v en tiv e  o n e-lin ers , th e  visual 
gags n e v er let up  and  th e  en d in g  
in w h ich  . . .  no I co u ld n 't spoil 
it . . . S u ffice  it to say  th at it ju s t 
g oes to tally  ov erbo ard  and  o ff the 
p lan et.

Bad Taste is a film  to be w atch ed  
and  sav o u red  -  if th a t 's  th e  right 
w ord . It 's  an  a lien , can n ibalistic , 
ep icu rean  d elig h t fo r a n y o n e  w h o 
ev en  su sp ects  th at th ey  h av e a 
w arp ed  m in d!
Jo h n  G ilb e r t

ELVIRA; MISTRESS 
OF THE DARK
S tarr in g :  C a s s a n d r a  P e te r s o n  
D irector  J a m e s  S ig n o r e l l i  
D istr ibu tor  N e w  W o r ld  V id e o  
C e r t  1 5 , 9 6  m in s

It 's  ab o u t tim e that liv in g v oo
d oo doll Elvira turned  up  in Bri

ta in , and w h at better v eh ic le  in 
w h ich  to d o it than  a m ovie?

U n fortu n ate ly , this film  a in 't  
too hot bu t C assan d ra  P eterso n  is, 
as ev er, w on d erfu l as h e r a lter- 
ego  w h o, a fter leaving h er sh ow  
h osted  from  a ru n d ow n  te lev isio n  
sta tio n  in L os A n g eles, u n d er the 
im p ressio n  that sh e 's  a b o u t to star 
in an Las V egas sp ectacu lar, soon

fin d s that sh e 'll h av e to pay her 
ow n fare to th e  go ld en  tow n.

F ortu n ately  an  old au n t d ies, 
leaving h e r  so m e p rop erty  in 
Fallw ell, M assach u se tts . W hat 
sh e d o e sn 't realise  is that the 
property  co m p rises an old run 
d ow n h o u se  and a co ok ery  book . 
T h e local good o l ' bo y s are w illing 
to d o up the h o u se bu t o n e  gets 
the im m ed iate  im p ressio n  that 
the o th er, m ore frow sy , in h ab it
an ts o f th e tow n w ould love to 
burn Elvira as a w itch.
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U n fo rtu n ate ly  th a t 's  w h at sh e  
b e co m es w h en  sh e  d iscov ers th at 
th e co ok ery  b o o k  w as used  by h er 
au n t to b ak e  u p  sp ells. H e r g reat 
u n cle , no  m ean  w izard  in h is  ow n  
righ t, w an ts th e  b o o k  and  is w ill
in g  to get E lvira b ran d ed  as a scar
let w om an  if sh e  w o n 't h an d  it 
ov er.

F ortu n ate ly  a ll's  w ell th at en d s 
w ell, w h ich  is m ore  th an  can  be 
said for th is film . D o n 't get m e 
w ron g , 1 th in k  E lvira is a very 
ta len ted  lady w h o m ilks every  
o n e-lin e  gag  in the p altry  scrip t for 
ev ery th in g  it 's  w orth . I d o  n ot 
th in k  th is  m ov ie  is a particu larly

good  v eh ic le  for h e r lau n ch  in to  
Britain  n or to  w id en  her ap p eal in 
th e  U S. L e t's  h av e so m e o f the 
good  'w h o le so m e ' fun  from  the 
lad y 's  te lev is io n  serie s ra th e r than  
th e  b la ten t sex ism  w h ich  ea ts  up 
great ch u n k s o f a m ovie w h ich  
p o kes fun at sm all tow n co n se r
vatism .

I for o n e  h o p e th at Elvira co n 
tin u es to m ake m ov ies bu t I fear it 
will take a lon g  tim e for h er to live 
d ow n  M istress o f  the Dark. 
A n d rew  M o ren tis

PARENTS
S tarr in g :  R a n d y  Q u a id ,  M a r y  
B e th  H u r t ,  S a n d y  D e n n i s  
D irector  B o b  B a la b a n
D istr ibu tor  V e s t r o n  V id e o  
C e r t  1 8 , 81  m in s

Bob B a lab an 's  d ebu t m ovie as a 
d irecto r is a n o th e r  in the 

recen t sp ate  o f film s that cut 
th ro u g h  the th in  v e n e e r o f th e  all- 
A m erican  w ay o f life to  reveal a 
d eran g ed  and b lack  in terior. 
River's Edge, Blue Velvet and  now  
Parents all p o sse ss  a h eart o f d ark 
n e ss .

T h e w h o leso m e L aem le fam ily 
m ov e to a n ew  h o m e in a new  
tow n , th e  y ear b e in g  1954. T h eir 
so n  M ich ael, th o u g h , is a very 
w orried  and co n cern ed  ch ild . H is 
m om  (H u rt) and  D ad (Q u aid ) try 
to b e  th e p erfect p are n ts , b u t they  
are  p erh ap s ju s t  a little  too  p erfect. 
M ich ael is a lso  trou bled  as to w h y 
th ey  alw ays h av e  le fto v ers for tea 
ev ery  n ig h t.

H e sh a res  h is th o u g h ts  w ith  the 
sch oo l sh rin k  (D en n is) and  to d is
p rove th ese  m isg iv in gs sh e  takes 
him  h o m e to p rove th at ev ery 
th in g  is really  okay . B u t sh e  en d s 
up fin d in g  ou t w h y th is film  h as

an  18 certificate!
T h e film  ch an g es ton e w h en  the 

secre ts  o f M om  and Dad are 
rev ealed . It becom es op p ressiv e 
and  really  scary , stay in g  in step  
w ith th e m agn itu d e o f th eir

CHUD II: BUD 
THE CHUD
S tarr in g :  B r ia n  R o b b i n s ,  B i l l  
C a lv e r t ,  T r i c ia  L e e  F i s h e r ,  
R o b e r t  V a u g h n ,  G e r r i t  
G r a h a m
D irecto r  D a v id  I r v in g  
D istr ibu tor  V e s t r o n  
I n t e r n a t io n a l  
C e r t  1 5 ,  8 1  m in s

Wh o  th e  h eck  is B ud? H e 's  cer
ta in ly  n o t o n e  o f th e  orig inal 

C H U D  crew , an  u n d ead  arm y 
d ev elo p ed  by  th e  m ilitary  to figh t 
the foe w ith ou t let-u p . T h en  
ag a in , th is m ovie is n o th in g  like 
th e  orig in al. F o r s tarters , V estro n  
are  keen  to p lay up  B u d 's  pu blic 
im ag e. 'H e 's  hot. H e 's  sexy . H e 's  
D e a d .'

H e also  h a s  a h an k erin g  for 
flesh  an d  bra in s and  h e  initially  
sa tisfie s th is on  a fam ily  p o od le  
and  a lady k eep -fit fan atic. B u t I'm  
g ettin g  ah ead  o f m yself, so  to 
sp eak . B u d d y boy b e g in s still life

in a m ilitary estab lish m en t. H e 's 
re-an im ated  by a co u p le  o f high 
sch ool boys w h o n eed  him  to 
rep lace th e  co rp se  th ey  lost w hile 
p ick ing  it up  for a biology lesso n .

B u d , n atu rally , escap es and 
d in es on  so m e o f th eir tow n 's 
seed ier citizen s. T h e  boys are 
so on  cau gh t by  the arm y, in the 
w acky p erso n ag e o f  Robert V au 
g h n  an d , g iven  th e  choice o f life  . 
im p riso n m en t or finding the 
CF1UD, th ey  d ecid e to try and 
brin g  Bud back  in.

Is life ev er th a t easy? N o, and by 
th e  tim e th is p iece  of h u m orou s 
sch lock  is ov er, Bud has the last 
lau gh . A lth ou gh  you rarely  get to 
see  him  d u rin g  this 80-m in u te 
m ovie , h e 's  th e real star, thou gh 
h e  seld om  say s an y th in g  bu t 
'M e a t'. H e 's  good fun all th e w ay 
an d , if y ou  d o n 't exp ect anythin g  
excep tio n a l, you 'll b e  in for a lm ost 
o n e  and  a h a lf ho u rs o f very light 
en terta in m en t.
A n d rew  M o ren tis
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un d isclosed  in terest.
R andy Q uaid is a treat to w atch 

as D ad, u n d erp lay in g  the n o rm al
ity ju st en ou gh  to reveal the 
u n dercurren t o f lun acy  w ith in  the 
plot. This fits in p erfectly  w ith  the

extreme n o rm ality  B alaban cre a tes , 
w ith in  w hich  th e  ch aracters play.

If you w an t to see  a scary , 
h u m o ro u s and  th re a ten in g  film , 
th is  o n e  h as no h ig h er p ed ig ree . 
Jo h n  G len d a y

THE
CHAIR
Starring: J a m e s  C o c o ,  G a r y  
M c C le e r y , P a u l  B e n e d ic t ,  
T in a  A lv a r a d o , S t e p h e n  
G e o f f r e y s  
D irector  W a ld e m a r  
K o r z e n io w s k y  
D istribu tor  M e d u s a  P ic t u r e s  
C e r t  1 8

T h is is the original prison
m ov ie, w hich started  p ro d u c

tion b e fo re  Irw in Y ab lan 's  Prison, 
but w as halted  halfw ay th rou gh  
because o f lack o f m on ey. It also 
m arks the last film p erfo rm an ce o f 
fam ed telev isio n  actor Jam es 
C oco.

It is a b e tter m ovie than  Prison 
in every w ay, ap art from  its sp e c
ial effects w h ich  are w on derfu l 
but few and far b e tw een . But it 
su ffers , as The Abyss is likely to 
su ffer, because it 's  a 'd o n e  su b 
je c t '. T h a t said , h o w ev er, th e 
story lin e is d eep er, m ore sin ister 
and m ore h u m oro u s than  Y ab
lan 's best e ffo rts .

Ju st tw en ty  y ears  ago, th e p re
sen t sadistic p rison  W arden, 
D w yer, then ju st a gu ard , 
w atched  as rioting p rison ers trap 
ped and fried his b o ss , C allag h an , 
in th e  electric ch air. N ow  the 
p rison  has been  turn ed  o v er to a 
w acky  p sych ologist w h o  is d e ter
m in ed  to reform  th e sm all batch 
o f in m ates w ith his m ind g am es.

B ut, as the prison is re-inh a- 
bited  and  th e electricity  sw itch ed  
on , th e  old w ard en 's  spirit

b ecom es activ e an d  seek s rev en g e 
on  ju s t ab o u t a n y o n e  it can  fin d .

A lth ou gh  the e ffec ts  are  sp arse , 
the e lectric ch a ir  op era tio n  is 
g ro tesq u e an d  a seq u en ce  in 
w h ich  o n e  o f th e  g u ard s h as a 
m eetin g  w ith a fan p o in ts th e  w ay 
tow ard s w h at is to co m e: actio n , 
co m ed y , h o rro r an d  th e od d  p iece 
o f  k itch en -sin k  d ram a. If you 
h a v e n 't  seen  Prison, sk ip  it for a 
w eek  and  ren t th is. I g u aran tee  
y o u 'll be g lued  . . .
Jo h n  G ilb e r t

the w om an  b lam es h er new  h u s
ban d , th ro w s h er s tep d au g h ter 's  
ted d y  aw ay  an d  step s back  in 
a m azem en t as th ey  d iscov er a 
seem in g ly -d eserted  h o u se .

T h ey  break  in , are  d iscovered  
by the qu ain t d oll-m ak in g  cou p le  
w h o  live th ere  and  settle  d ow n for 
a co sy  n ig h t. E n ter a ch u bby  
d riv er w ith  tw o y o u n g  girl h itch 
h ik ers and  settle  d ow n  fo ra  n igh t 
o f m ayh em  as th e girls g et m u r
d ered  by th e little  p eo p le , their 
ch u bb y  friend  is saved  by h is love 
o f toys and  th e  little  girl h as to 
grow  up qu ick ly  as her p aren ts are 
fed to th e w o o d en  fauna w h o are 
in terestin g , b u t n o t in th e  least bit 
frig h ten in g .

Dolls is a m oralistic  ta le , too 
clev er for its  o w n  goo d , and  yet 
a n o th er ca se  o f fab a tm o sp h ere , 
sh am e a b o u t th e  story . M ay I 
su g g e st you  tak e a look at Puppet- 
master w h ich  sh o u ld  ap p ear on  
v id eo  a t th e b e g in n in g  o f next 
y ear, or fo rg et ab o u t th is rapidly 
d ev elo p in g  m in i-g en re  
a lto g eth er?
Jo h n  G ilb e r t

ALIEN NATION
S ta rr in g :  J a m e s  C a a n ,  M a n d y  
P a t i n k i n ,  T e r e n c e  S t a m p  
D irecto r  G r a h a m  B a k e r  
D istr ibu tor  C B S / F o x  V id e o  
C e r t  1 8 , 9 0  m in s

ice title , sh a m e  ab o u t the 
film . It w ou ld  be a tem p tin g  

and  cu rso ry  d ism issa l, b u t a 
g ro ssly  u n fa ir o n e .

Alien Nation b e g in s w ith  the 
in terestin g  (if not w h o lly  orig in al) 
p rem ise  th a t th ree  y ears ag o ,
2 5 0 ,0 0 0  g en etica lly  en g in eered  
eg g h ead ed  a lien s crash -lan d ed  in 
th e d esert n e a r Los A n g eles  and 
sin ce  th en  h av e b e e n  in teg rated  
in to  th e  c ity 's  m ultiracial so ciety .
S o m e hav e b e co m e p o lice  o fficers, 
so m e cro o k s, o th e rs  h o o k ers.
V ario u sly  referred  to as e ith er 
'n e w c o m e rs ' or 's la g s ', d e p e n d 
ing on  you r v iew p oin t, th ese  
refu g ees from  o u ter sp ace  hav e 
tw o h e arts , an  av ersio n  to sea  
w ater and a ten d en cy  to  g et p issed  
on  so u r m ilk.

Ja m e s C aan  p lays it tou gh  as 
D etectiv e  S y k e s , a h ard -d rin k in g  
b ig ot, ass ig n ed  th e d e p a rtm e n t's

first a lien  d etectiv e , Sam  F ran 
cisco  (P atin k in ) a fter h is lon g-tim e 
p artn er is g u n n ed  d ow n  by a n e w 
com er. T o g e th e r , in search  o f the 
k iller, th ey  in filtra te  the settle r 
co m m u n ity , u n co v erin g  in stead  a 
d ru g  n etw o rk  se t u p  by alien  
po litic ian  T eren ce  Stam p  (w asted  
u n d er latex) to serv e  h is fellow  
extra-terrestria l ju n k ies .

T h e  scrip t, by  form er Twilight 
Zone story  ed ito r R ock n e S  O 'B a n - 
n o n , o ffers a llego ries a -p len ty , 
from  th e  p ligh t o f re fu g ees to 
xen o p h o b ia  an d  th e  m orals of 
d ru g  ab u se , th ro w in g  in th e  odd 
co n d om  jo k e , too , for good  m eas
u re . T h e  racist u n d erto n es  are 
k ep t to a m in im u m  as th e film 
sw itch es d irectio n  m id w ay, tak
ing up  th e  m ism atch ed  cops 
ro u tin e  w ith m u ch su ccess . 
T h a n k s to B a k er 's  slick  d irection  
and c in em ato g rap h er A dam  
G re e n b e rg 's  su m p tu o u s n ig h t
tim e p h o to g rap h y , th e film  look 
exceed in g ly  g oo d , ev en  if th e plot 
ru n s ou t o f m om en tu m  in its latter 
stag es.
M ark  S a lisb u ry

FEAR October 1989

DOLLS
S ta rr in g :  S t e p h e n  L e e ,  G u y  
R o l f e ,  H i la r y  M a s o n ,  I a n  
P a t r ic k  W i l l i a m s ,  C a r o l  
P u r d y - G o r d o n ,  C a s s ie  
S t u a r t ,  B u n t y  B a i l e y ,  C a r r ie  
L o r r a in e
D irector  S t u a r t  G o r d o n
D istr ibu tor  V e s t r o n  
I n t e r n a t io n a l  
C e r t  1 8 ,  7 4  m in s

Rem em b er the g ro u n d -b rea k 
ing m en ace  o f Re-Animator? 

N ow  take a g an d er at d irecto r 
S tu art G o rd o n 's  la tes t little  m as
terp iece , Dolls.

T h e  d ifferen ce  is , u n fo rtu 
n ate ly , m arked . Re-Animator w as 
a sp len d id , g u tsy  p ro d u ction  
w h ich  w en t in to  ov erd riv e , w hile 
Dolls is little  m ore th an  a b lan d , 
b lack  fairytale.

A co u p le  and  th eir  ch ild  get 
cau gh t up  in v iciou s th u n 
d ersto rm . T h e  car break s d ow n ,
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Strange places, peopled with dark, 
alien and often erotic visions, lie 

at the heart of Tanith L ee’s 
most popular fiction. And yet the 

author of The Birthgrave, Night’s 
Sorceries and Death’s Master 

refuses the fantasy label. In a rare 
interview with FEA R’s Stan Nicholls, 

this fascinating writer finally reveals 
the answers to questions her fans 

have always wanted to ask.

LETTING
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V V V ; .

h e n  d id  y o u  s ta r t  to  
w rite ?
T L : I s ta r te d  w h e n  
I w a s  n in e . In  m y  
la te  te e n s  1 w ro te  a 
c o lle c t io n  o f  h o rr o r  
s to r ie s , a n d  so m e  
o f  th e m  h a v e  s u b 
s e q u e n tly  b e e n  
p u b lish e d  in  th e ir  

o r ig in a l fo rm  w ith  v e ry  little  to u c h 
in g  u p . A t a ro u n d  n in e te e n  o r  
tw e n ty  I b e g a n  to  w rite  c h ild r e n 's  
b o o k s  a n d  h a d  lo ts  a n d  lo ts  o f  r e je c 
tio n  s lip s . A s  th e y  s a y , I co u ld  h a v e  
p a p e re d  m y  w a lls  w ith  th e m ; a n d  1 
re a lly  n e e d e d  to , b e c a u s e  I w a s  
v e ry  p o o r  a t th a t tim e . T h e n  1 s e n t  
Birthgrave  to  a n  A m e r ic a n  p u b 
lis h e r , a n d  th e y  to o k  it.
S N : W h a t  k in d  o f  e d u c a tio n  d id  
y o u  h a v e ?
T L : M y  p a r e n ts  w e re  p ro fe s s io n a l 
d a n c e r s , so  w e  m o v e d  a  lo t  a n d  1 
w a s  c o n s ta n tly  d is a p p e a r in g  fro m  
o n e  s c h o o l a n d  tu rn in g  u p  at 
a n o th e r , w h ic h  w a s  p e r h a p s  n o t 
v e ry  h e lp fu l. S c h o o l w a s  a b it  o f  a n  
in te rr u p tio n  re a lly , b e c a u s e  th e y  
w a n te d  y o u  to  d o  h o m e w o rk  
p ie c e s , a n d  th a t c a m e  b e tw e e n  m e 
a n d  w h a t  I re a lly  w a n te d  to  d o , 
w h ich  w a s  th e  fa n ta s y  p ro je c tio n  o f  
m y  in n e r  w o r ld . I m a n a g e d  to  p a s s  
th e  e le v e n -p lu s  b y  th e  sk in  o f  m y  
te e th , an d  th e n  w e n t  to  g ra m m a r 
sch o o l w h ic h , a s  fa r  a s  I w a s  c o n 
c e r n e d , w a s  m a rv e llo u s . T h e r e  w a s  
a w o n d e r fu l E n g lis h  te a c h e r , a 
w o n d e r fu l h is to ry  te a c h e r  an d  a 
w o n d e r fu l re lig io u s  te a c h e r , an d  
th e y  w e re  m y  h e r o in e s , in te l le c tu 
a lly . T h e y  e n c o u ra g e d  m e  to  w rite  
b y  b e in g  v e ry  in te re s te d  th e m 
se lv e s  in  th e ir  s u b je c ts  an d  
im p a rte d  th a t in te r e s t ; it w a s  lik e  
h a v in g  a s k e in  o f  w o o l p a ss in g  
b e tw e e n  y o u . It w a s  th e  so r t  o f  e d u 
ca tio n  y o u 'r e  su p p o s e d  to  h a v e , 
b u t w h ic h  so  m a n y  p e o p le  d o n 't  
e v e r  g e t.

ONKA PONNA TINNA
S N : D id  y o u  rea d  a g re a t d ea l a s  a 
ch ild ?
T L : I d id n 't  le a rn  to  read  u n til I w a s  
n e a r ly  e ig h t . I c o u ld n 't  le a rn . M y 
c la ss ic  w a s , 'O n c e  u p o n  a 
t im e  . . . ' ,  w h ic h  I u se d  to  re a d  a s , 
'O n k a  p o n n a  tin n a  . . . ' F in a lly  
m y  fa th e r , w h o  I th in k  h ad  b e e n  
v e ry  c o n c e r n e d  fo r  a lo n g  tim e , 
to o k  m e in  h a n d  a n d  ta u g h t  m e  to  
re a d , m o stly  b y  u s in g  H a n s  A n d e r 
s o n 's  F a iry  T a le s . I r e m e m b e r  th e  
p ro c e s s  b e in g  v e ry  p a in fu l an d  
fr ig h te n in g , a n d  I c o u ld n 't  m a k e  
h e a d  n o r  tail o f  a n y th in g . T h e n  
th e r e  w a s  a so rt  o f  b la n k , a n d  s u d 
d e n ly  I co u ld  re a d . F ro m  b e in g  a 
ch ild  in  th e  c la ss  w h o  c o u ld n 't  
re a d , I b e c a m e  th e  b e s t  re a d e r  in  
th e  s ch o o l.
S N : W h e n  y o u  d id  le a rn , w h a t 
w e re  y o u r  p r e fe re n c e s ?
T L : 1 re a d  e v e r y th in g  a n d  a n y 
th in g . I k n o w  1 w a s  re a d in g  S h a k e s 
p e a re  b e c a u s e  m y  fa th e r  g o t m e  o n

"M y mother 
used to tell me 
lots of fairy 
stories, but in 
her stories the 
prince married 
the wicked 
witch in the 
end"

to  th a t  v e ry  q u ick ly . H e  w o u ld  tell 
m e  th e  s to r ie s  o f  th e  p la y s  w ith  
su ch  o b v io u s , g e n u in e , a m a z e d  
lo v e  th a t I c a u g h t  h is  e n th u s ia s m  
a n d  w a s  a b le  to  re a d  th e m  m y s e lf.
A p a rt  fro m  th a t I s u p p o s e  I w a s  
re a d in g  th e  u su a l c h ild r e n 's  th in g s ; 
a n d  m y  m o th e r  u se d  to  te ll m e  lo ts  
o f  fa iry  s to r ie s , b u t  in  h e r  s to r ie s  th e  
p r in c e  m a rrie d  th e  w ick e d  w itch  in 
th e  e n d .
S N : C a n  y o u  te ll m e  s o m e th in g  
a b o u t  th e  w a y  y o u  w o rk ?
T L : If th e  b o o k  is  c o m in g , a n d  I 'v e  
g o t th e  tim e , I try  to  w o rk  o n  it 
e v e r y  d a y . W h e n  1 s ta r te d  to  w rite  
p ro fe s s io n a lly  I s till liv ed  w ith  m y 
p a r e n ts , so  if I w a n te d  to  sp e n d  
th re e  d a y s  in  b e d  w ritin g , th e re  
w a s n 't  a p a rtic u la r  p ro b le m .
P e o p le  w o u ld  lo o k  ro u n d  th e  d o o r , 
ra ise  a n  e y e b r o w  a n d  sa y , 'D o  y o u  
w a n t  another  cu p  o f  c o ffe e , d e a r ? '
A n d  d e a r  w o u ld  s a y , 'Y e s ,  p le a se , 
a n d  it w o u ld  a p p e a r . W h e n  I g o t 
m y  o w n  h o u s e , a n d  to o k  o n  th e  
r e s p o n s ib ilit ie s  o f  b e in g  a h o u s e 
h o ld e r , I fo u n d  y o u  ju s t  d o n 't  h a v e  
a s  m u ch  tim e . B u t it 's  n o t  rea lly  
r o u t in e  b e c a u s e  i t 's  e rra tic  in  its  
e n th u s ia s m  ra th e r  th a n  d is c ip 
lin e d .
S N : D o  y o u  p la n  y o u r  s to r ie s  in 
a d v a n c e ?
T L : N o . O n c e  o r  tw ic e  I 'v e  h ad  an  
o u tlin e  in  m y  h e a d , an d  in d e e d  
w ith  th e  b o o k  I'm  w o rk in g  o n  n o w  
I w a s  a sk e d  to  g iv e  o n e , w h ic h  I 
d id . B u t I e x p la in e d  th a t th e  fin a l 
b o o k  w o u ld  h a v e  n o th in g  w h a t
s o e v e r  to  d o  w ith  th e  o u tlin e . T h e y  
a c c e p te d  th is , an d  it w a s  a s  w ell 
th e y  d id , b e c a u s e  it d o e s n 't .
S N : D o e s  th a t m e a n  y o u  h a v e  to  
re w rite  a lo t?
T L : I f  i t 's  co m in g , it 's  u su a lly  a s  
g o o d  a s  I ca n  g e t it. A p a rt  from  
g o in g  th ro u g h  th e  t id y in g  a n d  g e t
t in g  th e  r e p e tit io n s  o u t , a n d  m a k 
in g  s o m e  o f  th e  s e n te n c e s  w o rk  a 
b it b e tte r  p u re ly  s tru c tu ra lly , th e  
a c tu a l p ie c e  o f  p ro se  I 'v e  g o t is 
there.

T h e  o n ly  th in g  I d id  th re e  d ra fts  
o n , c o n s is te n tly  a ll th e  w a y  
th ro u g h , w a s  a b o o k  o n  th e  F re n ch  
re v o lu tio n , w h ic h  I 'v e  y e t  to  p la ce  
w ith  a p u b lis h e r . I t 's  e n o r m o u s , 
a n d  a lth o u g h  I h a te  th e  w o rd  'f a c 
t io n ',  i t 's  th e  p e r fe c t  te rm  fo r th is  
b o o k . B u t I 'v e  b e e n  to ld  i t 's  to o  h o r 
r ib le , to o  d e p r e s s in g , a n d  e v e n  to o  
a c c u ra te . I d id  so  m a n y  r e w rite s  o n  
it, n o t b e c a u s e  I w a s  fe e lin g  in s e c 
u re  o r  in  a n y  w a y  in a d e q u a te  to  th e  
ta sk , b u t s o m e h o w  th e  v e ry  fact 
th a t  m y  m a in  c h a ra c te r  w a s  a 
w rite r , a n d  a rea l w rite r  w h o  h ad  
liv ed  a n d  h a d  w ritte n  th in g s , m a d e  
m e fee l I o w e d  it to  h im  to  g e t  a s  
c lo s e  to  th e  tru th  a s  I co u ld , w h ile  
g iv in g  it m y  o w n  in te rp r e ta t io n .
S N : D o  y o u  h a v e  to  g e t  in to  a s p e c 
ial fra m e  o f  m in d  b e fo r e  y o u  ca n  
s ta r t  w ritin g ?
T L : I t 's  a m a tte r  o f  s it t in g  d o w n  an d  
fo rc in g  it to  co m e . C h a s in g  it, 
c o u r t in g  it a n d  w o o in g  it; cursing  it 
w h e n  it d o e s n 't  co m p ly . R e a lly  it 's
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a c a s e  o f  sa y in g , 'N o , I w o n 't  h a v e  
a n o th e r  c u p  o f  te a , I w o n 't  c le a n  th e  
w in d o w s  n o w , I w o n 't  p la y  w ith  
th e  c a t . '  O n e  d o e s  p u t it o f f  fo r  
s o m e  re a s o n . E v e n  w h e n  y o u 'v e  
g o t th e  in s p ir a tio n  y o u 'll  f in d  
th in g s  to  d o . I s u p p o s e , if  1 a n a ly s e  
it, i t 's  a c a s e  o f  le tt in g  g o  o f  th e  h e re  
a n d  n o w , a n d  g e ttin g  in to  th e  th e n  
a n d  th e r e .

"When it's 
said someone 

has to act in 
character it's 

so untrue, 
because 

nobody ever 
does. That's 
the test of a 

human being"

A RT DECO W IR ELESS 
BOX
S N : H o w  d o e s  th e  c re a tiv e  p ro c e s s  
b e g in ?
T L : T h e  fir s t  th in g  th a t c o m e s  to  m e 
is u s u a lly  a fe e lin g . I t 's  a fe e lin g  
w h ich  d o e s n 't  h a v e  a s h a p e , a 
so u n d , o r  a sm e ll. I t 's  lite ra lly  
s o m e th in g  p a s s in g  th ro u g h  th e  
m id d le  o f  th e  b o d y  a n d  y o u  d o n 't  
k n o w  w h a t  it is . I t 's  lik e  a ch e m ic a l. 
A n d  th e n  o u t o f  th a t , g ra d u a lly , 
o th e r  th in g s  s ta r t  to  c o m e , a n d  y o u  
g e t th e  im a g e s . S o m e tim e s  y o u  g e t 
th e  c h a r a c te r s  f ir s t , s o m e t im e s  a 
p la ce . O r  e v e n  a t im e  o f  d a y . T h e  
c lo s e s t  I c a n  g e t  is  o n e  o f  th o s e  
t im e s  w h e n  y o u  su d d e n ly  sm e ll 
s o m e th in g , lik e  ja m  o r  a p p le  b lo s 
s o m , a n d  it to u c h e s  a m e m o ry , b u t 
y o u  d o n 't  k n o w  w h a t  th a t m e m o ry  
is . T h e r e 's  a  fe e lin g  a s s o c ia te d  w ith  
it th a t 's  v e ry  n o s ta lg ic , a n d  ta n ta lis 
in g , a n d  y o u  c a n 't  p in  it d o w n .

I 'v e  d o n e  fo r ty  b o o k s  an d  o v e r  a 
h u n d re d  s h o r t  s to r ie s , a n d  s o m e  
p la y s  a n d  th in g s , a n d  I k n o w  
in s tin c tiv e ly  -  if  n o t p h y s ic a lly  n o w
-  w h e n  I n e e d  to  re s t . I u s u a lly  fin d  
w ith  e v e ry  b ig  th in g  I d o  th a t 
th e r e 's  a t le a s t  o n e  b lo c k , s o m e 
t im e s  tw o , a n d  if  ta k in g  a b re a k  
d o e s n 't  m a k e  it c o m e  th e n  y o u  
h a v e  to  h a c k  y o u r  w a y  th ro u g h  
w ith  a m a c h e te . I d o n 't  g e t 
f r ig h te n e d , b e c a u s e  I fee l it w ill 
c o m e  b a c k ; it 's  o n e  o f  th e  th in g s  I 'm  
re a lly  c o n f id e n t  o f . In  fa c t, it 
d o e s n 't  g o  a w a y . B u t s o m e tim e s  
th e r e 's  e n o u g h  o f  a n  a c c u m u la t io n  
o f  in p u t  th a t  y o u  c a n 't  ta k e  it fo r  a 
little  w h ile . I t 's  v e ry  s tr o n g , lik e  
b e in g  p o s s e s s e d . U n w illin g ly  p o s 
s e s s e d . S o  y o u  m a y  n e e d  tim e  to  
a llo w  y o u r s e lf  to  e x p e r ie n c e  rea l 
life  a n d  to  h e a l y o u rs e lf . T h e n  y ou  
c a n  o p e n  o u t  a n d  le t  y o u r s e lf  b e  
p o s s e s s e d  a g a in .

1 th in k  m o st o f  u s  a re  m u ch  m o re  
re c e p tiv e  th a n  w e  a llo w  o u rs e lv e s  
to  b e . I t 's  lik e  ra d io  w a v e s . If  y o u 'r e  
re c e p tiv e , o r  le t  y o u rs e lf  b e , y o u  
c a n  c a tc h  th e m  o n  y o u r  re c e iv e r  
a n d  re la y  th e m  th ro u g h  y o u r  little  
a r t  d e c o  w ire le s s  b o x . Y o u 'v e  
p ick e d  u p  s o m e th in g  th a t 's  ju s t  
f lo a tin g  a ro u n d . A ll o f  m y  b o o k s  
a re  p a rt  o f  a c o n tin u in g  th in g , lik e  
t ile s  in  a p ie ce  o f  m o sa ic .
S N : D o  y o u  h a v e  a n y  id ea  w h a t  th e  
p ic tu re  w ill b e  o n c e  th a t m o sa ic  is  
f in ish e d ?
T L : N o n e  a t a ll. I th in k  m y  b o o k s  
m u s t  b e  o f  a o n e n e s s  b e c a u s e  
p e o p le  fin d  th e m e s  in  th e m . I 'v e  
rea d  a n a ly s e s  o f  w h a t  I 'v e  d o n e , 
a n d  a lth o u g h  s o m e tim e s  i t 's  n o n 
s e n s e  -  o r  a t le a s t  s e e m s  to  b e  to  m e
-  o fte n  I th in k , 'O h  y e s , I c a n  se e  
th a t n o w . I c o u ld n 't  s e e  it w h e n  I 
w a s  w ritin g  it, b u t  i t 's  th e r e '. S o
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o th e r  p e o p le  a re  g o in g  to  fin d  o u t 
w h a t th a t p ic tu re  is , b u t  I p ro b a b ly  
n e v e r  w ill, a n d  I d o n 't  ca re .
S N : A re  y o u  s a y in g  y o u 'v e  b e c o m e  
a n  in s tin c tiv e  w rite r , o r  th a t y o u  
a lw a y s  w e re  in s tin c tiv e ?
T L : T h e  d riv e  is  p a rt o f  th e  in s tin c t , 
i t 's  all p a rt o f  th e  sa m e  p a c k a g e . 
T h e  jo u r n a lis t ic  s id e  o f  it, if y o u  s e e  
w h a t I m e a n , is th a t  y o u  try  to  g e t 
a s  c lo s e  to  th e  tru th  -  w h a te v e r  it is , 
o n  t h a t i n n e r s c r e e n - a s y o u c a n .  If 
y o u  re m a in  tru e  to  th a t, y e s , y o u 'll  
m a k e  m is ta k e s  a n d  y o u 'll  m is in te r 
p re t, b u t  y o u  a r e n 't  g o in g  to  m a k e  
a n y  lying  m is ta k e s . Y o u 'r e  n o t 
g o in g  to  se ll y o u r s e lf  o u t , b e c a u s e  
y o u  c a n 't .
S N : W h a t 's  a 'ly in g  m is ta k e '?
T L : L y in g  to  y o u rs e lf  m o re  th a n  
a n y th in g  e ls e . S a y  y o u 'r e  w r itin g  a

p a s s a g e  a b o u t  s o m e b o d y  w a lk in g  
in to  a ro o m  th e y 'v e  n e v e r  se e n  
b e fo re , a n d  y o u ^ ta r t  to  d e sc r ib e  th e  
ro o m  -  an d  y ou  d e scr ib e  it fo r  an  
e f fe c t , b e c a u s e  y o u  th in k  th o se  
w o rd s  w ill lo o k  n ice  to g e th e r  -  b u t 
i t 's  n o t  w h a t 's  rea lly  in  th e  ro o m . S o  
y o u  lo o k  a t  it, a n d  s im p ly  d e scr ib e  
w h a t 's  in  th e  ro o m , an d  it w ill fin d  
its  o w n  p a tte rn , u su a lly .

DEAD OR ALIVE
S N : D o  y o u  ta k e  y o u r  c h a ra c te rs  
fro m  life?
T L : O c c a s io n a l ly -a l th o u g h  I d o n 't  
n o rm a lly  d ra w  fro m  life  -  y o u  g et 
s o m e th in g  fro m  s o m e o n e  y o u 'v e  
m e t th a t is so  s tro n g  y o u  w a n t to  
u s e  it. B u t th e re  a re  a lso  h o rd e s  o f  
c h a r a c te r s  w h o  a s  fa r a s  y o u  k n o w  
a r e n 't  b a se d  o n  a n y o n e  y o u 'v e  e v e r
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m e t o r  se e n . I t 's  s tra n g e  to  m e , a n d  
sta rtlin g , b u t it 's  u n c o n s c io u s  
re te n tio n , p e r h a p s . Y o u  g e t th e s e  
c h a ra c te rs , a n d  y o u  k n o w  o n e  o f  
th em  h a s  g o t to  d ie , arid  w o n 't . O r  
o n e  y o u  w a n t to  k e e p  a liv e  in s is ts  
on  d y in g . T h e n  y o u  h a v e  to  e ith e r  
b rin g  th e m  b a ck  o r  g e t  a ro u n d  it in 
so m e  w ay .

I s u p p o s e  th e  c h a ra c te rs  in  m y  
w o rk  a re  so  s ix th -d im e n s io n a l to 
m e th e y  se e m  lik e  p e o p le  I 'm  m e e t
in g . T h e n  a g a in , I 'v e  a lw a y s  
th o u g h t th a t p e o p le  n e v e r  a c t in 
ch a ra c te r . W h e n  it 's  sa id  s o m e o n e  
h as to  a ct in c h a ra c te r  i t 's  s o  u n tru e , 
b e ca u se  n o b o d y  e v e r  d o e s . T h a t 's  
th e  te s t  o f  a h u m a n  b e in g .
S N : D o  y ou  d o  a n y  a m o u n t o f  
re se a rch ?
T L : U su a lly  w ith  fa n ta sy  y o u  d o n 't  
re s e a rch , b u t  y ou  so m e tim e s  h a v e  
to. F o r e x a m p le , I w a s w ritin g  a 
sw o rd  an d  so rce ry  n o v e l an d  
w a n te d  to  fe a tu re  a s h ip , an d  
th o u g h t I rea lly  h ad  g o t to  d o  so m e  
re s e a rch . S o l  read  a lo t o n  th e  s u b 
je c t  an d  th e n  in v e n te d  a s h ip  w h ich  
p ro b a b ly  w o u ld n 't  w o rk , b u t a t 
le a st I w a s  in v e n tin g  it w ro n g  from  
a p re m ise  o f  k n o w in g  w h a t I w a s 
ta lk in g  a b o u t. I 'v e  n e v e r  rea lly  
re se a rch e d  a n y  so rt  o f  w e a p o n ry  -  
1 su p p o s e  I 'm  r e m e m b e r in g  th in g s  
I 'v e  read  an d  s e e n . I fee l in s tin c 
tiv e ly  th a t I k n o w  w h a t to  d o , an d  
n o b o d y 's  e v e r  sa id  to  m e , 'T h is  
d o e s n 't  w o r k .'
S N : D o  y o u  a p p r o a c h  a n o v e l in  th e  
sam e w ay  a s  a sh o r t  s to ry ?
T L : Y e s , I th in k  so . O b v io u s ly  
th e y 're  d if fe re n t  m e d iu m s , b u t fo r 
m e e v e r y th in g  I w rite  is  d if fe re n t  
from  e v e r y th in g  e ls e  a n y w a y . A 
n u m b e r o f s ty le s  u s e  m e . E ach  
sto ry  h a s  its  o w n  s ty le , an d  th a t 
s ty le  co m e s  w ith  th e  b e g in n in g  o f  
th e  s to ry , and  y o u  le t it d o  w h a t  it 
w a n ts . B u t th e  fram e o f  m in d  I 'm  in 
is a lw a y s  th e  sa m e , a s  fa r  a s  I k n o w . 
There'ss so m e  p art o f  y o u  in  w h ich  
you h a v e  to  o p e n  a d o o r  to  le t it 
th ro u g h . If I 'm  stu c k , i t 's  b e c a u s e  
for s o m e  re a so n  th a t d o o r  h a s  g o t 
b lo ck e d .
S N : D o  y o u  p re fe r  o n e  fo rm  o v e r  
th e o th e r?
T L : W h a t I lik e  b e s t  is th e  th in g  I 'm  
w ork in g  o n . W ith  a n o v e l it 's  a b it 
fr ig h te n in g  w h e n  y o u  first s ta r t . 
I 'v e  g o t a b ig  w o rk  th e re  a n d , 
a lth o u g h  I 'm  q u ite  fa st u s u a lly , I 
k n o w  it 's  g o in g  to  tak e  a ce r ta in  
a m o u n t o f tim e . I t 's  lik e  c a s t in g  o ff  
fro m  sh o re  w ith o u t  a b o a t. Y o u 'r e  
a s tr o n g  sw im m e r, b u t y o u  h a v e n 't  
sw u m  fo r  a w h ile , th e r e 's  n o  v is ib le  
la n d fa ll. Y o u  h o p e  y o u 're  g o in g  to  
fin d  th e  is la n d  y o u  th in k  is  o u t 
th ere  s o m e w h e r e . I t 's  n e v e r  le t  y o u  
d o w n  b e fo re , b u t th e re  ca n  a lw a y s  
b e  a first tim e .
S N : P re su m a b ly  y o u  lik e  re a d in g  
sc ie n c e  fic tio n  a n d  fa n ta sy ?
T L : N o . I u sed  to  re a d  a lo t w h e n  I 
w a s  in m y  v e ry  e a r ly  te e n s , b u t 
n o w  1 p re fe r  p e o p le  lik e  M a ry  
R e n a u lt , L a u re n ce  D u rre ll an d  
P e n e lo p e  F a rm e r. O b v io u s ly , I 
read  so m e  sc ie n c e  fic tio n  s o m e 
tim e s . F o r in s ta n c e , if  th e r e 's  a n e w  
R ay  B ra d b u ry , I'll g o  o u t a n d  g e t  it. 
In s id e  th e  g e n re  -  an d  I h a te

g e n r e s , I h a te  la b e ls  -  th e r e  a re  
s o m e  a b s o lu te  m a s te rs , w h o  a re  
w o n d e r fu l, b u t th e r e 's  a ls o  an  
a w fu l lo t o f  s tu f f  w h ich  d o e s n 't  
a p p e a l to  m e  a t a ll. T h e r e 's  s o  m u ch  
o f  it, I 'm  a fra id  it te n d s  to  s e n d  m e 
ru n n in g  in  th e  o p p o s ite  d ir e c tio n . 
B u t th a t 's  s o m e th in g  I 'v e  o n ly  
a n a ly se d  re c e n tly ; a s  fa r a s  I k n e w ,
I w a s  ju s t  f in d in g  a lo t m o re  w rite rs  
to  re a d .

PURITAN ETHIC
S N : W h a t  d o e s  b e in g  a w r ite r  m e a n  
to  y o u ?

T L : I t 's  th e  o n ly  life  I co u ld  p o ss ib ly  
liv e . I 'm  n o t  v e ry  g o o d  a t le a d in g  a 
n o rm a l life , o r  b e in g  in v o lv e d  in  a 
s e t  o f  ru le s  lik e  g e t tin g  u p  e a r ly  in 
th e  m o rn in g  a n d  g o in g  o u t  to  d o  a 
v e ry  d u ll jo b , h a v in g  a n  h o u r  to  e a t  
a n d  d ig e s t , th e n  co m in g  h o m e  in 
th e  e v e n in g  to  try  to  fit in  w h a t I 
w a n t to  d o . I k n o w  th is  is w h a t 
m o st  p e o p le  h a v e  to  d o , a n d  to  m e 
i t 's  te r r ify in g , a n d  w ro n g . D r e a d 
fu lly  w ro n g . I h a te  th e  id e a  th a t 
p e o p le  h a v e  to  b e  d is c ip lin e d , d o  
jo b s , a n d  s u ffe r  an d  h a v e  ro tte n  
liv e s . I t 's  w ic k e d , a n d  it 's  p a rt  o f  
th e  p u rita n  e th ic ; it re a lly  sh o u ld  
g o , b u t I c a n 't  s e e  h o w  it c a n . I d o n 't  
h a v e  a n  a n s w e r , I h a v e  a q u e s t io n : 
W hy?  W h e n  I s ta r te d  to  w o rk , I 
re a lise d  v e ry  q u ick ly  th e  p u re ly  
p h y s ic a l d is c ip lin e s  o f  it w e re  n o t 
f o r m e , a n d  I c o u ld n 't  h a n d le  th e m . 
W h e n  I f in a lly  b e c a m e  a w rite r  I 
w a s  a b le  to  w o rk  m u ch  h a r d e r  th a n  
I e v e r  d id  w h e n  1 w a s  w o rk in g  fo r 
a n y b o d y  e ls e . I co u ld  liv e  a t m y  
o w n  p a ce . I co u ld  e a t  w h e n  I 
w a n te d  to  e a t , a n d  n o t  e a t  w h e n  I 
d id n 't  w a n t  to , a n d  s le e p  w h e n  I 
n e e d e d  to  s le e p . A n d  ru n  a ro u n d  
th e  h o u s e  w h e n  I n e e d e d  to  ru n  
a ro u n d  th e  h o u s e , a n d  n o t  h a v e  to  
w o rry  a b o u t  g e ttin g  u p  te rr ib ly  
e a rly  th e  n e x t  m o rn in g . A ll th o s e  
th in g s  c a m e  to g e th e r  a n d  it w a s  a s  
th o u g h  th e  in te r im  h a d  ju s t  b e e n  a 
b a d  m is ta k e  w h ic h  w a s  b e s t  fo rg o t
ten  a s  q u ick ly  a s  p o ss ib le .
S N : W h y  d o  y o u  lik e  w ritin g  fa n 
ta sy  sp e c if ic a lly ?
T L : I d o n 't .
S N : Y o u  d o n 't  lik e  it?
T L : I d o n 't  re a lly  c o n s id e r  I w rite  it. 
A g a in  y o u  s e e  i t 's  th is  h a tre d  o f  
la b e ls  a n d  g h e t to s . I ju s t  w rite . T o  
m y  m in d , a g o o d  fa n ta s y  n o v e l 
re a d s  lik e  a g o o d  h is to r ica l n o v e l, it 
ju s t  h a p p e n s  to  b e  s e t  o n  a n o th e r  
w o rld ; a n d  sc ie n c e  fic tio n  is  p r o b a 
b ly  c lo s e s t  to  c o n te m p o ra r y  f ic tio n , 
w ith  a d e v e lo p m e n t  o f  w h a t  w e  
h a v e  n o w  th ro w n  in . I t 's  all a b o u t 
p e o p le . T h a t 's  w h a t  I w a n t  to  w rite  
a b o u t , a n d  w h a t I c a re  a b o u t . I w a s  
w ritin g  so -c a lle d  fa n ta s y  n o v e ls  
w h e n  I d id n 't  k n o w  th e r e  w a s  su c h  
a th in g . The B irthgrave  I s im p ly  
w rote. I t 's  v e ry  d if f ic u lt  fo r  m e  to  
p ro v e  th is , b e c a u s e  m y  c o n te m p 
o ra ry  n o v e ls  h a v e  n o t b e e n  p u b 
lis h e d  y e t. B u t th e y  a re  m u ch  m o re  
p e cu lia r  th a n  m y  fa n ta s ie s , m u ch  
m o re  fa n ta s t ic . T h e y  h a v e  e x a c tly  
th e  s a m e  so rt  o f  fe e l.
S N : W h y  h a v e n 't  th e y  b e e n  p u b 
lis h e d ?
T L : I' v e  h a d  tw o  s o rts  o f  re a c tio n s : 
'Y o u 'r e  n o t  w r itin g  w h a t y o u  u s u 

a lly  w rite , so  w e 'r e  n o t in t e r e s te d , ' 
o r , 'W e 'v e  n e v e r  h e a rd  o f  y o u ' -  
w h ic h  w a s  th e  r e s p o n s e  I g o t to  m y 
v e ry  fir s t  fa n ta s y  n o v e l. I t 's  d o e s n 't  
re a lly  d e te r  m e , it ju s t  a n n o y s  m e . 
B u t  th e  la b e ls  a re  s ta r t in g  to  g o , an d  
all th e  g h e t to s  a re  o p e n in g  o u t; 
y o u 'r e  g e ttin g  b o o k s  w h ic h  a re  tw o  
o r  th re e  th in g s  a t o n c e . A t le a s t  it 's  
c a u s in g  s o m e  c o n fu s io n  a n d  m u d 
d le . A n d  e v e r y th in g  c o m e s  from  
c h a o s . T h is  c a te g o r is a tio n  th in g  
d e p r e s s e s  m e  m o re  fo r  o th e r  
p e o p le  th a n  it d o e s  fo r  m e . W h e n  I 
s ta r te d  I w a s  re je c te d  c o n s is te n tly , 
a n d  in s u lte d  fa ir ly  re g u la r ly  b y  th e  
fo rm  o f  th o s e  r e je c t io n s .

CHERRY ON THE 
CAKE
S N : D o  y o u  h a v e  a n y  c o n c e p tio n  o f  
y o u r  a u d ie n c e ?
T L : N o t  u n til a f te r w a r d s , b u t it still 
c o m e s  a s  a so r t  o f  s h o c k  w h e n  
s o m e b o d y  c o m e s  u p  to  m e  an d  
s a y s , 'I 'v e  rea d  y o u r  b o o k '. It 
a lw a y s  s ta r t le s  m e , a s  th o u g h  
th e y 'v e  s a id , ' I 'v e  s e e n  in s id e  y o u r 
fro n t  r o o m '. O f  c o u r s e , i t 's  g ra t ify 
in g  to  g e t  a n  e n th u s ia s tic  re s p o n s e , 
i t 's  th e  c h e rry  o n  th e  c a k e . Y o u  
d o n 't  n e e d  th e  c h e rry  o n  th e  ca k e  
b u t i t 's  v e ry  n ice  to  h a v e  it.
S N : T o  w h a t  e x te n t  d o  y o u  w rite  fo r 
a m a rk e t?
T L : I w rite  a s  fa r a s  I w a n t  to  w rite  
in  w h a t I 'm  d o in g , a n d  if I w a n t to 
c h a n g e  th a t , I w ill c h a n g e  it. F o r  
e x a m p le , I w ro te  th e  b o o k  o n  th e  
F re n c h  r e v o lu tio n . I w a s  fa ir ly  su re  
it w o u ld  h a v e  a co ld  r e c e p tio n , an d  
it d id . B u t I w a n te d  to  w r ite  it, I fe lt 
I n e e d e d  to , a n d  I w ro te  it. It to o k  
m e  tw o  y e a rs , w ith  th e  re s e a rc h  
a n d  re v is io n . I 'l l  d o  w h a t  I 'm  d ri
v e n  to  d o , a n d  I b e lie v e  th e  d riv e  
w ill a lw a y s  b e  th e r e  in  o n e  fo rm  o r 
a n o th e r . I c a n 't  w rite  w h a t  p e o p le  
w a n t. I h a v e  to  w rite  w h a t  I w a n t. 
S N : S o  y o u  a re  fo r tu n a te  in  th a t 
w h a t  y o u  lo v e  to  w r ite  a lso  se lls?  
T L : Y e s , I 'v e  b e e n  lu ck y  th a t  i t 's  ru n  
p a ra lle l to  a c e r ta in  e x te n t ,  b u t if  it 
i s n 't  g o in g  to , I w o n 't  b e  a b le  to  
c h a n g e . I h a v e  to  d o  w h a t 's  co m in g  
th ro u g h  m e , th e  th in g  m y  re c e iv e r  
is  lo c k in g  o n  to . A n d  I lo v e  it. I t 's  
th e  m o s t  e x c it in g  th in g  in  th e  
w o rld , w h e n  i t 's  c o m in g  lik e  th a t, 
a n d  t h e r e 's  n o  o p tio n . Y o u  lite ra lly  
sp e n d  th e  w h o le  d a y  c ro u c h e d  in  a 
c h a ir , g e t tin g  c ra m p  in  e v e ry  p art 
o f  y o u r  b o d y , a n d  in  y o u r  h a ir  an d  
e y e b r o w s . Y o u 'r e  ju s t  w ritin g , an d  
y o u r  h a n d 's  fa llin g  o f f  . . . I t 's  
m a rv e llo u s ! O b v io u s ly  I 'm  h a p p ie r  
if  it d o e s  w o rk  o u t , b e c a u s e  I n e e d  
f in a n c ia l se c u r ity  -  e v e r y o n e  d o e s  -  
b u t I d o n 't  re a lly  h a v e  th a t c h o ic e . 
If  I sa id  to  m y s e lf  th a t I h a d  to  w rite  
in  a c e r ta in  w a y  in  o r d e r  to  m a k e  
m o n e y , I k n o w  th a t  w o u ld  b e  th e  
f in ish .
S N : N o tw ith s ta n d in g  w h a t  y o u 'v e  
sa id  a b o u t  la b e ls , d o  y o u  s e e  y o u r
s e lf  a lw a y s  w ritin g  fa n ta sy ?
T L : N o . B u t I c a n 't  re a lly  e n la r g e  o n  
th a t b e c a u s e  a g a in  I d o n 't  k n o w  
w h e r e  th a t m o sa ic  p ic tu re  is  g o in g . 
B u t n o , I d o n 't .  I e x p e c t  to  g o  o n  
b e in g  a w r ite r , in  o n e  fo rm  o r 
a n o th e r .

"I hate the 
idea that 
people have to 
be disciplined, 
do jobs, and 
suffer and 
have rotten 
lives. It's 
wicked, and 
it's part of the 
puritan ethic; 
it really 
should go"
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TO SCREEN
The road to live-action superherodom is littered 
with snagged tights, dented egos and irate comic 
fans. It is often claimed that a comic is a movie on 
the printed page, but despite the superficial 
similarities, comics are not sophisticated 
storyboards; accordingly, the transition is often 
unsatisfactory. Brigid Cherry examines the 
history.
20 October 1989 FEAR

h e  D a rk  
K n ig h t  h a s  
su rv iv e d  th e  
h y p e . T im  
B u r to n 's  B at
m an  h it  th e  
s c r e e n s  an d  
s h o w e d  its e lf  
a s  b ig , b o ld , 
b r a sh  an d  

b e a u tifu l. O f  c o u r s e , i t 's  p u lp  
e s o te r ic a . W h a t  e ls e  co u ld  it b e ?

T h is  is  th e  co m ic  b o o k  ch a ra c te r  
b ro u g h t to  life  in  a w ay  th e  p re  
sp e c ia l e f fe c ts  se r ia ls  o f  th e  T h ir 
tie s  a n d  S ix t ie s  co u ld  n e v e r  h av e  
m a n a g e d . A s  a m o v ie , i t 's  
im m a c u la te , im p re ss iv e  an d  
a lm o st  fa u ltle s s . B u t it is o n ly , 
a n d  co u ld  o n ly  e v e r  b e , an  
im p r e ss io n  o f  th e  co m ic  b o o k  
sa g a .

T h e  e c o n o m ic  n e e d  to  reach  
a s  w id e  a n  a u d ie n c e  a s  p o ssib le  
m e a n s  th e  d a rk e r  e le m e n ts  th at 
ca n  b e  p r e s e n t  in  th e  c o m ic s  a re  
e x c lu d e d . T h e  co n s tra in ts  o f  a 
sp e c ia l e f fe c ts  m o v ie  m e a n  th a t 
th e  e m o tio n a l p a y -o ff  is  p ared  
d o w n . T h e  a rtifice  is ju s t  a little  
to o  o b v io u s , w e ca n  s e e  th e  
sp e c ia l e f fe c ts  fo r w h a t th e y  a re  
a n d  a re  e x p e c te d  to  m arv el at 
th e m  fo r th e ir  o w n  sa k e .

F o r  a film , n o n e  o f  th is  rea lly  
m a tte rs . I t 's  s h e e r  te ch n o lo g y ,

"Comic heroes 
have been getting 
roles in the movies 

ever since the 
serials of the Thir

ties"
fu n , e s c a p is m . I t 's  th e  p u b lic  
c o n c e p t io n  o f w h a t Batm an  h a s  
a lw a y s  b e e n  a b o u t. B u t d o e s  th e  
film  fa ith fu lly  re p ro d u ce  th e  
sp ir it  o f  th e  co m ic?

T h e  q u e s t io n  is im p o rta n t 
b e c a u s e  B a tm a n 's  su c c e ss  h a s  
g iv e n  r ise  to  a sp a te  o f  p ro p o sed  
co m ic  a d a p ta t io n s . S u d d e n ly , 
c o m ic s  a re  sa fe  te rrito ry  in  H o l
ly w o o d . Teenage M utant N inja  
Turtles is  a lre a d y  in th e  m a k in g  
a n d  The Return o f  the Sw am p  
Thing  h a s  a lre a d y  o p e n e d  in th e  
S ta te s . A n y th in g  u p  to  fifty  or 
s ix ty  m o re  co m ic  book/strip  
a d a p ta t io n s , in c lu d in g  W atch
m en, a re  b e in g  m o o te d . C o m ic  
fa n s , q u ite  rig h tly , fee l ch e a te d  
by  th e  p ro d u c tio n s , fo r  th ey  ca n  
n e v e r  q u ite  liv e  u p  to  th e  b o o k s  
th a t sp a w n e d  th e m .

NO FLASH  IN TH E 
PAN
C o m ic  h e ro e s  h a v e  b e e n  g e ttin g  
ro le s  in  th e  m o v ie s  e v e r  s in ce  
th e  s e r ia ls  o f  th e  T h irtie s . In 
1 9 3 6 , th re e  y e a rs  b e fo re  Batm an  
a p p e a r e d  o n  th e  sc e n e , Flash  
Gordon  e sc a p e d  th e  c o n f in e s  o f 
h is  n e w s p a p e r  strip  in  a 13- 
c h a p te r  a d v e n tu r e .

A rtis t  A lex  R a y m o n d  cre a ted  
Flash Gordon  in  1934  to  rival Buck 
R ogers -  th e  first A m e rica n  s c i
e n c e  f ic tio n  co m ic  strip . A t th e  
t im e , R a y m o n d 's  w o rk  w a s  
p ra ise d  fo r  its  e le g a n c e  an d  sty le  
an d  e v e n  to d a y  s o m e  b e lie v e  it 
h a s  n e v e r  b e e n  b e tte re d . T h e  
o n ly  e le m e n t  o f  th e  str ip  to 
m a k e  it o n to  ce llu lo id  w a s  th e  
s to r y lin e . T ru e , Flash Gordon  is 
still a p p e a llin g  w h e n  it p o p s  u p  
o n  c o n te m p o ra r y  te le v is io n , bu t 
it fa ils  to  a c h ie v e  th e  b e a u ty  an d  
p e n m a n s h ip  o f  th e  o rig in a l.

E v e n  so , a m o n e y -s p in n in g



fo rm u la  is w o rth  re p e a tin g .
Flash Gordon  w a s  fo llo w e d  by  
Flash G ordon's Trip to M ars  (1 9 3 8 ) 
an d  Flash Gordon C onquers the 
U niverse (1 9 4 0 ). B u ck  R o g e rs  
im ita te d  F la s h 's  c in e m a tic  s u c 
c e s s  in  1939 , a lth o u g h  th e  co m ic  
strip  its e lf  w a s  ten  y e a rs  o ld  b y  
th e n .

C o m ic s  a n d  fu n n ie s  h a d  b e e n  
a ro u n d  s in ce  th e  1 9 0 0 s  b u t  it 
w a s n 't  u n til Ja n u a ry  7 ,1 9 2 9  th a t 
th e  first s c ie n c e  fic tio n  str ip  w ith  
sp a ce  sh ip s  a n d  ro c k e t  p is to ls  
a p p e a re d . Buck R ogers in the25th  
C entury  w a s  w ritte n  b y  P h illip  
F ra n c is  N o w la n  (b a se d  o n  h is  
w o rk  A rm ageddon, 2419AD  
w h ich  a p p e a re d  in A m azing  
Stories) an d  d ra w n  b y  D ick  C a l
k in s , a s ta ff  a r tis t  a t N a tio n a l 
N e w s p a p e rs . T h e  o n e -p a g e  
se r ia lise d  s trip  w a s  s y n d ica te d  
th ro u g h o u t th e  U n ite d  S ta te s .

T h e  fact th a t th e  film  v e rs io n  
w as m a d e  te n  y e a rs  la te r  is  a 
d e m o n stra tio n  o f  its  p o p u la r ity . 
T h e  Buck Rogers a r tw o rk  w a s 
o fte n  c ru d e , b u t  th e  a c tio n  an d  
sty le  c a u g h t  th e  p u b lic  im a g in a 
tio n  an d  it w a s  th is  th a t ca m e  
th ro u g h  s tro n g ly  in  th e  
se r ia lise d  m o v ie .

SHAZAM!
B u t F la sh  G o r d o n  a n d  B u ck  
R o g e rs  h a v e  m a d e  re c e n t 
c in e m a  a p p e a r a n c e s , a n d  so  to o  
w ill th e ir  s e r ia lise d  c o h o r t  D ick  
T ra cy . F lo p e fu lly , re p r is in g  th e  
s u c c e s s  o f  fo u r se r ia lise d  v e r 
s io n s  -  w h ich  in c lu d e d  D ick  
Tracy's G -M en , m a d e  in  1 9 3 9  an d  
Dick Tracy versus C rim e Inc. 
(1941) -  a re  W a rre n  B e a tty  an d  
M a d o n n a . B a ck  in  th e  F o r tie s , 
h o w e v e r , e v e n ts  w e re  ta k in g  a 
tu rn .

In  D e c e m b e r  1936 , a 
m a g a z in e  en title d  Flash G ordon's 
Strange Adventure a p p e a r e d , it  
lo o k e d , su p e rfic ia lly , lik e  a 
co m ic  b o o k  b u t it w a s  te x t-b a se d  
an d  it p re p a re d  th e  g ro u n d  fo r 
th e  f ir s t  issu e  o f D etective C om ics 
in  Ja n u a ry  1937.

D u rin g  th e  fo llo w in g  few  
y ears  a h o s t  o f  su p e rh e ro  co m ic  
ch a ra c te rs  w e re  b o rn  . . . an d  
so  w ere  th e ir  c in e m a tic  c o u n te r 
p a rts . T h e  f irst co m ic  b o o k  (as 
o p p o se d  to  s trip ) ch a ra c te r  to  
m ak e  th e  g ia n t lea p  w a s C a p ta in  
M arv el. A fte r  R e p u b lic 's  d ea l 
fo r  th e  r ig h ts  to  Superman  fell 
th ro u g h , F a w c e tt  P u b lica tio n s , 
th e  o w n e rs  o f  Captain M arvel 
a n d  p u b lish e r s  o f  Whiz w e re  
q u ick  to  s te p  in to  th e  b re a c h  an d  
p ro v id e  th e  su p e rh e ro  m a te r ia l .

T h e  tw e lv e -c h a p te r  A dven
tures o f C aptain M arvel re a c h e d  
th e  c in e m a s  in  1941 to  th e  
fa m o u s cry  o f  Shazam ! (S o lo m o n  
fo r w isd o m , H e rc u le s  fo r 
s tre n g th , A tla s  fo r  s ta m in a , 
Z e u s  fo r p o w e r , A c h ille s  fo r 
c o u ra g e  a n d  M e r c u r y  for 
sp e e d ) . R e p u b lic , w h o  a lso  
m a d e  Dick Tracy, h a d  se r ia l film  
m a k in g  d o w n  to  a n  a rt a n d  th e y  
e n d o w e d  C a p ta in  M a rv e l w ith  
a s  m u ch  v ig o u r a s  h is  co m ic

o f fs h o o t  o f  te le v is io n . T h e  S ix 
tie s  sa w  a s tr in g  o f  e x a g g e ra te d  
fa n ta s y  se r ie s  -  Lost in Space, 
D octor W ho, The A vengers, Star 
Trek  a n d  th e  G e rry  A n d e rs o n  
p u p p e t  s h o w s  -  w h ic h  g a v e  th e  
g e n e r a l p u b lic  th e  im p r e ss io n  
th a t  s c ie n c e  fic tio n  w a s  ca m p . 
A t th a t t im e , Batm an  co u ld  h a v e  
b e e n  m a d e  in  n o  o th e r  w a y . T h e  
film  e n c a p s u la te s  th e  te le v is io n  
s e r ie s . T h e r e  is little  te llin g  th e m  
a p a r t , a p a rt  fro m  le n g th .

T h e  a d a p ta t io n s  o f  Barbaretla  
a n d  D iabolik  h a d  a little  m o re  
lo v in g  c a re  a n d  a tte n tio n  
la v ish e d  o n  th e m  in  1 9 6 7 . B u t 
th e n , th e  E u ro p e a n s  h a v e  
a lw a y s  s h o w n  m o re  c o n c e r n , 
th o u g h  n o t  a lw a y s  re v e r e n c e , 
fo r  th e  a r tis t ic  m e rits  o f  th e ir  cu l
tu re . Barbarella, fro m  th e  Je a n -  
C la u d e  F o r e s t  s tr ip , h a s  s o m e 
th in g  o f  th e  e s s e n c e  o f  th e  o r ig i
n a l b u t w h a t is  m o re  im p o rta n t  
is th a t, in  c in e m a tic  te rm s , it 
w o rk s . In  sp ite  o f  its  a b h o r 
re n tly  s e x is t  n a tu re  a n d  th e  
ca m p  a p p r o a c h , p a rts  o f  th e  film  
a re  q u ite  w o n d e r fu lly  su rre a l.

M a rio  B a v a 's  a d a p ta t io n  o f  
A n g e la  a n d  L u c ia n a  G u is a n n i 's  
Ita lia n  c o m ic  D iabolik  is  le s s  w ell 
k n o w n . D a n g e r : D iabolik  is 
a lm o st a s  s o p h is t ic a te d  a s  th e  
o r ig in a l c o m ic  a n d  h a s  th e  a r c h 
c rim in a l d e s tro y in g  Ita ly 's  tax  
re c o rd s  b e fo r e  m e e tin g  h is  
d e a th  in  a  w a y  th a t  o u t-

b o o k  a lte r  e g o .
B a tm a n  fa re d  le ss  w e ll in  h is  

fir s t  s c r e e n  a p p e a r a n c e  d u rin g  
19 4 3 . T ru e , it w a s  p o p u la r  b u t 
its  s u c c e s s  w a s  m o re  d u e  m o re  
to  u n in te n tio n a l c o m e d y  th a n  
a n y  d e lib e ra te ly  h u m o u r o u s  
e le m e n ts . M e lo d ra m a tic  in  th e  
e x tr e m e , th is  Batm an  w a s  a 
fo re s h a d o w in g  o f  th e  c o m ic  (sic) 
S ix t ie s  te le v is io n  s e r ie s . (W h e n  
th e  la tte r  w a s  a t its  p e a k , th e  
C o lu m b ia  Batm an  w a s  e d ite d  
d o w n  fro m  its  f if te e n  p a rts  an d  
re -re le a s e d  a s  An Evening with  
Batm an and Robin  (1 9 6 6 ). T h e  fo l
lo w -u p  s e r ia l, Batm an and Robin  
(1 9 4 9 ) w a s  e v e n  w o rs e . If B ill 
F in g e r 's  a n d  B o b  K a n e 's  C a p e d  
C r u s a d e r  is  u n r e c o g n is a b le  in  
th e  f ir s t  se r ia l -  in  a w rin k le d  
b a ts u it  a n d  flim sy  ca p e  -  h e 's  a n  
in te r lo p e r  in  th is  ta w d ry  e ffo r t .

"'Captain America 
was no longer an 
American soldier 
gone AWOL but a 
district attorney 

fighting crime in a 
novel way"

Batm an  w a s  fo llo w e d , m o re  
s u c c e s s fu lly , b y  Captain  
A m erica, th e  R e p u b lic 's  la s t  
co m ic  b o o k -in s p ir e d  se r ia l. 
R e p u b lic  c h a n g e d  th e  se c re t  
id e n tity  o f  C a p ta in  A m e ric a  fo r 
th e  d u ra tio n  o f  th e  f if te e n  c h a p 
te rs . H e  w a s  n o  lo n g e r  a n  A m e r
ica n  so ld ie r  g o n e  A W O L  b u t  a 
D is tr ic t  A tto rn e y  f ig h tin g  c r im e  
in  a n o v e l w a y . D e s p ite  th is , th e  
h e a rt  o f  th e  c o m ic  is  c a p tu r e d  in 
a p a tr io tic  a d v e n tu r e  th a t  n e v e r  
le ts  u p . D ick  P u rce ll, a s  
A m e rica , g a v e  h is  a ll, an d  d ied  
sh o r tly  a fte r  c o m p le t in g  th e  
p ro je c t.

NATURAL
D ISA ST E R S
Superm an  f in a lly  m a d e  it to  th e  
b ig  s c r e e n  in  194 8 , te n  y e a rs  
a f te r  h is  fir s t  a p p e a r a n c e  in 
N a tio n a l C o m ic s ' Action  (1 9 3 8 ). 
It w a s  u n fo r tu n a te  th a t th e  
r ig h ts  to  S ie g a l a n d  S c h u s te r 's  
s u p e r h e r o  w e re  a c q u ire d  b y  
q u ic k y  p ro d u c e r  S a m  K a tz m a n  
w h o  h a d  to te d  th e  p ro je c t  
a ro u n d  th e  s tu d io s  in  s e a r c h  o f  
a b ig  b u d g e t  d e a l.

T u r n e d  d o w n  b y  R e p u b lic  
a n d  U n iv e r s a l, a Superm an  se r ia l 
w a s u n d e r ta k e n  b y  C o lu m b ia , 
w h o  h a d  m a d e  su c h  a h a s h  o f  
Batm an. K a tz m a n  w a s  o ffe re d  a 
'r e a lly  e ffe c tiv e  f ly in g  s e q u 
e n c e ' fo r $ 6 4  p e r  fo o t o r  'n o t  so  
e ffe c tiv e  a n im a tio n ' fo r  $ 3 2  p e r  
fo o t. I t 's  n o t  h a rd  to  g u e s s  
w h ich  h e  c h o s e . Superm an  w a s  a 
d is a s te r . B u t a g a in , o n ly  in  
te rm s  o f  fa ith fu ln e s s  to  th e  c o m 
ics . S u c h  w a s  th e  p o p u la r ity  
w ith  th e  p u b lic , th a t  it b e c a m e  
th e  h ig h e s t  g r o s s in g  se r ia l o f  all 
t im e .

T w o  s e q u e ls  fo llo w e d , Atom  
M an versus Superm an  a n d  The

M ole M an  in  1950  a n d  1951 
re s p e c t iv e ly , th e  la tte r  m a d e  to  
p ro m o te  th e  u p c o m in g  G e o r g e  
R e e v e s  te le v is io n  se r ie s .

T h e  F ift ie s  sa w  a lu ll in  co m ic  
film s . H o rr o r  w a s  b ig  n e w s  a n d  
sc ie n c e  fic tio n  w a s  in d is t in 
g u is h a b le  fro m  th e  s h o c k  g e n r e . 
C o m ic s  g o t d a rk e r  a n d  a ttra c te d  
u n w a rra n te d  a tte n tio n  fro m  th e  
g u a r d ia n s  o f  A m e rica n  so c ie ty . 
It w a s  th e  e ra  o f  E C  h o rr o r  c la s s 
ic s , w h ic h  w o u ld  e m e rg e  in  th e  
c in e m a  o f  th e  S e v e n t ie s .

T h e  b a c k la s h  a g a in s t  co m ics  
r e a c h e d  a p e a k  a n d  m a n y  c o m 
p a n ie s  ce a s e d  p ro d u c tio n . K in g  
C o m ic s , p u b lis h e r s  o f  Flash G or
don, M an drake the M agician , Brick 
Bradford and The Phantom , a n d  
T h e  Ju s t ic e  S o c ie ty  o f  A m e ric a , 
w h o s e  tit le s  in c lu d e d  H aw km an, 
Flash, G reen Lantern , The Spectre 
a n d  W onder W om an, c e a s e d  p ro 
d u c tio n  in  th e  e a r ly  F ift ie s , 
a lo n g  w ith  P la n e t  C o m ic s  a n d  
F a m o u s  F u n n ie s . T h e  e s c a la t io n  
in  s c ie n c e  f ic tio n  b e c a m e  a 
g o ld e n  a g e , a n d  co m ic  c in e m a  
w a s  fo rg o tte n  e x c e p t  fo r  su ch  
o c c a s io n a l o d d it ie s  a s  K o te ts u  
N o  K y o jin  (1 9 5 6 ) -  a  Ja p a n e s e  
v a r ia n t  o f  Superm an  in  n in e  
c h a p te r s .

HORROR
H ERITA G E
It w a s n 't  u n til 1966  th a t  co m ic  
b o o k  c re a tio n s  g o t a n o th e r  
c h a n c e  to  m a k e  it b ig  in  th e  
m o v ie s , a n d  th e n  o n ly  a s  an



G o ld fin g e r 's  G old fin ger. D iabolik  
is o n e  o f  th e  b e tte r  co m ic  a d a p 
ta tio n s , p o ss ib le  b e c a u s e  it h a s  
a h e ro  w h o  is a lso  th e  v illa in  
w h ich  m e a n s  th a t th e  n a rra tiv e  
h a s  to  b e  le ss  sa n itis e d . A lso , 
h a v in g  o n e  o f  Ita ly 's  re n o w n e d  
h o rro r  d ire c to rs  a t th e  h e lm  
h e lp s .

T h e  h o rro r  h e r ita g e  is  p re v a 
le n t , to o , in  th e  E C  h o rro r  co m ic  
a d a p ta t io n s  Tales From  the C rypt 
(1 9 7 2 ) a n d  Vault o f  H orror  (1 9 7 3 ). 
A m ic u s  w e re  w ell e x p e r ie n c e d  
in  th e  o m n ib u s  s ty le  o f  f ilm m a k 
in g  an d  in th e s e  tw o  m e m o ra b le  
p ro d u c tio n s  a d a p te d  th e  c o n 
tro v e rs ia l w o rk  o f  A1 F e ld s te in  
an d  W illia m  G a in e s . O fte n  
a tm o s p h e r ic  a n d  s h o c k in g , th e  
m o o d  o f  th e  film s re f le c ts  th e  
m o ra litie s  th a t g o t th e  c o m ics  
b a n n e d  in  th e  F ift ie s . C rypt an d  
Vault g a v e  a ta s te  o f  h o w  g o o d  
co m ic  b o o k  a d a p ta t io n s  co u ld  
b e  if  th e y  w e re  a llo w e d  to  re fle c t  
th e  h o rro r  in h e re n t  in  m a n y  
c o m ics .

IN CRED IBLE HYPE
U n fo r tu n a te ly , th e  e c o n o m ic s  
o f  a film  in d u s try  b e g in n in g  to  
e x p lo it  th e  n e w  te c h n o lo g ie s  o f  
sp e c ia l e f fe c ts  m e a n t  m o re  e ffo r t  
w a s b e in g  p u t in to  p ro d u c in g  
fam ily  an d  a u d ie n c e -p u llin g  
film s th a n  b e in g  fa ith fu l to  th e  
co m ics  o n  w h ich  th e y  w e re  
b a s e d . W o rse  s till , m o st o f  th e  
co m ic  film s o f  th is  t im e  w e re , 
lik e  Batm an, p rim a rily  te le v is io n  
se r ie s  te a s e rs  o r  o ffs h o o ts .

S ta n  L e e , M a rv e l su p re m o , 
h ad  a v is io n  o f  a s tr in g  o f  p r o 
d u c tio n s  b a se d  o n  M a rv e l 
c h a ra c te rs  b e in g  m a d e  in to  film  
p ilo ts  fo r te le v is io n  p ro g ra m 
m e s. Spiderm an  g o t th in g s  o ff  to  
a d ism a l s ta rt in  1977  in  a l ife le ss  
E W  S w a c k h a m e r  m o v ie . L ik e  
th e  p re v io u s  p ro d u c tio n s  o f  Bat
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m an, Spiderm an  w a s  s tr ip p e d  o f  
all th o s e  c o m ic  b o o k  m o m e n ts  
th a t h in te d  a t P e te r  P a rk e r 's  
sch iz o p h re n ic/ n e u ro tic  n a tu re . 
L ik e w ise , The Incredible H ulk  
(1 9 7 8 ) se e m e d  le s s  m a n ic  an d  
d is tu rb e d  th a n  h is  co m ic  b o o k  
re la tio n .

T h e  S p id e rm a n  te le v is io n  
se r ie s  w e n t  o n  to  sp a w n  a s e c 
o n d , a n d  e q u a lly  d u ll, m o v ie , 
Spiderm an Strikes Back  (1 9 7 8 ), b u t 
it w a s  th e  p o p u la r ity  o f  The 
Incredible H ulk  th a t e n d e d  th e  
p ro p o s e d  s e q u e n c e  o f  M arv e l 
a d a p ta t io n s . It w a s  s im p ly  
d e c id e d  th a t all e f fo r t  s h o u ld  g o  
in to  c o n t in u in g  th e  p ro fita b le  
H ulk  te le v is io n  s e r ie s .

"Often atmos
pheric and shock
ing, the mood of 
the films reflects 

the moralities that 
got the comics ban
ned in the Fifties"

T h e s e  f ilm s  w e re  b e in g  p u t 
in to  p ro d u c tio n  at a t im e  w h e n  
th e  b lo c k b u s te r  sp e c ia l e f fe c ts  
v e h ic le s  o f  th e  la te  S e v e n t ie s  
w e re  b e g in n in g  to  e m e rg e . 
N e ith e r  Spiderm an  n o r  th e  H ulk  
tried  to o  h a rd  in  th e s e  s ta k e s , 
b u t Superm an -  The M ovie  (19 7 8 ) 
w a s  a t th e  fo re fro n t  o f  th e  
g e n r e . 'Y o u 'l l  b e lie v e  a m a n  ca n  
f ly ' sc r e a m e d  th e  h y p e , a n d  th is  
w a s  th e  e s s e n c e  o f  th e  film . N o t 
th a t  y o u 'd  b e lie v e  th a t a m ild - 
m a n n e re d  n e w s p a p e r  re p o r te r  
co u ld  b e  th e  la s t  o f  a n  a lie n  ra ce  
e n d o w e d  w ith  s u p e rh u m a n  
p o w e r s , b u t r a th e r  th a t a n  a c to r  
co u ld  b e  g iv e n  th e  p o w e r  o f  
f lig h t c o u r te s y  o f  th e  sp e c ia l 
e f fe c ts  d e p a r tm e n t. T h o u g h  a 
fa r b e tte r  m a d e  film  th a n  th e

1 9 4 8  v e rs io n , th is  Superm an  is 
still le ft  w a n tin g  in  th e  co m ic  
b o o k  s ta k e s . T h is  is  p a rtly  d u e  
to  th e  n e c e s s ity  o f  h a v in g  to  
d iv e s t  its e lf  o f  th e  co m ic  le g e n d ; 
th e  se c o n d  p a rt, re le a s e d  in  
19 8 0 , is a m u ch  b e tte r  e v o c a tio n  
o f  th e  sp ir it  o f  Superm an  in  th e  
m e d iu m  o f  film . T h e  tw o  fu r th e r  
s e q u e ls  w e re  m e re ly  c a s h in g  in 
o n  th e  s u c c e s s  o f  th e  first.

A NEW BREED OF 
HERO?
T h e  E ig h tie s  sa w  a ra th e r  d is p a 
ra te  c o lle c t io n  o f  co m ic  a d a p ta 
t io n s . P e rh a p s  th e  m o s t  a m b iti
o u s  w a s  th e  1981 a n im a te d  v e r 
s io n  o f  th e  F re n c h  co m ic  M etal 
H urlant. D iv id e d  in to  e ig h t  s e g 
m e n ts , e a c h  a n im a te d  b y  d if fe r 
e n t  a r t is ts , a n d  o v e rp la y e d  w ith  
a h e a v y  ro ck  sc o re , H eavy M etal 
b e c a m e  to o  fra g m e n te d  fo r its  
o w n  g o o d . O b v io u s ly , so m e  
s e q u e n c e s  w e re  b e tte r  e x e c u te d  
th a n  o th e r s , b u t  o v e ra ll it d id n 't  
liv e  u p  to  e x p e c ta t io n s .

N o r, fo r  m a n y  fa n s , d id  H ow 
ard the D uck, a p p a llin g ly  
re n a m e d  H ow ard . . .  A N ew  
Breed o f  H ero  fo r  its  U K  r e le a s e  in 
1986  w ith  a title  card  ta ck e d  o n to  
th e  film  b e fo re  th e  d is tr ib u to r 's  
lo g o ! S u ffe r in g  s o m e w h a t  fro m  
b e in g  a s s o c ia te d  w ith  G e o r g e  
L u ca s  a n d  e v e n  m o re  fo r  b e in g  
m a d e  s a fe  e n o u g h  to  g a in  a U  
c e r tif ic a te , H ow ard  b o m b e d  
b e fo re  it w a s  e v e n  re le a s e d . 
S till, th e  s to ry  is b e tte r  th a n  is 
g e n e r a lly  a c c e p te d  a n d , in  
p la c e s , it to u c h e s  o n  th e  o u t- 
ra g e o u s  su rre a lism  o f  S te v e  
G e r b e r 's  c re a tio n .

If th e s e  a t te m p ts  m a k e  it se e m  
v irtu a lly  im p o s s ib le  to  t ra n s fe r  
raw  c o m ic  to  th e  c in e m a  s c r e e n , 
Sw am p Thing  (1 9 8 2 ) p ro v e s  th e  
p o in t. T ry in g  to o  h a rd  to  c a p 
tu re  th e  c o m ic  b o o k  fe e l w ith

s c r e e n  w ip e s  an d  u n d u la tin g  
c ro s s  fa d e s , W e s  C ra v e n  n e g 
le c ts  th e  n a rra tiv e  an d  m is h a n 
d le s  th e  a c t io n . T h e  film  d e g e n 
e ra te s  in to  a m a n ic  c h a se  b ack  
an d  fo rth  a c ro ss  th e  b a y o u s , 
an d  th is  Sw am p Thing, in  a 
b a g g y  ru b b e r  su it, is u n lik e  a n y 
th in g  s e e n  in  th e  L en  W ein  an d  
B e rn ie  W rig h tso n  co m ic  b o o k s .

S te p h e n  K in g  an d  G e o rg e  
R o m e ro  p ro d u ce d  a h o m a g e  to 
th e  E C  h o rro r  c o m ics  w ith  
C reepshow  (19 8 2 ) an d  C reepshow  
2 (1 9 8 7 ), b u t th e  m ateria l 
b e lo n g e d  v e ry  m u ch  to  th e  w rit
te n  w o rd  o f  K in g . B o th  film s 
in te rs p e rs e d  co m ic  fra m e s  an d  
a n im a te d  se q u e n c e s  a s  th e  
fra m e s  m o v e d  in to  liv e  a c tio n  
a n d  th e s e  a re  v e ry  m u ch  th e  b e t
te r  m o m e n ts  o f  b o th  Creepshows.

It w a s  w h e n  co m ic  film  
m o v e d  in to  th e  rea lm  o f  p a s 
tic h e  th a t it s u c ce e d e d  b e s t . The 
Return o f  Captain Invincible w as 
m a d e  in A u stra lia  (1 9 8 2 ), bu t 
w a s  n o t re le a s e d  u n til 1985 . 
A im e d  m a in ly  a s  a sa tire  on  
A m e rica n  life , it sp o o fe d  a 
m e d iu m  th a t h ad  b e e n  
m o n o p o lise d  b y  th e  U n ited  
S ta te s . In so  d o in g , it ca m e  
c lo s e r  to  th e  co m ic  b o o k  th a n  
m a n y  o th e r  s tra ig h t a d a p ta tio n s  
h a v e  d o n e .

SPEARHEAD
M e a n w h ile , o u t in th e  real 
w o rld , th e  co m ic  b o o k  had 
g ro w n  u p . T h e  g ra p h ic  n o v e ls  
an d  p re s t ig e  co m ic  e d itio n s  
(o fte n  m a rk e d  'F o r  m a tu re  re a d 
e r s ')  h a v e  g a rn e re d  an  a d u lt 
a u d ie n c e  le a v in g  th e  c h ild re n , 
o fte n  s e e n  a s  th e  p rim e  re a d e r- 
s h ip , w ith  flim sy  c o m ic s  an d  
e v e n  flim sie r  film s (M aster o f the 
U niverse, C are Bears) m ain ly  
d e s ig n e d  to  m a rk e t to y s . T h e  
lik e s  o f  A lan  M o o re  (se e  F E A R  
Is s u e  3 ), B ry a n  T a lb o t an d  F ran k  
M ille r  h a v e  s p e a rh e a d e d  a re v i
val a n d  c o m ics  a re  n o w  m o re  
re s p e c ta b le  th a n  th e y  h av e e v e r  
b e e n .

A m o n g s t  th e  m a n y  co m ic  
t itle s  c u rre n tly  u n d e r  o p tio n  are  
Captain A m erica  (U K  re le a se  n e xt 
y e a r  from  C a s tle  P ic tu re s) , V For 
Vendetta, G reen Lantern, Sgt 
Rock, Brenda Starr, The Punisher 
(N e w  W o rld , n e x t y e a r), Rogue 
Trooper, Robo H unter a n d  judge  
D redd. N o t a ll o f  th e m  w ill 
b e c o m e  film s an d  n o t m a n y  will 
h a v e  th e  b e n e fit  o f  c a re  su ch  as 
th a t la v ish e d  o n  th e  la te s t Bat
man  m o v ie .

F ilm  h a s  p e r fo rm e d  m a n y  a 
d is se rv ic e  to  th e  co m ics  re a lm , 
b u t c o m ic s  h a v e  o fte n  b e e n  a 
g re a t  so u rc e  o f  id e a s  fo r  th e  
m o v ie  w o rld . M o e b iu s  h a s  b o th  
in s p ire d  an d  w o rk e d  w ith  R id 
ley  S c o tt , E n k i B ila l h a s  re c e n tly  
tu rn e d  to  film m a k in g , an d  
R obocop  o w e s  m o re  th a n  a p a ss 
in g  d e b t to  Judge Dredd. 
W h e th e r  th ro u g h  in s p ira tio n  o r  
a d a p ta t io n , c o m ic s  c a n n o t  fail to  
h a v e  a c o n tin u in g  in f lu e n ce  o n  
th e  c in e m a .



WIN A LUNCH WITH

CHRISTOPHER
FOWLER

Yes, come out tops in our fabulous FEAR/Legend 
competition and find yourself seated opposite this

celebrated author.

First Prize: To celebrate the paperback launch of Chris
topher Fowler’s Roofworld, FEAR is taking him and our 
lucky winner out for a slap up meal in London. Just solve 
our high flying conundrum and you'll be well on your 
way.

Ten runners up will each receive a signed copy of 
R oofw orld.

R oofw orld  concerns a factional society of London 
rooftop dwellers who are about to come to blows. In the 
blue corner, a group intent on keeping the traditions of 
the society; they use all manner of weird but feasible 
tools to swing, climb and clamber amongst the chimney 
pots and skylights. In the red corner,the evil Chymes and 
his bloodthirsty renegades, who are intent on sacrificing 
the others in a bloodbath to wash in a new age, when 
ground dwellers will be controlled by their heavenly 
counterparts.

CHRISTOPHER FOWLER is the author of R oo f
world and of a collection of short stories, B ureau o f  Lost 
Souls, which is published this month. He is also a 
codirector of The Creative Partnership, a company 
which specialises in making film trailers. TCP is respon
sible for the trailers promoting A lien , T he Last E m p ero r  
and T he Living Daylights.

All you have to do to enter our FREE JUMBO POR
TIONS LUNCH competition is give us the answer to this 
simple question. How  tall is the British Telecom  -  Post 
Office -  Tow er in L ondon and why was its rotating res
taurant shut dow n in the late Seventies?

Send your answers on the back of a postcard or SAE 
to: Rooftop Com petition, F E A R , PO  B o x  10, Ludlow , 
Shropshire, S Y 8  1D B .

All entries must be in October 20, no employees of 
FEAR, Newsfield or Century Hutchinson may take part, 
and anyone submitting multiple entries will have their 
hands chopped off.
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THE ULTIMATE COMICS, SCIENCE FICTION, 
FANTASY AND HORROR BOOKSHOP
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LONDON • GLASGOW - CAMBRIDGE - NEWCASTLE 

DUBLIN - BRIGHTON - MILTON KEYNES
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BROUGHT 
TO BOOK
Introducing our spanking new books column 
where we’ll be surveying the sights and sounds of 
the world of publishing. Let no editor, author or 
marketing manager be spared. This month critic 
and editor David V Barrett samples some serious 
SF humour.

o m e b o d y  w a s 
c o m p la in in g  to  
m e re c e n tly  th a t 
th e r e 's  n o t 
e n o u g h  
h u m o u r o u s  S F  
a n d  fa n ta sy . I 'm  
d e lig h te d  to  b e  
a b le  to  s ta r t  o f f  a 
n e w  c o lu m n  by  

re fu tin g  th is  s ta te m e n t. L e t 's  
k ick  o ff  w ith  th e  la tes t 
D iscw o rld  b o o k  from  Terry' 
P ra tch e tt , Pyram ids (G o lla n cz , 
h a rd b a ck , £ 1 1 .9 5 ) .

W e all k n o w  th a t y o u  c a n 't  
read  a P ra tch e tt  w ith  o th e r  
p eo p le  a ro u n d ; e ith e r  th e y  kill 
you  for g ig g lin g  u n co n tro lla b ly  
w ith o u t te llin g  th e m  w h y , o r  
th ey  d is m e m b e r  y ou  fo r re a d in g  
ou t lou d  th e  b its  th e y  w a n t to  
read  fo r  th e m s e lv e s . W h a t 
y o u 're  re a d in g  is  b o u n d  to  b e  
fu n n ie r  th a n  w h a t th e y 're  
read in g , so  th e y 'll  g e t  y o u  fo r 
th a t if n o th in g  e lse .

O k a y , so  w h a t 's  Pyram ids 
a b o u t?  W ell, m u m m ie s  th a t 
co m e  back  to  life  h o p in g  th e ir  
s t itc h in g  h o ld s to g e th e r , g o d s  
th at p e o p le  b e lie v e  in  (w e ll, so rt 
o f ) b u t n e v e r  e x p e c t to  p u t in  a 
p e rso n a l a p p e a r a n c e , a ca m e l 
ca lled  Y o u  B a sta rd , a te e n a g e  
p h a ro a h  w h o 's  tra in e d  to  b e  an  
a ss a ss in  bu t d o e s n 't  lik e  k illin g  
p e o p le , a n d  n u b ile  y o u n g  
serv in g  w e n c h e s  w a n tin g  to  
peel y o u r  g ra p e s  . . .

1 w ish  I 'd  d isco v e re d  The 
Evolution M an  by  R o y  L e w is  
(C o rg i, p a p e r b a c k , £ 3 .9 9 )  y e a rs  

I ag o . F irst p u b lish e d  in I9 6 0 , th is

is  o n e  o f  th e  m o st u n u s u a l 
h u m o ro u s  b o o k s  I 'v e  e v e r  co m e  
a c ro s s . It fo llo w s a S to n e  A g e  
fa m ily  a s  th e y  d is c o v e r  fire , 
c o o k e d  m e a t, b e tte r  w a y s  o f  
h u n tin g , a r t , m u s ic  a n d  d a n c e , 
a n d  all th e  t im e  th e y 'r e  
d is c u s s in g  h o w  th e y 're  
e v o lv in g  in to  h o m o  s a p ie n s , 
u s in g  w o rd s  a n d  c o n c e p ts  th a t 
w o n 't  b e  in v e n te d  fo r  a n o th e r  
th o u s a n d  y e a rs . T h is  is  v e ry , 
v e ry  re a d a b le  in te llig e n t 
h u m o u r , in c r e d ib ly  fu n n y .

A n o th e r  o n e  w h ic h  s ta r ts  o ff  
in  th e  S to n e  A g e , th is  t im e  w ith  
tw o  y o u n g  a lie n  s tu d e n ts  
m e s s in g  a b o u t  w ith  h u m a n  
e v o lu tio n  (a n d  c re a tin g  h e a v e n  
a n d  h e ll , w h e r e  m o st o f  th e  
b o o k  is s e t)  is  P a rk  G o d w in 's  
W aiting For the G alactic Bus 
(B a n ta m , p a p e r b a c k , £ 2 .9 9 ) . I t 's  
h ila r io u s  a n d , lik e  m o st 
h u m o u r , i t 's  cru e l a n d  v ic io u s  in 
p la c e s , b u t  th a t 's  b e c a u s e  it h a s  
a lo t to  sa y  a b o u t  h o w  p e o p le  
b e h a v e . T h a t 's  w h a t h u m o u r 's  
all a b o u t , re v e a lin g  th e  d a rk  
s id e  o f  life  so  w e  ca n  co p e  w ith  
it. In  th is  c a s e  it 's  ra c ism  an d  
fu n d a m e n ta lis t  C h r is t ia n ity , 
w h ich  b o th  g e t th ro u g h ly  
la m b a s te d .

Land o f  D ream s  (G r a fto n , 
p a p e r b a c k , £ 3 .5 0 ) , b y  Ja m e s  
B la y lo ck , is a d if fe re n t  k in d  o f  
h u m o u r : q u ie t , re s tr a in e d , o ld - 
fa sh io n e d  A m e ric a n . I t 's  a bit 
lik e  G a rr is o n  K e ille r 's  Lake 
W obegon D ays w ith  te e n a g e  
c h a ra c te rs  a n d  a n  a d d e d  d o s e  o f  
s tra n g e . I s u p p o s e  i t 's  fa n ta sy , 
th o u g h  b its  o f  it a re  d is tu rb in g

h o rro r . A n d , u n d e r n e a th  it all -  
th e  w e ird , th e  m a g ica l, th e  sca ry  
-  is th is  re a lly  w a rm , 
n e ig h b o u r ly  h u m o u r .

G o o d  o ld -fa s h io n e d  
a d v e n tu r e  S F  n o w : B o b  S h a w 's  
The W ooden Spaceships  (O rb it , 
p a p e r b a c k , £ 3 .5 0 ) , s e q u e l to  The 
Ragged A stronauts. T h e  p la n e ts  
L a n d  a n d  O v e r la n d  o rb it 
a ro u n d  e a c h  o th e r  a n d  s h a r e  th e  
s a m e  a tm o s p h e r e . T o  d e fe n d  
th e m s e lv e s  a g a in s t  a g a in s t  
in v a s io n  fro m  L a n d , th e  
O v e r la n d e r s  s e n d  a ta sk  fo rce  to  
th e  h a lfw a y  p o in t b e tw e e n  th e  
tw o  p la n e ts , g e t tin g  th e r e  b y  
h o t a ir  b a llo o n . I lo v e  th e  s c e n e s  
w h e r e  h is  c h a r a c te r s  b o m b  
a ro u n d  o n  je t-p r o p e lle d  o n e -  
m a n  flie rs , lik e  m o to rb ik e s  in  
sp a c e . C ra z y  a n d  alm ost 
u n b e lie v a b le .

A n o th e r  g o o d  se q u e l: C o lin

G r e e n la n d 's  O ther Voices 
(U n w in , p a p e r b a c k , £ 3 .9 9 )  is se t 
in th e  s a m e  w o rld  a s  The H our o f  
the Thin Ox. T h is  tim e  h e  le a v e s  
th e  ju n g le  w a r b e h in d  to  tak e  u s 
u p  in to  a m o u n ta in  c o m m u n ity  
w h e r e  P r in c e s s  N e t te 's  co u n try  
is  o c c u p ie d  b y  th e  o r a n g e 
s k in n e d  E sc a la n s . T h is  is  a 
q u ie t , th o u g h tfu l fa n ta sy , w ith  
lo v e  a n d  tre a c h e ry , b ra v e ry  an d  
d e a th , in  G r e e n la n d 's  s tra n g e , 
m e d ia e v a l-C h in e s e  se tt in g .

A n d  a rea lly  k o o k y  o n e  to 
fin ish  o ff. K e n  W e b s te r 's  The 
Vertical P lane (G r a fto n , 
p a p e r b a c k , £ 3 .9 9 )  p u rp o r ts  to  b e  
a tru e  a c c o u n t  o f  a s ix te e n th  
c e n tu ry  g u y  co m m u n ic a tin g  
w ith  a C h e s h ir e  s c h o o lte a c h e r  
th ro u g h  h is  B B C  
m ic r o c o m p u te r ; I h a v e  m y 
d o u b ts .

NEMESIS
I s a a c  A s im o v  
P u b lish er  D o u b le d a y  U K  
F orm at  H B ,  £ 1 2 .9 5  
C a teg o ry  S c ie n c e  f ic t io n

Isaac A sim ov ap p ears to  hav e 
tak en  a lik in g to series b o o k s in 

th e recen t p ast, as  w itn essed  by 
Foundation  and  Robot, bu t h is 
la tes t n o v el a p p ea rs  to b e  -  so  far 
-  a o n e  o ff  w h ich  is n o t co n n ected  
w ith e ith e r  o f the ab o v e  series.

It b e g in s as M arle n e , a fifteen - 
year-o ld  girl, b e g in s  to h av e  h er 
d ou b ts a b o u t th e sp ace  co lo n y  in 
w h ich  s h e 's  liv in g , th e nearby  red 
d w arf and  th e  u ltim ate fate  o f 
p lan et E arth . S h e  so o n  rea lises 
th a t th e  red  d w arf, co d e-n am ed  
N em esis  a fter th e g o d d ess o f 
re trib u tio n , is on  co u rse  tow ard s 
E a rth 's  so lar sy stem  and  will 
u p set th e  m ag n etic  b a lan ce  o f the 
p lan ets , cau sin g  h u g e 
ca ta stro p h e s on  th a t h o m e w orld . 
T h e  ev e n t m ay  take several 
th o u san d  y ears  to occu r bu t as h er 
m o th er , th e  sc ien tis t w ho 
d iscov ered  N em esis , p o in ts ou t, 
it 's  un lik ely  th at all h u m an  life can

be lifted  from  E arth  in  tim e to 
p rev en t th e  d ea th  o f civ ilisation .

A sim o v 's  b o o k  is y et a n o th er 
a sto n ish in g  d eep  sp ace  story , 
s im ilar to Foundation  in  its focu s on  
carefu l ch aracterisa tio n  rath er 
th an  hard  tech , bu t so  d ifferen t in 
th at it co n ce n tra te s  on  sm all 
co lo n ies ra th e r th an  h u g e galactic 
em p ires. M y on ly  criticism  is the 
w ay in  w h ich  th e  story  ju m p s 
aro u n d  in tim e an d  sp ace , 
so m etim es m akin g  it d ifficu lt to 
follow  th e  th read  and u n d erstan d

BRITAIN'S s LONGEST RUNNING HORROR FILM MAGAZINE, NOW IN IT'S THIRD YEAR OF PUBLICATION

m m n

Each bi-monthly Issue contains 
news, reviews, Interviews and 
features on all aspects of the 
Horror genre past & present, as m*  

well as a free classified ads 
section, competitions, & more.

Past issues have included interviews with the likes of Clive Barker (#4), Robert Englund (#5,
#14 (pictured), #15), H.R. Giger (#10), Shaun Hutson (#6), & Ramsey Campbell (#2).

Issue 17 is out now, & includes a seasonal look at the Halloween movies, interviews with Ray & r.-,
Harry hausen, Wings The Carpenter Hauser, & Martin Apartment Zero Donovan. Also a guide 
to Horror comics & competitions to win copies of, among others, The Carpenter & The Chair. "Wo'la- ■ ■■. L, ftr'ii i
Issues 1-7 £1.40 (US $3.50) each, issues 8-17 £1.60 (US $4.00) each. 5 issue sub. £8 (US $20).
Cheques payable to SAMHAIN. Prices inc p&p. Available from :

OOLL
c*0 Muf f

Z )  SAMHAIN, 19 ELM GROVE ROAD, TOPSHAM, EXETER, DEVON, EX3 0EQ.

•Tremendous... literate..."
Clive Barker

"Except for the Troma Times, we 
believe SAMHAIN is the best English 

periodical in the world."
Lloyd Kaufman, President, 

Troma  ’Toxic A ve n g e r Inc.

"It's articles & production 
are excellent."
Shaun Hutson

"SAMHAIN is consistently worth 
slaughtering your grandmother fo r!" 

Melody Maker

"Our favourite... a four star RED 
recommendation."

Chas Baiun  -  Deep Red
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th e ch aracters. A s a resu lt, th e 
book m atch es m an y  o f A sim o v 's  
o th er 424 or m ore 
a cco m p lish m en ts. But, for m y 
m on ey , it d oes n o t tou ch  th e 
w on d erfu lly  told ta les of 
Foundation that hav e earn ed  him  
m any fan s d u ring  th e  past 
d ecad e.
John G ilb ert

BEASTS

I hav e n ev er seen  a w erew o lf 
novel qu ite  like th is o n e  from  
S tep h en  R G eo rg e  (Z ebra, p ap er
back, £2 .95 ). It could  be d escribed  
as 'W a r o f th e  W o lv es ' in  w hich  
M ich ael Sm ith , a m an  try ing  to 
live d ow n a ly can th rop ic b lood  
d isease , is ch ased  th ro u g h  sm all 
tow n  A m erica by h is ex-lover.

Sm ith  h as decid ed  to  se ttle , bu t 
So n d ra  starts to kill o ff the locals. 
Sm ith  d ecid es to  take a stan d , 
ev en  if it m ean s g iv in g  in to his 
rapid ly  gro w in g  w ild  n a tu re  an d , 
p erh ap s, k illing  th o se  w h om  he 
h as learn ed  to love.

T h e bo ok  is a rare find a m o n g st 
so m e o f Z eb ra 's  lesse r titles and 
G eorge  is ob v iou sly  goin g  p laces. 
Its prop osal o f a rare b lood  d isease  
w h ich , in tu rn , m akes th e  victim  
crav e for th e red , co p p ery  stu ff is 
h igh ly  p robab le  and  the in tro d u c
tion  o f stro n g  ch aracters m akes 
th e clim ax ev en  m ore d ram atic. 
T h is is an  au th o r to w atch , and  a 
book  to bu y.
John G ilbert

STILL
LIFE
S h e r i  S  T e p p e r  
P u b lish er  C o r g i  
F orm at  P B ,  £ 2 .9 9  
C ateg ory  H o r r o r

Several m o n th s ago  Sh eri 
T ep p er, a w on d erfu l lady 

from  d eep est A m erica , told m e 
th at sh e  did n ot en jo y  the h o rro r 
g en re . It is too  d ep ress in g , and 
her bo ok s are full o f life and  h o p e 
-  th e re 's  no arg u in g  w ith that.

T h e problem  is, h o w ev er, th at 
sh e can w rite very  e ffec tiv e  ho rror 
w h ich , at tim es, b e sts  ev en  the so-

called m asters. Still Life is yet 
a n o th er exam p le  o f th is craft, 
fo llow in g  on  from  Bare Bones and 
Blood Heritage, th o u g h  it d o es  n ot 
co n tin u e  that seq u en ce .

O u r h e ro in e  is Sarah  
C h en o w ith  w h o  b e co m es 
su sp ic io u s o f a w om an  w ork in g  as 
art tu tor to h e r n ext-d o o r 
n e ig h b o u r 's  w ife . T h e  w o m an , 
called  M ad ela in e , so o n  m ov es 
in to  h er e m p lo y er's  h o u se  an d , 
so o n  after, th e  accid en ta l d ea th s 
start to occu r. Sarah  d isco v ers a 
sin sister p lot in m otion  w h en  sh e  
fin d s an  an c ien t p a in tin g  th at 
p red icts th e  n ext d ea th . To 
co u n ter th is  sy stem atic  m u rd er 
sh e  m u st learn  to u se  m agic, no t 
an  easy  task  in a d isbeliev in g  
w orld , ev en  for a w om an  w ith 
H opi In d ian  a n cesto ry .

T h e  b o ok  is really  a d ark  fan tasy  
in th e  rom an tic trad ition , bu t 
in clu d es en o u g h  d eath  and 
d estru ctio n  to be classed  w ith  th e 
b e tter exam p les o f co n tem p orary  
horror. I ca n 't  d ecid e w h eth e r I 
p re fer S h eri T e p p e r 's  fan tasy , SF  
or h orror. O n e  th in g  I am  su re  of, 
th o u g h , is th at sh e  sh ou ld  
co n tin u e  in all th o se  g en res.
John G ilb ert

TAROT TALES

T h e  u n u su al p rem ise  o f  th is  sh ort 
story  co llection  is that a n u m ber 
o f w ell k n o w n  a u th o rs used  the 
T aro t card  d eck  in  ord er to  p ro
d u ce  a serie s o f fascin atin g  fan 
tasy  ta les (L eg en d , P ap erb ack , 
£5 .95 ).

All m a jo r co m ic products
Marvel. DC . 2000AD + Thousands back
issues
U .K. & U .S. P ap erb ack  Fiction 
Star Trek and Dr. Who material 
Film & T.V. merchandise: Patches, badges, 
models, posters, stills &  album soundtracks. 
W EEKLY delivery of A M E R IC A N  C O M IC S

33 TH E  W ICKER, SH EFFIELD  S3 8HS, 
EN G LAN D . T E L : (0742) 758905
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E d ito rs R ach el P ollack  an d  C ait- 
lin M atth ew s se t on ly  o n e  p roviso  
for story  crea tio n . T h e  w riters 
m u st u se  a d eck  to create  th eir 
fiction . S o m e ch o se  p articu lar 
card s w h ich  set o ff th eir  im ag in a
tion , w h ile  o th ers  sim p ly  used  
m yth s a lread y  associa ted  w ith the 
T aro t as a startin g  po in t.

T h e  co n trib u to rs in clu d e 
G w y n eth  Jo n e s , w ith  a m isch iev 
ou s story  o f m y th ic  lov e , M  Jo h n  
H arriso n , w ith  a trip  th ro u g h  the 
d e ck 's  m a jo r a rcan a , S to rm  C o n 
stan tin e , w h o se  sto ry  exp lo res 
a n o th e r  sid e to  th e  p u blic face  o f 
o ccu ltism , an d  M ich ael M o orcock  
w h o ad d s to o u r k n o w led g e  o f th e  
card s o f w isd o m  w ith  a m o re  or

less co n tem p orary  tale abo u t the 
creation  o f a card . O f th ose m en 
tion ed  M o o rco ck 's  w as th e  o n e  I 
m ost en jo y ed  -  if th a t's  th e right 
right w ord -  bu t th e stand ard  of 
th e  co llection  is uniform ly high .

So m e p eo p le  m ay be put off the 
book  b ecau se  o f its u se o f a so 
called  'd am n ed  d eck ', ind eed  the 
T arot has been  called  the D evil's 
P ictu rebo ok , but I fail to see w hy 
an  in stru m en t w hich  has obvi
ou sly  created  su ch w on d erfu l 
stories sh ou ld  be co n d em n ed  out 
o f han d .

Buy th e book  and see w h a ty o u  
th ink .
John G ilbert

THE KING 
YELLOW
R  W  C h a m b e r s  
P u b lish er  D e d a lu s  
F o rm a t  P B ,  £ 4 .9 5  
C a teg o ry  H o r r o r / fa n ta s y

T he King in Yellow  is a c lassic , if 
you  d id n 't a lread y  k n o w , a 

serie s o f in terco n n ected  sh o rt 
stories co m m en ted  u p on  by m an y 
g en era tio n s o f h o rro r w riters, 
in clu d in g  th e  dread  d u o,
L ovecraft and  D erle th . It has a lso  
recen tly  b e en  inclu d ed  in T h e  Top  
100 H o rror N o v els, a list put 
to g eth er by  S te p h e n  Jo n e s  and 
K im  N ew m an .

S o , w h at exactly  is all th e fu ss 
abo u t. W ell, th ese  sh o rt stories 
are  co n n ected  by fears g en era ted  
by  a d read  b o o k , sim ilar in 
co n cep t to L ov ecra ft's  
Necronomicon. W h ilst it n ever 
co m p lete ly  tread s L ov ecraft's  
b o ard s -  a lth ou g h  C h am b ers had 
a g rea t in terest in in san ity  -  its 
s to rie s p ro v id e b itte r social 
co m m en t in a w ay that on ly  th e 
g reat F ren ch  sh o rt story  w riters, 
su ch  as de M au p assan t, could  d o.

It is a b o o k  for read ers w h o like 
th e  ch ills to co m e like slow  
th u n d er an d  w h o d o n 't  m in d  the 
co m p act, and  co m p lex , first

IN
R W

C H A M B E R S
The King in Yellow

DEDALUS

p erson  narrative.
The King in Yellow  has d ated , it 

w ould  be u seless to d en y  it, but, 
d esp ite  its be in g  old er th an  the 
C th u lh u  m yth os, it stan d s up 
b e tter to co n tem p orary  scrutiny 
than  L ov ecraft's  w ork, w hich is 
sty listically  in ferior in m any 
resp ects. A t first g lan ce it appears 
to b e  an  odd ch o ice  for re
p u blication , bu t I g u aran tee that it 
will so on  hav e you lost in its rich 
ag elessn ess .
John G ilb ert

BEST OF MODERN 
HORROR

W e ap p ear to  h av e h it th e  ag e o f 
th e  h o rro r a n th o lo g y , as Prime 
Evil and  now  Best o f Modern Horror 
(V ik in g, hard b ack , £14 .9 5 ) crow d  
th e  sh elv es.

E d ited  by E dw ard  L F erm an  
and  A n n  Jo rd a n , the la tter tu rn s 
ou t to  b e  a m a jo r d isap p o in tm en t 
as far as n ew  m aterial is co n cern ed  
(stories ran g e from  1951 to 1987), 
bu t th e stan d ard  o f said  m aterial 
is un ifo rm ly  h ig h . T o p  o f the tree , 
w e h av e C h arles B e a u m o n t's  Free 
Dirt, th e  tale o f th e  w ell-nam ed  
M r A orta w h o  h as a p ecu liarly  
d ark  fe tish  for th e  w ord  Free; 
R ich ard  M a th e so n 's  Dress o f White 
Silk, a sh ort bu t sp u n k ily  ch illing  
story  o f ch ild h o o d ; Lisa T u ttle 's  
a tm o sp h eric  Bug House, w hich  
has m ore th an  ju s t a stin g  in its 
tale; an d  C h arles L G ra n t's  Pride,

sm all tow n h orror set in th e 
a u th o r 's  O xru n  S tation .

O th e r brand  n am e w riters 
in clu d e th e ub iqu itou s Step h en  
K in g, th e  d eliciou s L ucius



Sh ep h ard , th e co ld ly  calcu latin g  
R obert A ickm an , the p u ck ish  Ian 
W atson , and  ou r ow n  S te p h e n  
G allagh er. T h is is an  an th o log y  
for all seaso n s, c lim ates and  read 
ers, w ell w ritten  and a lm o st co m 
pletely  av o id in g  th e gorier sid e o f 
the gen re. But be w arn ed ; beasts  
m ay lurk h ere, th o u g h  th ey  be 
fairly aged .
Mark W esterby

HISTORY OF THE 
FUTURE: A 
CHRONOLOGY

Scien ce fiction  h as a lw ays p o st
ulated th e  th eoretically  p o ssib le  in 
alternate  u n iv erses o f th e  fu tu re, 
but P eter Lorie and Sidd M urray- 
Clark have co m e up  w ith an 
in terestin g  batch  o f 'fu tu re ' 
theories in th eir la test n o n -fic tion  
book (Pyram id , hard b ack ,
£12.95).

It beg in s in th e y ear 2000 and 
inspects h u m an  life and en v iro n 
m ent rig h t up  to th e y ear 3000 in a 
series o f ch arts , p h otog rap h s and 
illum inating textual ch ap ters. 
Taking a look  at life in th e  n o t-so - 
d istant fu ture, w e find  a d iscu s
sion o f scien ce v ersu s re lig ion  and 
how  both  can be un ified , n ew  
w ays in  w hich illn ess m ig h t be 
treated , ch an g es in political and 
financial in frastru ctu res, an d  a 
move tow ard s a m ore co m p as
sionate stu d y  o f m ysticism .

T h e b o o k  sh ow s that hu m an  
beings w ill becom e m ore p h y si
cally pow erfu l and m en tally  ag ile , 
w illing to  stud y d octrin es that 
would n o t be g iven a second  
thought by tod ay 's scien tists . 
D ream s m ay  literally  b e  brou gh t 
into our co n sc io u s life , and  that 
life exp erien ce  can  be w idened  
through illu sion . Even sex can  be 
used to m ov e in to  h ig h er co n 
scio u sn ess m od es.

M essrs L orrie  and  M urray- 
C lark provide an  invigoratin g 
view  o f a hu m an  future in  w h ich  
w e are too bu sy w ith  ou r ow n 
d ev elo p m en t to w orry  abo u t 
d estru ction . In v en tion  follow s 
in v en tion , break th ro u g h  follow s 
breakth rou gh , bu t I dou bt that the 
real p icture w ill be so  rosy . The 
History o f the Future p rovid es the 
flip sid e o f the p ro g ression al co in , 
w here w e m ig h t h a rn e ss  ou r 
geniu s ra th er th an  d o aw ay w ith 
the ozon e layer or d estroy  th e  rain 
forests . It tem p ts th e  read er to 
look inw ard  at w h at could  co m e 
from  th eir very  th o u g h ts. It is the 
m eth od  o f E in stein , th e d octrin e  
o f creativ ity , and I, for o n e , h o p e 
that th ese  tw o au th o rs are right. 
Jo h n  G ilbert

ON STRANGER TIDES

P irates , b lack  m agic and p len ty  o f 
sw ash b u ck lin g  so u n d  like the 
id eal in g red ien ts  for a su p erb  fan 
tasy  ad v en tu re , and  T im  P ow ers 
is ju s t th e  so rt o f w itch  d octor to 
begu ile  you  in to  b e liev in g  th e  
w eird est im ag in in g s. T h is  exo tic  
tale (G rafton , p ap erback , £3 .9 9 ) 
tak es u p  ju s t u n d er 400 p ag es w ith  
a w ell-w o v en  p lot w h ich  is n ev er 
p red ictab le .

T h e  story  is  se t in  1718; Jo h n  
C h a n d a g n a c is a y o u n g  b o o k 
k e e p e r an d  p u p p eteer en jo y in g  a 
lon g  v o yag e d u rin g  w h ich  h e  
b e co m es en am o u red  o f B eth  H ur- 
w oo d , a d am sel so on  to be in d is
tress . H er fa th er is a w id ow er 
o b sessed  w ith  resu rrectin g  his 
w ife , w h atev er th e  g h astly  co st. 
S o o n  en o u g h  th eir  sh ip  ru n s afoul 
o f p irates w h o  Jo h n  falls in w ith , 
tak in g  th e  n am e Jack  S h an d y .

W h ere  C h an d ag n ac/ Sh an d y 's 
loy alties rea lly  lie is o n e  o f the 
in terestin g  q u estio n s w h ich  h e lp s 
m ake him  an d  m ost o f th e  o th er 
ch aracters in terestin g  as p eo p le , 
ra th er th an  m ere c ip h ers in a sp e c
tacu lar tale. A nd  by  sp ectacu lar I 
m ean  ju s t  th a t, tw o -h ead ed  d og s, 
re -an im ated  sk e le to n s, p irate 
sh ip s  crew ed  by zom b ies and  held  
to g eth er w ith  m agic all m ake an  
ap p earan ce . T h is  is th e  so rt o f 
g lorio u s, b ig -scre en  e n te r ta in 
m en t H ollyw ood  could  n ev er 
afford  to  m ake , and  it co m es co m 
p lete  w ith  a sh arp -ed g e  o f h o rror 
and  p len ty  o f in trig u in g  h istorical 
d etail. A fter y o u 'v e  read  th is, 
m ake su re you read  P o w e rs ' ea r
lier c lassic , The Anubis Gates. 
Stuart W ynne

MEMORIES OF THE 
SPACE AGE

T h e recen t p assin g  in to  h isto ry  of 
th e V o yag er sp ace  p ro be has no 
d ou b t co n ju red  la ten t im ag es o f 
th o se  h ead y  first d ays o f sp ace  
flight in th e  m in d s o f SF  fan s.

J G  B allard 's  M emories o f  the 
Space Age (A rkham  H o u se , 
h ard b ack , $16 .95 ) rem in isces this 
g old en  age o f the S ixties bu t a lso  
d escrib es th e  p re ssu res , d an g ers 
and  startlin g  p o ssib ilities  in h eren t 
in th at first g reat q u est for the 
stars -  or at least th e n e arer p lan 
ets  and sa te llites o f o u r so lar sy s
tem .

THE BOOK OF AZRAEL
An Intim ate Encounter with the 

Angel of Death

$8.95 
■^Postpaid

"Steven King Pales by 
Comparison."

THE ULTIMATE TALE OF DEATH AS A LOVER! 
A true story!

WESTGATE PRESS
8 Bernstein Blvd.

C enter M oriches, N Y  11934 U.S.A.
FREE CATALOG OF OTHER MACABRE O D D I T I E S !

P

NECROPOLIS
ATTENTION ALL GO RE HOUNDS: NECROPOLIS IS THE ORIGINAL, 

REDDEST, NASTIEST HORROR DEALER THIS SIDE OF HELL!! 
We have everything the h orror fan and connoisseur of the 

sinister and m acabre conld possibly w ant: videos from  "2000  
Maniacs" to "Zombie Creeping Flesh", American genre books 

and horror comics, model lefts including Jason and Freddy 
Krueger, Heavy Metal videos, masks, prosthetics, special FX, 

gore galore...here's Just a  taster...
*2Fit original 9fTCfKPrPOLlS as featu red  on KJVDIO1 and in 

TH 'ESl& fPW 'PL& PLT: II
NIGHTMARE ON ELM STREET 
PART 4 AND 5 - THE NOVEL (A). 
Paperback. Read the book before 
you see the film! £5.99

NINTH & HELL STREET (A). Chas 
Baiun's first novel. Meat and 
madness - this one takes no 
prisoners! £4.00

DEEP RED HORROR HANDBOOK (A). 
Argento, Romero, Barker,
Savini, more... £12.99

NECROPOLIS T-SHIRT. Grim white 
skull logo on sinister black shirt, 
originaland best £8.99

THE GORE SCORE BOOK (A).
Chas Baiun's book featuring tons of 
gore!! £8.99

FREDDY KRUEGER MASK.
Really scorched and horrible.£22.00

FREDDY KRUEGER GLOVE (A).
Just like the real one, only safer! £22.95

THE OFFICIAL SPLATTER MOVIE

FREDDY KRUEGER MODEL KIT.(A) 
The classic assembley kit from 
Screamin' Products. £44.95

DAWN OF THE DEAD - THE 
NOVEL(A).The official movie novel 
by George Romero. 224 pages with 8 
pages o r  colour stills.
Bloody good read! £7.99

JASON 'MANIAC’ MASK.
Good enough to turn into a serial 
killer for, and at a hacking good 
price! £22.00

HORROR HOLOCAUST (A). Intense 
paperback on recent horror movies, 
edited by Chas Baiun. £8.99

DICK SMITH'S MAKE UP BOOK (A). 
Go ahead - make monsters! £9.99

Mail order only. All prices include postage. Cheques, PO's and money orders 
only please, payable to 146000011$’. Please allow up to 8 weeks for American 

orders (A). For a copy of our Tull catalogue, please send a first class stamp 
with your name and address, to:

Necropolis (Dept FR), 2 Fairview Cottages. Sheet Road, Ludlow, 
Shropshire, SY8 1LT, England.
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T h e book , w h ich  is a co llection  
o f stories orig in ally  p u blish ed  
b etw een  1962an d  1985, is w ritten  
in the sty le  o f c lassic  scien ce  
fiction -  no cy b erp u n k  h e re  -  and 
p resages th e stre sse s  th rou gh  
w hich  all a stro n au ts , and th o se  
left on earth  reg ard in g  the ju n k  
still left in the sk ies, ap p ea r to go.

M y favou rite h as to be The Cage 
o f Sand, se t ag ain st a backgrou n d  
o f  a d eserted  w orld  w h ich  is 
rem in scen t o f th e m an y  o th er 
d eserted  p lan ets in o u r galaxy  but 
firm ly en tren ch ed  on  E arth  n ear 
C ap e C an av eral. T h e  reaso n  for 
m y d elig h t ov er th is story  is n ot 
n ecessarily  the art w ith  w h ich  Bal
lard p ro p ou n d s h is story  -  that is 
u n q u estion ab le  w h ere  th is w riter 
is co n cern ed  -  bu t m ore b ecau se  
th is SF  story  still stan d s up  so  w ell 
tw en ty -sev en  y ears a fter it w as 
w ritten .

M u ch sc ien ce  fiction a g es badly 
bu t, like H G W ells and  ju le s  
V ern e  b e fo re  h im , Ballard is m ore 
in terested  in the h u m an  p sy ch e in 
relation to th e en v iro n m en t rath er 
than just th e hard cold steel of 
sp ace flight or m ach in e s.

T h is bo ok  is a lso  exce llen tly  
illu strated  w ith th e  p h o to -m o sa ic  
artw ork  o f J K P otter. T h e  co m b i
n ation  o f Ballard and P o tter is rare 
and excitin g . I can  on ly  h o p e th at 
they  w ill w ork  to g eth er again , 
p erh ap s on  o n e  o f B allard 's less 
SF -orien ta ted  w orks -  o n e  w o n 
d ers w h at h e  w ou ld  m ake o f 
Empire o f the Sun.
M ark  W e ste rb y

LEX LUTHOR: THE
UNAUTHORISED
BIOGRAPHY

Lex L u th o r is a m ig h ty  bad  gu y , 
as an y  fo llow ers o f Superman will 
k n o w . In Lex Luthor: The Unau
thorised Biography, a o n e -o ff p re
stig e form at g rap h ic novel from  
D C , w e are  p re sen ted  w ith  the 
u n exp u rg ated  facts. H ow , at 
sch o o l, h e  h ired  h o od lu m s to beat 
up his fellow  pu p ils . H o w , at 
h o m e, h e  h ated  his p are n ts so 
m u ch  h e  took  ou t in su ra n ce  and 
killed th em . H ow  he b o u g h t off 
o ffic ia ls w ith  a sh are  o f the in su r
an ce  m on ey . A nd th a t 's  on ly  by 
th e ag e o f th irteen .

O fficia lly , L u th o r is c l e a r - h e  is 
a p illar o f so cie ty  and  a p h ilan 

th ro p ist. N o o n e  can  pin an y th in g  
o n  h im , and  w h en  P ete  S a n d s , 
so m etim e  g reat rep o rter and full 
tim e d ru n k , tries to it can  on ly  en d  
in tears.

W ith  d estitu tio n  b e ck o n in g , .a 
sev e re  lack o f w ork , th e  electricity  
ab o u t to b e  cu t o ff and  h is ex- 
w ife 's  a lim o n y  u n p aid , h e  g rab s 
at straw s. Se ren d ip ity  lead s him  
in to  se lectin g  L u th o r as th e  su b 
je c t for a n e w , and  u n au th o rised , 
b io g rap h y . It d o e sn 't  take San d s 
lon g  to start d ig g in g  up  th e d irt, 
and  it d o e sn 't  take lon g  for w ord  
to reach  L u th o r.

Ja m es D  H u d n all -  a relative 
n e w co m e r to th e co m ics scen e  
w h o  d eb u ted  in 1986 w ith  E spers-  
w rites th e w o rd s, and  U ru gu ayan  
a rtist, E d u ard o  B arreto , w h o se  
p rev io u s cred its  in clu d e Superman 
and  Teen Titans, illu strates. C o l
ou r is provided  by A dam  K ubert. 
T h e  co v er d isp lay s a strik in g  and 
sin is ter p o rtra it o f th e  'm o st 
n e fario u s crim in al m in d  to ev er 
tou ch  th e  D C  u n iv e rse ' by  Eric 
P eterso n .

The Unauthorised Biography is 
told as a story  w ith in  a story  
w ith in  a story . L u th o r, re laxin g  by 
h is firesid e , w atch es a p o lice 
v id eo  tap e w ith in  w h ich  C lark  
K en t is be in g  in terrog ated  for the 
m u rd er o f P ete  S an d s ; S a n d s ' 
in v estig a tio n s un fold  in 
flash b ack . A d d ition al flash b ack s, 
d raw n in sep ia  to n es, re la te  p ast 
e v e n ts  as told  by S a n d s ' in ter
v iew ees. It 's  com p licated  bu t w ell 
w ritten  an d , as ev en ts  esca la te  
in to  a w eb  o f in trig u e, fin ely  exe
cu ted .

N atu rally , K en t h as been  
fram ed  -  th at isn 't  g iv in g  any 
g am e s aw ay -  bu t, at th e en d  of 
th e  d ay , L u th o r is u n bow ed  h av 
in g  w on  a m in or v ictory . The 
Unauthorised Biography is a good 
sto ry , in trig u in g ly  told w ith so m e 
crafty  tw ists and  a stin g  in th e tail. 
B rig id  C h erry

DRUID S BLOOD

T h is  fan tasy  novel (H ead lin e, 
p ap erback , £ 3 .50 ) by E ster M 
F riesn er is so m eth in g  o f  an  od dity  
in w h ich  a ltern ate  reality  m ixes 
w ith  V ictorian  B ritain . V ictoria is 
a p o w erfu l m agician  w h o se  ru le is 
u n d er th reat w h en  h e r g rim oire , 
th e  R u les B ritan n ia , is sto len .

T h e good q u een  is so m eth in g  o f 
a n y m p h o  and  o n e o f th e  o b jects

o f h e r d esire , D r Jo h n  H W eston , 
a lso  h ap p en s to be the co n so rt o f 
th e fam ou s sleu th  Sh er . . . no, 
sorry  . . . B rihtric D o n n e. T he 
un lik ely  d u o get throu gh a never- 
en d in g  su p p ly  o f fam ous 'c o n 
tem p o rary ' ch aracters before  
m eetin g  w h at could  be their 
W aterloo  on  the M oun d  o f the 
B askerv illes.

F riesn er ap p ears to have a grea t 
d eal o f fun w ith the co n v en tio n s 
o f fan tasy , and  su ch  obviou s 
en jo y m e n t is in fectiou s. Take the 
im age o f the q u een  from  the 
m ovie First Men on the Moon, add 
th e  m an ic a tm o sp h ere  o f P eter 
S e lle rs ' Fu M an ch u  and y ou 'll 
hav e th e feel o f Druid's Blood -  or 
a fit o f the giggles.
John G ilb e r t

THE BLACK COMPANY

T h e first in a series o f high fan
tasies by G len  C ook , The Black _ 
Company (Tor Books, paperback , 
$3 .9 5 ) d escrib es the latter history  
o f a band o f m ercen aries w ho , like 
th eir co n tem p orary  hu m an equ i
valen ts, will d o an y th in g  for 
m on ey , ev en  if it is evil.

T h ey  are proud to be am on gst 
the last g reat co m p an ies o f w ar
riors bu t, if C roaker, the story tel
ler, is right their doom  is sealed  
and the break-u p  o f this last great 
co m p an y  is g u aran teed . W hat 
th ey  need  is a reason to stay 
tog eth er, in life and d eath , and a 
p ro p h ecy  that assu res the rise of 
g o o d n ess  w ith in  a land w hich has 
been  dogged  by d arkness.

C ook  co m b in es e lem en ts of 
high  fan tasy  rem in scen t of, 
thou gh not equal to, S tep h en  
D o n ald so n 's  w ork w ith th e dark 
h o rro r o f T an ith  Lee -  thou gh 
again  he is certain ly  not h e r  equal.

T h e book  is the first in The Black 
Company Trilogy. A secon d , called 
The Silver Spike, is a lso  available 
from  T or, priced  at $3 .95 .
B ob  R ach in

WINTER
WOLVES
E a r le  W e s t c o t t
P u blish er N e w  E n g l is h  L ib r a r y
C a teg o ry  H o r r o r

A su btle  tale o f terror set in 
S tep h en  K in g 's backyard  of 

M ain e w h ere  w in ter and w olves 
are  the m ost u n settlin g  asp ects of 
d aily  life.

T h e  w olv es in th is novel, 
h o w ev er, ap p ear to be p h an tom s, 
b e n t on  th e po in tless m u rd er and 
m u tilation  o f in n ocen t tow n sfo lk . 
B ut, as W estco tt reveals th e story 
beh in d  th e early settle m en t o f the 
sta te  by hu m an b e in g s and the 
an n u al cu lls o f w olves to protect 
liv estock , it soon  becom es 
ap p aren t that th ese p h an tom s 
w an t m ore than  occasion al 
in n o cen t blood. T h ey  are ou t to 
d estroy  a sp ecific line o f m en and 
w o m en , d escen d an ts o f those 
w h o  killed th eir a n cesto rs , in

SCIENCE FICTION 
& FANTASY

including 2nd hand & imports from lancaster's newest bookshop

THE PAPERBOOK BACK SHOP -a is s s u s s r 
33  NORTH ROAD LANCASTER LAl-INS ENGLAND 

LANCASTER’S ROLE-PLAYING GAME CENTRE
tthtt) more tljan a tout!) of

Lovecraft -  Derleth -  Chetwynd-Hayes -  Grant -  
Masterton -  Herbert -  King -  Lumley -  Campbell -  
Barker- Jeter- Saberhagen -  Yarbro -T u tt le -  

Hutson -  McNally- P tacek- Farris -  Gallagher
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m uch the sam e w ay that the 
Indians w ere purged from  the 
land.

Winter Wolves, for all its grisly  
detail, sh ow s an  area o f horror 
fiction w hich has rarely been  
exploited : that it is n o t ju s t hu m an 
beings w ho are cap ab le  o f 
retribution. T h e  b o ok  is skilfully  
w ritten and qu ick  p aced . It 
contains ev ery th in g  that a h orror 
novel sh ou ld  -  ch ills, action  and 
ad venture -  but is m ore than  ju st 
a straight w ork o f th e  g en re . It 
should  appeal to a m ore general 
read ership  in m uch th e  sam e w ay 
as an o th er N EL w riter, S tep h en  
G allagher.

O h , and by th e  w ay, d o n 't 
bother w on d erin g  if this is yet 
another S tep h en  K ing p en  n am e. 
I'm assu red  that it is not an d , 
anyw ay, th e  sty le isn 't  co n sisten t 
w ith that o f the o th er M ain e 
resident.
Jo h n  G ilb ert

PLAGUE 99

There is n o th in g  quite so  d istu rb
ing, or d ow n rig h t terrify in g, as a 
p lague, esp ecia lly  w h en  it is 
h ighly co n tag io u s, it 's  in L ond on , 
and will spread  arou n d  G reat Bri
tain as easily  as e lectricity .

Jean  U re 's  latest no v el, Plague 
99 (M eth u en , h ard back , £7 .95) 
p oses su ch  a scen ario . It is m ean t 
for teen  co n su m p tion  bu t d oes 
not avoid the tou gh q u estio n s o f 
m orality  and exh ib its im ag es o f 
social co llapse. It is about th ree 
te e n a g e rs -w h ic h  m akes it all the

m ore p o ig n an t -  w h o  h av e to 
ch an g e  th eir  w idely  d ifferin g  life 
p a tte rn s  and  learn  to  su p p o rt each  
o th er. H arriet is used  to 
exp e rien cin g  life to th e full bu t 
th ere  is n o  fun  to be had  in th e 
d eserted  and  in creasin g ly  g ru bby  
stree ts  o f L on d on . Fran  is a fragile 
cre a tu re , too  kind  and g en tle  to 
su rv iv e a lo n e , w h ile  Sh a h id , th e 
final m em b er o f th e  sh ak ey  triu m 
v irate , is u sed  to tak in g  ord ers 
from  h is cu ltu re  an d , m ore im p o r
tan tly , h is fa th er. N o n e are p re
pared  for the social v io len ce  that 
follow s in w hich  the on ly  co n stan t 
is d eath .

Jea n  U re is an  extraord in arily  
g ifted  w riter. Y ou h av e to be to 
co n v ey  su ch  su b je c t m atter to  a 
relatively  y o u n g  au d ien ce  and 
w ith th e d egree  o f sen sitiv ity  and 
co m p assio n  w hich  sh e  m an ag es 
to ev o k e . It is n o t, h o w ev er, a ch il
d ish  bo ok , d esp ite  its a p p earan ce  
in th e M eth u en  T en  C o llection  
and I w ould  recom m en d  you read 
th is d ark  d ram a if on ly  for its 
sh e e r  artifice in bo th  p lot and 
ch aracterisation .
M ark  W e ste rb y

THE FACELESS TAROT

O v ert o ccu ltism  and  fan tasy  hav e 
n e v er proved  a very  ed ib le  m ix for 
m e, as th e  sy m b o ls tend  to get in 
th e  w ay o f th e  story , bu t The Face
less Tarot, by K eith  Se d d o n  and 
Jocely n  A lm on d , is an  u n usual 
and  en co u rag in g  fin d .

Its s tru ctu re  is loo sely  based  
arou n d  a p attern  o f T aro t card s 
startin g , so m e w ould  say , 
stran g ely  w ith  D eath  and a lm o st 
en d in g  w ith Ju d g em en t. All 
b e co m es plain  if you  k n o w  abo u t 
th e T arot and th at th e D eath  card 
m ean s reb irth  or reg en era tio n  
w h ich  is w h at th is b o ok  is abou t.

T h e cen tral ch aracter, E liseu s 
S e b e d e u s, is a m an w h o se  life is 
in flu en ced  by card  read in g s 
g iv en , a p p aren tly , by c h a ra c te rs -  
o r arch ety p es -  from  th e  Tarot 
d eck . It is a q u est for love p erh ap s, 
a telling  o f w h at w ould  h av e h a p 
pen ed  if, in occu lt term s (w hich 
sp an  th e u p p er and  u n d er 
w orld s), o n e  o f th e  lov ers in Romeo 
and Juliet had  su rv ived . But it is 
a lso  an exam in ation  o f th e  p ath  of 
th e T aro t and  the q u est for illu m i
n ation  w h ich  m u st u ltim ately  
p ass bey o n d  d eath , the spiritual 
aby ss, to a n ew  u n d erstan d in g  o f 
ex isten ce .

T h e a u th o rs h an d le  the th em es 
very w ell, w eav in g  in d ark  ta les o f 
a lch em y , n e crom an cy  and m ind 
con tro l to en liv en  th e  p h ilo so p h i
cal d ialogu e. It is a book  for rea d 
ers w h o  are w illing  to th in k  on  the
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sym bolism  as w ell as th e story . 
T h at sym bolism  d oes not get in 
the w ay o f plot but so m e read ers 
in search  o f a m ore usual d iet o f 
h orror or fan tasy  m ay find this 
w ork  tou gh go in g , n o t an  e n jo y 
able d iv ersion . You h av e been  
w arn ed , but I su g g est you  go out 
and taste th is u n u su al bran d  o f 
d ark , a lm o st m ed ieval, fantasy  
im m ed iately .
M ark  W e sterb y

TOADY
M a r k  M o r r is  
P u blish er  P ia t k u s  
F orm at  H B , £ 1 2 .9 5  
C a teg o ry  H o r r o r

A first novel that sh o w s
pro m ise; it 's  a rare ev en t and 

M ark M orris is ab o u t to get a g reat 
deal o f pu blicity  from  his 
p u blish er . . . H e 's  a lread y  been  
com pared  w ith C live B ark er an d , 
su d d en ly , ev ery o n e  has this 
y ou n g  m a n 's  n am e on  th eir 
ton gu es. Is th e ferv o u r ju stified ? 
W ell, le t's  see .

T h e T oad y  o f the title  is a 
p ath etic  sch ool boy , ripe for 
bu lly in g , w h o  h as a w icked  and  
ov eractiv e im ag in ation . H e jo in s  
a g rou p  called  T h e  M o n ster C lu b , 
w h o  m eet in  th e  p lay g ro u n d , o r 
o th er d ep ressin g  lo ca tio n s, and 
d iscu ss m o n sters , real and 
im aginary . T h e y 'v e  n ev er taken  
p art in a sea n ce  o r v isited  a real 
h au n ted  h o u se  bu t, at T o a d y 's  
b e h est, th ey  d o both  and  on  th e 
sam e n igh t.

A v isita tion  occu rs w h ich  is 
sim ilar in sp irit to th e o p en in g  
p assag es o f R am sey  C am p b e ll's  
The Nameless, bu t on ly  o n e  o f th e  
gan g  ad m its to th e  sh ock in g  
p re sen ce . T h e  o th ers  rem ain  
silen t, b u t su re that th ey  
exp erien ced  so m eth in g , and 
T oad y  g ain s a n ew  im aginary  (?) 
friend w h o can  b ecom e a n y o n e  or 
an y th in g  and  w ho m akes its 
h u m an  pal p articip ate  in  so m e 
p retty  d ead ly  g am es.

M y sterio u s v isitors , su d d en  
d eath  and  v isits to  an  im aginary  
w orld  sim ilar to that in K in g  and  
S tra u b 's  The Talisman, p op  ou t o f 
M o rris 's  h at w ith  a larm in g  
frequ en cy . T h at sa id , h o w ev er, 
th is first novel h as a certa in  
im m atu rity  abo u t it. T h e  story  
sh u n ts  a lon g  ra th er th a n  flow s, 
th e  ch aracterisation  is a little  loo se 
and blan d , d ialogu e is stilted  and 
th e b o ok  itse lf is too  lon g . A nd yet 
th ere  is no reason  w h y M ark 
M orris sh ou ld  not b e tter h is initial 
prom ise and becom e a very  fine 
no v elist in d eed .
John G ilb e r t

THE BOOK OF AZRAEL

I hav e n e v er read an y th in g  like it. 
Su b-titled  An Intimate Encounter 
With the Angel o f Death, L eilah 
W en d ell's  n o n -fic tion  book  
(W estg ate  P ress , p ap erback , 
$8 .95) is a v ision o f th e d ark est 
fantasy  m ad e real.

It 's  a love tryst -  if I d are use
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su ch  a d efin itio n  -  b e tw e e n  a 
h u m an  be in g  an d  the d ark  an g el, 
a co m m u n ica tio n  a cro ss th e  astral 
p lan e , a sed u ctiv e  story  w h ich , 
certa in ly  w h ile  you  are read in g  it, 
leav es you w ith little  d ou b t th at it 
is all th e  m acabre tru th . W en d ell's  
idea o f lov e , h o w ev er, m ig h t not 
be w h at y ou  w ou ld  recog n ise . 
T h e  m elan ch o lic  im ag es evoked  
are a t on ce  p assio n ate  (in b o th  
m a jo r se n se s  o f th e w ord ) and 
frig h ten in g , b e ca u se  th at p assion  
is u n co n tro lled . T h ere  is a se n se  
th at th ere  m ig h t be  so m eth in g  
h e re  o v er w h ich  th e  ch a n n eller 
d o es n o t h av e u ltim ate co n tro l.

Read it as fact or fiction  -  
d ep en d in g  o n  y ou r d isp o sitio n  -  
bu t I w ou ld  recom m en d  th at you  
a t least d ip  in to  th is  u n settlin g  
book .
B o b  R ach in

LITTLE HEROES

R ock  h a s  oft b een  d escrib ed  as th e 
D ev il's  m u sic  and  in N orm an  
S p in ra d 's  la test h ard -tech  SF 
b lo ck b u ste r, (G rafton , p ap er
back , £ 6 .9 9 ), old h o rn y  h as m ore 
th an  a h an d  in  the h av oc.

I say  'h a rd -te ch ', b e cau se  
m ach in ery  is m ore im p o rtan t in 
th is fu tu re  th an  th e  h u m an  sp irit 
-  w h ich  h a s  a lso  o ften  been  
reg ard ed  as the fon t o f m u sic. 
H ere w e h av e M u zik  In c w h ich  is 
a fo rw ard -th ru stin g  bu t so u l-less 
co m p an y  th at m ark ets so u n d  like 
fast food . T h e  p eo p le  at M u zik  Inc 
h av e n e v er had  it bad b u t th ey  are 
w orried  by  th e  failu re o f th eir 
la tes t in n o v atio n , ro bo tic  ro ck ers 
called  A P s.

F o rtu n ate ly , a fam o u s h u m an  
rock  g ran n ie , G lorian n a  O 'T o o le , 
is at han d  an d  h as h o p es o f c re a t
in g  a su ccessfu l A P  -  a bit like a 
b ig g er v ersion  o f B ru ce S p rin g s
teen  really . H er p rice? A  su p p ly  o f 
th e  la tes t d e sig n e r d rug. A s you 
can  p ro bab ly  te ll, s h e 's  a bit o f a 
h ip p y  at h eart.

Sp in rad  ca sts  an  u n u su al asp e ct 
o f evil in th is m eltin g  p ot w h ere 
h u m an ity  h a s  n o  im p o rtan ce  ov er 
m u sic  and tech n olog y . T h ere  are 
n o  ov ert v illa in s in th e  book , ju s t 
p eo p le  in flu en ced  by m e ch a n is
tic, in h u m an  p o w ers. Little Heroes 
is bo th  a w arn in g  o f w h at m ay be 
to co m e and  co n d em n atio n  o f the 
p re se n t, a w orth y  p iece  o f  scien ce  
fiction  and  social co m m en t w h ich  
w ill a lso  be  o f in terest to  fan s o f  all 
fan tasy  g en res.
John G ilb e r t

CARNIVAL

A n o th er re lease  from  A m erican  
h o rror p u b lish er Z eb ra , Carnival, 
by W illiam  W  Jo h n sto n e  (Z ebra, 
p ap erback , £ 2 .9 5 ), co m b in es  a 
B rad b u ryesqu e carn ival, as  it v is
its a sm all A m erican  tow n , w ith  
th e  w earin g ly  fam iliar b lo od lu st 
o f a g rou p  o f ca m ie s . T h e  tow n  is 
d elu ged  w ith th e  d ead , its M ay o r 
h as a m ajo r, if u n u su a l, problem  
on h is h a n d s , and  his d au g h ter 
and  w ife  are his on ly  allies .

Jo h n s to n e 's  n ov el is w ell w rit
ten  and d en se ly  p o p u lated  bu t it 
ten d s tow ard s th e  easy  clich e , 
esp ecia lly  w h en  co m p ared  w ith 
th e m agn ificen t likes o f b o o k s like 
B rad b u ry 's  Something Wicked, 
Twilight Eyes from  D ean  R K oo n tz , 
and  film s su ch  as Freaks.

T h at said , h o w ev er, th o u g h  
Carnival m ay n o t be a gran d  stage 
for h orror, it co n ta in s  a n eatly  
p aced , if n o t w h olly  en th u sia stic , 
story .
M ark  W e ste rb y

THE LANGUAGE OF 
THE NIGHT
Essays On

M o st bo ok s co n cern in g  th e  p o li
tics and  tech n iq u es o f fan tasy  
w ritin g  u su ally  take th e  g en re , 
strip  it o f  all au th o r in d iv id u ality , 
and lay d ow n  fairly  sterile  
th eo ries abo u t creatin g  u n iv erse s , 
w ritin g  ou t id eas and g ettin g  form  
o n to  p ap er.

U rsula K L eG u in , h o w ev er, 
u ses in terestin g ly  d iv erse  and  
p erson al essa y s regard ing  th e 
g en re  in h er bo ok , The Language o f  
the Night (T h e W o m e n 's  P ress , 
p ap erback , £5 .95 ). Sh e  takes 
a sp e cts  o f h er qu ite co n sid erab le  
w ork s as a p ro se  w riter and  p o et 
and lin k s th em  w ith a w ide variety  
o f g en re  top ics. L eG u in  h as , for 
in sta n ce , a d ecid ed ly  logical sen se  
o f SF  w orld  creation  -  co sm o log y , 
n o t g en era tio n . R ath er th an  talk 
a b o u t th e w eird  an d  w on d erfu l 
th in g s you can  in v en t and  th e  cre 
a tu res y ou  can  co n stru ct, sh e  
sh o w s th e  valu e o f m u n d an e 
re feren ce  bo ok s on  g eog rap h y , 
e th n o lo g y  and  socio log y  w h en  
crea tin g  th e  bizarre. H er m essag e  
ap p ears to be: try  a t least to be 
realistic w ith you r in v en tio n s .

T h e  sam e is tru e in  h e r  d is
co u rse  ab o u t ch aracters w ith in  
fiction . S h e  qu ick ly  in tro d u ces 
M rs B row n an d  th en  ask s 
w h eth e r w e are  too  w rap p ed  up 
in th e  h u lls o f ou r sp a cesh ip s  to 
create  ord in ary , d ep en d ab le  
ch aracters w ith  w h o m  o u r read ers 
can  id en tify .

A v ast sp ectru m  of an a ly sis , 
criticism  and  in stru ctio n  u n fo ld s 
in 106 p ag es, and  is follow ed  by  
th e  in tro d u ctio n s from  so m e o f 
h er n o v els in clu d in g  The Left Hand 
o f Darkness an d  Planet o f Exiles. T h e  
b o ok  is th e n  cap p ed  w ith  d is
co u rses on  m ore d iv erse  th em es 
su ch  as sexu ality , w ritin g  and  th e  
fu tu re  o f SF . It 's  all h e re , it 's  all 
p erso n a l, and  it 's  all m ore 
in terestin g ly  recou n ted  th an  in a 
h u n d red  h o w -to  b o o k s.
John G ilb e r t

THE SUITING

T h e  w in n e r o f the b est first novel 
categ ory  at the recent Bram  Sto ker 
A w ard s, The Suiting, by K elley 
W ild e (Tor, paperback, $3 .95), 
tells the taw d ry tale o f V ictor 
F ran kl, a m an w h o finds a beau t
iful B lake T ob ey  su it in a transport 
locker and d ecid es to w ear it.

Big m istake.
T h e  su it be longed  to a dead 

g an g ster and begin s to transform  
Frankl from  a eccen tric  w eakling 
w ith p ebble-th ick  g lasses in to  a 
m u sclebou n d  poten tia l m ur
d erer. H e beg in s to take on the 
p erson ality  o f the thu g, w angles 
p rom otion  at w ork by w eaning 
th e  cu rren t m an ag er back on to  
alcoh ol, and  is in ten t on revenge 
ag ain st th e g a n g ster 's  m urd erer.

A t th e start o f the novel, Frankl 
is u n su re  a s  to w hy h e  should 
hav e th e d estru ctiv e im pu lses 
that th e suit sen d s ou t. You m ight 
su sp ect a h ap py en d in g  w h ere he 
sh ru gs off th e evil and o v ercom es 
the su it's  d om in ation . N ot so. 
W ild e sh ow s that, althou gh 
Fran kl has becom e a m eaty giant 
w ith  an en orm ou s -  though 
s t i f le d -s e x  d rive, h e  is still a w eed 
and  in thrall to th e dead g an g s
te r 's  d isem b od ied , d estructive 
ego .

T h e book  m ay prove a little d is
ap p o in tin g  to th o se  read ers w ho 
exp ected  ov ert horror a la Jo h n  
Farris but, I su sp ect, W ilde w ill 
n o t b e  ru sh ed  by an y o n e -  un like 
h is an ti-h ero  -  and , u n less th is is 
a o n e  o ff su ccess , he is in line to 
becom e o n e  o f the m ost ad v en tu r
ou s h orror w riters on e ith er side 
o f th e A tlantic.
John G ilb e rt

THE CORPSE HAD A 
FAMILIAR FACE

N o, n o t a co sy  d etective story , but 
a bu llet-rid d led  investigation  into 
th e  M iam i crim e scene by crim e 
w riter Edna B u ch an an  (Pan, 
p ap erback , £3 .99).

P u litzer Prize w inner B u ch an an  
h as been  a rep orter on ev en ts  co n 
cern in g  u n n atu ral d eath , rape, 
k id n ap  an d  d rugs for m ore than 
sev e n teen  y ears. It 's  a job  for 
w h ich , as th e  book  proves, she 
h as an  ferociou s appetite. Forget 
th e d an g er, sh e 's  there, and sh e 's  
a bu llet-h ard  type o f w om an  w ho 
isn 't  afraid  to pass ju d g em en t on 
w h at sh e has seen .

T h e  book  is rare to th e  exten t 
th at it d oes n o t categ orise  crim i
n als and  police as th em  and  u s. A 
stead ily  rising in terest in real 
crim e stories, the police and the 
w h o le  qu estion  o f  escalating  
crim e is likely to m ake this a pop u 
lar book  if its  natu ral sty le  and 
rapid telling  o f u n sav ou ry  truth 
d oes not.
M ark  W e sterb y



PRO-FILES

NIGHT’S 
DARK 
AGENT
Lawyer by day, writer by night, anthologist 
Douglas E Winter is also one of the most 
renowned horror critics. His controversial short 
fiction has been nominated for awards, his 
fabulous collaborative novel with Charles L  
Grant will undoubtedly see print soon and Prime 
Evil, his first brand-name horror anthology, sees 
paperback publication in October. As FEA R’s 
Philip Nutman soon found out, this is a man with 
big things to say.

I
n th e  f irst p a rt o f  o u r 
in te rv ie w  w ith  critic  
an d  a u th o r  D o u g la s  E 
W in te r , (F E A R  Is su e  
5), w e  d is c u s s e d  h is  
critica l c r ite r ia  an d  
e x a m in e d  h is  fe e lin g s  
c o n c e r n in g  re c e n t  
d e v e lo p m e n ts  in  th e  
g e n r e , sp e c if ica lly  th e  
tren d  h e  te rm s 'a n t i-h o r r o r '.

B u t w h o  is th is  m ild -m a n 
n e red  A m e rica n  w h o s e  s h a rp ly  
fo cu ssed  o b s e r v a tio n s  h a v e  e le 
v ated  th e  le v e l o f  th e  d ia lo g u e  
th a t su rro u n d s  th e  fie ld  a n d  its  
p ra c titio n e rs?  I t 's  a valid  q u e s 
tio n , a n d  o n e  th a t h a s  se v e ra l 
a n sw e rs .

O f W in te r , C liv e  B a rk e r  h a s  
said : 'H is  c r itic ism  a n d  p e r s p e c - '  
tive o n  th e  g e n r e  h a v e  u n d o u b 
ted ly  h e lp e d  s h a p e  o u r  p e r c e p 
tio n s o f  h o rro r . H is  v ie w p o in t  is 
o n e  th e  fie ld  h a s  lo n g  n e e d e d . ' 
O f h is  p a ss io n  fo r th e  
u n sa v o u ry  a n d  less  th o u g h t-  
p ro v o k in g  a s p e c ts  o f  p o p u la r  
cu ltu re , h u m o ro u s  fa n ta sy  
w rite r C ra ig  S h a w  G a rd n e r , 
a u th o r o f  A M alady o f  M agicks, 
h as n o te d , 'h e  h a s  th e  m o st 
in cred ib le  k n o w le d g e  o f 
o b scu re  z o m b ie  m o v ie  m u sic , 
m o re  th a n  a n y o n e  I k n o w .'

O n  o n e  le v e l, th e re  is  W in te r  
th e  S e r io u s  C ritic , an d  o n  th e  
o th e r , th e r e  is  D o u g  W in te r , 
W re s tlin g  F a n  an d  Ita lia n  Z o m 
b ie  A fic io n a d o . T h a t 's  n o t  to  say  
in te llig e n t lite ra ry  cr itic ism  an d  
a p a ss io n  fo r c h e e s y  R o m a n  
z o m b ie  g u t-c ru n c h  flick s  a re  
m u tu a lly  e x c lu s iv e , b u t th e s e  
tw o  s u b je c ts  h ig h lig h t th e  a p p 
a re n t p a ra d o x  o f  o n e  o f  th e  
g e n r e 's  m o st in te re s tin g  
fig u re s .

W h e n  h is  n a m e  is m e n tio n e d  
in  p r in t it is u su a lly  p re fa ce d  
w ith  th e  lin e  'la w y e r  b y  d a y , 
w rite r  b y  n ig h t '.  I t 's  a n  a ccu ra te

d e s c r ip t io n  a s  fa r a s  it g o e s , a s  
h e  w o rk s  fo r  o n e  o f  th e  U S 's  to p  
leg a l f irm s , b a s e d  a t th e ir  
W a s h in g to n  D C  o f f ic e s , a n d  
lo o k s  th e  p a rt. T h is  in  its e lf  is 
n o t  e x c e p tio n a l, b u t  i t 's  th e  
tra n s fo rm a tio n  th a t ta k e s  p la ce  
w h e n  h e  le a v e s  h is  o ff ic e  th a t 
fre q u e n tly  c o n fo u n d s  p e o p le .

O n c e  h e  s te p s  th ro u g h  th e  
d o o r  o f  th e  sp a c io u s  h o u s e  in  
A le x a n d ria , V irg in ia  w h ic h  h e  
s h a re s  w ith  h is  w ife , L y n n e , 
a n d  th e ir  tw o  s o n s , th e  so b e r -  
su ite d  v is io n  o f  a su c c e s s fu l p ro 
fe ss io n a l m a n  is  re p la c e d  b y  th a t 
o f  W in te r  th e  P o p  C u ltu re  C a r 
n iv o re . H e  d o n s  h is  fa v o u rite  
p a ir  o f  fa d e d  je a n s ,  a T -s h ir t  -  
u su a lly  b la ck  -  o f  q u e s t io n a b le  
ta s te , s in g in g  th e  p ra is e s  o f  
s o m e  lit t le -k n o w n  w e ird o  ro ck  
b a n d , a n d  c ra n k s  u p  th e  v o lu m e  
o f  h is  C D  s y s te m  a s  h e  w rite s  a t 
h is  w o rd  p ro c e s s o r .

T h e  m u sica l a c c o m p a n im e n t 
is  lik e ly  to  b e  th e  s tra n g e  G o th ic  
S p a g h e tti  W e s te r n  s tra in s  o f  
T h e  F ie ld s  o f  th e  N e p h ilim , th e  
m u ta te d  rh y th m s  o f  C a n a d ia n  
a r t  te rro r is ts  S k in n y  P u p p y , o r 
m a y b e  th e  lu s h  s o u n d s c a p e s  o f  
g lo o m  m e r c h a n ts  C la n  o f  
X y m o x . Y e t , if  n o  w ritin g  is  
s c h e d u le d , W in te r  h u n c h e s  
o v e r  th e  k e y b o a rd s  o f  h is  
te c h n o lo g ic a lly  in tim id a tin g  
s a m p le  d e s k , c o m p o s in g  
s o u n d tra c k s  fo r  im a g in a ry  Ita 
lia n  h o rro r  m o v ie s .

B u t if  h e  n e e d s  to  re la x , h e  w ill 
b e  fo u n d  in  fro n t  o f  a te le v is io n  
se t , b e e r  in h a n d , a s  h e  
im m e rs e s  h im s e lf  in  th e  sw e a ty  
g ru n ts  a n d  g ro a n s  o f  p r o fe s 
s io n a l w re s tlin g .

'I  d o n 't  s e e  th e  d ic h o to m y  
b e tw e e n  th e  tw o  s id e s  o f  m y  life  
a s  c o n tr a d ic to r y , ' h e  o p in e s  
w ith  a n  a m u s e d  sm ile . 'I 'v e  
a lw a y s  lo v e d  lo w  b u d g e t  
m o v ie s , h a v e  w a tc h e d  w r e s t l

in g  s in c e  I w a s  a ch ild , an d  
a lw a y s  rea d  h o rro r  f ic tio n . Y o u  
h a v e  to  re m e m b e r , I w a s a 
w rite r  a n d  a m u s ic ia n  b e fo re  I 
b e c a m e  a la w y e r , so  th a t  p a rt  o f  
m y  life  h a s  a lw a y s  b e e n  t h e r e . '

OPEN WINDOW
P N : T h e  w o rld  a ro u n d  u s is th e  
h o rr o r , n o t th e  e x te rn a l th re a t. 
D E W : E x a c tly . C liv e  B a rk e r 's  
w o rk  is  a p r im e  e x a m p le , a n d  I 
firs t u se d  th e  te rm  w h e n  
re v ie w in g  The Books o f  B lood  fo r  
The W ashington Post. A  lo t o f 
h is  f ic tio n  d e a ls  w ith  lib e ra t io n , 
o f  p la c in g  im a g e s  b e fo re  y o u  in 
a  m a n n e r  th a t is  in te n d e d  to  lib 
e r a te  y o u  fro m  th e  n o rm a l p e r 
c e p tio n  o f  w h a t  th e  f ic tio n  is 
d o in g . B a rk e r  is c a p a b le  o f  p r e 
s e n t in g  im a g e ry  th a t 's  a t  o n c e  
h o rr ib le  y e t  b e a u tifu l. H e  is  s a y 
in g  'T h is  is  a w in d o w  in s id e  
y o u , a w in d o w  to  th e  w o rld  
a ro u n d  y o u . '

A n ti-h o r ro r  d o e s n 't  a t te m p t 
to  im p o s e  a c lo s e d  w o rld , to  
a t te m p t r e in te g r a t io n ; d o e s  n o t 
re tu rn  th e  r e a d e r  to  th e  w o rld  
th e y  s ta r te d  o u t in  o r  r e a s s u r e  
th e m  th a t th e  w o rld  th e y  a re  in 
c a n  b e  r e tu r n e d  to  n o rm a l, to 
c o n fo rm ity . It is a fic tio n  th a t 's  
s a y in g  'l e t 's  c h a n g e  all th e  ru le s ' 
an d  c o n s e q u e n tly  th e r e  is  a 
m o re  o p e n -e n d e d  re s u lt . I t 's  n o t 
th e  in tr u s io n  th a t 's  th e  h o rr o r , 
it is  w h a t h a s  e x is te d  b e fo re  th e  
in tru s io n , w h a t m a y  w e ll e x is t  
a f te r w a r d s . It is  o u r  liv e s  th a t 
m a k e  th e  h o rro r .
P N : W h o  e ls e  is  w ritin g  in  th is  
m a n n e r?
D E W : P e te r  S tra u b , fo r o n e . 
Koko  is a m o n u m e n t to  a n t i-h o r 
ro r. M a n y  o f  th e  s to r ie s  in  Prim e 
Evil. M  Jo h n  H a r r is o n 's  The 
G reat G od Pan  is  a g o o d  e x a m p le , 
th o u g h  th e  b e s t  o n e  is  d e fin ite ly  
Ja c k  C a d y 's  By Reason o f  D ark
ness. If th e  r e a d e r  d o e s  n o t  r e c 
o g n is e  in  th e  fin a l l in e s  o f  th e  
s to ry  it is  a s to ry  a b o u t  th e  
a c c e p ta n c e  o f  d a r k n e s s  a n d  
r e je c t io n  o f  th e  b r ig h t w h ite  
l ig h ts  o f  th e  w o rld , th e n  th e y 'v e  
m is se d  th e  p o in t e n tir e ly . '
P N : S o  w h a t w e 'r e  ta lk in g  a b o u t  
is fic tio n  w h e r e  th e  in tru s io n  o f  
th e  irra tio n a l c a n  b e c o m e  a p r o 
c e s s  o f  re d e m p tio n  ra th e r  th a n  
a th re a t.
D E W : R ig h t. W e  a re  th e  th re a t. 
T h a t 's  th e  b o tto m  lin e  o f  th e  
b e s t  f ic tio n , b e  it h o rr o r  o r  w h a t
e v e r  y o u  w a n t  to  ca ll it, th e  
fic tio n  th a t  re a lly  to u c h e s  o u r  
e m o tio n s . F ic tio n  th a t  tu rn s  
b a c k  o n  u s  lik e  a d a rk  an d  
im p e rfe c t  m irro r .

I u s e d  th e  te rm  in re la tio n  to 
The Books o f  B lood  b e c a u s e  th a t 
se e m e d  p re c is e ly  to  b e  th e  p e r 
sp e c tiv e  C liv e  w a s  a d o p tin g . 
T h e  in tru s io n  o f  c h a o s  w a s  n o t 
m o u n te d  in  h is  s to r ie s  a s  a s tra w  
m a n  th e  r e a d e r  w o u ld  s e e  p u t

b a c k  in  its  p la ce . In s te a d , c h a o s  
w a s b r o u g h t  o n  to  sh o w  its  p o s 
s ib ilitie s .

A SPECTS OF 
HORROR
P N : W h a t a b o u t Splatter: A  
C autionary Tale, y o u r  s h o r t  s to ry  
th a t w a s  n o m in a te d  fo r a  W o rld  
F a n ta sy  A w a rd ?  T h a t  s e e m s  to  
m e  to  q u a lify  a s  a n  e x a m p le  o f 
a n ti-h o rro r .
D E W : T o  e m p h a s is e  m y  p o in t, 
g o o d  fic tio n  o f  th is  k in d  is  n o t 
ju s t  a b o u t c h a ra c te rs  w h o  tr a n s 
fo rm , it tra n s fo rm s  th e  r e a d e rs , 
w h o  s e e  so m e th in g  a b o u t  th e m 
se lv e s  th e y  d id n 't  b e fo re . T h a t 
w a s  m y  in te n tio n  w ith  Splatter, 
to  a t te m p t to  s te p  b a ck  fro m  th e  
c o n v e n tio n a l h o rr o r  s to ry  b o th  
in  te rm s o f  s tru c tu re  a n d  th e m e , 
w ritin g  a s to ry  a b o u t h o rr o r  th a t 
a t th e  sa m e  tim e  w a s  a ro a d  m a p  
o f a n ti-h o rro r .
P N : W h a t a b o u t  Prim e E vil? T h a t  
s tru ck  m e a s  a t te m p tin g  to  
e x p lo re  o th e r  a s p e c ts  o f  th e  
g e n re
D E W : Y o u 'r e  r ig h t. A lth o u g h  I 
w a s d e lig h te d  w h e n  o n e  critic  
d e scr ib e d  it a s  't h e  fir s t  p o s t 
m o d e rn  h o rr o r  c o lle c t io n '. T h e  
s to r ie s  a re  m o re  o fte n  th a n  n o t 
se lf -c o n s c io u s , n o t  in  a n  a rty  
s e n s e , a lth o u g h  th e r e 's  c e r 
ta in ly  a le v e l o f  a r t  in  th e  b o o k , 
b u t in  th e  s e n s e  o f  w r ite rs  w h o  
h a v e  b e e n  id e n tif ie d  w ith  h o r 
ro r  w ritin g  n o t  ju s t  a b o u t  h o rr o r  
b u t a b o u t  h o rr o r  fic tio n  itse lf . 
S te p h e n  K in g 's  s to r y  The N ight 
Flyer  is  s e lf -c o n s c io u s  to  th e  
p o in t w h e r e b y  h e  id e n tif ie s  
h im s e lf  in  h is  o w n  s to r y . T h e r e  
a re  se v e ra l o th e r  s to r ie s  in  th e  
b o o k  wrh ic h  in te n t io n a lly  p lay  
o f f  o th e r  c la s s ic  h o rr o r  ta le s , 
fro m  M ik e  H a r r is o n 's  The Great 
G od Pan , D a v id  M o r r e ll 's  O range 
is For A nguish, Blue fo r  Insanity  
w h ich  is  a n  in te r e s tin g  b o o k e n d  
to  H  P  L o v e c r a ft 's  The C olour Out 
o f  Space, to  Ja c k  C a d y 's  w h ich  
c le a r ly  d ra w s  o n  C o n r a d 's  H eart 
o f  D arkness. A n d  se v e ra l o th e r  
ta le s  a re  e ith e r  a b o u t w rite rs  o r 
w ritin g .

TH E BA PT IST
P N : If  y o u  d e fin e  'h o r r o r ' fic tio n  
a s  a n y  k in d  o f  fic tio n  th a t p ro b e s  
th e  d a rk  s id e , th e n  o th e r  w rite rs  
w o rk in g  in  o th e r  g e n r e s  a re  
s u re ly  e x p lo r in g  s im ila r  
th e m e s .
D E W : H a rd -b o ile d  a u th o r  Jim  
T h o m p s o n  c e r ta in ly  d id ; th a t 's  
w h a t  h is  f ic tio n  is a b o u t  an d  it 
im m e d ia te ly  s p r in g s  to  m in d .

I d o n 't ,  h o w e v e r , w a n t to 
s u g g e s t  a n ti-h o r ro r  is a n y th in g  
n e w , th a t  it is  th e  'n e w  w a v e ' 
b u t it is  m o re  im p o rta n t  n o w  
d u e  to  th e  t r e m e n d o u s  v o lu m e  
o f  tra d itio n a l h o rr o r  fic tio n  o u t 
th e r e . T h a t  c o n c e r n s  m e  an d  
d is m a y s  m e . S o m e  o f th e  m o st
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p o p u la r  fic tio n  o f  o u r  t im e  is  
n o th in g  m o re  th a n  a n  a lm o st 
s to d g y  re c re a t io n  o f  o th e r  p o p u 
lar h o rr o r  f ic tio n . A n ti-h o r ro r  is 
b r e a th in g  n e w  life  in to  a n  a rea  
th a t 's  b e c o m in g  le s s  e x c it in g  
th a n  it s h o u ld . S p la t te r p u n k , 
fo r  e x a m p le , is  o d d ly  c o n s e r v a 
tiv e , n o t in  te rm s  o f  g ra p h ic  se x  
a n d  v io le n c e  b u t  in  its  m e s s a g e
-  o r d e r  c a n  a n d  w ill b e  re s to re d
-  th o u g h  in  th is  c a s e  v ia  m o re  
v io le n t  m e a n s  th a n  b e fo re .
P N : A lth o u g h  y o u r  o w n  fic tio n  
c o m p r is e s  a sm a ll b o d y  o f  w o rk  
at th is  p o in t, i t 's  c le a r  th ro u g h  
th e  d iv e rs ity  o f  s ty le s  a n d  s u b 
je c ts  th a t  y o u 'v e  e m p lo y e d  an d  
d e a lt  w ith  th a t y o u 'r e  n o t 
in te re s te d  in  ju s t  o n e  a re a . M as
ques;, fo r  e x a m p le , is  c le a rly  a 
S te p h e n  K in g  ty p e  ta le , o n  o n e  
h a n d , a n d  Splatter  d is p la y s  th e  
in f lu e n c e  o f  J G  B a lla rd  o n  y o u r  
id e a s .
D E W : Y o u 'r e  r ig h t o n  b o th  
c o u n ts . W ith  m y  fic tio n  1 w a n t 
to  try  s o m e th in g  d if fe re n t  e a c h  
tim e . I try  to  a p p r o a c h  e a c h  
s to ry , e a c h  n o v e l, fro m  a fre sh  
p e r s p e c t iv e . T h o u g h  m y  c a re e r  
a s  a n  a tto rn e y  re v o lv e s  a ro u n d  
d e fin in g  th in g s , la b e llin g  
th in g s , T a ctu a lly  fin d  d e fin it io n  
a b h o r r e n t, te rr ib ly  lim itin g .

I d o n 't  g e t  to  w rite  f ic tio n  v e ry  
o fte n  s o , w h e n  y o u r  o u tp u t  is 
o n ly  tw o  s to r ie s  a  y e a r , 1 s im p ly  
e n jo y  s it t in g  d o w n  w ith  th e  
d e s ire  to  ta k e  a fre sh  a p p r o a c h  
to  th e  s to ry , n o t  ju s t  to w a rd s  th e  
s u b je c t  b u t a lso  to  th e  fo rm ; th e  
n o tio n  o f  s tru c tu re  h a s  a lw a y s  
in te re s te d  m e , a s  h a s  p a s t ic h e . 
T h a t 's  v e ry  m u ch  p r e s e n t  in 
M asques. I 'd  ju s t  f in ish e d  w rit 
in g  The Art o f  D arkness  w h e n  I 
p e n n e d  th a t s to r y . It w a s  c o n 
sc io u s ly  d e s ig n e d  a s  a K in g  p a s 
tic h e .
P N : H o w  m u ch  d o  y o u  fee l y o u r  
S o u th e r n  B a p tis t  u p b r in g in g  
h a s  in f lu e n c e d  y o u r  a p p r o a c h  to  
f ic tio n ?
D E W : M y  m o th e r  e n c o u ra g e d  
m y  in te re s t  in  l ite ra tu re  a t a n  
e a r ly  a g e , w h ile  m y  m a te rn a l 
g ra n d fa th e r  h a d  a d e fin ite  e ffe c t  
o n  m y  u n d e r s ta n d in g  o f  
s to ry te llin g . H e  w a s  q u ite  a  te l
le r  o f  ta le s . H e  w a s  th e  so rt  o f  
m a n  w h o  w o u ld  in v e n t  a w o n 
d e rfu l fa b le  to  e x p la in  s o m e 
th in g  te rr ib le  th a t h a p p e n e d . 
W h e n  o n e  o f  o u r  k itte n s  d ie d  h e  
e x p la in e d  h o w  a h a w k  h a d  
flo w n  d o w n  a n d  p lu ck e d  it 
a w a y , a s  if  th a t to  a ch ild  w a s  
m o re  s o o th in g  th a n  th e  fa c t  a 
k itte n  h a d  d ie d  o f  d is te m p e r . 
H is  ta le s  p re s e n te d  m e w ith  th e  
n o tio n  th a t s to r ie s  co u ld  h a v e  
a n o th e r  m e a n in g . B u t o v e ra ll, 
m y  re lig io u s  u p b rin g in g  d id  
g iv e  m e  a w id e r  v ie w  o f  s to r y te l
lin g .

T h e  S o u th e r n  B a p tis t  v iew  is 
e x tre m e ly  c o n s e r v a tiv e , 
e x tre m e ly  s in  o r ie n te d  an d  
e x tre m e ly  a p o c a ly p tic , d ra w in g  
a p ic tu re  o f  th e  w o rld  a s  full o f 
d a m n a tio n  an d  re d e m p tio n , th e  
b ib lica l s to r ie s  p re s e n t in g  a fa n 
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ta s tic  a n d  a t t im e s  in c re d ib ly  
v io le n t  w o rld . I c le a rly  reca ll th e  
h y m n s  a s k in g  w e  b e  w a s h e d  a s  
w h ite  a s  s n o w , a n d  th e  c o n s ta n t  
im a g e ry  o f  b lo o d  th a t s e e m e d  a s  
o m n ip r e s e n t  in  th a t re lig io n  a s  
in  a C a th o lic  o n e .

REVELA TIO N S
P N : T h e r e  is  a n  a p o c a ly p tic  e le 
m e n t  to  a n t i-h o r r o r  o n  a n  in te r 
p e r so n a l le v e l, w ith  c h a ra c te rs  
a c h ie v in g  s o m e  fo rm  o f  r e d e 
m p tio n  th ro u g h  th e ir  t r a n s fo r 
m a tio n  o r  d e s tr u c t io n . T h o s e  
th e m e s  a re  p r e s e n t  in  th e  S o u th 
e rn  B a p tis t  v ie w  o f  life , a r e n 't  
th e y ?
D E W : Y e s . V e ry  m u ch  so .
P N : A n d , fro m  w h a t I u n d e r 
s ta n d , th e y  a re  a ls o  p re s e n t  in  
From  Parts U nknow n, th e  n o v e l 
y o u  r e c e n tly  w ro te  w ith  C h a r le s  
L  G ra n t.
D E W : From  P arts U nknow n  is  th e  
w o r ld 's  first w r e s t lin g  h o rr o r  
n o v e l [ la u g h s] a n d  is  a re te llin g  
o f  C o n r a d 's  H eart o f  D arkness  a s  
a b u s  rid e  d o w n  th e  N e w  Je rs e y  
tu rn p ik e . It a s k s  th e  q u e s t io n : 
w h a t if  Jo s e p h  C o n ra d  w e re  
a liv e  to d a y , w a s  a p ro fe ss io n a l 
w re s t lin g  fa n  a n d  d e c id e d  to  
m e rg e  The H eart o f  D arkness  w ith  
The Book o f  R evelation?  I t 's  a m u l
tip le  v ie w p o in t  n a r ra t iv e  th a t 
fo llo w s  a  c h a ra c te r  ca lle d  Ja k e  
C a r p e n te r  fro m  th e  h e ig h ts  o f  
p ro fe s s io n a l w re s t lin g  o n  to  th e  
c irc u s  s id e s h o w  c o m p o s e d  o f  
w re s t lin g  o d d it ie s  s e n t  d o w n  
th e  h ig h w a y  to  H e ll, in  th is  c a s e  
th e  N e w  Je r s e y  tu rn p ik e .

T h e  c o n c e p t  o f  th e  b o o k  is  a 
re a lis t ic  fa n ta s y  n o v e l . T h e  ty p i
ca l w o rk s  in  th a t a re a  -  The Talis
m an, The Stand, S te p h e n  
D o n a ld s o n 's  T h o m a s  C o v e n a n t  
b o o k s  -  in v o lv e  s e n d in g  p e o p le  
fro m  th e  re a l w o rld  o v e r  in to  
a n o th e r  w h ic h  p a ra lle ls  o u r  
o w n , a n d  th e y  m o v e  a c ro s s  th a  t 
la n d s c a p e  e x p e r ie n c in g  fa n ta s 
tic  th in g s . W e  w a n te d  to  a p p ly  
th e  im a g e ry  o f  fa n ta sy  to  th e  
rea l w o rld  a n d , in  e s s e n c e , From  
Parts U nknow n  is  a re a lis t ic  
n o v e l. In  th e  ty p ica l T o lk e in e s -  
q u e  s to r y , y o u  h a v e  a m u lti
rac ia l b a n d  o f  a d v e n tu r e r s  -  
e lv e s , d w a r v e s , g ia n ts  -  a n d  in 
p ro fe s s io n a l w re s t lin g  all th o s e  
e x is t . M o s t  w re s t le rs  a re  la rg e r  
th a n  life , b u t th e r e  a re  a ls o  tru e  
g ia n ts . A ll th a t  e x is ts  in  o u r  rea l 
w o rld . In s te a d  o f  fa n ta stica l 
fo re s ts  w e  h a v e  th e  tu rn p ik e , 
in s te a d  o f  th e  'm a g ic a l c a s t le ' 
w e  h a v e  a s h o p p in g  m all w h e r e  
th e  th r o n e  ro o m  o f  th e  a n c ie n t  
a n d  m u c h -r e v e re d  k in g  is  an  
E lv is  P re s le y  m u s e u m . A n d  th e  
sy m b o ls  o f  p o w e r  o u r  c h a r a c 
te rs  u s e  a re  n o t  m a g ic  r in g s  o r  
s w o rd s , th e y  a re  B u d w e is e r  
b e e r  a n d  o th e r  ite m s  o f  b lu e  c o l
la r life .

D o u g la s  E  W in t e r  is  o n e  o f  th e  
p a n e l o f  ju d g e s  in  th e  P r im e  
E v il  F E A R  c o m p e t it io n . S e e  
th is  is s u e  fo r  d e ta i ls  o r  v is i t  a n y  
g o o d  b o o k  s to r e  fo r  a co p y .

P R IM E  EVIL
SHORT STORY 
COMPETITION

T O  C E L E B R A T E  th e  p a p e r b a c k  la u n ch  o f  P r im e  E v il ,  o n e  o f
th is  y e a r ’s m o st im p re ss iv e  h o rr o r  a n th o lo g ie s , F E A R  an d  the 
p u b lish e rs  C o r g i  h av e  jo in e d  fo rc e s  fo r  a u n iq u e  c o m p e titio n  -  
to  fin d  th e  s to r y te ll in g  ta le n t fo r  th e  1 9 9 0 s .

T H E  P R I Z E S
E a c h  o f  th e  th re e  w in n e rs  w ill re c e iv e  a su p e rb  s ig n ed  lim ite d  e d i
tio n  co p y  o f  P r im e  E v il ,  th e  a n th o lo g y  th a t b r in g s  to g e th e r  th e  
m o st rev e red  n a m e s in  h o rr o r  f ic t io n , in c lu d in g : S te p h e n  K in g , 
C liv e  B a r k e r , P e te r  S t r a u b , T h o m a s  T e s s ie r ,  D a v id  M o rre ll , 
J a c k  C a d y , D e n n is  E tc h is o n , M  Jo h n  H a r r is o n , W h itle y  
S t r ie b e r , T h o m a s  L ig o t t i ,  P a u l H a z e l, C h a rle s  L  G ra n t and R a m 
sey  C a m p b e ll .

T h e  P r im e  E v il  lim ite d  e d itio n  is p rin te d  on  th ic k , a c id -fre e  
p a p e r , b o u n d  in  le a th e r  an d  s to re d  in  a p re se n ta tio n  ca se . E a ch  
sto ry  is i llu s tra te d  in  fu ll c o lo u r  b y  T h o m a s  C a n ty . E a c h  b o o k  is 
w o rth  sev e ra l h u n d re d  d o lla rs . T h e r e  are  o n ly  2 5 0  co p ie s  in  e x is 
te n c e  an d  e a ch  h as b e e n  sig n ed  b y  all o f  th e  a u th o rs !

A N Y  Q U E S T IO N S ?
Where can I enter?
Sim ple. T h e  entry form  is below. Ju st fill it in , staple it to your entry and 
send it to the address supplied. Alternatively, each copy o f Prime Evil 
contains inform ation about the com petition and most bookshops have 
promotional leaflets. W e are also holding an official launch o f the com pet
ition on Friday, O ctober 8 at the B ritish  Fantasy Convention. W e hope 
you can attend.
What sort of stories are you looking for?
Anything, as long as it’s horror and gives the panel o f  judges a chill. W e 
suggest you take a read o f Prime Evil, but there’s no reason why you 
shouldn’t be as outrageous as you wish. J  ust rem em ber that, i f  selected, 
your story will be published next year in FEA R . From  subtle super
natural horror to the wildest o f  Splatterpunk . . . W e don’t mind: the 
choice is yours.
How should I submit my manuscript?
All entries should be under 1 ,500 w ords, typed with double line spacing 
on single sided A4 paper. W e can only consider one entry per person. 
M ake sure that you have a copy o f  your entry as we will be unable to 
return your subm issions. T h e  com petition is open to any individual other 
than employees o f Transw orld Publishers L td  or Newsfield, or their rela
tives.
When is the deadline?
N o stories should be subm itted after 31 D ecem ber 1989 and no corres
pondence can be entered into regarding individual subm issions.

T H E  P A N E L  O F  J U D G E S
D o u g la s  E  W in t e r .  E d ito r  o f  P r im e  E v il . D o u g la s  h as also  p u b 
lish e d  sev e ra l w o rk s  o f  n o n -f ic tio n  in c lu d in g  F a c e s  o f  F e a r  and  a 
S te p h e n  K in g  b io g ra p h y . H e  h as  a lso  ju s t  co m p le te d  w ork  o n  a 
n o v e l w ith  C h a rle s  L  G ra n t.
C o lin  M u r r a y . S e n io r  E d ito r  o f  C o rg i B o o k s .
J o h n  G i lb e r t .  M a n a g in g  E d ito r  o f  F E A R .

T H E  J U D G E S ’ D E C I S I O N  IS  F I N A L  an d  w ill b e  a n n o u n ce d  
in  th e  n ew s p ag es o f  F E A R  e a rly  n e x t y ear.

P R I M E  E V I L  C O M P E T I T I O N

H e r e  is  m y  e n tr y  f o r  th e  P r im e  E v il  C o m p e t i t io n :

M Y  N A M E  I S  ..............................................: .....................................................

M Y  A D D R E S S  I S  ..............................................................................................

................................................. P O S T  C O D E  .....................................................

M Y  T E L E P H O N E  N U M B E R  ..........................................................

M Y  S T O R Y  I S  E N T I T L E D  ..............................................................

S E N D  T O :  P R I M E  E V I L  C O M P E T I T I O N ,  P O  B O X  1 0 , 
L U D L O W , S H R O P S H I R E ,  S Y 8  1 D B .



C
liv e  B a rk e r 's  
N ight breed  
m o v e s  in  y e t  
a n o th e r  
g ro u n d -b re a k 
in g  d ire c tio n  
w ith  th e  a d d i
tio n  o f  a w a rd 
w in n in g  a r tis t  
R a lp h

M cQ u a rrie  to  th e  a lre a d y  
talen ted  p ro d u ctio n  te a m .

M c Q u a rr ie , w h o  o r ig in a lly  
cla im ed  h is  film  fa m e  w ith  th e  
sp e cta cu la r c o n c e p t  d ra w in g s  
for th e  Star W ars tr ilo g y , h a s  
b e en  b ro u g h t in  to  p ro d u c e  m a t
tes fo r th e  N e c ro p o lis  s c e n e s , 
and n e w  cre a tu re  d e s ig n s  a n d  a 
large m u ra l fo r th e  f ilm 's  top  
secret o p e n in g  se q u e n c e .

T o  d a te , h is  w o rk  h a s  m a in ly  
invo lv ed  s le e k , s tra ig h t- lin e d , • 
h ig h -tech  m a c h in e s  b u t in

Nightbreed  th a t s ty le  is  re p la ce d  
by o fte n  b a ro q u e  cu rv e s . B a rk e r  
ask s w h e th e r , o n  N ightbreed, 
M cQ u a rr ie  m is s e s  th e  s tra ig h t 
line.

'N o , n o t  a t all. I w a s 
a p p re h e n s iv e . 1 th o u g h t , 'W h a t  
hav e I g o t to  c o n tr ib u te  to  th is , 
b e ca u se  th a t 's  n o t m e? B u t, a s  I 
get in to  it, m y  fe e lin g s  a re  th a t 
I'm  g e ttin g  c lo s e r  to  b e in g  th e  
N ightbreed  a r t is t . I a m  a b o u t  to  
b e co m e th e  N ightbreed  a rtis t. 
T h e  se t  is  c o m p le te d , th e  w all is 
av a ilab le  to  w o rk  o n  fo r th is  
m u ral an d  I'm  b e g in n in g  to  fee l 
v ery  in te re s te d  in  i t . '

B ark er th e n  e x p la in s , in  
d eta il, w h a t th e  a r tis t  is  a b o u t to  
a cco m p lish .

'R a lp h  h a s  d e s ig n e d  th e  h is 

to ry  o f  th e  B re e d  in  sy m b o lic  
fo rm , p a in te d  o n  a n  e n o r m o u s  
m u ra l. S o  h e 's  n o t  ju s t  th e  a r t is t , 
h e 's  a c tu a lly  n o w  th e  c h ro n ic le r  
o f  th e  B r e e d 's  h is to ry , sp r in g in g  
a s  th e y  d o  fro m  th e  s a m e  se e d  
a s  w e  n a tu ra ls  -  th e  n a tu ra ls  
b e in g  th e  p e o p le  w h o  lik e  th e  
S u n  a n d  th e  B re e d  b e in g  th e  
p e o p le  w h o  ra th e r  p re fe r  th e  
M o o n . R a lp h  is  n o w  la y in g  o u t 
th e  w h o le  h is to ry ; th e  b a c k  
s to r y , th e  w a rs  . . . '

SCORPIONS,
M O STLY
T h e  m u ra l s p a n s  a s ix ty -fo o t 
s p a c e  a t P in e  w o o d  b u t , a s  
M c Q u a rr ie  a d m its , its  n o t  su ch  
a h u g e  a rea  o n c e  y o u  th in k  
a b o u t  th e  m a te r ia l th a t  h a s  g o t 
to  b e  in c lu d e d . 'I t 's  a lo t  o f  
s p a c e , b u t p a rt o f  it is ta k e n  u p  
w ith  o th e r  th in g s  th a t n e e d  to  b e  
th e r e  . . . '

'S c o r p io n s , m o s t ly , ' B a rk e r  
q u ip s  . . .

'  . . . Y o u  m ig h t sa y  w e 'r e  
g o in g  to  g e t  th e  a tm o s p h e r e  o r  
th e  s p ir it  o f  i t . '

M c Q u a rr ie  fe e ls  it is  im p o r
ta n t  to  g ra s p  a f ilm 's  b a c k 
g ro u n d  m y th o lo g y  w h ile  w o rk 
in g  a n d  th e  w o rld  o f  N ightbreed  
is a lre a d y  a c a n v a s  to  w h ic h  h e  
c a n  a d d  h is  o w n .

'A t  le a s t  i t 's  im p o rta n t  fo r  m e 
to  fee l th a t e a c h  th in g  I p u t u p  
th e re  is  d o n e  in  a c e r ta in  sp ir it . 
T h e  m u ra l is  a c h ro n ic le , a k in d  
o f  ca ta lo g u e  o f  th e s e  c re a tu re s  
an d  th e s e  n o rm a ls  w h o  a re  in  
th e  p r o c e s s  o f  b e c o m in g  th e  
B r e e d .'

A lth o u g h  th is  m y th o lo g y  is 
im p o rta n t  to  th e  a r t is t , M c Q u a r
rie  w a s  p u lled  in to  th e  m o v ie  at 
su ch  s h o r t  n o tic e  th a t  h e  d id  n o t 
h a v e  th e  t im e  to  re a d  C abal fo r 
m o re  so u rc e  m a te r ia l. H e  d o e s  
n o t , h o w e v e r , re g a rd  th e  m in o r  
o m is s io n  a s  a p ro b le m .

'T h e  film  h a s  b e c o m e  th e

Star Wars concept artist Ralph McQuarrie has 
leapt on board the good ship Nightbreed to bring 
the mammoth monster movie some new 
monsters, a host of imaginative mattes and an 
expansion of the mythology. Clive Barker talks to 
this living legend, while John Gilbert listens in.

u p  F o x  sa id  w a s  th a t  th e y  
w a n te d  to  p u t  o u t  a tra ile r 
w h ich  w a s  b a s ic a lly  T h e  M y th  
tra ile r . P u t o u t  a lo n g  tra ile r , 
in tro d u c e  th e  m u ra l c h a m b e r , 
u s e  s tu ff  fro m  th e  p ic tu re  to  p re 
se n t th e  fa ct th a t  th is  m o v ie  w a s 
g o in g  to  ta k e  th e  a u d ie n c e  -  if 
y o u  th in k  o f  Star W ars a s  b e in g  a 
trip  in to  s p a c e  -  th is  is  a trip  in to  
th e  e a r th  to  m e e t  th e  d e a d  s tu ff  
an d  th e  a lm o st  d e a d  s tu ff , an d  
th e  s tu ff  w h ich  w is h e s  it co u ld  
b e d e a d  b u t c a n 't q u i te  b e d e a d ; 
th e  B re e d , in  o th e r  w o rd s .

'I  th in k  w h a t  R a lp h  h a s  b e e n  
a b le  to  le n d  to  th e  p r o je c t  is  a 
s e n s e  o f  th a t m y th o lo g y ,' s a y s  
B a rk e r .

N ig h tb r e e d  h a s  ju s t  c o m p le te d  
f i lm in g  a t  P in e w o o d  S tu d io s . I t  
w ill  b e  re le a s e d  in  th e  S ta te s  in  
F e b r u a ry  a n d  in  th e  U K  a fe w  
m o n th s  la te r .

w ith  th e  e x c e p tio n  o f  th e  b its  
th a t  h a v e  to  b e  m a tte  p a in te d . It 
w o rk s  v e ry  w e l l . '

B a rk e r  h a s  th e  fin a l w o rd  
a b o u t  w h a t M c Q u a r r ie 's  a rt w ill 
b r in g  to  th e  film  a s  a w ell p a ck 
a g e d  p ro d u c t , ra th e r  th a n  a 
c re a tiv e  fo rm . 'F o x  sa w  th e  p ic 
tu re  a t  th e  w e e k e n d  a n d  w h a t 
th e y  ta lk e d  a b o u t  w a s  th e  
m y th o lo g y . T h e y  s e e  it a s  a 
v e ry , v e ry  d a rk  Star W ars, an d  
w h a t Jo e  R o th , w h o 's  h e a d in g

th in g , a n d  th e  film  w a s  p re tty  
w ell d o n e  w h e n  I g o t h e re . I sa w  
th e  film  ju s t  a w e e k  o r  so  a g o  
a n d  I lo v e d  it. I th o u g h t  it w a s  
fa b u lo u s . It w a s  a lm o s t  lik e  a 
f in is h e d  film . It w o rk s  a s  it is  -
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^ ^ P RO-FILEsJ

MURDER 
MOST FOUL
You only have to look in your high street video 
store to discover that, from Freddy and Jason to 
Michael Myers, tales of multiple murder are sure 
fire crowd pullers. But what happens when 
fantasy trips into real life? Where do film and 
video producers draw the line? And how can 
distributors hope to ‘market’ representations of 
human tragedy sensitively, when their eyes are 
on the box-office and rental returns?

A new video out this month, The Case of the 
Hillside Stranglers, prompts just such questions. 
In a disturbing interview with Bob Grogan -  the 
hard-boiled, ex Los Angeles Police Department 
detective who investigated the original case -  
John Gilbert discovers that, in reliving such 
horrific factual events, the line between social 
responsibility and morbid fascination is a very 
fine one.

ic t io n a l m a ss  
m u rd e re r s  o n  
film  a n d  te le v is 
io n  a re  o fte n  
g iv e n  u n u s u a l 
o r  e x o tic  tra its  to  
g ra b  th e  v ie 
w e r 's  in te re s t . 
T h e y  m a y  u s e  
in c r e d ib ly  v ic 

io u s  m e th o d s  o f  d is p a tc h , th e y  
m a y  b o a s t  te rr ib le  d is fig u r e 
m e n ts  b u t , a c c o rd in g  e x  L A P D  
d e te c t iv e , B o b  G ro g a n , th o u g h  
re a l life  k ille rs  m a y  h a v e  n o  c o n 
sc ie n c e , th e y 'r e  m o re  th a n  lik e ly  
to  lo o k  a s  n o rm a l a s  y o u  o r  m e .

G ro g a n  re c e n tly  v is ite d  B r i
ta in  to  p ro m o te  th e  C a s tle  P ic 
tu re s ' m o v ie  a d a p ta t io n  o f  h is  
m o st  n o to r io u s  in v e s tig a t io n , 
The C ase o f  the H illside Stranglers. 
T h e  film  is  b a s e d  o n  a tru e  life  
se r ie s  o f  ten  b ru ta l rape/m ur- 
d e rs  w h ich  to o k  p la ce  in  C a lifo r 
n ia  d u rin g  fiv e  m o n th s  b e tw e e n  
19 7 7  a n d  197 8 . L o ca l 
b u s in e s s m a n  A n g e lo  B u o n o  
a n d  h is  y o u n g e r  c o u s in  K e n 
n e th  B ia n ch i p o se d  a s  p o lic e 
m e n  a n d  k id n a p p e d  w o m e n  in  
o rd e r  to  to r tu re  a n d  ra p e  th e m , 
b e fo re  d u m p in g  th e ir  b o d ie s  o n  
g ro u n d  k n o w n  a s  H ills id e  in  th e  
d o w n to w n  a re a  o f  L o s A n g e le s .

T h is  c a s e  w a s  o n e  o f  th e  m o s t

tra u m a tic  fo r  G ro g a n  a n d  th e  
P o lic e  D e p a r tm e n t, n o t  le a s t  
b e c a u s e  o f  th e  p u b lic  a n x ie ty  
a n d  p o litic a l p re s s u r e  fro m  h is  
b o s s e s .

'T h e r e  w a s  a tre m e n d o u s  
a m o u n t  o f  p re s s u r e , b e c a u s e  
th e  c ity  w a s  in  a p e r io d  o f  fra n tic  
fe a r  fo r  a lo n g  p e r io d  o f  t im e , 
m a in ly  b e c a u s e  o f  th e  e x h ib itio n  
o f  th e  n u d e  b o d ie s  o n  th e  H ill
s id e . T h e  n e w s  m e d ia  w e re  o n  it 
e v e r y  d a y . T e le v is io n  e v e ry

"The news media 
were on it every 
day. Television 

every night. And it 
was constant"

n ig h t. A n d  it w a s  c o n s ta n t . It 
d id  c re a te  a lo t  o f  p re s s u r e  fo r 
th e  d e te c t iv e s  w h o  w o rk e d  o n  
th e  c a s e , b u t  th a t k in d  o f  p r e s 
su re  c o m e s  fro m  a b o v e . T h e  
b r a s s  re a c t  to  m e d ia  p re s s u r e , 
th e  d e te c t iv e  d o e s n 't  c a re , h e  
d o e s  h is  jo b . T h e n  w h a t  h a p 
p e n s , sh it  b lo w s  d o w n  h ill a n d  
th e  b r a s s  sa y  le t 's  d o  th is , th e  tail 
s ta r ts  to  w a g  th e  d o g  a n d  th a t  
k in d  o f  s t u f f . '

G ro g a n  d id  n o t  d is c o v e r  th e  
k ille rs ' u s e  o f  a p o lic e  b a d g e  
u n til th e  s ix th  m u rd e r , a t w h ic h

p o in t  p u b lic  a n x ie ty  tu rn e d  to  
to ta l p a n ic .

'W e  h a d  to  m a k e  a d e c is io n  
w h e th e r  w e  w a n te d  to  re le a s e  
th a t  in fo r m a tio n  to  th e  p u b lic , 
b e c a u s e  w e 'r e  ta lk in g  a b o u t  
p h y s ic a l e v id e n c e . B u t w e  fe lt  
w e  h a d  to  re le a s e  th a t  in fo r m a 
t io n , w h ic h  a ls o  p u ts  th e  p o lic e 
m e n  w h o  a re  d o in g  th e  e v e r y 
d a y  jo b  in  a v e ry  u n c o m fo r ta b le  
p o s it io n . W e  h a d  to  d o  th a t , a n d  
w h e n  w e  d id  it w e  in c r e a s e d  th e  
fe a r , a n d  th e  m e d ia  h a d  a fie ld  
d a y . '

COURTROOM
DRAMA
T h e  m o v ie  -  a c c o rd in g  to  G ro 
g a n  -  is  a f in e  p ie c e  o f  w o rk , an d  
in tro d u c e s  a g re a t  d e a l o f  m a t
e ria l in  a s h o r t  t im e  s lo t. T h e r e  
a re , h o w e v e r , a s p e c ts  o f  th e  
c a s e  w h ic h  th e  d e te c t iv e  fe e ls  
co u ld  h a v e  b e e n  p la y e d  u p .

'I  w o u ld  h a v e  lik e d  to  h a v e  
s e e n  m o re  t im e  s p e n t  o n  th e  
re la t io n s h ip  b e tw e e n  B ia n c h i 
a n d  B u o n o , b e c a u s e  th a t 's  a 
v e ry  u n u s u a l se r ia l m u rd e r  
re la t io n s h ip . M o stly  y o u 'r e  
ta lk in g  a b o u t  o n e  g u y . H o w  d id  
tw o  g u y s  g e t  to  th is  p o in t?  W h a t  
m a k e s  th e m  tick  a n d  h o w  to  
th e y  d e v e lo p  th e  c o n f id e n c e  
n e c e s s a r y  fo r  th e m  to  k e e p  o n  
m u rd e r in g , a n d  th e  tru s t  th a t  it 
ta k e s  to  d o  th a t?  T h a t  w a s  a 
lo v e -h a te  re la t io n s h ip  b e tw e e n  
th e  tw o  o f  th e m .'

T h e  o th e r , s lig h tly  te le 
s c o p e d , a s p e c t  o f  th e  c a s e  
w ith in  th e  m o v ie  w a s  th e  c o u rt  
is s u e . 'W e  s p e n t  v e ry  lit t le  t im e  
in  co u r t . T h a t  th in g  w a s  all 
fu d g e d  to g e th e r . T h e  h e a r in g s  
w e re  all s e p a r a te , b u t  fo r  tim e  
a n d  d r a m a 's  s a k e  th e y  w e re  c o l
le c tiv e ly  b u n c h e d  t o g e t h e r . '

It is  u n u s u a l fo r  a ju d g e  to  
d e n y  a m o tio n  b y  th e  p r o s e c u 
tio n  to  h a v e  th e  d e fe n d a n ts  
r e le a s e d  o n  g ro u n d s  o f  
in s u ff ic ie n t  e v id e n c e , b u t  th e  
u n u s u a l w a s  th e  e s s e n c e  o f  th is  
c a s e . 'U s u a lly , w h e n  th a t 
m o tio n  is  m a d e  b y  th e  p r o s e c u 
t io n , th e  is s u e  is  o v e r  b e c a u s e  
v e ry  se ld o m  d o e s  a ju d g e  
o p p o s e  th e  w is h e s  o f  th e  p ro 
s e c u tio n . In  th is  c a s e , th e  ju d g e  
h a d  a g ia n t  p a ir  o f  g o n a d s  a n d  
lo o k e d  a t  th e  e v id e n c e  a n d  sa id  
th a t  n o , th e r e  w a s  p ro b a b ly  
c a u s e  to  c o n t in u e  h e r e . '

CRIME AND 
PUNISHMENT
A n g e lo  B u o n o  a n d  K e n n e th  
B ia n c h i w e re  c o n v ic te d  o f  m u r
d e r  b u t  g iv e n  life  im p r is o n m e n t 
ra th e r  th a n  th e  d e a th  p e n a lty , 
w h ic h  w a s  n o t  th e n  o p e ra t in g  in  
C a lifo rn ia . D o e s  G ro g a n  fee l b it 
te r  a b o u t  th e  o u tc o m e .

'I  w o u ld  h a v e  lik e d  to  s e e  
b o th  o f  th e m  g a s s e d , b u t  w h a t 
w e  h a d  to  d o  w a s  g iv e  B ia n c h i a 
d e a l to  te s tify  a g a in s t  B u o n o . I 
h a d  to  lo o k  a t it o b je c tiv e ly  an d  
b e  re a lis t ic  a b o u t  it.

'Y o u  k n o w , in  th e ir  c a s e ,
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s p e n d in g  th e  re s t  o f  th e ir  y ea rs  
in  iso la tio n  is  p re tty  g o o d  
p u n is h m e n t. I ce r ta in ly  b e lie v e  
in  th e  d e a th  p e n a lty , b u t I d o n 't  
w o rry  a b o u t th a t. T h a t 's  th e  
w a y  th e  s y s te m  w o rk e d  at th e  
tim e . I w ish  it w a s  th e  o th e r  w ay  
b u t  . . .  a t le a s t  w e  d id  T ed  
B u n d y , th o u g h  th a t d o e s n 't  
m a k e  m e  fee l b e t t e r . '

N e ith e r  k ille r  c o n fe s s e d  w h y  
th e y  c o m m itte d  th e  m u rd e rs  
a n d  G ro g a n  is n o t  su re  if  h e  
w o u ld  h a v e  b e lie v e d  th e m  if 
th e y  h a d  to ld  th e  'w h o le ' s to ry .

'B ia n c h i  in itia lly  sp ille d  h is  
g u ts , b u t  y o u 'v e  g o tta  
re m e m b e r  th a t, b e in g  a 
s o c io p a th , B ia n c h i 's  in ca p a b le  
o f  d o in g  th a t. H e  h a s  n o  c o n s c i
e n c e , so  h e 's  in ca p a b le  o f  te llin g  
y o u  h o w  h e  fe lt , b e c a u se  h e  
d id n 't  feel. K illin g  th o se  g irls 
w a s  lik e  y ou  a n d  m e h a v in g  a

"I would have liked 
to see both of them 

gassed b ut . . .  I 
had to look at it 

objectively and be 
realistic about it"

cu p  o f tea . S o , fo r  h im  to  te ll you  
th a t h e  fe lt  re m o rse  o r  w h y  h e  
d id  th a t  . . . h e 's  in c a p a b le  o f  
d o in g  th a t, h e  d o e s n 't  g iv e  a 
s h i t . '

G ro g a n  sa w  b o th  m e n  a s  
e x tre m e ly  d a n g e ro u s  b u t, in  h is  
e s t im a tio n , th e  m an  m o st c u lp a 
b le  fo r  th e  cr im e s  w a s A n g e lo  
B u o n o . 'T h e  ev il g u y , w h o  
th o u g h t  o f  th e  m o st g a m e s  an d  
th e  m o st m e th o d s  o f  to r tu r e , 
w a s  B u o n o . H e  g o t h is  k ick s  
w ith  th e  d a rk  s id e  o f  th e  m in d . 
B u o n o  h a d  ju s t  e n o u g h  co n tro l 
o v e r  B ia n ch i to  ca ll th e  s h o ts . '

W ith  h in d s ig h t, w o u ld  th e  
p a ir  e v e r  h a v e  b e c o m e  k illers if 
th e y  h a d  n o t m e t an d  d ev e lo p ed  
a c lo s e  re la t io n s h ip ?  'I  th in k  
B ia n ch i w a s o n  h is  w a y  to  d o  
th a t. S o m e  o f  h is  re la tio n s h ip s  
w e re  e x tre m e ly  s tra n g e  a s  a 
y o u n g s te r , b o rd e re d  on  p h y s i
ca l v io le n c e  a s  th e  w ay  to  e n d  a 
re la t io n s h ip . I th in k  h e  h a d  th e  
p o te n tia l to  d o  th a t. B u t I th in k  
th e  n u c le u s  o f  b o th  o f  th e m  
w h e n  th e y  g o t to g e th e r  w a s  th e  
fo rm u la  th a t k ick ed  it o ff , b o th  
o f  th e m  w ith  n o  reg ard  fo r 
h u m a n  life  o r  p ro p e rty . Y o u  p u t 
tw o  o f  th o s e  g u y s  to g e th e r  and  
th in k  y o u 'v e  g o t a d o u b le  p ro b 
le m .'

Bob Grogan retired from the 
LAPD last year and now pur
sues a career as a private 
inquiry agent. One of his more 
famous partners was Joseph 
Wambaugh, the police pro
cedural novelist. The bug for a 
writing career has infected Gro
gan who has co-authored a 
book about the Hillside 
Stranglers and already written 
one film script which he hopes 
to see into production.
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s a headliner in this month's selection ofFEA R  
fiction we are proud to be able to offer a taste

*> .
■«

of Stephen King's brand new book, The Dark
M

King’s novel concerns Thad Beaumont, a 
Pulitzer Prize winning author who has 
developed a lucrative thriller-writing alter ego 
named George Stark. After a while, Stark stops 
being fun, so Beaumont decides to ‘kill’ him 
off. But George Stark doesn't want to die. And 

a series of grisly murders lead the police to suspect Beaumont and 
Beaumont to suspect Stark . . .

The extract we have chosen is the prologue to the novel. This 
describes Thad’s peculiar childhood illness and sets the scene 
against which the violent drama unfolds.

As well as the King extract, we include six more new stories 
from authors who have submitted their work to FEA R . We hope 
you like them.

If you have a tale to tell, and if it fits FEA R ’s horror, science 
fiction or fantasy brief, then send it to David W estern, Fiction  
Editor, FEA R , PO Box 10, Ludlow, Shropshire SY 81D B . Please 
remember to indicate the wordage of your story (which must be 
typed, preferably double spaced) and ensure that you enclose a

P day-time phone number and a photograph of yourself.
Readers whose stories are being considered for publication will 

receive notification of this in writing. This notification is not a 
guarantee that your story will be published and, as we can only 

six or seven new stories per issue, it may be some time 
before those eventually selected appear in print. So please, please 

-  keep those phone calls to a minimum! Of course, if you need your 
story back urgently, you can contact us on the usual number.

We are obliged to remind new writers that FEAR does not look 
kindly upon works of plagiarism. So, if you haven’t got anything 
new to say, don’t bother to rip off someone else. Sit back instead 
and enjoy another fantasy-packed edition of fabulous 
fiction.

— >
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“The onset of 
these terrible 

headaches 
was usually 

marked by a 
phantom 

sound which 
only he could 

hear —  It 
sounded like 

the distant 
cheeping of a 

thousand 
small birds”
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P
eoples' lives —  their real lives, as opposed 
to their simple physical existence —  began 
at different times. The real life of Thad  
Beaum ont, a quiet young boy w ho was 
bom and raised in Bergenfield, New Jersey, began 
in 1960. Two things happened to him that year. The 

first shaped his life; the second almost ended it. 
That was the year Thad Beaumont was eleven.

In January, he submitted a short story to a writ
ing contest sponsored by A m erican  Teen magazine. 
In June, he received a letter from the magazine's 
editors telling him that he had been awarded an 
Honorable Mention in the contest's First Fiction 
category. The letter went on to say that the judges 
had tentatively agreed to award him Second Prize 
before re-examining application... and discovering 
that he was still two years away from becoming a 
bona fide 'American Teen'. Still, the editors said, 
his story, 'Outside Marty's House', was an extraor
dinarily mature work, and he was to be congratu
lated.

Two weeks later, a Certificate of Merit arrived  
from A m e r ic a n  T een . It cam e reg istered  m ail, 
insured. The certificate had his name on it in letters 
so convolutedly Old English that he could barely 
read them, and a gold seal at the bottom, embossed 
with the Am erican Teen logo —  the silhouettes of a 
crew-cut boy and a pony-tailed girl jitterbugging.

His m other swept Thad, a quiet, earnest boy 
who could never seem to hold onto things and 
often tripped over his own large feet, into her arms 
and smothered him with kisses.

His father was unimpressed.
'If it was so goddam good, why didn't they give 

him some money?' he grunted from the depths of 
his easy-chair.

'Glen —  '
'Never mind. Maybe Ernest Hemingway there 

could run me in a beer when you get done maulin
him.'

H is m other said no m ore... but she had the 
original letter and the certificate which fol

lowed it framed, paying for the job out of her pin- 
money, and hung it in his room , over the bed. 
When relatives or other visitors cam e, she took  
them in to see it. This embarrassed Thad, but he 
loved his mother far too much to say so. Thad, she 
told her company, was going to be a great writer 
some day. She had always felt he was destined for 
greatness, and here was the first proof. He would 
have won second prize in that contest if not for a 
stupid technicality.

Embarrassed or not, Thad decided his m other 
was at least partly right. He didn't know if he had 
it in him to be a great  writer or not, but he was 
going to be som e kind of a writer no matter what. 
Why not? He was good at it. And they wouldn't 
always be able to withhold the money from him on

a technicality. He wouldn't be eleven forever.
The second important thing to happen to him in 

1960 began in August. That was when he began to 
have headaches. They weren't bad at first, but by 
the time school let in again in early September, the 
mild, lurking pains in his temples and behind his 
forehead had progressed to sick and monstrous 
marathons of agony. He could do nothing when 
these headaches held him in their grip but lie in his 
darkened room , w aiting to die. Eventually, he 
w ished  he w o u ld  d ie. And by th e m idd le of 
O ctober, the pain had p rogressed  to the point 
where he began to fear he would not.

The onset of these terrible headaches was usual
ly marked by a phantom  sound which only he 
could hear —  it sounded like the distant cheeping 
of a thousand small birds.

His mother took him to see Dr Seward.

D r Seward peeked into his eyes with an opthal- 
m asco p e  an d  sh ook  his h ead . T hen he 

instructed Thad to look at a white space of wall in 
the exam in ation  room . U sing a flashligh t, he 
flicked a bright circle of light on and off rapidly 
while Thad looked at it.

'Does that make you feel funny, son?'
Thad shook his head.
'You don't feel woozy? Like you might faint?' 
Thad shook his head again.
'D o you smell anything? Like rotten fruit or 

burning rags?'
'No.'
'W h at about you r birds? Did you hear them  

while you were looking at the flashing light?'
'No,' Thad said, mystified.
'It's nerves,' his father said later, when Thad had 

been dismissed to the outer waiting room. 'The 
goddam kid's a bundle of nerves.'

'I think it's m igraine,' Dr Sew ard told them . 
'U nusual in one so young, but not unheard-of. 
And he seems very... intense.'

'He is,' Shayla Beaumont said, not without some 
approval.

'Well, there may be a cure some day. For now, 
I'm afraid he'll just have to suffer through them.' 

'Yeah, and us with him,' Glen Beaumont said.
But it was not nerves, and it was not migraine, 

and it was not over.

T wo days before Hallowe'en, Shayla heard one 
of the kids with whom her son waited for the 

school bus each morning begin to scream loudly. 
She looked out the kitchen window and saw her 
son lying in the driveway, convulsing, choking on 
his own tongue. His lunchbox lay beside him, its 
freight of fruit and sandw iches spilled onto the 
driveway's hot-top surface. She ran out, shooed 
the other children away, and then just stood over 
him helplessly, afraid to touch him. She could only 
scream.

If the big yellow bus with Mr Reed at the wheel 
had pulled up any later, Thad might have died 
right there at the foot of the driveway. But Mr Reed 
had been a medic in Korea. He was able to get the 
boy's head back and open an airway before Thad 
could choke to death. He was taken to Bergenfield 
C ou n ty  H osp ital by am b u lan ce and a d o cto r  
named Hugh Pritchard just happened to be in the 
E.R., drinking coffee and swapping golf-lies with a 
friend, when the boy was wheeled in. And Hugh 
Pritchard also just happened to be the best neurol
ogist in the State of New Jersey.

STEPHEN KING is cur
rently the world’s best
selling author, whose 
many novels include 
Carrie, The Shining, 
‘Salem's Lot, It, Pet 
Semetary and )))The  
Tommyknockers))). He 
lives in Maine with 
his wife and two sons. 
The Dark Half, ©  1989 
Stephen King, is pub
lished in the U K  on 19 
October by Hodder and 
Stoughton, £12.95 hard
back.

“Pritchard 
was looking 
into the win
dow which 
had been 
carved in 
Thad
Beaumont’s 
skull with 
rapt atten
tion”
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“The eye 
went on puls
ing and trying 

to wink right 
up to the sec

ond when 
Pritchard 

used the nee
dle-scalpel 

first to punc
ture 

and then to 
excise it”

Pritchard ordered the X-rays and read them. He 
showed them to the Beaum onts, asking them to 
look with particular care at a vague shadow he had 
circled with a yellow wax pencil.

'This/ he said. 'W hat's this?'
'H ow  the hell should we know ?' Glen asked. 

'You're the goddam doctor.'
'Right/ Pritchard said dryly.
'The wife said it looked like he pitched a fit/  

Glen said.

D r P ritch a rd  said , 'If  you  m ean  he h ad  a 
seizure, yes, he did. If you mean he had an 

e p i l e p t ic  se izu re , I'm  p re tty  sure he d id n 't. A 
seizure as serious as your son's would surely have 
been g r a n d  m a l, and Thad show ed no reaction  
whatever to the Litton Light Test. In fact, if Thad 
had gran d  m al epilepsy, you wouldn't need a doc
tor to point the fact out to you. He'd be doing the 
Watusi on the living room rug every time the pic
ture on your TV set decided to roll.'

'Then what is it?' Shayla asked timidly.
Pritchard turned back to the X-ray mounted on 

th e fron t of th e lig h t-b o x . 'W h a t is th a t? '  he 
responded, and tapped the circled area again. 'The 
sudden onset of headaches coupled with lack of 
any previous seizures suggest to me that your son 
has a brain tumor, probably small and probably 
benign.'

Glen Beaumont stared at the doctor stonily while 
his wife stood beside him and wept into her hand
kerchief. She wept without making a sound. This 
silent weeping was the result of years of spousal 
training. Glen's fists w ere fast and hurtful and  
almost never left marks, and after twelve years of 
silent sorrow, she probably could not have cried 
out loud even if she had wanted to.

'Does all this mean you want to cut his brains?' 
Glen asked with his usual tact and delicacy.

'I wouldn't put it quite that way, Mr Beaumont, 
but I believe exploratory surgery is called for, yes.' 
And he thought: I f  there really  is a G od, an d  i f  H e  
really m ade us in H is O wn im age, I don't like to think  
about w hy there are so dam ned m any men like this one  
w alking  around w ith the fa tes  o f  so  m any others in their  
hands.

Glen was silent for several long m om ents, his 
head down, his brow furrowed in thought. At last 
he raised his head and asked the question which 
troubled him most of all.

'Tell me the truth, doc —  how much is all this 
gonna cost?'

** ** *

T he assisting O.R. nurse saw it first.
H er scream  was shrill and shocking in the 

operating room, where the only sound for the last 
fifteen minutes had been Dr Pritchard's murmured 
com m an d s, the hiss of the bulky life-su p p ort 
machinery, and the brief, high whine of the Negli 
saw.

She stumbled backw ard, struck a rolling Ross 
tray on which almost two dozen instruments had 
been neatly laid out, and knocked it over. It struck 
the tiled floor with an echoing clang which was 
followed by a number of smaller tinkling sounds.

'Hilary!' the head nurse shouted. Her voice was 
full of shock and surprise. She forgot herself so far 
as to actually take half a step toward the fleeing 
woman in her flapping green-gown.

Dr A lbertson, who w as assisting, kicked the 
head nurse briefly in the calf with one of his slip
pered feet. 'Remember where you are, please.'

'Yes, doctor/ She turned back at once, not even 
looking toward the O.R. door as it banged open 
and Hilary exited stage left, still screaming like a 
runaway fire engine.

'Get the hardw are in the sterilizer/ Albertson 
said. 'Right away. Chop-chop.'

'Yes, doctor/
She began to gather up the instruments, breath

ing hard, clearly flustered, but under control.

P ritchard seemed to have noticed none of this.
He was looking into the window which had 

been carved in Thad Beaumont's skull with rapt 
attention.

'Incredible/ he murmured. 'Just incredible. This 
is really one for the books. If I wasn't seeing it with 
my own eyes — '

The hiss of the sterilizer seemed to wake him up, 
and he looked at Dr Albertson.

'I want suction/ he said sharply. He glanced at 
the nurse. 'And what the fuck are you doing? The 
Su n day  Tim es crossword? Get your ass over here 
with those!'

She cam e, carrying the instruments in a fresh 
pan.

'G ive m e su ction , L ester,' P ritchard  said to 
low. Then I'm going to show  
never saw outside of a county

A lbertson  w h eeled  over the su ction -p u m p , 
ignoring the head nurse, who leaped back out of 
the way, balancing the instruments deftly as she 
did so.

Pritchard was looking at the anesthesiologist. 
'Give me good B.P., old hoss. Good B.P. is all I 

ask.'
'He's one-oh-five over sixty-eight, doctor. Steady 

as a rock.'
'W ell, his m o th er says w e 'v e  g ot the n ext 

William Shakespeare laid out here, so keep it that 
way. Suck on him, A1 —  don't tickle him with the 
goddam thing!'

A lbertson applied suction, clearing the blood.
The monitoring equipment beeped steadily, 

monotonously, comfortingly, in the background. 
Then it was his own breath he was sucking in. He 
felt as if someone had punched him high up in the 
belly.

'Oh my God. Oh Jesus. Jesus Christ.' He recoiled 
for a moment... then leaned in close. Over his mask 
and behind his hom-rimmed spectacles, his eyes 
were wide with sudden glinting curiosity. 'What is 
it?'

'I think you see what it is / Pritchard said. 'It's 
just that it takes a second to get used to. I've read 
about it but never expected to actually see it.'

Thad Beaumont's brain was the color of a conch 
shell's outer edge —  a medium gray with just the 
slightest tinge of rose.

Protruding from the smooth surface of the dura 
was a single blind and malformed human eye. The 
brain was pulsing slightly. The eye pulsed with it. 
It looked as if it was trying to wink at them. It was 
this —  the look of the wink —  which had driven 
the assisting nurse from the O.R.

'Jesus God, what is it?' Albertson asked again.
'I f  s nothing,' Pritchard said. 'Once it might have 

been part of a living, breathing human being. Now 
if  s nothing. Except trouble, that is. And this hap
pens to be trouble we can handle.'

Loring, the anesthesiologist, said: 'Permission to 
look, Dr Pritchard?'

'He still steady?'
'Yes/

Albertson. 'Right r 
you something you 
fair freak-show.'
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'Come on, then. It's one to tell your grandchil
dren about. But be quick.'

W hile Loring had his look, Pritchard turned to 
Albertson. 'I want the N egli/ he said. 'I'm  

going to open him a little wider. Then we probe. I 
don't know if I can get all of it, but I'm going to get 
all of it I can.'

A lbertson , now  actin g  as head O .R . n u rse , 
slapped the freshly sterilized probe into Pritchard's 
gloved hand when Pritchard called for it. Pritchard 
— who was now hum m ing the B on an za  theme- 
song under his breath —  worked the wound quick
ly and almost effortlessly, referring to the dental- 
type mirror mounted on the end of the probe only 
occasionally. He worked chiefly by sense of touch 
alone. Albertson would later say he had never wit
nessed such a thrilling piece of seat-of-the-pants 
surgery in his entire life.

In addition to the eye, they found part of a nos
tril, three fingernails, and two teeth. One of the 
teeth had a small cavity in it. The eye w ent on 
pulsing and trying to wink right up to the second 
when Pritchard used the needle-scalpel first to 
puncture and then to excise it. The entire opera
tion, from initial probe to final excision, took only 
tw enty-seven  m in u tes. Five ch un k s of flesh  
plopped wetly into the stainless steel pan on the 
Ross tray beside Thad's shaven head.

'I think we're clear/ Pritchard said at last. 'All 
the foreign tissue seemed to be connected by rudi
mentary ganglia. Even if there are other chunks, I 
think the chances are good that we've killed them.'

'But... how can that be, if the kid's still alive? I 
mean, it's all a part of him , isn't it?' Loring asked, 
bewildered.

P ritchard pointed toward the tray. 'We find an 
eye, some teeth, and a bunch of fingernails in 

this kid's head and you think it was a part of him? 
Did you see any of his nails missing? Want to 
check?'

'But even cancer is just a part of the patient's 
own — '

'This wasn't cancer,' Pritchard told him patiently. 
His hands went about their own work as he talked. 
'In a great many deliveries where the mother gives 
birth to a single child, that child actually started 
existence as a twin, my friend. It may run as high 
as two in every ten. W hat happens to the other 
fetus? The stronger absorbs the weaker.'

'Absorbs it? Do you m ean it ea ts  it?' Loring  
asked. He looked a little green. 'Are we talking 
about in utero cannibalism here?'

'Call it whatever you like; it happens fairly often. 
If they ever develop the sonargram device they 
keep talking about at the med conferences, we may 
actually get to find out how often. But no matter 
how frequently or infrequently it happens, what 
we saw today is much more rare. Part of this boy's 
twin went unabsorbed. It happened to end up in 
his prefrontal lobe. It could just as easily have  
wound up in his intestines, his spleen, his spinal 
cord, anywhere. Usually the only doctors who see 
something like this are pathologists —  it turns up 
in autopsies, and I've never heard of one where the 
foreign tissue was the cause of death.'

'Well, what happened here?' Albertson asked. 
'Something set this mass of tissue, which was 

probably sub-microscopic in size a year ago, going 
again. The grow th clock of the absorbed tw in, 
which should have run down forever at least a 
month before Mrs Beaumont gave birth, somehow  
got wound up again... and the damned thing actu
ally started to run. There is no mystery about what

happened; the intercranial pressure alone was 
enough to cause the kid's headaches and the con
vulsion that got him here.'

'Yes,' Loring said softly, 'but why did it happen?'

P ritchard shook his head. 'If I'm still practising 
anything more demanding than my golf-stroke 

thirty years from now, you can ask me then. I 
might have an answer. All I know now is that I 
have located and excised a very specialized, very 
rare sort of tumor. A benign tumor. And, barring 
complications, I believe that's all the parents need 
to know. I can't see how I'd explain to the father, 
who would make Piltdown Man look like one of 
the Quiz Kids, that I gave his eleven-year-old son 
an abortion. Al, let's close him up.'

And, as an afterthought, he added pleasantly to 
the O.R. nurse: 'I want that silly cunt who ran out 
of here fired. Make a note, please/

'Yes, doctor.'
Thad Beaum ont left the hospital twenty-three 

days after his surgery. The left side of his body was 
distressingly weak for nearly six months after, and 
occasionally, when he was very tired, he saw odd, 
not-quite-random patterns of flashing lights before 
his eyes.

His mother had bought him an old Remington 
32 typewriter as a get-well-soon present, and these 
flashes of light happened most frequently when he 
was hunched over it in the hour before bedtime, 
struggling with the right way to say something or 
trying to figure out w hat should happen in the 
story he was writing. Eventually these passed, too.

T hat eerie, phantom chirruping sound —  the 
sound of squadrons of sparrows on the wing 

—  did not recur at all following the operation.
He continued to write, gaining confidence and 

polishing his emerging style, and he sold his first « p g y g  C h u n k s  
story —  to American Teen —  six years after his real -  . .  c .  
life began. After that, he just never looked back. ©■ “ © S l l  

So far as his parents or Thad himself ever knew, plopped 
a small benign tumor had been removed from the w e t l y  i n t o  t h e  
prefrontal lobe of his brain in the autumn of his 
eleventh year. W hen he thought about it at all 
(which he did less and less frequently as the years S t e e l  p e n  
passed), he thought only that he had been extreme- o n  t h e  R O S S  
ly lucky to survive. *  - h

Many patients who underwent brain surgery in *
those primitive days did not. T r i a d  S

shaven head”
C o p y r ig h t  ©  1 9 8 9  S t e p h e n  K in g



DISSECTING
STEPHEN
KING
What do Stephen King and William Shakespeare 
have in common? Apart from a desire to write for 
the mass market, they are also two of the world’s 
most written about authors. Stanley Wiater 
examines the growing body of criticism and 
analysis concerning the younger of the two 
writers.

I
f S te p h e n  K in g  is th e  
m o st p o p u la r  a u th o r  in  
th e  w o rld  to d a y , it 
s h o u ld  c o m e  a s  n o  
g re a t s h o c k  th a t h e  
m a y  a ls o  b e  th e  m o st 
w ritte n  a b o u t  a u th o r  
a s  w e ll. In  fa c t, a t th e  
ra te  s tu d ie s  a re  b e in g  
p u b lish e d  a b o u t  h im , 
it w o n 't  b e  to o  lo n g  b e fo r e  th e re  

a re  m o re  v o lu m e s  w ith  
'S te p h e n  K in g ' in th e  title  th a n  
follow in g  th e  t itle . S in c e  I am  
g u ilty  o f  a p p e a r in g  in  n o  le s s  
th a n  th re e  o f  th e s e  b o o k s , it 
s e e m s  fitt in g  th a t a b r ie f  critica l 
e x a m in a tio n  b e  ta k e n  o f  a ll th e  
b o o k s  o f  c r itic ism  issu e d  so  fa r 
o n  th e  u n d is p u te d  m a s te r  o f  
c o n te m p o ra r y  h o rro r .

A s w ill re a d ily  b e c o m e  a p p a r 
e n t , th e  m a jo r ity  o f  th e s e  
s tu d ie s  h a v e  b e e n  p u b lis h e d  in  
A m e rica  b y  N e w  A m e rica n  
L ib ra ry , K in g 's  p a p e r b a c k  p u b 
lis h e r , a n d  b y  U n d e rw o o d -M il
le r , a  sp e c ia lty  p r e s s  k n o w n  fo r  
its  h a n d s o m e ly  p ro d u c e d  
h a r d c o v e r  lim ite d  e d it io n s . T h e  
th ird  p u b lis h e r  w h ic h  h a s  p ro 
d u ce d  a n u m b e r  o f  K in g  s tu d ie s  
is S ta rm o n t H o u s e , a n o th e r  
sp e c ia lty  h o u s e  w h ic h  p u b 
lis h e s , a lm o st  e x c lu s iv e ly , 
s tu d ie s  o f  a u th o r s  in  th e  h o rr o r , 
fa n ta sy  a n d  sc ie n c e  f ic tio n  
g e n r e s . U n le s s  o th e rw is e  
n o te d , th e  b o o k s  c ite d  a re  still in  
p r in t, m a n y  in  in e x p e n s iv e  
p a p e rb a c k  e d it io n s .

Teacher's Manual: The Novels 
of Stephen King
By Edw ard JZ ag orsk i (N A L, 1981) 
O u t o f  p rin t.
T h e  v e ry  f ir s t  e x a m in a tio n  o f  
K in g , issu e d  a t n o  c o s t  fo r  h ig h  
sch o o l te a c h e r s  b y  th e  E d u c a 
tio n  D e p a r tm e n t  o f  N e w  A m e r
ica n  L ib ra ry . A lth o u g h  th e  title  
in d ic a te s  th a t it d e a ls  ju s t  w ith
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h is  n o v e ls , th e  fin a l c h a p te r  
d e a ls  w ith  s e le c te d  s h o r t  s to r ie s  
a s  w e ll. C o n s id e r in g  th e  b o o k 's  
sh o r t  e x te n t  (4 6  p a g e s ) , 
Z a g o rsk i c o v e rs  a c o n s id e r a b le  
a m o u n t o f  g ro u n d , in c lu d in g  
'A n  H is to r ic a l O v e r v ie w ' an d  
'A  P ro file  o f  H o rr o r  F ic tio n ' 
e v e n  b e fo re  g e t tin g  d o w n  to  
e x a m in in g  th e  s ix  n o v e ls  K in g  
h a d  p u b lis h e d  u p  to  th a t tim e . 
S u rp r is in g ly  w o rth w h ile .

Stephen King
By D ouglas E W inter (Starm ont 
H ouse, 1982)
Is su e d  in  b o th  h a r d c o v e r  a n d  
tra d e  p a p e r b a c k  e d it io n s ; o u t  o f  
p rin t.
T h e  fir s t  v e rs io n  o f  w h a t w o u ld  
la te r  b e c o m e  The A rt o f  D arkness, 
th is  is  g e n e r a lly  c o n s id e re d  to  
b e  th e  fir s t  rea l a n a ly s is  o f  K in g  
a n d  is  a n  e a r n e s t  c o m b in a tio n  o f  
b io g r a p h y  a n d  lite ra ry  c r it ic is m . 
T o  all e x c e p t  th e  c o m p le t is t  c o l
le c to r  it h a s  lit t le  v a lu e  n o w , 
s in c e  W in te r 's  re w o rk e d  a n d  
u p d a te d  te x t is  s till re a d ily  a v a il
a b le .

Stephen King: The Art of Dark
ness
By D ouglas E W inter (N A L, 1984) 
P u b lish e d  in  h a r d c o v e r  a n d  a s  a 
tra d e  p a p e r b a c k ; still a v a ila b le  
a s  a n  N A L  p a p e r b a c k  in  a 
fu r th e r  re v is e d  s ta te .
G re a t ly  e x p a n d e d  fro m  h is  v o l
u m e  fo r  S ta r m o n t H o u s e , 
W in te r 's  w o rk  is  u n q u e s t io n a 
b ly  th e  r e c o g n is e d  a u th o r ity  o n  
K in g . O n e  o f  th e  b e s t  c r it ic s  in  
th e  e n tir e  f ie ld , W in te r  h a s  n o t  
o n ly  w r itte n  a v ib r a n t  b io g 
ra p h y  o f  K in g  th e  m a n , h e 's  a lso  
d e ftly  p e n n e d  a n  a d m ira b le  c r it 
ica l p o rtra it  o f  th e  w r ite r  a s  w e ll. 
I t 's  d o u b tfu l if  a n y o n e  is g o in g  
to  s u rp a s s  th e  r e s e a rc h  W in te r  
h a s  u n d e r ta k e n . In  1 9 8 6 , th e  
b o o k  w a s  la te r  re v is e d  a n d

e x p a n d e d  a g a in  a f te r  th e  
R ich a rd  B a c h m a n  p se u d o n y m  
w a s  re v e a le d . In c id e n ta lly , 
W in te r  h a s  The Stephen K ing Bib
liography  in  th e  w o rk s  w ith  
D o n a ld  M  G ra n t. W e st  K in g s 
to n , R I 0 2 8 9 2  is  s la te d  to  p u b lish  
it, th o u g h  w h e n  is  a n y b o d y 's  
g u e s s , th o u g h  it w o u ld n 't  su r 
p r is e  m e  to  s e e  a v o lu m e  a lm o st 
a s  le n g th y  a s  K in g 's  n o v e l It.

Fear Itself: The Horror Fiction 
of Stephen King
Edited by C huck M iller and Tim  
U nden oood  (U nderw ood-M iller, 
1982) '
O u t  o f  p r in t  in  th e  h a r d c o v e r  
lim ite d  e d it io n s . S till  a v a ila b le  
a s  a n  N A L  p a p e r b a c k .
T h is  is th e  fir s t  o f  th e  c e le b r ity  
co lle c t io n  o f  e s s a y s  o n  K in g . 
B e s id e s  b o a s t in g  a n  in tro d u c 
tio n  b y  K in g 's  b e s t  fr ie n d , P e te r  
S tra u b , a n d  a fte r w o rd  b y  
G e o r g e  A  R o m e ro , th e  c o n 
tr ib u to rs  in c lu d e  F ritz  L e ib e r  
( 'H o r r o r  H its  a H ig h ') , C h a r le s  
L  G r a n t  ( 'T h e  G r e y  A r e n a ')  a n d , 
o f  c o u r s e , c rit ic  D o u g la s  E 
W in te r . L o n g  b e fo r e  th e  
a c a d e m ic s  b e g a n  th e ir  e s s a y  c o l
le c t io n s , e d ito rs/ p u b lish e rs  T im  
U n d e rw o o d  a n d  C h u c k  M ille r  
re a lise d  th a t th e r e  w a s  a  g ro w 
in g  a u d ie n c e  o f  fa n s  w h o  
w ish e d  to  k n o w  a b o u t  e v e ry  
a s p e c t  o f  K in g 's  life  a n d  w o rk . 
T h is  is  th e  fir s t  o f  th re e  c o lle c 
t io n s , w h e r e  th e  p u b lis h e r s  s o l
ic ite d  e s s a y s  b y  s o m e  o f  th e  b e s t  
k n o w n  h o rr o r  w rite rs  a n d  cr it ic s  
w o rk in g  to d a y , to  try  a n d  
sa tis fy  th a t  a u d ie n c e .

Stephen King at the Movies
By Jessie H orsting (N A L/Starlog  
Press, 1986)
P u b lish e d  o n ly  a s  a tra d e  p a p e r 
b a c k  a t  $9.95, th is  is  th e  fir s t  -  
a n d  still th e  b e s t  -  e x a m in a tio n  
o f  th e  m o v ie  a d a p ta t io n s  o f  
K in g 's  w o rk . If  y o u 'r e  g o in g  to  
m a k e  a c h o ic e  b e tw e e n  th is  
b o o k  a n d  a n y  o th e r  o n e  m e n 
tio n e d , th is  is  d e c id e d ly  th e  
b o o k  to  p u r c h a s e . N o t o n ly  d o e s  
H o rs tin g  c o n d u c t  a n  in  d e p th  
in te rv ie w  w ith  K in g , s h e  a lso  
in te rv ie w s  all th e  d ir e c to rs  
(R o m e r o , C r o n e n b e r g , H o o p e r , 
e tc )  w h o  h a v e  a d a p te d  h is  
w o rk s  to  th e  s ilv e r  s c r e e n . Q u ite  
s im p ly , th is  a u th o r  d id  h e r  
h o m e w o rk  in  c o m p ilin g  th is  
v o lu m e , a n d  it sh o w s . A n  e n te r 
ta in in g , a s  w e ll a s  in fo r m a tiv e , 
o v e rv ie w .

The following books were 
issued by Starmont House and, 
at last report, remain in print at 
$17.95 hardcover or $9.95 trade 
paperback. They were pub
lished between 1985 and 1987)

Discovering Stephen King
Edited by D arrell Schw eitzer  
T h is  is n o te d  critic/ au th o r 
S c h w e itz e r 's  c o n tr ib u tio n  to  th e  
g ro w in g  lis t o f  e s s a y  v o lu m e s . 
T h e r e  a re  n o  l ite ra ry  su p e rs ta r s  
h e re , ju s t  in te llig e n t  c r itics

k n o w n  in  th e  h o rr o r  a n d  fa n ta sy  
g e n r e s ; a m o n g  th e m  D o n  H er- 
ro r , B e n  P  In d ick  a n d  G a ry  W ill
iam  C ra w fo rd . T h e s e  e s s a y s  are  
q u ite  in s ig h tfu l, ra n g in g  from  
'H a s  S u c c e s s  S p o ile d  S te p h e n  
K in g ? ' to  'W h a t  M a k e s  H im  S o  
S c a r y ? '. T h e  t itle s  m a y  b e  
s im p lis tic , b u t th e  e d ito r  h a s  
b r o u g h t  to g e th e r  a sa tis fa c to ry  
g a th e r in g  o f  c r itics  w h o  can  
in te llig e n tly  p la ce  K in g 's  p o s i
tio n  w ith in  th e  g e n r e  w ith o u t 
d e ify in g  h im  o r  d e s tro y in g  h im .

The Many Facets of Stephen 
King
By M ichael C ollings 
Stephen King as Richard 
Bachman 
By M ichael Collings 
The Stephen King Phenome
non
By M ichael Collings
The Films of Stephen King
By M ichael Collings
The Annotated Guide to
Stephen King
By M ichael Collings
The Shorter Works of Stephen
King
By M ichael C ollings an d  David 
Engebretson

E v e n  w ith o u t  e x a m in in g  each  
title  s e p a ra te ly , y o u  ca n  read ily  
a s s u m e  fro m  th e  t itle s  a lo n e  
w h a t th e  b a s ic  c o n te n ts  a re . 
T h e y  a re  th e  w o rk  o f  o n e  m a n , 
M ich a e l C o llin g s , a n  a ss o c ia te  
p ro fe s s o r  o f  E n g lish  a t P e p p e r-  
d in e  U n iv e rs ity . (E n g e b re tso n , 
w h o  co lla b o ra te d  o n  o n e  v o l
u m e , is w o rk in g  o n  a s tu d y  o f 
P e te r  S tra u b  a n d  W h itle y  
S tr ie b e r) . I h a v e  n o  id ea  w h a t 
th e  le n g th  o f  th is  m ateria l 
w o u ld  b e  if p u b lish e d  in a s in g le  
v o lu m e  (e a c h  S ta rm o n t b o o k  
a v e ra g e s  2 0 0  p a g e s  o f  sm all 
p r in t) , b u t it w o u ld  ce r ta in ly  
s u rp a s s  a n y th in g  a n y o n e  e lse  
h a s  p u b lish e d  o n  K in g . In  te rm s 
o f  s u b je c t  m a tte r , if  C o llin g s  
h a s n 't  c o v e re d  it h e re , th e n  w e 
c a n  sa fe ly  a s s u m e  th a t K in g  
h a s n 't  w ritte n  it y e t , o r  n e v e r  
in te n d s  to . I t 's  a m a ss iv e  e ffo rt 
fo r  a s in g le  in d iv id u a l, th o u g h  
in  s o m e  c a s e s  C o llin g s  is  sa y in g  
th e  sa m e  th in g  in  a d iffe re n t 
w a y  in  a d if fe re n t  b o o k .

Kingdom of Fear: The World of 
Stephen King
Edited by C huck M iller and Tim  
U nderw ood (U nderw ood-M iller,
1986) . (N ew  English Library,
1987)
O u t o f  p r in t in  th e  lim ite d  e d i
tio n  h a rd co v e rs . S till av a ilab le  
a s  a n  N A L  p a p e rb a ck .
T h e  se c o n d  'c e le b r ity ' e ss a y  co l
le c tio n . C o n tr ib u to rs  in c lu d e  
R o b e r t  B lo ch  ( 'M o n s te r s  in  O u r  
M id s t ') ,  R a m se y  C a m p b e ll 
( 'W e lc o m e  to  R o o m  2 1 7 ') , W h it
ley  S tr ie b e r  ( 'T h a n k s  to  th e  
C ry p t K e e p e r ') , a n d  C liv e  
B a rk e r  ( 'S u r v iv in g  th e  R id e ') , 
a m o n g  o th e rs . In c lu d e d  a s  w ell 
is  a m e m o ire  b y  B ill T h o m p s o n , 
th e  fo rm e r  e d ito r  a t D o u b le d a y



Books who, by accepting Carrie 
for publication, 'discovered' 
King. As with the previous col
lection, the often informal 
essays are most valuable for 
what they reveal about the hor
ror writers themselves, and as 
an indication of how King's suc
cess has permanently changed 
many of their lives.

The Compleat Stephen King: 
Volume One
By James Van Hise (Shuster and 
Shuster, 1987)
Out of print.
This slender volume (57 pages) 
is, in the author's words, 'a revi
sion and updating' of an earlier 
work published in magazine 
format entitled Enterprise Inci
dents Presents Stephen King. (En
terprise Incidents was a short
lived magazine devoted primar
ily to the Star Trek phenome
non). Following the model of 
Zagorski in his initial study,
Van Hise examines each novel 
and short story King has writ
ten, and then give a brief 
critique of each. To date, the 
second volume has yet to be 
published, probably because 
the publisher of part one has 
since gone out or business. For 
a study with such a majestic 
title, it is woefully inadequate. 
Van Hise simply does not have 
enough space to allow anything 
more than the most rudimen
tary appraisal of King's work.

Stephen King Goes to Hol
lywood
By Jeff Conner; produced by Chuck 
Miller and Tim Underwood (NAL, 
1987)
Available in hardcover $19.95, 
and paperback at $9.95.
I'm not really sure what 'pro
duced' by Underwood and Mil
ler means, since the book clearly 
announces itself as 'written by 
Jeff Conner'. Conner, inciden
tally, is far better known as the 
mover and shaker behind 
Scream/Press, one of the finest 
specialty publishers in America. 
Unfortunately, this volume is 
basically a rehash of everything 
that's already been written 
about Mr King and his relation
ship with Hollywood. Indeed, 
the 'Interview With Stephen 
King' touted on the cover is not 
even a new interview by Conner 
as it was previously published 
in a magazine.

The Gothic World of Stephen 
King: Landscape of Night
mares
Edited by Gary Hoppenstand and 
Ray B Browne (The Popular Press, 
1987)
Published in hardcover at 
$25.95 and as a trade paperback 
a t$12.95.
The First essay collection from a 
true university press, Bowling 
Green in Ohio. The editors, 
both college professors, offer up 
examinations of King which are

decidedly more 'literary' than 
anything in the Underwood- 
Miller or Starmont volumes. 
They have solicited thirteen 
essays from a variety of 
academic scholars with a sup
posed interest in horror and the 
'American Gothic'. Although 
some essays such as 'Taking 
Stephen King Seriously: Reflec
tions on a Decade of Bestsellers' 
are of interest because their 
point is readily made, others 
such as 'Stephen King's Crea
tion of Horror in 'Salem's Lot: A 
Prolegomenon Towards a New 
Hermeneutic of the Gothic 
Novel' bends over backwards to 
try and make itself appear so 
highly intellectual. The fact that 
many of the essayists are not 
serious fans of King shows in 
the number of times his first 
name is misspelled 'Steven'.

Bare Bones: Conversations on 
Terror With Stephen King
Edited by Chuck M iller and Tim 
Underwood (Underwood-Miller, 
1988)
This is a limited edition of 1,000 
copies (at $75), and consists of 
twenty-seven interviews with 
King, compiled from various 
sources between 1979 and 1987. 
The range of material remains, 
for the most part, fascinating, 
and includes his massive inter
views conducted with Playboy 
and Penthouse magazines, as 
well as those featured in more 
obscure publications such as 
Shayol and Fantasy Media. Its 
major flaw is that the editors 
offer no introduction to explain 
how and why these interviews 
were selected, or the conditions 
under which they were con
ducted. Even so, its consider
able success has led to a follow
up volume, which is slated for 
publication some time late in 
1989.

Bare Bones: Conversations on 
Terror With Stephen King
Edited by Chuck M iller and Tim 
Underwood (McGraw-Hill, 1988; 
New English Library, 1989)
This is the trade hardcover, 
published at $16.95. It should be 
noted that one of the interviews 
in the Underwood-Miller edi
tion, 'Stephen King: The 
Maximum Overdrive Inter
view' by Stanley Wiater, was 
inadvertently omitted from this 
edition. It will, however, appear 
in the forthcoming McGraw- 
Hill -  but not the Underwood- 
Miller limited -  edition of Bare 
Bones II. (This is being stated 
hopefully to prevent future 
King bibliographers from going 
maa with the apparent inconsis
tencies!)

Landscape of Fear: Stephen 
King's American Gothic
By Tony Magistrate (Popular 
Press, 19880
Published in hardcover at 
$25.95, and trade paperback at

$12.95.
A college professor at the Uni
versity of Vermont, Magistrale 
immediately makes it clear that 
he is a fan of the author's work. 
He further states that Douglas 
Winter's Art o f Darkness is the 
best single volume out on King, 
and that one purpose of his 
book is to bring a greater exami
nation to the major themes and 
recurring patterns in King's 
work which Winter could only 
touch upon. Magistrale offers 
an intelligent discussion of 
these themes, to wit: 'Motorised 
Monsters: The Betrayal of 
Technology' and 'Inherited 
Haunts: Stephen King's Terri
ble Children'. In seven chapters 
(which are designed to be read 
as interlocking essays), the 
author does a capable job of exp
laining what King's work means 
in a literary sense, without 
being too smug or pretentiously 
intellectual in nis presentation. 
A good academic introduction.

Reign of Fear: Fiction and Film 
of Stephen King
Edited by Don Herron (Under
wood-Miller, 1988)
Published so far only as a 1,000 
copy hardcover at $75, this is the 
third and, most likely, final col
lection of essays from this pub
lisher. The writers include Guy 
N Smith ('Snowbound in the 
Overlook Hotel'), Peter 
Treymayne ('By Crouch End, in 
the Isles'), J N Williamson ('The 
Cycles -  Tricycles and Hogs -  of 
Horror7), and Stanley Wiater 
('Reach Out and Touch Some
thing: Blurbs And Stephen 
King'). In spite of the title, only 
one major essay -  'The Movies 
and Mr King, Part II' -  deals 
with the film adaptations of 
King's work. A trade edition 
from NAL is all but inevitable.

Stephen King: The First Dec
ade, Carrie to Pet Semetary
By Joseph Reino (Twayne Pub
lishers, 1988)
Published in hardcover at 
$17.95.
Yet another examination of 
King by a college professor. 
From the dust jacket copy you 
can get some idea of what lurks 
within its covers: 'Meticulously 
written, Reino's perceptive 
analysis reveals King as a Gothic 
master who offers an abysmally 
grim view of himself, his read
ers, and the malevolent uni
verse in which we live. Eight 
provocative chapters, cohe
sively linked by in depth expli
cation of King's psychosexual 
and psychodynamic themes, 
paint an evocative and eerie 
double portrait of Stephen King 
as both author and master man
ipulator of the most profound 
human emotion: sheer terror'. 
In spite of the copywriter's ver
biage, this is a worthwhile com
panion volume to Winter's Art 
o f Darkness.

So there you are. What's most 
important to note is that, in ten 
short years, King has gone from 
being dismissed by the critics as 
a 'bestselling hack' to attaining 
serious consideration as a 
'major literary talent'. And the 
studies of King will no doubt 
continue to flow forth, right 
alongside the forthcoming 
novels and stories of his ever 
prolific imagination. (On the 
horizon is The Unseen King by 
Tyson Blue d The Shape Under 
the Sheet: The ̂ .ephen King Encyc
lopaedia by Stephen J Spignesi). 
It's almost enough to make one 
wonder if there is a new cottage 
industry at work here, designed 
to dissect King's every word 
almost before the ink has had a 
chance to dry on the paper.

It's difficult to say when it will 
end; King himself is amazed 
that his popularity hasn't 
crested by now. And yet, even 
if there's not a lot more to be 
explored about this author's 
work, there's certainly more to 
be learned about horror writers 
and horror fiction in general. So 
no one should complain about 
the continuing deluge of books 
which focus on a single author. 
My belief is that every new 
reader of a King story will 
sooner or later try a story by 
Bloch, or Matheson, orMcCam- 
mon, or Campbell, or Etchison, 
or Barker; or a book or movie 
that you or I may someday 
create. It's the same reason why 
there's a new publication like 
FEAR to keep us better 
informed on this ever more 
popular-and important-field.

When you stop to consider 
the overall ramifications of 
King's phenomenal success, it 
would appear that we should 
simply send a vote of thanks to 
that author who sees no end in 
sight for his incredible literary 
career. Largely due to him, 
there's also no end in sight for 
the continuing success of Hor
ror as a genre.

T H E  P U B L IS H E R S

Catalogues are available from:

New American Library 
1633 Broadway 
New York, NY 10019

Underwood-Miller 
515 Chestnut Street 
Columbia, PA 17512-1233

Starmont House 
PO Box 851
Mercer Island, WA 98040

The Popular Press 
Bowling Green University 
Bowling Green, Ohio 43403

Twayne Publishers 
70 Lincoln Street 
Boston, MA 02111
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his is an excerpt from Monty's 1989 diary. It's 
a page-a-day one with a doth bookmark. He 
bought it in the January sales, at Boots. 

February 28, Tuesday, Moon's last quarter 
Lovely morning. Had a long, hot soak in the bath and sang 

M y Way. Popped into town for a spot o f shopping. Afternoon 
-  M innie cremated. Wore a bright tie and sniggered a lot. 
Couldn't help it. Lucky nobody else there. Evening in pub. 
Won at dominoes.

In many respects, Monty was no different from any 
other middle-aged husband. Most honest men will 
admit that, at least once in their lives, they would have 
liked to see their wives drop dead. What sets Monty 
apart from most men is the fact that, when his wife did 
just that, he thanked the Lord and laughed fit to burst.

It would be easy at this stage to condemn Monty as 
an unfeeling monster. Perhaps that is what he has 
become; we should, however, acquaint ourselves with 

"His scalp all the facts before we pass judgement on him.

tightened, his Here,heyare' 
eyes goggled 

w id e  his.  - '  .  Monty was bom in the year that witnessed the
D O W e lS  t u r n e d  cancerous growth of Hitler's murderers throughout 

to liquid . .  most of Europe. He spent his infant years living with 
h o r a i i c o  his mother and her parents in a small, unremarkable

U 5 e  w n e n  village, the name of which is unimportant, in the north 
the banshee of England. Here they waited patiently for the war to 
Wail S t a r t e d  enc*' secure ^  knowledge that the uppity little 

. .  . . paperhanger across the Channel would soon get what
this time he was coming to him and that everything would be back 

k n e w  e x a c t l y  to normal by the following Christmas. 
w L p  p  j i  Monty never met his father. One of his earliest
w n e r e  memories is of a grim-faced man with a hat and a bike

handing his mother a buff-coloured piece of paper one 
sunny morning in 1944. She stood like a statue by the 
front door and didn't even scold Monty when he 
tripped on the carpet and overturned a china vase. 
Later he squatted by her feet in the garden, his 
attention divided equally between an earthworm 
slowly baking in the afternoon sun and the silent tears 
trickling down her ashen face. He had seen two 
women in the village cry, and they had blubbed and 
whined and blown noses; not his mother, she did it 
without the sound effects. When it became apparent 
that she was not going to pay any attention to nim, he 
squashed the worm with his heel and skipped off to 
throw rocks at the birds.

Monty's gnarled old grandfather, himself a veteran 
of the First World War, would spin many a yam 

about his son, the conquering hero. How he had 
captured a German platoon single-handed, had been 
the first to die on the beaches at Normandy. These
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were but two of his heroic exploits, and for years 
Monty assumed that his father had risen from the dead 
in order to liberate Paris too. In fact Monty senior had 
drowned after falling blind drunk off the back of a 
landing craft. But he did get to the Normandy beaches. 
What remained of him slithered ashore like a giant 
beached starfish, about a week after the landings.

In the next decade, Monty did his own bit for his 
country. His period of national service saw him rise 
meteorically to the rank of lance corporal; his innate 
ability to think without moving his lips had paid off. 
He spent the next couple of years learning to run, 
jump, shave in cold water and insult Germans in their 
own language. By the time his service was over he was 
a master at saluting and his button polishing was 
second to none. He felt he had done his father proud; 
if only there'd been a war for him to fight in, how he 
could have shown them!

*****

Minnie was a gangly, oafish streak of a girl; pleasant 
enough in her own way but with no past worth 
mentioning. She met Monty in the late 1950s, was 
courted by him, married him, set up house with him 
and was quite content to sit in it quietly expanding 
while he went out to earn them money. Neither 
partner was fool enough to think themself rapturously 
happy or deeply in love, but they were content enough 
with the choice they had made and quite prepared to 
accept it as their lot in life. After all, they were just 
ordinary folk and no different from anybody else. They 
spent their time together, in grey anonymity, for 
twenty-five years until Monty won half a million 
pounds on the football pools.

That was when things really started to go down hill, 
reflected Monty as he sat in the pub one day after it was 
all over. He was not one of those henpecked husbands 
who always seemed to crop up in those situation 
comedies on television that Minnie enjoyed so much, 
but then Minnie did have an uncanny knack of getting 
her own way. When, therefore, she suggested they 
move to one of those nice suburbs in the south, to a 
nice house with a drive and a patio, he had relented 
after only token resistance. Nothing too extravagant in 
that, he thought.

Minnie had always been something of a television 
addict. They would often sit in the same room all night 
and exchange no more than a couple of sentences. It 
was an arrangement that suited them both perfectly; 
Monty usually felt uncomfortable in a serious 
conversation and Minnie wouldn't have recognised 
one anyway. Monty was secretly glad that he had a 
wife who didn't talk too much -  rather that than a 
pestering battle-axe.
Once Minnie had ensconced herself in her own 
armchair in front of the box, Monty would settle down 
in his and leaf through the handsome set of 
encyclopaedias he had bought from that nice young 
man who had called round not long after they had 
settled into their new home. Their evenings would be 
spent in this manner, with Minnie's waistline 
expanding as Monty's mind improved. She drank in 
every new quiz show and soap opera with relish, and 
he discovered that the ancient Egyptians used to 
worship dung beetles. Their social life was an accurate 
reflection of their home life, and if any of their former 
neighbours had noticed they had gone, they did not 
care one way or the other. Of course, they did not 
know about the sudden good fortune: Monty's cross 
in that little box at the bottom of the pools coupon had 
seen to that.

Once installed in the new house Minnie decided 
that she would have whatever she wanted. She 

would not go mad with the money, of course. Monty 
had always worked for a living and would not be 
unnecessarily careless with money no matter how they 
had come by it. There would be no ostentatious car in 
the driveway or holidays abroad every couple of



m o n th s . T ra v e l h a d  n e v e r  in te r e s te d  th e m ; M in n ie  h a d  
n e v e r  n e e d e d  a d riv in g  lic e n c e  a n d  th e  C o rtin a  w a s  
g ood  e n o u g h  fo r  M o n ty 's  n e e d s . E v e n  th a t w a s  b e in g  
used  le s s  a n d  le ss  n o w  th a t  h e  h a d  re tire d . F o r  M in n ie , 
th e  tw e n ty -s ix  in c h  s te r e o s o u n d  te le v is io n  a n d  v id e o  
re co rd e r  in  th e  lo u n g e , th e  tw e n ty  in c h  s e t  in  th e  
k itch e n  a n d  th e  p o rta b le  in  th e  b e d ro o m  w o u ld  s u ff ic e . 
M o n ty  g o t  h im s e lf  a lib ra ry  m e m b e rs h ip  ca rd . T h e  
p o te n tia l fo r  h o m e  e n te r ta in m e n t  co m b in e d  w ith  a 
co m p le te  lack  o f  d e s ire  fo r  a so c ia l life  in d u ce d  a k in d  
a g o ra p h o b ia  in  M in n ie . A ro u n d  a b o u t th is  t im e  M o n ty  
b e g a n  to  fe e l a little  u n e a s y , w o rr ie d  th a t h is  w ife  w a s  
w a tch in g  p e r h a p s  to o  m u c h  te le v is io n . S till, it k e p t  h e r  
h ap p y  a n d  le ft  h im  fre e  to  d o  a s  h e  w ish e d .

S o o n  M in n ie  w a s  w a tc h in g  te le v is io n  c o n s ta n tly . A s  
h er a p p e tite  fo r  it  g re w , s o  d id  h e r  a p p e tite  fo r  fo o d . 
M o n ty , h a v in g  e x h a u s te d  th e  s e t  o f  e n c y c lo p a e d ia s , 
took to  sp e n d in g  h is  a f te r n o o n s  in  th e  re a d in g  ro o m s  
o f th e  to w n  lib ra ry . E a ch  m o rn in g , a rm e d  w ith  th e  
k n o w le d g e  th a t th e  a to m ic  n u m b e r  o f  o s m iu m  w a s  
se v e n ty -s ix  a n d  th a t  a y u cc a  w a s  n o t  a n  Ita lia n  s a lo o n  
car a fte r  a ll, h e  w o u ld  s e t  o u t  fo r  th e  lib ra ry  in  h is  q u e s t  
for s e lf - im p ro v e m e n t. H e  w o u ld  th u s  s p e n d  m u c h  o f  
th e d a y  o u t o f  th e  h o u s e , h is  n e a r  c la u s tr o p h o b ia  
g ro w in g  in  p ro p o r tio n  to  M in n ie 's  fe a r  o f  a n y th in g  n o t  
tra n sm itte d . N o  m a tte r  w h a t  t im e  o f  d a y  h e  ca m e  
h o m e, h e  w o u ld  fin d  h e r  se tt le d  in  fro n t o f  o n e  o f  th e  
se ts , n ib b lin g  a t w h a te v e r  n e w  s n a c k  s h e  h a d  s e e n  
ad v ertised  an d  h a d  o rd e re d  fro m  th e  lo ca l 
su p e rm a rk e t. O fte n  h e  w o u ld  fin d  h e r  still in  b e d  in  
the a fte r n o o n , a p ra c tic e  h e  lo a th e d . H is  a p p e a ls  to  h e r  
fell o n  d e a f  e a rs .

M in n ie 's  d a y  to o k  o n  a d is tin c t  p a tte rn . F irs t  th in g  
in th e  m o rn in g  s h e  w o u ld  w a d d le  a n d  w h e e z e  h e r  w a y  
into th e  sp a c io u s  k itc h e n , flick  o n  th e  te le v is io n  w h ic h  
stood  o n  th e  b r e a k fa s t  b a r  a n d  h e a p  a tra y  to  s tra in in g  
p o in t w ith  fo o d . T h e n  s h e  w o u ld  g o  b a c k  to  b e d  an d  
w atch  th e  m o r n in g 's  p ro g ra m m e s . A fte r  th e  m id d a y  
so ap , s h e  w o u ld  in s ta ll h e r s e lf  in  th e  g ro a n in g  
a rm ch air in  th e  lo u n g e , h e r  tra y  re p le n is h e d . T h e r e  
sh e w o u ld  re m a in  fo r  th e  re s t  o f  th e  v ie w in g  d a y  
w h ich , w ith  th e  a d v e n t  o f  la te  n ig h t  tr a n s m is s io n , h a d  
le n g th e n e d  a la rm in g ly . M o n ty  w o u ld  h a v e  m a d e  o n e  
m ore a tte m p t to  w e a n  h e r  fro m  h e r  a d d ic t io n , h a d  n o t 
an u n e x p e c te d  in c id e n t  c o n v in c e d  h im  th a t  s h e  w a s  
irrev o cab ly  h o o k e d  o n  th e  g lo w  o f  c a th o d e  ra y s .

*****

H e w a s  re tu rn in g  h o m e  o n e  e v e n in g  a f te r  s p e n d in g  
th e  e n tire  d a y  in  th e  re a d in g  ro o m s . In  th is  w a y , th e r e  
w as little  c h a n c e  o f  b e in g  d ra w n  in to  a c o n v e r s a t io n  in  
w h ich  h e  w o u ld  u n w ittin g ly  a d m it th e  e x is te n c e  o f  
M in n ie . T h e  m e re  id e a  o f  it a p p a lle d  h im , so  h e  w o u ld  
lie a b o u t h e r  if  h e  h a d  to .
A lth o u g h  it w a s  a th re e  m ile  w a lk  fro m  th e  lib ra ry , 
he w o u ld  m a k e  th e  jo u r n e y  o n  fo o t r a th e r  th a n  u s e  
th e  ca r. T h a t  w a y  h e  s p e n t  le ss  t im e  in  th e  h o u s e  a n d  
d id n 't  h a v e  h e r  c o n s ta n t  p r e s e n c e  to  p re y  o n  h is  
n e rv e s . T h e  w e a th e r  o n  th e  n ig h t  in  q u e s t io n  w a s  
p articu larly  in c le m e n t, th e  N o v e m b e r  w in d  g n a w e d  at 
h is  e a rs  a n d  th e  s tin g in g  ra in  a te  w ith  m o n o to n o u s

E
e rs is te n c e  in to  h is  d o w n c a s t  fa ce . H e  w o u ld  u s u a lly  
ill so m e  tim e  a t th e  e n d  o f  th e  s tr e e t  b y  s m o k in g  a 
c ig a re tte , se e k in g  a fa ls e  w a rm th  fro m  th e  s o ft  y e llo w  
g low  o f  th e  s tr e e t  la m p  o n  th e  co rn e r . H e  s tru g g le d  to  
u g h t th e  u n tip p e d  c ig a re tte  u n d e r  th e  m a k e s h if t  
ca n o p y  o f  h is  o v e rc o a t . H e  w a s  su c c e s s fu l a t  th e  th ird  
a tte m p t a n d  o n ly  m a n a g e d  it  b y  s tr ik in g  tw o  m a tc h e s  
to g e th e r ; h e  h a d  n e v e r  h a d  tim e  fo r  lig h te rs . H e  s to o d  
w ith  h is  h a n d s  c u p p e d  a ro u n d  th e  t in y  s p a rk  a s  th e  
cru e l w in d  w h ip p e d  a w a y  th e  w isp s  o f  b lu e  s m o k e  a n d  
lu k e w a rm  b r e a th  fro m  h is  tire d  lu n g s .

T h e n  it w a s  b la ck . W h e n  th e  e le c tr ic ity  c u t  o u t  th e  
e n tire  s tre e t , h o u s e s  a n d  a ll, w a s  p lu n g e d  in to  a n  in k y  
d a rk n e s s , a s  if  th e  e a r th  h a d  sw a llo w e d  it u p ; a 
d a rk n e s s  m a d e  m o re  e e r ie  b y  th e  a b r u p t  d ro p p in g  o f  
th e  w in d . D o w n  th e  s tr e e t  th e  lig h ts  fa d e d  ra p id ly  to  a

d u ll s c a r le t  a n d  w e re  e n g u lfe d  b y  th e  n ig h t, lik e  d y in g  
f ire flie s .

M o n ty  fe lt  a t  p e a c e . H e  w a s  o v e rw h e lm e d  b y  a 
s u d d e n  s e n s e  o f  ca lm , a q u ie t , c a re fre e  ca lm  h e  h a d  n o t 
e x p e r ie n c e d  fo r  a lo n g  tim e . E v e n  th e  d o lo ro u s , 
u n e a r th ly  w a ilin g  o f  a n e ig h b o u r 's  to m  ca t d id  n o t 
d is tu rb  h im  a s  h e  s to o d  lik e  a  s e n tr y  u n d e r  th e  d ea d  
la m p . T h e  re d  c ig a re tte  e n d  b e c a m e  th e  c e n tr e  o f  h is  
o w n  litt le  u n iv e rs e . H e  fe lt  w a rm . H e  s e n s e d  th e  
u n w e lc o m e  w o rr ie s  o f  h is  l ife  e v a p o ra te  a n d  m in g le  
w ith  th e  s m o k e . H e  c lo s e d  h is  e y e s  a n d  sm ile d  fo r  th e  
fir s t  t im e  in  a  l ife tim e .

W h e n  h e  h a d  fin is h e d  th e  f ir s t  c ig a r e tte  a n d  w a s  
a b o u t  to  lig h t a n o th e r , th e  w in d  re v iv e d  i ts e lf  a n d  
d ra g g e d  h is  c o n s c io u s n e s s  b a c k . H e  n o tic e d  fo r  th e  
f ir s t  t im e  th e  n o is e  th e  c a t  w a s  m a k in g  a n d  
c o n te m p la te d  th is  w h ile  lig h tin g  u p  a g a in . H e  
w o n d e r e d  th a t  su c h  a sm a ll a n im a l c o u ld  p ro d u c e  s u c h  
a ra c k e t , a n d  w h e n  h e  re a lise d  it re m in d e d  h im  o f  a 
d is tr a u g h t  b a b y  c ry in g  th ro u g h  a  m e g a p h o n e , h e  g re w  
a n n o y e d  a t h a v in g  h is  b lis s fu l re v e r ie  s h a tte r e d . B u t 
lik e  m o s t  o f  u s , M o n ty  c o n s id e re d  it a v ir tu e  to  b e s to w  
h u m a n  k in d n e s s  o n  sm a ll a n im a ls  a n d , h a v in g  co m e  
to  th e  n a tu ra l c o n c lu s io n  th a t  th is  p a r t ic u la r  o n e  m u st  
b e  in  d is tr e s s , h e  re s o lv e d  to  s e e  w h a t  h e  co u ld  d o  to  
h e lp  it.

Lik e  a s p e c tr e  in  th e  f ilte re d  m o o n lig h t  h e  s ile n tly  
c r o s s e d  th e  ro a d  to  th e  lin e  o f  tre e s  o p p o s ite . H e  

s tra in e d  h is  m y o p ic  e y e s  in  th e  g lo o m  u n til h is  n e c k  
a c h e d . T h e  so ft  h is s in g  n o is e s  h e  h a d  s u p p o s e d  w o u ld  
b e  s o o th in g  to  a tro u b le d  c a t  s e e m e d  to  h a v e  n o  e ffe c t , 
s o  h e  s to p p e d  m a k in g  th e m . A ll th e  w h ile  th e  g h a s tly  
c a c o p h o n y  c o n t in u e d , r is in g  a n d  fa llin g  y e t  n e v e r  
le tt in g  u p  fo r  a  m o m e n t. M o n ty 's  u n e a s e  g re w  w ith  it. 
T h in k in g  it m a y  h a v e  b e e n  c r o u c h in g  u n d e r  o n e  o f  th e  
p a rk e d  c a rs , h e  s q u a tte d  lik e  a m o n s tr o u s  fro g  u n d e r  
th e  t re e , s e a r c h in g  w ith  h is  e y e s  a lo n g  th e  g u tte r , b u t  
th e  d a rk n e s s  w a s  s tr o n g e r  th a n  h is  v is io n  a n d  h e  g a v e  
u p .

In  th e  e n d  h e  d e c id e d  th a t , e v e n  if  h e  h a d  b e e n  a b le  
to  d e te r m in e  its  lo c a t io n , th e r e  w o u ld  b e  v e ry  lit t le , if  
a n y th in g , h e  co u ld  a c tu a lly  d o  to  h e lp  th e  w re tc h e d  
c re a tu re . B e s id e s , h is  a g e in g  fra m e  h a d  h a d  e n o u g h  
d a r k n e s s , co ld  a n d  u n r e s t  fo r  o n e  n ig h t , a n d  th e  
d a m n e d  th in g s  w e re  su p p o s e d  to  h a v e  n in e  liv e s  
a n y w a y . T h a  h id e o u s  n o is e  h a d  all b u t  d e s tro y e d  h is  
n e r v e s . T e llin g  h im s e lf  th a t, u n d e r  th e  c ir c u m s ta n c e s , 
a re tu r n  h o m e  w o u ld  b e  le s s e r  o f  tw o  e v ils , h e  d e c id e d  
to  le a v e  th e  c a t  to  its  fa te .

T h e  p o w e r  r e tu r n e d  w ith  s u d d e n n e s s  th a t  a lm o st  
b lin d e d  h im . H e  a llo w e d  h im s e lf  a s ig h  o f  re l ie f  a s  th e  
h o rr ib le  w a ilin g  c e a s e d  a t th e  s a m e  m o m e n t . A lm o st 
c h u c k lin g  to  h im s e lf  a t  th e  id e a  o f  a  n o c tu rn a l a n im a l 
a fra id  o f  th e  d a rk  h e  d e c id e d  o n  o n e  la s t  c ig a re tte  to  
e n jo y  in  th e  m o m e n ta ry  p e a c e . W ith  s t iff , icy  f in g e rs  
(h e  h a d  le ft  h is  th e r m a l g lo v e s  a t  h o m e )  h e  fu m b le d  in  
h is  p o c k e ts  fo r  th e  p a ck  o f  c ig a re tte s , to o k  o n e  fro m  th e  
b o x  a n d  p u t it b e tw e e n  h is  l ip s . U n c o n s c io u s ly  tu rn in g  
to  fa ce  in  th e  d ir e c tio n  o f  h is  o w n  h o u s e  h e  fo u n d  th e  
b o x  o f  m a tc h e s . H is  f in g e rs  w e re  so  n u m b  w ith  co ld  
th a t  h e  d ro p p e d  th e  f ir s t  m a tc h  a n d  c o u ld n 't  b e  
b o th e r e d  to  p ic k  it u p . H e  m a n a g e d  to  g ra s p  o n e  a t  th e  
s e c o n d  a t te m p t  b u t  th e  h e a d  s n a p p e d  o f f  a s  h e  s tru c k  
it. T u tt in g  to  h im s e lf  a n d  c u rs in g  th e  t in y  p ie c e  o f  
w o o d , h e  tr ie d  w ith  a th ird  a n d  fo u n d  s u c c e s s , ju s t  a s  
th e  l ig h ts  f lick e re d  a n d  d ie d  a g a in .

W ith  th e  b u rn in g  s p lin te r  in c h e s  fro m  h is  fa c e , h e  
fro z e . H is  sca lp  t ig h te n e d , h is  e y e s  g o g g le d  w id e , h is  
b o w e ls  tu rn e d  to  liq u id , h is  h e a r t  tu rn e d  to  s to n e  a n d  
h is  s p in e  t in g le d  a s  a m illio n  t in y  ic ic le s  s p r o u te d  
u n d e r  h is  s k in ; b e c a u s e  w h e n  th e  b a n s h e e  w a il s ta r te d  
th is  t im e  h e  k n e w  e x a c tly  w h e r e  it  w a s  c o m in g  fro m .

A D A M  PAGE is a
computer programmer, 
sort of, but urges people 
not to  hold it against 
him. He is not a member 
of MENSA, has not 
travelled widely, but has 
tw o  senses of humour. 
This is the first story he 
has had published.

"For the first 
time in his life 
he was 
experiencing 
the fear of the 
unknown"

Mo n ty  s to o d  ro o te d  to  th e  s p o t , s ta r in g , u n til th e  
b u rn in g  s e n s a t io n  in  h is  f in g e r t ip s  je r k e d  h is  

n u m b e d  s e n s e s  in to  a c t io n . H e  m o v e d  in  a tra n c e

FEAR October 1989 43



.

"The first 
thing he saw 

as he entered 
was a terrified 

red face 
pleading with 

him, 
screaming at 

him"

a c ro s s  th e  s tr e e t , tr ip p e d  u p  th e  k e rb , w a lk e d  to  th e  
g a te , u p  th e  d r iv e , o n to  th e  s te p  o u ts id e  th e  fro n t  d o o r . 
H is  fe e t  w e re  a s  h e a v y  a s  co ld  le a d . F o r  th e  fir s t  t im e  
in  h is  life  h e  w a s  e x p e r ie n c in g  fe a r  o f  th e  u n k n o w n .

H e  ru m m a g e d  in  h is  tro u s e r s  p o c k e t  fo r  th e  k e y  
w h ils t  g la n c in g  b a c k  o v e r  h is  s h o u ld e r , w o n d e r in g  
w h y  it  w a s  th a t  th e  m o u r n fu l h o w lin g  h a d  n o t  
a ttra c te d  m o re  a t te n t io n ; th e n  h e  re m e m b e re d  th a t  
th e ir  g o o d  fo r tu n e  h a d  e n a b le d  th e m  to  a v o id  th e  b u ilt-  
u p  d is tr ic ts  o f  th e  to w n . B re a th in g  s i le n t  th a n k s  fo r  
th is , h e  s lip p e d  th e  k e y  in to  th e  lo ck  a n d  o p e n e d  th e  
d o o r . T h e  c la m o u r , w h ic h  w a s  lo u d  e n o u g h  o u ts id e  
th e  d o o r , h it  h im  lik e  a  r u b b e r  h a m m e r  a n d  b e fo re  h e  
re a lise d  w h a t  h e  w a s  d o in g  h e  le a n e d  o v e r , g ra b b e d  
th e  d o o r k n o b  a n d  p u lle d  th e  d o o r  s h u t  a g a in . T h e n , 
k n o w in g  h e  w o u ld  h a v e  to  g o  in  s o o n e r  o r  la te r , h e  
to o k  a d e e p  b r e a th , o p e n e d  th e  d o o r  a g a in , c lim b e d  
th e  tw o  s te p s  a n d  w e n t  in s id e .

T h e  lo b b y  d o o r  w a s  o p e n . A n  in s ip id , re d  g lo w  
o o z e d  fro m  b e n e a th  th e  lo u n g e  d o o r  a t  th e  o th e r  e n d  
o f  th e  h a ll a n d  m a d e  a s  if  to  c re e p  a lo n g  th e  c a rp e t  
to w a rd s  h im , b u t  it w a s  k e p t  a t  b a y  b y  th e  d a rk . T o  
M o n ty 's  a d d le d  w its  n o th in g  s e e m e d  n o rm a l. A s  h e  
s to o d  o n  th e  d o o r m a t (W E L C O M E ) h is  lo n g -d o rm a n t 
im a g in a tio n  c o n ju r e d  u p  a  p ic tu re  o f  h is  o w n  p riv a te  
h e ll . T h e  w a ilin g  h a d  h im  in  its  ir re s is tib le  g rip  a n d  h e  
w a s  d ra w n  a lo n g  th e  h a ll. H is  le g s  r e fu s e d  to  tu rn  
ro u n d  a n d  ta k e  h im  a w a y . H e  s te e le d  h im s e lf . T h e  
lo u n g e  d o o r  w a s  a ja r . H e  p u s h e d  it  o p e n  a n d  to o k  a 
s te p  in s id e .

T h e  g a s  f ire  w a s  o n  its  h ig h e s t  s e t t in g , a s  h e  k n e w  it 
m u s t  h a v e  b e e n , s m e a r in g  e v e r y th in g  w ith  a  film  o f  
d ir ty  o r a n g e . M o n ty  s ta r te d  -  fo r  th e  fir s t  th in g  h e  sa w  
a s  h e  e n te r e d  w a s  a te rr if ie d , re d  fa ce  p le a d in g  w ith  
h im , s c r e a m in g  a t  h im . S o m e th in g  w a s  w ro n g  w ith  it; 
it w a s  to o  sm a ll to  b e  M in n ie 's .  T h e n  h e  u n d e r s to o d  
w h a t  it w a s  a n d  th e  ro o m  s to p p e d  s p in n in g . T h e  h u g e  
te le v is io n  fa ce d  th e  d o o r w a y  a n d  w h a t  h is  e y e s  h a d  
s e e n  w a s  h e r  a b o m in a b le  s h r u n k e n  h e a d  f lo a tin g  o n  
th e  b la n k  s c r e e n , a lth o u g h  s h e  w a s  s it t in g  d ire c tly  in  
f ro n t  o f  h im  h e  h a d  n o t  s e e n  h e r .

He  s p o k e  h e r  n a m e  b u t  th e  w o rd  w a s  lo s t  in  h e r  
im p e n e tra b le  h o w lin g . H e  re g a in e d  c o n tro l o f  h is  

le g s  a n d  w a lk e d  u n s te a d ily  ro u n d  to  w h e r e  h e  co u ld  
s e e  h e r  fa c e ; im m e d ia te ly , h e  w is h e d  th a t  h e  h a d n 't .  
S h e  sa t  ja m m e d  in to  th e  ro o m y  a rm c h a ir , a lm o st  
s p illin g  o v e r  th e  s id e s , h e r  w id e , g la s s y  e y e s  tra in e d  
h y p n o tic a lly  o n  h e r  o w n  im a g e  o n  th e  s c r e e n . M o n ty  
s p o k e  h e r  n a m e  a g a in , th e n  a lm o s t  y e lle d  it, b u t  h e  
m a y  a s  w e ll n o t  h a v e  b o th e r e d . S h e  d id  n o t  e v e n  k n o w  
h e  w a s  th e re . T h e  d re a d fu l b a w lin g  c o n tin u e d , 
p u n c tu a te d  o n ly  b y  s h o r t , je r k in g  so b s . H e r  b e lo v e d  
te le v is io n  h a d  d ie d  a n d  h e r  w o rld  h a d  fa lle n  a p a rt .

M o n ty  s a n k  in to  th e  w e lc o m in g  c u s h io n s  o f  th e  s o fa . 
H is  fe a r  a n d  d is c o m fo r t  g ra d u a lly  fa d e d  a s  th e  h e a t  
fro m  th e  g a s  f ire  th a w e d  h is  a c h in g  lim b s . H e  la y  h is
h e a d  b a c k  a n d  c lo s e d  h is  e y e s  a s  if  to  s h u t  o u t th e  
n o is e , b u t  it  h a d  th e  p o w e r  o f  a  p n e u m a tic  d rill. H e  fe lt  
in c e n s e d ; h e  w a s  a  s im p le , d e c e n t , la w  a b id in g  m a n  
w h o  ce r ta in ly  d id  n o t  d e s e r v e  th e  h a n d  F a te  h a d  d e a lt  
h im . H e  o p e n e d  h is  t ire d  e y e s  a n d  c o n te m p la te d  th e  
o b e s e , q u iv e r in g  h e a p  o f  b lu b b e r  in  th e  a rm c h a ir . T h e  
s e e d  o f  a n  id e a  im p la n te d  i ts e lf  d e e p  in  h is  b r a in , a n  
u n w e lc o m e  id e a  w h ic h  lu ck ily  w a s  n o t  a llo w e d  th e  
t im e  to  g e rm in a te , s in c e  th e  p o w e r  c h o s e  th a t  m o m e n t  
to  c o m e  b a c k  o n .

H e  s h ie ld e d  h is  e y e s  a s  th e  h a r s h  lig h t p ie rc e d  th e m , 
d is p e r s in g  th e  d a rk  a n d  w ith  it th e  in fe rn a l f ire lig h t. 
A s  su d d e n ly  a s  th e  lig h t re tu r n e d , th e  u n e a r th ly  ra ck e t 
d ie d  a n d  w a s  r e p la c e d  b y  th e  in a n e  c h a tte r  o f  a 
p a rticu la r ly  re p tilia n  g a m e s  s h o w  h o s t  g iv in g  a w a y  
h o lid a y s  a n d  fa b u lo u s  h is  'n '  h e r s  m a tc h in g  n o s e  h a ir  
c lip p e rs . M in n ie 's  tra n s fo rm a tio n  w a s  re m a rk a b le . 
H e r  e x p r e s s io n  h a d  c h a n g e d  a s  if a t  th e  f lick  o f  a sw itc h  
fro m  o n e  o f  a b je c t  d e s p o n d e n c y  to  s h e e r , c h ild is h  
d e lig h t .

M o n ty  s tu d ie d  th e  p ile s  o f  e m p ty  p o ta to  c r is p s
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p a c k e ts  (fa m ily  s iz e ) , th e  in n u m e ra b le  ch o co la te  
w ra p p e r s , th e  h a lf -e a te n  sa n d w ic h e s  a n d  th e  o th e r  
d e b r is  s c a tte re d  ro u n d  M in n ie 's  fe e t ; th e  b u tto n s  on  
h e r  b lo u s e  s tra in in g  a n d  h a n g in g  o n  fo r  w h a t  g rim  life  
th e y  p o s s e s s e d ; th e  d a m p  p a tch  ro u n d  h e r  n e ck  
c a u s e d  b y  c o p io u s  te a rs ; th e  s p e llb o u n d  e y e s  a lm o st 
p o p p in g  r ig h t  o u t o f  th e  p a sty , p u ffy  f le s h ; an d  th e  
s w e a ty , f id g e ty  s tu m p s  o f  f in g e rs  c lu tc h in g  th e  re m o te  
co n tro l d e v ic e . H e  w a s  o v e rw h e lm e d  w ith  p ity  
b e c a u s e  s h e  h a d  n e v e r  b e e n  a b a d  w o m e n , a n d  n o w  
s h e  w a s  little  m o re  th a n  a n  in fla te d  v e g e ta b le .

H e  r o s e , n o t  w a n tin g  to  lo o k  a t  th e  so rry  sp e c ta c le  
a n y  lo n g e r  th a n  h e  h a d  to . H e  m a d e  h im se lf  a p o t o f 
te a  in  th e  k itc h e n , sw itc h in g  o f f  th e  te le v is io n  se t  in  
th e r e  a s  h e  d id  so . H e  w e n t  u p s ta irs  a n d  m a d e  u p  th e  
b e d  in  th e  re d u n d a n t  g u e s t  ro o m . It h a d  b e e n  a h ard  
d a y  a n d , a s  h e  d rifte d  f itfu lly  in to  a  m u ch -n e e d e d  
s le e p , th e  n a g g in g  u n c e r ta in ty  a t  th e  b a c k  o f  h is  m in d  
th a t  h e  h a d  m is s e d  s o m e th in g  w a s  c la rified . H e  h ad  
sa t  a n d  w a tc h e d  M in n ie  fo r  a g o o d  h a lf  h o u r  a fte r  th e  
p o w e r  re tu r n e d  a n d  h a d n 't  s e e n  h e r  b lin k  o n ce .

** ** *

Ov e r  th e  n e x t  fe w  w e e k s  M o n ty  saw  a s  little  a s  
p o s s ib le  o f  h is  w ife . B y  s le e p in g  in  th e  g u e s t  ro om  

a n d  le a v in g  th e  h o u s e  e a r ly  in  th e  m o rn in g  h e  fo u n d  it 
e a s y  to  a v o id  h e r . A s  fa r a s  h e  co u ld  te ll, s h e  d id  n o t 
w a sh  a n y  lo n g e r  in  th e  m o rn in g , a n d  h e  d o u b te d  th a t 
th e  b a th  co u ld  a c c o m m o d a te  h e r  m a ss iv e  b u lk . S h e  
d e fin ite ly  d id  n o t  u s e  s o a p , to o th p a s te  o r  d e o d o ra n t 
a n y  m o re ; th e  to ile tr ie s  o n  h e r  s id e  o f  th e  b a th ro o m  
c a b in e t  re m a in e d  u n to u c h e d .

M o n ty  r e s ig n e d  h im s e lf  to  h is  n e w  life s ty le . It w as 
a n  a r r a n g e m e n t th a t  h e  d id  n o t  c o n s id e r  id ea l, b u t h e  
w ish e d  M in n ie  n o  h a rm  a n d  s in c e  h e  h a d  n e v e r  b e e n  
o n e  to  sp e n d  h is  d a y s  in  th e  p u rsu it  o f  h a p p in e ss  h e  
w a s  p re p a re d  to  a c c e p t  it. H e  h a d  a lw a y s  ta k e n  p rid e  
in  th e  fa c t  th a t  s h e  w a s  p e rm itte d  to  d o  w h a t sh e  
w a n te d  a s  lo n g  a s  s h e  m a d e  n o  a tte m p t to  co n tro l h is  
life . H e  w a s  n o t  a ty ra n t , so  if  s h e  d id  n o th in g  b u t e a t 
a n d  w a tc h  te le v is io n  a ll d a y  lo n g  th e n  s h e  co u ld  d o  so  
w ith o u t  fe a r  o f  in te rv e n tio n  fro m  h im . A lth o u g h  h e  
d e p lo re d  h e r  w o rld , h e  a c c e p te d  it. H e  w a s still 
m a rr ie d  to  h e r , u n til d e a th  p a rte d  th e m . If  o n ly  sh e  
w o u ld  w a s h  o c c a s io n a lly .

H e  o n ly  re g r e tte d  h is  d e c is io n  w h e n  h e  h a d  th e  
m is fo r tu n e  to  b u m p  in to  h e r , l ite ra lly . O n e  d a y , o n  h is  
re tu r n  h o m e , h e  h a d  d e c id e d  to  v e n tu re  in to  th e  
k itc h e n  fo r  a q u ic k  sn a c k  b e fo re  g o in g  to  b e d . H is  w alk s 
u s u a lly  g a v e  h im  a h e a r ty  a p p e tite  a n d  h e  a lw a y s 
fo u n d  it  e a s ie r  to  s le e p  w ith  so m e th in g  in  h is  s to m a ch ; 
o n  th is  o c c a s io n  h e  w a s  fe e lin g  a little  u n d e r  th e  
w e a th e r  a n d  w a s  c o n s e q u e n tly  q u ite  ra v e n o u s .

H e  w a lk e d  p a s t  th e  lo u n g e  d o o r , in v o lu n ta rily  
w rin k lin g  h is  n o s e  a t th e  sm e ll w h ic h  a m b u s h e d  h im . 
H e  w a s  a b o u t  to  e n te r  th e  k itc h e n  w h e n  h e  co llid ed  
w ith  h e r  o n  h e r  w a y  o u t . A s  lu ck  w o u ld  h a v e  it , th e  
l ig h t b u lb  h a d  fa ile d  b u t  th is  d id n 't  b o th e r  h e r  s in ce  
s h e  c o u ld  fill u p  h e r  tra y  b y  th e  lig h t o f  th e  k itch e n  
te le v is io n  a n d  th e  fr id g e . S h e  w a s  w a d d lin g  o u t 
b a c k w a r d s , u n a b le  to  te a r  h e r  e y e s  fro m  th e  sc re e n  
e v e n  fo r  a se c o n d . M o n ty  le a p t b a c k  d o w n  th e  h a ll as 
h is  in it ia l s h o c k  g a v e  w a y  to  d is b e lie f  a t th e  s h e e r  size  
o f  h e r . H e  w a tc h e d  o p e n -m o u th e d  a s  s h e  m a n o e u v re d  
h e r s e lf  s id e w a y s , lik e  a  c ra b , in to  th e  lo u n g e . S h e  w as 
n o w  to o  fa t  to  w a lk  in  fo rw a rd s . W h e n  h e  h e a rd  th e  
so fa  g ro a n  u n d e r  its  b u rd e n  (s h e  h a d  o u tg ro w n  th e  
a rm ch a ir )  h e  w e n t  u p s ta ir s , b r u s h e d  h is  te e th  an d  
w e n t  to  b e d . H e  h a d  lo s t  h is  a p p e tite .

T h e  n e x t  d a y  h e  w o k e  b a re ly  a b le  to  b r e a th e . T h e  
s e v e re  co ld  a n d  h is  tw ice -d a ily  w a lk s  h a d  ta k en  

th e ir  to ll a n d  h e  h a d  co n tra c te d  in f lu e n z a . A s m u ch  as 
h e  n e e d e d  to  g e t  u p  a n d  le a v e , h is  a c h in g  a rm s an d  
le g s , w a te ry  e y e s  a n d  th e  ra s p in g  co u g h  th a t 
th re a te n e d  to  b u rs t  o p e n  h is  c h e s t  co n v in c e d  h im  
o th e rw is e . F o r  tw o  d a y s  h e  lay  a n d  sw e a te d  in  b e d . B y



th e  e n d  o f  th e  se c o n d  d a y  h e  fe lt  s l ig h tly  b e tte r ; b u t  h e  
w as p u z z le d . F o r  tw o  so lid  d a y s  h e  h a d n 't  h e a rd  h e r  
co m e u p sta irs  a t  all a n d  h e  h a d n 't  h e a rd  th e  d ro n e  o f  
th e  b e d ro o m  te le v is io n  in  th e  m o rn in g s .

N e x t d a y  h e  fe lt  m u c h  h e a lth ie r , a lth o u g h  h e  h a d  
n o t e a te n  fo r  tw o  d a y s . H e  w a s h e d , sh a v e d  a n d  
d re sse d  a n d  s ta r te d  d o w n  th e  s ta irs . H is  'f lu  h a d  n o t  
co m p le te ly  c le a re d  u p  b u t  h e  w a s  o n ly  to o  a w a re  o f  th e  
aw fu l sm e ll c ra w lin g  u p  th e  s ta irw a y , so  it w a s  w ith  
so m e  tre p id a tio n  th a t  h e  h e a d e d  to w a rd s  th e  k itc h e n . 
H e  s to p p e d  fo r  a se c o n d  to  b lo w  h is  n o s e  a n d  h is  e a rs  
p o p p e d  le a v in g  h im  te m p o ra r ily  d e a f. H e  w a s  
s ta n d in g  o u ts id e  th e  lo u n g e ; it  w a s  s ile n t . H e  e a se d  
o p e n  th e  d o o r  a n d  s ta re d  a t  th e  p ile s  o f  ru b b is h  s tre w n  
a b o u t th e  ro o m , M in n ie  w a s  n o t th e r e , n o r  w a s  th e  
so fa . It to o k  h im  a m in u te  to  re a lise  th a t th e  te le v is io n  
w as sw itc h e d  o ff , s ta n d in g  d u m b  a n d  co ld  in  th e  
c o m e r . A s  h is  h e a r in g  re tu r n e d  h e  b e c a m e  a w a re  o f  
th e  n o ise  co m in g  fro m  th e  k itc h e n  a n d  s u d d e n ly  
u n d e rsto o d  w h a t  s h e  h a d  d o n e .

H e  o p e n e d  th e  k itc h e n  d o o r . T h e  s te n c h  h it  h im  a n d  
h e  re e le d . It w a s  a la rg e  k itc h e n , e a s ily  ro o m y  e n o u g h  
to  a c c o m m o d a te  th e  so fa  s h e  h a d  h e a v e d  in . I t  co u ld  
n o t h a v e  b e e n  a n  e a sy  ta sk  (it h a d  n e e d e d  tw o  m e n  to  
g e t it in to  th e  h o u s e )  b u t , h e  th o u g h t , in  h e r  p r e s e n t  
s ta te  it w o u ld  h a v e  ta k e n  m o re  th a n  tw o  d o o r w a y s , a 
n a rro w  p a ss a g e  a n d  a  b r e a k fa s t  b a r  to  d e fe a t  h e r .

In  th e  c o m e r  b y  th e  b a c k  d o o r  w e re  s ta ck e d  c a r to n s  
o f  p o ta to  c r is p s  (a sso rte d  f la v o u rs ) , b is c u its , 
e x ce e d in g ly  g o o d  c a k e s  a n d  c ra te  o f  so ft  d r in k s  (1 0 %  
fre e ). S h e  h a d  o b v io u s ly  a rra n g e d  re g u la r  d e liv e r ie s  
b e fo re  h e r  sa u sa g e  f in g e rs  w e re  to o  b ig  to  fit  th e  
te le p h o n e  d ia l. T h e  so fa  w a s  ja m m e d  in  b e tw e e n  th e  
u n u se d  c o o k e r  a n d  th e  f itte d  u n its  th a t lin e d  th e  o th e r  
w all, w ith in  e a s y  re a c h  o f  th e  b o x e s  o f  c o n v e n ie n c e  
fo o d , a n d  a s  c lo s e  a s  p o s s ib le  to  th e  b r e a k fa s t  b a r . O n  
top  o f  th is  p e rc h e d  th e  te le v is io n , a b o u t  fo u r  fe e t  fro m  
M in n ie 's  u p tu rn e d  fa ce . S h e  w o u ld  h a v e  b e e n  c lo s e r  
to  it h a d  s h e  b e e n  a b le  to  s it  u p  s tra ig h t  fo r  m o re  th a n  
ten  se c o n d s .

It w a s th e  first u n o b s tru c te d  v ie w  o f  h e r  M o n ty  h a d  
h ad  in  o v e r  a m o n th  a n d , th o u g h  h e  a lre a d y  k n e w  

s h e  w a s  g ro ss ly  o v e rw e ig h t, h e  w a s  u n p re p a re d  fo r  it. 
S h e  w a s  a lm o st s p h e r ic a l a n d  h e r  h e ig h t  m a d e  h e r  
a p p e a r  e v e n  m o re  in tim id a tin g . H is  f ir s t  fe e lin g s  w e re  
o f  re v u ls io n  a n d  n a u s e a , in c r e d u lo u s  th a t  h e  w a s  
a c tu a lly  m a rrie d  to  it, th a t  it s h a re d  h is  n a m e  a n d  h is  
h o m e . H is  s u b s e q u e n t  th o u g h t  w a s  s o m e th in g  to  d o  
w ith  th a t M c W h irte r  c h a p  a n d  h is  b o o k  o f  re c o r d s , b u t  
h e  d is m iss e d  th is  fro m  h is  m in d . H e r  le ft  a rm  (it w a s  
co n ica l) fed  a n  u n in te rru p te d  flo w  o f  ju n k  in to  th e  
s lo b b e r in g  h o le  w h ils t  h e r  r ig h t  g r ip p e d  th e  r e m o te  
h a n d s e t  a s  if  it w e re  a l ife lin e . I f  h e r  k n u c k le s  h a d  b e e n  
v is ib le  u n d e r  th e  sq u id g y  la y e rs  th e y  w o u ld  h a v e  b e e n  
a s  w h ite  a s  h e r  fa ce . H a d  h e r  te e th  n o t  b e e n  fa ls e  th e y  
w o u ld  u n d o u b te d ly  h a v e  ro tte d ; a s  it  w a s  th e y  h a d  
m e re ly  tu rn e d  b r o w n , d e fe n c e le s s  u n d e r  th e  c o n s ta n t  
b a rra g e .

T h e  b u tto n s  o n  h e r  m a rq u e e  h o u s e c o a t  h a d  lo n g  
s in ce  c a p itu la te d , k n o w in g  th e irs  w a s  a lo s t  c a u s e . 
N o w  it g a p e d  o p e n , u n a b le  to  c o n ta in  th e  g ro w in g  
m o u n ta in  in s id e  it , e x p o s in g  th e  so ile d  n ig h td re s s . 
T h is  w a s  o b v io u s ly  u n d e r  th e  sa m e  s tra in  th a t  h a d  
d e sp a tc h e d  th e  b u tto n s  a n d  w o u ld  p ro b a b ly  n o t  la s t  
m u ch  lo n g e r . H e  im a g in e d  h e  co u ld  h e a r  th e  s t itc h in g  
c re a k  e a ch  t im e  th e  w e d g e  o f  fla b  w a s  ra ise d  to  th e  
m o u th . A  d e te r m in e d  ch ild  le t lo o se  w ith  a lu m p  o f  
m o d e llin g  c la y  co u ld  n o t  h a v e  fa sh io n e d  a  m o re  
g ro te s q u e  tra v e s ty  o f  h u m a n ity . H a v in g  ru n  o u t  o f  
a d je c t iv e s , M o n ty  s p u n  o n  h is  h e e l a n d  w e n t  u p s ta ir s . 
H e  p a ck e d  a fe w  e s s e n t ia l  ite m s  o f  c lo th in g  in to  h is  
d u sty  ca rd b o a rd  s u itc a s e , w e n t  b a c k  d o w n s ta irs , 
w a lk e d  o u t o f  th e  h o u s e  a n d  tu rn e d  h is  b a c k  o n  h is  
h o m e . H e  a llo w e d  h im s e lf  th e  lu x u ry  o f  a b u s  r id e  in to  
to w n  a n d  to o k  a ro o m  in  a sm a ll h o te l fo r  a n  in d e fin ite  
p e r io d . H e  co u ld  e a s ily  a ffo rd  it.

** ** *

H e  fe lt  a n  im m e n s e  b u rd e n  b e in g  lifte d  fro m  h is  
s h o u ld e r s . H e  h a d  n e v e r  b e e n  o n e  to  h a n k e r  a fte r  
e x c ite m e n t  b u t  n o w  th o u g h t  th a t  h e  h a d  th e  
o p p o rtu n ity  to  s ta r t  a g a in . H e  m a y  h a v e  b e e n  
a p p r o a c h in g  fifty  b u t  n o w  h e  fe lt  a lm o s t  y o u n g  a n d  
fo u n d  h im s e lf  in  th e  e n v ia b le  p o s it io n  o f  b e in g  a b le  to  
d o  w h a t  h e  w a n te d  a n d  h a v in g  th e  m o n e y  to  d o  it 
w ith . H e  w o u ld n 't  ru s h  h e a d lo n g  in to  it th o u g h ; first 
h e  n e e d e d  to  re c u p e ra te .

If  M o n ty  h a d  m a d e  a n y  f r ie n d s  w h e n  h e  m o v e d  s o u th  
th e y  w o u ld  h a v e  b a r e ly  re c o g n ise d  h im  n o w . T h e  

sm a ll, a n o n y m o u s  c h a p  w ith  th e  p e r m a n e n tly  d o le fu l 
e x p r e s s io n , w h o  n e v e r  sa id  a  w o rd  to  a n y o n e , w a s  
g o n e . T h e  re g u la r s  in  th e  re a d in g  ro o m , all lit t le  g re y  
m e n  th e m s e lv e s , h a d  s e e n  h im  a lm o st  e v e ry  d a y  fo r  
m o n th s . W h e n  h e  b o u n c e d  in  o n e  ch illy  m o rn in g  
r e s p le n d e n t  in  n e w  o v e rc o a t , h a t  a n d  sca r f, h is  fa ce  
sp lit  in  tw o  b y  a b e a m in g  sm ile , n o t  o n e  o f  th e m  
re a lise d  w h o  h e  w a s . H is  e n th u s ia s t ic  'g o o d  m o r n in g ' 
le ft  th e m  d is a p p ro v in g  a n d  d u m b s tru c k .

F o r  th e  fir s t  t im e  s in c e  h is  y o u th  h e  h a d  a so c ia l life  
a n d  re lis h e d  e v e r y  m o m e n t  o f  it. B e fo re  to o  lo n g  h e  
b e c a m e  a re g u la r  s ig h t  a t  h is  lo ca l p u b lic  h o u s e  a n d  
co u ld  b e  s e e n  th e r e  m o s t  d a y s  o f  th e  w e e k , a f te r n o o n  
o r  e v e n in g , lo u n g in g  a g a in s t  th e  b a r  o r  e n g a g e d  in  a 
h e a te d  g a m e  o f  d o m in o e s . T h e  d a m  in  h is  v o ca l c h o rd s  
h a d  b e e n  b r e a c h e d  a n d  h e  co m m itte d  h im s e lf  to  
m a k in g  u p  fo r  h is  lo n g  y e a rs  o f  re c lu s iv e  s ile n c e . If  h e  
h a d  a  fa u lt  it w a s  h is  u n iv e rs a l g e n e r o s ity , w h ich  
u n d o u b te d ly  a c c o u n te d  fo r  m u c h  o f  his p o p u la r ity . A s 
M o n ty  m a d e  n e w  fr ie n d s , h o w e v e r , th e  in e v ita b le  
q u e s t io n  w a s  a s k e d . W a s  h e  m a rr ie d ? . F a c e d  w ith  th e  
p r o s p e c t  o f  a d m ittin g  th e  tru th , h e  w o u ld  sa y  h is  w ife  
h a d  d ie d  a  fe w  m o n th s  e a r lie r . T h e  f ir s t  t im e  h e  w a s 
a sk e d  h e  sa id  h e  h a d  n e v e r  m a rr ie d , th e n  fo u n d  
h im s e lf  h a v in g  to  e x p la in  w h y  h e  w o re  a  w e d d in g  
r in g , so  n o w  h e  a d m itte d  to  b e in g  a  w id o w e r . H is  o w n  
b e lie f  th a t  th is  w a s  v e ry  c lo s e  to  th e  tru th  m a d e  it  e a s ie r  
to  lie .

H e  k n e w , o f  c o u r s e , th a t  s o o n  h e  w o u ld  h a v e  to  g o  
b a c k  to  th e  h o u s e  if  o n ly  to  c o lle c t  a  fe w  b e lo n g in g s . A s 
it tu rn e d  o u t , o n e  o f  h is  n e w  a c q u a in ta n c e s  liv e d  n o t 
fa r a w a y  fro m  th e r e , a n d  o n e  d a y  h e  s e t  o u t  to  w a lk  
(a n o th e r  h a b it  h e  fo u n d  h a rd  to  b r e a k )  to  h is  f r ie n d 's  
h o m e . H e  lo s t  h im s e lf  in  a d a y d re a m  a n d  w a s  n o t 
s u rp r is e d  w h e n  h e  s n a p p e d  o u t  o f  it o n  th e  c o m e r  o f  
h is  o ld  s tr e e t , ju s t  y a rd s  a w a y  fro m  th e  e n d  o f  th e  
d riv e . It  w o u ld  h a v e  ta k e n  n o  m o re  th a t  te n  m in u te s  to  
b a c k tra c k  to  h is  f r ie n d 's  h o u s e , b u t  w ith  a sh ru g  o f  
r e s ig n a tio n  h e  c o n t in u e d . H e  s m o k e d  a h a s ty  c ig a re tte  
u n d e r  th e  la m p , c h id in g  h im s e lf  fo r  fe e lin g  n e rv o u s . 
H e  s tu b b e d  it o u t . w a lk e d  d o w n  th e  s tr e e t  a n d  tu rn e d  
u p  th e  d r iv e . F u r th e r  d o w n  th e  ro a d , o n  th e  s a m e  s id e , 
w a s  a p a rk e d  c a r ; M o n ty  d id  n o t  s e e  its  tw o  o c c u p a n ts  
w a tc h in g  h im .

He  lo o k e d  u p  a t  th e  h o u s e  a n d  a t  th e  d ra w n  
c u r ta in s . T h e  g le a m in g  w h ite  s a te ll ite  d is h , q u ite  

b r illia n t in  th e  a f te r n o o n  s u n , d id  n o t  s u rp r is e  h im . H e  
w a s  su re  h e  w a s  w a s t in g  h is  t im e  a n d  d id  n o t  k n o w  
w h a t  h e  e x p e c te d  to  a c c o m p lis h  b y  b e in g  th e r e , b u t  h e  
fe lt  a n  in v is ib le  ro p e  p u llin g  h im  to w a rd s  th e  h o u s e . 
H e  p a u s e d  a t  th e  to p  o f  th e  d r iv e  to  c a tc h  h is  b r e a th ; 
h is  s p r e a d in g  w a is t lin e  a n d  ta rre d  lu n g s  w e re  
p r o te s t in g . A s  h e  a p p r o a c h e d  th e  d o o r  th e  m e n  in  th e  
ca r  n e v e r  to o k  th e ir  e y e s  o f f  h im . M o n ty  s to p p e d  d e a d , 
h e s ita te d  a n d  re tre a te d  a c o u p le  o f  s te p s , w h ip p in g  a 
h a n d k e r c h ie f  fro m  h is  p o c k e t  a n d  h o ld in g  it to  h is  
n o s e . O n e  o f  th e  m e n , th e  ta lle r  o f  th e  tw o , g r in n e d .

T h e  a b o m in a b le  s te n c h , tw ic e  a s  s tr o n g  a s  b e fo r e , 
a s s a u lte d  h is  n o s e . I t  s l ith e re d  to  th e  b a c k  o f  h is  th ro a t  
a n d  le ft  a  re v o ltin g  ta s te  in  h is  m o u th . B a re ly  re s is tin g  
th e  u r g e  to  v o m it , h e  w a lk e d  h a lfw a y  b a c k  d o w n  th e  
d r iv e  a n d  lit  a n o th e r  c ig a re tte  in  a n  a t te m p t  to  s m o th e r  
th e  ta s te . W ith  h is  m in d  in  a tu rm o il , h e  lo o k e d  s tra ig h t  
a t  th e  p a rk e d  c a r  w ith o u t  s e e in g  it . H e  re s o lv e d  to  
e n te r  th e  h o u s e , to  g e t  it o v e r  w ith  o n c e  a n d  fo r  a ll. 
T h e n  h e 'd  le a v e  a n d  n e v e r  c o m e  b a c k . C lu tc h in g  th e

"The
putrescent 
hulk was 
trapped in the 
door frame, 
like a blood 
clot in a vein, 
and looked as 
if nothing on 
earth would 
shift it"
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handkerchief to his mouth he strode up to the door 
and inserted his key.

When he opened the door two things immediately 
struck him. The first was the door itself, which had 
been wedged against a mountain of free newspapers 
and leaflets. He bounced back down the steps cursing 
and rubbing his temple. The second was the stink. It 
was so bad he could not tell whether his eyes were 
watering because of it, or his accident with the door. 
When he had regained his composure and satisfied 
himself that he wasn't bleeding, he eased the door 
open and squeezed his body inside. Once in the lobby, 
he lost the struggle and brought up his lunch. Down 
in the street the tall man was opening the car door.
It was then that he noticed the silence. He closed his 
eyes and concentrated but could not hear a sound. He 
was in a state of confusion; there was no power cut this 
time because the hall light was switched on. He 
pushed tha lobby door open slightly and saw Minnie. 
At first he thought she must have heard his key in the 
lock and come to greet him, and he had almost turned 
to run out of the house when he noticed she was 
standing still. In fact, she was dead. Monty's head 
spun; if she was so obviously dead, why was she 
standing up?.

He moved sluggishly, as if through treacle, towards 
the kitchen doorway in which she was standing 

and came to a halt about six feet from Minnie's 
gargantuan corpse. The foul odour was so intense at 
this range he almost had to wade through it. He had to 
jerk his head to take his gaze from the eyes, the 
apathetic dead-fish eyes which had told him she was 
dead as soon as he saw them. Although she had 
apparently been dead for a few days he could not rid 
of himself of the uncomfortable feeling that he was 
being watched. When he had managed to wrench his 
own eyes from the blotched, grey face he discovered 
the reason why she was standing up and had to stifle 
an insane urge to giggle. The putrescent hulk was 
trapped in the door frame, like a blood clot in a vein, 
and looked as if nothing on earth would shift it; gravity 
was evidently not strong enough to do the job. He 
recognised the same stained nightdress and housecoat 
she had been wearing the last time he had seen her, 
about six weeks before.

That was probably the last time she had been outside 
the kitchen, he thought. The smooth black box of the 
remote control protruded from her right hand in stark 
contrast to the anaemic stumps which, even in death, 
refused to let it go. The left hand was coated in 
chocolate and peppered with stale yellow fragments of 
potato crisps, assorted flavours.

Outside in the street, as evening began to close in, 
the tall man was yawning and stretching and coherent 
thoughts were reviving Monty's poor befuddled brain. 
What on earth had happened?.

Because the corpse was so tall and so wide he 
couldn't see past it into the kitchen. He turned and 
went into the lounge, studying the scene with filmy 
eyes. Nothing in there had changed. He jumped up 
and down in the hallway, craning his neck to catch a 
glimpse of the kitchen, but it was pointless. He would 
go around the house and try the back door. He 
stumbled out, took a few deep breaths and walked 
round, ignorant of the tall black-coated man at the 
bottom of the drive. He ploughed through the boxes, 
paper, plastic bags and bottles and opened the back 
door. It had most likely been left unlocked for the 
delivery man who, as it happened, had not been for a 
few days because the bill had not been paid. He 
entered the kitchen.

The rear view of the carcass was infinitely easier on 
the eye; there was no hideous face to intimidate its 

owner. He found it a relatively simple matter to ignore 
it and devote all his attention to the television which 
was now facing him over the sofa. It was switched on. 
Confused, he went over to examine it more closely, as 
the man outside hesitantly approached the front door,

his handkerchief to his nose. As far as Monty could tell 
the set was in perfect working order except for the 
complete absence of sound. The speaker must have 
melted, exploded or just died under the constant 
strain. He switched it off and pondered what must 
have happened.

What had happened, in fact, was this.
Minnie had been sitting in front of the television as 

usual. Nothing had changed when Monty walked out. 
One day, about a week before his return, the sound 
had suddenly faded and died. What was left of her 
mind suggested it might be a fault transmission; it 
happened occasionally, so she did not worry unduly. 
She waited. Then, after the fat fingers had stabbed 
furiously at the defenceless buttons on the handset 
with no result, she let out an involuntary wail of rage 
that must have been heard at the other end of the street 
(in fact it was, but old Mrs Tibbs at number nine 
thought it was an air raid warning and spent the next 
six hours crouched in the cupboards under the stairs). 
When she at last remembered the set in the lounge, the 
wail fizzled to a whimper and, by rocking to and fro 
several times, she managed to heave herself to her 
feet. She had not seen her feet in a long time but she 
new they were there, she could feel them. With speed 
and agility surprising in one so massive, she steered 
her hundredweights round the breakfast bar and, 
travelling at a considerable pace, encountered the 
door.

If the door in question had been closed it would have 
saved her life, or at least prolonged it for a little while; 
it wasn't, so it didn't. Her colossal size and weight 
conspired with her velocity to stuff her into the frame 
as securely as a cork in a wine bottle. Her panic- 
stricken convulsions served only to wedge her in even 
further. And there she remained, like a dervish beach 
ball, flailing her arms and bellowing, never loosening 
her grip on the handset. After about a minute, her 
heart gave up and stopped. It had been lying dormant 
just waiting for such an excuse.

That is what happened, and that is how Monty 
found her.

* * ** *

The deafening pounding on the front door almost 
gave him a heart attack. For one awful second he 

thought she had come back to life. He swallowed his 
heart and listened. The relentless hammering 
threatened to smash the door, but nothing on God's 
earth would have induced him to get to it via Minnie's 
remains, even if he had been able to. He would have 
to go out the back door and retrace his steps. At least 
it would give him an opportunity to get out of the 
house, which right then was what he wanted more 
than anything else in the world, with the possible 
exception of a gas mask.

He stumbled through the wreckage of Minnie's last 
meal, opened the door and walked briskly along the 
side of the house. He was about to turn the comer 
when he collided with the man coming in his direction. 
The visitor held a black vinyl clipboard in one leather- 
gloved hand and a handkerchief in the other.

'Mfftr Ulp?'
Monty frowned at him. The man took the 

handkerchief from his face and tried again.
'Mr Whelp?'
'Yff,' replied Monty, who had no intention of 

removing his.
'I'm from the television licence records office', the 

man said. 'According to our records your TV licence 
expired three months ago and hasn't been renewed, 
despite several reminders. Obviously, if you've 
renewed it within the last couple of days . . . '

He stopped, because he could see that Monty wasn't 
listening to him. The neat little man's knees had 
buckled and he was leaning against the wall, laughing 
so hard he couldn't hear a word.

“ Her left arm 
fed an
uninterrupted 
flow of junk 
into the 
slobbering 
hole whilst 
her right 
gripped the 
remote 
handset as if it 
were a 
lifeline"
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By
Simon D Ings

“ The blood 
and flesh in 

my mouth 
swelled, 
pressed, 

exploded, 
levelled the 

gulf between 
it and me"

B
lo o d  fille d  m y  m o u th , a n d  I a w o k e .

'D o g s / 1  c h o k e d  o u t . Ju d e  re a c h e d  u p  a n d  
ta p p e d  th e  re a r -v ie w  m irro r . I s a t  u p  a n d  
lo o k e d  o u t  th e  b a c k , w a s  d a z z le d  b y  

h e a d lig h ts  a b o u t  e ig h ty  y a rd s  b e h in d  u s . T h e y  g a in e d  
s lo w ly .

'H o w  lo n g 's  it  b e e n  th e r e ? '
'S ix ,  s e v e n  m in u te s . W h a t  d o  I d o ? ' Ju d e  w a s  s c a r e d . 

I d id n 't  b la m e  h e r .
T h e  c a r  w a s  n o w  le s s  th a n  a  s a fe  b r a k in g  d is ta n c e  

fro m  u s .
'C o u ld  th e y  b e  p o lic e ? ' s h e  a s k e d .
'W e r e  y o u  s p e e d in g ? '
'T e n  a b o v e .'
'T h e n  it  co u ld  b e /
'W h y  s h o u ld  it  b o th e r  p la in  c lo th e s ? '
S h e  w a s  r ig h t. O u r  ta il w a s  a n  u n m a rk e d  sa lo o n .
It a c c e le ra te d , o v e r to o k  u s  a n d  b r a k e d  sh a rp ly  o n  

e n te r in g  o u r  la n e . I ts  h o r n  so u n d e d . Ju d e  h a d  n o  
c h o ic e  b u t  to  c ro s s  to  th e  h a rd  s h o u ld e r  a n d  s to p . T h e  
sa lo o n  p u lle d  u p  a b o u t  th ir ty  y a rd s  a h e a d .

Ju d e  c u t  th e  ig n itio n . I ra n  m y  f in g e r s  th ro u g h  m y  
h a ir , to o k  a fe w  d e e p  b r e a th s . D o g  s c e n t  a s s a u lte d  m y  
a c h in g  h e a d .

A  b u r ly , b la c k -su ite d  m a n  c lim b e d  o u t  o f  th e  c a r  a n d  
w a lk e d  o v e r . Ju d e  lo w e re d  h e r  w in d o w  a n d  h e  c a m e  
to  le a n  h is  r ig h t a rm  o n  its  sill.

'P o lic e . D r iv e r 's  l ic e n c e  p le a s e . '
'Id e n t if ic a t io n ? ' Ju d e  sa id .
T h e  m a n  r e a c h e d  in to  th e  in s id e  p o c k e t  o f  h is  s u it  

a n d  p u lle d  o u t  a  sm a ll p la s t ic  ca rd . Ju d e  m a d e  to  ta k e  
it , b u t  h e  d re w  it  o u t  o f  h e r  re a c h  a n d  s lip p e d  it b a c k  
o u t  o f  s ig h t.

'M a y  I s e e  y o u r  l ic e n c e ? '
H e  h a d  a n  r -p  a c c e n t. I w a s  s u s p ic io u s  o f  th a t  b u t , I 

f ig u re d , w h y  sh o u ld  a ll c o p s  b e  b u m p k in s ?
Ju d e  re a c h e d  fo r  th e  g lo v e  c o m p a r tm e n t .
'S low ly .'
'S o r r y , '  Ju d e  m u rm e re d . S h e  u n d id  th e  c a tc h  o f  th e  

c o m p a r tm e n t  a n d  d re w  th e  lid  g e n t ly  d o w n . I m a d e  to  
re a c h  in  a n d  h a n d  h e r  th e  lic e n c e .

'N o . '
' I  w a s  . . . '
'N o . '

I
 s h r u g g e d , la y  b a c k  in  m y  s e a t  a n d  le t  Ju d e  fu m b le  
fo r  th e  w a lle t . S h e  p ic k e d  it o u t , le a n e d  b a c k  in  s lo w  
m o tio n  a n d  h a n d e d  it to  th e  co p .
'P u t  th e  l ig h t  o n , '  h e  sa id .
Ju d e  r e a c h e d  fo r  th e  s w itc h .
'N o . Y o u . L ig h t . '
I re a c h e d  u p .
'S lo w ly . '
I s w itc h e d  th e  lig h t  o n .
H e  g la n c e d  o v e r  th e  l ic e n c e  a n d  ca lle d  o v e r  to  m e . 

'Y o u r s . '
'B u t  I 'm  n o t  d r iv in g .'
'L ic e n c e  p l e a s e . '
I r e a c h e d  in to  m y  p o c k e t  a n d , b it  b y  b it , to o k  it o u t. 

I learned a c r o s s  Ju d e  to  h a n d  it h im .
'W h e r e  a re  y o u  h e a d e d ? '
'K e t t e r in g , '  Ju d e  re p lie d .
' W h e r e 'v e  y o u  b e e n ? '
'L e e d s . '
'W h a t 's  y o u r  b u s in e s s  in  K e tte r in g ? '
Ju d e  m a d e  s o m e  re p ly  I d id n 't  c a tc h , fo r  I 'd  sp o tte d  

a n o th e r  h e a v y  g e t tin g  o u t  o f  th e  ca r .
'W h y  th e  c o m p a n y ? ' I b r o k e  in .
T h is  m a n  w e n t  ro u n d  to  m y  s id e  a n d  ta p p e d  o n  th e  

w in d o w .
I p r e s s e d  th e  b u tto n  th a t  lo w e re d  it.
'S te p  o u t  o f  th e  c a r  p le a s e . '
'W h a t 's  th e  p r o b le m ? '
'N o  p r o b le m .'
I c lip p e d  th e  d o o r  o p e n , c lim b e d  o u t.
'N a m e ? '
'H a r o ld  B a k e r . '
'F u ll  n a m e . '
' I  d o n 't  h a v e  a n y  m id d le  n a m e s . '
'W h a t 's  h e r  n a m e ? '
'Ju d y  B ra n w e ll . L o o k , w h a t 's  th e  m a tte r ? '
'T u r n  a ro u n d . F a c e  th e  c a r , p la ce  y o u r  h a n d s  o n  th e  

ro o f , s ta n d  s tr a d d le d .'
T h e  f ir s t  m a n  o p e n e d  th e  d r iv e r 's  d o o r  a n d  m o tio n e d  
Ju d e  o u t . S h e  o b e y e d , a n d  a s s u m e d  th e  p o s it io n  I h ad
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b e e n  o r d e r e d  to  a d o p t .
'W h y  a re  y o u  d r iv in g  a t  th is  h o u r ? '

I c lo s e d  m y  e y e s . B lo o d  r e -e n te r e d  m y  m o u th  a n d  
b e g a n  to  ta k e  o n  s tru c tu re . A t f ir s t  lik e  e g g -w h ite  in  
w a te r , it  g re w  to u g h e r , s p r o u te d  v e in s , b a n d s  o f  
m u s c le : b r it t le  b o n e  ja m m e d  b e tw e e n  m y  te e th .

B
y  th is  t im e , I h a d  a  f irm  im a g e  o f  th e  d o g  in  th e  
s a lo o n . T h e  b lo o d  a n d  f le s h  in  m y  m o u th  sw e lle d , 
p r e s s e d , e x p lo d e d , le v e lle d  th e  g u lf  b e tw e e n  it  a n d  
m e . I fe lt  n e w  l im b s  s p r o u t  lik e  lila c s  fro m  th e  fo u r  
c o m e r s  o f  m y  b o d y . I y e lp e d , p a n te d , s to o d  s p la y 
le g g e d , a  p u p p y , a t in y  n e rv e -w o lf .

V is io n  re tu r n e d . I fo u n d  m y s e lf  in  a  w id e  
p h o s p h o r e s c e n t  b lu e  fie ld  s e t  a g a in s t  a  re d  sk y . F ro m  
th e  b lo o d -p u ls e  h e a v e n s , s u s p e n d e d  b y  a  h u g e  ru s te d  
c h a in , th e r e  h u n g  a  g ia n t  f is h  n o o k . I s c a m p e r e d  a c ro s s  
th e  f ie ld , le a p t  u p  a n d  s e iz e d  th e  h o o k  w ith  m y  te e th . 
T h e  b la c k  iro n  s c r e a m e d , tu rn e d  to  y e llo w  v e g e ta b le  
r o tte n n e s s , a n d  fe ll u p w a r d s  to  n o th in g .

I f  a  d o g  c a n  la u g h , I la u g h e d , th e n  le a p t  a n d  to re  th e  
s k y . R ic h  b lo o d  b lin d e d  m e .

W h e n  n e x t  I o p e n e d  m y  e y e s , it  w a s  to  fa c e  a 
w o m a n . S h e  sa t  o n  th e  b a c k  s e a t  o f  th e  ca r ; I w a s  a t  h e r  
fe e t . I s c r a m b le d  u p  b e s id e  h e r . S h e  g la n c e d  a t  m e  a n d  
a b s e n t ly  p a tte d  m y  h e a d . S h e ,  I k n e w , w a s  th e  h a n d le r  
o f  th e  d o g  I n o w  p o s s e s s e d . I l if te d  m y s e lf  u p  w ith  m y  
fo r e p a w s  to  lo o k  o u t  th e  b a c k  w in d o w  a n d  r e -o r ie n t  
m y s e lf . I w a s  in  th e  s a lo o n  o f  o u r  se lf -s ty le d  
p o lic e m a n . O u t  th e  b a c k  I c o u ld  s e e  m y  p ro s tra te  fo rm ; 
th e  m a n  w h o  h a d  o r d e r e d  m e  o u t  in to  th e  ro a d  k n e lt  
b y  m e , w h ile  h is  c o m p a n io n  p in n e d  Ju d e  to  th e  s id e  o f  
th e  ca r . I t  w ? s  tim e .

I d re w  b a c k  m y  lip s  a n d  b a c k e d  d o w n  o n to  th e  se a t . 
T h e  w o m a n  d id n 't  tu r n , s h e  m e re ly  c lo s e d  h e r  e y e s . I 
g ro w le d . H e r  r ig h t  h a n d  b a lle d  in to  a  f is t, a n  
a u to n o m ic  r e a c tio n  a s  s h e  tr ie d  to  ta k e  t ig h te r  h o ld  o f  
th e  d o g 's  p s y c h ic  le a s h  -  a  le a s h  s h e  h e ld  n o  lo n g e r . I 
s n a p p e d  a t  h e r . S h e  s ta re d  a t  m e , u n c o m p r e h e n d in g , 
to o  su rp r is e d  to  fe a r . I lu n g e d  a n d  b it  h e r  h a n d , h e a rd  
b o n e s  s n a p . In  s ile n c e  s h e  tu r n e d , o p e n e d  th e  d o o r  
w ith  h e r  so u n d  h a n d , a n d  ro lle d  o u t . I le a p t  o u t  w ith  
h e r  a n d  r a n , fo u r  fe e t  p ro p e llin g  m y  tw o  h u n d r e d  a n d  
th ir ty  p o u n d  fra m e  to w a rd s  th e  c a r  Ju d e  a n d  I h a d  
d r iv e n .

I le a p t , to o k  th e  m a n  d o w n  w h o  k n e lt  b y  m e  in  a 
' I  lunaed and ^ u r ry ° f  te e th  a n d  t o m  th r o a t , th e n  sc r a m b le d  ro u n d  
.  .  ,  *  .  .  to  th e  o th e r  s id e  o f  th e  ca r . T h e  m a n  h e r e  h e ld  Ju d e  to
D l t  H e r  n a n d ,  h im  a s  a  s h ie ld , o n e  a rm  u n d e r  h e r  b r e a s ts ,  th e  o th e r  
h e a r d  b o n e s  a c r o s s  h e r  h ip s . I ra ise d  m y s e lf  u p  o n to  m y  h in d  le g s , 

(»# a n d  to re  h is  fa ce  o ff . I p a d d e d  b a c k  to  th e  s a lo o n , le a p t 
o n to  its  b o n n e t  a n d  d o w n  o n to  th e  w o m a n  w h o  lay  
b e h in d  it. S till  s h e  d id  n o t  s c r e a m .

W h e n  it w a s  o v e r  I la y  d o w n  a n d  c lo s e d  m y  e y e s . T o  
re tu r n  w a s  e a s y  b u t  u n c o m fo r ta b le . T h e r e  w a s  b lo o d  
o n  m y  c h e e k . I p u s h e d  m y s e lf  u p  in to  a k n e e lin g  
p o s it io n , fo u g h t  a g a in s t  n a u s e a . I r e a c h e d  u p  to  m y  
te m p le , to u c h e d  ra w  f le s h , a n d  w in c e d . I fe lt  s ick  a n d  
b r u is e d . I g o t  u p  o f f  th e  g ro u n d  a n d  fo u n d  Ju d e  s ittin g  
o n  th e  b o n n e t  o f  o u r  c a r  w ith  h e r  fa c e  in  h e r  h a n d s . S h e  
tu rn e d .

'Y o u  o k a y ? '
I n o d d e d . 'Y o u ? '

snap

A
b o u t  fo u r  y e a rs  a g o , th e  D r e y fu s s  C o rp o ra t io n  o f  
M o n tre a l c a m e  u p  w ith  a  n e w  c o m b in e d  
su rv e illa n c e  a n d  w e a p o n s  s y s te m . I t  is  u s e d  b y  p o lice  
fo rc e s , g o v e r n m e n t  s e c u r ity  a g e n c ie s , p a ra m ilita ry  
o r g a n is a t io n s  a n d  in te llig e n c e  d e p a r tm e n ts  a c ro s s  th e  
d e v e lo p e d  g lo b e .

A  d e lic a te  s p in d le  o f  c o d e d  c o n d u c tiv e  g e l is  w e b b e d  
to  th e  B e tz  c e lls  o f  a  d o g 's  m o to r  c o r te x . T h is  s p in d le  
t ra n s m its  a n d  re c e iv e s  s ig n a ls  fro m  a s im ila r  s tru c tu re  
w e b b e d  to  th e  a m y g d a la  in  a  h u m a n  b r a in .

T h e  d o g s  'l e a s h e d ' to  h u m a n  o p e ra to rs  in  th is  w a y  
a re  g e n e tic a lly  o p tim is e d  fo r  c o m b a t. T h e y  w e re  
d e v e lo p e d  fro m  S c h n a u s e r  s to c k . N o w  in  th e ir

s e v e n te e n th  g e n e r a tio n , th e y  c a n  w e ig h  u p  to  tw o  
h u n d re d  a n d  th ir ty  p o u n d s  a n d  s ta n d  fo u r -a n d -a -h a lf  
fe e t  a t  th e  s h o u ld e r . T h e y  g iv e  a m a n  b e tte r  s ig h t, 
sm e ll a n d  h e a r in g , a n  a tta c k  sp e e d  o f  tw e n ty  fiv e  m p h , 
tw o -in c h  c la w s , a n d  te e th  th a t c ru n c h  b o n e s  like  
m a tc h w o o d .

T h e  D r e y fu s s  d o g  is  a t  o n c e  th e  m o s t  b a ro q u e  an d  
e f f ic ie n t  s e c u r ity  s y s te m  y e t  d e v ise d .

T h e  D r e y fu s s  C o rp  re a rra n g e d  th e ir  e n tire  
m a n a g e m e n t  a n d  p ro d u c tio n  s tru c tu re s  a ro u n d  th is  
p ro d u c t . T h e y  te s te d  th e  se c u r ity  a n d  s tre n g th  o f  th e ir  
p s y c h ic  le a s h  to  th e  'n 't h  d e g re e .

T o  b e  fa ir , I w a s  s o m e th in g  th e y  co u ld  n e v e r  h a v e  
p re d ic te d .

W e  a rr iv e d  in  L o n d o n  -  o u r  a c tu a l d e s tin a tio n  -  a t 
a ro u n d  6 .3 0  p m  th e  fo llo w in g  e v e n in g . A ll d a y  h ad  
b e e n  s p e n t  r e n t in g  c a rs  w e  w o u ld  n o t  co lle c t , b o o k in g  
h o te l  ro o m s  w e  w o u ld  n e v e r  v is it , a n d  re s e rv in g  se a ts  
in  tra in s , c o a c h e s  a n d  a e r o p la n e s  w e  d id  n o t  in te n d  to  
c a tc h . W e  h o p e d  th a t  th is  w o u ld  th ro w  o u r  h u n te rs  o ff  
th e  s c e n t  a t  le a s t  fo r  th e  n ig h t.

W e  a b a n d o n e d  th e  c a r  in  a  K e n n in g to n  b a ck  s tre e t  
a n d  w e n t  s tra ig h t  to  th e  U n d e rg ro u n d . In  th e  lift Ju d e  
re m o v e d  th e  m a k e s h if t  c o tto n  w o o l a n d  m icro p o re  
b a n d a g e  fro m  m y  te m p le  a n d  e x a m in e d  th e  cu t.

'H o w  d o e s  it  f e e l? ' s h e  a sk e d .
'O k a y , '  I re p lie d . It  s till a ch e d  a n d  I fo u n d  it h ard  to 

c o n c e n tr a te . B u t  th a t  co u ld  ju s t  h a v e  b e e n  tire d n e ss .
'I t 7s o n ly  s u r fa c e . I t 's  b e g in n in g  to  h e a l. In  a co u p le  

o f  d a y s  w e 'l l  h a v e  t im e  to  g o  to  c a s u a lty .'
'Y o u 'r e  jo k in g . '
' I f  g e t tin g  y o u  a te ta n u s  ja b  h e lp s  th e m  fin d  u s  I 'll  be 

v e ry  su rp r is e d . B e s id e s , H e n ry  c a n  h a c k  th e  S h e p h a rd  
file  in to  th e  C ity  in  a  m a tte r  o f  d a y s . W h e n  th a t 
h a p p e n s  th e y 'l l  h a v e  to o  m u c h  o n  th e ir  p la te  to  w o rry  
a b o u t  u s . '

I sh ru g g e d . 'M a y b e . '

*****

Ba ck  in  th e  S e v e n t ie s ,  it  w a s  R u ss ia  D o ck . N o w  it 's  
a la n d s c a p e d  s tr ip  o f  sp r a y -s o w n  g ra s s , c lu m p s o f 

s ick ly  t re e s , s ta g n a n t  s tre a m s  a n d  m e ta l h ig h -b a ck e d  
b e n c h e s , a ll lit  b y  b r ig h t  f lu o r e s c e n ts  to  d e te r  c ity  
d e tr itu s . It  g o e s  b y  th e  n a m e  o f  R e v e le y  P ark  an d  
s e p a ra te s  a n  e s ta te  o f  c ru m b lin g  m a tch w o o d  b e d sits  
th ro w n  u p  in  th e  m id  E ig h tie s  fro m  a lig h t in d u str ia l 
e s ta te  o w n e d  e x c lu s iv e ly  b y  th e  D r e y fu s s  C o rp o ra tio n .

A  w id e  b r ic k  p a th  s tre tc h e s  th e  le n g th  o f  th e  p ark . 
W e  fo llo w e d  th is  a lm o s t  to  its  e n d , th e n  Ju d e  to o k  m y  
h a n d  a n d  le d  m e  u p  a s h o r t  g ra v e lle d  in c lin e , th e n  
p e r h a p s  th ir ty  y a rd s  m o re  a c ro s s  d a m p , c lo s e -m o w n  
g ra s s  to  th e  fo rb id d in g ly  h ig h  fe n c e  su rro u n d in g  th e  
D r e y fu s s  C o rp o ra t io n  s ite . B e h in d  th e  fe n c e , a sh a rp  
d ro p  le v e lle d  to  a n  u n lit  s tre tc h  u p o n  w h ich  h a d  b e e n  
th ro w n  to g e th e r  s o m e  c h e a p -lo o k in g  in d u str ia l 
b u ild in g s . N o t m u c h  to  lo o k  a t , th e y  n e v e r th e le ss  
c o n ta in e d  s o m e  o f  th e  m o re  b a ro q u e  g e n e tic  fa n ta s ie s  
o f  D r e y fu s s  C o r p 's  p r im e  m o b ile , D r G ab rie l 
S h e p h a r d .

T h e  s c e n t  o f  D r e y fu s s  d o g s  w a s  s tro n g  h e re , an d  
m a d e  m e  u n e a s y . Ju d e  n u d g e d  m e  a n d  p o in te d  to  a 
b la c k -o n -b la c k  sh a d o w , a s  it lo p e d  a cro ss  th e  fie ld ,

E
a ra lle l to  th e  fe n c e . Its  b it te r  s te ro id  o d o u r  b u z z ed  
e h in d  m y  e y e s .

I c o u ld n 't  u n d e r s ta n d  h o w  Ju d e  co u ld  o n c e  h a v e  
w o rk e d  h e re .

S h e  h a d  b e e n  D r  S h e p h a r d 's  b r ig h te s t  p ro te g e e . 
T ra in e d  in  g e n e -m o d e l s im u la tio n , s h e  w a s  e m p lo y e d  
to  tra n s la te  th e  d is e a s e d  im a g in in g s  o f  th is  la tte r-d a y  
M e n g e le  in to  im a g e s  c o m p r e h e n s ib le  to  th e  
C o r p o r a t io n 's  la y m a n  d ire c to rs .

W e  le ft  th e  fe n c e , c ro s s e d  to  th e  g ra v e l tra ck , an d  g o t 
b a c k  to  th e  b r ic k  p a th w a y . A  s id e -a lle y  b e tw e e n  tw o  
h o u s e s  th e  o th e r  s id e  o f  tn e  p a rk  le d  u s  to  th e  R e v e le y  
L o ck  E s ta te . W e  tu rn e d  d o w n  a n  ill-lit  p a th w a y . T o  o u r  
r ig h t ra n  a  s tre a m  co n ta in e d  b y  w o rk e d  s to n e  -  p a rt  o f 
th e  o r ig in a l d o c k ?  -  w h ile  to  th e  le ft  ra n  a lin e  o f
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d e ta ch e d  h o u s e s .
N u m b e r  fo u r  R e v e le y  W a lk  s to o d  in  d a rk n e s s . W e  

w e n t u p  a n d  p e e re d  in  th ro u g h  th e  w in d o w s . It  lo o k e d  
h ard ly  liv ed  in . Ju d e  w e n t  to  w o rk  o n  th e  d o o r  w ith  a 
cred it ca rd .

I c lo se d  m y  e y e s  a n d  p ra y e d  o u r  c h u tz p a h  w o u ld  
pay off.

T h is  w a s  D r S h e p h a r d 's  n e w  h o u s e . A cco rd in g  to  
Ju d e , h e 'd  b e e n  w o rk in g  w ith  th e  S u rr e y  D o ck s  te a m  
n ig h t a n d  d ay  o n  a n e w  le a s h e d -w e a p o n  p r o je c t  a n d  
had d e c id e d  to  m o v e  h o m e  fro m  d a rk e s t  C u m b ria  to  
the m e tro p o lis  fo r  c o n v e n ie n c e 's  sa k e . T h is  n o w  m e a n t  
th at a h o m e  te rm in a l (h e  d id  m u ch  o f  h is  p re lim in a ry  
w ork  o n  a p r iv a te  d e s k -to p  c o m p u te r )  co u ld  b e  
co n n e c te d  b y  ca b le  to  th e  S u rr e y  s ite . U p  u n til n o w , 
th e D r e y fu ss  e s ta te  m a in fr a m e  a n d  S h e p h a r d 's  
term in a l h a d  co m m u n ic a te d  v ia  te le p h o n e  c o u p lin g  
on ly  -  n o t  th e  m o st  s e c u re  a rr a n g e m e n t.

B y J u d e 's  re c k o n in g , S h e p h a r d  w a s  d u e  to  m o v e  in  
very  so o n . T h e  te rm in a l w o u ld  h a v e  b e e n  in s ta lle d  b y  
n o w . W e  w e re  b a n k in g  o n  it b e in g  o n -lin e . I f  it w a s n 't ,  
ou r e v id e n c e  w o u ld  h a v e  to  re m a in  in c o n c lu s iv e  a n d  
the w h o le  b u s in e s s  w o u ld  h a v e  b e e n  in  v a in . U n le s s  
w e h a d  h a rd  d o c u m e n ta r y  e v id e n c e  o f  S h e p h a r d 's  
forays in to  v iv is e c t io n , th e  U N  C o u rt o f  H u m a n  R ig h ts  
w ou ld  la u g h  u s  r ig h t b a c k  to  b a s e  o n e  a n d  in to  th e  
w aitin g  c la w s o f  D r e y fu s s  C o rp .

T h a t  p ro s p e c t, fra n k ly , te rr if ie d  m e . T h e  o n ly  c h a n c e  
I h ad  o f  a lo n g  a n d  h a p p y  life  lay  in  S h e p h a r d 's  
in d ic tm e n t a n d  c o n v ic t io n . T h e  C o rp o ra t io n  h a d  to  b e  
w arn ed  o f f  th e ir  m o re  o u tre  e x p e r im e n ts  o r  I w a s  n o t  
lon g  fo r  th is  w orld .

I
 u se d  to  w o rk  in  D r e y fu s s  E u r o p e 's  m a in  p a te n ts  
o ffice  a n d  it  w a s th e r e  th a t  I -  a n d  o th e r s  -  d is c o v e r e d  
m y u n iq u e  ta le n t. I d id  n o t  n e e d  n e u ra l p r o s th e s e s  to  
co n tro l D r e y fu ss  d o g s .
F re e , I w a s  th e  C o rp o r a t io n 's  b ig g e s t  l ia b ility . In  

th eir h a n d s , I w a s  G a b r ie l S h e p h a r d 's  m o s t  in te r e s tin g  
sp e c im en .

Ju d e  w a s  d if fe re n tly  m o tiv a te d .
S h e  w a s d r iv e n , so  s h e  c la im e d , b y  h u m a n ita r ia n  

se n tim e n ts . F o r  e ig h te e n  m o n th s  s h e  h a d  lo o k e d  o n  a s  
her su p e r io r  h a d  cu t u p  th e  liv in g  b r a in s  o f  th ir ty -  
w eek -o ld  fo e tu s e s , b ra in -d e a d  a n d  b r a in -d a m a g e d  
ad u lts . S h e  k n e w  e n o u g h  to  c o n v ic t  th e  C o r p o r a t io n 's  
R & D  d e p a r tm e n t  a n d  d e s tro y  th e  c o m p a n y 's  p u b lic  
re p u ta tio n . H e r  o n e  a im  w a s  to  s to p  S h e p h a r d  a n d , I 
su sp e c te d , D r e y fu s s  C o rp  in  g e n e r a l, fro m  a ll then- 
g e n e tic  e n g in e e r in g  p ro g ra m m e s .

D is tu rb e d  b y  w h a t  s h e  h a d  d e s c r ib e d , a n d  a s  a n  
u n u su a l a n d  p a rticu la rly  in tr ig u in g  b r a in  n o t  o v e r ly  
k een  o n  b e in g  d ice d , I h a d  d e c id e d  so m e  m o n th s  b a c k  
th at w e  h a d  in te re s ts  in  c o m m o n . I w a s  to  p ro te c t  h e r  
from  th e  C o rp o ra t io n 's  p e ts  -  s h e  w a s  to  p r e v e n t  m e  
from  b e c o m in g  o n e .

W e  e n te r e d  th e  h o u s e . T h e  fro n t  d o o r  o p e n e d  
s tra ig h t in to , th e  liv in g  ro o m , w h ic h  w a s  s e p a ra te d  
from  th e  k itc h e n  b y  a p a rtit io n  w a ll. A g a in s t  th is  s to o d  
a d e sk  u p o n  w h ich  s a t  a te rm in a l a n d  a n  im p r e s s iv e  
array  o f  p a ra p h e rn a lia : f lo p p y , m icro  a n d  w a fe r  d r iv e s , 
m o u s e , te le x  u n it  a n d  te le p h o n e  co u p lin g . Ju d e  
p lu g g ed  in  th e  r e le v a n t  u n its  a n d  sa t  a t  th e  k e y b o a rd .
S h e  ta p p e d  in s tr u c t io n s  o n -s c r e e n .

'Y o u  h o o k e d  u p ? ' I a sk e d . .
T h e  s c r e e n  f lick e re d . 'Y e s , '  s fie  c o n fir m e d  a t la s t .

'H o w  lo n g  d o  w e  h a v e  h e r e ? '
'W ith  a sa fe ty  m a rg in , te n  m in u te s . H o w  lo n g  w ill it 

ta k e ? '
'A n  h o u r  a t  th e  o u ts id e . '
I s ig h e d .
'G o  m a k e  s o m e  c o ffe e . T h is  p la ce  is  p ro b a b ly  

s to c k e d  fo r  h is  a r r iv a l . '
I w e n t  in to  th e  k itc h e n , d re w  d o w n  th e  b lin d  a n d  

tu rn e d  th e  lig h t o n . I s e a r c h e d  th e  cu p b o a rd s , b r im fu l 
o f  p a ck a g e d  fo o d , fo r  in s ta n t . It  w a s  th e r e . T h e  c o ffe e  
m a d e , I b ro u g h t tw o  c u p s  th ro u g h  in to  th e  liv in g  
ro o m , s e t  o n e  o n  th e  d e s k  b e s id e  Ju d e  a n d  to o k  th e  
o th e r  a c ro ss  to  th e  so fa  n e a r  th e  s ta irs . 'L e t  it f in is h . '
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'S h e p h a r d  b e lie v e s  in  c r e a tu r e  c o m fo r ts , d o e s n 't  h e ?  
E le c tr ic ity  c o n n e c te d , c o ffe e  in  th e  c u p b o a r d s . '

'S h u t  u p , I h a v e  to  t h in k . '

I
 s a t  d o w n  a n d  s ip p e d  a t m y  d r in k . It w a s  h o t , r ich . I 
s e t  th e  c u p  d o w n , la y  b a c k  o n  th e  c o u c h  a n d  tried  to  
re la x .
M y  th o u g h ts  d r ifte d  b a c k  o v e r  th e  la s t  tw e n ty -fo u r  

h o u r s . W h a t  I fo u n d  th e r e  d id  n o t  r e a s s u r e  m e . W h a t  
h a d  m y  la te s t  v ic tim s  o n  th e  m o to rw a y  b e e n  p a id  to  
d o ?  T o  k id n a p  m e  a n d  k ill Ju d e , p re s u m a b ly  -  b u t  w h y  
h a d  a  D r e y fu s s  d o g  b e e n  p r e s e n t?  T h e y  k n e w  d a m n  
w e ll I c o u ld  s n a tc h  th e  le a s h  o f  a  D r e y fu s s  d o g .

Ju d e  tu rn e d  to  m e . 'I 'm  i n . '
'H o w  lo n g ? '
'S t i l l  a b o u t  a n  h o u r . F o r ty  m in u te s  if  I 'm  q u ic k . ' 
'T r y  to  b e . '
I e s t im a te d  it w o u ld  ta k e  a b o u t  te n  m in u te s  a fte r  th e  

f ir s t  w a rn in g  o f  a b r e a k -in  fo r  th e  h o u s e  to  b e  
s u r r o u n d e d . 'M ig h t  a s  w e ll h a v e  a  lo o k  r o u n d . D 'y o u  
m in d ? ' I a s k e d .

'I t  w o u ld  g iv e  m e  s o m e  p e a c e . '
I w e n t  u p s ta ir s . T h e r e  w e re  o n ly  th re e  ro o m s. 

A h e a d  a b a th ro o m / W C ; to  m y  le ft , a s in g le  b e d ro o m . 
It w a s  t in y , sp a r ta n . T h e r e  w e re  e m p ty  b o o k s h e lv e s , a 
c u p b o a rd  s ta n d in g  o p e n :

O p p o s ite  th e  b a th ro o m  th e r e  w a s  a d o u b le  
b e d ro o m , l ik e w is e  e m p ty .

I h e a r d  Ju d e  la u g h . I w e n t  to  th e  to p  o f  th e  s ta irs  an d  
le a n e d  o v e r  th e  b a n n is te r .  'W h a t  is  it? '

'S h o r t  c u t. L a z y  s o d 's  re p la c e d  a n  e n tir e  sa fe -ro u tin e  
w ith  a s ig n a tu re  p u n c h . '

'W h y ? '
'E a s e  o f  a c c e s s . W o u ld  y o u  s p e n d  h a lf  a n  h o u r  

b r e a k in g  in to  y o u r  o w n  d a ta b a s e ? '
I d e s c e n d e d  th e  s ta irs . 'T h a t  o n ly  a p p lie s  to  th is  

te rm in a l, d o  y o u  th in k ? '
'I t  i s n 't  a  te rm in a l. I t 's  a s la v e  to  th e  m a in fr a m e . 

T h a t 's  th e  b a d  n e w s . I t  m e a n s  th e  c e n tr a l  m o n a d  ca n  
re c o g n is e  a t  a n  in s ta n t  w h e n  th is  k e y b o a rd  is  in  u s e . '  

'S o  it  c a n  a c t  a s  a n  a la rm  w h e n  S h e p h a r d 's  o u t . '  
Ju d e  re a c h e d  o v e r  to  th e  c o u p le r . 'D u m p in g  w ill 

ta k e  th ir ty  S e c o n d s . T h e n  i t 's  o v e r . '
'H u r r y , '  I w a rn e d  n e e d le s s ly .
T h e r e  w a s  a s c r a tc h in g  a t  th e  d o o r . I s ta r te d , tu rn e d .
' R e la x , ' Ju d e  sa id , a s  s h e  p lu g g e d  th e  p h o n e  h a n d s e t  

in to  th e  c o u p le r  a n d  p u n c h e d  in  H e n r y 's  n u m b e r . 'I t 's  
b e e n  g o in g  o n  s in c e  y o u  w e n t  u p s t a ir s . '

A n o th e r  sc r a tc h .
'I t 's  p ro b a b ly  a  c a t . '
A n o th e r  sc r a tc h .
'I ' l l  ta k e  a  lo o k , '  I sa id , m a d e  fo r  th e  d o o r  a n d  

s to p p e d  s h o r t . S o m e th in g  w a s  w ro n g .
'D a m n  th in g  w o n 't  a n s w e r , ' Ju d e  sa id .
'W h a t  th in g ? '
'H e n r y 's  p h o n e . '
'H u r r y  u p . '

S
h e  co d e d  in  th re e  t im e s , th e n  p u lle d  th e  h a n d s e t  
fro m  th e  m a c h in e  a n d  p u t it to  h e r  e a r.

T h e  s c r a tc h in g  o n  th e  d o o r  b e c a m e  p e r s is te n t .
Ju d e  ta p p e d  th e  re c e iv e r , l is te n e d  a g a in .
S o m e th in g  th u m p e d  th e  d o o r .
'H e 's  n o t  c o n n e c te d , ' s h e  s a id , h e r  v o ic e  h o llo w . 
'W h a t  d o  y o u  m e a n ? '
'S h e p h a r d 's  n o t  o n  th e  b lo o d y  p h o n e . H e 's  n o t  

c o n n e c te d  y e t , '  s h e  sa id  d e s p e ra te ly .
I w e n t  o v e r  to  h e r , s n a tc h e d  th e  h a n d s e t . N o th in g . 
'I ' l l  d u m p  it  o n  d is k , ' s h e  sa id . 'W e 'l l  h a v e  to  m a k e  

it to  H e n r y 's  t o n ig h t . '
S h e  s a t  d o w n  a t th e  d e s k , re a c h e d  in to  a  b la ck  file  

b o x  a n d  d re w  o u t  a d is k  a t  ra n d o m . S h e  fu m b le d  it  in to  
th e  d r iv e  a n d  s ta r te d  ta p p in g . T h e  d o o r  ra tt le d  o n  its  
h in g e s . C alm ly/1 s a id , ' I f  th a t 's  a c a t , i t 's  b e in g  s w u n g . ' 

'T h e n  w h a t  is  i t? '
I d id n 't  k n o w . I c o u ld n 't  f ig u re  it. S o m e o n e  try in g  to  

b r e a k  in ?
T h e  d is k  w h in e d .
'C o m e  on .'

SIMON D INGS recently 
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the rounds. Dreyfuss 
Dogs is based upon 
certain strange events 
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was
something 
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T h e  d o o r  s h u d d e r e d  o n  its  fra m e . c o m a 'd . S o  y o u  m u s t  h a v e  s n a tc h e d  it  s o m e h o w , d o n e  
I s e iz e d  h e r  h a n d , p u lle d  h e r  fro m  h e r  c h a ir . s o m e th in g  to  i t . ' S h e  lo o k e d  u p  a t  m e .

' N o /  S h e  b r o k e  fro m  m y  g r ip  a n d  ru s h e d  b a c k  to  th e  I tr ie d  to  sm ile  in  r e s p o n s e  b u t  I c o u ld n 't  m a k e  th e
d e sk . I s to o d  b y  th e  b a n n is te r . B e h in d  m e  I co u ld  h e a r  m u s c le s  w o rk . 'T h e n  w h a t? ' I a s k e d .
m a tc h w o o d  s n a p . 'T h e n  . . . I h a d  to  w a k e  y o u  u p . Y o u  s e e m e d  . . .

'F o r  C h r is t 's  sa k e  . . . ' d is ta n t. A re  y o u  o k a y  n o w ?  D o  y o u  r e m e m b e r  
Ju d e  ra n  to  m e , th e  d o o r  e x p lo d e d  a n d , a s  w e  a n y th in g ? ' 

sc ra m b le d  u p  th e  s ta irs , I g lim p s e d  b la c k  fu r . 'H o w  lo n g  h a v e  w e  b e e n  w a lk in g ? '
W e  g o t in to  th e  d o u b le  b e d r o o m , p u s h e d  a d r e s s in g  'F o u r  h o u r s . ' 

ta b le  in  fro n t  o f  th e  d o o r  a n d  le a n e d  u p  a g a in s t  it. W e  'I  d o n 't  re m e m b e r  a n y th in g . H o w  d id  y o u  g e t  m e  
h e a rd  th e  c la tte r in g  o f  p la s t ic , th e  im p lo s io n  o f  a h e r e ? '
v a cu u m  tu b e . W e  u s e d  th e  r e s p ite  to  p ro p  o n e  o f  th e  'Y o u  m a d e  a ll th e  r ig h t  m o v e s . ' 
b e d s  u p  a g a in s t  th e  d o o r  a s  w e ll. I s h iv e r e d , th e n  s h o o k  m y  h e a d . A n o th e r  g e s tu r e  

'T h e y 'l l  b e  h e r e  in  a  s e c o n d , ' I sa id . s tr a n g e ly  a lie n  to  m e .
'T h e n  d o  it . D o  it . G o  u n d e r . ' 'Y o u  w e re  d a z e d , d id n 't  s a y  a n y th in g . N o th in g  a t all 
A  p a u s e . ' I  c a n 't . '  till n o w .'
T h e r e  w a s  n o  s c e n t  to  th e  b e a s t  d o w n s ta ir s , n o n e  a t 'W h a t  w a s  th e r e  to  s a y ? ' T h e  w o rd s  d id n 't  m a k e  

a ll. T h e r e  h a d  b e e n  n o th in g  I c o u ld  r e c o g n is e  b e fo r e  a s  s e n s e  in  m y  m o u th , 
it  s c r a tc h e d  th e  d o o r . N o th in g  I c o u ld  g e t  h o ld  o f  n o w  'W h a t? '
I k n e w  w h a t  it w a s . N o th in g . 'D o e s n 't  m a tte r . J u s t  b e in g  s tu p id .' S lo w  an d  

'T r y . '  s tu p id , I th o u g h t . 'H o w  lo n g  d id  it  ta k e  u s  to  g e t  o u t 
¥ ¥ 7 e  le a n e d  b a c k  a g a in s t  th e  u n d e r s id e  o f  th e  o f  th e r e ? '
W  u p tu rn e d  b e d , a d d in g  o u r  m e a g re  w e ig h t  to  th e  'A b o u t  th r e e  m in u t e s . ' 

fu rn itu re  b lo c k a d e . I f ig u re d  th e  d o g 's  m a x im u m  ru n -  'A f te r  th e  d o g  c o lla p s e d . ' 
u p  to  th e  d o o r  ( if  it  g o t  in to  th e  b a th r o o m  a n d  b a c k e d  'A f te r  I fo u n d  th e  d o g . '
u p  a g a in s t  th e  b a th tu b )  w a s  a b o u t  e ig h t  fe e t . N o t  m u c h  'H o w  lo n g  d id  y o u  w a it  b e fo r e  y o u  w e n t  o u t  th e  
to  o v e rc o m e  th e  in e r tia  o f  a  tw o  h u n d r e d  a n d  th ir ty  ro o m ? '
p o u n d  b o d y . Y e s , w e  w e re  s a fe  h e re . U n til  th e  o th e r s  'A b o u t  a m in u te , I g u e s s . Y o u 'd  g o n e  u n d e r  a n d  I 
c a m e . c o u ld n 't  h e a r  th e  d o g . I th o u g h t  it  w a s  s a fe , th a t  y o u 'd  

S o m e th in g  h a m m e re d  th e  s ta irs , th e n  c a m e  th e  le a s h e d  i t . ' 
so u n d  o f  c la w s  o n  b a th r o o m  tile . T h e  f ir s t  th u d  a g a in s t  'B u t  y o u  k n e w  I h a d n 't  ta k e n  it  d o w n s ta ir s . ' 
th e  d o o r  w a s  to o  s tr o n g  fo r  c o m fo r t . I tr ie d  to  g o  u n d e r , ' I  th o u g h t  m a y b e  y o u  w e re  d is o r ie n te d . I w e n t  o u t 
w a s  e n c o u ra g e d  b y  th e  s l ig h te s t  w h if f  o f  fu r . B u t  it  w a s  to  h e lp  y o u . '
n o t  e n o u g h  to  s u s ta in  m e . I w o u ld  h a v e  to  w a it. 'S o , '  I sa id , a n d  y a w n e d . I c o u ld n 't  h e lp  it . 'F r o m  

Ju d e  re a c h e d  to  m e , w a v e d  a m ic r o d is k  in  f ro n t  o f  th e  d o g 's  s c r a tc h in g  o n  th e  d o o r  to  u s  le a v in g  th e r e  
m y  fa c e . 'T h is  is  w h a t  I ra n  b a c k  f o r , ' s h e  sa id . 'W e 'v e  w a s  a  g a p  o f  a b o u t . . . tw e lv e  m in u te s . A t th e  in s id e . ' 
d o n e  it. N o w  g e t  u s  o u t  o f  h e r e . ' 'Y e s .  A b o u t t h a t . '

I fe ll fo rw a rd  in to  h e r  la p  a n d  th e  d o o r  s h u d d e r e d  'T o o  lo n g , '  I s a id , m y  to n e  h o llo w  a n d  c u r io u s ly  
u n d e r  a  s e c o n d  b lo w . T h e  s c e n t  w a s  s tr o n g e r . A  e m o tio n le s s . 'H o w  co u ld  th e y  b e  tw e lv e  m in u te s  
sa v o u ry  ta s te  b lo o m e d  in  m y  m o u th . ' I  c a n  d o  i t , '  I b e h in d  o n e  o f  th e ir  o w n  d o g s ? ' 
w h is p e re d  to  h e r , to  m y s e lf . 'I  c a n  d o  i t . '  A n o th e r  b lo w  'I t  m ig h t  h a v e  b e e n  s e n t  a s  s o o n  a s  th e y  fo u n d  th e  
to  th e  d o o r . k e y b o a rd  in  u s e . '

A  b lo o d y  d a rk n e s s  d e s c e n d e d . I c o n d e n s e d  a lo n g  'S e n t  o n  a h e a d ?  T o  w a rn  u s ? ' 
p a th w a y s  o f  c a n in e  l im b s , g e n ita ls  a n d  g u t. 'T o  p in  u s  d o w n ; to  d e s tro y  th e  k e y b o a rd  a n d  

A  tu rq u o is e  w a s h  o f  th o u g h t  b a n is h e d  d a r k n e s s , c o u p le r . ' 
th e n  p la n e d  o u t  to  a  f la t  fie ld  a b o v e  w h ic h  h u n g  re d  'B u t  th e y  k n e w  I c o u ld  ta k e  o u t  th e  d o g . '
g o r e -c lo u d s  p u ls in g  o u t  a  c o m p le x  p e r is ta lt ic  rh y th m . W e  fe ll s i le n t  a t  th a t , b o th  o f  u s . T h e  s a m e  th o u g h ts  * T h © n # i n c h  b y  
F ro m  th e m  w a s  s u s p e n d e d  a g ia n t  b la c k  h o o k . ra n  th ro u g h  o u r  h e a d s . T h e  fa c t  w a s , fo r  th e  f ir s t  t im e  j p c h  1 f e l t  i t s  

I sc a m p e r e d  a c ro s s  b lu e  fe a th e r s , c r o u c h e d  a n d  s in c e  I 'd  m a s te re d  le a s h -s n a tc h in g , I couldn't ta k e  it o u t  ! 
le a p t . -  n o t  th a t  p a r t ic u la r  d o g . N o t p ro p e r ly . I h a rd ly  e v e n  l e n g t h  

T h e  h o o k  r o s e  a n d  tu rn e d  o n  its  c h a in . I h a d  s p r u n g . s m e lt  it . D id  th e y  k n o w  I w o u ld  n a v e  th a t  d iff icu lty ?  p e n e t r a t e  IHV 
I h a d  la u n c h e d . T h e r e  w a s  n o  w a y  to  a b o r t  th e  f lig h t. W a s  it  d e s ig n e d  to  re s is t  m e ?  f  l o c h  i r h  *
I w a tc h e d  h e lp le s s  a s  th e  s p ik e  a n g le d  to w a rd s  m e . I A fte r  a ll, I w a s  im p o r ta n t  -  a  m a v e r ic k , a n  a n o m a ly  * l O UC n  
e x te n d e d  m y  fo re p a w s  to  fe n d  o f f  th e  s p ik e  a n d  m is s e d  th e  C o r p o ra t io n  c o u ld  n o t  ig n o re . S a y  th e  d o g  h a d  h e d l* t r p i n c h  
m is e ra b ly . A n o th e r  e ig h t  in c h e s  b r o u g h t  th e  ru s te d  b e e n  m a d e  s p e c ia l. H o w  co u ld  th e y  h a v e  p re p a re d  it?  | (jf in  a n d  d r a w  
m e ta l to  p r ick  b e n e a th  th e  fu r  o f  m y  c h e s t . T h e n , in c h  T h e y  k n e w  n o th in g  a b o u t  m e ; o n ly  th a t  I co u ld  s n a tc h  ** . . .  
b y  in c h , I fe lt  i ts  le n g th  p e n e tr a te  m y  f le s h , to u c h  h e a r t , le a s h e s . T h e y  d id n 't  k n o w  h o w  . . . IT ie U p f n i g f l  U p  
p in c h  lu n g , a n d  d ra w  m e  u p , h ig h  u p  a n d  h e lp le s s  in to  I re m e m b e re d  th e  m o to rw a y . A  te s t , p e r h a p s ?  W h y  a n d  H e lp le S S  
th e  b ig  re d  s k y . e ls e , w h e n  th e y  k n e w  I co u ld  s n a tc h  d o g s , w o u ld  th e y  x l .  i _ •

h a v e  s e n t  a d o g  a f te r  u s ?  T h e y  c o u ld  in  th is  w a y  h a v e  in e ^ D ig  
***** le a rn t  a b o u t  m e  o n  th e  ru n  -  in c ite d  m e  in to  r e d  S K y

d e m o n s tr a t in g  m y  sk ill.
T h e  n e x t  I k n e w , it w a s  d a y . W e  w e re  b y  th e  T h a m e s . ' I t  d o e s n 't  m a t t e r , ' a  v o ic e , n o t  m in e , p ro c la im e d .
A  n a rro w  s tr ip  o f  d e re lic t  w a r e h o u s in g  s e p a ra te d  u s  'W h a t? ' Ju d e  s q u e e z e d  m y  h a n d .
fro m  th e  riv e r . A ll th is  I p e r c e iv e d  in  th e  s p a c e  o f  a n  ' I  lo v e  y o u . '
e y e b lin k , a s  if  b y  s o m e  fo re ig n  in s tin c t . W h o -w a s  th a t  in  m y  m o u th ?

I lo o k e d  d o w n  a t  Ju d e . W ith o u t  th in k in g , I a s k e d , 'H a r r y , '  s h e  sa id , a n d  la u g h e d . 'T h is  is n 't  t h e .
'A r e  y o u  all r ig h t? ' t im e  . . . '

S h e  lo o k e d  u p , s u rp r is e d . S h e  n o d d e d . 'Y o u ? ' s h e  'S h u t  u p . L e t  m e  k iss  y o u . '  
e c h o e d , u r g e n tly . W ith o u t  m y  w illin g  it ,  m y  le g s  h a lte d , m y  h a n d s  

'Y e s ,  b u t  . . .  ' I  sh ru g g e d . T h e  g e s tu r e  fe lt  fa ls e  re a c h e d  o u t  to  h e r  s h o u ld e r s  a n d  tu rn e d  h e r  to  m e . M y  
so m e h o w , h a lf -fo rg o tte n . 'S o m e th in g  w e n t  w ro n g . I h e a d  lo w e re d , m y  g a z e  to o k  in  h e r  fa ce , 
d id n 't  s n a tc h  th e  le a s h . ' 'L e t  m e  k iss  y o u . '
f i l e  w e re  w a lk in g . W e re  w e  b e in g  fo llo w e d ?  S h e  sm ile d  a n d  lif te d  h e r  h e a d . M y  ja w  d ro p p e d  a n d  
W  P ro b a b ly . S tr a n g e , th a t  it  d id n 't  fr ig h te n  m e . I th e  b a r e  f le s h  o f  h e r  n e c k  ro s e  u p  to  m e e t  m e . 

w a s  ru n n in g  in  n e u tra l , a s  if  in c a p a b le  o f  e m o tio n , T h e  t ru th  c a m e  d e a r . I m a d e  to  s c r e a m , b u t  b lo o d  
p u z z le m e n t. W a s  I in  sh o c k ?  fille d  m y  m o u th . I s tru g g le d  to  b r e a k  fre e , b u t  I w a s 

'D o n 't  y o u  re m e m b e r?  T h e  d o g  c o lla p s e d . O r  ta n g le d  in  th e  le a s h , a n d  co u ld  n o t  m o v e .
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THE
MIRROR
By Deena J Carvell

T he mirror had hung in my grandmother's 
hallway for years. It had been part of my 
boyhood, in the same way my m other's 
kitchen table with its knife marks, and  

my father's six foot tall beech hedge that he so 
proudly trimmed had been. I could recall the dark 
oak frame, about four foot by three, with its heavy 
Jacobean carving, the craftsman's elaborate scrolls 
at the base and head, the large smooth ball of con- 

“Where was lasting wood set into the centre top. That ball had 
^  W i t h  fascinatecl me as a child. It had seemed to change 
■ w w llll coiour yyith the weather. I remember grandmother 

that damned saying she could tell when it would rain by that 
mirror?” nurror, it reflected the elements in some mystic way 

I n ever u n d erstood . P erh aps som e m an n er of 
expansion made the colour change, I don't know; 
but it gleamed now, a deep black oak, as my wife 
brandished the newly polished article before my 
sleep-filled vision at a ridiculous hour in the morn
ing. /

Have you stained it?' I asked, surprised at the 
depth of its blackness.

'N o.' She shook her head proudly. 'That's the 
colour it came up when I stripped off the old var
nish. I just polished it, it's so shiny anyw ay it 
doesn't need varnish.'

'Won't it warp or something?'
'I don't think so. The wood's solid, there are no 

cracks or anything, and it's dry in the hall.'
'The hall?' Somehow, the fact that she was going 

to hang it there struck me as more than coinci
dence.

'Y es. T h at's the best possible place for it. It 
belongs in the hall.' She was so certain. I stared at 
her.

'What's the matter?'
'Nothing. It's just that my grandmother used to 

hang it in the hall.'
'Did she? Then it's carrying on the tradition, isn't 

it.' She beamed again. 'Do you like it?'
'I think it's lovely,' I lied. 'You've done a great job 

on it. Are you coming to bed now?'
She nodded; somewhat reluctantly, I thought.
'In a minute, I just want to take it downstairs.' 
'Can't it wait till...'
'Won't be long.' She was gone swiftly, prepared 

to hear no argument.

I wasn't completely happy. I didn't know why. I 
had no specific reasons, there was just some

thing I didn't like about that mirror. It wasn't that it 
was old-fashioned and ugly; I'd always thought 
that. But Mo loved that heavy black furniture, the 
house was full of it and, strangely, once she had

positioned it carefully, added drapes and cushions, 
plants and ornam ents, it always looked great. I 
expected the same would apply to the minor; she 
would make it work. No, it was an insubstantial 
thing, a hint of con cern  th at I co u ld n 't place. 
N evertheless, I was tired, so I turned over and 
quickly fell asleep.

I didn't hear her com e to bed and she didn't 
wake me when she rose early the next morning. I 
knew she'd been there because the sheets were ruf
fled and the quilt turned back her side, her night
dress lay across the pillow. I tried to snooze but my 
head was full of questions. Where was she?

With that damned mirror?
How  could she get up without w aking m e, I 

wasn't that deep a sleeper? Why the devil did she 
need to get up at... ? For God's sake, it was only six 
o'clock in the morning! There was no such time in 
my calendar, not on a Saturday anyway.

Finding I couldn't sleep. I dragged on some casu
al clothes, ran my fingers through my hair and  
w andered out to the bathroom , pausing to call 
down the stairs on the way. There was no answer, 
but I could see the minor on the end wall, next to 
the door and facing up the stairs. It glinted darkly 
in the early light from the coloured glass panel in 
the front door, reflecting the stairs and the distant 
crack of light from the kitchen door at the end of 
the passage. The shadows seemed somehow omi
nous to me; a bit creepy. I completed my trip to the 
bathroom, determined not to stare too long. I didn't 
take much notice of the feeling, but I was conscious 
of a certain d @ 'e j@ 'a  vu when I looked into that 
mirror. Knowing full well that on this occasion I 
had indeed been there before, many times as a child 
and since, I shook the feeling away.

T he mirror in the bathroom reflected only my 
h aggard  and sallow  com p lexion ; the bags 

under my eyes and the distant expression of being 
w ak en ed  from  a n one too refresh in g  sleep. 
Unaccountably, a part of my mind blamed Mo and 
the mirror; mainly the mirror. I had quite enough to 
worry about without that. I hadn't told Mo, but the 
company I had worked for since I left school at the 
age of seventeen, the com pany I'd been loyal to, 
hung on to, hoping everything would turn out 
right in the en d, w as th reaten in g  to m ake me 
redundant. Fifteen years! W hat did they want —  
blood?.

I scraped the razor angrily across my chin in a 
gesture of defiance, and cut myself. Blotting the 
wound with a com er of tissue, I cursed the compa
ny aloud.

'You all right, Pete?'
My nerves leapt at the sound of Mo's voice and I 

dropped the razor in the sink. Angrily, I left it there. 
'For God's sake, woman! You made me jump!.'
I flung open the bathroom door to find Mo look

ing scared.
'I didn't...'
'N o, it's okay. I'm sorry. I didn't sleep too well 

last night.'
I apologised quickly, hoping she wouldn't sulk. 
'N o , you d id n 't,' she said instead. 'You kept 

rolling about and talking in your sleep. You woke 
me up, so I went to make a drink.'

'Is there a spare one?' I asked, in need of a strong 
mug of tea above all else. My legs felt a bit shaky, I 
wanted to sit down and relax. I was overwrought. 

'Sure. In the pot. You coming down?'

S he tried a smile, and was obviously relieved 
when I returned it. I kissed her by way of an 

apology.
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“I wasn’t too 
drunk to 

notice the 
way the 

shadows ran 
for the 

shelter of 
the walls 

and 
doorways”

'Yes. I need a drink, I'm gasping/
'Did you see the mirror?' Mo asked me when we 

were seated at the kitchen table. She was pouring 
milk over her cornflakes. She passed me the box.

'Urn/ I nodded through a mouthful of hot tea.' It 
looks good.'

'You really think so?'
'Yeh. It fits in well there.'
'Well, you chose the place.'
'Did I?'
'You know you did. You put the hook in for me 

while I was out.'
'Did I? When?'
'Pete!'
She looked aggravated by my obtuseness, but I 

simply couldn't remember banging in any hooks, 
making any holes for hooks, or even thinking that I 
might.

'I don't remember doing that,' I said.
'Well, you must have done. Who else could do it? 

There w asn't a hook there earlier this week and 
there is now. I meant to thank you before but I for
got. I'm sorry.'

'Cheers!'
'I didn't mean to forget, I was busy/ she coun

tered quickly, looking hurt.
'No, I didn't mean to be sarcastic. I really don't 

recall knocking in any hooks. I would have had to 
use a drill; those walls are built of cast iron. You 
remember the trouble I had with that picture you 
wanted in the hall? It's not the hook from that is it?'

'N o !' she shouted. 'P ete , don 't tease me. You 
know you put the hook in for me.'

I was confused. Was I going mad, or had the hook 
mysteriously appeared while we slept? I told 

myself not to be so damned stupid, and took a deep 
breath. There was such deep consternation on Mo's 
face that I made a decision.

'Okay, I'm  sorry. Yes, I put the hook in. Is it 
okay?'

She smiled, relieved.
'Yes, it's great. Thanks.'
'Okay, since I'm up, I may as well do something. 

I'll be down the garden if you want me.'
She nodded, smiling. Kissing the top of my head, 

she left the kitchen before me and I saw her moving 
towards the hall where she stood and combed her 
hair in front of grandmother's mirror.

I pottered with my geraniums and fuchsias for a 
couple of hours, generally tidying, cleaning, sorting 
out. I watered the greenhouse, picked a few ripe 
tom atoes and courgettes, cut a cauliflow er and  
g rad u ally  m ade m y w ay back  to th e h ou se. 
Opening the kitchen door, I heard voices. I dropped 
the produce into the sink and wandered out to the 
hall to see who was making all the noise.

Mo's friend Carol and her two children were just 
piling into their car outside and Mo was waving 
them goodbye from the step.

I was glad she hadn't retched me back to say 
hello, those kids were the most ill-mannered, badly 
behaved, spoiled brats I'd ever had the misfortune 
to encounter. I generally tried to keep well out of 
the way when they were around, or I m ight be 
sorely tried not to deposit them down the waste- 
disposal.

'Good timing!' Mo congratulated me as she shut 
the door.

'M ore by luck than by judgment, I didn't hear 
them arrive.'

'Brought any courgettes?' she asked, changing  
the subject.

'In the sink.'

I noticed the mirror lying against the door jamb 
leading into the lounge. It was covered in three- 

year-old's handprints, eighteen-month-old's drib
ble and gooey, sweety blobs like pink sugar.

'Yuck!'
'What?'
I pointed out the devastation.
'I let the kids play with it, it kept them quiet.' 
'Never!' I didn't believe it possible to keep those 

kids quiet.
'Well, they made a good old mess anyway. I'll 

clean it later. Could you hang it back for me, Pete?'
I lifted the mirror back onto its hook, and adjust

ed it carefully. The kids had made a lovely mess of 
the glass, but it still reflected the stairs and hallway 
dimly behind the stains. I straightened my hair 
with my fingers, trying to see only my reflection. 
Somehow I didn't want to see what was behind me. 
I went back to help Mo with the lunch.

After we had eaten, I sat down to watch some 
sport on the TV while Mo cleared away the dishes. 
When the doorbell rang, Mo answered it. She spoke 
quietly to the visitor, I heard her say 'No thank you' 
and close the door, then she gave a little cry that 
made me look up.

'You've cleaned the mirror, Pete. Thanks.' She 
was delighted.

'Oh. That's okay/ I said without thinking. Tessa 
Sanderson was just making the most magnificent 
throw and I was soaring through the air with the 
javelin, urging it onwards to even greater distance, 
when Mo's words registered. She wasn't looking at 
me by then. She was pleased with my reply, mildly 
chuffed that I'd turned out to be so amazingly 
domesticated, I stared out of the kitchen towards 
the mirror that shone quite plainly at the far end of 
the hall.

I hadn't cleaned it.
I got up and m ade my w ay ra th er slow ly  

towards it, my nerves twitching in anticipation. 
Maybe it was just the light shining on the glass; 
maybe she'd been mistaken.

I approached it first from the side, then from the 
stairs. It was spotless, shining —  clean. There 
wasn't a sticky finger print anywhere to be seem. I 
swallowed. Mo was having me on now. It was a 
joke. It had to be a joke. I reached out and touched 
the mirror softly on the bottom comer. My print 
stayed on the glass. I was tempted to leave it there, 
go back later, check it was still in place.

I ran upstairs to the bathroom, doused my face 
with cola water, dried it with a towel, gingerly 
opened the door and approached the mirror again. 
The stairs seemed miles from the thing that twin
kled at their foot, the eye that saw everything. 
Nothing that had ever happened in front of that 
mirror had failed to be reflected by it. What if... ? I 
shook my head. It was only a mirror. It couldn't 
record or think.

I peered at the bottom comer, and there was my 
fingerprint as plain as day. I grinned, then laughed. 
It was madness; the pressures of work were finally 
getting to me. Again I put it out of my mind.

We were out that evening, attending a dinner 
party at friends'. ■ ,,

Mo wore a glorious, red satin dress. Derek, my 
colleague, whose party it was, couldn't keep his 
hands off her. His wife, and mine, kept giggling. I 
had too m uch wine with dinner and too many 
shorts afterwards. The liquor made me numb, less 
nervous. What the devil was I afraid of? We got a 
taxi home, when Mo decided I was too drunk to 
drive.
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But when I turned the key in the front door and 
clicked on the hall light I wasn't too drunk to 

notice the way the shadows ran for the shelter of 
the walls and doorways; or too inebriated to miss 
the fleeting skipping of arms and legs towards the 
stairs —  towards the mirror.

I ran for the bottom of the stairs and stared into 
its oh-so dark depths, and I swear I saw the back 
view of two small children skipping away into the 
blackness, holding hands. A small girl with pigtails 
and a kind of floaty fairy-like frock with a satin 
Victorian-style cummerbund, and a slightly smaller 
boy in imitation sailor blue, little knee length socks 
and buckled shoes.

I spun round, expecting to see them half way up 
the stairs, but the landing was dark —  the stairs 
empty.

I tu rn ed  again to find Mo gazin g  at me in 
shocked disbelief.

'W hat on earth's wrong?' she asked, her voice 
trembling, partly worried, partly angry. She knew I 
was drunk; but she thought I was more drunk than 
I actually was. She probably also thought I was 
mad.

'Nothing. It's all right,' I said quickly. 'I... I cut 
myself shaving this morning, I just picked the scab.
I wondered if it was bleeding.'

She d id n 't believe m e, I could see th at she 
didn't. She tutted loudly and stormed off into 

the kitchen. I let her go alone, telling myself that I 
wasn't afraid to remain in the hallway, but I turned 
on the landing light just in case.

I sat reading far into the night. I wasn't tired and 
I knew I wouldn't sleep. Mo hadn't spoken to me 
since we got in. I knew she was disgusted by my 
excess of alcohol; I thought she was over-doing the 
enraged housewife bit, but then she hadn't had 
much to say to me at all for a while. In retrospect, 
we had probably never talked so little since the ear
liest days of my chatting her up w hen I got all 
tongue-tied and stupid. We had never been short of 
something to say since then, had alw ays been  
deeply engrossed in each other to the exclusion of 
almost anyone or anything else. That had altered 
remarkably over the past week, since the evening I 
found her searching for granny's mirror.

Somewhere in the mists of my childhood there 
was a story. It bothered me, but it wouldn't come; it 
was stuck in my memory, blanketed by years and 
events. There was something very strange about 
that mirror. I'd known that when the old lady gave 
it to Mo just after our wedding; I'd known it when 
she took it out of the w ardrobe and started  to 
restore it, and I'd known it w hen she proudly  
brought it into the bedroom at three o'clock in the 
morning to show me. I'd known fully then that 
dear, sweet, dizzy Maureen, my lovely dumb wife, 
was totally incapable of doing anything practical. 
She couldn't cook, she couldn't sew, she couldn't 
change a light bulb. She was useless at anything 
remotely to do with arts and crafts of any kind. Yet 
she had taken a worn, dirty old frame, (it had a 
deep crack running down its left side as I recalled), 
stripped and polished it, restored it to a shine that 
was unnatural without the use of varnishes —  I 
hadn't believed that at the time —  re-silvered the 
m irror where the corners had turned grey and  
cracked with age, straightened the frame where it 
had w arped, m ounted the glass back onto the 
wood, even polished that strange wooden ball that 
no one could ever state the name of. Brought from 
abroad, granny said, during the Great War, or was 
it the Boer War?. The glass itself was even older

than that.

T he wooden ball caught the light in a peculiarly 
twinkling m anner not unlike a gem -stone. 

There w ere tim es, w hen my gran d m oth er was 
alive, that it would gleam like silver. She would 
polish it every day; it had become a habit. Had I 
noticed Mo doing the same thing?.

'Are you coming to bed, Peter?'
She caught me off guard again. Boy, my nerves 

were getting bad!.
'I'm on my way.'
She hovered  in the d oorw ay ; I th ou gh t she 

looked pale, concerned. When I enquired, however, 
she shrugged and said nothing.

'Is everything all right Mo?' I slipped an arm  
round her shoulders as I switched off the study 
light and closed the door.

'W hy shouldn't it be?'
'I just thought you looked upset, that's all.'
'Well, you shouldn't drink so much. You made a 

right fool of yourself.'
'W hen?' I reacted snappishly; angry that she 

sh ould  con d em n  w h at w as m erely  a little  
overindulgence. I didn't think I'd looked a fool.

'Tonight, when we got back. Leaping about like 
an idiot. Anyone would think you'd been halluci
nating or something.'

I laughed. I had to. It all seemed so absolutely 
ludicrous.

'W hat's so funny?'
'You are. Can't a man enjoy himself once in a 

while? You never used to take on like this every 
time I had one too many. I wasn't that drunk or I'd 
still be drunk now.'

'Aren't you?'
'No, I'm not!' I pushed away from her, angry. 'I'm  

not drunk, and I would be grateful if you wouldn't 
nag constantly about one incident which means 
nothing at all.'

'I'm not nagging...'
'Yes you are.'

H er face was set, she was staring furiously at 
the stair wall, refusing to meet my gaze. 

'You've done nothing else lately. What's the mat
ter, are you getting old or something? Perhaps it's 
me; perhaps you've got a boyfriend. Have you?'

She ran up the stairs ahead of me, her lip quiver
ing. When I reached the bedroom door, I found it 
locked.

'Mo, let me in, I didn't mean that. I'm sorry.'
I was sorry. I hammered on the door for a while, 

demanding entry to my own bedroom. She neither 
assented to my request nor spoke to me again.

I finally admitted defeat, shrugged and turned to 
go to the spare room. As I passed the top of the 
stairs a chill swept through me, a profound icy 
wave that started at my feet and coursed right 
through my body. I shuddered . Inexplicably, I 
turned, glowering down at the mirror that stared 
with its empty eyes right back at me. I dared it to 
taunt me, but taunt me it did. It gleamed brighter, 
taking in the scene: my house, my stairs, the hall, 
me standing at the top of the stairs —  at least, my 
feet and legs. I knew in my heart that it could see 
all of me, and that it was watching me. The shud
der returned, stronger. Silently I promised to get rid 
of the th in g the n ext day and tu rn ed  w ith a 
mouthed curse, catching out of the corner of my 
eye a flash of white reflected in the glass. When I 
looked again, it was gone.

Again, sleep wouldn't come. I woke at least five 
times before I lost count. I was shivery, shaking as if 
I was catching a particularly virulent form of 'flu;
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“Fragments 
of glass 

stung my 
face and 

hands, air 
rushed past”

my hands were clammy, my head thudded. I was 
disturbed beyond mere concern. I was scared.

T he desire to go out onto the landing crept 
silently into my mind. A desire to stand quiet

ly and watch, so quietly that the thing did not per
ceive my presence. Peer through the bannisters so I
could see. What would happen in the darkness of 
my midnight shrouded hallway? All the passing

dying —  before the mirror's eyes, all held in the 
glass: a constant reminder. How many tragedies 
had it seen? How many had it perpetrated?

I thought how happy my relationship with Mo 
had been until just last week; how suddenly she no 
longer spoke to me in the same way; how the ten
derness had gone out of her look, her touch, how 
moody and withdrawn she had become. I wanted 
to believe it was another man, I could cope with 
that —  but a mirror? I was sure it was the mirror; it 
had all started the day she took the mirror out of 
the wardrobe.

I switched on all the available lights when I went 
dow nstairs to the study to phone my mother. I 
closed the door firmly in the face of the mirror that 
reflected the startling light angrily into my tired 
eyes. I swore under my breath. My thoughts were 
becoming more and more fanciful but I was scared 
and I had to know.

M y m other was som ew hat confused by my 
questions about the family heirloom, and not 

a little annoyed at being disturbed at five in the 
morning, but her answer stunned me.

'I don't want to sound like a silly, old women, 
Peter, but I would advise you to take it down to the 
tip and make sure you drop it on something solid.'

'I think you'd better go on,' I said. She must have 
heard my voice tremble, because she asked if I was 
all right. I wasn't at all sure.

'I was against you having that mirror in the first 
place,' my m other told me. 'Your father would  
never have it in the house, he always felt uncom
fortable anywhere near it, so my mother kept it for 
you instead of passing it on to me. It's very old 
now, it's been in the family for as long as anyone 
can remember. My grandmother had it in her hall
way, and her mother before her. It's a girl's thing. It 
was never given to the men, but when I had no 
daughters and your cousin Sandra died, my moth
er passed it on to Maureen.'

'W h at's w rong with it then?' I asked, feeling 
somehow that I had no right to be asking any such 
question.

'It has always seemed to bring ill luck to the men 
of the family.'

'Oh come on!' I was prepared to be flippant at 
this stage.

'Peter, don't scoff!'
She meant it.
'Bad things happened with that mirror in the old 

days; people became ill; some died.'
'People become ill and die anyway, mum. You 

can't blame an inanimate object for that.'
'Peter, you rang me because you were worried. If 

you're not going to listen, I might as well go back to 
bed.'

She was right of course: I was worried.
'The family story is that it was m ade about 

three or four hundred years ago. Tales get out of all 
proportion in the telling, but from the style and 
quality, it seems likely to be true. The glass has that 
sort of burnished quality of old mirrors.

'Women over the generations have kept it, pol
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ished it and looked after it. It never seemed to age: 
while the men of the family have at different times 
seen it warp and crack and the glass shatter for no 
apparent reason. An uncle of mine once swore he 
found it lying in many pieces one morning, but it 
was whole again when he fetched my mother to 
clean up the mess. The visions of its destruction 
have always seemed to portend disaster. The mir
ror would become whole again, even clean itself 
within twenty-four hours. The night after my uncle 
saw it smashed, he died suddenly in his sleep. He 
w asn't ill and he w asn't old. My mother always 
said she didn't believe in things like that, it was all 
nonsense. She never would take it down, yet I 
stood and watched my uncle's funeral cort@ 'ege  
leave the house in that mirror —  ten days after the 
funeral.'

'It cleaned itself?'
I ignored her last sentence; I couldn't cope with 

that.
'It certainly seemed to, it always stayed much the 

same way over the years, without anyone having 
much to do with it.'

I went cold.
'Sometimes, when people have looked into it, 

usually the men, they saw not their own face, but 
someone else's, or someone standing behind them 
in the mirror, but there was no one there when they 
turned round.'

M y heart thumped in my chest. It couldn't be 
true. The cold feeling had turned to a hot 

flush. Now I was scared. Really scared.
'Who made it then?' I asked. I needed to hear my 

own voice, the room was so silent.
'The story is that it belonged to a convent...'
'A what?'
'A convent. Peter, are you all right?'
It was as if an icy hand had grabbed my heart. I 

just didn't believe it, I wasn't capable of believing 
so much.

'Fine. It's just that...'
'What? For goodness sake, Peter —  tell me!'
'I passed the top of the stairs last night. You can 

see the mirror from there.'
Mum made a sort of 'Urn' sound that suggested 

she understood.
'O ut of the corner of my eye, I thought I saw 

someone standing at the bottom of the stairs look
ing into the mirror.'

'Not looking at you?'
'No, why?'

'It doesn't matter. Who did you see?'
'I thought it was... I might have been mistaken, 

the lights shine in from the street and sometimes 
you get bright shadows on the stairs.'

'What?'
She sounded impatient. I had never known my 

mother to be impatient.
'A n u n ,!  thought I saw a nun.'
'Peter, is Maureen in bed...?'
'It's all right; I left all the lights on and it'll be 

dawn soon, I think I'll...'
The lights didn't go out as they would in a power 

cut, instantly, leaving me blinking and blind, they 
faded with a leisurely grace, so slowly that I wasn't 
aware of their absence until my hip collided with 
the desk top as I fiddled with the phone connec
tion. My mother's voice had faded away also and 
now the phone was dead.

I made it to the top of the stairs before the light 
died com pletely. Finding our bedroom door 

unlocked, I raced in, calling her name. Mo wasn't in 
bed. I guess she'd got up to use the bathroom, but I



hadn't passed her on the landing, and surely she 
would call out to me if the lights went out, she 
hated the dark. The tingling apprehension I felt 
when I crossed the landing earlier began to return, 
driving closer this time to panic, welling up within 
me like a volcano, and something I wasn't sure I 
could control much longer.

The tightening edge of darkness from the stairs 
actually pushed the barrier of night inwards to me, 
the landing was darker than the bedroom, the stairs 
blacker still, the mirror... I dared not think of the 
mirror. The chill struck me, a chill I recognised, it 
made the darkness so much more alive; menacing. I 
was conscious of a branch blowing outside, a gust- 
ing wind rapping it against its neighbour. I couldn't 
hear rain, nor could I see any light from the street 
lamp. And, when the switch on the landing clicked 
down uselessly, I froze.

There was a torch in the third drawer of the din
ing room cabinet, I remembered, as I took a 

step onto the landing. I was trying to keep the torch 
foremost in my mind when the feeling hit me. Like 
a blanket thrown over the head of a captive; dark
ness augmenting fear. I groped for the wall, know
ing the stairs were ahead of me, feeling my way, 
steadying my heart, toes stretching for the first 
step. The gap between each stair grew, each careful
ly placed foot landed heavier than the last.

The gleam in the mirror drew my attention to the 
hallway; levelling my perspective, telling me I was 
almost at ground level, The tingling of morbid 
expectation increased as I found the final step and 
stood before the mirror.

Its vista was an intense blackness, yet a single 
light flickered somewhere deep, growing brighter, 
clearer —  outside the glass.

I involuntarily stepped backwards, tripping over 
the riser, stumbling up the next two, my eyes never 
leaving the glowing candle she held in her grasp. 
The hand and the arm held the flame distinct from 
the long fingers, the nails were short, and night dif
fused their peachy varnish to a flat grey; her night
dress rustled against her legs as she walked. My 
nerve endings leapt to meet her; my subconscious 
whispered to my body to stay right where it was. I 
felt my fingers curl around the bannister, the mus
cles in my chest contract, my head tighten almost to 
pain.I held my breath.

The w om an's face was unrecognisable in the 
night, her features hazy. I knew it wasn't Mo, yet 
somehow she seemed familiar. She moved steadily 
towards the stairs, the candle held before her, her 
grip firm, her bearing upright, confident; not the 
unsteady and tentative grip of someone unused to 
walking with lighted candles.

T hen I saw the wimple framing her face and my 
heart missed a beat. I took one more step back

wards, again stumbling, sitting down hard on the 
step behind me, grazing my back on rough carpet. 
The nun passed below me; she didn't look up but 
she could see me in the glass. I saw her eyes glint 
eerily. I couldn't run, or move away, my limbs were 
paralysed.

She turned the comer at the bottom of the stairs, 
squarely, never deviating from the course and, as I 
watched, she walked bodily into the mirror and 
drifted into the distance and darkness beyond.

I remained sitting on the fourth stair, gazing into 
the glass for m inutes u ntil the fear subsided  
enough to allow me to stand. My legs felt weak, my 
head dizzy; a band of sickness gushed over my 
senses, then ebbed away as quickly. I needed the 
support of the bannister when finally I rose; one

thought in my mind overwhelmed me: where was 
my wife?

Somehow, I found the energy to leap down the 
remaining few steps and along the hall. I threw  
open the dining room door, groped for the cabinet 
and found the torch inside.

Thankfully, I clicked on the light. Its beam lit 
familiar objects but in relief, the shadows dense like 
skulking intruders in the comers. Not waiting for 
my eyes to confuse me, I ran towards the kitchen, 
then the lounge, throwing open doors and knock
ing over ornaments; smashing into furniture, call
ing her name. There was no sign of Mo, it was as if 
she had disappeared into thin air.

O n the way upstairs, I checked the front door. It 
was locked and bolted. She couldn't have left 

the house that way; why would she leave the house 
at all? Especially without saying anything to me. 
On a whim, I ran back and checked the back door. 
That, too, was securely locked from the inside. I 
mounted the stairs again, checking all the rooms as 
I m oved along the landing but finding them all 
empty.

The bathroom door was stuck and I rammed it 
open with my shoulder, dread welling in my mind. 
Again, there was nothing and no ohe inside. The 
room was full of steam, the shower was still run
ning. Coughing and sweating, I leant over to turn 
off the water, scalding my arm , slipping in the 
damp patch beneath the shower tray where two 
wet imprints declared that someone had stepped 
out of the shower. I noticed the wetness leading 
towards the landing door; further panic rose in my 
heart when I saw that the footprints led down the 
stairs and stopped —  in front of the mirror.

It shone with a dull luminescence, laughing at 
me, its glowering evil mocked my efforts. Breathing 
hard, again I stood before it, trying to see beyond 
its depths, anger and fear clogging my senses. 
Seized with a rage I could barely control I pounded 
the glass with my fists, screaming my wife's name, 
demanding her return, sure that the glass was the 
cause of her disappearance. Throwing the front 
door open to the elements and leaving it banging, I 
ran to the garage and snatched up a lump hammer. 
Running back to the house, I raised the hammer 
above m y h ead  and sw u n g it, m alice ad ding  
weight to the blow.

T hen the world slowed; the next few seconds 
hovered around me like dust in a storm, frag

ments of glass stung my face and hands, air rushed 
past, and in that air, the cries and whispers of a 
hundred hurt and frightened ancestors, their voices 
pleading. The laughing, mocking, various drifting 
echoes of their tenuous links with life released as 
one. As the pieces settled and I unfolded my arms 
from across my eyes, I saw a gathering of shards, a 
roughly hexagonal section of glass placed together 
as if by some magic, and within that glass, a pic
ture.

The nun turned slowly to m eet me, her white 
habit dragging heavily, hindering her movements. 
Virginal clothes hid her body, her sins, beneath  
th eir p erp etu al d eclara tio n  of con fession . All 
worldly and feminine tokens brutally denied.

My eyes met hers deeply, a lifetime of knowledge 
flickered in their d epths, a know ledge slow ly  
absorbed by the immortal blackness. The seconds 
ticked by almost audibly as my thoughts swept out 
towards hers, joining, knowing; my heart wept in 
the realisation. The nun smiled just once, briefly, 
then turned. My wife w alked away, she never 
looked back.

“The
tightening 
edge off 
darkness 
from the 
stairs 
pushed the 
barrier of 
night 
inwards 
towards me”
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“The floor 
was carpeted 

with sedi
mentary lay

ers of ash 
and 

phlegm”

E
v e n  t h e  a i r  s m e l t  d i f f e r e n t ;  a  h e a d y  
c o n c o c t io n  o f  r o t t in g  v e g e t a t io n ,  s t a g n a n t ,  
s i l te d  w a te r  a n d  s ta le  t o b a c c o . T h e r e  w a s  n o  
h in t  o f  a  m o o n  t h a t  n ig h t  a s  G r e g  W r a p s o n  
d r o v e  o n t o  t h e  w h a r f .  E v e n  h is  c a r  w a s  u n l it ,  s u c h  
w a s  t h e  n a t u r e  o f  h i s  b u s i n e s s  h e r e .  T h e  e n g i n e  
c o u g h e d  a t  t h e  r a n k  a i r  a n d  d ie d  f i t f u l ly .  F o r  a  
m o m e n t  G r e g  ju s t  s a t  l is te n in g  to  th e  s o u n d s  o f  th e  
p la c e  w i th  th e  s w e a t  r u n n in g  in  r iv u le t s  f r o m  h is  
b r o w . T h e r e  w a s  t h e  s o u n d  o f  t h e  b l a c k  w a t e r  
la p p in g  a g a in s t  t h e  s h in g le  b a n k  o n  th e  f a r  s id e  o f  

th e  r iv e r , t h e  g r o a n s  o f  th e  r u s t in g  T h a m e s  b a r g e s  
c o o l in g  d o w n  a f te r  a  lo n g  d a y  in  th e  h o t  J u ly  s u n . 
B u t  b e h i n d  i t  a ll  w e r e  t h e  in c e s s a n t  c o u g h s  a n d  
w h e e z e s  t h a t  i s s u e d  f r o m  t h e  v a s t  d e r e l i c t  
w a r e h o u s e  h e  w a s  h e r e  to  v i s i t .  T h e  p l a c e  m e n  
c a l le d  'C a n c e r  C o m e r ' .

G r e g  w ip e d  t h e  s w e a t  a w a y  w ith  h is  s le e v e  a n d  
t o o k  a  s h o t  f r o m  t h e  h ip  f la s k  h is  g i r l f r ie n d  h a d  
g iv e n  h im  fo r  h is  tw e n t y - f ir s t .  T h e  w h is k y  b u r n e d , 
b u t  h is  f in g e r s  w e r e  s t i l l  t r e m b lin g  lo n g  a f te r  h e 'd  
d r a in e d  t h e  la s t  p r e c io u s  d r o p  f r o m  t h e  f la s k . H e  
lo o k e d  a t  h i s  w a t c h .  T h e  l iq u i d  f ig u r e s  g l o w e d  
h o t ly  in  t h e  d a r k n e s s .  1 .0 5 .  H e  w a s  la t e ,  a n d  h e  
c o u ld n 't  a f fo r d  to  b e . N o t  t o n ig h t .

T h e  b o o t  s p r a n g  o p e n  a n d  h e  l i f t e d  t h e  t w o  
c a r d b o a r d  c a r t o n s  o u t  a n d  s e t  th e m  d o w n  o n  th e  
p a r c h e d  c o n c r e t e .  I t  b e c a m e  p a in f u l ly  o b v io u s  to  
h im  t h e n  t h a t ,  fo r  t h e  f ir s t  t im e  in  th r e e  y e a r s ,  h e  
h a d  n o t  d e l i v e r e d .  H e  s t a r t e d  t o  s h a k e  a g a i n ,  
u n c o n tr o l la b ly  n o w . H is  s t o m a c h  c r a m p e d , h e  fe lt
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n a u s e o u s ;  e v e r y  m u s c le  a c h e d . H e  k n e w  w h a t  th is  
w a s : i t  w a s  fe a r . A n d  h e 'd  f e lt  i t  b e fo r e , n e a r ly  tw o  
y e a r s  a g o  n o w .

H
e  w a s n 't  l iv in g  w i th  J a c k ie  t h e n .  B u t  t h e y 'd  
s t i l l  k n o w n  e x a c t l y  w h e r e  to  f in d  h e r . T h e  
p r e v i o u s  n i g h t  h e  h a d  t o l d  t h e m  h e  w a n t e d  
n o t h in g  m o r e  to  d o  w ith  th e m  —  t h a t  th e y  m u s t  
f in d  s o m e o n e  e ls e  w h o  c o u ld  d o  th e  jo b .  T h e n  h e  
g o t  th e  c a ll . A t a b o u t  t w o  a .m . J a c k ie  h a d  r u n g  h im  
a n d  c r ie d  h y s te r ic a lly  d o w n  th e  p h o n e . B y  th e  t im e  
h e  h a d  r e a c h e d  h e r  s h e 'd  c a lm e d  d o w n  e n o u g h  to  
s h o w  h im  B e r t r a n d ,  a  g ia n t  t e d d y  b e a r  w h o  w a s  
h e r  o n ly  s le e p in g  p a r t n e r  in  th o s e  d a y s . T h e  b e a r  
h a d  b e e n  a t ta c k e d  w h ile  s h e  s le p t  b e s id e  it. I t s  e y e s  

h a d  b e e n  b u r n t  o u t  a n d  i t  w o r e  a  c r u m p l e d  
c ig a r e t te  c a r to n  a r o u n d  its  n e c k . T h r e e  w o rd s  h a d  
b e e n  s c r a w le d  in  b la c k  m a r k e r  p e n  o n  th e  p a c k e t . 
T h r e e  w o r d s , s im p le  a n d  d ir e c t .

W E  W A N T  Y O U .
H e 'd  b e e n  s ic k  t h e n ,  b e c a u s e  it  d id n 't  ta k e  m u c h  

to  d e d u c e  t h a t  t h e  m e s s a g e  h a d  b e e n  fo r  h im . A n d  
th e  th r e a t  w a s  o b v io u s . T h e y  c o u ld  g e t  J a c k ie  a n y  
t im e  t h e y  w a n te d . I t  c o u ld  h a v e  b e e n  h er  e y e s . H e r  
b e a u t if u l  e y e s . M a n y  t im e s  s in c e  t h e n  h e 'd  h a d  th e  
d r e a m ; t h a t  h e  w o u ld  ro ll  o v e r  to  fa c e  h e r  a s  s h e  
s l e p t ,  a n d  h e 'd  s m e l l  s c o r c h e d  f l e s h ,  s e e  t h e  
y e l lo w y - b la c k  b l i s t e r s  a c r o s s  h e r  c h e e k  a n d  b ro w , 
t h e  t w o  s e a r e d  o r b s  a n d  t h e  p a le  m u s h  o f  f lu id  
l e a k i n g  f r o m  t h e m  d o w n  h e r  c h e e k s .  A n d  
e v e r y w h e r e  t h e r e  w o u l d  b e  a  r a n c i d  s m e l l  o f  
t o b a c c o  s m o k e  w h i l e  t h e  b r e e z e  f r o m  t h e  h a l f -  
o p e n e d  w in d o w  s w ir le d  a s h  l ik e  s u m m e r  s n o w  
a r o u n d  th e  r o o m .

G r e g  b u r i e d  t h e  i m a g e ,  p i c k e d  u p  t h e  t w o  
c a r t o n s  a n d  b e g a n  to  c r o s s  th e  w a s te la n d  to w a r d s  
t h e  w a r e h o u s e .  T h e  s m e l l  g o t  s t r o n g e r  a s  h e  
a p p r o a c h e d  a n d  t h e  n o i s e  in c r e a s e d .  T h e  s o u n d  
a lw a y s  s e t  h is  t e e t h  o n  e d g e ,  d e s p ite  th e  f a c t  th a t  
h e  h a d  m a d e  w e l l  o v e r  a  h u n d r e d  v is its . N o  o n e  
e v e r  c a m e  h e r e ,  u n l e s s  t h e y  i n t e n d e d  t o  s t a y .  
N o t h i n g  c o u ld  p r e p a r e  a n  o u t s i d e r  f o r  w h a t  h e  
w o u ld  f in d  w i th in  th e s e  r o t t in g  V ic to r ia n  w a lls . N o  
l i g h t  c a m e  f r o m  t h e  b u i l d i n g  d e s p i t e  t h e  la r g e  
n u m b e r s  o f  l a m p s  w h i c h  b u r n e d  o n  a l l  t h r e e  
le v e ls .

H e  p u s h e d  t h e  d o o r  o p e n . I t  g r o a n e d  o n  r u s t y  
h i n g e s .  A  w a l l  o f  b l u e - w h i t e  s m o k e  e n v e lo p e d  
h im . H e  s t e p p e d  in s id e . T h e  c o u g h s  a n d  w h e e z e s  
w e r e  a lm o s t  d e a fe n in g  n o w , l e n d in g  t h e  b u i ld in g  a  
b r o n c h i a l  a m b ia n c e .  T h e  c lo y in g  s m o k e  t h in n e d  
a n d  t h i c k e n e d ,  c l u t c h e d  a t  h is  c l o t h e s  a n d  h a ir ,  
p o llu t in g  th e m  w ith  i ts  fo u l  o d o u r . T h e  f lo o r  w a s  
c a r p e t e d  w i t h  s e d i m e n t a r y  l a y e r s  o f  a s h  a n d  
p h le g m . I t  g l is t e n e d  l ik e  m u c i la g e  in  t h e  s h i f t in g  
l ig h t .  A  m a n  c o u ld  e a s i ly  s lip  u p o n  t h e  s l ic k  f lo o r  
a n d  b e c o m e  fo s s il is e d  w i th in  t h a t  r e p u ls iv e  s tra ta . 
G r e g  t r o d  c a r e f u l l y .  S o o t  p a p e r e d  t h e  w a l l s .  
S t r e a m e r s  o f  m u c u s  p a t te r n e d  it . T h e  d e s ig n  w a s  in  
c o n s t a n t  m o t i o n ,  e v e r  s h i f t i n g ,  f o r e v e r  b e i n g  
a u g m e n t e d ;  i t  h u n g  in  v a s t  s h im m e r in g  c u r t a in s  
f r o m  th e  d e c a y in g  a r c h w a y s .

F
r o m  t im e  t o  t im e  h e  c a u g h t  g l im p s e s  o f  t h e  
in h a b i t a n t s  o f  th is  fo u l  p la c e , m e n  a n d  w o m e n  
w h o s e  f r a m e s  w e r e  w a s t e d  b e y o n d  r e c o g n i t io n .  
S o o t  p e r m e a t e d  e v e r y  h o l lo w  o f  t h e i r  b o d ie s ,  la y  
o n  t h e  r id g e s  o f  t h e ir  r ib c a g e s , c o lo u r e d  t h e ir  h a ir . 
T h e y  a p p e a r e d  u n d e r n o u r is h e d , s o m e  w e r e  a lm o s t  
s k e l e t a l ,  t h e i r  e y e s  h a v in g  l o n g  s i n c e  l o s t  t h e i r  
lu s t r e .  E y e  d is e a s e  w a s  a s  r i f e  a s  h e a r t  a n d  lu n g  
d is o r d e r s . P e o p le  d ie d  h e r e ; t h e ir  f le s h  r o tte d  fro m  
th e ir  b o n e s ,  a s h  s h r o u d e d  th e m .

A s h e s  to  a s h e s .
H e  c l im b e d  t h e  s ta ir s  to  th e  s e c o n d  le v e l . N o  o n e



approached him, but he knew they were waiting 
behind the shifting blankets of grey smoke. 
Visibility was down to twelve feet here, but 
occasionally he saw their shadows, misshapen and 
grotesque. Mostly he just heard them. Some were 
barely human now. Some had been bom here, and 
knew no other life. They had probably never seen a 
human being before — a normal human being, 
unpolluted. They probably thought he was a freak.

Greg longed for it to be over. He would return 
home, shower for an hour or so to remove all trace 
of the foul rancour, and then slip into bed beside 
Jackie. And then all would be well. Until the next 
time.

The smoke was hurting his own lungs now, he 
began to cough fitfully, but he could not 
distinguish his own hacking, so loud was the 
general cacophony. He reached the third level. It 
was here that the highest echelons of this bizarre 
community lived, the ones that least resembled 
human beings, those who had grown up in this 
rarified atmosphere. Everybody smoked here. 
There was no other occupation. Anyone who could 
not live without taking tobacco into their lungs 
came to this place, where they would not be 
frowned upon. The children here grew with 
alarming speed. They rapidly became the most 
revered in the community because they were those 
most adapted to their environment and their 
occupation, which was to smoke.
I t was Greg's job to secure fresh weekly supplies 

of tobacco for the building's inhabitants. It was 
work he had started for money but continued out 
of fear.

They went by strange names these Children of 
the Smoke. Names like Ash and Tar. Human titles 
meant little here. Greg hurried along the narrow 
corridor that led to Tar's quarters. Occasionally, 
through the thick air, he would see other creatures 
in their rooms. One was an emaciated being with a 
dozen nylon tubes inserted into his gangrenous 
chest. Each tube was connected to a cigarette 
suspended on a metal rack before him. In another, 
a woman (recognisable as such only by the infant 
clasped to her withered breast) suckled her foetal 
child not upon milk but on the thick streams of tar 
that trickled over her distended abdomen. With 
every step he took the stench, like the sights, grew 
more unbearable. It was almost like a physical 
thing, seeping from the soot-blackened walls and 
yellowed ceiling. The smoke swirled around him, 
so thick now he could no longer see his plimsolled 
feet sinking into the ash carpeting. It stung his eyes 
making tears stream down his sooty face. He held 
his breath for long periods at a time, trying 
desperately not to inhale the poisoned air. At last 
he reached Tar's room. He swung the door open 
and it closed behind him.

The smoke swirled around the large room, 
carrying the child's terrible wheezing breaths upon 
its back. The darkened walls threw the sound back 
laying echo upon echo until the whole room 
seemed to throb with the Creature's laboured 
breathing. Greg could feel years of ash shifting like 
desert sand across his feet. Several oil lamps 
burned in the room lending an eerie glow to the 
folds of smoke hanging from the yellow ceiling. 

'Where are you?', Greg asked the smoke.
'Over here by the window,' came the wheezed 

reply.
It was a strange voice. Strong and wizened yet 

tinged with sadness.
Greg walked towards the sound, peering

-

through the murk for a sign of its creator. He 
stumbled blindly on until at last, when he had 
crossed the room, he could make out the dark lines 
of his employer sitting in a chair.

'Have you got it?', the shape asked. There was 
an undeniable hint of excitement in its simpering 
voice.

'Yes', Greg replied. A white lie. A half truth.
'Let me see,' it said, beckoning him forward with 

a stunted arm and long, hooked finger.
Greg took another step forwards. As the 

Creature spoke, the air darkened. The sight of it 
always shocked him. Its head was large and bald, 
the brachiocephalic skull ridged with pulsing blue- 
grey veins. The eyes were deep set and very small. 
Pig-like eyes that shone with a smoke reddened 
light. The nose was large and flat with wattled 
flaps of grey flesh. And its mouth was pudgy and 
ill-formed, capable of little more than folding itself 
around the constant stream of cigarettes it sucked 
upon. Blackened streams of saliva ran down over 
the fatty chins in dark rivulets.

Day after day, Tar sat like this, chain-smoking 
the hours away. He had been an addict even before 
leaving his mother's womb, but he had known 
virtually straight away that he was special. There 
was no other that looked like him

— at least not then. His arms were short and 
stubby and ended in a long, two-fingered hand. 
There were malformed hints of digits, fleshy 
stumps, little more than callouses, but they were 
not essential for the holding of a cigarette. You 
only needed two fingers for that. So that is all he 
had. Because he seldom moved from his room, his 
torso was fleshy and rounded, his buttocks and 
back were mottled with bed sores. Beneath his 
withered breasts were two fleshy tubes, exterior 
extensions of the lung cavities, which drained the 
black tar from the lungs and deposited it outside 
the body. His stomach was awash with glistening 
rivers of the slick fluid that gurgled and bubbled 
obscenely from the tubes.

'There are only two,' said Tar in a high, fluting 
voice. Speaking through the disfigured mouth was 
difficult and some of the syllables escaped as an 
eerie, high whistle.

'Yes,' Greg said, averting his eyes from the pupil
less gaze.

'Why?'
G reg coughed, his throat was dry. 'There were 

problems... with my supplier.'
'I see,' said Tar, not unreasonably.
'But I'll make it up next time, I promise.'
Greg was sweating profusely. His heart was 

skipping, so much so that for an awful moment he 
thought he might have a seizure right in front of 
the Creature. He could see himself falling, tearing 
at his shirt collar, down amongst the ash, the soot- 
blackened phlegm and ejected tar.

The Creature could smell the man's fear, its huge 
nostrils quivered. It leant towards him and nodded 
the bulbous head very slowly, biting its lip with 
broken, black teeth.

'Very well.'
Greg stepped back, anxious to be away from this 

hellish place and the sickening thing.
'Patience.' Tar whistled.
Greg froze.
The Creature picked up one of the cartons and 

slit the masking tape seal with one of its sharp, 
yellow nails. Clumsily it pushed open the flaps 
and peered inside. The carton was full, five 
hundred packs. Tar took out on of the packets and
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flipped th e to p . Taking on e of th e filterless  
cigarettes in its stained hand, the Creature sniffed 
at it and rolled it under his nostrils.

'G ood/ it rasped.
Then it put the smoke between pudgy lips and 

attempted a smile.
'Gotta light?'
It was such a simple request, but it sent Greg 

reeling. He fumbled in his trouser pockets, hoping 
to God th at he had a ligh ter or a m atch . The 
creature seemed a little disappointed when at last 
Greg pulled a packet of safety matches from his 
p ock et. Such th in gs of cou rse  w ere v irtu ally  
unheard of these days, but Greg had one of those 
old gas stoves that had to be lit manually. It had 
been his mother's and he'd never seen the need to 
exchange it for a more modem appliance when it 
did the job just as well.

H e struck the m atch. It flared briefly. Greg 
leaned towards the Creature, trying not to 

make his deep revulsion too obvious. He lit the 
cigarette. Suddenly, the Creatures' other arm shot 
out and, grabbing hold of the man's jacket, pulled 
him down towards its oversized head. It pulled 
him close. So close that the brand could have taken 
out Greg's eye. The heat singed his lashes. Tar's 
mouth twisted and then he released the jacket. He 
had seen the fear in the man's eyes, and that was 
enough.

For now.
'Thank you,' he said, as pleasantly as he could. 

'You may go.'
Greg ran as fast as his legs would carry him. Out 

of the room, down the long corridor and onto the 
stairs. He took them two at a time, retching dryly 
as he ran. Suddenly the step beneath him seemed 
to collapse. There was a groan from under him. He 
looked down, and screamed.

He'd stepped on something's ribcage. At first he 
thought the gnarled husk beneath him must be a 
corpse left to rot in the ash. But no. It was still 
alive. Its head emerged from beneath the carpet of 
dog ends. The flesh on its face was papery, its eyes 
oozed, its nose had rotted away. The thing exhaled, 

“ S t r a n d s  off *ts breath was ^ot anc* fetid. The smoker's skeletal 
O t r a n a a  o l  fingers closed around Greg's legs. He heard bones 

festering splinter and prayed they were not his. His foot 
entrails Clung cam e free. His p lim solls w ere d ren ch ed  with  

g r Q U n f| u j s  mucus. Strands of festering entrails clung around 
.  his foot. Greg shook them off and vomited down
foot” his shirt.

Seconds later he was back outside drinking huge 
gulps of m orning air. It felt clean and pure. He 
wiped his mouth and crossed the wasteland back 
to the car. He didn't look back. He'd decided never 
to go back. In the morning, he and Jackie would 
pack a bag and put as m any miles as possible 
b etw een them  and this foul place. T hey 'd  go 
som ew h ere th ey  could  n ev er be found. G reg  
wouldn't even collect his payment from the usual 
place. He knew Tar was toying with him.

Greg jumped into the car. He could smell the 
stench on his clothes and body now. He turned on 

, _ the ignition and the cold air blower, opened all the
w in d ow s an d  th e su n sh in e roof. T he ty res  
squealed as he pulled away.

T he engine roared. He crunched through the 
five-speed gear box and turned the radio full 

on. The headlights blazed. He tore down the East 
India Dock Road and then through Limehouse's 
derelict back streets with his foot pressed firmly to 
the floor.

Tar's gas-powered klaxon echoed through the

building, calling the disciples to court. They came 
slowly at first, shadows in the smoke, emerging 
from their special places, from beneath the stairs, 
from niches in the walls, from the rafters in the 
roof. All who could, made their way to Tar's room, 
m an y w ere rid d led  w ith d isease , som e w ere  
grotesque parodies of hum ankind, others had 
m u tated  far b eyond  the con fin es of norm al 
anatomy. They came in their hundreds, filing into 
the rooms like wraiths, queuing patiently for their 
tobacco ration, their coughing more subdued now 
because they knew relief was close at hand. Tar 
would provide for them as he always had. Some 
had seen the vile man walk through their hallowed 
corridors and defile their sweet air with his rank 
breath. But they knew he was a necessary evil, and 
accepted his presence as a shark might except a 
wrasse. Tar apologised for the size of the week's 
quota. He told them he would rectify the situation 
and reassured them it would not happen again. 
For their part, the Children of the Smoke listened 
with hushed reverence (or as near to a hush that 
they could manage) to his high voice as he told 
them what he proposed to do about it.

The second phone booth Greg tried hadn't been 
vandalised. H e'd almost missed it and had run 
back from where he left the car ten yards further 
on. The place reeked of stale urine. For a long time 
nobody answered and then, at last, came Jackie's 
weary voice;

'Hello?'
'Jackie, it's me. Are you OK?'
'It's two a.m.... I've felt better.'
'We have to go away in the morning.'

Outside the booth the smoke had drifted in. It 
crept and billowed, lighting the night with its 

phosphorescence. Greg knew nothing of it until he 
left the telephone box, and by then it was too late.

His car had been system atically wrecked. All 
four tyres were slashed, the rear ones practically 
tom  from their rims. One of the doors lay against a 
hedge on the opposite side of the road, the others 
gaped open like wounds. The cabin was filled with 
thick, white smoke which seemed to glow and 
pulsate.

There was no sign of the wreckers. Greg ran to 
the car and heaved himself into the driver's seat. 
Most of the instrumentation had been smashed. 
The stereo had been ripped out and trailed wires 
across the passenger seat. The windscreen was 
fractu red  and b lack en ed  w ith  ash and soot. 
'Bastards/ he said, over and over again. And then 
he saw the cigarette packet dangling from the 
rearview. He stopped it spinning and snatched it 
down. Three words had been scrawled upon it.

WE WANT YOU.
Ten miles away, Jackie Denton started to cough. 

She had slept only fitfully since Greg's call and the 
cold air b’owing through the bedroom window  
was not helping any. She sat on the edge of the bed 
until the coughing fit had subsided and then got 
up to close the window. A fog had drawn up, she 
n oticed . O nly it d id n 't look like the norm al 
summer radiation fog. And it had a twang to it, a 
strange odour. Almost as if, behind its shadowy 
veils, a huge bonfire crackled and hissed. Still 
coughing, she got up out of bed, walked into the 
kitchen and poured herself a tumbler of water. It 
was nearly three. Greg should be home soon. She 
looked down the street. The fog had crept over 
everything. It billowed in a strange way, almost 
like a cum ulus, and at its centre a bright light 
appeared to bum. It smouldered, growing brighter
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and brighter, pulsing, dividing like an animal cell. 
Jackie downed the glass in one and walked quickly 
back into her bedroom. Then she pulled the covers 
about her and prayed for sleep.

The Children heard the taxi approaching long 
before it turned the com er at the top of the street. 
Greg had been lucky, he could have waited hours 
for a night bus. The cab came to a halt outside the 
flat. Greg got out, paid the driver and hurried  
inside. He climbed the stairs quickly, anxious that 
the u n p leasan t od o u r th at clu n g to his body  
shouldn't linger. He hoped that Jackie w as all 
right. The key bent in the lock and he had to 
remove it an a straighten it before he could get 
inside. He could see Jackie on the bed, one arm  
hung limply over the edge. The T-shirt she slept in 
had ridden up, exposing one of her breasts. He 
crossed over to her.

'Jackie/ he whispered to the darkness. She didn't 
reply.

Crouching down by the bed, he whispered her 
name once more. She murmered something and 
changed position. God, she was beautiful. He leant 
forward and kissed her forehead, and then he crept 
stealthily past her into the bathroom. Once inside, 
he locked the door and turned the shower on. First 
he stood under it fully dressed and tried to remove 
some of the acrid odour from his clothes. Then he 
stepped out of the sodden garments and began to 
scrub at his body with soap and a brush. Soot and 
ash seemed to have found their way into every  
nook and cranny, between his buttocks, his toes, 
even under his foreskin. It was fifteen minutes 
before clean water ran off his body.

G reg gathered the wet clothes together, kicked 
open the door of the washing machine and 

bundled them  in, p um ps and all. T hen he 
talcumed his body and sm othered himself with 
cologne until, at last, he felt human again. Finally 
he opened the louvre windows and sprayed the 
room with Pinefresh.

Then he closed the door behind him and stepped 
out into the bedroom.

And saw her.
Jackie.
She was propped up against the headboard. 

Staring straight at him. But he knew she couldn't 
see him.

Because she had no eyes.
He ran across the room and threw himself onto 

the bed. He felt her neck, but there was no pulse. 
Tears came quickly. Tears of guilt. He screamed  
w ith an g er and fru stra tio n , he crad led  h er 
scorched head to his chest and, hopelessly, rocked 
her backwards and forwards.

And all the while Tar stood in the darkness in a 
comer of the room and watched.

'Touching,' the C reature said in a sing song  
voice, when it could contain itself no longer.

Greg turned and saw the hideous thing step out 
of the shadows. It looked at him with its smoke- 
reddened eyes.

'Its hard to do without something you love/ it 
said, pulling on a cigarette. The smoke curled  
around the Creature in the half light.

'You little shit!' Greg managed to spit through 
his tears.

Nodding its over-large head, it attem pted a 
pathetic little smile again. Only now it did 

not seem quite so pathetic. Tar dribbled from the 
fleshy tubes, down its belly and onto the carpet. 
Great flurries of ash swirled around it as it moved. 
It started towards the bead, waddling on stumpy

legs and m alform ed feet. D ark h am m er-h ead  
clouds of acrid smoke leaked from its nose and 
m ou th . The tw o trun k s sw ayed  p endulously, 
splattering the walls with slick, black tar.

'Keep away from me!'
'W e belong together, G reg. We w ant you ,' it 

chuckled.
T hen , sp rin gin g  w ith  su rp risin g  speed and  

agility, it was upon him. Greg felt a terriDle pain in 
his stomach and looked down to see the creature 
pulling its two taloned fingers away from a ragged 
w ound they had opened there. The thing had  
gouged him. Greg looked down in disbelief at the 
dark banners of blood oozing over his fingers, and 
then fell backwards over the bed. He reached out 
and pulled over the bedside lamp with its heavy 
marbled stand. It landed by his head.

'You fucking animal!' Greg screamed.
'No. Don't call me that. I'm just a disease.'

T ar edged towards him. Greg could feel himself 
losin g  co n scio u sn e ss . H is fin gers closed  

around the lamp stand. The thing bent over him. 
Then, in one last determined effort, Greg hurled 
the lamp at the Creature's huge head. It staggered 
back, making a terrible mewling sound, arms and 
leg flailing, beating against its torso as if in some 
unholy act of self-chastisement. The thing spun in 
a vortex of ash, its head lolling back and forth  
uncontrollably. Greg could see that he'd opened  
the creature's skull. Sheets of black fluid coursed 
down the thing's face. It tried to keep the tar from 
its eyes but it was a battle the Creature could not 
win. In fear and frustration it ruptured on of its 
eyeballs with its sharp fingernails. Then it slumped 
to its knees, and collapsed against the far wall.

For a moment, Greg was convinced it was dead. 
'Die, you bastard!' Greg wailed at it. He looked 

at his stom ach. A loop of intestine had slid out 
over his hand. It felt deliciously warm.

The Creature lifted its black face from its chest 
and spoke. 'Oh, I had parents but I was an addict 
before I left the womb. I made that work for m e ...' 
It laughed, a sad ironic laugh. 'I'm  the thinking 
m an 's can cer, or th e th in k in g  c a n c e r 's  m an , 
whichever way you want to look at it.'

Greg's eyes fluttered closed.
'N o, don't go yet. I want to get out and about 

more, expand my horizons a bit.'

G reg  co u ld n 't help  him self. H e started  to 
laugh. There was bile or something pulsing 

over his fingers now. Somehow it didn't matter.
'M y m ind, you r body... H ow  ab out it? ', the 

Creature said.
And then it started to spasm. The whole body 

shook. Its head began to split apart. The puffy skin 
tore like old parchment, the skull splintered like 
rotten  w ood. And then the tu m orous m ass of 
living cancerous flesh burst open cranium  and  
flopped onto the carpet in front of the Creature's 
still quivering body.

Dimly, Greg could see the thing he had known 
as Tar rapidly decomposing in the com er of the 
room, whilst the repulsive maggot-like cancer that 
had th rived  in and con tro lled  th at hid eously  
m utated body, edged across the carpet tow ards 
him.

“‘It’s hard to 
do without 
something 
you love,’ it 
said, pulling 
on a
cigarette”

By the time the Cancer had reached his body, 
G reg had p assed  ou t in a fu gu e of pain  and  
revulsion. Slowly it heaved its pustulant bulk up 
onto Greg's abdom en. Two tactile barbels wetly 
probed the man's stomach wound.

The message they sent back confirmed it.
From now on, this was Home.
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THE

JOURNEY
J  Cliff Ramshaw

A clan was old, and the fact filled him with 
emptiness. His age was written in rust 
across his huge bulk and showed in the 

dim m ing fire of his eyes. U n lu b ricated  joints  
groaned as he moved on his last, desperate journey 
V, and, though reason and pain told him otherwise, he

knew he was fated to arrive. No longer able to fly, 
he was forced to crawl over hills ana across plains 
at an ever decreasing rate.

The sun set to end yet another day of travel and 
fatigue overcame Adan. He fell asleep beneath the 
brightening stars, dream ing that they were the 
souls of those he had murdered.

He awoke to the whistling of the wind through 
his decaying body. The sky was high and pale with 
few clouds and the sun was distant, but bright. 

‘“ COIYIG HO Where once it would have sparkled on shining sil- 
closer, Sir ver' ^ now highlighted dull red scales flaking from

Knicjlltj  ̂ He lay near the top of a hill, surrounded by lush 
am Aclan, green fields. In the far north he could see a thick 

slayer of forest; beyond that were foothills and mountains 
H r a n n n e l a u  made blue by the distance. Looking to the crest of 
a r a g o n s i a y -  the he saw a church. He felt an im mediate 

ers, devourer affinity; the building was partially ruined, with
of women, 

children and 
wizards”

moss and ivy struggling to cover its walls and col
lapsed roof.

Then a voice rang in the air: 'Hold, foul monster! 
I am Sir Griman, dragonslayer, and it is my duty to 
dispatch you henceforth to Hell!'

Aclan raised his head and looked to the source of 
the sound with bored indifference. A man on a 
huge, white horse rode out from behind the church. 
He was covered in armour of bright steel and, as he 
approached, Aclan saw that he was carrying a lance 
and had a broadsword by his side.

R esigned to his role, Aclan began to speak. 
'Come no closer, Sir Knight, for I am Aclan, slayer 
of dragonslayers, devourer of women, children and 
w izards.' He found the rider quite risible, and  
made no attem pt to disguise the sarcasm in his 
voice. 'I am the Wind of Change, the servant of 
Chaos. I lay waste to everything in my path. I am 
Irony; for I am the destructive Force of Nature, but 
created by Man!'

With that, he raised himself up as well as he 
could and spread his wings wide. One wing, how
ever, refused to open. The other, a collection of 
jointed steel foils, fanned out to reveal several 
cracks and gaping holes.

With a hint of self-pity, he continued, 'And I am 
new and unique, yet I am old beyond measure.'

T o Aclan's surprise, the knight threw down his 
lance, dismounted and walked to within six 

feet of the dragon's snout. He spoke softly, kindly. 
'Then save your breath, Aclan. I have no quarrel 
with one as ancient and harmless as you.'

'Harmless! Save my breath! My breath has set 
entire villages aflame, my tail has toppled moun
tains. .My teeth drip venom and my claws have tom  
men in two. What manner of fool dares to describe 
me as harmless?'
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'I apologise for my careless words, O Great One, 
but I see that you are tired with the years, and that 
Death must soon take you. I will be on my way and 
trouble you no longer.'

With this, Sir Griman began to walk back to his 
horse.

'Then go in fear, knowing that I shall find and 
slay you, if I have a mind!'

Aclan's voice was a mixture of indignation and 
rhetoric —  the knight had quite confused him.

Sir Griman mounted his horse and began to ride 
down the hill. Then he paused, turned in his saddle 
and shouted: 'Noble dragon, I beg of you, let me 
journey a while with you.'

Aclan was taken aback. His curiosity (a thing he 
had not exercised in a long time) forced him to 
reply: 'Then ride with me if you will. But beware, 
for I am prone to fits of rage and destruction. The 
path I travel is long and perilous. Ride with me 
only if you place no value on your life.'

And so tney headed north together. They trav
elled for several days and exchanged stories and 
anecdotes as they went. Aclan began to develop a 
gru d gin g  resp ect for the knight, w ho in turn  
seemed both amused and moved by the old drag
on.

Late one afternoon, Sir Griman turned to Aclan.
'My friend, we approach a village, and I fear that 

the inhabitants will not welcome you with open
arm s/

He thought for a moment, then continued, 'I will 
go to the village and allay their fears. There is a 
small cave five miles north of here where we may 
meet. It is better if you wait until the evening before 
continuing on your way.'

Aclan agreed to the plan, and Sir Griman rode 
away in the direction of the village he had indicat
ed. The old dragon rested until nightfall, then  
resumed his journey.

On approaching the cave that Sir Griman had 
described, Aclan saw that the knight was 

already there, tending to a small campfire. Aclan 
dragged himself clumsily up to the fire and lay 
down.

'A h / sighed Aclan, 'there is nothing for me like 
the magic of fire... Tell me, Sir Griman, what did 
you say to the villagers?'

Sir Griman laughed, then said: 'I told them that a 
mighty dragon approached and that they should 
lock themselves indoors until he had passed. I said 
that I was following you back to your lair in order 
to slay you and take your treasure.'

Aclan laughed also. 'You realise, I hope, that I 
shall never again return to my lair?'

'I know.' The knight looked saddened.
'But what of the villagers? What did they say?' 
'They were terrified. I thought them unable to 

move at first, but then they locked themselves 
away in their homes and barred the doors. It was 
exceedingly difficult to keep a straight face whilst 
speaking with them /

Both Aclan and Sir G rim an burst into loud  
shouts of mirth. Through fits of giggles, Sir Griman 
continued.

'There was one young lad who wanted to come- 
with me. He wanted to help me kill the dragon. I 
told him it was much too dangerous and left him 
with his mother. Then I came here.'

He laughed, but Aclan took on a more serious 
tone.

' Aye,' he reflected, 'it was always the young ones 
who were the worst. It's a good thing you and I 
have more sense.'



• Without warning, a shadowy figure brandishing 
a shortsword and shouting a battle cry ran at them 
from the darkness. Aclan turned to the figure and 
opened his mouth wide. His teeth were huge dag
gers, blunted and notched with use and stained 
black with spent venom. The attacker froze at the 
sight, and his arms fell loosely to his sides. Aclan 
advanced on his victim, his eyes burning cruelly. 
He seem ed to be about to sw allow  him w hole  
when Sir Griman called out in alarm.

Aclan stopped in his tracks, and Sir Grim an  
walked over to the figure and dragged him by the 
ear into the firelight. It was a boy, fourteen or per
haps fifteen years old.

'I told you to stay in the village, you young idiot!' 
Sir Griman's voice was scathing. 'W hat do you  
think you are doing here?'

The boy was shaking, his voice high and uncer
tain.

'I had come to help you slay the dragon, but 
when I saw that you were a... a traitor, I decided to 
kill you both.'

Feigning anger, Aclan roared, 'You think you  
could harm me, boy? I, who killed the sorcerer who 
created me on the very day I was bom ? He was 
mad with malice and self-love, and even now his 
soul dances for my pleasure in the ruby of my left 
eye. And so do the souls of all w hom  I h ave  
devoured!'

H e turned his bejewelled gaze on the youngster.
Indeed, there was a flickering in the two gems 

that were his eyes, but it was a shadow compared 
to the brightness that had been there in his youth.

To A clan's am azem ent, the boy w as neith er  
shocked nor horrified, but impressed.

'You killed a sorcerer?' he asked, 'Was he evil? 
Was it a long battle? How many more have you 
killed?'

Aclan delighted in the boy's curiosity and began, 
with enormous pleasure, to recount his great mis
deeds. Sir Griman, having heard the stories before, 
lay down and fell asleep as they talked into the 
night.

They arose the next morning and the three of 
them continued northwards. The boy was fascinat
ed by the tales of Aclan, who was happy to speak 
of his grandiose exploits all day. Sir Griman would 
occasionally add a story of his own but was, for the 
most part, silent. By nightfall they had reached the 
eaves of the forest where they decided to make 
camp.

In the morning, Sir Griman approached the lad. 
'Today we travel into the forest. You, however, 

must return to your village. Your mother will be 
worried about you.'

The boy was close to tears as he spoke: 'But Sir 
Griman, I am a grown man now. I want to travel 
with you and Aclan.'

'No. You have had your adventure. Here, take 
Sylvester, my horse, and ride back to your village 
as a hero. You may say that you helped me slay the 
dragon.'

Though overjoyed with the gift, the boy was nev
ertheless saddened to leave. He bade Aclan and Sir 
Griman farewell and rode back along the route 
which they had come.

Aclan and Sir Griman entered the forest. The air 
was full of the sounds of singing birds and of the 
tall fir trees whispering in the wind. The dark inte
rior was coloured blue and grey and green; the 
sweet smells of pine and grass were everywhere. 
The forest path was stony and uneven, never more 
than about ten feet wide. It caused Aclan much dif

ficulty in his passage. Often he would wince in 
agony after catching a wing on a nearby tree or 
stumbling into a ditch.

T he journey through the forest took three days, 
and all the while the friendship between the 

unlikely pair grew stronger.
By the evening of the third day they had begun 

to climb into the foothills w here the trees were 
much less dense. Aclan looked at his friend and 
said: 'We shall reach the mountains with another 
day's travel. I fear, Sir Griman, that soon we must 
part.'

Sir Griman nodded in agreement.
'As you have guessed, I am travelling to the 

Dragons' Graveyard —  a place where no man may
go-'

Yes, but I shall come with you as far as I may,' 
replied the knight, 'It's ironic, I know, but I feel a 
strong bond between us, despite your evil deeds.'

Aclan looked troubled. Then he said, 'Do you 
think, Sir Griman, that I may go to*Heaven?'

'I do not know, noble dragon. The priests speak 
of H eaven  as a p lace for th e p ure and just. 
However, I know of no man without sin. I think, 
perhaps, that there is a place for all of us when we 
die.'

'Your words do little to reassure me. I cannot 
recall one pure or just deed that I have performed 
in all my years.'

'You amused the young boy. Think of the tale he 
will have to tell his friends when he returns!'

'Yes,' laughed Aclan, 'although even kindness to 
others is ultimately a selfish act. You know, the 
most important word in my vocabulary has always 
been 'IV

'And in everyone else's too, I think,' replied Sir 
Griman.

By the aftern o o n  of the n ext d ay th ey had  
reached a narrow pass surrounded on both sides by 
sheer mountains. Sir Griman stopped and said, 'I 
can go no further, my friend. There is a strong  
magic here that slows my every step —  I have felt it 
all day —  and now it brings me to a halt.'

'Then I must bid you farewell, brave Sir Griman. 
But before you go, tell me, when you lied to the vil
lagers —  was that your first sin?'

Sir Griman smiled.
'Yes.'
He placed a hand on the dragon's head and said, 

'Goodbye, Aclan, may we meet again someday!'
Then he turned and began to walk back towards 

the forest.
Aclan shouted after him: 'Perhaps in heaven, Sir 

Griman. Goodbye!'
The journey through the mountain pass was the 

most difficult part of all. Just as Aclan thought he 
could endure it no longer, he came out into a wide 
valley surrounded by tall, forbidding mountains of 
b rillian t w h ite  sto n e . H e had arriv ed  at the  
Dragons' Graveyard.

It was a m agnificent sight. The sun was just 
above the western peaks and much of the valley 
was in darkness. Huge skeletons, in various stages 
of decay, w ere strew n everyw h ere , m any had  
turned to a fine white powder which covered the 
ground. There were no signs of life, only the cold 
presence of countless phantoms amongst the long 
shadows.

There was a large space devoid of debris in the 
very centre of the valley, still fully illuminated by 
the westering sun. Aclan crawled there with the 
last of his strength. He lay down and waited to die. 
And, that night, a new star shone in the heavens.
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“The thug 
stared at me 
like he want
ed to cut me 

up —  one 
bloody 

lump at a

9*  BY 
r  SIMON 

CLARK

W hat is he going to do to us?7
The big man in the skull and 

crossbones T-Shirt and cowboy 
boots leered.

'Search me, buster. But it'll hurt like hell. You can 
be sure of that.'

We never touched the car. Honest to God, we 
never touched it.'

Angrily, he shoved me back against the wall and 
arted shestarted shouting; so close, the spit from his mouth 

sprayed my face.
'Nevpr touched it? Never fucking touched it? Just 

what were you two doing round here then? All this 
— the nightclub, this car park — is Mr White's 

9J private property. When he parks his car here,' he 
t i m e ’ jerked his thumb at a black Porsche, 'he likes to 

think it's safe from useless drunks like you. Three 
times in the last fortnight someone's slashed his 
tyres, and now...'

'We didn't do it,' I said, wiping the spit from my 
face. 'LiKe I said, we only wanted to find 
somewhere quiet for a drink. Anyway, we only got 
into town yesterday, so it couldn't...'

'Ahh... ' The big man stabbed his forefinger into 
my chest so hard I thought my ribs would crack. 
'Sure, sure, we believe you. Sure as we believe pigs 
sprout bacon wings and fly round the friggin' 
moon. Shit head!'

I shrugged. 'Do it then. Give us a good hiding 
and just get it over with.'

This suggestion surprised him, and he stopped 
and looked back at his two bouncer mates as if in

need of some backup.
'Kick his face in, Pinner,' growled one.
Pinner turned back to me.
'What's the game then? Usually you sort, if 

you're not too pissed, beg a little bit first.' He 
grinned back at the other two. 'That's before we 
kick seven balls of shit out of you, that is.'

I raised my chin and pointed at it.
'Go on. Do it. Now.'
The big man shook his head, puzzled.
'You two have to be the weirdest boozers yet.' He 

looked at the tall, skinny man who stood by my 
side. 'What about your mate, then? Not saying 
much, is he?'

'Emmerson never says anything. Leave him 
alone. If you want to beat someone black-and- 
blue... Me. I'm the one.'

'No way.' Pinner paused to wipe carefully a mark 
from his highly-polished, brown cowboy boots. 'Mr 
White is really... upset about his car. He's only had it 
a month, you see. So he's going to attend to you 
two gentlemen personally. Right.' He nodded at 
one of the bouncers — a huge moon-faced bloke 
who looked like an ex-wrestler.

'Jock, you watch these two. We're 
inside. Mr White'll be tied up unti 
tonight. Stevie'll give you a break soon.'

The bouncer grunted an affirmative.
'Mr White wants to wet his hands with some 

blood tonight. If these two leg it, it might just be 
yours, Jock. All right?'

B riefly I heard the thud-thud-thud of music as 
they opened the fire exit door, then it was silent 

again.
It was too dark to see much. Just a couple of cars 

in the car park lit by street lamps. A mile away, 
floodlights shone on the winding gear and 
buildings of a coal mine next to which a black slag 
heap rose up into the night sky like some weird 
mountain built from the same stuff as hell.

I thought of running, but Emmerson could 
hardly walk, let alone run. All I could do was stand 
there with the night wind blowing through my 
ripped old army coat — and wait Tne thug stared 
at me like he wanted to cut me up — one bloody 
lump at a time.

I pulled Emmerson's sleeve. He didn't respond,

back 
we close
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but gazed across at the brilliant pit lights like he 
was seeing something no one else could. Knowing 
Emmerson, maybe he was.

'You all right?' I whispered. 'You had enough to 
drink?'

A long pause. Then, a nod. A slow one.
'Good, good. Let me know if you need more.'
People drink for different reasons (and I'm not 

talking about social drinking here), but usually the 
result's the same: it kills the pain, whether it's in 
your body or in your heart. Drink kills it dead. The 
pain of an affair that's gone rotten, the pain of 
know ing you ow n n othing in the w hole wide 
world, and you don't know where your next meal 
is coming from.

But Emmerson had his own special reason.
And I m ade sure he had a regular supply —  

whisky, brandy, vodka (not gin, though, he reacted 
badly to that) —  and if not spirits, lager, the strong 
stuff like Carlsberg Special Brew, Stella and Pils.

Me, I drink too m uch for reasons of my own. 
Personal reasons. Anyway, they aren't important 
here. I only wish to God they had been.

We'd been drinking on and off since midday, so I 
reckoned Emmerson would be okay. Also, in my 
coat pocket reposed half a bottle of vodka —  just in 
case.

'We never touched the car, you know.'
The b ou n cer w hom  P in n er had called  Jock  

grunted, caveman-style. 'Uhh... Shit/
'We just got into town.'
'Shit... U hh...'
Jock wasn't interested unless we ran, so I passed 

Emmerson the vodka. Better safe than sorry.
'Don't worry,' I whispered to Emmerson. 'These 

blokes'll knock us about a bit, but we can take that. 
We've been through worse, eh? Here, have another 
swallow.'

T he half b ottle of Tesco vod ka sh one and  
sparkled in the lights of the coal m ine. It 

looked as pure as fucking holy w ater. And, in 
Emmerson's case, it worked miracles, too.

'Hey, Jock! What you doing?'
The voice belonged to Pinner. It sounded vicious. 
'This isn't a flaming cocktail party y'know.'
Jock gave a wordless grunt.
Oi, you —  stick man,' he barked at Emmerson. 

'No more. Understand?'
Emmerson carried on drinking.
'You listen, cretin,' spat Pinner, and swung a high 

kick at Emmerson. The polished toe of the cowboy 
boot stabbed deep into Em m erson's gut. With a 
weird coughing sound, Em m erson folded like a 
thin pole breaking in two. There was no expression 
on his face; his two skinny arms were just wrapped 
tightly around his stomach as he knelt there on the 
white gravel.

Then he did something I had never seen him do 
before.

He retched.
Everything he'd drunk for the past three hours 

came heaving out in a steaming pool.
'O h Christ,' I panted, feeling som ething cold 

move into my spine. 'Oh Christ. Why did you have 
to do that?7

The two thugs laughed and Pinner picked up the 
vodka bottle and emptied it onto the floor. 'You'll 
listen to me in future won't you, buster?' Chortling, 
he went back into the nightclub.

We w aited . Jock , said n oth in g  and sm oked  
cigarettes, his stupid face set solid. Leaning back 
against the wall, I felt the booze gradually wear off. 
I prayed that their precious Mr White would get

himself outside and do whatever it was he so badly 
wanted to do to us. I kept telling myself that, if 
Emmerson hadn't thrown up, we'd have been all 
right. We could have gone to the supermarket as 
soon as it opened and bought those lovely golden 
cans of Carlsberg Special, then everything would 
have been fine. Emmerson would have been fine. 
The whole damn world would have been fine.

But everything was not fin e.
The co n ten ts  of E m m erso n 's  stom ach  w ere  

seeping away through the gravel, and Emmerson 
himself...

I studied him closely.
No...
It had begun.

E mm erson's eyelids were thick and puffy; the 
lines on his face, normally as thin as a goat's, 

had vanished; the skin was smooth, making him 
look fifteen years younger.

This sudden age loss was caused by his face 
swelling. That, in turn, chilled me through to the 
b ackb on e. I looked at his h an d s. T hey w ere  
swelling too.

I began to pace between the black Porsche and 
the wall of the nightclub. It was all going wrong. 
Everything I had worked for was unravelling. I bit 
my knuckle. I couldn't control it any longer. It was 
out of my hands.

Emmerson stared blankly at the coal-mine lights. 
He didn't move; no expression altered his blank 
face.

Perhaps it would be okay, perhaps we'd make it 
after all, perhaps... No...

Emmerson undid the top three buttons of a shirt 
that now looked three sizes too small for him. Then 
he licked his lips. A long, slow lick. His tongue 
(which also was swollen) slid slowly from left to 
right over his dry mouth.

As dawn approached, turning the sky a mass of 
p each y  tin ts, M r W h ite  step p ed  ou t of the 
nightclub. He was accom panied by Pinner, who 
now leered even more broadly. White was dressed 
in a pale cream  suit, red silk tie and handmade 
shoes and he toyed with a clunking gold identity 
b racele t w h ich  h u n g ab ou t one w rist. As he 
weighed us up, he stood the way most men who 
w ield p o w er stan d  —  facin g  us sq u are , legs 
unnaturally wide, as if waiting for someone to run 
a wheelbarrow between them. Normally, the sight 
would have made me laugh. Not now though. I 
knew what was brewing.

'These the two?'
His voice was low. White did not need to shout 

in order to maintain authority.
'Yes, Mr White,' Pinner said deferentially.
'I thought you said one was tall and skinny?' 
Pinner pointed in astonishment at Emmerson. 
'That was him. When I left him a couple of hours 

ago he was as thin as a rake.'
'Pinner, my old son,' White lit a cigar as thick as 

his thumb. 'You need an eye test. Look at him. He's 
as plump as your mother-in-law.'

The pair of thugs laughed the way people do 
when their boss cracks a joke. Loudly —  and far too 
long. But I could see that Pinner was troubled.

W hite turned his eyes on me. They were hard 
and cunning.

'You've been messing with my car. My beautiful 
new car. Why?'

'Give my friend a drink, Mr White. Please... he 
needs a drink, desperate.'

My request surprised him.
'A drink? A drink? Sure, w hatever you want.

SIMON CLARKlives in
Doncaster. A n earlier 
story of his was featured 
in FEAR Issue 4 and 
others have appeared in 
magazines such as 
Works, Stygian 
Dreamhouse and Back 
Brain Recluse .His 
influences include 
Arthur Machen, Jimi 
Hendrix and the films of 
Boris Karloff.

“With a weird 
coughing 
sound, 
Emmerson 
folded like a 
thin pole 
breaking in 
two”
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Jo ck / he looked round, 'run and get a bottle of 
champagne for our friends. Oh, and make sure it's 
chilled.'

Jock looked as though he was about to obey.
'Stay where you are, cloth-head/ White turned 

back to us. 'You two are brass-faced, I'll give you 
that. You pissing-well vandalise my car, then you 
calmly stand there and ask for free drinks. Who the 
hell do you think you are?'

'Please, Mr White.' I was trembling —  but not for 
reasons White would understand. 'A drink. Please. 
Anything. He needs one. A nd... and we didn't 
touch your car. We're new here, we d on 't...'

'That's it,' Pinner exclaimed, with relief. 'I knew 
there was something wrong with this bloke. He 
was dead skinny when we got him —  a damn bean 
pole! Now look at him. He's ballooning. Look at the 
size of his neck.'

'You're right, Pinner. It's his liver.' White nodded 
knowledgeably. 'The booze'll have turned it hard as 
boot leather. The bastard's filling up with fluid.' He 
pointed the cigar at Emmerson. 'You don't need a 
drink, mate, you need intensive care.'

He laughed and the others joined in.
I glanced back at Emmerson and felt a lurch in 

my gut; his eyes were coming into focus. For longer 
than I could rem em ber, he'd  w orn that dazed, 
dreamy look. For twenty years I'd kept him drunk; 
now, at long last, he was sobering up.

I saw him look round and begin to take notice of 
his surroundings: the white gravel car park, the 
black Porsche, the ground that sloped down into a 
shallow valley then reared up steeply into the slag- 
heap with the pit itself to one side.

Then I saw it. Like lots of other things that night 
it w as so m eth in g  I'd  n ot seen  in n early  tw o  
decades. My stomach churned. He had swallowed, 
a h ard  an d  d elib erate  gu lp in g  m otion  as if 
exercising muscles he'd not used in years. The flesh 
on his bloated throat shook like jelly.

W hite said: 'F a t boy. You still w ant a drink? 
W hisky and lem on ad e? M artin i R osso?  
Babycham... with a cherry?'

The three of them  laughed. It w as a sound I 
hated.

Emmerson slowly shook his massive head. 'No...

“The skin 
turned shiny 

and the thick 
arteries, like 

parasitic 
worms, were 
visible wrig

gling beneath 
the tight 

skin”

No... I... I... I ... '
I knew what that grunting voice would say. I just 

knew.
He spoke.
'Food ...'
'Food? You want food now?1 said White in mock 

concern.
Again the heavy nod.
And E m m erso n 's  v o ice  ru m b led : 'F o o d ... I 

want... To eat... NOW.'
'No, Emmerson,' I shouted wildly. 'No. We'll get

Ta drink, anything you want, I ... '
he slap across my face shut me up. W hite  
pointed at me angrily.

'I've had enough of your games. Interfering with 
a man's car is like interfering with his woman —  it 
hurts. Do you understand that? It bleeding well 
hurts. Now... ' White pulled a Stanley knife from 
his pocket. 'Now, I'm going to mark you for life, 
you shit head.'

But the blade, glinting in the dawn light, didn't 
interest me. I was watchng Emmerson.

White and Jock stood facing me with their backs 
to Pinner and Em m erson. Em m erson... He was 
staring at Pinner's bare arm, as if he had something 
small but intensely interesting stuck to his left 
elbow.

'I am... HUNGRY,' Emmerson grunted wetly.
'Sure, sure,' Pinner said not looking at him, 'you 

can chew on my size eleven boot in about three 
minutes' time.'

'But first, the lippy bastard,' said White, almost 
softly. 'I'm going to hang his ear on my key ring. 
Something to remember him by.'

Emmerson reached up a hand —  now a massive 
paw all swollen and pulpy — and took hold of 
Pinner's bare arm at the elbow.

'Hey, w hat's the gam e, Fatso?' At first Pinner 
laughed in disbelief. 'Let go. You'll get yours in a 
minute.'

White chuckled. 'Looks as if he's got a crush on 
you, Pinner.'

Crush... I could see Emmerson's great clamp of a 
hand tightening.

Slowly... Slowly...
'Hey... Fatso. Let go, or I'll break your neck.'
E m m erson  did not let go and w hen Pinner 

punched him he might as well have punched the 
nightclub wall.

Tiey! Get him off me. Mr White... Mr White!'
The panic tightened Pinner's voice. 'Mr White, 

h e's...'
W hite and Jock spun round; w hat they saw  

nailed their feet to the earth.
N ow  E m m erson  w as panting excitedly, like 

something dead that had been shocked back to life 
by lightning. Huge breaths, a wet crackling sound 
like a man with bronchitis hawking sputum up 
from his throat.

'Mr White... Ah... The bastard's hurting. He's... 
Ah!'

E m m erson  stared  at th e arm  in his grip, 
fascinated.

B y this time, White's cigar had drooped out of 
his gaping mouth and he stared stupidly at the 

scene.
'Get him off me,' begged Pinner hysterically. 'Ah! 

White, listen you stupid bastard!'
Jock recovered from his astonishment enough to 

make a clumsy charge at Emmerson, but the giant 
hardly noticed. He shrugged his arm lazily and 
Jock spun through the air, the ex-w restler's feet 
flipping higher than his head. W hen he hit the 
ground I felt the concussion bite through the soles 
of my shoes.

Jock lay still.
Pinner looked into Em m erson's eyes and his 

sanity gave way.
'No... Nooo-owe... Oh... O hhhh...' he screamed. 

He was still screaming when his arm snapped. At 
this point, Em m erson switched his attention to 
P in n er's  forehead . He bent his m assive head, 
bigger than a bull's, towards it.

For one mad moment I thought Emmerson was 
going to kiss him. But the mouth stretched wider 
and the wet, hawking sound grew faster. His lips 
touched the top of Pinner's head.

The screams rang back from the nightclub walls. 
Slowly, smoothly, Em m erson's gaping mouth  

began to pass over the top of the screaming man's 
head, over Pinner's frantic eyes, down over his 
nose. Then they were over that howling mouth. 

Then there was silence.
Emmerson's jaw stretched wider and never made 

a single chewing motion; his throat muscles alone 
seem ed  to be d rag g in g  the m an dow n, 
remorselessly engulfing him in that pink cavern 
that had once been the thin-lipped mouth of a 
skinny drunk.

Emmerson's eyes, now set at either side of the
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deformed face, were closed; as if he were savouring 
this delicious, wriggling morsel.

Momentarily, the throat which had been loosely 
flaccid stretched tight. It was like watching a rubber 
inner-tybe being overinflated. The throat was 
distended into a single huge blister — white, 
bloodless white — the skin turned shiny and the 
thick arteries, liked parasitic worms, were visible 
wriggling beneath the tight skin. I saw a struggling 
shape. Like swollen glands, two lumps appeared at 
either side of the neck where Pinner's two fists 
pushed uselessly. Then came the face. Frantically it 
thrust against the elastic skin. I saw the outline of a 
forehead, a flattened nose, a chin, and then a mouth 
— wide open in a silent, agonised scream.

The skull and crossbones T-shirt slipped out of

mmerson straightened up, with Pinner's legs 
still frantically kicking in the air, the brown 

boots just a blur. He began to jerk up and down as 
if trying to shake down what he was swallowing. 
His lips stretched tight as the huge mouth opened 
even wider until his jaw dislocated with a gigantic 
crack that echoed shockingly in the empty car park. 
Suddenly, the legs and those brown cowboy boots 
slipped out of sight. Just for a second, Emmerson's 
stomach distended hideously through his open 
shirt then contracted sharply, crushing the lump 
out of existence.

White and I watched everything in a kind of 
rigor mortis of horror.

Emmerson looked round. His eyes were alive 
and intelligent now. A deep throbbing bass sound 
came from his throat. Satisfaction. Pleasure.

I heard a groan. Jock was pulling himself into a 
kneeling position, his black suit covered in white 
patches from the gravel. The man coughed and 
spat out gobs of blood, gravel and splintered teeth.

Emmerson's crimson mouth opened grotesquely. 
Although he may have been grinning, it looked 
more like an injury caused by an axe. There was a 
sharp click as his jaw relocated.

His dark, shining eyes fixed on the floored 
bouncer.

Then, swiftly, he swung his thick arms down and 
easily hoisted the dazed man up into the air above 
his swollen head.

Holding up his prize, Emmerson began to run, 
passing straight between us and jumping onto the 
black Porsche like it was a stepping stone. His, now 
bare, feet with their over-large toenails smashed

down, crunching the gleaming black roof and 
shattering the windscreen. Then he was running 
downhill, feet splattering the gravel like two great 
hammers.

'Emmerson!' I shouted desperately. 'Come back! 
Come back! Don't you see? There's nowhere to run! 
Emmerson, Emmerson!'

I called until my throat was hoarse. Then, 
furiously, I turned on White.

'This is your fault, you bastard! Not mine! I 
looked after him. I kept it under control. It was me 
who sacrificed everything. I had a wife, you know. 
A little boy — four years old. Hey! Are you 
listening?'

I lashed at White, catching him on the cheekbone. 
It wasn't a hard blow but he yelped pathetically 
and fell cowering by his car.

'I left them both to look after Emmerson. He cost 
me my family, my money and all my bloody life. 
But we were getting by. Things were working out. 
Not now though! Not now!'

Whimpering, White tried to huddle tighter 
against tne wrecked Porsche, his ears blotching 
purple, white face shining wetly like it had been 
smeared with margarine — he looked like a man a 
heartbeat away from thrombosis.

For a moment I wondered whether to run after 
Emmerson. There was no point. I knew I could 
never catch up with him now. Already he was
climbing the spoil-heap a mile away. He appeared 

tic figure, gle 
against the black slag.
as a gigantic figure, gleaming as white as a bone

Above his head, the limp body of the man swun; 
like a rag doll. Then, as I watched, they vanishes 
amongst the black hills.

Feeling like I'd seen the coming of the 
Apocalypse, I turned back to White who still clung 
to the wreckage of his precious car.

'See what you've gone and done?'
He winced. My anger fired my words like 

bullets.
'Just what the hell am I going to do now ?'

“‘Just what 
the hell am I 
going to do 
now?’”
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Earie Westcott
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elemental ghosts bent on revenge? As 
the bloodied, savaged bodies begin to 
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"British Fantasy Convention: 
The Mating Season"

h a t s e a s o n  is 
u p o n  u s . In a 
m a tte r  o f  
w e e k s  p ro fe s 
s io n a ls  an d  
fa n s
e v e r y w h e re  
w ill b e  p a ck 
in g  th e ir  s u it
c a s e s  an d

h e a d in g  o f f  in  th e  d ire c tio n  o f  
th e  B r itish  an d  W o rld  F a n ta sy  
C o n v e n tio n s . It is  o n e  o f  th e  few  
tim es in  th e  y e a r  w h e n  fa n s  ca n  
g a th e r , ta lk  a b o u t th e  p a st 
tw e lv e  m o n th s , b itch  a b o u t  
so m e  o f  th e  m o st a p p a llin g  
th in g s  th e y 'v e  se e n  d u r in g  th a t 
tim e , a n d  c o n s u m e  la rg e  
a m o u n ts  o f  a lco h o l.

N e w c o m e r s  m ig h t fee l le ft  
o u t a n d , fro m  m y  d e s c r ip t io n , 
m a y  fe e l in itia lly  th a t  w e 'r e  a 
b u n c h  o f  a n im a ls  p a n d e r in g  to  
o u r  b a s e r  in s tin c ts . T o  so m e  
e x te n t  th a t 's  tru e . W e  w a n t  to  
se e  sc h lo c k y  Ita lia n  Z o m b ie  
m o v ie s , w e w a n t to  s ta m p e d e  
e v e ry  fre e b ie  w e c a n  d u r in g  th e  
c o n v e n tio n  w e e k e n d  b u t m o st 
o f  a ll w e  w a n t to  re la x  a n d  ta lk  
w ith  fr ie n d s , c o lle a g u e s  an d  
n e w  a c q u a in ta n c e s .

T h e  first t im e  1 w e n t  to  th e  
B ritish  F a n ta sy  C o n v e n tio n  I fe lt  
lik e  a b it o f  a lo n e r . T o  th o s e  w h o  
h a v e  ju s t  e n te r e d  th e  m e le e , 
e v e r y o n e  s e e m s  to  b e lo n g  to  a 
so cia l g ro u p in g , a b a n d  o f  h o b 
n o b b in g  c liq u e s  w h o  w o n 't  le t 
y o u  in o n  th e ir  b a tt le  p la n s  e v e n  
fo r  a few  m o m e n ts . N o t s o , 1 cry , 
fo r I k n o w  b e tte r  n o w . D e s p ite  
th e  o r d e r  o f  su c h  o c c a s io n s , 
w h e r e  e v e r y o n e  a p p e a r s  to  
h a v e  a p la ce  o r  fu n c tio n , y o u  
m a y  b e  su rp r is e d  to  k n o w  th a t  if 
y ou  s ta r t  ta lk in g  to  a n y o n e  a t 
th e  b a r  o r  o n e  o f  th e  c o n v e n tio n  
ro o m s th e y 'r e  lik e ly  to  re c ip r o 
ca te . A fte r  a ll, th e y  are  fa n s  w h o  
lik e  to  ta lk  a b o u t th e ir  fa v o u rite  
g e n r e s  a n d  th e y  ra re ly  g e t th e  
o p p o rtu n ity  to  d o  so . G e t  s tu c k  
in , a n d  if y o u  s e e  a fa m o u s  fa ce  
g o  u p  an d  ta lk  to  it. It p ro b a b ly

w o n 't  b ite  an d  it m ig h t b e  fe e l
in g  a s  lo n e ly  a s  y o u r  g o o d  s e lf .

M y  m e s s a g e  fo r th is  is s u e  is  
m ix  . . . m in g le . A lm o st e v e r y 
th in g  is  p e r m is s ib le  a t  th e  
B r itish  F a n ta sy  C o n v e n tio n  -  
e x c e p t  p e r h a p s  m u rd e r , d r e s 
s in g  u p , a n d  z a p  g u n s . Ju m p  in  
-  h a v e  fu n . B u t ju s t  r e m e m b e r  
o n e  im p o rta n t  ru le . I t 's  b e s t  n o t 
to  m ix S ta r  T re k k ie s  w ith  S p la t-  
te rp u n k s !

O n  a m o re  so m b re  n o te  -  
d e s p ite  re c o rd  p ro f its  a n d  a still 
e x p a n d in g  film  in d u s try  s e v e ra l 
o f  th e  sm a lle r  in d e p e n d e n t  film  
c o m p a n ie s  a re  h a v in g  to  re c o n 
s id e r  th e ir  p ro d u c tio n  a n d  m a r
k e t in g  s tr a te g ie s  a s  m a rk e t 
s h a r e  b e c o m e s  a c u t- th ro a t  ra ce  
b e tw e e n  th e  b ig  d is tr ib u to r s  
su c h  a s  W a rn e rs  -  w ith  Batm an  
- a n d  U IP  w ith  Indiana Jones  a n d  
Licence to Kill.

T w o  o f  th e  m o s t  r e c e n t  
c a s u a ltie s  a re  N e w  W o rld  E n te r 
ta in m e n t  a n d  V e s tro n  In c , b o th  
o f  w h ic h  h a v e  s h u t  d o w n , o r  a re  
se ll in g  th e ir  film  p ro d u c tio n  
d iv is io n s . N e w  W o r ld , a c o m 
p a n y  o r ig in a lly  s p e a r h e a d e d  by  
R o g e r  C o r m a n , r e c e n tly  m a d e  
fo rty  e m p lo y e e s  re d u n d a n t  in 
th e  S ta te s  a s  it tr ied  to  se ll o f f  its  
th e a tr ica l a rm . T h e  g ro u p  a lso  
r e c e n tly  so ld  o f f  th e  M a rv e l 
c o m ic  g ro u p  a n d , in  B r ita in , 
in te n d s  to  c o n c e n tr a te  o n  
d e v e lo p m e n t  o f  its  v id e o  a rm .

It 's  a  s im ila r  s to r y  a t V e s tro n  
In te r n a tio n a l w h ic h , d e s p ite  
s o m e  s u c c e s s  w ith  m o v ie s  su ch  
a s  Young G u ns, is  s h u tt in g  d o w n  
th e a tr ica l p ro d u c tio n . T h e  
v id e o  b u s in e s s  is , in d e e d , m o re  
lu c ra tiv e  th a n  th e  b ig  r isk  
c in e m a  m a rk e t, b u t  th is  ty p e  o f  
c o n tra c t io n  m e a n s  th a t th e r e  is 
le s s  m o n e y  a ro u n d  fo r film  
d e v e lo p m e n t.

E v e n  th e  b ig  d is tr ib u to r s  a re  
h a v in g  to  f ig h t  fo r  m a rk e t  s h a re . 
T h e  r e c e n tly  r e le a s e d  Ja m e s  
C a m e ro n  m o v ie  The A byss d id  
n o t m a k e  th e  im p a c t o f  e ith e r  
Batm an  o r  Indiana Jones  in  its  f irst

w e e k  o n  U S  th e a tr ic a l d is tr ib u 
tio n . A t a n  o p e n in g  $ 2 4  m illio n , 
th e  m o v ie  w ill o b v io u s ly  re c o u p  
its  p ro d u c tio n  c o s ts  a n d  th e n  
s o m e , b u t  t h a t 's  le s s  th a n  h a lf  
th e  c o m p a r a b le  f ig u re s  o n  B at
m an  a n d  Indy. A d d e d  to  th a t. 
T w e n t ie th  C e n tu ry  F o x  h a v e  a 
m a rk e t  s h a r e  o f  7  p e r c e n t , c o m 
p a re d  to  c u r r e n t  to p  g u n s  
W a rn e r  B ro th e r s  a t  19  a n d  
P a ra m o u n t a t  17 . T h e  f ig u r e s  a re  
s o m e w h a t  d is to r te d  b e c a u s e  o f  
th e  sp re a d  o f  p r o d u c t io n s  p u t  
o u t  b y  th e  to p  tw o  c o m p a n ie s  
a n d  th e  m a s s iv e  s u c c e s s  o f  Bat
m an, b u t  th e y  d o  sh o w  th a t  th e  
film  in d u s try  is  b e c o m in g  s o m e 
w h a t  lik e  th e  p ic tu re  o f  B r itish  
d is tr ib u tio n  o f  w e a lth : th e  r ic h 
e s t  3  p e r c e n t  o f  so c ie ty  h a s  9 0  
p e r c e n t  o f  it!

T h e  in d u s try  n o w  a p p e a r s  to  
b e  a n  u n s a fe  p la ce  fo r  sm a ll 
in d e p e n d e n ts  a n d  I m u s t  sa y  
th a t th e  s itu a t io n  w ill c o n t in u e  
to  w o rs e n  a s  th e  b ig  d is tr ib u to r s  

jgget b ig g e r , b u d g e ts  b e c o m e  
c o m p a r a b le  to  th e  d e b ts  o f  so m e  
T h ird  W o r ld  c o u n tr ie s ,  a n d  th e  
e x p e n s iv e , b la n k e t  h y p e  fo r  th e  
m e g a -m o v ie s  s q u a s h e s  th e  
o f te n  m o re  c r e a tiv e  m in n o w  
m a rk e t.

I a m  n o t  s u g g e s t in g  th a t  fa n s  
d e s e r t  th e  b ig  b u d g e t  m o v ie  -  
th a t  w ill n e v e r  h a p p e n , a n y w a y  
-  b u t  if  a fe w  m o re  'f a n s ' p a id  
a t te n t io n  to  th e  sm a lle r  p ro d u c 
tio n  c o m p a n ie s , w h o  m u s t  b y  
n o w  b e  s u ffe r in g  fro m  v o ice  
s tra in , th e n  p e r h a p s  m o re  o f  
th e s e  c o m p a n ie s  w o u ld  s ta y  
a f lo a t, th e  m a rk e t  co u ld  d iv e r 
s ify , o th e r  p o te n tia l  f ilm m a k e r s  
co u ld  b e  g iv e n  a  c h a n c e  to  b e  
c re a tiv e  w ith  m o re  th a n  a le d g e r  
b o o k .

P ro fit  is  im p o r ta n t , b u t 
m o n e y  a in 't  e v e r y th in g  a n d  in  a 
fe w  y e a rs , w h e n  m a y b e  tw o  o r  
th re e  c o m m u n ic a t io n s  c o m 
p a n ie s  h a v e  a m o n o p o ly  o n  th e  
film  b u s in e s s , w e  c o u ld  b e  lo o k 
in g  b a c k  o n  th e  le s s  r ig o r o u s  
s y s te m  th a t  p ro d u c e d  The Evil

D ead, H ellraiscr  a n d  Street Trash  
w ith  m u ch  th e  s a m e  e x p re ss io n  
a s  th a t  o f  a n  a rc h a e o lo g is t  
re g a rd in g  th e  d o d o  in  a h is to ry  
b o o k .

SIGN SUCCESS FOR 
FANTASY INN
T h e  re c e n t B r ia n  L u m le y  s ig n in g  a t T h e  F a n ta s y  In n , C h a r in g  C r o s s  
R o a d , L o n d o n , p ro v e d  th a t s m a lle r  v e n u e s  c a n  g e t  a b ig  re p u ta tio n  
th ro u g h  w o rd  o f  m o u th .

T o  d e scr ib e  it a s  o n e  o f  th e  m o st su c c e s s fu l 'In n  s ig n in g s  w o u ld  
b e  a n  u n d e r s ta te m e n t, a s  th e  q u e u e  fo r  a u to g r a p h e d  c o p ie s  o f  N ec- 
roscope III: The Source w a s  lo o o o -n n n -g . A  n u m b e r  o f  p r o fe s s io n a ls , 
in c lu d in g  a u th o r  R  C h e tw y n d -H a y e s , N ightbreed  p u b lic is t  S te p h e n  
J o n e s , P a n  e d ito r  K a th y  G a le  a n d  A m e ric a n  f ir s t  t im e  n o v e lis t  J e s 
s ica  P a lm e r  w e re  a lso  d ra w n  to  th e  s o ire e  w h ich  tu rn e d  in to  a n  a ll-  
n ig h te r  w h e n  F E A R  e d ito r  J o h n  G i lb e r t  d e c id e d  to  ta k e  B ria n  a n d  
h is  w ife/ agen t D o ro th y  to  a n e a rb y  r e s ta u ra n t. A  h a lf -s h o p  fu ll o f 
p e o p le , a n d  n e a r  b e d la m , fo llo w e d !

PAN
LAUNCHES 
GALAXY OF 
NEW TALENT

P a n  B o o k s  a re  to  la u n c h  a m a jo r  
n e w  lin e  in  A p ril 1 9 9 0 . 'P a n  
d e c id e d  th e r e  w e re  v a r io u s  

a r ts  o f  th e  lis t w h ic h  h a d  n o t 
e e n  c o v e re d  e f fe c t iv e ly , ' 

e x p la in s  e d ito r  K a th y  G a le . 
'T n is  in c lu d e d  th e  sc ie n c e  
f ic tio n , fa n ta s y  a n d  h o rr o r  a re a ;

a n o th e r  w a s  c r im e  a n d  m y ste ry . 
S o  I w a s  h ire d  to  d e v e lo p  genre  
f ic t io n .'

T h e  lis t w ill la u n c h  jo in t ly  
w ith  S id g w ic k  a n d  Ja c k s o n . 
S id g w ick  w ill p u b lis h  h a rd b a ck  
a n d  s o m e  tra d e  p a p e r b a c k s ; P an  
w ill b e  p u b lis h in g  m a ss -m a rk e t 
p a p e r b a c k s . 'T h e  b o o k s  w ill b e  
id e n tif ia b le  b y  th e ir  o v e ra ll 
d e s ig n , w h ic h  w ill fo llo w - 
th ro u g h  fro m  h a rd  to  p a p e rb a ck  
e d it io n .'

It w a s  d e c id e d  n o t  to  g iv e  th e  
lis t  a s e p a ra te  id e n tity . 'T h e y  
w ill b e  P a n  b o o k s , b u t  w e  are  
d e v is in g  a s y s te m  o f  lo g o s  -  o n e  
e a c h  fo r S F , fa n ta s y  a n d  h o rro r .
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'W e  fe lt  th e r e  w e re  to o  m a n y  
s p e c ia lise d  im p r in ts  a ro u n d , 
w ith  a  lo t o f  t it le s  b e in g  p u b 
lis h e d  in  th e s e  f ie ld s , a n d  d id n 't  
w a n t to  la u n c h  a w h o le  n e w  
im p r in t w h ic h  th e  tra d e  m ig h t 
n o t re a c t  to  v e ry  p o s itiv e ly . W e  
a lso  fe lt  th a t , b e c a u s e  w e  h a v e  a 
g o o d  re p u ta tio n  in  th e  in d u s try  
a n d  th e  sa le s  te a m  is  s tro n g , w e  
d id n 't  w a n t to  lo s e  th e  im p a c t o f  
th e  n a m e  P a n .'

T h e r e  w ill b e  fiv e  la u n c h  
tit le s , led  b y  Melanie Rawn's 
d e b u t n o v e l, D ragon Prince. 
O th e r s  a re  Jason C osm o, a 
h u m o u r o u s  fa n ta sy  b y  Dan 
McGirt, First Flight b y  Chris 
Claremont a n d  Dark Voices, a 
se le c t io n  fro m  The Pan Book o f  
H orror Stories se r ie s .

T h e  re m a in in g  tit le  w ill e i th e r  
b e  Brian Stableford's Em pire o f  
Fear  o r  a Charles de Lint n o v e l.

'A t  th e  m o m e n t w e  c a n 't  
d e c id e  w h ic h  to  c h o o s e , ' G a le  
sa y s . 'B o th  w o u ld  b e n e f it , 
b e c a u s e  a n y  la u n c h  title  g e ts  a 
h ig h  p ro file  a n d  m o re  sa le s . O n  
th e  o th e r  h a n d , I d o n 't  w a n t 
th e m  to  b e  o u ts h o n e  b y  D ragon  
Prince. In  a n y  e v e n t , th e  f irst 
fiv e  a re  q u ite  d is tin c t , a n d  r e p r 
e s e n ta tiv e  o f  th e  ra n g e  o f  th e  
l is t . '

F ro m  M a y  o n w a rd s , P a n  w ill 
b e  p u b lish in g  tw o  t it le s  a 
m o n th . 'B u t  w h e n  w e h a v e  
so m e b o d y  re a lly  b ig , th e y 'l l  g e t  
a m o n th  to  th e m s e lv e s , a s  a 
k in d  o f  s p e c ia l . '

F u tu r e  t it le s  in c lu d e  th e  
Asimov/Silverberg c o lla b o ra 
tio n s . T h e  fir s t  is d u e  fro m  G o l-  
la n cz  n e x t y e a r , w ith  P a n  p u b 
lis h in g  th e  p a p e r b a c k  in  1 9 9 1 , 
a n d  y e a r ly  th e r e a fte r . A lso  
u p c o m in g  is  The Bazoom  Project 
and its sequel from  Larry Niven 
a n d  Steven Barnes.

T h e r e  w ill a lso  b e  a n  o c c a 
s io n a l n o n -f ic tio n  e n tr y , in c lu d 
in g  Douglas E Winter's Faces o f  
Fear, a  co lle c t io n  o f  in te rv ie w s  
w ith  h o rr o r  a u th o r s , a n d  a b o o k  
a b o u t Stephen King.

' I 'm  b e in g  v e ry  fu ss y  a b o u t  
w h a t I ta k e  o n , w h ic h  y o u  h a v e  
to  b e  w h e n  b u ild in g  a n e w  lis t. 
B u t I 'm  still a c tiv e ly  o n  th e  lo o k 
o u t fo r m a te r ia l, p a rticu la r ly  
fro m  n a m e  a u th o rs , a n d  
ta le n te d  n e w  B ritish  w r i te r s . ' 
Stan Nicholls

UK FANTASY 
CON SET FOR 
SUCCESS

T h e  B ritish  F a n ta sy  C o n v e n tio n  
(B irm in g h a m , 8 -1 0  S e p te m b e r)  
h a s  a lre a d y  a ttra c te d  a h u g e  
n u m b e r  o f  p ro fe ss io n a l g u e s ts .

T o p  o f  th e  lis t a re  Stephen 
Laws, B r ita in 's  g u e s t  o f  h o n o u r  
w h o s e  n o v e ls  in c lu d e  Ghost 
Train  a n d  The W yrm , a n d  A m e r-
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ic a n  g u e s t  o f  h o n o u r , Thomas F 
Monteleone, th e  p ro lif ic  
n o v e lis t  w h o s e  la te s t  b o o k , 
Phantasm a  h a s  r e c e n tly  b e e n  
re le a s e d  in  p a p e r b a c k  b y  T o r . 
T h a t  m o s t  im p o rta n t  jo b , 
M a s te r  o f  C e r e m o n ie s , is  ta k e n  
o n  b y  Brian Lumley w h o s e  
la te s t  p u b lis h e d  n o v e ls  a re  N ec- 
roscope 111: The Source  a n d  H ero o f  
D ream s.

T h e  lis t d o e s  n o t e n d  th e r e . A  
re g u la r  a t te n d e e  o f  th e  c o n v e n 
tio n  is  Ramsey Campbell, p r e s 
id e n t  o f  th e  B r itish  F a n ta s y  S o c 
ie ty  C o n v e n tio n . A n o th e r  re g u 
la r is  Stephen Gallagher, a u th o r  
o f  D ow n R iver, w h o  h a s  r e c e n tly  
b e e n  n e g o tia t in g  th e  film  a n d  
te le v is io n  r ig h ts  to  h is  s tr in g  o f  
b e s ts e l lin g  n o v e ls . Freda War
rington, w h o s e  n o v e l, The 
H eavenly  H orse From  the O uter
m ost W est w a s  a w o w  a t  la s t  
y e a r 's  W o rld  C o n v e n tio n , is  
h o p in g  to  h a v e  a s  g o o d  a t im e  a s  
s h e  d id  th e n  w h ile  Ian Watson, 
a u th o r  o f  The Firezvorm, w ill b e  
c o n s ta n tly  o n  th e  lo o k  o u t  fo r  
th e  b e s t  c u is in e  in  to w n . R Chet- 
wynd-Hayes, a p ro lif ic  a u th o r  
fro m  th e  g o ld e n  e ra  o f  h o rr o r  
f ic tio n  w h o s e  la te s t  b o o k  a b o u t  
D r a c u la 's  re la t io n s  is  p ro v in g  
p o p u la r , w ill n o  d o u b t  b e  a  b ig  
d ra w  o n  th e  re g u la r  M id n ig h t  
H o rr o r  P a n e l, w h ile  Guy N 
Smith w ill u n d o u b te d ly  b e  
th e r e  to  sa v o u r  th e  c o n tin u in g

s u c c e s s  o f  Crabs b o o k s  w h ich  
h a v e  ju s t  b e e n  re p r in te d  . . . 
a g a in .

H ellhound  s c r e e n w r ite r  Peter 
Atkins w ill b e  b a c k  fo r  th is , h is  
s e c o n d  c o n v e n tio n , w h ile  n e w  
h o rr o r  n o v e lis t  Mark Morris 
w ill b e  a p p e a r in g  a s  a  c e le b  fo r 
th e  f irst t im e . O ld  fr ie n d s  su ch  
a s  a u th o r s  John M Ford, Adrian 
Cole a n d  film  p u b lic is t  Stephen 
Jones -  w h o  h a s  u n til n o w  b e e n  
h e a v ily  in v o lv e d  in  m a k in g  th e  
c o n v e n tio n s  a  s u c c e s s  -  w ill a lso  
b e  th e r e . If  y o u  a re  a n e w c o m e r , 
th e y  a re  p ro b a b ly  th e  b e s t  
p e o p le  to  la tc h  o n to , u n le s s  y o u  
b u m p  in to  Di or Mike Wathen 
w h o  a re  a g a in  o n  th e  o r g a n is in g  
c o m m itte e .

F o r  FEAR fa n s , w e 'l l  all be  
th e r e  -  th a t 's  a th re a t, n o t a 
p ro m is e  -  a n d  th e r e  w ill b e  tw o  
sp e c ia l  e v e n ts  w h ic h  y o u 'll  
w a n t  to  a t te n d . T h e  f ir s t , a n  o ffi
c ia l la u n c h  o f  FEAR/Trans- 
world's Prime Evil Short Story 
Competition, k ick s  o ff  th e  c o n 
v e n tio n  o n  F r id a y ; a n d  a fte r  th e  
B F C  A w a rd s  B a n q u e t  w e  c lo se  
th e  fe s t iv it ie s  in  s ty le  w ith  o u r  
FEAR Dead Dog Party.

If y o u  h a v e n 't  a lre a d y  b o o k e d  
fo r  B F C  1 9 8 9 , w e  s u g g e s t  y o u  
s e n d  a n  S A E  fo r  d e ta ils  to  Di 
Wathen, British Fantasy Con
vention, 15 Stanley Road, Mor- 
den, Surrey, SM4 5DE, Eng
land.

LAUGHING 
STARS IN NEW 
MOVIE DEAL

T im  S u lliv a n , s ta r  o f  h o rro r  
w rite r  S P Somtow's first fe a tu re  
film  The Laughing D ead  (se e  
FEAR Is su e  8 ) , h a s  b e e n  ch o se n  
to  w rite  h is  first sc r e e n p la y  for 
n e w  S ta te s id e  p ro d u ctio n  c o m 
p a n y  A sp e c t. C o -e x e cu tiv e  p ro 
d u c e r  Larry Fine s e t  th e  b u d g e t 
fo r  th e  a s  y e t  u n n a m e d  p ro je c t  
a t $ 1 .7  m illio n  a n d  sa y s , w ith  
e n th u s ia s m , th a t: 'I 'v e  n e v e r  
s e e n  a w rite r  p ro d u c e  so  p o w e r
fu l a sc r ip t h is  first rim e o u t . '

D ire c to r  Richard Marks, 
w h o s e  c re d its  in c lu d e  th e  
u n d e r g ro u n d  m o v ie  Velvet 
G hetto, a g re e s . ' I t 's a  s ta g g e rin g  
sc r ip t. O n  th e  o n e  h a n d  it 's  
b u rs tin g  w ith  w ild  s e n 
sa t io n a lis m , w h ile  o n  th e  o th e r  
i t 's  g o t a c la ss ic  A ris to te lia n  
s tru c tu re , w ith  all th e  p ity  an d  
te rro r  th a t im p lie s . I 'm  p la n n in g  
a  s ta r tlin g  n e w  lo o k  fo r  th e  p ic 
tu re  -  p rim a l, b ro o d in g , e le 
m e n ta l . '

S o m to w  h a s  a lso  ju s t  s ig n e d  
a s  a s s o c ia te  p ro d u ce r . H e  sa y s , 
'I t 's  a lo t  d if fe re n t  fro m  d ire c t
in g . I 'm  re a lly  lo o k in g  fo rw ard  
to  w o rk in g  w ith  R ich a rd  
(M a rk s ). H e  rea lly  u n d e r s ta n d s  
th e  film  noir s e n s ib ility  a n d  h o w  
to  a d a p t it to  c o n te m p o ra ry  a e s 
th e t ic s . '

A sp e c t  P ic tu re s  a lso  h a s  s e v 
e ra l o th e r  Su lliv an / So m to w  p ro 
je c t s  in  v a r io u s  s ta g e s  o f  p ro 
d u c tio n , in c lu d in g  Vam pire 
Junction  -  b y  S  P  S o m to w  -  an d  
The P arasite W ar -  b y  Tim Sulli
van. I t 's  g o o d  to  s e e  th a t  th e  
in d e p e n d e n ts  a re  still a liv e  an d  
c re a tiv e ly  k ick in g .

BATMAN PLUS

T h e  m a ss iv e  s u c c e s s  o f  Batman, 
b o th  in  th e  U S  a n d  U K  m a rk e ts , 
m e a n s  th a t p ro d u c tio n  co m 
p a n y  G u b e r -P e te rs  is m u ch  in  
d e m a n d  a n d  c a n , to  so m e  
e x te n t, n a m e  its  o w n  p ro je c ts  
w ith o u t  fe a r  o f  b e in g  tu rn e d  
d o w n  b y  th e  m o n e y  m e n .

A  d e c is io n  h a s , h o w e v e r , 
b e e n  m a d e  a n d  th e  c o m p a n y 's  
n e x t p ro je c t  is  lik e ly  to  b e  b a se d  
o n  a Frederick Pohl n o v e l, M an 
Plus. T h e  S F  s to ry  c o n c e r n s  a 
c y b o rg  -  m a n -m a c h in e  -  an d  h is  
e x p lo ra t io n s  o f  th e  u n iv e rse ; a 
so r t  o f  o n e -m a n  v e rs io n  o f  Star 
Trek, th o u g h  w h e th e r  it w ill go 
d o w n  a s  w ell a s  th e  w ell k n o w n , 
an d  m u c h  h y p e d , Batman  
re m a in s

NORTH EASTERN 
PROMISE
D illo n s  B o o k s to re  in  N e w c a s tle  u p o n  T y n e  h a s  o p e n e d  a n e w  's h o p  
w ith in  a s h o p ' d e v o te d  to  c o m ic s , g ra p h ic  n o v e ls , g a m e s  w o rk 
s h o p s  p ro d u c ts  a n d  s c ie n c e  f ic tio n  a n d  fa n ta s y  t it le s . L ig h t Y e a r s  
c o m ic  s h o p  is  th e  re s u lt  o f  th e  n e w  b o o m  in  te e n  a n d  a d u lt  fa n ta sy  
sp a rk e d  b y  r e c e n t  re le a s e s  su c h  a s  Batm an  a n d  c o m ic s  lik e  Viz . . .

T h e  fir s t  e v e r  N o rth  E a s t  sc i-fi  c o n v e n tio n  w ill ta k e  p la ce  o n  N o v 
e m b e r  2 3  a t th e  R a m s id e  H all H o te l, C a rrv ille , D u rh a m . T V  s ta rs  Jon 
Pertwee a n d  Colin Baker a re  s la te d  to  a tte n d  a n d  th e  p ro c e e d s  fro m  
th e  c o n v e n tio n  w ill g o  to  th e  g e r ia tr ic  u n it  a t S t  M a r g a r e t 's  H o sp ita l, 
D u rh a m . C o n ta c t  T h e  T a rd is  in  D u rh a m  o n  0 9 1 3 8 4  7 7 3 0  fo r  fu rth e r  
d e ta ils .

An artist’s impression o f  Dillons in Newcastle, where a  special S F  and fantasy  
shop, Light Years, opened on 1 September



NIGHTMARES 
ON WALL 
STREET
Jason  and Freddy stalk the streets o f  New York; but 
are they losing their cutting edge? Philip Nutman 
reports.

DATELINE: New York City, 
August 1989 . . .

A s th e  b ig  su m m e r m o v ie s  w in d  
d o w n , th e  h o rr o rs  a n d  la te  s u r 
p r is e s  e m e rg e  to  k e e p  a u d ie n c e s  
co m in g  b a c k  fo r  m o re , a n d  th is  
y e a r  b o x  o ffic e  a c tio n  h a s  b e e n  
d e c id e d ly  m ix e d .

Friday the 13th Part 8: Jason  
Takes M anhattan  o p e n e d  o n  Ju ly  
28  in  1 ,5 0 0  c in e m a s , tw o  w e e k s  
p rio r  to  A N ightm are on Elm  
Street 5 : The Dream C hild. 
D e s p ite  th e  a m u s in g  id e a  o f  
m o v in g  th e  C ry s ta l L a k e  k ille r  
a w a y  fro m  h is  u su a l ca m p sid e  
sta lk in g  g ro u n d s , Jason Takes 
M anhattan  is  u n q u e s t io n a b ly  
th e  w e a k e s t  e n tr y  in  th e  s e r ie s , 
b u t it still m a n a g e d  to  g ro s s  $6  
m illio n  in  its  o p e n in g  w e e k e n d . 
I 'v e  n e v e r  b e e n  a fa n  o f  th e  Fri
day 13 th f ilm s  a n d  th e r e fo re  m y  
o p in io n  is  b ia s e d , b u t  fo r  a m o re  
g e n e ra l o v e rv ie w  I q u iz z e d  
so m e  m e m b e rs  o f  th e  c in e m a  
a u d ie n c e  w ith  w h o m  I sh a re d  
th e  e x p e r ie n c e  o f  th e  la te s t  
Ja so n  ep ic .

' I  th o u g h t  it su ck e d  th e  b ig  
o n e , '  sa id  S te v e  W illia m so n , a 
lo n g -tim e  Ja s o n  fan  fro m  th e

B ro n x . T h e  tra ile r  w a s  b e tte r  
th a n  th e  m o v ie . O k a y , s o  th is  
o n e 's  g o t th e  b ig g e s t  b o d y  c o u n t  
o f  a n y  Friday the 13th  f lick  - b u t 
w h e r e 's  th e  b lo o d ?  I d o n 't  e v e n  
th in k  th e  M P A A  c u t  th is  o n e  
'c a u s e  I d o n 't  s e e  th a t  th e y  u s e d  
a n y  g o r e  to  s ta r t  w ith . I f  th e y  
m a k e  a n o th e r  o n e , I 'm  n o t 
g o in g  to  w a s te  m y  tim e  a n y  
m o re . S p la t te r 's  d e a d . '

'I t  s ca re d  m e . '  sa id  M a r ie  V a l
d e z , a f if te e n -y e a r -o ld  fro m  
H a r le m . 'I  c o u ld n 't  s ta n d  th e  
s u s p e n s e  w h e n  h e  ( Ja s o n )  w a s  
s ta lk in g  th e  k id s  o n  th e  b o a t. 
B u t I s c a re  e a s i ly . '

'I 'm  g lad  th e y  to o k  th e  s to ry  
a w a y  fro m  th a t ca m p  h e 's  
a lw a y s  a t . I 'v e  s e e n  th a t  s to ry  
to o  m a n y  t im e s , ' s ta te d  R itc h ie  
M o rita  o f  B r o o k ly n . ' I  th o u g h t  
th e  id e a  w a s  fu n  -  k id s  o n  a 
c ru is e  s h ip  w ith  Ja s o n  a fte r  
th e m , th e n  e n d in g  u p  in  N e w  
Y o rk  C ity . T h e  T im e s  S q u a r e  
s tu f f  w a s  c o o l. Y e a h , I g u e s s  I 
lik ed  i t . '

O th e r  p e o p le  I ta lk e d  to  v o i
ce d  s im ila r  o p in io n s . T h e  g e n 
e ra l v e rd ic t?  M e d io c r e  a t b e s t . 
T o n y  D a m to n , a d ie -h a r d  h o r 
ro r  fa n  fro m  M a n h a tta n , s u m 
m e d  it u p : 'T h e r e 's  re a lly  n o  
p o in t to  th e s e  f ilm s  a n y  m o re . I

m e a n , I lo v e  'e m  a n ' a ll, b u t 
w ith o u t  a s to r y  a n d , m o s t  o f  a ll, 
w ith o u t  th e  g o r e , th e r e 's  ju s t  n o  
p o in t . '

S o  m u c h  fo r  Jason Takes M an
hattan. B u t is  F re d d y  d e a d ?  
N ightm are 5  o p e n e d  to  d is a p 
p o in tin g  b u s in e s s  o n  A u g u s t  11 
in  1 ,6 0 0  c in e m a s , th e  la rg e s t  
re le a s e  fo r  a n y  E lm  S tr e e t  sa g a . 
T h e  f ilm 's  o p e n in g  g r o s s  w a s  $8  
m illio n , a d ip  o f  3 7  p e r c e n t  o n  
la s t  y e a r 's  s m a s h  o p e n in g  o f  $1 2  
m illio n  a t  1 ,4 0 0  s c r e e n s  w ith  The 
D ream  M aster.

M y  o p in io n  o f  th e  film  c o in 
c id e s  w ith  th a t  o f  M ik e  D e  L u ca , 
N e w  L in e  C in e m a 's  V P  in  
c h a rg e  o f  d e v e lo p m e n t , w h o  
fe e ls  th a t  th e  m o v ie  'r e f le c ts  
w h a t 's  b e s t  a b o u t  th e  s e r ie s  a n d  
w h a t 's  b a d  a b o u t  it -  n a m e ly  
th a t , w ith  s h o r te r  p ro d u c tio n  
s c h e d u le s , w e 'r e  n o t  d o in g  
s o m e  o f  th e  m a te r ia l ju s t ic e . D e  
L u c a , o n e  o f  th e  fe w  e x e c u tiv e s  
in  H o lly w o o d  w h o  re a d s  h o rr o r  
f ic tio n , m a d e  th is  c o m m e n t  d u r
in g  a n  in te rv ie w  w e  sh a ll b e  
fe a tu r in g  in  a  fu tu re  c o lu m n  
fo c u s s in g  o n  Leatherface: Texas 
C hainsaw  III, w h ic h  is  d u e  to  
o p e n  h e re  o n  N o v e m b e r  3 . 
A lth o u g h  w o rd  fro m  th e  s e t  is  
m ix e d  c o n c e r n in g  th e  la te s t  c a n 
n ib a l c la n  s e q u e l, D a v id  J 
S c h o w 's  fir s t  d ra ft  sc r ip t  is  o n e  
o f  th e  b e s t  re a d s  I 'v e  h a d  fro m  
H o lly w o o d  in  m a n y  a y e a r .

'O f  c o u r s e , ju s t  h o w  m u c h  o f  
m y  m a te r ia l m a k e s  it  to  th e  
s c r e e n  is  a n y b o d y 's  g u e s s  r ig h t 
n o w , ' S c h o w  re m a rk e d  w h ile  in  
N e w  Y o rk  o n  b u s in e s s . 'A p p a 
re n tly  J e f f  B u rr , th e  d ir e c to r  
(w h o  m a d e  The S tepfather 2 p rio r  
to  Saw  III) h a s  b e e n  re m a k in g  
th e  o r ig in a l m o v ie , w h ic h  
w o u ld  b e  g re a t  if th e r e  h a d  
n e v e r  b e e n  a film  ca lle d  The 
Texas C hain saw  M assacre, o r  if  
th is  w a s  1 9 7 4  in s te a d  o f  1989 . 
B u t th e  o n e  th in g  b o th  N e w  
L in e  a n d  I w a n te d  to  d o  w a s  
a v o id  a n y  r e fe r e n c e  to  C hainsaw  
II. T h e  s to r y  b a s ic a lly  ig n o re s  
a n y th in g  th a t  to o k  p la ce  in  th e  
p re v io u s  s e q u e l. A n y w a y , I 'l l  
te ll y o u  m o re  o n c e  I k n o w  
w h a t 's  h a p p e n in g , a lth o u g h  I 
sh o u ld  a d d  th a t  I h e a r  th e y 'v e  
b e e n  p u tt in g  m y  m a te r ia l b a c k  
in  th e  s c r ip t  -  a n d  th a t  d o e s n 't  
u s u a lly  h a p p e n . '

S c h o w  is  ra p id ly  s h a p in g  u p  
to  b e  a h o t  n a m e  in  H o lly w o o d , 
a n d  p la n s  a re  u n d e r w a y  a t  N e w  
L in e  fo r  h im  to  c o -w r ite  H ellbent, 
'a  s e v e n  sa m u r a i o f  th e  l iv in g  
d e a d  s to r y ',  w ith  D e  L u ca  th is  
fa ll. In  a d d itio n , S c h o w  m a y  
p e n  th e  fir s t  d ra ft  o f  A N ightm are  
on Elm  Street 6, a n d  is  u n d e r  c o n 
s id e ra t io n  to  sc r ip t  Lost Boys II 
fo r  R ich a rd  D o n n e r 's  p r o d u c 
tio n  c o m p a n y . B u sy  b o y . B u t 
fa n s  o f  h is  p r o s e  n e e d n 't  w o r r y : 
S c h o w  h a s  f in is h e d  The Shaft, 
h is  s e c o n d  n o v e l, d u e  fo r  A m e r

ic a n  p u b lic a tio n  in  a few  
m o n th s . In  th e  m e a n tim e , if  y ou  
h a v e n 't  re a d  h is  fir s t  b o o k , The 
K ill R iff, y e t , M a c D o n a ld  are  
p u b lis h in g  it in  B rita in  th is  O c t
o b e r .

B u t b a c k  to  F re d d y .

SPLA T TW IN S
A lth o u g h  The D ream  C hild  d o e s , 
a s  p ro m is e d , ta k e  F re d d y  K  
b a c k  in to  th e  s h a d o w s , g iv in g  
h im  a m e a n e r  e d g e  a n d  fe w e r  
w is e c ra c k s , th e  d is a p p o in tin g  
b o x  o ff ic e  p e r fo r m a n c e  su g g e s ts  
th a t o ld  p iz z a fa c e  m a y  b e  lo s in g  
h is  c ro w n  a s  h o r r o r 's  re s id e n t  
m o n a rch  o f  m u rd e r . R e v ie w s 
h e re  h a v e  g e n e r a lly  b e e n  n e g a 
tiv e , w h ic h  is  n o th in g  n e w  fo r  a 
h o rro r  m o v ie , b u t  a d e fin ite  
d o w n tu r n  fo r  a N ightm are  
m o v ie , th e  p re v io u s  tw o  h a v in g  
g e n e r a te d  m u c h  g o o d  p r e s s . 
O n e  g o o d  th in g , th o u g h , is  th a t 
S c h o w 's  b u d d ie s  a n d  fe llo w  
S p la tte rp u n k s , J o h n  S k ip p  a n d  
C ra ig  S p e c to r , fin a lly  g o t  th e ir  
fir s t  s c r e e n  c re d it  o n  th e  flick . 
A lth o u g h  th e ir  f ir s t  d ra ft  w a s 
la rg e ly  a b a n d o n e d , th e  sp la t  
tw in s  a re  c re d ite d  th u s : s to r y  b y  
Jo h n  S k ip p , C r a ig  S p e c to r  a n d  
L e s lie  B o h e m , w ith  B o h e m , 
w h o  re w ro te  The H orror Show  fo r  
S e a n  C u n n in g h a m , g e ttin g  th e  
sc r e e n p la y  c re d it.

T h e r e  is  n o  d o u b t  th a t  th e  
la te s t  F re d d y  fx e x tra v a g a n z a  
w ill m a k e  a m in t, b u t  th e  w o rd  
a ro u n d  to w n  is  th a t  th e  d re a m  
sta lk e r  h a s  b e e n  o v e re x p o se d  
a n d  is n o w  s u ffe r in g  th e  c o n 
s e q u e n c e s . R e g a r d le s s  o f  th is , a 
se c o n d  s e a s o n  o f  th e  Freddy's 
N ightm ares  T V  s h o w  is  c u rre n tly  
in  th e  w o rk s .

N e w  L in e  C in e m a , h o w e v e r , 
a re  d iv e rs ify in g  in  th e  h o rro r  
fie ld . In  a d d itio n  to  th e  a b o v e - 
m e n tio n e d  H ellben t p r o je c t , th e  
c o m p a n y  a re  c lo s e  to  f in a lis in g  
a d e a l w ith  S k ip p  a n d  S p e c to r  
o n  th e  e x c e lle n t  s c r e e n p la y  o f  
th e ir  n o v e l D eadlines. N o t o n e s  
to  re s t  o n  th e ir  la u re ls , S & S  h a v e  
fo rm e d  th e ir  o w n  c o m p a n y , 
Y o u r  P ic tu re  H e re  P ro d u c tio n s , 
w ith  th e ir  a g e n ts , A d e le  L e o n e  
a n d  R ich a rd  M o n a c o . T h e  
w rite rs  r e c e n tly  f in is h e d  a 
s c r e e n p la y  b a s e d  o n  The 
C leanup, th e ir  s e c o n d  n o v e l, 
w h ich  m a y  b e  th e  f ir s t  film  to  g o  
b e fo re  th e  c a m e ra s  u n d e r  th e  
c o m p a n y  n a m e , w h ile  The Light 
at the End, th e ir  f ir s t  n o v e l, is 
n o w  n o t  g o in g  to  b e  tu rn e d  in to  
a C B S  m o v ie  o f  th e  w e e k  (a s  w a s 
s u g g e s te d  in  o u r  in te rv ie w  w ith  
th e  a u th o rs  b a c k  in  FEAR Is su e  
1). S in c e  p a rt  o f  th e  o b je c tiv e  
w ith  th e  p ro d u c tio n  c o m p a n y  is 
to  e n g in e e r  th e  a u th o r s  in to  a 
d ire c to r ia l p o s it io n , d o n 't  b e  
s u rp r is e d  to  s e e  tw o  se ts  o f  c r e 
d its  o n  e ith e r  m o v ie  if f in a n c in g  
g o e s  th ro u g h  th is  w in te r .

I
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TA LES OF TH E 
DEAD
O n  th e  s u b je c t  o f  S k ip p  a n d  
S p e c to r  (a n d  th e s e  d a y s  it s e e m s  
h ard  to  a v o id  th e m , w ith  th e ir  
in c r e a s in g  m e d ia  p ro file  a n d  
d e m a n d in g  s la te  o f  p r o je c ts ) , 
Book o f  the D ead, th e  z o m b ie  
a n th o lo g y  th e y 'v e  ju s t  e d ite d , 
h a s  tu rn e d  o u t to  b e  o n e  o f  th e  
h o tte s t-s e ll in g  h o rro r  b o o k s  o f  
th e  su m m e r s e a s o n . T h e  fir s t  
p rin t ru n  o f  1 2 5 ,0 0 0  c o p ie s  o f  th e  
p a p e r b a c k  h a d  a lm o st  so ld  o u t 
w ith in  tw o  m o n th s , a n d  th e  
s ig n e d , lim ite d  h a r d c o v e r  p ro 
d u ce d  b y  M a rk  Z ie s in g  w a s  so ld  
o u t p rio r  to  p u b lic a tio n . T h e  
re g u la r  Z ie s in g  h a r d c o v e r , 
re ta ilin g  fo r $ 2 1 .9 5  ( th e  first 
h a rd b a ck  w ith  th e ir  n a m e s  o n  it) 
h ad  a lm o s t  so ld  o u t  a t  p re ss  
tim e . T h e  b o o k 's  s u c c e s s  m e a n s  
a Book o f  the D ead II is  a lre a d y  o n  
th e  ca rd s  a n d  w ill p ro b a b ly  fe a 
tu re  a n  e n tire ly  n e w  r o s te r  o f  
w rite rs . L o o s e ly  b a s e d  o n  th e  
w o rld  v ie w  o f  th e  G e o r g e  A  
R o m e ro  z o m b ie  tr ilo g y , y o u  c a n  
ju d g e  it fo r  y o u rs e lf  w h e n  B a n 
tam  U K  re le a s e  it in  B rita in  la te r  
th is  y e a r . W rite rs  fe a tu re d  in  th e  
a n th o lo g y  in c lu d e  S te p h e n  
K in g , R a m se y  C a m p b e ll , D a v id  
S c h o w , D o u g la s  E  W in te r , L e s  
D a n ie ls , R o b e r t  R  M c C a m m o n , 
Ed  B ry a n t an d  N ic h o la s  R o y ce .

S p e a k in g  o f  Ed B ry a n t a n d  
d e a d  th in g s , th a n k s  to  D a v e  
S c h o w  I g o t th e  c h a n c e  to  s e e  a 
p re v ie w  c o p y  o f  S  P  S o m to w 's  
The Laughing D ead, in  w h ic h  
B ry a n t is  o n e  o f  th e  m a n y  
c a m e o e d  a u th o r s  (s e e  G re g o r y  
F r o s t 's  re p o r t  in  F E A R  Is s u e  8 ). 
A lth o u g h  ro u g h  a ro u n d  th e  
e d g e s , The Laughing D ead  h a s  a 
m a n ic  e n e rg y  th a t  re c a lls  Re- 
A nim ator, a n d  e n o u g h  b lo o d  
an d  v io le n t se x u a l im a g e ry  tp 
u p se t th e  B B F C  fo r a  few  w e e k s . 
M y  fa v o u rite  s c e n e  is  th e  o n e  in  
w h ich  B ry a n t, w h o  p la y s  a b u s  
d riv e r , h a s  h is  h e a d  c ru s h e d  b y  
h is  v e h ic le , all lo v in g ly  d e ta ile d  
in  lo w  b u d g e t  g (l)o ry , c u lm in a t
in g  w ith  o n e  o f  h is  e y e s  p o p p in g  
o u t! N o  w o n d e r  Ed  p re fe rs  w rit
in g  to  d riv in g  . . . A n y w a y , I 
d o n 't  e x p e c t  to  s e e  th e  film  
u n c u t  in  B rita in , th a t 's  fo r  su re .

SH ORT N O TICES
D e s p ite  p u b lis h e r s ' co m p la in ts  
in  th e  p a st th a t a n th o lo g ie s  
d o n 't  se ll, it s e e m s  th a t  b e lie f  
h a s  c h a n g e d  w ith  a t le a s t  s ix  c o l
le c tio n s  c u rre n tly  in  th e  w o rk s . 
F o r  s ta r te rs , th e r e 's  Boarder- 
lands, a v o lu m e  o f  n o -h o ld s -b a r -  
red  fic tio n  e d ite d  b y  T h o m a s  F 
M o n te le o n e  (th is  y e a r 's  g u e s to f  
h o n o u r  a t F a n ta s y c o n ) . T h e  
b o o k  is d u e  o u t in  h a r d c o v e r  
fro m  D a rk  H a r v e s t , a n d  p a p e r  
v ia A v o n  B o o k s  a n d  it fe a tu re s  
n e w  s to r ie s  b y  m o st o f  th e  b ig  
n a m e s  a n d  th e  b e s t  o f  th o se  
w o rk in g  in  th e  sm a ll p re s s . A lso  
g o in g  fo r ta b o o  a re a s  is  Visions 
in Viscera, a g ra b -b a g  o f  g ro ss -
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o u ts  fro m  th e  p e n s  o f  N ic h o la s  
R o y c e , S h a u n  H u ts o n , R a m se y  
C a m p b e ll , R e x  M ille r  an d  
o th e r s , th o u g h  a s  I w a s  p u tt in g  
th is  c o lu m n  to  b e d , e d ito r  D av id  
K u e h ls  in fo r m e d  m e  th a t  th e  
title  is  u n d e r g o in g  a c h a n g e . 
'V isions in Viscera  w a s  ju s t  to o  
h a rd  a tit le  fo r  R e x  M ille r 's  s to ry  
a b o u t  c o n s t ip a t io n  a n d  
N ic h o la s  R o y le 's  d itty , The M an  
w ho Love P icking H is N ose and Fat 
W om en', h e  n o te d  in  a r e c e n t  le t 
te r , so  th e  e x a c t  title  o f  th is  
'lu n c h - lo s e r ' a n th o lo g y  is  u p  in  
th e  a ir  a t  p r e s e n t ,  a s  is  a p u b 
lis h e r .

C u r r e n tly  o n  th e  s h e lv e s  a n d  
w o rth  in v e s tig a t in g  a re  R azored  
Saddles, a  se le c t io n  o f  w eird  
w e s te r n  s to r ie s  e d ite d  b y  Jo e  R 
L a n s d a le  a n d  P a t L o B ru tto  
(fro m  D a rk  H a r v e s t) , a n d  The 
Further A dventures o f  Batm an  
(B a n ta m ), e d ite d  b y  M a rtin  H  
G r e e n b e r g  a n d  in c lu d in g  ta le s  
b y  L a n s d a le , W illia m  F  N o la n  
a n d  Is a a c  A s im o v . G r e e n b e r g  is 
c u rre n tly  co m p ilin g  a c o m p a n 
io n  v o lu m e  o f  Jo k e r  s to r ie s , 
m a n y  o f  w h ich  a re  b e in g  
a u th o r e d  b y  h o rr o r  w rite rs .

O n  a s im ila r  n o te , A rc a n e  In c , 
th e  W a s h in g to n  D C -b a se d  
c o m ic  a n d  a rt p u b lis h e r , a re  p r e 
p a r in g  to  u n le a s h  Fly in M y Eye 
11 w ith in  th e  n e x t  c o u p le  o f  
m o n th s . A rc a n e  (w h o  w e re  
p ro file d  in  F E A R  Is s u e  8) a re  
n o w  h a v in g  th e ir  p ro d u c t  d is tr i
b u te d  b y  E c lip s e  C o m ic s , p u b 
lis h e r s  o f  Tapping the Vein, th e  
B a rk e r  a n th o lo g y  o f  g ra p h ic  
Book o f  B lood  a d a p ta t io n s . 
A rc a n e  h a v e  re c e n tly  m o v e d , 
to o . T h e ir  n e w  a d d r e s s  is: 19 2 6  
17 th  S tr e e t  N W  1, W a s h in g to n  
D C  2 0 0 0 9 .

F in a lly , s o m e  r e c o m m e n d a 
t io n s .

F irs t  u p  h a s  to  b e  Ja m e s  
C a m e r o n 's  The A byss, th e  e p ic  
u n d e r w a te r  a c t io n  a d v e n tu r e  o f  
a ll t im e . I t 's  e v e r y th in g  w e  h a v e  
c o m e  to  e x p e c t  fro m  th e  w rite r -  
d ir e c to r  s in c e  The Term inator: 
te n s e  to  th e  p o in t  o f  e x h a u s tin g  
th e  a u d ie n c e , te c h n ic a lly  
p o lish e d  to  th e  d e g r e e  w h e r e b y  
-  in  th e  w o rd s  o f  R olling Stone 
c r it ic  P e te r  T ra v e r s  -  C a m e ro n  
e le v a te s  th e  a d v e n tu r e  m o v ie  to  
th e  le v e l o f  a r t , w ith  a s tro n g  
h u m a n  c o re  th a t g ro u n d s  th e  
s la m -b a n g  e x c ite m e n t . S u re , it 
is  C lose Encounters  a t th e  b o tto m  
o f  th e  C a y m a n  T ro u g h , b u t w h o  
c a re s ?  S e e  The A byss o n  th e  
b ig g e s t  s c r e e n  p o s s ib le . I ca u g h t  
th e  film  a t  its  w o rld  p re m ie re  o n  
th e  im m e n s e  s c r e e n  o f  R K O  
R a d io  C ity  M u s ic  H a ll h e re  in  
th e  B ig  A p p le , a n d  i t 's  o n e  o f  
th o s e  e x p e r ie n c e s  th a t  w ill la st 
fo r  y e a rs .

In  c o m p le te  c o n tra s t  to  The 
A byss is  The U ninvited, a n  
irre d e e m a b ly  s tu p id  h o rr o r  
th r ille r  fro m  h a c k  d ire c to r  
G re y d o n  C la rk , d e s t in e d  to  
a p p e a r  o n  v id e o  so o n . T h is  tu r
k e y  s ta rs  A lex  C o rd , G e o r g e  
K e n n e d y  a n d  C lu  G a lu g e r  in  a 
ta le  o f  th re e  W all S tr e e t  c r im i
n a ls  o n  b o a rd  a lu x u ry  b o a t  w ith  
a b u n c h  o f  a n n o y in g  te e n a g e rs  
a n d  a ca t  p o s s e s s e d  b y  a 'to x ic  
tw in ' w h o  e m e rg e s  fro m  its  
th ro a t  to  r ip  th e  c a s t  to  s h re d s . 
T h e  p itifu l a ffa ir  m a d e  m e  la u g h  
so  m u c h  th a t m y  s id e s  h u r t  ju s t  
th in k in g  a b o u t  it.

T h e n  w a tc h  o u t  fo r  Jo h n  
M c N a u g h to n 's  te rr ib ly  d is tu rb 
in g  H enry: Portrait o f  a Serial Kill
er, a  lo w  b u d g e t  film  o f  tre 
m e n d o u s  p o w e r , lo o se ly  b a s e d  
o n  re a l life  k ille r  H e n ry  L e e  
L u c a s . B u t m o re  o n  th is  o n e  
n e x t  m o n th .

NEW TA LEN T IN 
DEMAND
D ear F E A R
I am  w ritin g to  you about the sh ort 
stories featu red  in  th e A ugu st 
issu e . I th o u g h t th ey  w ere abso
lutely  brilliant!! I th o u g h t it w as a 
good  idea to  le t n ew  w riters have 
th eir w ork sh ow n , and  th o se 
d efin ite ly  d eserved  to h av e them  
p rin ted . D o you th in k  y ou  could 
m ake th is a regu lar fea tu re  in your 
m agazin e?

I particu larly  loved Fish Bait, 
and  h o p e L ou ise  H am ilton d oes 
w ell in th e future.
S u e  P ato n , L ark h all.

Yes, Sue, the short story is a regular 
feature in F E A R  from now on. Yay!!!

FEAR AND CHIPS
D ear F E A R
E igh t m arv ellou s issu es o f you r 
g loriou s fan tasy , horror and sci-fi 
m agazin e I hav e sh ared  w ith 
th o u san d s o f o th er keen read ers, 
y o u r sm oo th  silky pages, 
astou n d in g ly  clear typ eface , hi- 
g loss co v ers and  brilliant p h oto
g rap h  qu ality . In d eed  a .m aster
p iece  o f its gen re . A co llector 's 
item  F E A R , T h e  M ag az in e . But 
a las, all good  th in g s m u st com e to 
an  en d .

R ead in g  u p  to page 34 o f Issue 
8 , 1 d iscov ered  to  m y h orror the 
n ext 24  backed  p ag es to be  m ade 
o f n ew sp ap er, p ro cessed  m u sh . I 
p o n d ered  d on atin g  m y treasured  
F E A R  to m y local ch ip  sh op . 
Im agin e -  eatin g  y ou r greasy  fish 
'n '  ch ip s from  th is p ap ier-m ach e.

I rem em b er flau n tin g  m y FEA R  
alon g  the h igh  stree t o f m y tow n, 
proud  to be a F E A R  fan . I now  
creep  a lon g , back  ag ain st th e w all, 
h id d en  in sh ad o w  w ith m y FEA R  
co n cealed  in  an  un m arked  paper 
bag.

A lth ou gh  I w elcom ed  w ith 
k e e n  en th u siasm  you r FEA R  F ic
tio n  Extra for w h ich  I'v e  often  
craved  m ore on  m any a lonely 
n ig h t - 1 loath e  and  d etest this 
d rastic d rop  in p ap er quality . 
P lease  brin g  back  the g lossy  paper 
w h ich  h as b ecom e the tradem ark 
o f ou r m ag an d  m ay ou r tor
m en ted  so u ls b e  laid to rest. 
B jo rn , S tra th a v en , L an ark sh ire .

Well, as the saying goes, you can't 
have it both ways. The general 
response to the changes in FEA R  
ssue 8 has been favourable and in line 

with our thinking. After our initial 
monthly issue, people complained 
because o f the drop in pagination. We 
thought and sought, and finally came 
up with a way to increase the number 
o f pages without filing for ban
kruptcy. What you see is the result 
and, to those who have complained, let 
me assure you that as F E A R 's popu
larity increases so shall the number o f 
glossy pages. Simple economics, 
really. Yea, so it is written.

LACK OF LU M LEY
D ear F E A R
A bo u t tw o years ago I w as lucky 
en o u g h  to  read  (w h at I consid er 
to  be) o n e  o f the fin est n ovels of 
th e  d ecad e, Necroscope by  Brian

FILM S IN 
PRODUCTION

DARK SIDE JA ] E ntertainm ent
P ro d u c e r s : Ja im e  S o h a c h e s k i ,  Je r ry  K u tn e r . D ire c to r : A d o lfo  
M a r tin e z  S o la r e s . S c r e e n p la y : M a r tin e z  S o la r e s , D a n  P e te r s o n , 
G ilb e r to  M a r tin e z  S o la r e s . S ta rr in g : M a r tin  K o v e , N ick  Cassa
v e te s .

THE HAUNTING OF MAURELLA N ew  H orizons 
P ro d u c e r : R o g e r  C q rm a n . D ire c to r : J im  W y n o rs k i. S c re e n p la y : 
J im  W y n o r s k i, R J R o b e r ts o n .

DR JEKYLL AND MR HYDE LW T/A BC  
P ro d u c e r s : D a v id  W ic k e s , N ic k  E llio t , G e rr y  A b r a m s , P a tr ic ia  
C a rr . D ire c to r/ S cre e n p la y : D a v id  W ic k e s . S ta rr in g : M ich a e l 
C a in e , C h e ry l L a d d , Jo s s  A c k la n d , R o n a ld  P ic k u p , L io n e l J e f 
fe r ie s .

MERMAIDS Orion
P ro d u c e r s : P a tr ic k  P a lm e r , W a lly  N ic ita , L a re n  L lo y d . D ire c to r : 
F ra n k  O z . S c r e e n p la y : J u n e  R o b e r ts . S ta rr in g : C h e r , W in o n a  
R y d e r .

MINDWALK Mindwalk Productions
P ro d u c e r s : K la u s  L in ts c h in g e r , A d r ia n n a  C o h e n . D ire c to r : B e rn t 
C a p r a . S c r e e n p la y : B e rn t  C a p r a , F lo y d  B y a rs . C a s t: L iv  
U llm a n n , S a m  W a te r s to n , Jo n n  H e a rd .

THE PIT AND THE PENDULUM Bandcom pany  
P ro d u c e r : C h a r le s  B a n d . D ire c to r : S tu a r t  G o r d o n . S c re e n p la y : 
D e n n is  P a o li. S ta rr in g : P e te r  O 'T o o le , S h e r i ly n  F e n n , B illy  D e e  
W illia m s , Je ff r e y  C o m b s .



Here it is again; the column that thrives on your 
literary blood. Send those necrotic notes, dis
gusting diatribes and macabre meanderings to 
RAISING TH E DEAD, FEAR, PO BOX 10, 
LUDLOW , SH ROPSHIRE, SY8 1DB.

Lum ley.
N ow , as I live in a fairly  sm all 

tow n, I find  it hard to  g et a varied 
selection  o f th e ty p e o f b o ok s I 
en jo y , n am ely  h o rror and fan tasy , 
and h av e n ev er seen  a n o th er 
novel by Brian.

I m u st ad m it, I 'd  n ev er heard  of 
FEAR m agazin e, bu t o n e  d ay, as I 
w as bu yin g  m y daily  p ap er, I 
noticed  the w ord s 'B rian  L u m ley ' 
and 'N e cro sco p e ' scream in g  at 
m e from  th e  d ep th s o f th e 
m agazin e sh elf.

I bo u g h t th e  m ag and 
im m ed iately  realised  it w as, for 
m e, p erfect. I w as also  d elig h ted  
to learn  th at th ere  w as n o t o n e  but 
tw o o th er b o ok s in  th e  Necroscope 
saga and  th o u g h t I w ould  w rite  to 
you in  the h o p e that you  w ou ld  let 
m e know  how  to get hold  o f th ese  
and any o th er bo ok s by Brian 
Lum ley.
Stephen Hay, Stevenston, Ayr
shire

The Necroscope series is in print and 
more info can be obtained from Graf
ton Paperback, 8 Grafton Street, Lon
don W 1X3LA. Also, Hero o f  Dreams 
can be obtained from Headline Book 
Publishing pic. Cash Sales Depart
ment, PO Box 11, Falmouth, 
Cornivall TRW  9EN for £2.99 plus
60pp& p.

FILM  CENSORS 
SHOULD BE 
C ER TIFIED
D ear FEAR
By n o w  you w ill u n d ou bted ly  
know  th at Batman is th e first film 
to b e  cu rsed  w ith th e  12 certificate . 
W h y, I ask  y o u , w ith  ou r a lread y  
rid icu led  cen so rsh ip  law s are w e 
bein g  su b jected  to th is? A new  
certificate is totally  u n n ecessary , 
apart from  an y th in g  e lse , it d en ies 
a lot o f k ids th e ch an ce  to see  the 
film  th ey 'v e  been  w aiting  m o n th s 
to view  on  th e  big screen  as, very  
often , the (often  cu t) v id eo  v er
sion d o e sn 't co m p en sate . H o p e
fully th ere  w ill b e  en ou g h  fu ss for 
th e cen sors to retract th is stup id  
new  p igeon -h o lin g  certifica te , but 
o f cou rse that is probab ly  ju s t a 
dream .
A Morgan, Hornsea, N Humber
side

We totally agree, but you may 
remember that many readers who 
replied to our censorship poll in Issue 
1 thought that there should be a 12 rat
ing. Such a rating does, however, 
mean that films that have, until 
recently, fallen between U and PG are 
further compartmentalised. Fortu
nately, the BBFC seems to have been 
going easy on borderline film s o f late. 
It was suggested that Batman might 
get a 15 Certificate but the BBFC saw  
fit not just to waive the PG tag but to 
allow twelve-year-olds to see the

movie without guidance. There are 
two sides to this argument -  we just 
happen to be on the side o f  less red tape 
but still providing protection for those 
in society ivho need it.

DEAD L E T T E R S
D ear FEAR
A s m u ch  as I fin d  you r m agazin e  
bo th  in te llig en t an d  en terta in in g ,
1 feel it is sad ly  lack in g  in o n e  
asp e ct; u n fo rtu n ate ly  th e  resu lt o f 
th is d eficit is m ad e all too  a p p ar
en t by  th e  co n te n ts  to  th e  le tters 
p age. A qu ick  p eru sal th ro u g h  
you r b ack  issu e s  sh o w s that th e 
m ajo rity  o f co rre sp o n d e n ce  to 
y ou r m ag ten d s to fall m ain ly  in to  
tw o ca teg ories : p raise  for the 
abo v e av erag e  p u b lica tion , and  
su g g e stio n s for p o ssib le  fu tu re 
artic les. Fair en o u g h , bu t th ere  is 
a d istin ct sh ortfall o f th o u g h t-p ro 
v okin g  m issiv es and  I'm  afraid  
th at FEAR itse lf  has to bear m uch 
o f th e  blam  for th is  situ ation .

Issu e  1 featu red  an  article  on  
cen so rsh ip ; in th e  fo llow in g  ed i
tio n s w ere o p in io n s th a t read ers 
had b een  in sp ired  to ex p ress .
S in ce  th en , h o w ev er, th ere  h as 
b e en  n o  article  th a t h as tak en  an y  
s ig n ifican t m oral o r p h ilo sop h ica l 
s ta n ce  a n d , in co n se q u e n ce , a 
co n sp icu o u s lack  o f ch a llen g in g  
d eb ate  be tw een  you r read ers.

A lively  le tters p age can  o n ly  be 
good  for FEAR; I im agin e th at 
you r read ers fall in to  th e  m ore  
p ercep tiv e and  d iscern in g  ca teg 
ory  o f h orror and  fan tasy  
en th u sia sts , so  th ere  is no reason  
w h y  th e  p age d evoted  to  'ra is in g  
th e  d ea d ' sh ou ld  n o t d o p recisely  
that.

A n d  w h ile  I 'm  h e r e -c o n g r a tu 
la tio n s on  a n  exce llen t m agazin e; 
and  how  ab o u t an  article  o n  A n n e 
R ice 's  Vampire Chronicles?
Paul Foy, Glasgow

Point taken, Paul, but we can only 
print the responses we get. C'mon 
folks, what about vox popping your 
opinions about Tom Savini's criti
cism's o f gore (Issue 8), or Doug 
Winter's view o f  horror (this issue)? 
Let's make this page live (?).

And, while we're at it, expect an 
Anne Rice interview just a s  soon as 
she’s finished redecorating her house 
in New Orleans.

LACK OF EM PATHY
D ear FEAR
G ary  G eran i an d  m yself, scre e n 
w riters o f S tan  W in s to n 's  first fe a 
tu re  as d irecto r, Pumpkinhead (aka 
Vengeance: The Demon), read  and 
en jo y ed  y ou r recen t p rofile  o f 
S ta n  the M an . H o w ev er, w e w ere  
su rp rised  to  read  a q u o te  a ttri
bu ted  to  S ta n , to  the e ffec t th at he 
inclu d ed  'th e  p arts  a b o u t the 
d em o n  be in g  p sy ch ica lly  co n 
n ected  to Ed H arley '.

F o r th e  record , lon g  b efo re  Stan  
w as ev e r sh ow n  o u r first d raft by 
th e  film 's ta len ted  p ro d u cers , it 
co n ta in ed  th is  e lem e n t a lm o st 
exactly  as it now  ap p ears in th e 
fin ish ed  film .

FEAR is an en lig h ten in g  gen re  
p u blication . K eep  'em  co m in g . 
Mark Patrick Carducci, North 
Hollywood, California, USA.

Sorry for any misapportionment o f  
credit, but we think that Stan probably 
meant he included the story element 
within the finished film  not that he 
necessarily created it. It’s a fabulous 
film guys. Please take a bow.

FIG H TIN G  T A LK
D ear FEAR
W ith re feren ce  to Paul R afferty 's  
totally  u n ju st co m m en ts o n  O liv er 
F rey  in Issu e  9 , I 'd  like to vo ice  m y 
o w n  o p in io n s.

P au l, h a v e n 't  I seen  th a t im age 
o f F red d y K ru eg er in co u n tless  
o th e r  m agazin es? I 'v e  seen  q u ite  a 
few  p ictu res o f  Fred d y in th at 
sam e p o se . Y o u r p ictu re  is so  
c lich e-rid d en , w h ereas F re y 's  
w ork s are  a lw ays o u tstan d in g  
a n d , abo v e all, o rig in al! T h e  m an 
has su ch  a w on d erfu l im ag in a
tion . Y ou probab ly  d o n 't  realise 
th at Frey  a lso  d o es  th e  artw ork  for 
sev era l co m p u ter m agazin es each  
m o n th . If you could  w ork u n d er 
su ch  p re ssu re  an d  still co m e up 
w ith  the g o o d s, I'd  probab ly  
resp ect y ou  for it.

L astly , th an k  G od  you (dear 
Fear) d id n 't p rin t M r R afferty 's  
p ictu re in  co lo u r, o r his eg o  w ou ld  
a lm o st certa in ly  h av e bloated  
larg er th an  R o b ert E n g lu n d 's  
b an k -b a lan ce  (n o  o ffe n ce , R obert, 
y o u 'v e  d o n e  a fin e  jo b , bu t I h o n 
estly  be liev e  Fred d y  m u st be laid 
to  res t for a co u p le  o f y ears).
T im  G a lla g h e r

u ick -bu ck , garish ly  packaged 
lm s/videos that p rom ise so  

m u ch bu t d o n 't  deliver, the 
H ellra iser  d u o  is a best. T h e  
C en o b ite  cre a tio n s w ere 
im ag in ativ e  and  ch illing , save for 
th e B utterball w h o , I su sp ect, w as 
ad ded  as an  a fterth ou g h t, a 
sligh tly  h u m o ro u s touch to 
balan ce  th e  o th e r  three.

D ou g B rad ley 's  P in head  is very  
e ffec tiv e , an d  th e  p h rase 'o r  w e 
will tear y ou r sou l ap art' is 
d elivered  w ith  su ch  calculating 
certain ty  th at it m akes K en 
R u sse ll's  sam e lin e  in  T om m vp ale  
in to  in sig n ifican ce .

A s to th e  rem ark s p ertain in g  to 
th e C th u lh u  m y th o s  . . . W ell, I 
th in k  if I read  o n e  m ore article on 
L ov ecraft's  ov erb lo w n , 
op p ressiv e  b a b b lin g s, th en / sh all 
scream ! H is field  o f  v ision  w as too 
narro w , too  stiflin g , full o f 
V ictorian rep ress io n  and  sexual 
h an g -u p s. T en ta c led , vaginal 
im agery in d eed . L au g h ab le .

A s to the rem ark  m ad e about 
'sp o tty ' in d iv id u als w ith  
em otional p ro b lem s w h o w ant to 
w ork in th e  p ro sth etics  
in d u stry  . . .  so  b lo od y  w h at? 
W here else  can  th ey  w rite  for 
in form ation ? G a r d e n e r s ' W eekly?  
I w ould like to add th a t I hav e an 
in terest in 'h o rro r ' m ak e -u p , and 
I'm  thirty-six and n o t re tard ed , 
em otion ally  o r o th erw ise .

A s to M r G ilb ert, it 's  a p leasu re 
to  have so m eb od y  w h o  tak es a 
h ealth y  in terest in th e  g en re . 
H aving an u n biased  rev iew  d oes 
h elp  and also  sav es m o n ey  on  
hiring/buying. A d d in g  p erson al 
co m m en ts a lso  m akes for a b e tter 
read .

Finally, I'd  like to  say  th at FEAR 
is far su p erior to G o re z o n e  and 
Fangoria , w h o  seem  to th in k  that 
becau se a film  h as b u ck ets of 
b lood  and sh red d ed  b o d ies in it, 
it 's  brilliant. B ullsh it.
M ik B rid gem an, E xeter

D ear FEAR

I w ou ld  like to  tak e  th is 
o p p o rtu n ity  to  add m y co m m en ts 
to th e  le tter sig n ed  by  'C  D W ard ' 
re: th e  C liv e B ark er d ebate .

F irstly , a lth o u g h  I h av e  to 
ag ree , so m ew h a t, w ith  his 
co m m en ts , th e  truth o f th e  m atter 
is th at C live B ark er is  a very 
p o p u lar writer/film d irecto r a t 
p re sen t. O b v io u sly  a m ag azin e  o f 
FEAR's ilk w ill co n tin u e  to 
p u b lish  artic les on  him  for a lon g  
tim e to  co m e (assu m in g  h e  stay s 
in  th e  h o rro r fie ld !). A g reed , he 
d oes seem  to  cro p  u p  in m o st o f 
th e  issu es  to  d a te , bu t, as s ta ted , 
h e  is im m en sely  pop u lar.

T h e  on ly  qu ibb le  I h av e 
reg ard in g  h is  w ritten  w ork  is th a t, 
a lth o u g h  th e  h o rror asp e ct is 
ch illin g , th e  rest se e m s to  be 
ra th e r p lo d d in g  an d  u sed  alm o st 
as 'p a d d in g ' to  lin k  th e  h orrib le  
b its. I m ake n o  a p o lo g ies for th is 
s ta te m e n t - i t 's  h o w  I see  it and  no 
d o u b t th ere  are  th o u sa n d s o f 
p eo p le  ou t th ere  w h o  will 
d isagree .

Re H ellraiser. T h at w as, and 
still is, a lon g  w ith its  follow  u p , 
o n e  o f  th e b e st film s to b e  m ad e for 
a lon g  w h ile  (and  B ritish , too). 
C o m p ared  to  all th e  low  bu d g et,

D ear FEAR
I am  a sp o tty , em otio n ally  
retard ed  teen a g er w h o  w an ts to 
w ork in the p ro sth etics  ind ustry .

I'm  not really , b u t I w rite  th is in 
th e  h op e th a t it w ill d e te r  p eop le  
l ik e 'C D  W ard ' (R aisin g  th e D ead , 
Issu e  9) from  read in g  th is 
m agazin e.

A lth ou gh th is ch ap  h as an  op in 
ion and sh ou ld  be allow ed  to 
exp ress it, h e  is su ch  a p om p ou s 
p rat that th ere  is p robab ly  a place 
w aitin g  for him  a t th e  BBFC .

I feel that Jo h n  G ilb ert is a co m 
p eten t ed itor an d , in m y op in ion , 
h is view s and  co m m e n ts  are valid 
and  I tru st h is ju d g e m e n t in m ost 
th in g s. In m y o p in io n , FEAR is 
w ell-balan ced  in fact an d  fiction 
both in the co n te n ts  o f the 
m agazin e and in  ea ch  review .

I w ould like to p o in t ou t that I 
am  not a m em b er o f th e C live 
B arker fan clu b , n o r h as th is letter 
been  w ritten  by Jo h n  G ilbert to 
sh ow  how  p o p u lar h e  is. A lso, I 
h av e th e co u rag e to  pu t m y real 
nam e to this le tter, u n lik e o th ers I 
could  m en tion .
D  P ierce , B o lto n , L ancs
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WRITER WILLIAM Peter Blatty and star George C Scott 
give FEAR the lowdown on what is likely to be next year's 
most controversial movie.

•  DWIGHT LITTLE, director of the Phantom of the Opera's 
latest film incarnation, exclusively spills the blood on 
Robert 'Freddy' Englund's portrayal of the mad musician 
and his tragic love for opera singer Christine. Andrew Uoyd 
Webber eat ya heart out?

•  GALE ANN Hurd dives into the FEAR grotto to discuss The 
Abyss, Alien Nation, The Terminator . . . and she has 
some shocking news!?

A NIGHTMARE on Elmstreet V: Splatterpunks John Skipp 
and Craig Spector teil the strange story of the script that 
New Line turned down. Not justanother Freddy interview, 

'' we FEARfully swear!

. . .  :
•  STEPHEN LAWHEAD, fantasy author of the Pendragon 

Cycle and The Dragon King Trilogy, talks about myth and 
magic.

•  MORE ON our Prime Evil Short Story Competition, news, 
previews, reviews, and another packed fiction extra and 
you've go t.

•  CHRISTOPHER FOWLER, author of the bestselling novel 
Roofworld, gives us a taste of his talent for short story 
writing with Jumbo Portions.
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m r ille r  with
Wnse o f  humour, 

w m  stylish thriller. "
M  . . .  FEAR

tension as the
W pile up with the corpses." 
I  . . .  MOVIE REVIEW
1 exciting thriller. "
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E v e n  o n e  is in  lo v e  
w ith  C la u d in e .
B u t s o m e b o d y  lo v e s  h e r  
a l i td e  to o  m u c h . \ A \
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