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    ON THE ISLE OF LORD HORROR

  


  HAD IT NOT BEEN FOR THE WAR, Hitler would have done well. Which is like saying that if it had not been for the Jews, Hitler would have been redundant. Almost without reservation, Lord Horror approved of the man.


  Hitler’s achievements were only now being fully understood; in the mythical identification with which leaders in the West had invested him; and in the role-model France, England and America had found in what they thought was his new conservatism. That these nations had totally misunderstood both his stance and iron intransigence in the face of adversity, was hardly his fault. History rewrites itself with or without its main protagonists.


  Unblinking, Lord Horror, the English radio broadcaster, gazed out into the fierce Burmese sunlight. It was half-past seven ante meridian, yet already - though the month was only April -there was a solid humidity in the air. The long stifling hours to midday still lay ahead of him in the usual hiatus of heat. Only the occasional breath of wind blowing in from the ocean, stirring the stems of the newly-drenched orchids hanging from the eaves of the station verandah, provided relief.


  Horror scanned the sky for sign of the airship. His bones felt hollow, and he wiped a clawed hand across his forehead. Another migraine was brewing. He began to hum an old sentimental tune to himself. The words floated in his head like clouds of bee sperm, whilst deeper thoughts awoke in him memories of a time long spent -


  “Of things I should be grateful for, I’ve had a goodly share...”


  (How intimately strange Death is; the more you think about it, the sooner it happens)


  “And as I sit in the comfort of a cosy chair...”


  (I lapse into a terrible reverie...)


  “My fancy takes me to a humble, Eastside tenement, three flights up in the rear to where my childhood days were spent...”


  (I think about everyone dying...)


  “It wasn’t much like paradise, but amidst the dirt and all, there sat the sweetest angel, one that I fondly recall...”


  (We live life to say ‘Yes’ to Death!)


  As more lines came back to him he turned the words into song. His voice began at its bottom octave, its deep bass shaking the dew hanging from the baskets of flowers.


  “My Yiddisher Mama! I need you more than ever now...!”


  (We manage to function. The thought of death paralyses the weak, its threat deep and real)


  “My Yiddisher Mama, I loved to kiss that wrinkled brow...”


  (We drive a car, we fly a plane...)


  Horror’s voice rose to a wheezing plea - “I long to hold her hand once more as I did in days gone by!”


  (We live our lives to Death’s invisible fugue. By mutual consent it is something people hide from each other. No more so than in the Death Camps)


  “And ask her to forgive me for the things I did which made her cry...”


  (True, all true...)


  “How few her pleasures, she never cared for fashion style -her jewels and treasures...she found them in my baby smile...”


  (Don’t you see the enormity of what’s been done?)


  “For I know that I owe what I am today...”


  (Against the chaos of my soul...)


  “To that dear little lady of mine!”


  (The more people you kill, the easier becomes the pain of life, so the theory goes...)


  “So old and grey...to that wonderful Yiddisher Mama...”


  (Kill to live!)


  “...of mine!” Horror’s voice soared.


  (We start our lives in a chaos bubble; it’s only fitting that we end it so...)


  Had he been younger and still in regimental service the tune would have been a more sober one. He had watched Issy Bonn sing the song in the open air on Wigan Pier. That day had smelt as bitter-sweet as this hot and humid one. For a moment he was back on stage at the Oldham Empire, on the same boards that had once carried Lilly Langtree and Vesta Tilly. In the matinee he had sung a lovely duet with Gracie Fields, the lass from nearby Rochdale, cleverly rhyming ‘moon’ with ‘June’. In his solo spot he had sung a lugubrious version of A Bodkin on the Bonce, which had been appreciated not only by the Brompton Street regulars in the stalls but also by the gentry from the Coppice in the gods. Oldham, Manchester, London, Dublin, New York, Berlin...where would his destiny fall?


  Lord Horror opened his popeyes on the glare of the still-empty sky. He acknowledged that he colluded with dreams. He sighed impatiently, and began pacing the large colonial-style lounge. The paddles of two black fans rotated slowly above him, scarcely circulating the air.


  He was dressed in as little of the regulation army kahki as possible. Despite this, his skin, yellow and leathery with age, gleamed with sweat. His body was slim to the point of emaciation. Parts of him, like his unusually thick lips, were oddly rotund and effeminate. His beaked nose could be Jewish. The tall sides of his skull were hairless; his scalp, freckled and shiny, stretched tightly over bone. From the apex of his head sprouted a dense clump of red wiry hair.


  He broke off pacing to snatch a few leaves of betel from a lacquered box on his desk top. He raised the bright-red leaves to his lips and snapped them irritably into his mouth. As he chewed them he again strode out onto the open verandah.


  The dusty curved trunk of a palm rose immediately before him; beyond that, a bright ultramarine sky with the flat sea beneath. Up in the zenith, on thermals rising from the beach, a few vultures circled without the apparent quiver of a wing.


  From his vantage point there was a broad view of the southerly tip of the island. To the right, the Irrawaddy flowed huge and ochreous from Mandalay, its banks lined by two brightly floriferous arms of primal vegetation. Beyond, lay great wastes of paddy fields, and further away still were jungle-clad blackish-looking hills.


  More to the right, in the foreground, almost hidden from view, were groves of green peepul trees. From their crowns, rising like spears tipped with gold, were the elegant spires of the village pagodas.


  Directly below, in the fortress compound, were his gardens, and beyond them the installation’s immense stone outer walls with the south entrance. From large twin gates an avenue of palms ran straight down to a rocky shore. A fork in the avenue curved away to the left, to the airstrip and to another rocky warren, over which a wild sea broke despairingly.


  The sullen, hot steam, rising from the foliage about the river, would soon be unbearable. Already, the wafts of wind blowing in from the ocean were smelling sweet indeed, and Lord Horror felt the pleasure of lost love - of the Lady Labia Major -move over him in a dark smouldering wave.


  He drew quickly back from the sky as though he had seen beyond its blueness into the electron minuet of the Borealis light. There was positively no sign of the Frenchman, and attempting to occupy himself he moved to the room where the powerful BBC computers, monitors and transmitting equipment were housed.He had perhaps risen too early to listen-in on the receivers. The previous evening the Spectrum Panther IV, set to monitor deep space, had malfunctioned, and briefly recorded a Simian voice from the Future (or from the distant Past). He was well accustomed to receiving emissions from space - reflections, pulsar beats, quasar pulses, background static - but had received nothing like this before. After discovering what remained of the signal traces on the tape he had curiously searched the ether, and had refound the voice. Now it recurred, in an endless, cryptic whisper:


  “I speak to, and of, and for, nations; I speak to, and of, and for nations; I speak to, and of, and for nations...”


  Lord Horror had concluded that the voice was a kind of countdown, pitched to give the impression of gradually fading. But he was sure it was not a broadcast from earth; it seemed to arise from somewhere beyond Jupiter.


  Satisfied that the transmission was still coming in, he abruptly decided to take some air. He unplugged the heavy tank-green headphones which he had donned and with the headpiece still clamped in place and a short flex dangling from his thin neck, left the room. He would wait for Future Time outside.


  Stepping from his equatorial eyrie, he immediately set himself on a path that wound through the gardens. Horror had landscaped these himself whilst visiting the island in 1944, when the war for the Reich’s dream seemed to be lost. The gardens entirely filled the compound, surrounding the fortress buildings with a restorative belt of radiation in which he often immersed himself. The brightly-coloured blooms had a calming effect. According to the Czech cosmologist and paneubiotician, Edmund Szekeley, plants were accumulators of cosmic rays and drew radiation directly from the highest sources in the eternal oceans of universal energy which Horror had learned to harness.


  He wound his way through the leaves and flowers. He had brought in plants from all over the world. Here was an English section. He cut through swathes of phlox and larkspurs and hollyhocks which pressed themselves against his face and body. Wild strawberries, which had been overcome by the sultry conditions, lay in slowly-rotting clumps at intervals along the mossed path. Above his head giant petunias were massed, so tall and rich in the foreign climate they had almost become trees. Elsewhere were gargantuan yellow-flowering cabbages and sprouts, their trunks fat and gnarled, and thickets of tall green leeks with nodding purple flowers. A tulip tree signalled the end of the display, and he was suddenly amidst an Amazonian glade.


  Horror pursed his thick lips. If only Hitler, spent and cryptogenically frozen in his Berlin bunker could be resurrected by the energy of the flowers! The idea had been the inspiration for the gardens. But among the widespread and clandestine survivors of the Reich the logistics of conducting such an experiment were still too difficult. It would take years, perhaps decades, to achieve the necessary organisation. By that time the fortress and its unique broadcasting facilities would be reclaimed by the jungle. The secret of the flowers would die with him. Horror sighed heavily and shook his head. He disliked so much being just a catalyst, just a technician, just a preserver. He hated inaction.


  He thrust his hands more deeply in the pockets of his shorts and moved onwards through the necromantic scents. Horror walked like some large nectar-sucking bird savouring his kingdom. His headphones had dropped around his neck and were emitting a continuous hissing sound as they responded to the plant radiations. Today, his mood was not the stuff of irony, rather it was to be concerned with the process of cooling blood in readiness for Future Time.


  An arborium of native trees and shrubs. Here there were gold mohur trees with forked umbrellas of blood-red bloom, frangipania with creamy stalkless flowers, purple bougainvillea, scarlet hibiscus, pink Chinese rose, bilious-green crotons and feathery fronds of tamarind. The change in radiation was instant, and he felt himself tighten.


  Above him, human bodies were hanging. The bodies were caught in the branches. They were naked, in various stages of death and decay. Some had been placed there long ago, and were old and dried. Others, younger and fresher, were still weeping and decomposing. A few were still alive, stirring feebly in their bonds, attached to the branches by copper wires, their limbs outstretched like starfish.


  Lord Horror effected ‘elemental contact’ by standing beneath a recently-killed coolie. The sound from his headphones changed to a wild trilling noise and when he tapped the phones with a finger the corpse jigged about in a bizarre fashion. Sparks of electricity moved over its skin and flowed outward along the molybdenum cable linking it to the next body some yards away. The second body in turn began to jerk. Much older than the first it had been reduced almost to bone, and flex had been twined crudely about its torso to hold it in shape.


  About a dozen such bodies were hung in the branches, arranged in a circle, each connected to the other by the cable. They formed a circuit along which the current flowed. Lord Horror gave a few more taps to the phones. The bodies shook violently, disturbing a large group of livid-red macaws which rose into the sunlight in a noisy swarm and flew off above the leafy canopies.


  He could remember a time when he lacked no shortage of volunteers. He did not have to resort to repairing the bodies, as he did now; and volunteers not used as conductors had readily provided other pleasures. Under the tropical sun he had disembowelled many of the young Jewesses who had been brought in by ship from Poland and Russia. After the dispatching, Lord Horror had skinned them down. Sometimes he fashioned a mask from the dead women’s skin and fastened it over his face. In the right mood, he wore their private parts as jewellery. He plaited together the breasts of a dozen different women and wore them in a soft, bronze scarf around his shoulders. If the sun was particularly flattering he clipped their vaginas to his ears so that they swished gently in the warm breeze. The soft labules brushed his rouge cheeks, carrying a delicate oceanographic smell to his nostrils. With a steel dagger he hollowed out the bone and gristle from an amputated Jewess’s foot and wore it over his exposed penis as a pouch.


  Hidden away in the Jews’ physiognomy were all the necessary materials he could possibly wear during his lifetime. He knew that he could literally live off the Jew. The essential essences and salts surged through the Jew, and surely no meat tasted sweeter.


  At other times, at night, beneath a waning moon, he imagined he was a powerful giant straddling the earth, wearing a lunar necklace of Jews that stretched to the moon, to Neptune and the Milky Way and the vastness that wandered beyond. In such moments the cosmic voice of the Jew seemed to speak to him from the eternal universe.


  The rings of human remains acted like electromagnetic cells, focusing the emanations from the plants and transforming their power. Many years ago, in experiments conducted in the death camps, Doctor Mengele had discovered that human beings made the best transformers. About a hundred clusters of cells, each arranged in groups of thirty, were strung symmetrically around Horror’s Pacific lunar isle, together forming a monumental air-torial transmitter.


  His broadcasts indeed covered nations. His voice cajoled all areas of the globe and beyond. Languidly, he wiped his forehead. It seemed like yesterday when he had first broadcast from the Reichsrundfunk headquarters at the Rundfunkhaus, Masurenallee, in Charlottenburg Berlin. His voice had been the prelude to the evacuation of the Sudetenland. His words alone had sealed the fate of Czechoslovakia. Under the bilious spell of Horror’s ochlocratic speech, the Slovak premier, Doctor Joseph Tiso, had proclaimed the founding of the autonomous Slovak Republic. This had been followed immediately by the full Nazi invasion of his country.


  Horror travelled personally with Hitler and had been among the first to arrive at the Hradcany, the ancient castle in Prague. Under the protection of the Fuhrer’s entourage and SS guards he had raced at speed through the night over icy roads. On arrival he was told to select the most suitable officers to assist both himself and Hitler in making broadcasts direct to the Czech nation.


  After he had eliminated the hated Jew and interned dissidents in Petsehek Prison, Himmler proclaimed himself profoundly impressed by both the dedication and fanaticism of Horror’s radio speeches: “Exceptional human material, Herr Horror. If you should ever relinquish the role of broadcaster you will be made most welcome in the Waffen-SS”.


  Horror felt satisfaction that Hitler had selected a far more prestigious role for him. He was sure that Hitler had developed a warm affection towards him. In the early years he travelled constantly with the Fuhrer, often in the company of Hitler’s two closest advisers, Speer and Bormann.


  He witnessed Hitler in every conceivable circumstance - in times of fortune and misfortune, in victory and defeat, in good cheer and in angry outbursts, during speeches and conferences, surrounded by thousands, by a mere handful, or quite alone, speaking on the telephone, sitting in his bunker, in his car, in his plane. Even so, he could not claim to have seen into Hitler’s soul or perceived what he was after.


  Horror commenced broadcasting to England under the nom de plume Lord Haw-Haw. He played Vera Lynn, Anne Shelton (the Lilly Marlene girl), Ambrose and his Orchestra. His polemical broadcasts regularly interrupted the Light Programme’s ITMA and Bandstand with news of the atrocities - looting, raping and wilful destruction - perpetrated by the withdrawing Allied troops.


  He interviewed Hess on his triumphant return to Germany, giving the lie to Churchill’s propaganda broadcasts to the Fatherland. To England he hosted musical soirees and outside broadcasts from the gas chambers of Auschwitz, Belsen and Buchenwald.


  


  THE KRAFT DURCH FREUDE, WITH ITS FLAGS AND INSIGNIAS of the Republic of France, dipped earthwards from the ionosphere. Monsieur Future Time’s steam-helium airship descended sluggishly through the warm air, its whole deck amove with steam and mist which rolled fore and aft before disappearing over the bows.


  Future Time removed his chrome proboscis and walked across the sloping deck to the ship’s computer. His fierce black face, above a jacket of red-and-black cinnabar, expertly surveyed the electronic array. On his shoulders were epaulettes of crushed mosquitoes. Beneath the black jacket were tapered trousers, a white strip down their sides, with the standard French air force red tassles slashed at the waist.


  He watched the approaching isle on the centre screen. His destination still lay some fifty miles from starboard. Its Cimmerian image was obscured by deck-haze. The expansive helium balloons of the airship, with the inner bags heavy with methane, trailed a wake of reedy, carmine ectoplasm. Fresh winds caught the loose rigging of the central shaft, whipping the chord against the umber rust of its watch-tower. Twin metal wings swung twenty feet above him. Their towering mass cast ominous shadows across the full length of the vessel and put him in their gloom. Tin-funnelled chimneys, their tops pushing from the tiered system of the lower decks and engine room deep in the ship’s bowels, pumped a continuous miasma of sulphur and hydrogen-based gasses into the air. Periodically, they pushed up a fiery dew of hot ash that blew across the decks.


  Future Time strapped around his neck a loose top-coat of electric hoar-frost and snow-green, which followed his every motion as he wafted through the vapours. His view of the equatorial island cleared. On his screen it was shaped like a huge shimmering water rat, and the telescopic lens of the camera showed the water round about to be not the dark blue of the Cuba deep but the azure and milk of the inshore shoals.


  Future Time had convinced the French government that Hitler was still alive, and had laid before them convincing information as to the Fuhrer’s exact position. Recruiting the former statesman would place France in a superior position in the communications’ race. They had financed this expedition with great haste.


  Now that all European non-Communist countries had opted for intermilitary states under supposedly benevolent dictatorships, the search for Hitler had become a global malaise. That he was alive, few authorities disagreed. His contemporaries had vanished within hours of the Reich’s collapse, as though they had never existed. Only Goebbels stayed in the public eye. Unable to shake his addiction he had moved to Algiers and surrendered to his narcotic, followed by the world press and a succession of doll-boys. To the young, who expected to see iconoclasm in the man who helped throw the switch on the Apocalypse, his tawdry figure seemed less than impressive. But what was of more strident interest to Future Time was the knowledge that Hitler - if he was still alive - possessed a remarkable memory and a wide knowledge of the arts. Often documented was Hitler’s ability to reel-off complicated orders of battle and obscure names of painters, philosophers, technical specifications, dates and lists, without a moment’s hesitation. The Fuhrer had cultivated this gift of memory assiduously.


  Hitler had deliberately exploited his own artistic temperament to his advantage. He was hardly the raving egomaniac so beloved of the popular media. He was an intense dreamer who could display great charm and insight. Until the supposedly last days in the Fuhrerbunker he retained an uncanny gift of personal magnetism which defied analysis. This was connected in some way with the curious power of his eyes. When he chose to frighten or shock he showed himself a master eclectic in the use of brutal and threatening language. The swiftness of transition from one mood to another was startling; one moment his eyes would be filled with tears and pleading, the next blazing with fury or glazed with the faraway look of the visionary.


  The air bus had straightened and was flying linearly at thirty-eight thousand feet. The open decks had filled out with Captain Future Time’s crew of tawny mulattos and black creoles. Nigger androids emerged from the lower levels. Built by Krupps from high-tensile ebony-steel, the nigger androids swooped onto the decks, a mono-pitched careening whistling noise issuing from the base of their necks. Their baleful red eyes, filled with metallurgical oil, scanned the scene for signs of discord. Once their anxieties were allayed the whistling dropped to a low, dull hum, and they began to work in silence.


  Future Time referred to his human crew in even-tempered French as Shines. They gathered round him, oblivious of a fine morning rain that fell from a bank of cloud. The creoles were French-speaking, and had been recruited by France’s top military from the poorer areas of East New Orleans, mainly from housing projects Wards Twelve and Thirteen. Their interbreeding and clan loyalty made them the ideal nucleus of the French Air Navy. The mulattos, who were fewer in number, came from Europe.


  “Hitler is a boll weevil eating always at the fabric of our forms, our technique, our aesthetic integrity” remarked a boogie, still wearing an airmask that revealed only his eyes and mouth.


  Future Time lit a cigarette and seated himself infront of the videodrome, one hand supporting his head as he prepared the recorder. He replied to the Shine, “The Koran was revealed to Muhammed by Gabriel, the angel of the Christian apocalypse. Many of the prophets in the Koran, amongst them Isaac and Moses, were Christian prophets. Each condemned the Jew. Hitler was just the latest of such seers”.


  A creature, his skin a mixed blaze of purple, emerald and black, and with the bearings of a Bengalese prince, moved to the Captain’s side. Wrapped around his naked chest was a long, silk scarf which bore the design of a heart pierced by a dagger. He joined in the conversation. “He ain’t doing Nebuchadnezzar no good, that’s for sure.” Below the waist he carried an automatic pistol strapped to his mint-green longjohns. “If there’s such a thing as a racial soul, a piece of Hitler the Mountebank resides in a corner of every German eye - the eye that peers above the primal mud.”


  The crew laughed. A nigger android, in leathers which covered everything but his face, rolled into the company and saluted the Future Time. It slipped a package to a mulatto.


  Hi-Yellow, pimply-faced and epicene, with black locks smoothed down by Haitiian oils, handed a video tape to the Captain. “This is the one.”


  Future accepted the tape. On its edge, in Nordic script, was written, Hitler-A Discourse on Aesthetics in Art. “Somewhere in this oration,” he announced, “lies not only the essential truth of Hitler but, I believe, clues as to his presence today.”


  The crew had adopted casual positions around him, some leaning against the rails and peering broodingly into the abyss, others sprawled anarchically at length on the deck. They waited for him to begin the academic patois that would make their mission clear.


  Future Time pressed the cassette into the machine and depressed ‘ignite’. The screen filled with a grainy black-and-white picture. The legend, ‘1939’, appeared. Images of the Reich - Imperial Eagles, Kepis with their tassels - appeared against a rapidly-shifting sky. Row upon row of ergonomic crosses stretched to the horizon. Abruptly, the figure of Hitler appeared before the camera, holding a painting of the Messiah. He spoke over French sub-titles.


  Future turned and faced the men gathered around him.


  “I find the idea of the relationship between neuroses and Kitsch rather significant,” he began. “Not least because it is based on the evil inherent in Kitsch. It is not mere chance that Hitler, like his predecessor Wilhelm II, was an enthusiastic disciple of Kitsch. He liked the full-blooded type of Kitsch as well as the saccharin variety. Hitler found both beautiful. Nero, too, was an ardent supporter of Kitsch beauty, and possibly even more artistically gifted than Hitler.”


  Time spun the cigarette off his thumb and middle finger, snapping it straight down into the waters far below. He leaned forward, and continued speaking. “Hitler’s affinity with Kitsch, I believe, would have inevitably brought him to only one place on earth.” He lit another cigarette. “How much Hitler’s preference was a true reflection of his own tastes, and how much a political expediency, is a matter of difference between experts. If Kitsch was the official tendency of culture in Germany, Britain and America, it was not because their respective governments were controlled by philistines, but because Kitsch was the natural culture of the masses in those countries. Indeed, as it is everywhere else. The encouragement of Kitsch is merely another inexpensive way by which totalitarian regimes seek to ingratiate themselves with their subjects. Since these regimes cannot raise the cultural level of the masses, even if they wanted to, they will flatter the masses by bringing culture down to their level.


  “The avant-garde was outlawed in Germany not because a superior culture is inherently a more critical culture. In fact, the problem with avant-garde art and literature, from Hitler’s point of view, was not that they were too critical, but too ‘innocent’ -too difficult to be conveyed by propaganda techniques to the populace. To this end, Kitsch is far more pliable. Kitsch helped Hitler to identify with the ‘soul’ of his people and keep in close contact with it. Should his official culture have been one superior to the general mass level, there would have been a danger of isolationism.”


  The film had become sepia. Hitler could be discerned behind a tint that gave his appearance a boozy good health. Using deft strokes he drew a diagonal line on a sheet of paper. With ease, he held the thin mapping pen, with its steel Waverly nib, to the surface. He drew the traditional Buddhist Svastika with a flourish reminiscent of Gustav Klimt. He spoke to camera with forcible directness. He indicated the rough sketch. This was the symbol of sun and life, he said. As a solar symbol, he remarked, the Svastika was properly thought of as spinning. The direction of the spin is outward, spinning clockwise.The Svastika was supposed to attract luck, and symbolised the power of light.


  His problem in 1920, he confided, had been to create a symbol that would unite all Germans, but how best to counteract the mendacity and moral complacency of the Jew cross? The camera cut to a full-face close-up which showed him bearing a triumphant, ecstatic expression. My inspiration was this, he said. To illustrate his words he quickly drew a modern Swastika. Hitler had reversed the old design so that it spun anti-clockwise.


  Captain Future Time left the control desk and faced his crew. “No better demonstration of Hitler’s genius exists. No better signature of Hitler’s ability to create Kitsch art survives. His inspired inversion of the Svastika was a true act of Kitsch man. It has become something of a cliche to say Hitler created the Apocalypse out of his failure to be recognised as an artist, when in fact he created the Apocalypse as a direct extension of his inspirational art. Ironically, he has become the most successful artist of all time, certainly the most studied. Unfortunately, biographers consistently refuse to see his actions from this standpoint.”


  On screen, Hitler’s expression changed. He was going to be a prophet again, he said. Art was authoritative, clean, whole -everything the Jew was not. In reality no Jew had delved into art or the metaphysical. Their motivation, their whole religion was based on the laws of commerce. If the international finance Jewry - inside and outside Europe - managed just once more to precipitate the world into war, the outcome would be not the Bolshevization of the Earth and the consequent Jewry but the annihilation of the Jewish race in Europe. For the first time we are now implementing genuine ancient Jewish law! An eye for an eye, and a tooth for a tooth! As a prophet, he said, they always laughed at him. But of those who laughed loudest then, countless thousands laughed no longer today - and those who were still laughing even today were not likely to laugh when their time came.


  Hitler raised his hand, and held it palm-outward. He leaned forward in a conspirational manner. The Jewish problem, he said, would be solved by a mass emigration to Africa.


  “I’ve noticed over the years,” Nebuchadnezzar observed with a macabre touch, “that the United States is now a more German product than an English one. Berlin is recognisably a brother state to Detroit or Michigan. If you look back to the Continental Congress Convention of 1781, German almost became the official language of America. The German-speaking population lost by only one vote... Ich bin eine Amerikanische.” He paused, to make his point. “If America can assimilate the German, Africa should have no problem with the Synagogue. Hitler proposed the total evacuation of the Jew, first to the large French colonial island of Madagascar off the East African coast, and then into central Africa. Borneo was mentioned as a most suitable Jewish state.”


  “He was a practical man,” smiled Ozymandias, a glistening mulatto stripped down to an attitude of essential liberty. He flexed a mighty fore-arm, and clutched a packed alabaster pipe. He added, “Before the war, Edgar Rice Burroughs’ Tarzan novels were the most popular books in all Germany. He sold millions, until Hitler detected the anti-German element running through the saga. He banned them, and overnight you could not buy a Burroughs book”. His nostrils flared, and with his thick fingers he tapped his pipe on the ship’s rails. “It’s all jungles and Jews.”


  “Certainly,” replied Future Time. It was hardly surprising, he thought, that Hitler should make the connection between the Jew and a sub-tropical landscape. He sensed Hitler’s imagination gripped by the juxtaposition of the orthodox Jew with his circumcised prick, his oily ringletted hair and swarthy complexion, with his equal - the succubus, the snake, and all the loathsome beasts of the African jungle. What dark, erotic thrill must have swept through him as he envisioned the hated Jew crushed by the serpentine bulk of the snake in some swamp everglade. In such a scenario the Jew became a perfect Kitsch image.


  “I discovered the film,” Future said, “only by sheer chance. In 1954 I was on a visit to Ronchamp Chapel in Eastern France. I was in the company of its architect, Le Corbusier. He showed me the quarters Hitler had used during the Reich’s occupation of our country. Overlooked by our military were a number of film spools, which I removed to the Pic du Midi astronomical observatory in the Pyrenees where I was then stationed. In error they had assumed that they were worthless travelogue films. Later, I came across orders issued personally by Hitler stating that all copies of this film be destroyed. This is the only copy to survive. His instruction had been carried out with great thoroughness. Hitler had good reason to fear that the Allies would find the film of paramount interest. It is my belief that Hitler, after the war, settled on the island where he filmed the opening sequence.” Future Time indicated the rapidly approaching landmass.


  “Same one?” rumbled a black from the crowd.


  “Move down, Shines, and we shall see!” Future Time laughed.


  The crew prepared the ship for anchoring. Cosimo Matassa and Ozymandias, snub-nosed pitchguns across their naked backs, took control of the iron wheels and propelled the vessel down to within a hundred feet of the water.


  Future Time positioned himself in an open glass booth, part of the iron watch-tower, with his onoscope fixed on the distant island, a thin white rime of ash on his moustache.


  Until this point the voyage had been uncertain and frequently hazardous. Time had mapped a course set by Nostradamus. For a number of days he had been flying blind whilst passing through the Mittlemarsh which, according to Nostradamus, was the area where the two worlds overlapped and beings from one world could meet and communicate with beings from the other. It had taken them several days to cross the Mittlemarsh, and about half-way the Kraft Durch Freude had been sucked ferociously from the upper atmosphere and fallen into the heart of a great storm. They were buffeted by rushing winds. His ship narrowly avoided destruction when it encountered a swarm of miniature dragons, on the wing in their thousands. His ship had been almost crushed to the earth, such was the combined weight of the dragons as they battered against the decks. He had sent a dozen androids to the wheels in an attempt to pull the ship as high as he dared. After the storm he came above, to survey the damage. The decks were covered with the jewel-encrusted, lichen of the dragon skins. Their small reptilian bodies, the size of sea-horses, were paper-light. Once free of the main swarm, killing them had been easy. His crew had simply moved amongst them with sweeps of their swords. Silver scales, shaken loose from the pink skin of their bodies, fell from the rigging in a rain to the decks below. He felt genuine sorrow for their many deaths. On the wind their blood had smelt like bad lemons.


  In the descent to Horror Isle, the powerful thrust of the Durch Freud’s engines brought a final, heavy fall of fire and ash to the decks. Scattered on the morning wind the fiery debris blew in a neurotic spray amongst the crew. Nigger androids moved with purpose across the rolling decks, scooping up the ash with their metal arms and dropping the burning embers over the ship’s bows.


  When the iron and sails of the airship had been carefully moored, and the anchor in place, Monsieur Future Time ordered a single Cawthornithopter to be made ready. He gathered his personal arsenal of weapons, and gave instructions to his men to hold the ship’s position until he returned. He intended to extract certain questions about art from Hitler, in spite of his instructions from the French government to the contrary. If Hitler failed to give him the correct answers, he would kill him, no question.


  Time stepped into the Cawthornithopter and soon green palm trees rushed below, giving way to the island airstrip lined with neatly-rounded bushes of bougainvillae. His skin, with its visible soft blue veins, was stretched tightly over his iron-boned hand as he positioned the flier’s controls to land. “Death, my surly Fuhrer, has a quality not to be denied, believe me...”, he said under his breath. Overhead, a scud of cloud careened. “Particularly when I produce this spring element!” With one swift motion he pulled from his scabbard a blade the temper of acid steel.


  There was a discernible thump as the tricycle landing equipment extended beneath the flier and eased solidly into position, followed by a shrill hydraulic whine as the brake flaps slid out of the trailing edges of the wings. The billowing, scarlet sail acted as a reversing prop for the small craft as it touched smoothly down and taxied towards its mooring on the narrow airstrip.


  A long, coned sword, a gloved hand, a lone ruby in a spider throne of obsidian mesh. A clash of blades and daggers hanging from the sword belt that straddled his waist. Captain Supremely Future Time brought with him a much sought-after quality.


  


  MENG AND ECKER, LORD HORROR’S CREEP BOYS, were below ground in the kitchen, about their business. They worked with knife, mallet and a curved blade on a broad, wooden table, swiftly dispatching live fowl.


  Stone and pewter pans were bubbling on the small stoves. Within them, all manner of vegetables and meats were boiling. Meng casually swallowed half-a-dozen scalding-hot sprouts and prodded a steaming leg o’man with an iron fork.


  The juices of a hundred forbidden meats filled the air. Horror’s kitchen was built in a sunken outhouse beneath his quarters, and was fashioned from equal amounts of mud, wood, stone and earth. The overpowering heat was allowed to exit through a single large chimney. The fire, in its hearth, fed by square bricks of coal, was constantly burning. Day or night the room was singularly warm and humid.


  “Elevensies,” pronounced Ecker, as if suddenly remembering. In fact he had remembered half-an-hour earlier, but he liked to bring Meng to panic. “It’s time for the Guvner’s hot chocolate.”


  With delightful nonchalance Meng filled a cloth sack with dead bird’s heads, legs and intestines, carried the sack to a huge boiling pot of broth standing on an open log fire and tipped it inside.


  “I know that, you burster!” he replied to his brother irritably. “Hot Bourneville, orange marmalade toast, scones, muffins and jam. A pot of lemon curd, honey waffles...and no sweet meats today. It’s on the tray. I’m just reheating the waffles and the hot chocolate.”


  He rushed to another stove, and slipped across the floor. “That’s right, no sweet meats today!” he yelled. After a few seconds he arose, recovered his dignity, and wiped a sticky finger on his cuff.


  He removed his rubber apron. For such a small, fat man, his bulk was evenly spread. Scarcely over four feet, his appearance was none the less formidable. When he crossed the earthen floor of the kitchen his long, loping arms, almost dragged the ground. A rank-smelling necklace of kippers and lobsters danced around his full neck.


  He wore much leather. Arm-bands of hide with silver studs expanded under the tension of his powerful arms. Leather harnesses fastened the party dress of flame taffeta across his barrelled chest. Leather-strapped greaves encalfed his hairy legs. Over his red dress he wore a bodice of litmus paper tinted pink by urine. The top of the bodice revealed a mat of curly, black hair. Likewise, the nape of his neck was covered by a similar mat. His clothes were a splendid creation. A false bolero hung from the bodice, trimmed with ribbon and a passementerie of almond-green. The ribbon was arranged in flat pleats, reminiscent of French snails. A wicked-looking billycane was strapped across his back.


  “Cum head, brother, yon mad bugger will cripple himself without this lot,” Ecker said, mimicking his brother’s patois. He made for the steps leading to Horror’s chambers. “He’s probably had another attack of the vapours and killed half- a-dozen Niggers. He’ll have your balls in a bag yet.”


  “Gettofuck,” Meng wiped his hand defensively over his eyes. “He hung eight more yesterday. Mentioned that the dividing current passing through the galvanometers’ windings was too weak. He reckoned that to connect the variables to earth he needed more ‘sympathetic communication material’!”


  “He’s definitely not wired-up right,” noted Ecker. “He’s wired to the moon.”


  “Mad bugger!” Meng echoed his brother’s words. “Did you notice he dressed like Cardew Robinson again? Whoops!” He backed into the pan of sprouts, and a great flow of hot vegetables spat across the floor. The boiling water hit the earth with a splash, half-drowning a cockroach which beetled to the safety of the kitchen’s darker recesses.


  Ecker nodded, and slipped his brother the wink. “No doubt he’ll be filming His Nibs soon.”


  “Now the Frenchman’s arrived, that’s certain.”


  Ecker left the kitchen. With the arrival of Horror’s guest he knew for sure that Horror would again try to make contact with the man beneath the sea. Years before, Horror had attempted to lay a communication cable along the ocean bottom to feed into the man’s undersea lair. In the process he had almost destroyed the fortress. Somehow, the man had sent a powerful electric current back along the cable, causing a large explosion. Horror had never tried again. Ecker suspected that it was the man who had originated the voice track that was giving his lord so much concern.


  Secretly, despite his obvious eccentricities, Ecker held Lord Horror in high esteem. He had been with him longer than his brother had. Only hours, in fact, but it gave him seniority. He willingly embraced his dual role of both seducer and victim to his lord’s exacting malaise. In itself, yesterday’s sport had been an intoxication, and very funny. From the cover of a deep bush he had watched the elongated figure of Horror, erect with military precision, shifting like a dark bird of prey through the gardens. He was searching for components, deftly parting the thick shrubbery with his blade, and soon discovered a cowering victim who had been alerted by the news that Horror was again on the prowl and had fled his post at the guard house.


  “Lord!” the grey-haired black had cried in anguish. “I’ve been your head guard for thirty years.”


  “Jew!” With a whoop, Horror leapt fifteen feet into the thicket. A thin, watery spittle bubbled from the side of his mouth. “I always knew you for what you were, a lurking black Jew!”


  In his quest to repair the vital amplification equipment Lord Horror saw only circuitry and valuable component material in the cowering nigger. A nigger who had presumed to hinder his quest by not making himself available. The Lord had reared-up most fiercely, and brought down his peccadillo with finality.


  “You fucking black suck-arse Jew!”


  The aroma of blood, urine and excreta, rose in a high stink from beyond the bush and tickled Ecker’s nose with its potency.


  One hour after placing his lord’s respite before the computer banks, Ecker withdrew downstairs and began sucking a blood orange. In the gloom of the kitchen he looked slightly taller than his twin. Not for him the flamboyant transvesticism of Meng. By contrast he was dressed in austere black. The vegan-thin face was collared by a black, velvet hood. His mouse frame was accentuated by a miniature indigo outfit that resembled Olivier as Richard the Third. Cowl, blue-black smock and skin-snug breeks. A short, thin dagger was strapped to his left thigh.


  The face, too, resembled a rodent; a brown complexion that broke only at the cruel, white lips. He spun a dagger from hand to hand whilst he ate. Beneath his breath he whispered to no one in particular, “Peck, Dicko, Peck! He’s four-goose bozo, such a gallant bird! Hah, that was a good one!”


  


  IRRITATED BY THE WAITING, and prompted by the tingling of the many razors taped securely to his skin beneath his clothes, after lunch, Horror had gone out once more and walked with a spring in his step to the old charnel house. The coming meeting had awoken many associations with the island’s death camp. The flower-engirdled chimney, built of red brick, tapered upwards, its features keenly sharpening his senses and unlocking memories of when he himself had toiled in its service. It towered above the two-storey building of stone and concrete, and all his dreams.


  A wave of blackcurrant scent flowed from a girdle of petunias which hung about its immense square chimney, reminding him that everything about the structure now sadly showed age and neglect. The Burma jungle was set on reclaiming its own; but it had not always been that way. He stood wonderingly in the building’s shade. Whilst he reflected, his attention was taken by a sound from nearby and he swivelled his head. Beneath a huge, dead pyinkado tree, festooned with spidery orchids, leaned Meng. The twin had something to say, and had slunk quietly up to him, but neither spoke. The matter could wait, Horror thought. Time could go fuck himself.


  Absentmindedly, the twin eased one of his many daggers out of his belt and began to whittle a dead twig. Egg-stains from his breakfast were smeared over his red dress. His image was almost obscured by the fluttering of a copse of wild lime saplings. The young trees bore white, waxen flowers, and were giving off a sharp, bergamot scent. Meng remained silent. He knew how to judge his lord’s moods, when to speak and when to keep stum.


  Horror’s glance flicked away. In the distance a Mandalay train laden with rice crawled like a black caterpillar over the landscape. He looked searchingly at it, then turned back to Meng. He pointed at the charnel house, “We have a fine product here,” he said. A pang of unreasonable happiness touched him. Twenty years ago this very spot had carried more traffic than Piccadilly Circus at noon. From amongst the roar of the crowds his own raucous voice had risen high and strident. Deutschland über Alles had echoed over the wavelengths of the world for more than a decade.


  He had become accustomed to seeing the gas wagons with their bulky, umber containers. The first wagons had been used in the summer of 1941 at Chelmno. When the Burma Railway had been laid it proved an easy and economical means of transporting the endless lines of Cyclon-B. Each wagon bore the official stamps of Messrs. Tesch and Stabenow etched in red paint on its side. From the beaches, towards the stone compound, the trains had swept in a long sloping loop, winding through the paddy fields, pushing the waters before them in small waves over the maze of irrigation ditches. In the compounds, the Sonderkom-mandos had quickly off-loaded the wagons’ contents into the waiting chambers.


  In this charnel house Horror had increased his humanity. He had indulged with relish in experiments designed to test the human body for its resistance to high altitudes, extremes of temperatures, typhus infection, jaundice, mustard gas, bone grafts.


  He had walked with Oberschaarführer Molle and Doctor Mengele through these immense iron doors. The doors had lined the entire length of the building’s East Ward. In those days they had been well polished, and gleamed. Oberschaarfuhrer Molle had dragged the cursed Jew between the swing doors that opened into the ovens. Outside, the air had been red with sulphurous fumes. Enormous tongues of flame had risen in a crimson hurricane between the lightning rods set at angles on the square tops of the chimneys. As Lord Horror remembered, he visibly warmed, and coiled his hands with pleasure.


  The hellish cooking went on twenty-four hours a day. In the sodium flames and the enormous Exhator ventilators they had discovered the perfect cure for tuberculosis and syphilis - and indeed, for all the camp’s diseases.


  It was here, amongst the Jew, that Horror had first encountered Meng and Ecker. In an unusual act of clemency the twins had been brought to him by Doctor Mengele. In his driven pursuit of Aryan purity, the Doctor had dissected such twins in the European camps, and with the marks of the scalpel still bright upon them, Meng and Ecker had sworn everlasting loyalty to Lord Horror.


  “My dear Lord,” Mengele had said to Horror. The doctor had twisted his neat hands, and began to lecture him, and Horror had felt as though he were at a student’s seminar. “There are two kinds of twins - one-egg and two-egg. Twins born of the same egg are always identical, both in their internal and their external manifestations, and usually of the same sex. They are variously known as identical, uniovular or manozygotil. Twins born from separate eggs resemble one another in both their internal and external characteristics, rather as brothers and sisters do. They are not perfectly identical, and in about half of the cases are of different sexes. They are known as fraternal, biovular or dizygotic. Meng and Ecker belong to the latter, but they had to be surgically separated.”


  Horror had accepted them as a gift from the Reich. That was maybe forty years ago. They had been with him ever since. As near as he could tell they had not aged a day. But then, neither had he.


  Cautiously, Meng approached Horror. “We have received information from the lodestone,” he confessed. “The Frenchman has arrived.”


  “Then instruct Ecker to meet him at the aerodrome, and escort him to my personal quarters,” Horror replied tersely. He had given them careful instructions to meet Time, warning them not to do or say anything that might affect his equilibrium, but at the crucial moment the twins had gone missing.


  Meng waited. He had already sent his brother to intercept the flier, and told Horror so. Quickly, Meng lifted his right leg to the height of his midriff. With his bare foot he snatched a tetsi fly from the air. The heavy snap of wings and bones between his clenched foot broke the silence like a pistol retort. In one smooth motion he returned his foot to the ground and passed his hand down his loose bodice. Reverently, he massaged his right breast. The hormone drugs he had been injecting were bearing fruit.


  Horror turned, and began to stride away. He no longer fancied meeting Future Time. If only Hitler could be persuaded to return to power, wherever he was. The last news he had was that Hitler had been made head of film production at the New Order Studios in Los Angeles. He alone now carried the weight of insurrection.


  


  THE MID-DAY HEAT WAS OPPRESSIVE, and seemed to breed a fever in the air. Time, used to the cooler temperatures of the higher atmospheres, felt his skin bum and erupt in hives as he stepped out of the flier.


  His descent had been hazardous. The landing strip, which was cemented precariously onto a narrow promontory of jagged rock jutting into the ocean, was swept by powerful cross-winds, and more than once he had felt he was to meet his nemesis.


  He had come to rest on the shoreline near a derelict shed where the wind had dropped away almost to nothing. He became aware of an irritant noise of insects clamouring on the air, and a sudden sharp tang of spices, orchids and something unidentifiable which caused his nostrils to dilate.


  Still tense from the ordeal of keeping the flier from careering off into the ocean spume, he noticed the cowled figure of Ecker. The vision resonated in his mind. Although it was broad daylight the twin carried a lantern tied to the end of a large bamboo shoot. The roof of the lantern was a bowl of scarlet hibiscus flowers.


  Few words passed between them. Ecker stepped forward hesitantly and took the sleeve of Future Time in an overly forceful grip. The French emissary shook him off violently. “Don’t touch. You walk, I’ll follow.”


  Ecker set off, with Time in his footsteps. The Frenchman wore a black beret fixed at an angle on his head. Fine blonde hair fell about his shoulders, and a pocket edition of Molliere was fastened with twine to his waist belt.


  They passed a number of wooden pagodas, ruined by the heavy rain and sun. They were no taller than a man and half-hidden by the tendrils of creeping plants. The track wound into a village, which consisted of twenty dilapidated thatched huts and a water well sheltered beneath some barren palm trees. The egrets that roosted in the palms were beginning to stream homewards over the tree-tops like flights of arrows. In the distance a group of pot-bellied naked children with their hair tied in top knots, appeared suddenly. They ignored the Frenchman and his small guide.


  To enter Lord Horror’s quarters they had to walk through a maze of rooms and passageways, many of which seemed barely able to withstand the pressure of the earth which threatened to consume everything, although Future Time was relieved by their subterranean coolness.


  In the wan glare of tallow lamps, they climbed a long flight of worn stairs, and came to a set of double doors. Ecker pushed open the first of the two doors, and he and the Frenchman entered a kind of airlock. The door behind them closed. For a few seconds they were left in total darkness, then the second door infront of them was opened from the far side by Meng, who smiled coquettishly at them.


  Future Time immediately strode in and confronted Horror, who was sprawled on his chair, all yellow and half-naked and seemingly transparent in a glow of gaslight.


  Lord Horror’s drawing room was Regency. Elegant Greco-Roman chairs were scattered about. A large drum table occupied the centre of one half of the room, and around the walls were various expensive cabinets and shelves filled with ornaments and books. Horror reclined on a spacious gilt and painted sofa. With his lugubrious pop-eyes, his pince-nez and his tight khaki shorts, he had divested himself of all semblance of the real world.


  Meng and Ecker stood away from both men, playfully throwing daggers to each other across the room. A small ventilator set in the ceiling brought the sounds of Messerschmitts from the sky outside. Mixed with these and the dull sound of the ocean was the smell of napalm.


  “You know why I have come to see you?” Future Time asked in a heavy accent.


  The twins fell about laughing, but it was difficult to decide whether their mirth arose from their game or whether it was directed at the Frenchman. Ecker balanced a gilt-handled dagger on the back of his outstretched hand and said, more pointedly, “If my Lord will permit, I shall take an official blood sample that will prove you’re a black Jew”. He was looking at his brother as he spoke, reaching into the air to catch one of the blades. He made no move to back up his threat.


  “Did you hear about the nigger abortionist who gave up his practice when his ferret died?” asked a grinning Meng.


  “French niggers smell musky,” moaned Ecker, wrinkling his nose disapprovingly.


  Future Time entered into the fast slang. His Pigeon English echoed around the room. “You’ll be in no doubt of that, small garcon, when I come looking for you.”


  Meng rumbled forward. “Make no mistake, I’ll snot him, no problem.” A still smile played on his lips.


  Idly, Future Time swung his coned blade from its pale, muskrat-skin scabbard, and passed it through the air in two sharp strokes. “Presently, we shall see if you are still in such rare good humour.” He spun the keen blade with his wrist, and turned to them. “Come, toss-offs, suck on this!”


  “Captain...” Ecker leaned forward conspirationally, and he whispered a trifle loudly in Future Time’s ear. “He’s got Arthur Askey imprisoned in the Fuhrerbunker below!” He glanced at Lord Horror as he spoke.


  “LEAVE!” said Horror in a quiet, but curt voice. “NOW!”


  “But we still have his legs!” chortled a gleeful Meng.


  The two twins staggered arm-in-arm from the room. The inner door closed with a crash. The outer door thundered shut, and Horror and Time were left in silence.


  “No need to unsheath your blade,” Horror said to his bemused guest. “Singly, they are usually well behaved. Together they frequently lapse into such ribaldry. It is to be regretted.” He stood up, and walked stiffly to a large rosewood sideboard. He opened a cellaret door in one of its pedestals and withdrew a dark bottle. “Perhaps a drink, Captain?”


  “I think not.”


  Lord Horror shrugged, and straightened up. He placed the bottle on the sideboard top and began uncorking it. The Frenchman had observed a portrait beneath a false, bulls-eye window. It showed a raincoated Hitler staring emotionally into the future. A sprig of eidelweiss was taped to the frame.


  Horror looked at him directly. “Remember, here you are subject to my laws. The eluding law which no longer serves the State.” Horror smiled. “Here I am busy establishing an all-pervasive, universal morality.”


  “Seemingly, I am listening to the same tired Reich doggerel. It’s one constant theme. Immunity granting all rights to experiment.” He withdrew and lit a cigarette. He noticed that Horror had a strained yellow-white face, which bore pale, drawn features; the cheek bones were punctuated by cosmetic commas of rouge, the hair was creamed in clustered tufts. Each individual tuft was bound by a string of pearls. Horror’s appearance, he thought, suggested the defects of an impoverished stock, and the excess of lymph in his blood was already apparent. “Have you not heard, it’s a discredited theory?”


  “Not here,” said Lord Horror with passion. “All the phantoms of such freedom still seek refuge in this final nest.”


  “Which is precisely why I’m here,” returned Future Time. Horror scratched his beaked nose. “What interest can I possibly hold for the French? You know I’m in retirement.”


  “Like Hitler?”


  “Hitler’s in Argentina. Joint Minister of Defence with Costa Mendez. He’s there with a select band of loyal followers, which include Doctor Joseph Mengele, Doctor Karl Klingen-fuess, Eichmann and Bormann, and if my information is correct, Speer goes there too.”


  Future Time shook his head. “That’s propaganda, the way the Americans tell it. He died, wrapped in syphilis, by his own hand.”


  Lord Horror paused thoughtfully, then mused, “In the last weeks of May, 1945, I spent time with Hitler in the bunker -we talked of Radio Werewolf and the scorched earth policy the Fuhrer intended to implement. Hitler was in such a rare good humour that I give no credence to the report later put out by the Allies that he had inserted a pistol in his mouth and pulled the trigger”.


  “He shot himself in the forehead,” interrupted Future Time.


  “That’s right, my mistake, I forgot.” A sly grin touched Horror’s face. For some moments he remained silent. Then, in his quiet, clipped voice, he said, “It was not cowardly of Hitler to commit suicide for the benefit of the Allies. After all, he was chief of the German state. It would have been unthinkable to have had him sitting in a cell waiting for trial as a war criminal before a foreign tribunal. Though he hated me at the end, he remained for me, personally, a symbol of Germany. Even the Japanese insisted on not bringing their emperor to trial. No matter how much harder it is for me now, I would still suffer any consequences than to have had Hitler alive as a prisoner before a foreign court. That would have been absolutely unthinkable”.


  Future Time listened cynically, before commenting, “Did you know that Hitler has been officially sighted in Berlin as recently as 1973? We believe he was instrumental in forming the Bader-Meinhoff group”.


  “I think not,” said Lord Horror quickly. “He’s as likely to be driving a cab in the Bronx, that is if he is still alive.” He added the last as an afterthought. “Are you sure you won’t have a drink? We have an excellent dry wine that we manufacture here. Not up to the standard of the Savoy, you understand, but it could pass muster for a French claret.” He had uncorked the bottle, and as he spoke poured the liquid into a long-stemmed green glass. He drained it to the bottom.


  Future Time’s thoughts became more focussed. His giddiness had gone, and the torpor he had felt in every limb had taken on a certain langourous quality, at once vague and insinuating. A still voice broke into his reverie. Hitler often lay on his back for days, storing power as he breathed. Sometimes he would appear omnipotent. He would lie like a sepulchral vampire under the hot sim of a Berlin summer. When he arose he would explode with energy, as the air explodes in the thunderstorm of a violent outburst of emotion. In such a fashion he would‘make life for the people around him not only tolerable but infinitely sweet.


  Horror indicated a large, concave screen. Future could see a picture forming on it of the Kraft Durch Freude anchored motionless where he had left it, a hundred feet above the ocean. The camera took in the figure of Ozymandias and looked down beyond his shoulder at the steel navigation clock that dominated the main deck. Part of the iron watchtower was on the screen. How Lord Horror was receiving such pictures, he could not fathom. He could hear no sound, but could tell by the malevolent actions of the niggeroids that danger threatened. They adopted a bent-over position, causing their torsos to jut forward and their sleek heads to spin a full hundred degrees, first to the right, then to the left. A bubonic oil lathered their surface of black steel.


  Ozymandias was in heated conversation with Cosimo Matassa. Their black faces perspired, rivulets of sweat running-off them into the air. In the left-hand corner of the picture Future Time could see the iron watchtower, and he could have sworn that it was melting. Iron seemed to be dripping down the deck. The picture went blank. He decided to say nothing. It would be unwise to place reliance on any of Lord Horror’s illusions.


  Horror cracked his knuckles. He said, “The biggest enemy of the gentile was then and remains now, the ubiquitous Jew. In no other race is the quality of self-serving preservation stronger. Their mere survival is proof of this. The internal life of a Jew has been schooled through many hundreds of years. Today he passes as clever, but in many ways he has always been so. His cleverness is not of his own making, but rather it is the aping of foreigners. The Jew has no culture. The basis of their intellect is provided by others”.


  He moved toward the Frenchman, scuffing the carpet in his haste. His thin hand clasped a microphone absently picked up from the table. He began speaking into it. Slightly amplified by the feedback his voice immediately adopted a rich, fruity resonance. “If this world was populated by Jews alone, they would drown in their own filth; they would kill each other in their attempts to get ahead. It would be very wrong to imagine that there is a sense of sacrifice amongst the Jew. He stands together only to rob his fellow man. He is led by his own conceit. This is the reason why the Jewish state is spread throughout the world. From the begining of time the Jew has lived in other people’s countries. So it is that the Jew has always been a parasite in the guts of other peoples.”


  Kneeling, Lord Horror looked up at Future Time. “The Jew is a born, compulsive liar. He only succeeds as a parasite by hiding under the skirts of his religion. Like the bad penny, he always turns up. It does not matter what language he speaks, or if he speaks them all. He is still the loathesome Jew. His inner nature is not changed. By financial pressure he undermines society, destroys the faith of the people, laughs at their past history. He soils everything with his touch. Art and literature he holds in contempt.”


  He paused, to see Time’s reaction. “It was the Jew who brought into Germany the negro, with the clear hope of bastardising the pure blood of the Aryan race.”


  Captain Supreme turned on him the polite, cynical eyes of recently-awakened marmosets. But he said nothing.


  Horror continued. “You must understand, monsieur, that if those of us who championed Hitler and stoked his dreams had one shared common bond it was to show our disapproval of the Jew. To throw a spotlight on Jewry which had inflicted so much anguish and indignity onto our German people. Whatever else is said about us, no one can say we shirked our duty. History has proven that we carried out our holy mission to our own ultimate destruction. Who could have asked more of us?” He seemed genuinely puzzled. “I can tell you this - my views have not changed.”


  He rose abruptly. “Excuse me.” He walked across the room, entered a small annexe, and closed the door behind him.


  Out of sight of Time Horror went to a desk and unlocked its top drawer. He removed a gold jewel box and opened it. A number of scent labules had been placed on a small cushion of crushed poppies and pierced oranges, and from them he withdrew a phial containing a white liquid. Sucking a quantity of the liquid into a syringe he bent his arm and clenched his fist, and injected straight into the vein. A look of contentment spread over his features and he lay down on a couch while the narcotic transferred to him its full calming effect.


  In the main room, Future Time’s attention had been taken by a desk. It stood in a dark corner, and was obviously much older than the other furniture. Lying on its surface almost unseen beneath a layer of dust was the outline of a paperback book. He picked up the book and shook it. A penny dreadful. The lurid cover showed a figure dressed in a funeral top-hat and a long indigo frockcoat, which Time thought bore a remarkable resemblance to Lord Horror. The figure held aloft a lantern which cast a soupy-yellow glow through the fog of a London night. In the background above the Thames was the outline of Big Ben. With his free hand the figure was skewering a kneeling Jew.


  Future Time was held entranced by the crude drawing. He looked at the title, delicately etched in the shapes of exploding blunderbusses: Lord Horror - Jewkiller. In small lettering, beneath, was the sub-title: The Bounty Hunter - A Vile Tale of Victorian Jewry. The novel represented Lord Horror as an inverse Jack the Ripper, searching the Spittlefield night not for prostitutes but for the sons and daughters of Zion.


  Future dropped the book back into the dust. How was it possible that Lord Horror, who was so obviously in his late forties, could be a fictitious character in a hundred-year-old novel?


  At that moment, Horror returned, whistling. “I see you have found one of my books?”


  “You wrote this?” asked Future Time incredulously.


  “I’m probably on the last twenty years of my life. I intend to leave some good stuff behind me.”


  “Hitler’s sentiments too, I’m sure,” remarked Future Time dryly. “Is he here?”, he added in a low voice.


  “Could be,” Lord Horror’s tone was heavy with sarcasm. “Hitler has been officially sighted in at least a hundred different cities across the world. From Cuba to Liverpool - where, presumably, he was living with his half-brother.” He pointed to a pattern of digits of blurred light which had taken the place of the Durch Freude on the computer screen. “Those are the constellations of the known universe. The lights are registered voice tracks positively identified as Hitler’s. They come from the Moon, past the Orion, from the heart of the Milky Way.”


  “Indeed, I know in some quarters he has become a symbol,” commented the Frenchman, “but I can assure you I came here on no idle whim. I would not have ventured on this odious flight on anything but the most reliable of information. I know, too, that the general concensus is that, in the end, Hitler was deranged, psychotic, if not actually mad.”


  “Exceptional people have a way of living with opposites in themselves, and we call them schizophrenics only when they fail to achieve their goal,” said Lord Horror. “I know - don’t ask me how - that your interest in Hitler is primarily Kitsch. I’ve seen your film. Kitsch is ideologically sound. I don’t think you’ll be disappointed. People usually get what they want from the Fuhrer.” Horror dropped an ivory eye-lid over a liquid-brown eye and nodded. “In that respect, Hitler was a clever tactician.”


  Future viewed Horror with increasing dismay. Plainly, the lord was unbalanced, and certainly more insane than Hitler was reported to be. But could he be really sure of that? Horror did not lack the courage of his beliefs, or the ability to act on his principles. With clarity, and without fear of reprisal, he had honestly presented the name of his obsession.


  Nevertheless, this was not the same man whom Hitler had entrusted his Reich dream to. Years on this island eyrie had deranged him. Today, Hitler would have had no patience with this pathetic mirror-image.


  The book, Jew Killer, said it all. Lord Horror’s avowed anti-semitism was a cartoon, a burlesque, a technicolour replica of Hitler’s own Jewish stance. Of course, Horror’s virulent rhetoric was genuinely rooted in the same psychotic biological font as the Fuhrer’s. Time felt that Horror was just a brushstroke in a tapestry without substance, his actions far too Grand Guignol theatrical to be truly convincing.


  He knew that most fictional ‘heroic’ stereotypes hid the real names of their adversaries. To Lord Horror the Jew was the warped, pulp symbol for all racial loathings. Horror was a part of a dreamscape of zenophobic violence familiar to adolescents the world over. He was a tactile sub-creation. A single digit in the suck procession of junk culture.


  Future Time’s hand sought the comfort of his cone sword. In a modified, censored form, Horror’s obsession was the pivot of a million pulp thrillers, B-pictures, claustrophobic suburban dramas and ‘lost land’ adventures. His personal racial adversary, the Jew, when transposed into pulp archetype, became the source of vampires, werewolves, megalomaniac orientals, snake men from the bowels of the earth, devils from the Moon or aliens from Mars, and all the luridly pervasive visions of low-brow science fiction.


  Voo-Doo Jew-Jew. Time felt ill. To the French people the existence of Horror was the epitomy of pernicious bad taste. Wilfully perverse. Undefensible to the memory of the millions who died in the holocaust. Horror - a third-rate fairground freakshow, a cheap sick-dollar creation, a papier mache character devoid of inner life. Time’s fingers ran over the ruby mesh. What was the point in rationalisation? From here on he woulcf just let the pulp scenario explode.


  Warily, he moved Horror towards the wall. “Either Hitler’s here or he’s not. No ambiguity. And if he’s not, I need proof.”


  “And what of payment for proof that he is?” Horror swayed back and forth. “What price? Surely Hitler is worth something?”


  “Nothing,” stated the Frenchman decisively, his fist closing over the sword.


  “Don’t fucking Jew me!” Horror said angrily. “Do you think I’m hanging from Orion’s belt in the Horse Head Nebula? Information like that is worth a fortune. More than a shithouse frog could raise in a millennium, I’ll be bound.” He paused, a smile breaking out across his features. A red tracery of blood vessels overlaid his distorted opalescent eyes. “On the other hand, it’s been a long time since I shared a joke. Here, I want to show you something. Something to keep stored among the funny voices in your head.”


  Horror drew back two long curtains and revealed another large screen inlaid into the wall. He depressed a switch. A picture of the sea flickered on.


  “When I came to these islands,” Lord Horror said, “I was unaware that Hitler had ever been here. Watching your film was a revelation, adding final proof to something I had already come to believe.” He gestured to the screen. “This is the view of the ocean from the eastern cliff. A year or so after the war this whole side of the island sank into the sea. Here, where the picture shows just sea, used to be a field of crosses. This was where the Jews from the camp buried their dead before the crematorium was installed. I’d been told that the camp had been in operation since the middle 1930s. It was already in full swing by the time I erected our broadcasting facilities here. But until a few hours ago I had no positive knowledge that Hitler had ever visited these isles. How appropriate of him to be filmed against the backdrop of Jewish crosses!” Horror forced up a dull laugh. Future Time waited. His blonde hair caught a breeze. Horror’s voice dropped low. “He is out there, under the ocean deep, under the waters of the inlets. In some grotto bunker beneath the swell of the ocean, unreachable, unassailable. Now I know it is really Hitler, although he is not the man I remember. I receive pictures only when he chooses. In an attempt to pinpoint his position I have installed nuclear computers, radar, and detector units. With ease he has eluded even this. How long he has been there is impossible to say. I became aware of him only after I had installed our ocean monitoring computer. By degrees, I refined our reception. I wait for him to communicate. He has refused my attempts to set up a two-way communication. When he speaks, I can scarcely understand him.” Irritation seized Horror. He swept a boned hand through his greased tufts. “How much longer must I wait for him?”


  The image on the screen changed, and a huge subterranean room lit by a sodium-red glare appeared. In the first few nanoseconds the Frenchman’s eyes were drawn toward a figure inside the room and an outlandish looking engine on which it seemed to be perched. Something about the figure repelled him. At once familiar and other worldly it looked human but distended - a gross malign deformity seemed to have afflicted it. Time hurriedly averted his gaze, and instead he found himself studying the environment in which the figure sat. This was equally strange - a cave rather than a room. The chamber was illuminated by three strips of lighting, which reached from one rocky wall to another. Each was about two hundred yards long. He saw straight away that one of the walls was breached. A wide fissure ran along its base, and sea water was flooding in. The sea had not yet travelled far along the floor but it brought with it a scummy wash, and he imagined that a briny texture filled the air. A small army of crabs had been brought with the swirling waters, and areas of the cave floor were literally alive with a myriad species of the crustacea - crabzoea larvae with dancing elongated head spines, fighting velvet fiddler crabs, asymmetrical hermit crabs, masked crabs, and spiny spider crabs; and everywhere scurried the ubiquitous shore crabs, their powerful nippers sweeping the air. The water level rose, as Time watched, ebbing and flowing over the rough stone floor, as if a minor sea were imported into the chamber.


  On what he took to be a south wall, above the wash of the brine, giant seasnails - three and four feet in length - clung to the glistening rock. Smaller snails had crawled out of the lapping water onto the dry areas. Where the dry floor and the sea met, iguanas rested motionlessly, basking in the sodium light, rolling their blind horned heads.


  Future Time noticed that an attempt had been made to cement-over the original stone of some of the walls but whoever had begun the work had left it incomplete. Half-way down, the walls abruptly lost their smoothness, and reverted to crude rock. Damp from the seepage of the ocean above stood out clearly, and from the ceiling - which at one time had been decorated - fingers of old paint curled downwards like tropical lichen.


  In the dry part of the cavern, still safe from the tides, were a bewildering variety of what looked like cheeses. Time thought he saw a pillar of hard, creamy-white Limburgen, with its dark orange-coloured skin, resting next to a stack of light-brown Provolone. There was also what he took to be a pale-yellow Jarlsberg, the orange rind of a Port Salut, and a pungent-green Sapsago. Studying them for some moments he decided that they were what he thought. A trio of broad-clawed porcelain crabs were feeding on a French Camembert. Hairy crabs fed on a Norwegian Gjetost, no doubt attracted by its goat-milk flavour. He could see that all that remained of a stack of Mysost and Primrose were the scarlet tops of granulated nippers, smeared with the inner part of the cheeses.


  Some of the cheeses had rolled down into an untidy heap, and the dirty cloth-rinds which had come undone stretched like blankets across the room. Positioned in the room’s centre was the sprawling iron machine, with its odd figure. The engine was a variation of an old spinning loom. It was in motion as he watched, apparently weaving artist’s canvas. The Heath Robinson invention dominated the scene. Shuttle cocks of yarn raced around its perimeter. Near the hub, a metal trestle lifted finished canvases and deposited them on a nearby table.


  Connected to the machine was a painter’s easel and chair, and in the chair sat the shadowy figure. As Time grew more accustomed to the sodium, he became less abstracted by the movement within the room and more absorbed by the silent, unlikely looking shape which began to take his full attention.


  


  THE MUGWUMP HAD PUT ON WEIGHT since he had last been filmed. His face looked like the Pudding Man that mothers make for their children. An unmade, oval piece of dough, with rough currants for eyes and an indented fork mark for a mouth. His cheeks looked as if blobs of rich butter had been dropped on them and left to melt. His tongue was the colour of burnt chalk. It pushed from between his lips like so much cotton wool. He looked clinically dead, ready for the oven to heat his sluggish blood. His hair appeared to be an arranged drop of ink that had fallen casually onto white paper.


  He wore a threadbare and badly-stained painter’s smock made of linen. The garment was pulled open to reveal a chest the texture of white, porous sponge. His physique came into full view as the machine on which he sat rose in the air and circled the loom.


  The Mugwump’s thick torso swelled at the waist and came to rest precariously on two immense sacks of flesh. A green liquid whirled beneath the outer skin of the sacks, surging through a knot of blue veins. His huge white penis pushed out three or four feet from the sacks, and was coiling and uncoiling around the iron stem of his chair. Uncircumcised skin at its knob-end peeled back to reveal a thin orifice, hinged like a jaw, from which flicked a tongue-like member with a six-inch extension. Meaty juices covered the small teeth.


  The Mugwump’s early inclination had been towards celibacy, but since he had actually been denied intercourse his penis had taken on its own alarming characteristics. His lower tackle weighed perhaps over thirty or forty pounds and lay against his inner legs in a solid, ponderous mass. It considerably hindered his progress whenever he had to come off the loom. To pedestrianate himself he found that he had to move crab-fashion, or adjust to a walking, open-leg stance similar to a sumotori wrestler.


  In affectionate terms, the Mugwump called his penis ‘Old Shatterhand’, after the gunfighter hero of Karl May’s western novels. Over the years Old Shatterhand had gradually increased in weight. For hours the Mugwump was forced to drag it, lifeless, over the stone floor. Then, quite suddenly, it would spring to life, and loop around a piece of mouldy cheese. Tenderly it licked the cheese with its salivating tongue. The teeth would sink into the moistened spot, and a goodly morsel would be swallowed down its mouth. Not surprisingly on such a diet the penis would periodically break into open sores. When the Mugwump could no longer bear the irritation he stopped work and spread a blue ointment, made from vegetable herbs, over the wounds. If this failed, he swabbed them out with lint or carbolic, and fastened around it a tight surgical bandage.


  When Old Shatterhand felt well, it swung the cheeses playfully in the air and forced the Mugwump to grasp them with his doughy hands. If he missed, the cheeses inevitably struck him on the head. At other times, if the crabs in its path failed to move swiftly enough, Old Shatterhand would seize on them and rapidly crack their shells. Then, its weedy, protruding tongue would extract their innards. After it had eaten its fill, it quickly discarded the empty shells. Snails it avoided, unless it felt aggressive, when, with a deft flick, it would bring its full weight down upon them and squash them.


  Frequently, the Mugwump fell over onto the bunker floor. He contrived to land on his back if he could. In this he was aided by his ball sacks which, like so much heavy jelly, at first sign of imbalance swung backwards. If he jarred badly on the floor, Old Shatterhand reared-up into the air, as if mortally offended by being so rudely awakened. It would hover uncertainly about, and from its tiny mouth irritably emit a thin stream of acid liquid, smack its small mouth and chatter aimlessly.


  For the moment, Shatterhand was reasonably calm, and the Mugwump - who was able to move his seat around the machine at will - was seated infront of his easel. He let his paint brush idle thick pigments over the broad canvas while, on a ledge nearby, a coffee percolator steamed. Attempting to be discreet, his penis moved languidly along his left arm and gently nestled its bulbous knob against the inside of his elbow. It snuggled up into his arm as though into a pillow. The Mugwump suddenly drew back to examine what he had done, and began speaking.


  “Shatterhand, Old Member, for some reason I am inclined to reminisce today. During the night I speculated on how my life might have progressed if I had followed my early inclinations. People used to say that my paintings were not the product of a genuine imagination, that I was a born architect who showed no stamina for the creative act. What, Old Shatterhand, did they base this dismissive critique on? A handful of pastel and watercolour landscapes, canvases I was forced to paint quickly to earn Deutschemarks from foreign tourists? The irony is that I helped foster this impression in the 1920s. I ordered that all paintings bearing my signature should be destroyed, but by then I was too late - these landscapes had been shipped overseas by their owners who, no doubt, after I came to prominence, sought to make a killing in the art world. When I destroyed my private collection -a hundred canvases painted over fifteen years - I did not realise I would be giving substance to the rhetoric of my enemies. Later, when I had assimilated the total error of my acts, I could do nothing. My best pictures were destroyed, and my worse pictures gave ammunition to those who wanted to hold my artistic talents to ridicule.


  “It was also ironic that the one man who could have spoken up for me, the composer Edgard Varese, should choose on a perverse whim to say nothing in my defence. He fled to America on the eve of my election and never spoke my name again.”


  The Mugwump stared abstractly at the half-painted canvas before him. Then he looked downwards at Old Shatterhand who had stiffened and lengthened slightly along his arm. Its mouth rested in his hand. Just a gossamer surface of skin covered its bone, and the small tongue fell rigid on his palm. A soft muted purr issued from its, mouth. Gently lifting it and hooking it over his arm, he stood up and poured himself a cup of strong black coffee.


  “My formative years, the ones that I view now with the fondest impressions, came before and during the First World War. In those days, Munich held much artistic promise. Artists regularly travelled from Europe, and particularly from Paris, to exhibit or discuss the latest developments in their work. In those early years of the century I was very active in the cultural life of Germany. In 1910, at the age of twenty-one, I joined the New Artists Association founded by Kandinsky. My first paintings were amongst those exhibited at the 1911 exhibition. Picasso and Rouault also exhibited. I did not meet Picasso at that time, but it struck me that his paintings of that year were poor things, unoriginal - certainly by comparison with Kandinsky, whose achievement was the greater when I consider that, as he confided to me at the time, his paintings had been executed a number of years earlier.


  “I accompanied Kandinsky and exhibited with him at the Blaue Reiter exhibition in the Arco-Palais in Munich. Marc and Munter were represented, and with three paintings so was the composer Arnold Schoenberg. I sold two paintings for not a high profit, but I was encouraged.


  “Paul Klee belonged to the Blaue Reiter club and while he was friendly toward me, he was always far more competitive than Kandinsky. I think he regarded me as a serious competitor. Certainly, in that group I accounted myself well, and received more attention from the public than was customary. I can still vividly remember Klee. He came into the annexe of the exhibition hall looking like a teacher, a Steisstrommier (buttock-thrasher) with a stern expression that betrayed his Russian ancestry. He wore spectacles and a beard, and puffed constantly at his pipe, and he had on a starched cravat that looked most uncomfortable, and said that he painted - to quote him - ‘The dark powers of the African sun’.


  “During the First World War, Klee and I were in the same company. Franz Marc was with us, and so was Robert Delaunay, who was killed in action in 1916. Klee did not distinguish himself and was widely disliked in the regiment. He was a shirker and if it had not been for his genius as a painter, I too would have avoided him. However, through my position, I acquired for Klee a cushy job painting aeroplanes, well away from active service, for which he told me he was grateful. After 1933, when the National Socialists came to power, he conveniently forgot my act of kindness towards him and spoke out against my policies. In due course he fled back to Bern, his childhood home.


  “For my part, I only ever wished Klee good health and power to his genius. I was in his studio when he painted The Golden Fish and Fish Magic, in the summer of 1925. Later, he unveiled for me, Individualised Measurements of Strata, which was quite breathtaking, and to show no rancour, was an achievement far in excess of my own. He did much that I admired while he lived in Bern. Demonism, The Outbreak of Fear, Death and Fire, and the painting I think of as his masterwork, Insular Dolcamara, which he finished in 1938. While Varese was my closest friend in those early years, I think I was more in tonal empathy with Klee the painter; though definitely not the man.


  “At the same 1911 exhibition I encountered Edgard Varese. He had accompanied Schoenberg who, as I have already noted, had his paintings on show. After the showing was over, they both retired and, as arranged, joined myself and Kandinsky for a late dinner. The meal over, we relaxed with warm pipes. As happens at such times our conversation turned to work. Kandinsky said he was working on a painting, to be called Improvisations, influenced by the Futurists. He explained at length its theme - a strange, colourful tapestry that told of masked riders, cupolas and unctuous women, of swords and goblets. In an aside that could be clearly heard, Schoenberg said the subject matter sounded trite, which amused both myself and Varese, for it was a well known fact that Schoenberg for all his musical genius lacked any sense of literary taste - why else would he have chosen such a trashy poem for his Pierrot Lunair?


  “The critics mentioned Varese and Schoenberg together, but I personally felt they had less in common than was supposed. I know Varese thought so. Varese was enraged when his composition, Bourgogne, was first performed in 1910, in Berlin. Critics called it, ‘Worse than Schoenberg’, whose Pelleasund Melisande had been performed not long before.


  “Later in the same month I attended with Varese the Berlin premiere of Pierrot Lunair. When we arrived, the salon was crowded. We made our way to the end of the room where Schoenberg was standing with a Stein in his hand, near his players. During the performance the three of us stood there, with the violinist Arrigo Serato joining us. Afterwards, when the wild applause had subsided, I watched Schoenberg, who was normally timid and a little awkward, screw-up his monkey face in a broad grin and laugh triumphantly. He did a hurried little dance infront of Varese. At that moment, I can assure you, I would have killed him had not Varese restrained me.


  “Varese and I came to share an apartment at Wilmeredorf, Nassauischestasse No. 61. With Varese as a companion, I circulated widely amongst our contemporaries. I met Modigliani at his studio in Montmartre. Erik Satie visited us in our apartment.


  “Varese was full of witty aphorisms - ‘The Futurists imitate, an artist transmutes’ - though he was an arch antisentimentalist, and fully endorsed the Futurists’ slogan, ‘Let us kill moonlight!’.


  “After the war, in the Hotel Lafayette, Varese struck up a friendship with Marcel Duchamp, who had already gained notoriety for his ready-mades, and was then at work on The Bride Stripped Bare by her Bachelors Even. I believe it was Duchamp who persuaded him to settle in America. Varese eventually preferred living in New York, the city that communicated to him the greatest sense of life. We drifted apart throughout the 1920s, our ultimate interests putting us on different paths. I made one last effort to recapture our friendship when I attended the New York premiere of Hyperprism in 1933.


  “If Hyperprism had been performed before a German audience and they had displayed such disrespectful ignorance, I would have been deeply ashamed. The Americans, who were Varese’s chosen people, booed and hooted throughout the performance. Fights actually broke out in the theatre to cries of, ‘Charlatan!’ and ‘No talent!’. Varese tried to reason with them but to no avail. Police were called, and only their timely arrival prevented serious casualties. The most belligerent members of the audience were herded into vans and taken into the station house. Many of New York’s critics attacked him. One said that he would like to ‘Perform tympani concertos on Varèse’s face’.


  “After, in the calm of the night, I wrote to Varèse from my Times Square hotel - ‘Varèse, my Dear Friend, independence is for the very few; it is a privilege of the strong. And whoever attempts it...proves that he is not only strong but also daring to the point of recklessness. He enters into a labyrinth. He multiplies a thousandfold which life brings with it, not least of which is that no one can see how and where he loses his way. He becomes lonely, and is torn piecemeal by some minotaur of conscience. Supposing one like that comes to grief. This happens so far from the comprehension of men that they neither feel it nor sympathise, and he cannot go back any longer. Nor can he go back to the pity of men. Your appreciative friend, A.H.’.


  “But by then the American press had painted me in the darkest of terms, and Varèse refused to see me. I felt he never received the plaudits of his contemporary, Stravinsky. I followed Varèse’s progress where possible - Ionisation, Intégrales and Amériques. Through his compositions, I could always hear his voice with its warm, low timbre, and power of evocation. As I said, he never publicised our friendship, but I am sure he followed my progress into areas he could never have desired or dreamed possible for himself.


  “After the first war I gradually lost interest in the arts. I perceived that the discord art had encouraged in me could be more productively channelled into politics and into actions more directly beneficial to our people.


  “The Bauhaus artists’ idealistic belief in future desperation gave birth to Surrealism, which I thought was a facile movement in art. In 1917, on leave from the war, a Dada group was formed in Berlin. We helped Max Ernst exhibit, but I grew annoyed with his elitist ‘citizen of the world’ stance. I told him he was a German, and should be promoting German culture, not cavalierly disowning his origins.


  “With the exception of Varèse, much as I admired them I came to look upon the avant-garde collective as both brave and experimental. But as individuals I can tell you, they were all cowardly souffles. It is one thing to be strong and progressive on a non-combative canvas, quite another to exhibit such traits in real life. Regrettably, over the years, I came to regard them all with disdain. Often they seemed more like wayward, precocious children. And like children, at the first signs of being threatened, these courageous artists of the bourgeoisie ran under the raised skirts of the French and the British. Later, they embraced the dollar with an avant-garde passion. They deserted the Fatherland when it called on them. Although he was not a German, Picasso was certainly the worst. I never took to him as an individual. Varèse used to amuse us with a perfect imitation of the Spaniard. He always referred to him as that ‘Arrogant, fornicating Spanish peon’, and despite Picasso’s genius, that is what he was.


  “The main ambitions of these artists and composers were to please the critics and earn Deutschemarks. When we came to power in the 1930s their incessant cowardliness became more than I could stomach. We warned many of them, Schoenberg, Berg, Webern, and Stravinsky, that their political neutrality would not be tolerated.


  “After the second war, young artists assimilated Futurism, Cubism, Surrealism, Expressionism and Abstractism, in rapid succession. To my dismay, Picasso’s reputation increased, almost in direct proportion to the decrease in Edgard Varèse’s. When Varèse died, so did modem music.


  “As the years progressed, I found little that promoted my interest in the arts. Perhaps Pollock and Vasarelli. Stockhausen I found of more interest when he played piano in Berlin bars. Today, art is in deep trouble. It is an age of Dada, folly, funk and fraud; a time of schlock, kitsch and rubbish. I’m seriously thinking of calling it a day. Nothing has lived up to our early promise. With the war over, I had intended building a museum to contain the best in modern art in my home town of Linz, in Austria, but it hardly seems worth the effort now when all one can see is plagiarism, ennui and conformity.”


  The Mugwump, still standing by his seat, paused for a moment. He felt a warm seepage through his smock. A bluish, yoghurt bile had been emitted from the fretful penis. Old Shatterhand had been sick on him. It was not an uncommon occurrence. Shatterhand had no tolerance for these bouts of introspective monologue. With his fingers, the Mugwump flicked the lumpy substance off his chest and legs. Old Shatterhand was growing frenzied, and he could hear its mouth snapping around his ankle in a vain search for crabs. Undeterred, he continued speaking.


  “I had frequent discussions with Varèse about our German heritage. We agreed to differ on the subject of the real spiritual leader of Germany - Varèse regarded Nietzsche as the spiritual heir, while I opted for Schopenhauer. I would tease Varèse by saying that, ultimately, Nietzsche wanted to consign us all to the müll schlucker (garbage disposal unit).


  “Before Nietzsche, Schopenhauer broke the rule of unintelligibility of German philosophers. It was, I believe, introduced by Fichte, perfected by Schelling and carried to its highest pitch in Hegel.


  “Although, and I know Varèse disagreed, Nietzsche borrowed much from Schopenhauer. However, what we did agree on was that with Wagner these three formed the Holy Trinity of the Reich. I was ambivalent towards Wagner, but recognised in him the strength that had attracted Nietzsche. Nietzsche had known Wagner personally since 1868. They had met at Liepzig, when Wagner was fifty-nine and Nietzsche was twenty-four.


  “When Wagner was composing The Ring at Tibschen, at the lake of Lucerne, Nietzsche joined him. There, Nietzsche learned the piano score for Wagner’s Tristan und Isolde by heart. Wagner read Nietzsche’s essay, On the State and Religion. Nietzsche regarded both of these as opiums of the people. Wagner came to look on Nietzsche as a son. However, this harmony was not to last. Nietzsche wrote an article praising Bizet above Wagner, and Wagner retaliated by writing a pamphlet that set out to prove that Nietzsche was a Jew.


  “A passage from Nietzsche’s Morgenröte has always stayed with me - ‘I will rather emigrate and try to become master of fresh countries and, above all, myself, changing my abode as often as any danger of slavery threatens me; not avoiding adventure and war, and be prepared for death if the worst happens’.


  “When he was not writing his books on philosophy, Nietzsche’s hobby was pugilism. He was a keen practitioner of the sport. He fought regularly in fairground booths throughout Germany under the alias, The Bloodied Rooster. His speciality was the hardest: bare knuckle contests, twelve rounds, against all comers.


  “Nietzsche’s most famous bout occurred one memorable night in a down-town Reeperbahn nightclub in the seedy St. Pauli district of Hamburg. His contract stated that he fought the distance with Torquemada, a boxing kangaroo. The beast had arrived on the last lap of an undefeated tour. It had fought for the crown heads of Europe - Louis Philippe, Due d’Orleans and King of France, and Queen Victoria. Indeed, smelling salts had to be administered to Queen Victoria after a bloody fight in London.


  “Nietzsche’s fight was due to begin at nine in the evening and was scheduled to last for twelve rounds, or until midnight, or until a winner was declared; or whichever came first. The kangaroo fought orthodox, but Nietzsche fought southpaw. The kangaroo was taken by surprise by the philosopher’s technique, but quickly recovered. There is no doubt that the animal suffered at the hands of the philosopher. But Torquemada gave almost as good as he received. The contestants fought hard until the first stroke of midnight. Then Nietzsche was galvanised into action, aimed a terrific, unremitting volley of blows that succeeded in closing both of the kangaroo’s eyes. Blinded, the beast was forced to concede defeat, and it lay down on its back on the sawdust canvas. One minute past midnight Nietzsche was declared the winner.


  “After his gruelling battle, Nietzsche was admitted to hospital, where he wrote, How to Philosophise with a Hammer. I believe that it was the terrible bouts of blood-letting rather than his philosophy which eventually led to him being committed to the asylum, where he died in the autumn of 1899. Somewhere, I have one of the last letters he wrote. In it, he signed himself, ‘The Crucified One’.


  “Style is the physiognomy of Schopenhauer’s mind. It is this which attracts me to him. He has a genuine contempt for the smallness of human nature. I have read his Parerge und Paralipomena many times and, if I close my eyes, I can still recite his words - ‘He who wishes to experience gratitude from his contemporaries must adjust his pace to their’s. But great things are never produced in this way and he who wants to do great things must direct his gaze to posterity, and in firm confidence elaborate his work for coming generations.


  “‘If a great product of genius is recommended to the ordinary, simple mind, it will take as much pleasure in it as the victim of gout receives in being invited to a ball. For La Bruyere was quite right when he said, “All the wit in the world is lost upon him who has none”. Great minds thus owe little ones some indulgence; for it is only in virtue of these little minds that they themselves are great...


  “‘For ordinary people leisure has no value in itself. The technical work of our time, which is done to an unprecedented perfection, has, by increasing and multiplying objects of luxury, given the favourites of fortune a choice between more leisure and culture on one side, and additional luxury and good living but increased activity upon the other; true to their character they choose the latter, and prefer champagne to freedom. For as with money most men have no superfluity, but only just enough for their needs, so with intelligence;they possess just what will suffice for the service of the will, that is, for the carrying-on of their business. Having made their fortunes they are content to gape or indulge in sensual pleasures or childish amusements, cards or dice; or they will talk in the dullest way, or dress-up and make obeisance to one another, and how few are those who have even a little superfluity of intellectual power!’.”


  The Mugwump moved uncomfortably. He could feel Old Shatterhand’s hot mouth repeatedly spitting into the crevice of his buttocks. Old Shatterhand was singing softly to itself. Presently, its warm tongue penetrated an inch or two into his anus. It was attempting to fuck him! He was not unduly put out. Shatterhand had occasionally tried it on before, usually when it felt neglected, peeved, or resentful. In a way, he welcomed its intervention. It helped him keep his thoughts on a rational track when his attention was inclined to dwell on the cerebral. It kept him mentally balanced, reinforcing his dictate that a love of art which accompanies a fear or rejection of life is inadequate.


  The Mugwump placed both hands behind himself and gripped the coughing, singing penis. With a determined effort he pulled Old Shatterhand out of his anus and swiftly pushed a moist cheese into its mouth. Shatterhand spat the cheese out at the Mugwump and rapidly foraged over the floor until it gripped a shore crab. Lifting the struggling creature into the air it attempted to shove it up the Mugwump’s anus but the crab nipped him on the buttocks instead. With a paper knife the Mugwump stabbed Old Shatterhand once, sharply. Immediately, the aroused penis dropped the crab and lay still between his legs. But it was not always so easily subdued.


  The Mugwump continued speaking. “According to Schopenhauer’s The Fourfold Root of the Principle of Sufficient Reason, genius has a double intellect, one for himself and the service of his will; the other for the world, of which he becomes the mirror in virtue of his purely objective attitude towards it. The work of art, or poetry, or philosophy, produced by the genius is simply the result, or quintessence, of this contemplative attitude, elaborated according to certain technical rules.


  “The genius of Picasso is arrived at by such methods. He allies a magpie’s eye for seeing the essence of other artists’ creative acts. In such a manner does Picasso approach his art. If we approach him in a like manner, we soon see through his much touted creativity, his much lauded ‘genius’. No wonder he can be so prolific, for he is, simply, transferring the creativity of his betters onto his own canvas.


  “On one of our few meetings, Picasso pulled out of his trouser pocket a pistol and waved it in a threatening manner before my face. Since even then I regarded him as little more than a fool, I just stood my ground and stared at him. I knew that he was still harmlessly and unconvincingly under the influence of the French Pataphysician Alfred Jarry. Jarry considered firearms to be an extension of his wardrobe and he never went anywhere without a few miscellaneous weapons distributed about his person. He frequently walked the streets of Paris at night with a carbine slung over his shoulder and two pistols stuck prominently in his belt. The youthful Picasso was so impressed by Jarry’s finesse with weapons that he began aping him by carrying an equal number of guns. He painted Jarry’s portrait and later, after the little Ubu died, amassed a valuable collection of original Jarry material. But unlike Jarry, he could not successfully carry off a bravado display of pistolas. He could take from Jarry’s genius and translate it into paint - like the imitator he essentially was - but it can be definitely stated that without Jarry, Picasso on his own would never have discovered cubism.


  “Here I’m talking about the doctor, not the disease.” The Mugwump wiped his hands down his smock. Old Shatterhand dangled like a single digit from a limp hand. “Schopenhauer taught that existence was a wheel of suffering and that the only cure was a cessation of existence, or nirvana. The terms Good or Evil therefore, possessed no meaning whatsoever. Nietzsche allowed that the existence of most human life was pitiful.”


  Spume from the ocean wet him and he stopped speaking. The Mugwump shook his head, and a black comma of lank hair crawled across his forehead. A small wave broke across his feet. Old Shatterhand lisped and hauled itself upright and tightly wound itself around the Mugwump’s shoulders. From its hinged jaw the remains of a half-eaten hairy crab dribbled.


  Horror watched as the sluggish waters slowly began to fill the sea bunker. Perhaps Hitler was playing a game with them. Dreamily, he shook his head. Perhaps Hitler had deliberately fashioned his undersea eyrie after the huge mausoleum - Torenburgen - that would one day house the dead of the Master Race. In this place, only the clean were to have gained entrance. Likewise, he thought, the sea bunker was designed to be a safe house.


  In the pivotal year of 1935 Hitler had passed his law for the protection of German blood and German honour. The selection law, designed to ‘prevent the propagation of congenitally diseased progeny’, had lifted a substantial weight from both Horror’s and Hitler’s minds. On 14th July 1933, the day the law had germinated in Hitler’s mind, he had closed a page in German history. “With this house we start afresh,” Hitler said to Horror. “When I was a boy I read that in 1743 the first German Jew, the hunchbacked Moses Mendelssohn, had entered Berlin at the Jew’s Gate, and that the guards’ log-book recorded, ‘Today there passed through the Rosenthal Gate six oxen, seven pigs, one Jew’. I knew then that my destiny was to be the one that closed that gate - forever.”


  Horror forced a grin. “Even the lying Judenräte could not obliterate his achievement.”


  “Really!” Future Time was becoming tired with what was apparently Horror’s deliberate naivety. “Hitler tried to accommodate everyone’s prejudices. He was able to accommodate all ideological soap operas in his Weltpolitik. None of it ever stood a chance. In his plan for Mittelafrika he attempted to establish a formal German hegemony in the French Congo basin.” Future Time’s eye rolled skyward, revealing irises pink as nipples. “I spoke directly to him on behalf of France. I told him, ‘Before you begin, let me tell you this. You cannot win, we cannot lose. Do I speak plainly?’ Hitler never responded. He just continued to sit there, passively chewing peppermints, surrounded by his generals. He occasionally pursed his lips, imitating that insidiously irritating whistling motif that signalled the end of all Laurel and Hardy films.”


  Horror tried to avert his eyes from the Mugwump who was now evidently in distress. His gaze eventually fell heavily on Future who seemed to stand arrogantly in the centre of his osmosis, an instigator of their shared cryptomnesia. “During the last years of Hitler’s life...” Horror spoke, dimly hearing the Frenchman’s laugh “...the Fuhrer became increasingly obsessed with Thomas Mann, particularly with the hero of Death in Venice. From this hero, who according to Hitler was Mann himself, he would take his role model for Germany’s liberty. But as Goebbels pointed out to me one evening over dinner, Hitler seemed to have entirely missed the homiletic drift of many of Mann’s characters. It’s all there in Mann’s book of polemic essays, Frederick and the Great Coalition. Hitler must have read it. He appeared to have read every word Mann wrote. But how he reconciled his own beliefs with those expressed in Joseph and His Brothers, for instance, which offered homage to the Jew in his darkest hour, I could not fathom.”


  Time expelled a visible blister of air. He spoke languidly. “After Hitler’s release from Landsberg Fortress, he gave up sporting the horsewhip of crocodile hide he always carried when he walked the streets of Munich - his ‘id of the Will’ was taking place both internally and externally. His reading of Mann was just an attempt to commandeer his artistic impulses away from his Welta, his Führerwille.”


  A solid formation of sparks clattered from the screen and passed over his head.


  A large wave fell on the Mugwump, forcing him to the bunker floor. The previously dry areas of the undersea grotto were now a roll with a foamy, angry green wash. The Mugwump seemed to swell up, as though the doughy porous texture of his skin had been soaked in expanding sugar. As the sea boiled he could be seen raising an ineffectual opaque hand against the tide. He was buffeted about as more of the sea filled the chamber.


  The screen which Time and Horror were watching became increasingly grey as the sodium lighting inside the bunker flickered madly and eventually ebbed into a static-filled blankness.


  “Can we reach him?” asked Time anxiously, allowing his nonchalant manner to slip.


  “We can’t,” returned Horror. “Didn’t you see, the ocean has broken through and submerged him?”


  “Another illusion?”


  “Not of my making,” said Horror against the backdrop of static.


  Time finally withdrew his sword, and with its point lazily indicated a bowl of cinnamon-red apples.


  “Not that I’m bothered,” Maximum Horror continued speaking. He shook his sanguineous brain. “Hate sustains me. I am sustained by my hate. I don’t want to hear no apology of the Jew,” he affirmed wildly. “They are just the shite under my shoe. So much excrement. Equal parts sick-fuck. I’d have the ovens alight tomorrow, no danger.


  “Would you let one mount and split your daughter?


  “Fuck your mother?”


  Lord Horror shook his great cockscomb. His fingers danced over a nausea-shaped gold ring. “Crimes against society? Don’t make me laugh. Have you seen how nine-tenths of society live? Useless and pointless. Most men are little better than robots; let them die. Conscience? An opiate for the masses; rarely acted on. A Christian excrescence. Compassion? Self-interest, banal emotion, a dangerous virus. Concentration camps? A role-model for the future. Extermination camps? A happy party. A vital and necessary stage in the purification of Aryan man. Gas ovens? Optimum choice for dissidents and inefficient products. A holy shrine to racial purity.


  “Jews?” Horror’s head began to sink into his neck. “Lower than animals. Racial degenerates far removed from mankind. A separate species from the sewers of Time; slime from life’s abattoir.”


  Horror’s voice receded, and soon Future Time could hear nothing but an angry, muffled tone. The English lord seemed to be vanishing down inside his own body. Soon, all that Time could see were the wiry-red tufts of his hair falling over his collar like so much spilt blood.


  
    LORD HORROR; JEWKILLER

  


  “GOD, MY FACE HAS LEFT ME!” the young Jew exclaimed, staring in grim fascination as his left cheek slid away over his chin. He watched it fall for what seemed an age, until the white flesh flopped idly onto the wet pavement between his feet. Suddenly he was in possession of another mouth, one that had appeared at an angle to the original. A cold, wide mouth, that gouted blood like water from a fireman’s hose.


  A thick, black shadow loomed infront of him.


  Gripped by black ectoplasm, a pearl-handled razor moved out of the shadow and cut across him; and particles of hair and bone whirred off its blade in a pretty latriat. The razor severed the Jew’s medulla and cranial nerves, and cut downwards to release the cartilage joining ribs to sternum. Another thrust, this time upwards, tore asunder a series of small clavicle joints. With a ripping sound the Jew’s whole chest was yanked away.


  The young Jew pressed his hand to the open wound and dropped in a bundle onto the pavement. He lay in a daze. His overcoat had fallen open, and heavy rain speckled the blue of his torn shirt. A red double-decker omnibus drove past, showering him with water. A yellowish fog spread up from the wet cobblestones of the road. He noticed this in a blur. Then he felt the cold October night. It entered him in a blustery wind that pushed through his body and smelled of jasmine and honeysuckle and sweet salt. And just for a moment he thought he lay in Israel in a field of red flowers.


  Delicate fingers began to probe his open chest. He could hear a distant clicking, the sound a bird made when it pecked on rotten wood. In vain he tried to see who or what was eagerly dipping into him, but a grey drizzle fell in a cloak before his eyes. Voices sounded, and with an effort that used up all but the last of his breath, he turned his head to see who else was there.


  Through the rain a group of maybe thirty Jews had emerged from the synagogue on the corner of Oxford Gardens and Ladbroke Grove. The Synagogue of Eliezar...the Jew giant sent to Caesar by the kings of Persia...


  He recognised nobody in the crowd, except perhaps the Rabbi, who stepped forward, probably with the intention of intervening on his behalf. Behind the Rabbi the baroque mass of the synagogue cast a shadow darker than the one that straddled him.


  The figure arose suddenly and he saw its silhouette confront the Rabbi. It was hopping gracefully from side to side, undulating its trunk in the manner of a snake, and appeared to be shouting. In amongst the distant noise of the crowd he could distinguish nothing. As the silhouette receded away from him he could see that it was the figure of a man. The man’s frame was tall and thin. He wore a collarless workman’s shirt smeared with sepia stains tucked into plain black trousers. His head was shaven except for five tightly-clustered tufts of bright-red hair that bobbed obscenely together in the wind.


  When the man briefly turned his head, the young Jew was able to make out his face, which was gaunt and long and plastered with a crude orange rouge that passed as a poor facsimile for skin. His eyes were maroon, surrounded by a periphery of lime-green, and enhanced by an outline of indigo. His lips were painted crimson and were set in a maniacal rictus. The paint was the kind theatricals favoured for pantomimes, wildly overstated. The face reminded the Jew of Mr Punch, although, in truth, there was no external he could relate that face to; it was simply born of itself.


  The Jew on the ground sought to guide the terminal ebb-and-flow of his body as it tried to adjust to its new physiognomy. The pain involuntarily twisted him over onto his stomach, but by pressing his eye along the pavement he was still able to see his assailant. For the first time he noticed the man’s hands were balled around twin razors. As the young Jew watched, the man slowly brought the razors from his sides and crossed them above his head. In a brief moment they gleamed dully as they caught the glare from the sodium street lights. The other man, the Rabbi, froze, as the razors swished downward in the rain. He moved, but too slowly. When the blades struck him they brought a long, fluting scream of anguish. The razors sank into both cheeks. The muscular frame of the razor man balanced heron-fashion on one leg. His wrists performed a strict, circular movement that spun the blades. Then there was a slippery pat as the Jew’s soft flesh fell to the ground.


  The thin figure of the razor man took a backwards step, as if to admire his handiwork. “There, my dear,” he said in a placatory tone. “Isn’t that an improvement?” As the Rabbi toppled past him, he stepped aside and slashed him again across the back of his scalp; spinning him around. Before the crowd had time to react, the razor man was amongst them. Feigning a fall to the right, he brought his razors around in an arc, and cut a third Jew. The cut fell across the Jew’s hairline and continued diagonally down his face, splitting his left eye and shrugging back the skin from the bone of his nose like dead peel.


  The young Jew on the pavement felt his body wheel him back onto his side. He was grateful to look away; just by being a Jew he felt responsible for the scene he had witnessed. He strained to hear what the man was shouting, but now he could hear nothing but the swell of grey rain. There was nothing there, and nothing he could do. A silence crept over him in a dark enchantment...


  And then Lord Horror was yelling and yodelling as he moved his razors through the crowd. An old woman, gripped by panic and running in a circle, fell between his legs and swiftly he brought his knee down, cracking her spine. He wheeled back, hooking one of his razors into the soft underside of another woman’s skull, and he lost the blade as she fell. He head-butted another Jew hard, opening the man’s skull.


  “No more. No, sir.” Horror pranced forward, kicking his long legs high into the air. “I’ve worked in them all - the Atora, the Heron.” The crowd swayed, and Horror sang out:


  
    “You put your left leg in


    You pull your right leg out


    You Jew the Hootchy-Kootchy


    Yer Jew the Hokey-Cokey


    And grind it all about...”

  


  Horror’s body moved in an onomatopoeic rhythm. His razors tunnelled through flesh. Blood clung to his hair. Blood aerosol filled his nostrils. He laughed out the last line of the song:


  
    “And that’s what it’s all about..!”

  


  Even in the poor light Horror’s head shone as white as a Yorkshire rose. “Right! I’ll have some more of that!” he shrieked.


  Horror’s free hand circled the neck of an old dazed Jew standing at the edge of the group. He lifted him up and yanked him in and gave his razor an easy cut at the old Jew’s jugular. A short Jew, bald and scented, his neck too thin for his shirt, was similarly cut. A tall Jew who tried to duck past him was also lucky. Lord Horror swung his razor round through the inside of the man’s lower jaw and disconnected his tongue. He tugged sharply downwards on the muscle, cutting free the larynx, and then pulled it out through the yawning neck. A stroke to his left severed a fat Jew’s gullet, and two or three more strokes freed the same man’s heart and lungs. He hauled the whole grizzly consternation of things out into the air. For a moment, Horror held up the innards by the windpipe, then disdainfully tossed the lot over the massed Jews. “It’s a blow-out!” he cried. “Still, looks good though!”


  Horror caught the smell of the reptile house, and was aroused. The rod-bone of his cock stiffened. He tore off the scalp of the Jew directly beneath him. For a moment he felt as though he were toiling in the centre of a vast army of lizard-men. Thick, mottled tongues caressed his body. Scales of rolling muscles sweated and strained under the armour of bronze and steel and leather. Terrible wounds gaped, stumps of flesh opened, swords rose and fell, his razors spun, aeons passed; and forever a sang-de-boeuf orb of amphetamine sun seemed to beat down on him; then he was back in the London night.


  The rain washed over him. The glowing street lights accentuated his spectral silhouette. He looked expectantly up the road where a dim light was approaching him from the gloom. His head dipped, then moved to one side - as if to see the light more clearly - but immediately it slid back to the other side and continued to bob back-and-forth in a slow epileptic palsy. In the dark, his maroon eyes glittered, and a mocking smile expanded upon his painted lips.


  A shot now rang out. One of the Jews, who had begun to run away, dropped. The sleek black bonnet of a Ford nosed slowly out of the rain, a small pale man behind its wheel. Another man, also small but stockily built, stood on the running board; one hand gripped the open door of the car, the other swung a knotted iron chain. This man was almost naked, except for a used pink brassiere which was incongruously fastened across his broad chest. His chest hair was bunched into the sagging cups, and one silicone breast was trapped in the shoulder strap. Frilly laced panties covered his buttocks. A gnarled, mahogany billy-cane was strapped to his back. From between his splayed legs hung a diamond sword.


  The car drove towards where Horror was still fighting. An almost carnival atmosphere prevailed as it jumped the pavement and aimed itself into the struggling mass. The car stopped, and Meng hopped from the running board to fight at Horror’s side. Horror pranced on a gibbet of fury. Meng lashed his chain around a Jew’s head, and yanked it. He fell backwards, bringing the whole top half of the man’s body off in a raunch. The effort percolated up Meng’s inside leg.


  Ecker, in the driving seat, leaned out of the window and inserted the barrel of an automatic down the mouth of one of the Jews. “Behold!” he cried. “Essau my brother is a hairy man, and I am a smooth man!” He jerked the gun upwards and pulled the trigger. The top of the Jew’s head smashed into a street lamp fifteen feet above, and hung there, stuck like an eerily-lit, many-legged, red-backed spider.


  They fought on until not a Jew remained upright. Then Horror laughed, and wiped his single razor on a shammy leather tucked into his trouser belt. “Obviously they’re unused to a Razor King’s function.” He walked to the car and placed himself in the back seat. “Let’s away, it’s been a pig of a night.”


  Swinging his billy-cane, Meng ground his stiletto heel through the eye of a fallen Jew and quickly followed Horror into the car. Ecker started the engine and they drove away. He turned the vehicle into Ladbroke Grove, and took a left at Blenheim Crescent. Cold wet vapours, tasting of sweet oil and sour grit swirled in from the open window, and he coughed into a silk handkerchief. “This fog is really fucking with my asthma.” He smiled in the mirror at Lord Horror, and urgently revved the motor.


  “Well,” Horror said, relaxing back into the leather upholstery. “That wedding should make the society page of the Notting Hill Jewish Gazette.” He pulled off his wet shirt and trousers and folded them, taking care that no blood fell on the car floor. He opened a small door underneath his seat and placed the clothing in a neat pile. He dropped the folding razor on top.


  Horror finished drying himself on a pale-blue towel, and threw it to Meng, who rubbed himself briskly. As an afterthought, Meng removed his bra and panties, leaving himself naked. He beamed. His large, oval face gave him the look of a male nefretete. Outside, the passing trees along Holland Park Road were as fat as clouds.


  They felt a relaxation of tension, and Horror hummed softly to himself. Meng leaned forward and pressed his head next to Ecker’s. “I’ve a joke for you,” he confided, wiping make-up from his eyes. “Two niggers lay sprawled amongst the rubbish in Harlem. They were just finishing lunch, when one of the niggers began to sniff the air.


  “‘Amos, you fucking cunt, have you shit yourself?’ the first nigger asked indignantly.


  “‘No, ah certainly have not,’ replied the second nigger angrily.


  “‘You have, you dirty bastard,’ insisted the first nigger, leaning closer and smelling his trousers.


  “‘Oh, sorry’ said the second nigger. ‘I thought you meant today!’”


  Meng laughed uproariously, but Ecker’s face remained immobile. He commented dryly, “Yeah, I’ve heard it”.


  As the car turned Hyde Park Corner and headed for Euston, Lord Horror took a fresh suit of clothes from beneath the seat, and dressed himself. Attired in a loose-fitting mauve safari jacket-and-trousers with matching shirt and cravat, his thoughts returned to the voice he had heard that morning in the crowd at the Petticoat Lane market. Whenever he was in London, Horror liked to visit the collector’s stalls to search for records, and as usual he had set off early in the hope of not missing anything. Meng and Ecker had accompanied him - Meng at his front, and Ecker at his rear - so that he could avoid the dips and whizzers, nobblers and buttoners, sweeteners and jolliers, that thronged the market on Sundays; thieves and tricksters all.


  Petticoat Lane was a sprawling forest of tin, iron and wood. The corrugated rooves of the stalls were banked-up like fungi over the people below. They had decided to make an event of it, looking at the stalls and buying what caught their fancy. Horror sallied down the narrow aisles that separated the traders. He stopped first infront of a seafood stall and purchased three bags of large, fat, cooked capitone eels. After handing one each to Meng and Ecker he swung his eels up into the air, and as they fell caught them individually between his great horse teeth. Snapping them in two he allowed the eels to sink easily down his gullet. Meng paid for six dead lobsters which he said he would fashion into a necklace when they got back home.


  While they walked, Lord Horror mentally reaffirmed to himself that the majority of the stalls were manned by Jews. Ignoring their traditional lines the Jews had diversified into many different trades. There were tobacconists, bakers, instrument makers, aromatiques and herbalists. Jewish butchers sold mainly gentile meat - pork pies, and belly pork. From their well-stocked stalls Meng had bought some scented pigs’ trotters, which he casually dropped into the same polythene bag as the lobsters. Horror then stopped at a clothiers, and ordered a shirt made from a velvet bolt of cloth. Sporting a wry smile he had the shirt made up while he waited. He stretched out his arms full-length, Messiah fashion, while the Jew scurried around measuring him. The Jew could always be relied upon to overcome his religious taboos in the pursuit of monetary gain. He purchased a cashmere coat from another Jew outside a busy haberdashery. Meng bought a new bonnet from a dressmaker’s, and carried it in a pink box tied with a bow of white ribbon. In the livestock section, Ecker bought a brace of pheasant. Then Meng, sitting on a low stone wall, tickled some geese in their wicker cages with a long feather; his black hair a nest of oily ringlets.


  After they had strolled in this fashion for an hour or more, Lord Horror had sent the twins back to the car with their purchases, instructing them to waste no time in returning, and stopped at a crowded record bar in the centre of the market.


  Searching through the bargain bins had been a disappointment. There were no records by his old favourite, Jessie Matthews, but while he was searching, he had caught the sounds of an argument drifting from an adjacent booth.


  Looking around the wooden partition that blocked his vision he was in time to see a solidly-built man in a check jacket -who he instantly recognised as Freddie Mills, the boxer and TV personality - swing a fist at the Jewish stallholder. The man toppled over, and Mills upturned a bin of records over the opportunistic Jew. Without a backward glance, looking well satisfied, the celebrity had walked out of the stall and vanished into the crowd. From conversation afterwards Horror learned that the Jew had tried to sell Mills an Alma Cogan record.


  His attention had been heightened by the incident as he made his way to the female vocal racks. With less interest in what he was doing he pulled out LPs by such chanteuse as Lita Rosa, Eve Boswell and Marion Ryan. Then Meng and Ecker strolled back into the stall, and he briskly handed them the albums before making a selection of big-band records. He removed LPs by Les Baxter, Wally Scott, Stan Kenton - and pulled out a copy of Ted Heath’s The Big Heart of England. This little rarity had made the exercise worthwhile. It had eluded him ever since 1952, the year of its release. He read the track-listing - The Grove Family, What’s my Line?, Mark Sabre, and other theme tunes from television shows - then added the record to the pile which Meng had taken into his arms.


  “Hitler’s in the Midland.”


  He heard the voice suddenly, in a sibilant, intimate whisper, as he stood at the counter making a final purchase. It floated clearly across the crowded stall. He was certain it had originated from one of the record booths at the rear, but when he turned to look, the booths were empty. Nobody else seemed to have heard it, or if they had it carried no particular significance for them.


  Moving agitatedly through the crowd he peered into blank faces, in the hope of eliciting a response from the mysterious speaker. He thought, possibly, that he had been mistaken, that the voice had not mentioned Hitler. It was easily done. Perhaps he wrongly interpreted the inflexion of the voice. After being away from his home country for so long, dialects confused him. When he lived abroad, he had always been interpreting and simplifying; translations had often carried a muffled obliqueness. He reminded himself that it would be stretching coincidence for Hitler to be in England at this time.


  But he could not shake the notion. Throughout the day the thought kept rolling back to him. In large part, as a reaffirmation of faith, it had triggered the evening’s mayhem.


  In the darkness of the car, he searched for an ointment, eventually finding a salve. He applied a dollop of the cream onto an open wound on his leg. From the knee down, his leg felt as though a fire had been lit in it. In the fracas, a terrified Jew had bitten-out a piece of flesh, laying bare the bone. He was wary of any bite, particularly a human’s. Animals might spread distemper or rabies, but humans passed-on other harmful germs; it was a well known fact that Jews carried even worse. The last thing he desired was a Jew’s mouth touching his flesh.


  He stretched his wounded leg over Meng’s lap.


  Hitler in the Midland? Was that Birmingham or Coventry, town or city, village or hamlet? On the way back from the market he stopped off at Foyles on Charring Cross Road, and bought a map. On the train to Manchester he would be able to study it at his leisure. Perhaps a road or street name would give him a clue. If Hitler was there, he was sure he would sense it.


  He stared at the crested plaque on the window of his car. The vehicle was a gift from Major Bunty Scott-Moncrieff, and the plaque was the Major’s family crest. It showed a Druid’s sundial held between the clenched paws of two brass-winged monkeys. Around the plaque clung a few branches of mimosa in thin strips, which Horror now idly kicked to the floor.


  Ecker drove carelessly. He swerved the car up against the one-way traffic system of Oxford Street, forcing an approaching bus to veer off thfc road and crash through the main front window of Harrod’s. The impact scattered glass and sent the manikins from the window display tumbling out amongst the late evening shoppers.


  At the top of the street the car turned into Tottenham Court Road. In the back seat, Meng shook water from his hair, and peered out of the windows into the obsidian gloom. “Still gozzing down,” he commented irritably. “England...what a shite-hole!”


  “We should have stayed in Burma,” retorted Ecker. “At least the rain was predictable. Here it’s so random. No wonder these people are repressed.”


  Turning to Lord Horror he asked, “If you can’t see across the street...” and adding conviction to his words he stuck his head out of the window into the rain and fog “...how can you expect them to respect the law?”


  “You can rest assured that we have struck a positive blow for law tonight,” said Horror. “Although I must confess to being confused by the present moral climate myself.” He stroked his chin. “We shall see what tomorrow’s Times says about our little effort.”


  “They won’t get it,” Meng said confidently. “Besides, they’re mostly Jews on the Times.”


  “True enough, it now appears obligatory. That, and a union card.” Horror brightened. “Maybe we’ll pay them a visit next time.”


  “Now you’re talking. Everyone’s living in a fog here,” Meng opined. “I’d like to open some daylight in them, too true.” He flicked a dagger up into the roof of the car, where it hung precariously.


  “That’s settled then, another trip next month.” Horror tapped Ecker on the shoulder. “How much longer?”


  “Minutes should do it.” Ecker pushed his foot down. They soon arrived at the station forecourt, where he brought the car to a sharp halt.


  Swinging open his door, Lord Horror stepped out. He said over his shoulder, “As arranged, I expect to see you both at nine sharp at Manchester Exchange”. He stood for a moment on the wet-tiled floor. “By then, this Hitler situation should be clarified.” He tapped the Ford’s bonnet. “Drive carefully.”


  Blowing loose in the night breeze, his hair stood up from his bald plate in a wildly mannered cockscomb. He pressed a tallow finger to the bridge of his pince-nez, edging them back up his nose.


  Euston was crowded with people returning home after the long weekend. As it always did, the familiar smell of steam engines, of shunted smoke, oil and coke, held him entranced. He tried to remember the first time he had smelt them. It reminded him of childhood, jelly spoons and party hats, of sunny day trips to Brighton and Bournemouth. He recalled looking out from the train at the winding coaches crossing the flat green landscape in a spidery latticework: he and his parents, surrounded by expectant holidaymakers, the clear haze of sky broken by whisps of smoke that trailed over the line of coaches musty with faded British Rail prints. Pictures of engines and steam trains from long past, rolling fields and English meadows. His clearest memory was of the single window of the carriage door that was opened by pulling a worn leather strap - ‘downwards’ to open, ‘upwards’ to close. It hooked to the door on a brass clasp.


  He was pleased to note that very little had changed about British Rail over the years.


  He flashed his first-class rail card to the black ticket collector, who was standing like a terrorist behind his mesh barrier. Once on the platform Horror’s loose, strolling gait soon brought him to the overnight Pullman. He easily found his reserved compartment with its fretwork-handled doors, and boarded the train.


  From his carriage window he had a clear view of the engine, which gleamed a dull gold and was ringed with a strip of periwinkle-blue. A constant flow of steam wreathed the wheels in a gossamer mist. Periodically a muted whistle echoed around the station from the engine’s pear-shaped chimney. Taking off his jacket and hanging it over the single bed in the corner, he settled back with a feeling of contentment. The train was due to depart at nine-ten prompt. His watch told him it was now eight fifty-five.


  He fell into a light sleep.


  When he awoke, the train was moving. Dinner was at ten, he remembered. He arose, and walked along the rattling corridors. It was early and the restaurant car was fairly deserted. He took a seat a few tables away from other diners, and ordered a simple meal of boiled eel pie and fritters - the brief taste of them at the market had whetted his appetite, and he ate them with relish. He washed them down afterwards with a mug of hot Belgian coffee. For desert he had sliced truffles in aspic.


  Back in his compartment he positioned the bed against the carriage window so that he could look out onto the night. The train moved slowly, and the countryside passed him in a jerky monotone. With the blankets bunched under his chin, and his cockscomb lying on his pillow in the shape of a bat, he began to think of his mentor, and his own entry into England. Why should it surprise him that the Fuhrer was here? Had not Hitler always boasted that one day he would occupy this isle?


  Horror’s arrival at Heathrow had initially embarrassed the British Government. He had been hurried through customs before the press had the chance to interview him. However, the lack of an interview did not stop the media’s thirst. Next day the News of the World newspaper carried his photograph with the story of his return to England under the headline, ‘JEW KILLER’. They would have attributed the same appellation to Hitler.


  He had immediately claimed diplomatic immunity and was taken to the Ministry of Defence in Westminster by Major Bunty Scott-Moncrieff himself, who listened patiently while Horror explained, as he guardedly put it, his ‘so-called’ war crimes.


  Horror might be considered anti-British by the press, but the English government viewed him rather more warmly. The Major, a robust military man in his early sixties, made it clear that if Horror had arrived in England during the Opposition’s tenure in office five years earlier he would now be on the gallows. Instead, the Major had amiably said, offering him a large gin and tonic in the comfort of his office, certain members of the Cabinet had sympathy with his position. The Government intended to issue a statement claiming that he had been both misunderstood and misinterpreted. In demanding his deportation, the press and Opposition had simply been bandwagon jumping. The present government would argue that in his capacity as broadcaster, under his nom de plume Lord Haw Haw, he had deliberately produced ludicrous and overstated anti-Jewish propaganda. The accusation that had been levelled against him, that he had vilified, perverted and debased Jews, would be cleverly defused by a statement concocted by the Ministry which would say that Lord Horror had been acting with the full knowledge of the War Cabinet under Churchill.


  Indeed (it would be further stated), William Joyce had already been tried and hung for the crimes that the press were now trying to accredit to Lord Horror.


  Major Scott-Moncrieff told him that for diplomacy’s sake he would be advised for the time being to take an official post in local government, preferably in the provinces, so that the public would be allowed to forget him. If he kept a low profile for two or three years the way would be smooth for a return to a more public position, possibly within the present government.


  Listening politely, Horror had discreetly declined to take the advice, wryly telling the Major that he had exhausted his quota of hypocrisy during the war. He would prefer to remain in broadcasting.


  A week later he had suddenly been offered - and decided to take - a regular afternoon broadcasting slot with BBC Radio Manchester. He had in fact already been inclined to go to the second capital on account of the city’s police chief, John Appleton. After meeting the man he found him to be charming, insightful and modest. The Chiefs motivation to seek high office had been prompted by the need in British Society for a strong, spiritual guide - one that the police were in an ideal position to provide. Horror and Appleton got on famously. When Horror approached him with a request to appear on his show, Mr. Appleton had readily agreed to read an extract from the Bible each afternoon.


  The train pushed into a tunnel, and a faint smell of engine smoke permeated the compartment. He unfolded the map of England over the bed and, taking a small tinsel package from his overnight bag, cut thirty milligrammes of cocaine; dabbing the substance on the tip of his tongue. He held his tongue out for some moments, then flicked it backwards into his throat, taking care not to let the powder brush against his palate. He shoved the tip of his tongue up into his nazal chamber and ran it around, smearing the drug evenly over its inner surface. He had found this method to be the most satisfactory, producing as it did an almost immediate high, but he was mindful that too much of the drug could act as a powerful laxative on his system. He was sure he had cut just enough. He replaced the remainder of the coke in his bag and waited for the sensations of energy and euphoria to rush him.


  Momentarily lying with his head sideways on the pillow, he faced his epicene reflection in the carriage window. In the glass, his pop-eyes looked as though they were white-speckled eggs, set against the darkness of the night. The train passed through a small town, and he read the neatly-painted sign, ‘Witney’. A cluster of cottages around the station gave way quickly to fields and curiously oval farms dotting the Oxfordshire countryside. As usual on the Sunday service, the train was taking the long way round. The North of England seemed a world away from these flat fields.


  When the train wheeled onto a long stretch of even track he suddenly saw the lights of a huge airship appear on the distant horizon. The ship flew over the fields, with both train and airship seemingly set on parallel courses. Perhaps the airship was moving slightly towards the train. He pulled down the window for a clear view, and saw the deck-lights and the clouds of white steam pouring from the ship’s torpid balloons and rolling off her bows. There was a brightening of deck-lights that briefly lit up the full length of the immense craft, and he was reminded of a night he had spent in London during the Blitz when the skies had been full with V2s and V1s. The doodle-bugs had buzzed ominously overhead - and when their engines cut-out he would start to count up to seventeen, wondering if he would still be alive at the end of the count. But, clearly, this airship intended no such action.


  After ten minutes the ship had drawn considerably closer, and its lights gave sight of a huge horse moving on its top deck. A man was on the horse’s back. Around the man were gathered more men, apparently urging him to keep on the horse. As Horror looked, the man seemed to ignite. His whole body became engulfed by flame, and the fire shot up into the vessel’s rigging. The horse reared violently, and threw the burning man over the sides. He fell in a red catherine-wheel out into the night, sparks and flames running off him and extinguishing themselves in the air. Horror leant out of the window and saw the burning man vanish behind a copse of elm trees. Then the airship veered, the gushing flames disappearing from her, and soon she had merged with the black night.


  


  MINUTES BEFORE THE FIRE, black Ozymandias stood brace-legged on the deck of the Kraft Durch Freude, prizing-up the tar in the bowl of his pipe. Closing his flick-knife with a certain black hand he sprinkled a pinch of heroin over the freshly-tamped tobacco. He struck a match and lit the pipe.


  Cosimo Matassa handed him a glass filled with a sparkling indigo wine which was thick and mobile as heavy ether. Ozymandias passed the glass to a nigger android who stood to attention before him. The niggeroid took the glass and drank its contents in one sharp swallow. Immediately, its eyes began to flash on-and-offin a violent light, and steam crept through its clenched teeth. Turning, the niggeroid set off with purposeful strides towards a glowing, metal equus which stood quietly waiting on the airship’s main deck.


  The night wind licked greedily at the laminated crinet that covered the equine’s neck, and a peytral of silver snapped tightly around its breastbone. In the starlit Oxfordshire night the wind swept through its dead nostrils, and the great equus moved its sullen head, shaking fittings of steel chanfron in the breeze. Hot ash from the deck funnels swirled about the dolly-horse, coating the thick plate of its flanks with a fine grease.


  The nigger of steel was hoisted up off the deck by a churning mass of niggeroids who crawled fitfully up the poop ladders. They rushed him to the equus. A thin harsh whistle piped from the holes in the bases of their necks. Unceremoniously, they dropped the nigger android into the high peak and cantle of its saddle. More niggeroids wired the metal horse to the airship’s IBM computer system and plugged it into the deck’s electrical generator by means of a control panel in its neck. When Cosimo threw the switch, the wired equus pranced and bucked in a circle, although it stayed firmly rooted by iron rivets hammered into the deck.


  Ozymandias stepped forward and snapped his fingers. “St. Expedite, make it go quick.”


  The nigger equestrian whistled shrilly, its head whirling around and around. The niggeroids horded about it, oblivious of the waves of boiling deck ash. A niggeroid at the front did a shuffling dance, which the rest soon emulated. First it stepped forward twice, then backwards once, shaking its metal hips and shoulders. Its prominent eyes rolled in its black-steeled skull, and a thick curd lathered its face. Above its head it held a big silver fish, which it shook wildly. It lead the niggeroids with a weird ululation:


  
    “Eh, Yé, Yé Mamselle,


    Ya, yé, yé, li konin tou, gris-gris


    Li, ti, kowri, avec vieux kikordi;


    Oh, ouai, yé Mamzelle Marie


    Le konin bien li Grand Zombi!


    Kan sôléid te kashe,


    Li té sorti Bayou,


    Pou, apprened le Voudou,


    


    Oh, tingouar, yé hén hén,


    Oh, tingouar, yé éh éh,


    Li appé vini, li Grand Zombi,


    Li appé vini, pol fé mouri!”

  


  It was during these preliminaries that Prince Bon Ton Roulette strolled onto the main deck and took in the scene. He felt the deck beneath him shake under the weight of steel feet and the airship roll jerkily forward through the fitful night. Above the Prince, streamers of pale bunting fled in an almost straight line. He joined Ozymandias, who was lighting a cigarette from a lump of blazing ash. “What goes down?” he asked.


  “Android rodeo,” Ozymandias pointed to the milling niggeroids. “Breaks out every now and then, usually when we get bored.” The creole threw a broad wink. “We programmed them for it. Future Time had the metal equus built as a recreational novelty for the human crew, but we soon tired of it, and now, with a little encouragement, only the niggeroids use it.”


  A voice cut in on him. “This reminds me of the nights that the big Hoo Doo Queens dance on the banks of Lake Pontchartrain.” Ozone, a heavily set pygmy with saffron hair, pushed between the two men. His thickly-muscled chest, half-covered with a waistcoat damascened with amber filigree, swelled. “First,” he said, “they writes the person’s name around the guinea egg nine times, then they makes nine crosses on the outside of the name. When the person goes bozo crazy, they gives Tit Albert a soup bowl. He’s the Hoo Doo saint that loves soup plates.” The pigmy came to stand infront of Ozymandias, pressing his chin against his misericord.


  “Just like a bad night in Congo Square,” agreed Bon Ton Roulette, listening to the sound being made by the niggeroids as they clattered sheep bones on the deck in a rhythmic ra-ta-ta, ra-ta-ta-ta. “It gives me needles and pins.”


  “Monsieur Le Squab,” said Ozymandias, using the pigmy’s hated nickname. “You won’t have to concern yourself with Hoo Doo much longer.” He turned away and nodded towards the computer banks. “Thanks to IBM machines, social classes are going to disappear, and the whole universe will be cuckolded.”


  Ozone, his weighty arms punching the air, said, “True, we are advancing far more heroically to a struggle of the races”.


  “It is comforting to know,” commented Roulette sarcastically, “that from now on computers will be supplying the dimensions of the noses in all our paintings and sculptures; all we’ll have to do is press a button, or develop a couple of microfilms.” He growled, flicking his tongue out into the night. “The IBM machine will clean away all the drudgery and red tape of second-rate artists.”


  “Don’t forget second-class architects,” said Ozymandias, eying the computer machinery. “Just think what Le Corbusier could have made of this.”


  “Le Corbusier was a dork,” agreed Prince Roulette emphatically. His Zulu features twitched, and the many tattoos that covered his face rippled. “Hitler suffered from the same kind of illusions as poor Le Corbusier. Don’t forget, I knew them both, and both of them were architects. Le Corbusier was a pitiable creature, working in re-enforced concrete. Mankind has landed on the moon and just imagine, that buffoon used to claim we’d be taking along sacks of concrete. His mental heaviness and the heaviness of concrete deserve one another.”


  “To Hitler,” said Ozone, “the Rhine forests were a metaphor for the aspirations of gothic cathedral architecture.” As Ozone pulled on his corn pipe, fans of smoke were expelled through his flared nostrils. “Hitler was a sucker for those old Teutonic legends of a Germany of forests and hunters who lived by the sword and dagger.” The pigmy gripped the copper rail of the airdeck, and hoisted himself up to the lower riggings. Gazing down at the two men, he said, “Hitler was such a man of paradox. On the one hand he was a true Twentieth Century man, utilising the very latest development in technology, computers, lasers, and all forms of modern weapons. And if they were not yet invented, he supplied the will to invent them. And yet, at the same time he was a superstitious man capable of saying, ‘Die Maschinenmenschen gehen aufeinander los, vim zu ent decken, dop sie zwar keinen Geist besitzen, aber sterbend den Geist aufgeben Können’ - the Machine-men attack each other to find that, spiritless as they are, they can still give up the ghost.”


  “He was artistically and philosophically dyslectic,” rumbled Ozymandias. “He espoused Nietzsche, and by association, Schopenhauer. Yet Schopenhauer’s theory of a blind, striving and restless will, was not an exhortation to a policy based on the idea of blood and race; and his ethics of a negation of life should hardly have been congenial to Adolf Hitler and his associates.”


  “Perhaps he deliberately ignored that interpretation,” replied Ozone. “And maybe he substituted that belief with a surreal positivism which he derived from negativism - a positive action from a negative thought. Oneiric activity - the cultivation of the waking dream - played a great part in Hitler’s make-up. He had that too in common with the Surrealists.”


  Bon Ton Roulette peered at Ozone from beneath hurried beetle brows. “When doomed French Jews were horded by the thousand into sports’ arenas that had once stood for amiable distractions - that was a Surrealistic situation.” He looked at the sombre light of the half-moon, low in the east, over Oxford, over East Anglia, over the North German Plain, over Russia, over the slow grinding globe. He continued speaking. “Hitler often claimed that Surrealism, like himself, arose from a revolt against the conditions of human life as they existed in Nineteenth Century nature and society.”


  “One of the marks of the true artist is that he can turn boredom into artistic productivity,” piped Ozone from the darkness.


  “Hitler may have been Surrealism’s finest practitioner, but Apollinaire was its father,” asserted Prince Roulette with an assured flourish of his black hand. “Apollinaire invented the name Surrealism. Not one of us can doubt that the part of Paris life which cared for literature and art was changed forever by his death.”


  Ozone said nothing, but held open his hand in tactful agreement.


  “Apollinaire’s death,” continued Roulette, “in November 1918, predated the publication of the First Surrealist Manifesto by only six years.” He splayed his monkey foot. From his ankle downward, his left foot resembled a monkey’s paw, and he flexed his leathery toes on the deck. The monkey hair rippled in the night breeze, but the paw did not hamper his agility, and he balanced steadily against the wind. “It was Apollinaire who said we don’t need to start from accredited ‘sublimity’. We can start from everyday incidents.” He eased his monkey paw forward and used it like a third hand to grip the safety rail. “To turn the universe upsidedown.”


  He paused. “Hitler was always impatient with the individual members of the Surrealist group. He quarrelled with Breton. And I remember Max Ernst as an embittered expatriot who had been forced to settle in New Orleans during the war. I met him there many times. Our last meeting had been on a hot July afternoon in 1942.1 had arranged to go for a picnic with him and his wife, Peggy. When I arrived, he was still in his studio, putting the final brush strokes to Young Man Intrigued by the Flight of a Non Euclidean Fly. Perhaps in jest, he passed me his paintbrush. ‘Here,’ he said, ‘participate. Let us invent action painting!’ So I lifted the brush and added shakily the series of red dots that appear below the right eye of that floating head. I never asked him what the head represented. That would have been besides the point. Perhaps it was a wolf, or a horse, but whatever it was, that whirling geometry of black circles fascinated him.


  “Later, we visited the swamp where we were made to clamber above the alligators and the snapping-turtles and the black cotton-mouths, along a dilapidated railway track, where we discussed the present state of art in America. It was there that Ernst confided in me that New York has plenty of artists but very little art.”


  Roulette fell silent, and the elephantine stomp of the dancing niggeroids continued to thunder around them. On the metal horse’s back, the steel niggeroid still clung.


  “Swing on it!” cried a nigger, emptying a full can of petrol over the bucking niggeroid.


  The milling niggeroids shouted raucous approval. A Shine ran from amongst the human crew and dipped a rag, which he had affixed to the top of a pole, into a tar bucket, and lit it.


  Roulette folded his arms. He was tired of the banality of the game, and wished it over.


  As the passage of the equus accelerated into a thumping blur, it began to tear up the deck rivets and seemed to be in danger of toppling. At that moment the Shine leapt forward and set the glistening niggeroid alight. With a final thrust from its formidable engine, the metal horse sent the burning niggeroid over its head. The flaming figure arced across the deck and over the bow, and cleared the airship’s mass in a fast burn.


  Ozone leapt onto the air rail.


  “Now!” he shouted. “Go for it!” His yellow hair sprouted like a bloom of deadly nightshade.


  


  IN THE MORNING, LORD HORROR woke to the smell of apes. The air in the railway carriage lay heavy with ape musk. It was as if, during the night, huge anthropoids had roamed his berth, smearing their powerful sex glands over the walls and floor of the compartment. Though he could see no marks to prove their visitation Horror imagined mighty neotenous apes shuffling by his sleeping form, stretching their arms as high as the ceiling and rubbing their long russet hairs down the walls. He judged where their pink, spongy anuses had pressed on the carriage floor, leaving damp coloured patches like spilt oils in coral pools.


  Horror’s hot eyes, deep-set under his night fez, were glazed. He felt nauseous and his head ached, but he could not be sick. He thought he recognised the symptoms. He was experiencing the delayed shock that always followed a release of nervous tension. He was paying the price, as he always did, for his achievements. Caught in his own malaise, he lay awake for what seemed hours. He was eventually forced to rise when a thick bluebottle crawled across his face and began to feed off the line of sweat that had formed above his top lip. Wearily, he brushed the fly aside. His sheets were wet, and when he rose up he smelt as though he had been sleeping in a bed of stale onions.


  A mephitic tingling sensation gripped his left side as he sat up. His left arm suddenly hung useless by his side. He suspected he had had another mild stroke. These side effects, and others, would be with him for the rest of the day.


  He made his way to the sink and drank cold water straight from the tap. He used his good hand to bathe his forehead. When he pulled away from the sink his cockscomb flirted across his skull, as though the single hairs had a life perceptibly separate to his own.


  For a while he sat drunkenly on the sides of his bed, then slowly dressed. He reached for the blinds and threw them up, allowing in the daylight. He rested against the window. The train had slowed to a crawl, and when he saw the single finger-like tower of Strangeways gaol to his right he knew he was on the approach track into Manchester’s Victoria Station. The next station a hundred yards further along was Exchange. The train moved without stopping, crossing the stone arches of Great Ducie Street and shunting into the sidings reserved for the overnight sleepers.


  Horror returned to his bed and sat down again. He watched the sparse crowds moving over the precarious footbridge that linked the platforms. Trains to St. Annes, Fleetwood, Blackpool, Liverpool and Southport, on the North of England’s seaside coast, departed from Exchange. During the summer months they ran to capacity, but now there was an air of desolation. Everything had wound down. Even the porters looked overwhelmed by the empty vastness of the train hall.


  Directly beyond the railway loomed the outer walls of the prison, and beyond them the barrack-style brick buildings with their miniature openings, like crenels on a castle. The cell windows had no glass in them, and could not prevent the autumn chill from creeping inside and carrying bronchial death to the inmates. He had made numerous brief visits there, and never without a smile, for the prison had been built almost in the heart of Cheetham Hill which held the largest Jewish community in industrial England.


  When Ecker appeared in the doorway, Lord Horror fell into the twin’s arms in a faint, and Ecker had to half carry him off the train through the station, but once outside the air refreshed him and he was able to walk the rest of the way unaided, across Victoria Bridge and over the sluggish waters of the River Irwell. Horror flopped into the back seat of the waiting Mercedes, his head and arms coming to rest on the car floor. Without trying to lift him, Ecker slid into the front seat and began the drive up Deansgate.


  Their progress was impeded by groups of council workmen in the process of erecting the city’s Xmas lights, and Ecker angrily cut a swathe through them. Just before Knot Mill he turned the car to the right, entered Porchfield Square, and stopped. Lord Horror flung open the door, and fell headlong into the gutter.


  Meng stood waiting to greet them, on the doorstep of their town flat, resplendently naked except for his necklace of lobsters and new pink bra and panties. He was urinating casually into the flowerbeds. “I’ve found Hitler!” he cried. “He’s around the corner, in the Midland!”


  


  THE BALCONY OF THE THEATRE DU CHÂTELET on St. Peter’s Square was the place Pincher Sneyd had chosen for his last, small drama. On a clear October day, in that undateable year, the ex-physician from Rangoon casually threw himself from the theatre balcony. The only witness to the event stared vacantly from the top floor suite window of the Midland Hotel opposite.


  Encamicion Rossa turned away from the grey window, unperturbed. He was more intent on moulding burnt cork and candle wax to his nose. He walked ungainly to the Queen Anne mirror above the fireplace. Standing infront of his reflection, he fixed the mould tightly to his face. He clipped two pieces of wire to the false nose, stuck them together with adhesive, and hooked the wire back onto his ears. By tilting his head he was able to see his small moustache, surrounded by the bottle tan of his face, twitch in disapproval. He almost looked like the Barber of Seville.


  Dressed in a modified pair of fawn Oxford bags, Encar-nicion gazed down at his penis as it wriggled uncomfortably in its cozy confines. He had made a third leg in his pants for Old Shatterhand to wear. As he sat down, his penis did the same. It lay facing him on a fluffy, walnut-hued cushion, its mouth slack and open.


  They had been in Manchester only a short while when a recurrence of a disturbing metamorphosis took place in Old Shatterhand. His penis again developed a capacity to increase its already fearsome length. In the dead of night Shatterhand had given a sharp cry and tried to hide under the bed, almost dragging Encarnicion to the floor. By the morning, it had grown three inches, and ached badly. Encarnicion had been amused, but when the occurrence was repeated, becoming a regular event, his amusement turned to fear. Usually the attacks came every third of fourth night. At the time of the full moon they were at their most violent and painful. He came to dread the fall of the sun and the rise of the Manchester moon.


  When the moon stood out ominously in the sky, Old Shatterhand spat blood. The blood came up out of its mouth in constant fleshy globs of phlegm which Encarnicion was forced to wipe from the carpet.


  He had not remembered seeing the moon so large and clear before, and had watched as if in a trance the huge white orb rising from behind the dereliction of Hulme and Moss Side. Its surface churned like a pail of thick, creamy milk, and in its centre and on its periphery a maelstrom of snow seemed to lick out and sweep up into the heavens.


  When the white moon shadow began to creep through his suite, Old Shatterhand trembled. During the bad nights Encarnicion was kept awake by its whimpering. He could hear it beneath the blankets, the grinding of bone on bone as his penis shook out its length.


  At night, when Old Shatterhand crashed on the floor, the hotel management received complaints from the occupants living below. Encarnicion, lying dazed, would think he could see the silhouette of his penis imprisoned in the confines of the moon’s shifting oval.


  But after a peaceful night, Encarnicion had woken about six-thirty to find Old Shatterhand throwing back the bedclothes and whistling merrily. Before he had the chance to wipe the sleep from his eyes his penis had playfully stretched out, gripped the iron bedknob, and pulled him kicking and protesting to the bottom of the bed. Irritably Encarnicion had told the whistling penis that if it continued to act so boistrously in the mornings he would start putting mogodons in its mineral water.


  As Old Shatterhand clenched its teeth and hissed infront of him, he felt a wave of pity for his member sweep over him.


  On the wall, a portrait celebrating Pax Britannica reminded him of the book by Schopenhauer, On the Fourfold Root of the Principle of Sufficient Reason, which lay on the table next to him. He ran his index finger over the title. A comment made by faithful Joseph came to him, and addressing Old Shatterhand he picked up the threads of his thinking. “Do you recall, Joseph had been reading the theosophysician Madame Blavatsky, and drew our attention to a similarity between Schopenhauer’s title and Blavatsky’s claims that there had been four root races prior to our own, that evolution has been assisted by divine kings from the stars, that Aryans are the purest of the fifth root race, and that Jews are but a degenerate link between the fourth and fifth root races, and so by definition are sub-human?”


  Encarnicion, not much concerned with overtly racial interpretations, had a philosophical interest in these theories. Obviously Blavatsky had bastardised Schopenhauer’s theory. “She wouldn’t have been the first,” he said aloud. “In 1810, Goethe published his three-volume The Theory of Colour, which he regarded as the greatest of all his achievements. In the book, he claims to have been struck by similarities between his theory and that of Schopenhauer’s Fourfold Root. Goethe was then sixty-four, and Schopenhauer twenty-seven. The older man tried to influence the philosopher’s optical theories, even to the point of sending Schopenhauer his apparatus so that he could repeat his experiments. The result, On Vision and Colour, which Schopenhauer wrote in Dresden and which was published in 1814, was both more accurate and radical than Goethe’s. In 1818, four years later, Schopenhauer proved his genius when he wrote, The World as Will and Representation.”


  As the tone in its owner’s voice changed to monologue, the penis had issued a weak bile that dribbled from the comer of its mouth. Encarnicion positioned the cushion around his suffering member, and said to it in a warm voice, “Those were great days, when giants walked Europe. Schopenhauer knew them all, and called them friends - Schiller, Napoleon, Beethoven - but in his marvellous arrogance before his death he was still able to write, ‘I have lifted the veil of truth higher than any mortal before me. But I should like to see the man who could boast of a more miserable set of contemporaries than mine’.”


  He watched the penis on its cushion. Within seconds it had turned a blotched green. He recalled how, short moments ago, Shatterhand had disposed of a full breakfast bowl of shrimps in custard mayonnaise, gobbling them down in less than a minute. No wonder his penis looked distinctly queasy. In the past it had only developed these symptoms when it had eaten food off high tables, an occurrence Encarnicion had managed to avoid by the simple expediency of placing the food on the floor. Last night he had taken care to present Shatterhand’s food correctly on the plastic tray near the toilet. He had served its favourite dish -pineapple cottage cheese packed into a pig-skin, shaped in a leg of lamb. Shatterhand had eaten its fill and retired calmly to bed, sleeping soundly.


  In his enthusiasm, Encarnicion patted Old Shatterhand rather too heavily on the bone above its mouth, and the penis brought up another hiccup of white bile. A slight palsy obliged him to clutch the penis with his right hand. A film of grease had formed over Shatterhand’s veiny skin, making it hard for Encarnicion to grasp properly. After he had coaxed and calmed it, he put its knob-end on a cushion and bathed its extended length with ice water. He rinsed out its little mouth with Listerine.


  Over the last few weeks Old Shatterhand’s size had increased to a cumbersome seven feet. Although he himself felt no pull from the Moon, it was obvious that he could not stay in Manchester indefinitely.


  He looked wistfully at the bottles of strychnine, belladonna and morphine in the drug cabinet. These days he dared not touch narcotics. He returned to the book on his lap and began reading. “‘Genius is of about as much use in the mundane affairs of everyday life as an astral telescope is in a theatre...The work of genius may be music, philosophy, painting or poetry; it is nothing for use or profit. To be useless and unprofitable is one of the characteristics of the work of genius. It is their patent of nobility. All other human works exist only for the maintenance or relief of our existence’.”


  As a young man, mused Encarnicion, Schopenhauer was good looking. This was difficult to reconcile with the frontisportrait of him in The World as Will and Representation. He peered at the picture, attempting to see the boy beneath the skin of the archetypically stem old philosopher. Then he continued instructing a disinterested Shatterhand. “In his youth Schopenhauer was a regular visitor to prostitutes, a welcome client to the brothels of Europe. He extensively toured Belgium, France, Switzerland, Germany and England. He was fluent in three languages, and spoke English like a native. Heinrich Floris Schopenhauer, his father, took the London Times every day, telling his son that one could learn everything from the paper, so it should come as no surprise to us that for a time Schopenhauer lived in England.”


  He paused. His reading had brought him to the point which corresponded with his main reason for being in Manchester. Schopenhauer had lodged in a boarding school in Wimbledon. When his parents visited him he joined them on a tour of the North of England, but when they returned to Danzig he had remained in the North. He had lodged first in Stockport, a Manchester suburb, and later at a tavern in Manchester’s Oldham Street, off Piccadilly - presumably attracted by the libertines and renters who used that area.


  The young philosopher left behind him a number of original and unpublished manuscripts, written during his teens, which had passed from the ownership of the taverner into the estate of one Count Beckford. On the Count’s death in 1922, they had been bequeathed to the public, and placed in the collection of the Manchester Art and Literature Library.


  To the best of Encarnicion’s knowledge no Schopenhauer authority had taken the trouble to read these papers, or even knew about them.


  The Literature Library stood almost opposite Encarnicion’s hotel, on St. Peter’s Square. When he first heard of the existence of the manuscripts several years ago, he had immediately applied to read them, but had been told that to do so he would have to prove residency in Manchester for a statutory three months. He had come to Manchester at the first opportunity, and registered at the Midland in the summer. During his stay he had been interviewed twice by the library, and had managed to pass most of the remaining time waiting and sightseeing. There was still one more day to wait, butTie was becoming increasingly anxious. He did not know how much longer his penis, or for that matter he himself, could endure the wait.


  Shortly after arriving he had made a visit to the tavern where Schopenhauer had lodged. The Swan With Two Necks still stood in one of the oldest parts of the city centre. The pub once doubled as a boarding house, and while the bar-rooms downstairs had been modernised on several occasions, he was delighted to discover that the upper rooms still retained their Tanglewood beams and flaky decor. Schopenhauer’s room was designated with a plaque, and he had asked the landlord to rent the room to him for a night. Left on his own he was struck by the incongruity of Schopenhauer’s residency in such claustrophobic squalor, and he could only imagine that it was the sights outside the window which had inspired the great man’s imagination. Being present in the room was a tangible pleasure, and as dusk fell he had watched the character of Oldham Street change as the shoppers and city workers left for their homes in the suburbs and a gradual drift inwards began of prostitutes and lurkers, turning the area into a red-light district. It looked, he imagined, much the same in Schopenhauer’s day - a fairy-town glen, bathed in deviant enchantment.


  Then he had passed the time in idle exploration. Leaving the hotel in the sweet hours before dawn he drove his Mercedes to places like Boggart Hole Clough, and Heaton Park, where he had taken a small row boat on the lake. Shatterhand had drank the lake’s stagnant water and immediately come down with a temperature. They had stood together, Shatterhand wrapped warmly around his neck, on the rocky face of Alderly Edge, watching the sun rise over the green plain of Cheshire. On a windy day in August they had stood on the top of Rivington Pike. In Philip’s Park Cemetery he had taken off his clothes and swam in the narrow man-made stream. At the Blue John Mines, in the Peak District, he and Shatterhand had almost got stuck in a disused shaft.


  After uneventful nights Encarnicion regularly tuned-in to the local BBC Radio mainly to hear the ravings of his old colleague, Lord Horror. He was much amused by the ‘God Slot’, which Horror had created for Chief Appleton. The police chief reminded him of Goebbels. He had laughed out loud when Lord Horror had commented to Appleton, “I am always polite to Jews - I never call them Yids or Kikes. That’s insulting. But for all that, a Jew is a Jew”


  “Quite,” Appleton had become sudenly serious. “An anti-semite is someone who hates Jews more than he’s supposed to. Although I am a moral man, in my position I must retain a moral neutrality. I obey the letter of the Law, but how, is a matter of personal interpretation. I have sometimes been criticised for acting on my solid Christian principles. And if that is the price I must pay for being right, so be it. My wife is my love. My daughter is my future. My work is my best friend. One thing I will always stand firm on are Jews. They are garbage in the sea of life and I will not be content until nearly every last one is floating like trash in the same filthy waters and lending credibility by majority numbers to their nefarious deeds...err, we are talking about pornographers aren’t we?”


  At that point Encarnicion had turned off the radio. Without doubt, if he had any intention of returning to power, which he had not, Manchester would have been an ideal city from which to operate. But then, how could he go wrong with England in its present state of post-Empire flux? Manchester was now like prewar Berlin. In the old days he would have warmed effortlessly to the second capital. Now, it only reinforced Spengler’s theory.


  Another reason he had come to Manchester was Wittgenstein, who had been a disciple of Schopenhauer’s and who had regularly visited England throughout his life. Ludwig was born in Vienna in 1889, and at the age of nineteen had registered as a research student in aeronautics at Manchester University. The university was less than five minutes away from the hotel, along Oxford Road.


  “Wittgenstein did research on jet engines, which I always found a strange pursuit for the philosopher who founded Existentialism.” he continued. Old Shatterhand had recovered some of its normal colouring, and Encarnicion carelessly risked giving it another dose of enlightenment. “But then, Wittgenstein lived for much of his life on the exacting borders of mental illness, and he was constantly afraid of being driven across them. My theory is that he took to science and mathematics as a counterbalance to the more morbid tendencies of his mind...


  “...unlike ourselves, dear Shatterhand...” Encarnicion gave his member its favourite bubble pipe. Old Shatterhand always grew calmer when it blew bubbles. Its ferocious red mouth gripped the lip of the pipe and blew a series of brilliantly-hued bubbles which cascaded into the air. Presently, it seemed fully occupied, whistling from one side of its mouth and applying the other side to the pipe. Encarnicion reached out and plucked a bubble from the air, and when he unclenched his hand it was, of course, empty. “The great clarity of his major writings seemed to have a positive fear of obscurity and indefiniteness. Wittgenstein eventually took a chair of philosophy at Cambridge. Schopenhauer still influenced the philosopher and encouraged in him the same kind of romantic outlook he shared with Nietzsche...


  “Which reminds me,” Encarnicion kicked out at a bubble. “I can remember, as a young man, encountering a large volume that had just appeared on the bookstalls in Germany with the intriguing title The Decline of the West by Oswald Spengler. When I heard that he was a follower of both Nietszche and Schopenhauer, I made it my business to meet him.


  “When we eventually met, I perceived him to be a short-sighted man who had been a teacher of mathematics in Saarbrücken. He told me that teaching had so bored him he had sought to escape from his everyday surroundings by writing a book about politics. In the writing of it he had come across a copy of Gibbon’s Decline and Fall. After reading this he was so impressed that he began to re-shape and re-think his own book.


  “I soon found history repeating itself. Like me, he had been forced to live in a cheap, dirty room in a Munich slum. He ate his meagre meals in a workman’s cafe, returning to his single, unheated room at night. I had the greatest sympathy for him. All genius, I believe, must suffer bouts of poverty. It is the natural way. Without it we would be just complacent bourgeoisie.


  “Spengler, like Nietszche a quarter of a century before him, came through his baptism of neglect. During the arctic winter months he continued to write Decline of the West, handicapped by myopia and headaches. The lower parts of his body were wrapped in blankets, and he occasionally laid down his pen to warm his hands at a small oil lamp.


  “It was interesting to know that when Schopenhauer published World as Will almost exactly a century before Spengler, his incorrectly adjudged pessimism was then so unfashionable that it took him thirty years to become known. Yet Schopenhauer and Spengler are so similar in their attitude they could be called literary brothers. When Spengler first published his book, which had little in common with pre-War attitudes, he must have wondered if his fate would be the same as Schopenhauer’s. Thankfully, the War had brought changes, and his book became very successful. Spengler claimed to me that his book did for history what Newton’s theory did for mathematics.


  “Spengler called our modern age Faustian, and I think it significant that he chose to use the name of Goethe’s arch anti-hero to symbolise the West. But that was Spengler, forever quoting and crediting Goethe and Nietszche in terms of mankind’s history.


  “I find great solace in Spengler’s theory that there is no such thing as progress. Just as every generation of human beings is as stupid as the one before, so it is with civilisations. Like human beings, they’re born, grow to maturity, and die. There is no aim or point to it. It is just a biological process, like life itself.


  “To utter a comprehensive ‘No’, as Schopenhauer did in regard to what most people see as reality, and to look on extinction as nothingness as constituting a desirable goal, is a procedure which appeals to very few people. The vast majority of people who are caught in the veil of Maya, cling blindly to life.


  “For Schopenhauer, the world is a source of metaphysical evil, which constitutes the ‘inside’, so to speak, of the phenomenal, and a turning away from this world and life to nirvana is the only reasonable course of action. His critics ask whether a policy of turning away from life in asceticism and mortification is a desirable one. They judge his philosophy undesirable presumably because man is thought of as having a moral vocation in this world directed towards the development of a better society; which, I believe, of course, to be an untenable goal. They maintain that if the world and human history are ‘meaningless’ in the sense that they have no goal or end determined independently of human choice, then they maintain that man shows his peculiar dignity in striving after realisation of moral ideals in a meaningless world. ‘I think,’ says Pirandello, ‘that life is a very sad piece of buffoonery.’ Doesn’t that cover it all?


  “We act according to motives, says Schopenhauer in Principium Rationis Sufficientis Agenidi, which has four forms - Essendi (time and space), Fiendi (cause), Agendi (motive), and Cognoscendi (abstract reason) - and in all four forms necessity rules. So that we have mathematical necessity, physical necessity, moral necessity, and logical necessity. Schopenhauer held that a man acts by necessity, reacting to motives according to his innate character.


  “And what inner necessity motivated Wittgenstein to devour pulp fiction by the ton?” Encarnicion frowned. “After his death they found enough detective books to fill a library. Perhaps the real clue to Wittgenstein’s philosophy is there - in Domford Yates and Zane Grey - rather than in his own convoluted philosophical works. He left instructions that he should be buried with pictures of Betty Hutton and Carmen Miranda taped to the jacket of his funeral suit. They were his favourite female film stars.”


  Encarnicion sank his head into his open palms. “Carmen Miranda?! With her ridiculous pyramid hats of laden fruit! Hard to believe that a man who tries to push back our understanding was so low-brow. Possibly we shall never know the answer, Shatterhand,” he said, stroking his member through his trousers. “Or maybe, tomorrow, in Schopenhauer’s manuscripts, we will find a clue and fathom man’s capacity for the trivial.”


  He was still sitting with his head down some minutes later when he was interrupted by the ringing of his phone. He arose, and half-walked and half-dragged Old Shatterhand across the carpet. Before he reached the phone his penis, in its separate trouser leg, had got entangled in the wire, and it was some moments before he could take-up the receiver. The voice of the hotel lady receptionist spoke to him - “Senor Rossa, we have a message for you”.


  “Proceed,” he managed to say. He had trouble speaking because his false nose, disturbed by the phone, repeatedly slipped, blocking the mouthpiece.


  “The library have confirmed your appointment tomorrow, for ten o’clock.”


  He thanked her, and replaced the phone. He retired to the kitchen and plugged in the electric kettle. He spooned some Nescafe into a beaker, added hot water and a spoonful of Sucron, and stirred briskly. He placed Old Shatterhand over the ironing board while he made himself a salad sandwich. After he had finished, he settled down in the wicker armchair to eat, and lay Shatterhand on his out-stretched legs. The mouth of his member was just visible between the folds of his fawn trousers. Hopefully he would now be able to conclude his business in Manchester before the week was out, and before Old Shatterhand became the death of him.


  


  THE EVENING OF THE SAME DAY. The shadows in Porchfield Square, rich as black velvet under the moon, moved warily amongst the sycamore trees and lines of parked cars. Inside the flat, in a room airy and low, Ecker hummed a light aria as he worked. His skin was chalk-pale, his pigeon chest enfolded by a black shawl. He got up quietly, padded to the door, opened it, saw the cold drizzle night and buzzed with the chill of it. His face at the door seemed to butt against the night like a miniature steel fist.


  He returned to his chair and spread the razors out on the table before him. With his small, bony hand, he picked up one of the blades and dropped it into a tin of Brasso. Half-a-dozen strips of cloth cut from old dusters lay about him, each covered with the pink liquid. He stretched over the table and poured himself a cup of cream soda, laced it with brandy, and continued rubbing vigorously on the blades. Earlier, he had vacuumed the living room, clearing their used tea-time paper cups and plates down the flat’s disposal unit. The sound of his brother came from the kitchen. He could hear Meng cursing and cajoling a beef stew, intended for Lord Horror when he awoke.


  That morning they had both carried the Lord from the car into the warmth of the flat, and undressed him. He appeared to have been in a post-epileptic trance, and they had put him to bed without exchanging a word. Meng had awakened him at 8 pm with a cup of hot strong tea, and left the previous day’s papers on the dressing table. Horror insisted on reading The Observer and the Sunday Times at the first opportunity. Meng told him that he would be back shortly with a Spanish omelette -something light ‘that would shift the gut grout’ and clear the Lord’s thoughts.


  Horror had been reading for twenty minutes when the flat suddenly began to reverberate with his scream: “Jewish literary scum!”


  Ecker knew that this would be the one. In his present mood, he knew it was a mistake to give him the papers. It had been a bad week - Osborne, both Amis’s (just asking for trouble!), James, Fowles. The Observer had run three pages of Anthony Burgess’s autobiography. When Ecker read that Burgess had been brought up in Harpurhey and Cheetham Hill, he knew that that alone could set off a tantrum.


  Ecker had sang softly to himself: “There’s a worm at the bottom of the garden...and his name is Wiggily Woo.”


  He began slapping his knee on the beat with the palm of his hand.


  One...


  Two...


  Three...


  Four...


  “Arsesuckers!” Horror’s voice was a-phlegm. “I remember that fucking wee twat when he lived at seventeen Carisbrook Street. The cunt used to march up Rochdale Road to Albert Street school every morning looking a right fucking superior turd. We lived up the road at twenty-nine Church Lane. I watched him from my attic window overlooking the cemetery -the fucking biff-dick. Every Saturday we pissed ourselves at him and his old queen on their stall on Conran Street Market. Even then they were known for flogging cheap shit, no texture to it. Always knew he’d make a critic. All the middens stunk on Carisbrook Street - his worst of all! I lived there before him, but we moved up in the world...” Now Horror’s voice became sweet, ingratiating “...bettered ourselves, if you like. If I hadn’t got expelled from Mount Carmel I’d have wrote my fucking novels in Blackley. Yes sir, he’s no fucking linguist, no gift for semantics, nowt but a h’penny of hot air. Old man Mulligan told him that. So did Doc Murphy.” Horror’s voice began to rise up the scale again. “When the smog settled on Mary Street, and you could scarcely see a hand infront of your face, Burgess’s trail of piss up Factory Brew glistened like opals in a schwartze’s arse. All the Joyces lived near the Bottom Derby or around The Balmoral.” His voice reached a pitch of incoherence. “Even then, all the light cast by burning Jewboys in Borneo couldn’t extinguish Burgess’s conceit!”


  Meng had run and hidden in the pantry, while Ecker had continued to sit, quietly listening to the changing cadences of tone in Horror’s voice as it issued loud irrational whoops. Yodelling wildly, Horror had crashed through the flat, razors tight in his fists. Ecker watched him pass down the lobby with his hair heavily Brylcreemed, its crest fallen down in a lank cow’s lick over his forehead and sticking up in spikes on his crown. His complexion was yellow, and the skin of his face was rouged and ingrained with a sallow, waxy pallor. His teeth, revealed behind the gate of his lips, were green and fuzzy.


  As Horror hopped to the door, Ecker had sat po-faced beneath a sepia photograph of giraffes in the East African bush. He caught odd snatches of Horror’s garbled speech. Apparently the Lord was intent on getting some ‘hair of the dog’ and was going to ‘do the business’ in Cheetham Hill. Spittle dropped from his lips as he drew on his nearest three-piece suit and left. Ecker knew some unsuspecting Homburg-wearing Jew would pay the critic’s price tonight.


  Lord Horror had returned an hour later, moving his padded shoulders about - his inevitable response to emotional stimuli. His head and hands were caked with dried blood. Everything else about his body and clothes were spotless. How he had achieved it, Ecker could not imagine. Horror had walked steadily to his room, leaving silence throughout the flat.


  One look at the best-selling fiction and general books in England told Ecker what had really set him off. He had listened wearily many times to Horror’s rants against the literary clique of English reviewers who tended to ignore any book which failed to involve itself with their preconceived notions of the ‘modern novel’. When Horror was in a rare good humour, he would just shake his head sadly and laugh, in the knowledge that the English reviewers carried no weight in the international book market. Ecker suspected that Horror’s contempt for the entire English establishment resulted more from the savaging they had recently given his own successful American novel, Moonshine - ‘an adventure novel gone bad’ - than from the notion that the critics were all Jewish bigots. Ecker had smirked to himself. He and Meng chuckled for many an hour over the review clippings, especially over the TLS review which had described Horror’s book as being ‘dismally illiterate, displaying no grasp of syntax’. The review had gone on to say that the author displayed a tin ear for language.


  Ecker ran his fingers along the edge of the razor he was holding; it felt sharp. He wiped off the last of the polish. Outside, rain continued unabated. It had the same resonance as Auschwitz rain falling on the dirt compound. He lifted his head to hear its muted fall on the gravel around the flat. It had been raining that day when he first sighted Dr. Mengele.


  Purchasing agents from Germany had found Meng and Ecker in a soap factory in Brunswick. The actual origins of the twins were obscure. Before Brunswick they had been exhibited in a travelling freakshow from England. Mutant twins, they had been joined at the hip since birth. The German authorities had disbanded the show on moral grounds, and the twins had been forced to find work. The agents, knowing Mengele’s predilection for deformities, had shipped the brothers to Auschwitz Birkenau. They had arrived in a train overburdened with Romanian Jews. Their first sight of Auschwitz’s umber flames against the swollen background of sky had left them weak. The guards had emptied the trains of their human cargo, one line to the left, one to the right, leaving Meng and Ecker and a solitary guard alone in the compound. Locked in each other’s arms they stood for hours in the mud compound, almost oblivious of the constant rain.


  Mengele arrived as dusk threatened to black-out the camp. He marched out of the haze and drizzle, his black-and-gold coat flapping around his booted legs. The mud seemed no deterrent, and he floated across to them on the groundswell of swirling waters as though he was a machine subject to no earthly biology. When he came closer to them Ecker had been able to distinguish that behind the bland features lay a man disconnected and remote from humanity’s spill.


  The Doctor collected people with physical deformities as others collected postage stamps or coins. He had used many of them for genetic experiments, but for special oddities such as Meng and Ecker, Mengele had a genuine interest. He sometimes kept his favourites in special enclosures, and treated them gently. After conducting experiments on them, if they remained alive, he would lose interest in them. Once Mengele separated the twins, he had left them alone.


  Meng and Ecker had been living in one of the outer camps when they had suddenly been transferred to the Plantation. The guards referred to this area, with dark humour, as ‘the Mutation’. It had become the depositing ground for Mengele’s genetic freaks as well as for the normal refugees. Here, in a series of experiments bizarre even by Mengele’s standards, the Doctor had succeeded in mating the camp’s prostitutes with the alsatian dogs - the Miradors - used by the guards, and had produced a virulent species of dog-boys; a malign Joy Division. For some reason the dog sperm would not produce female offspring. Girl children were inevitably born with their foetal limbs floating disconnectedly in a glutinous, swirling, soft pumis which the starving camp prisoners immediately ate.


  When Ecker had first arrived in the camp there had been over fifty dog-boys, running in packs of six or more. All dog-boys had a fine pelt of hair, brown or light-grey. Most had patches of pink skin showing through their downs. Their speech was limited to two-syllable words which they expressed in low, gutteral tones. Although only two or three years old they had already reached the strength and maturity of young adult humans.


  During the daylight the dog-boys loped around the camp doing their best to walk upright, but mostly they walked on all-fours. Their broad shoulders, thick torsos, and long arms ending in sharp claws, provided a top-weight too heavy for their squat legs to support. After attempting to walk upright, they rolled over onto the mud and commenced a fiendish howling, and then turned on the human prisoners. The inmates were usually too weak from malnutrition to resist, and the mutants would tear at their bodies, dragging them around the camp and cracking their puny bones. Ecker noticed that the dog-boys usually picked on the weakest inmates. When one of them had tried it on Meng, the twin had just ripped the shit out of it with two coarse daggers and hung its carcass above the door to their hutch. After that they had never been bothered by the dog-boys again.


  During the night the dog-boys had sat up howling, losing all pretence of humanity. Throughout the summer nights they roamed the camps, pawing at the wooden hutches, which stayed barred to them, inside which, suffering from malaria, leprosy, dysentery and other illnesses, the prisoners lay inert. Only Meng and Ecker and the Sondercommandos had kept relatively healthy, and in the mornings Meng would jump down and start to grub around the base of the hutches. There he would find clumps of earth piled into mounds where the dog-boys had buried their night victims. He would disperse the bones, cans, and whatever else the dog-boys had found. Occasionally, in the loose earth, in the gloom, Meng would be halted by the sight of a white hand, or a leering head, visibly sticking out from the soil.


  Meng had taken it upon himself to set about the mounds each morning with a shovel, unearthing the dead and throwing them into the camp ovens. Only then would he allow in the Scheissekommandos (Shit Squads) to remove what remained. When the winter cold froze the ground, the dog-boys stayed in their barracks.


  The guards (Hundestaffel) found dog-boys a nuisance, more so as the breeds grew in number and seemed resistant to Auschwitz’s bacteria. They possessed little of the discipline of their fathers, and it was impossible to train them. Eventually, when one of the snub-nosed brutes raped a guard’s wife, the guards turned their guns on them, ridding the camp completely of their presence - an action Ecker thought illogical. For their own sport the guards had encouraged the dog-boys to rape prostitutes - and sometimes the dog-boys had inadvertently raped their own mothers. How could they be expected to know the difference between the women? It had taken months before the camp was finally free of their canine smell.


  Mengele experimented with undiminished fervour on all nationalities. While Jews did not seem to elicit more attention than the average inmate, black people sent Mengele haywire; very few Jews were black. The blacks were a rarity in Auschwitz. Other camps in the Reich were scoured for blacks by the top command, who were quick to send them to Mengele. They were rushed by the Doctor straight into his surgery where, agitatedly, he would begin cutting and swabbing.


  His obsession was with grafting white limbs onto black bodies. He kept a freezerful of arms, hands, genitals and legs for such purposes. Before injecting the blacks with a mild anaesthetic he would flash a full row of white teeth - a melodramatic gesture he rightly imagined struck fear into them. He never used enough drug to knock them out completely, but the anaesthetic left them misty eyed and distant, with their muscles paralysed so that they could not move or speak. He would then deftly remove a black leg and substitute two white legs, or graft four extra white arms onto a black back and sides. Mengele, Ecker thought, in his madness expected the white limbs to grow and replace the black ones. It seemed as though he was attempting to give the black bodies the opportunity to shake-off their original skins in favour of white ones. He supposed that Mengele was just doing what he thought was best, for the doctor seemed genuinely surprised when the fresh grafts refused to take and the patients died.


  Lord Horror had tried duplicating Mengele’s achievements in Burma by tacking gentile anatomical characteristics onto Jews. He had hoped to arrest the natural traits of the Jew, but he had been less successful even than Mengele. Most of the Jews died on the operating table from fright after they realised what Horror intended to do to them. When Horror tried to mate one of the local Burmese dogs with the camp’s Jewesses, the conjunctions produced nothing.


  Ecker heard Meng emerging from the kitchen. When his brother opened the living room door he noticed that his hand was clasped around a bacon whip-cream muffin, and he knew he was in an expansive mood. Gravy stains covered his Royal Airforce officer’s jacket, and grease was smeared on the Pour le Merité around his neck. Across his ample chest gravy dulled the glisten of the Lion of Zähringen With Swords and the Karl Friedrich Order. Lemon curd covered the Hohenzollern Order Third Class With Swords and the Iron Cross (First Class).


  Hitching up his gingham dress, Meng eased himself into the couch facing Ecker and rubbed his hands infront of the gas fire. “Bloody cold,” he said, and took a huge bite out of the muffin. Whipped cream mingled with the gravy stains. He bunched-up his purple cami-knickers underneath his stiff girdle. The hair on his legs pushed through the holes of his torn nylons. Ecker noticed that one of the stilettos on his Dorothy Perkins was hanging half-off. His brother stuffed more of the muffin into his mouth. “Heard a good one today.” His bosom heaved. Without waiting for Ecker’s response he went on, between mouthfuls: “This nigger, walking from Victoria Station up to Piccadilly...they never do run that bleeding inter-bus when you need it, do they?...and he gets taken terribly short coming up Market Street. The sambo wants everything except a shave and a shoe-shine, you know? But somehow, he manages to keep going till he gets to the lavies on Piccadilly Gardens. And he’s down those stairs at a canter, I’m telling you, trying all the doors.


  “The third stall is open, and the nigger’s in, trousers down, and he lets the fucking lot go, and waves of relief are soothing him. But he gets the idea that something’s wrong when he looks down between his legs and sees this pair of knees.


  “‘Great googily moogily’, he says, turning round to the nigger already sitting there. ‘Freaky deaky! Ah’s most terribly sorry, Boss.’


  “‘Dats alright...’ says the nigger underneath.


  “‘You see’, says the nigger on top, ‘the door was open...the lock was missing...was absolutely desperate, on last legs...you knows how it is...’


  “‘I knows,’ says the nigger underneath calmly, ‘but don’t worry, ahs managed to whip your trousers back up in time!’”


  As he finished, Meng almost choked on the last of his muffin. He fell forward, spitting the bacon rind into the fire. “Shit!” he spluttered. He toppled onto the floor and began crawling on his hands and knees to the old Cosser television. With a pudgy hand he twirled the sound knob. “My favourite programme,” he shrilled. “Amos and Andy.” He dragged himself back to the couch and settled down, wrapping his legs underneath his bulk. “I’d eat a yard of shit to be on this.” A broad smile broke all over Meng’s features. “Marvellous, never miss it.” He patted his swollen stomach, and snuffled, puffing out his pug nostrils.


  “That’s fine,” said Ecker. “I see you’ve got your priorities right. What about Hitler? If he leaves before His Nibs has a chance to corner him, you know who he’ll hold responsible.”


  Meng glanced at him. His false eye-lashes danced before him with spidery grace. “I have been assured by my colleague at the Midland that he’s been here three months and shows no sign of leaving.”


  “Fair enough,” replied Ecker. “I hope for your sake he’s right.”


  “He wouldn’t bullshit me,” Meng growled. But, as usual, Ecker had succeeded in undermining his confidence, and he pursed his fat lips. For the rest of the evening he glared disinterestedly at the television, imagining he could hear the distant rumble of Lord Horror’s malign snores.


  


  HORROR HAD CREPT THROUGH THE WARREN of entries and back yards that lay behind the front promenade of Cheetham Hill Road. With the large Victorian houses looming above him he stepped moodily through the silent streets. He followed a route which he knew was used by Jews on their nightly pilgrimage to Strangeways. The Jews took the terraced back streets of Cheetham Hill to the prison and positioned themselves along the gaol’s north wall - known locally as ‘The Wailing Wall’. The grim gaol housed a small number of fanatical Jewish dissidents who were opposed to the State and its judiciary. Even in the winter months, relatives of the imprisoned Jews kept a nightly vigil. Many of them slept beneath the dark wall, lying in the cold mud of the dirt croft, where Horror knew the night’s pickings would be richest.


  He made his way to a sprawling Baker’s yard on the edge of the croft. Between the bakery’s gate and the croft lay a cobbled street. His bleak head swivelled gloomily above his shoulders as he loped infront of the huge iron bakery ovens. From out of the night he could hear the distressed Jews, their voices rising and falling in the wind. He gripped the razors in his white, bunched fists, halted at the yard gate and waited there.


  Before long he heard the dull padding footsteps of an approaching Jew. In his clawed hands his razors felt as heavy as children’s heads. In the fullness of the half-moon he lifted them up and looked at them. They twinkled in the light, and for a moment he thought he held the severed heads of Meng and Ecker. The Jew passed directly by him, and he slipped quietly into the street after him.


  A few yards ahead he could see the swaggering Jew, who was large and obese. He was young. That, Horror could tell from the confident spring of his step. But youth held no terror for him.


  The cold drizzle drummed forlornly on Horror’s back as he bent double and snaked his hips flexuously in a side-to-side motion. His body was a galaxy traversed by lightning waves, swept by eruptions, convulsed by tensions, erections, shiverings. He glided the razors in the free air, and held them poised beneath his chin...


  


  ...And less than two thousand feet above Lord Horror, the noise of its helium gasses covered by the rush of wind and the night’s grey clouds, the Kraft Durch Freude began its descent. It flew low over the suburbs, dragging its anchors loose beneath its larval bows, in preparation for its landing on the tropical roof arborium of Kendal Milne’s skyscraper department store. From the airship, Ozone was watching Lord Horror through the ship’s onoscope...


  


  ...Horror increased his pace into a brief run, and then jumped, legs first, high into the air. He wrapped his legs intimately around the Jew’s fat neck. Snapping them tight, he hoisted himself up on the man’s shoulders until he was perched several feet above him. With his knees firmly gripping the man’s head, Horror bent down over him and stared upsidedown into the man’s shouting face. Horror would have none of it. “Earwiggo!” He smacked his lips, and turned his mouth into a swelling grin. He pressed the razors to the Jew’s lips and growled, “You cocksucking fuck! Smack on the Cincinnati Fireball!” Casually, he brought one of the razors round and sliced the Jew, driving the blade through his soft skin. The Jew’s nostrils flared open, just like a running horse. As he brought his tongue out in surprise, Lord Horror stuck his other razor through its mottled flesh, pinning it to the man’s chin. Then he thrust his free razor down the Jew’s bubbling throat, grinding the blade through his windpipe and straight out through his neck, peeling and rolling back the skin as easily as unfolding petals on a monstrous orchid.


  Horror reared back up and slipped the bloodied razors carefully into his own mouth and sucked them, sliding his thick tongue over and over the keen blades. Stretching his pop-eyes, Horror pulled the blades free from his mouth and jumped from the man’s shoulders, landing solidly infront of him. He turned around and heaved his frame upwards, catching the Jew in mid-fall.He ran his twin razors up the full length of the man’s exposed chest, completely parting the neck and splitting the anguished face. The Jew finally collapsed, and amongst the infra-sound of roaring blood Horror dipped his head into the open chest, laying still for a while in the soft ooze within. He snuffled, swallowing a mouthful of the blood. Edging further inside the gash he gripped one of the man’s organs, knotted with veins, between his horse teeth and tore it away. He stood up, letting the organ trail in the wind, and then dashed it against the back window of a terraced house, where it clung like a piece of red afterbirth on a glass slide...


  


  ...“Shadow Theatre,” pronounced Prince Roulette, leaning heavily against Ozone as the ship rolled across an air pocket.


  “Pardon, Monsieur?” the pigmy turned his face to the black prince.


  Roulette indicated the screen of the onoscope, where the corpuscular form of Lord Horror flickered. “He’s what we used to call a shape changer, always a central character in shadow theatre. In my youth, shadow theatre reached its height in the cafes and cabarets around the Butte Montemarte. Many’s the evening I’ve watched theatre grande Guignol. During a shadow theatre performance a Bonimenteur would provide a running commentary to accompany the action.” Prince Roulette shook his long grey locks over his ermine cape. He looked at his silver wrist-watch. “About this time of night a group of us, including Degas, Manet, and other artists, would leave the sedate marble tables of La Nouvelle Athenes and make our way across the street to the more boisterous atmosphere of the Cafe du Rat Mort where the vegetable smell of absynthe hung thick in the air.”


  They both looked at the dim screen where they could now see Lord Horror waiting for the bus on Cheetham Hill Road. He had a Balaclava pulled down over his shifty head, with just a narrow slit to see through, and a pair of woollen mittens drawn snugly over his hands. His body shrank under a threadbare mack. He was joined by a group of youths eating Kentucky Fried Chicken from boxes. He leaned against the bus stop, apparently lost to the world.


  Roulette shrugged, dismissing the mad lord temporarily from his thoughts. He continued speaking. “At nights, the Cafe du Rat Mort was a symbol of gaiety and Bohemian life, bursting with artistic and literary activity. It was the capital of the arts, and one of the intellectual centres of Paris. Artists would paint the wall, or hang their pictures there. Many artists owed their popularity to these new galleries. Private art galleries as we know them today hardly existed. The few that did, operated a closed shop and only catered for academic painters. At any one month of the year you could see Lautrec, Van Gogh, and others, in the cafes of the Montmarte.


  “I can recall Degas, who was as black as serpent oil, standing with a glass of absinthe as green as parrot feathers. He was balanced precariously on a chair, holding his glass high. ‘Drink, and choke the parrot!’ he kept repeating, in a dry giggle. ‘He’s a sly dog!’ he used to say, pointing to Manet. This particular evening Manet wanted to go to the Congress, who were discussing arts at the Ecole des Beaux-Arts. He was determined to go there, stand up and make a speech that would overthrow the governors. Pissaro, who was listening, looked vaguely worried. But Degas, like a wise nestor, brought him down to earth. ‘You’re a sly old Modernistic dog!’ he cried, throwing the glass and its contents over Manet. ‘Drink to the Green Revolution!’ he shouted.”


  Roulette dropped into the seat next to Ozone. He sucked his jaw and sighed.


  “The Cafe du Rat Mort was to us a composite picture of all public places in that strange, extravagant yet lucid land we called Montmarte.”


  “He’s got balls, sure enough!” remarked Ozone, ignoring Roulette’s train of thought and returning to the subject of Lord Horror. “He’s the only person I’ve seen in England that’s in the running. We’ve been here a week already and I can tell you, until tonight, I’d begun to think English iconoclasm had been relegated to history. Rightly channelled, that lord could single-handedly resurrect the Empire. The rest of them seem to be in a state of catatonia, living, or rather not living, in an illusory democracy.” The pigmy gestured toward the approaching watch-tower of Strangeways Prison. “There’s the cream of England’s manhood, imprisoned by the State.” He turned away in disgust. “And they wonder why...” he continued, with his back to Roulette, “...they’re a third rate banana republic. I don’t mind telling you that the quicker we’re out of here...do you know, there are more political, moral and innocent prisoners in British prisons than in Argentina’s and Turkey’s together?”


  “We’re all agreed that She’s never been in worse shape,” said Ozymandias, grinning like a possum eating a sweet potato. “England,” Ozone said decisively, “sucks.”


  The ship flew on. Because of dense night air-traffic, it took over an hour to cover the last mile into the city centre. Ozymandias turned the iron deck wheel slowly, pushing the Kraft Durch Freude to the right of Manchester’s Cathedral on lower Deansgate. Cruising over the dual-carriageway he held the ship on a steady course until he reached Kendal Milne’s. Then he dropped the anchor bolts, roughly aligning the airship fifty feet above the store where it hovered in the flickering spotlights erected on the roof.


  Ozone, his fine yellow hair tied in bangs, and his gloved fingers gripping one of the airship’s painters, swung to the side of a toiling niggeroid. “Hold that rigging,” he instructed. He secured the painter quickly to the bolt rigging and left the niggeroid free to hammer home the bolt with a strong iron mallet.


  A rush of steam boiled up from the deck chimneys. It was followed rapidly by a cauldron of ash that zig-zagged through the niggeroids working on the open top deck. Despite this sudden heat, the nigger androids held their steel frames immovable. When Ozymandias dropped the rope ladder they clambered down rapidly and secured the airship firmly to the roof of the building below.


  Prince Roulette could not help being impressed by the light dexterity of the airship. He stood near the deck chronometer, and pulled up his coarse fur hood to shade his eyes from the arc-lights strapped to the niggeroids’ foreheads. He felt the ship tilt. Its hot cinders touched his face on their way into the night. He walked to the air-rail, and the whore Manchester spread herself before him.


  His eyes followed the track of street lights along the narrow canyon of Deansgate below. A block to his left, the lights blazed brightly around Albert Square, illuminating the Town Hall clock tower. The building was festooned with Christmas lights, lanterns, luminous reindeers and lasers. The remains of a single red-and-white leg hung Daliesquely half-way down the tower, swaying about in the cold night air. He stared at it incredulously.


  “Father Christmas’s leg?” Ozone hazarded a guess. “Where’s the rest of him?”


  “Perhaps that’s all Manchester can afford?” murmured Roulette. “Or perhaps it’s an improvement,” he commented charitably. “I wonder whether it’s been erected by people with a surreal perspective on Christmas?” he laughed gloomily. “In London they’d have got someone like Gerald Scarfe to design a tableau properly.”


  “This is a backward area,” agreed Ozone, stretching his gloved hand down the rail. “Ozymandias told me earlier that the only people he intended bringing aboard are representatives of Moss Side and Toxteth - Jamaicans and West Indians, and whites only if they’re Jock Tamson’s bairns. If they’re our own people, in other words. He’s warned the authorities that if anyone else tries to board us, in particular the police, he will be forced to demolish cities as far as the eye can see, and then some.”


  “Is he expecting them to Voodoo Hitler to us?” asked Roulette.


  “This industrial slop ain’t Voodoo,” said Ozone, preparing to leave the airship. Bon Ton Roulette swung past him, gripping the rope ladder firmly with his monkey foot. He shimmied downwards, jumping the last few yards onto the stone floor. Seconds later. Ozone followed him, landing barefoot on the artificial lawn. The pygmy worked his mouth. “They have no conception of negritude.”


  Prince Roulette laughed, and hoisted Ozone into the air. He deposited him on his broad shoulders. The Manchester night blew cold around them.


  “Surprisingly, that’s untrue,” said Roulette. “This may be a backwater in most respects, but we’re told they are very receptive to the Voodoo surrealism of Little Richard, Larry Williams, Domino, Spellman, Huey, Longhair, Art and Jessie - all our down-home boys from New Orleans are apparently well known here.”


  “Never!” replied Ozone dismissively, peeling an orange. “That was all going down years ago. They’re all dead and gone. Finished.”


  “Up here they’re not,” said Roulette fiercely, twirling his thick finger into the side of his forehead. “They’re no more dead than Hitler.”


  Ozone remained silent, and hopped from the prince’s shoulders.


  Low northern cloud crept through the plastic palms that swayed incongruously on the rooftop.


  “We’ve already noticed that someone in this town has a surrealistic sense of humour...” Roulette continued “and Surrealism ain’t nothing but Voodoo updated.” Roulette began walking. “Although it was born in France and poetically manifested in the French language, our travels have informed us of the fact that Surrealism is not the sole prerogative of the French. It is an international movement.” Roulette clenched his teeth, and peered across at Ozone from beneath tangled brows. He let his nostrils flare and expel smouldering, ochre steam. “If Surrealism’s alive here in Manchester, so is Hitler. You can guarantee it.” He fell deliberately on his back on the artificial lawn, stretching out and folding his hands behind his head. He pulled air into his lungs. “Surrealism, with its beauty and freedom, mystery and madness, its liberty and magic without chains or labels...in Hitler’s wake the osmosis of Surrealism could well be carried here on Voodoo winds from Lake Pontchartrain and up from the heart of New Orleans.”


  “Hitler, that dance-master of hallucinogenic pulp,” growled Ozone with conciliatory aggression. “He was a solid seller.”


  “That’s right.” Roulette pulled an arm free and pumped it in the air. On the airship’s top deck a hundred feet above them, Ozymandias smacked his pink lips and prepared to shout down to them. Before he could speak however, a dull, heavy booming sound rose from the lower deck. It became steadily louder, reverberating through the Kraft Durch Freude. The airship’s immense weight sank lower in the night.


  Ozymandias shifted his gaze from the rooftop garden to the main deck hatch. At that moment the hatch was thrown back, and a horde of niggeroids began to clamber onto the deck, dipping and bending their glistening torsos.


  He jumped from behind his iron wheel and strode out amongst them. “Yo shines!” he shouted to a group of Creoles. “Bring the encasements, sharp now!”


  Six coffins were dragged into the lights and left there. Ozymandias thrust up his jewelled hand. “Yo shines, back!” And the human crew fell back.


  He clenched his fist and raised it. “Forward niggers and blow!” He stepped to the side, and the niggers of steel came forward almost in unison, their internal gears grinding a shrill cadence.


  The leader of the niggeroids, green mold from the engine room growing in the joints of its legs, tripped and fell, and without sentiment it was ground into the deck by the steel feet of the horde.


  A shrilling blonde niggeroid reached the nearmost coffin. Its red eyes spurted oil. It flung back the velvet-lined lid and lifted out- a single black skin. Sluiced in bone marrow, the skin shook on the niggeroid’s arm, thin as a ghost.


  One after another, the niggeroids repeated this act, pulling out more skins from the casements. Then they sat cross-legged on the deck, inserting the loose skins between their metal jaws, and began blowing into them.


  


  AT 8 A.M. ON TUESDAY, LORD HORROR awoke to the news that he had been awarded the Order of the M.B.E. The BBC Radio announcer read a brief, impartial statement made from the Prime Minister’s list, which had been broadcast earlier by the Queen. Almost immediately, well-wishers and telegrams began to arrive at the Porchfield flat.


  Granada Television rang to ask if they could interview him. Could they send a film crew over immediately? After agreeing the fee, Horror consented. He phoned his employers at the BBC to say he would be making a statement on his one o’clock radio show.


  News reporters milled around outside the front door, and Meng was forced to leave by the disposal unit to attend to business at the Meng and Ecker Tearooms on Deansgate. He expected to be back shortly.


  Horror had no time during the morning to quiz Meng more directly about Hitler. To be on the safe side, the twin had phoned his informer at the Midland first thing and had been told that Senor Rossa had made no plans for the day other than a single ten o’clock morning appointment. With news of the Award and the full attention of the nation’s media on him, Lord Horror was unable to call on Rossa to make an appointment of his own.


  Irritably, he roamed the flat, preparing for his speech. He decided that the quicker he met the press, the better. Playing hard to get would only prolong their attention. He instructed Ecker to let them in - one group every fifteen minutes - after which he would retire to collect his thoughts.


  By 12.15, he had finished. The newsmen departed. Out of earshot of the television technicians who were still packing away their equipment, he phoned Police Chief Appleton.


  “John, old man, have you heard the news?”


  Appleton replied that he had, and congratulated him.


  “Fine,” said Horror. “It’s come earlier than I expected. This could turn out to be very much to your advantage. We cannot afford to let this opportunity pass. What I propose is this, that you come on my programme this afternoon and make clear the connection between this award and our law and order stance.


  “Politically speaking, it could swing extra votes behind your policy and influence your standing with the Police Watchdog Committee. You can imagine what the Evening News intends to do with this story - full front page, they tell me. I know they are already in our pockets, which is why I’ve just given them a very positive, hard-hitting interview. What I said to them, in effect, is that if we can give you the greater powers you obviously need, the scum Jews will soon be swept from the streets of Manchester.”


  “Quite,” agreed Appleton, “although I’m just as much concerned with cleaning away pornographers, ethnic minorities, non-churchgoers and left-wingers from the city.”


  “There you go,” intoned Horror. “You can say that within the context of our interview today.”


  “I can see that”, Appleton said in his clean, everyman accent.


  “Of course you can, you old devil. You’re as bad as I am!” Horror laughed. He could imagine the police chief, at this very moment, was ruffling his hands through the brown, crinkly hairs of his full beard - a quirky unconscious habit he adopted when he was much taken by events that promised enactments on moral issues. “Shall we say two-thirty?” he pressed. “I’ve been told that the show has to be extended past its usual 3 p.m. finish, so you should get a clear half-hour on the air. And there’s a piss-up afterwards on account of the award.”


  “I will be there, Herr Horror. Thank you.” Appleton put down his phone.


  “Splendid man,” Lord Horror said.


  


  IN HIS BATHROOM Encarnicion Rossa was struggling again with his own reflection. He had taken to the habit of shaving with depilatory wax, which was proving a painful and lengthy process. During the night he had removed most of the original cork and wax from his false nose, and Shatterhand had wolfed down what remained of it with a slice of Gorgonzola.


  Encarnicion left the mirror clean-shaven apart from his moustache, then, gingerly holding Old Shatterhand in his arms, stepped naked into a turquoise, swan-shaped Habitat bath-tub. The tub had a wide surround of chip-glass and ceramic tile from which a dozen miniature fountains spouted water, surrounding him with their cascades. The water frothed a clear soda-blue as he lay floating in it.


  He released Old Shatterhand, who rested languidly alongside him for a while before going directly under the water. In a moment of rare intimacy it began gently scratching his back. His member began nipping him, and tiny indentures made by its teeth brought on a calculated ecstasy. Soon, it had completed a patch-work of pain that goose-bumped Encamicion’s skin, producing a luxurious, sensuous feeling. He felt Old Shatterhand stiffening.


  “You old woman!” He laughed good-naturedly. “You’re not pulling a bone-home on me, are you?” He hit out at his member with a hair-brush and caught the exposed base of its shaft. The nefertiti-styled corfu of his pubic hair swayed in the ripples. The plastic brush spikes brought up a red welt on


  Shatterhand’s semi-stiff length, and his member lay still again. Its mouth, just above the water, was set in a thin disapproving line. “I’ll put a diaper muzzle on you if you persist,” Encarnicion added, patting its head.


  “Remember our agreement? Sublimity, not fornication.”


  He relaxed back, and stared at the ceiling. He stretched out his arms, but was unable to touch the sides of the bath. He knew that the heat of the water, luke-warm by most people’s standards, was still sufficient to boil the blood of Shatterhand.


  He peered down at his body, which was now only partly visible in the rising scud of blue froth. The heat was swelling his ball-sacks. They had puffed-up unhealthily, and were begining to lie like bloated white mushrooms on the water. They reminded him of anaemic flaps of dough. In the liquid valley of his sacks, fronds of blue veins floated above stalks of green mercury. On the corpse-white of their surface their pores opened and closed, blowing clouds of yellow vapour upwards into the air. The potent sulphide aroma forced Encarnicion to gag, and wiped the expression of serendipity from his face. Old Shatterhand ran his tongue out through the scud, tasting the smell, then slipped quietly away, nosing its mouth dreamily beneath Encarnicion’s floating body.


  Twenty minutes later, feeling clean and refreshed, Encarnicion stepped from the bath and went beneath the shower. Using Head-and-Shoulders shampoo, he washed his hair and then blew it with a hand-held electric drier.


  He allowed Old Shatterhand to drag languidly along the bath mats as he moved toward the dresser, then lifted the penis from the wet floor. “Time for our appointment,” he said. He folded Shatterhand over his arm and realised what a weight his member had become. “We’re not going to have any trouble, are we?” he asked it. Shatterhand seemed to shrug its dripping length disinterestedly. Encarnicion stared at its bellicose mouth with mild exasperation. He bent over it and began to fasten it to his right leg, binding it with lace cord. He had managed to thread a few loops around it when it wriggled free, flopping back onto the tiled floor. “I see!” Encarnicion shook the lace cord still attached to the top of his bare leg. “Then I shall have to have your co-operation the hard way.” He reached out his hand to grab the penis, but it twisted away deftly. It opened its mouth wide and gave Encarnicion a peevish nip on the shin; then it attempted to slither down the jacuzzi. Encarnicion stepped quickly backwards, causing Shatterhand to fall on the tiles instead, then he managed to pin it under a wet foot.


  Bending down, he grasped his trapped penis above its snapping mouth, hauled it up, and slammed it hard against the patterned tiles of the bathroom walls. He followed through with two swift rabbit punches on its mouth. “Why do we always have to do things the hard way?” Encarnicion asked it, panting. He pulled back his hand and noticed four tiny teeth embedded in the edge of his palm. “I’m taking no pleasure from this. We both know that we cannot leave the hotel with you waving about like a giant daisy-stalk.” His exasperation grew. “Just for once, be reasonable! When we are alone, inside the library, I’ll set you free.” Without a further word he wound his stunned member around his bare leg and attached it firmly with the cord.


  Encarnicion then dressed himself in a brown, full-length kaftan. He pulled-on a pair of matching brown boots, and pressed the dazed and bleeding mouth of Old Shatterhand inside them.


  He combed his hair into a side-slick, then stood infront of the wall mirror. He decided that the kaftan made him look obese, but it served its purpose, hiding the outlandish form beneath.


  For an hour he practised walking from room to room. Satisfied that he could keep his balance, he gathered up his brief-case then locked the hotel room and walked carefully to the lift.


  On the way down, Shatterhand gave one last brief struggle to escape from his boot, but Encarnicion slammed the side of his leg against the wall of the lift, compressing his penis inside the leather. He lifted his kaftan and looked with irritation at his member. He remembered recently falling over it in the Midland’s five-star French restaurant, spilling wine over one of the diners. The diner had called him a clumsy dick-head. He had to ask a waiter to explain to him what the term meant. He thought now of the phrase, as the thick blood swirled beneath Shatterhand’s taut skin.


  From the lift to the main doors, took a brief walk. Once down the three steps leading from the hotel, he was in the open city.


  The cold damp air had imprisoned the morning mist within the square. At 10 a.m. - the time he had chosen to navigate his outlandish figure through the daytime bustle - St. Peter’s Square was at its least crowded. In the evening, from his window, Encarnicion had often watched the traffic rack-up around the square and along Peter Street. The vehicles regularly filled both lanes to capacity as far as Deansgate, and the idea of making a safe crossing to the library had alarmed him.


  At the traffic lights he walked slowly across the street, without drawing undue attention to himself. He shuffled the remaining distance to the side entrance of the big reference library with its distinctive circular architecture.


  Inside the library, the walls and floors had been decorated with green tiles, and his boots echoed on them as he walked to the lift shafts. He had often noticed how public buildings in England were almost indistinguishable from their toilets.


  The hall was conveniently empty, and he was soon riding the lift to the fourth floor. Once there, he stopped an official who wearily directed him to the Philosophy Department. Traversing endless corridors he eventually came to a tiny reception area containing a counter and a single chair. A sign asked visitors to ring for attention. He touched the button lightly. When he received no response he was on the verge of pressing it again when a thin man suddenly appeared.


  “Well?” the man demanded. Encarnicion announced himself, resting his briefcase on the counter. “I have a ten o’clock appointment.” He withdrew his letter of confirmation. The thin man read the letter, and lifted up the hinged counter top. “This way,” his tone softened. “The Custodian is expecting you.”


  With difficulty, Encarnicion squeezed sideways through the gap and followed the official. The man led him to a small room, and left him there.


  He was waiting, when a door opened, and a second, older man, appeared. “Sorry to keep you, Senor Rossa. One can’t be too careful in these matters. Please follow.”


  The old Custodian walked with painful steps. Plainly he suffered from gout, or rheumatism. Many old people in the north were afflicted with disabilities relating to either diet or climate. The single most disturbing sight Encarnicion had witnessed in recent years had occurred when a coachful of old-age pensioners from Oldham, celebrating the end of a whooping-cough epidemic, had booked into the Midland. He had been caught up in their arrival, and was kept waiting while group after group of the pensioners entered the lifts. All of them had rickets so consequently, with their bow-legs, they were unable to fit more than four of themselves into a lift at a time. The large milling queue of people and baggages had exasperated him. His own disability had exhausted his compassion and he had complained angrily to the manager.


  The Custodian led him beneath a marble awning down a narrow corridor. “Not often that we receive a booking for this room. Not nowadays. I’ve brought the manuscripts in for you.” He managed a wheezy chuckle. Encarnicion shuffled behind him and entered a claustrophobically small reading room. “On the table.” The Custodian paused for breath, leaving just sufficient space for Encarnicion to walk past him to a swivel armchair near a wooden table. “Do you know,” the man confided, “you’re the first person to see these manuscripts since Count Beckford’s Estate lodged them here in 1923. I’ve checked the records. Schopenhauer wrote them in old German. Very few scholars would be up to that!” He cackled. “There’s not that much interest in philosophy these days. I read Schopenhauer in my youth. He was over-rated. Thankfully, his morbid xenophobia is now thoroughly out of date and old fashioned. Moore and Gilbert Ryle and Russell, on the other hand...”


  Old Shatterhand had awoken, and was pulling grimly at Encarnicion’s sock. “Thank you,” Encarnicion interrupted tersely. He could not stomach another ode to pedantic English philosophers - not this morning. His hands felt icy. “I shall be here for most of the day, and I don’t want to be disturbed.” He produced a five pound note, which the Custodian readily pocketed. The old man handed him the keys to the room. Encarnicion placed them on the table. “I’ll return them to you at the end of the day.”


  “At -your leisure, Senor Rossa,” the man said. He walked slowly to the open door, paused to see that his visitor had everything he needed, and then departed.


  Encarnicion closed the door behind him and locked it. On his own at last, he lifted up his kaftan. Gripping its hem in his teeth, he untied Old Shatterhand. His penis, released from its restraints, began spitting a perfumed saliva onto the floor. The member was still dazed, and now was confused by the unfamiliar surroundings. Thankful for this at least, Encarnicion seated himself, and turned his attention to the volumes he had waited so long to see.


  The manuscripts were grouped into three. Two of them were rather plain looking, but the third, on the top of the pile, was bound with expensive gold-velum board. Encarnicion ran his fingers over it. The velum felt like soft flesh to his touch. Apart from the spine, which was slightly foxed, the book looked newly printed and unused. Within the gold Art Nouveau mesh, which decorated the board, Count Beckford had implanted an exquisite cabochon sapphire. A metal clasp secured the book. Attached by a gold chain to the mesh, Encarnicion found a jade cornelian key shaped like a signet ring. He picked up the key, inserted it into the lock and turned it in one easy movement.


  He leaned forward. Old Shatterhand had crept nervously onto the table beside the manuscripts, and lay quiet. He fingered the unusual velum again before opening the book. Count Beckford must have been a rich and enthusiastic bibliophile, he thought.


  The book’s front cover opened slowly - the Count had even designed an opening mechanism. Arthur Schopenhauer’s signature, scrawled in brown ink, lay on the otherwise blank frontis-parchment beneath. The ink, like the book, seemed fresh. For the first time he could sense the philosopher’s presence in the small room. He could not help his mind returning to the tiny squalid lodgings at the Swan, above Oldham Street. It was impossible to imagine Schopenhauer at work there. He wondered whether the great philosopher had written his books at the study tables in the library’s public hall below, alongside students from the Institute of Science and Technology and the University.


  He turned the first page. The parchment beneath was filled with a condensed script which was part German and part English. The parchment was fresh, the script clearly legible.


  Old Shatterhand groaned. Its head had turned white. Absently, still keeping his eyes on the page, Encarnicion took his penis off the table and placed it on the floor, to allow the blood to run back into its head. He resettled himself, lifting up the open book and propped it against the other two volumes. He sank back in his chair, following the text closely with his eyes.


  Almost immediately, Old Shatterhand rose again from the floor, this time into the air. His member moaned, and chattered darkly, but Encarnicion, still absorbed in the manuscript, failed to notice its agitation. Its lips smacked. Its jaw clicked. A blue film smeared the corners of its mouth. The mouth, like the gills of a fish, spasmed.


  In a fresh attempt to make himself more comfortable, Encarnicion swivelled sideways in the chair and brought Schopenhauer’s manuscript to rest on Old Shatterhand’s bristling pubic hairs. The first inclination that all was not well came when a palsy shook his penis. Encarnicion looked up to see his member standing stiff and rigid, its small mouth almost touching the wall, and a thin dribble running from its teeth. Another spasm shook it. He watched the tremor move down its length and then back up to its mouth.


  It let out a helpless whine, and emitted a line of golden honey which shot up the wall and across the ceiling. Hundreds of dead bees were stuck in the liquid, and many dropped from the ceiling in a horrid shower onto Encarnicion. Shatterhand waved about in the air before him like some opulent weed. The tremors that shook it were gathering momentum. Another spasm rushed up from its ball-sacks. More honey spurted, this time onto the far wall. He watched it spread and even-out over the wall, revealing in its substance pieces of banana, popcorn, crab-paste, pattidefois, and apple peel, all of which again fell to the floor.


  Encarnicion felt ill. What he had been waiting for all these months, was turning into his worst nightmare. How could he make his explanations to the Custodian? He would have to leave immediately, and discreetly check himself out of the Midland.


  Old Shatterhand was nosing its mouth up the wall, swallowing as much of the honey and morsels as it could fit back inside itself before fresh spasms overcame it, and it all came out again. Its bone stiffened, forcing Encarnicion back into his chair, and with a wild yell it heaved-up another glob of honey, spreading it about the room.


  Encarnicion began to feel weak. The emissions were draining the energy from his body. If they did not cease soon, he knew he would go into a faint. As if in a dream, he watched Shatterhand, still rigid and leering, like a sickly demented trunk growing from his groin. He gazed with difficulty down at the manuscript which, thankfully, was still clean and dry.


  As if reading his thoughts Old Shatterhand turned and focused its malign gaze on him. Bits of peel and dead bees were stuck between its chattering teeth. It opened its mouth, and he was sure it laughed; a mad, gleeful sound that stirred the hairs behind the glistening knob-head. Suddenly, his penis began to curl over and over, like a caterpillar. Its mouth hovered above him. Then it discharged a final weight of boiling honey. The honey seemed to come in a never-ending flood. The manuscript was wrenched out of his hands, and disappeared in a sweet-smelling wave between his legs. Chunks of pineapple and crab-meat bounced off him, and the last sound he heard through the rushing honey was Old Shatterhand, whistling triumphantly.


  


  THE DISCONSOLATE PRINCE ROULETTE held a black bag of skin, half-full of nigger breath, and angrily wrapped it about his arm. From the niggeroids, Ozone had collected twenty such skins. They had been filled, and he had layed them on twenty formica-topped tables and stabbed each one with a gold dagger.


  Except for the black Frenchman, his pigmy consort, and the expiring skins, Kendal Milne’s staff restaurant was empty. The Prince sipped his cappuccino, angst clearly visible on his tropical features. He looked through the restaurant’s bay windows. A cold Manchester sun, already a burden, singularly failed to warm his thoughts.


  “At least they’re still there,” piped Ozone.


  With an effort, Roulette brought the building opposite into focus. The Midland Bank had three of the empty Black Skins hanging from its Victorian turrets.


  Two nights ago, as the Freude was being anchored to its rooftop mooring, Ozymandias had unleashed thousands of the black skins over Manchester as a good-will gesture.


  The Prince lay his heavy skull against the plastic back of his seat, and peered at the skins flapping like umbilical cords in the morning breeze. The last time he had seen them in use was during the Nigger Wars on Boom D’Arbanville. Then, they had been filled with something more lethal than black air. For a soft war, they were usually filled with boiling pitch - their density carried them earthwards in slow, eccentric spirals. They were designed to explode at about sixty feet in a hot rain of black tar, and could decimate a land army. In a hard war, the black skins would be nuclear.


  Ozone looked for some relief in the Zulu’s face, but it remained crudely immobile.


  “It’s no use,” concluded Roulette morosely. “We’ll all go mad if we stay here much longer - we’re leaving this morning. Inform Ozymandias.” He moved from the chair to the bay window, standing with his arms tensely linked behind his back. Last night he had spoken again with Lord Horror. There could be no doubt, Hitler had left Manchester on Tuesday afternoon. They had missed him by hours. Whilst they had slept-off the effects of the previous night’s celebrations, Hitler had quietly slipped away. They would have to start again, probably renewing the search from London, and then on into a reducing world. He sank his head onto the glass of the window. What was the point?


  Lord Horror lay in a similar mood of despondency in his darkened bedroom. In the Porchfield flat, the blinds had been drawn for hours. He had taken to his bed at the first attack of flashing lights. He had downed a full packet of pink Migraleve, washing them down with a beaker of Pernod and Tizer. He was about to suffer the worst migraine he had experienced for twenty years. It would, he knew, lay him out for the rest of the week, putting him in a dark limbo between sleep and pain. He would have to relive the mistake of Tuesday constantly. How could we have been so complacent? Hitler had virtually been on his doorstep - no more than a stone’s throw away. He had been there for three months. No use telling himself now that he had not really taken Meng’s information seriously; or that he had followed a hundred such potentially false trails over the years, that his patience and stamina had almost exhausted themselves. He opened a frozen red eye, groaned, and the pain rolled around his head. He leaned forward and banged his head on the hard bedroom wall of the flat, repeatedly.


  Downstairs, Ecker lay supinely in a cold bath.


  Meng had savagely lacerated his own breasts with broken glass. Then he had slit his nostrils, releasing the skin from his face, and altered his appearance to that of a squat, pug-nosed swineman.


  
    (LORD) HORROR ON THE MOON

  


  FREUD - THOUGHT HITLER ON A blustery day in Moon -in the last years of the Century had credited Schopenhauer with anticipating many of the central tenets of psychoanalysis. Thomas Mann once wrote that Freud’s theories were Schopenhauer’s doctrines “translated from metaphysics into psychology”. Darwin’s influence had also provided an important scientific sanction derived from many previously speculative and philosophical trends in 19th. Century thought which Hitler knew had been conducive to Schopenhauer achieving his belated popularity.


  Schopenhauer’s Die Welt als Wille and Vorstellung emphasised the unconscious and irrational aspects of the Will. Behind the operation of the Will were two instincts, the conservative and the sexual. Hitler had confirmed to his own satisfaction that Schopenhauer had considered the sexual instinct to be by far the more important of the two: “Man is incarnate sexual instinct, since he owes his origin to copulation and the wish of his wishes to copulate...The sexual act is the unceasing thought of the unchaste and the involuntary, an ever-ready recurring daydream of the chaste, the key of all intimations, an ever-ready matter of fun, an inexhaustible source of jokes.”


  Hitler also believed that by emphasising the opposition between the instincts and the intellect Schopenhauer had possibly incorrectly attributed insanity to the process of repression. “There’s the lie to that theory,” Hitler confidently told himself, gazing into the distant mist that obscured the vast, coiling, mephitic shape of Old Shatterhand.


  Hitler bobbed in the turbulence, 550 feet above Moon. During the night, heavy clouds had drifted across the Swiss Alps behind him, and now snow was falling in thick flakes. He brought his arm around infront of him in a protective salute. His bare chest swelled, and snow which had settled in the holes of his coarse skin blew off him into the sky, making him appear like a toy snowman caught in swirling white flakes beneath an amber glass.


  Hitler was tired. Melancholy swept him. Miles away, on the periphery of Moon, Old Shatterhand lashed out and, balanced high in the air on the base of his member, he could feel its distant mouth smash around the torso of some unsuspecting inhabitant. Old Shatterhand ground the bone and blood in its great mouth, and Hitler felt the tremors as the still warm remains were sucked down the urticaria rash of his penis glans.


  The massive ball-sacs on which he perched were spread out, and Shatterhand, its malleable length lying over the gable rooves and winding its way through the streets of Moon, stretched beneath him in uncounted miles, snapping its miscreant mouth through the snow.


  Shatterhand would now eat nothing less than meat, and Hitler could hear its booming, apocalyptic voice coming to him out of the snow-mists in deep resonances. It sounded as though it welled up from buried caverns and grottos; cathedral bells seemed to be ringing in the penis’s throat.


  One of the local priests had told him that Shatterhand was speaking Latin. When Hitler had pressed the man to supply a translation the priest had embarrassingly told him that Old Shatterhand was expressing its desire to leave him and go out into the world on its own...as his son.


  Hitler could taste another chunk of struggling flesh being wolfed down. He guessed that it was one of the ubiquitous mountain goats that roamed the Lower Alps. By his sense of sexual taste, and the vigour of his penis’s peristaltic motions, he found that he could tell fairly easily what manner of beast it was that Shatterhand was eating.


  About him, the atmosphere was cold, dry and thin, and the smell of hot honey drifted on the snow thermals. He rested his head on an airy cloud. As old Shatterhand continued growing, he was being projected even higher, and soon the air would be too rarified to sustain him.


  Hitler often wondered about the role memory had played in the etiology of his present neuroses. Perhaps he should regard Shatterhand as the manifestation of his own neurasthenia; a second life, perhaps, within his own mind that might possibly have induced such a hysterical condition as Old Shatterhand. Freud’s claim that neurasthenia had an exclusively sexual basis had always struck a glib note with him. He remained convinced that his own struggle with existence, as well as his subsequent place in history, had been a far more relevant factor in his present condition. Freud had made a clear distinction between neuroses that seemed to rise via Verdrängung or ‘repression’, and others that could be attributed to independent forms or defence projection, displacement and denial. Hitler had attempted to formulate an alternative, dynamic genetic conception - largely derived from Schopenhauer - of human sexual development which encompassed the basic Freudian notions of sublimation and retraction formation with his own manifestation.


  Freud’s notion of anatomical fixation - which may relate either to an atomical structure or to a behavioural attribute - had now become well established in the fields of embryology, teratology, which was the study of monstrous births, and general medical pathology. These notions Hitler had watched come into play in psychoanalysis proper only after the genetic viewpoint had finally become the nuclear consideration of Freud’s metaphysiology.


  Hitler recognised that beneath the various developments traceable directly to Old Shatterhand’s size, of arrest and fixation, there lay a further biological assumption, postulated by Darwin and other evolutionary thinkers, that during hysterical attacks, the reproductive ego temporarily gains ascendancy over the self-preservation ego.


  Freud viewed psychoneuroses in terms of a vicious and dynamic circle of perverse libidinal impulses undergoing continual repression and resurgence. The result, he had claimed, is all distortion of memory and fantasies, either about the past or the future.


  Through a gap in the clouds, Hitler could see the deep arcades and over-hanging roofs of the little Swiss town below him. Deserted, but still visible, was the main street, the Rue des Chateaux. In the first weeks of Shatterhand’s newly accelerated growth its weight had crushed the rows of linden trees that grew abundantly in the small streets and squares, laying them out amongst the wrecks of abandoned automobiles.


  A snow mist still obscured much of the outer buildings. Hitler wondered if the dark wooden chalets (covered during the summer months in red geraniums) had survived Old Shatterhand’s pillage. He peered through the wisps of trailing cloud for a clear sight of his member. In bad weather conditions he had no expectation of seeing that bloodied, jaw-hinged mouth, buried in the mist, heading for Montreux and Gstaad.


  He eventually noticed, opposite him, another portion of Shatterhand. White skin throbbing with the blood beneath, it had coiled itself around the tower of the Musee Cantonal des Beaux-Art. In the centre of the square beneath the tower, the statue fountain of Saint Sulpice spouted water directly onto the penis, and Hitler almost allowed himself a brief smile as he remembered that the sulphur content of the water was said to be useful for the treatment of rheumatism and other maladies.


  By glimpsing other portions of Old Shatterhand in the shifty snow cloud he was able to observe that its bulk covered at least two-thirds of the town. The rest of Moon was deserted. The aerial cableway to the distant Matterhorn stood unused, its cars hanging precariously from the wires. Beyond the cableway, a waterfall flooding down the sheer mountainside; to the southeast, blinding-white glaciers and fields of flowering orchids.


  Freud’s assertion that, “All culture is farce; the morbid consequences of repressed sexuality,” was a comforter. It struck just the right chord of anarchic polemic. It had prompted Jung to note that since Freud himself was so emotionally involved with his sexual theory, was Freud’s theory to be reduced to farce?


  Freud had conceptualised repression (or defence) in terms of the ego suppressing certain ‘incompatible’ and generally traumatic ideas - he believed that pathological defence severed the incompatible idea from its effect and that the displaced effects, under continued repression, then induced a pathogenic ‘splitting’ of the mind while simultaneously becoming the unconscious energy source for neurotic symptoms.


  The year before his death, Freud had made the poetic statement, “With the neurotic it is as though we were in a prehistoric landscape - for instance in the Jurassic. The great Saurians are still running about; the horse-tails grow as high as palms!”


  In Origins of the Sexual Impulse he dealt at length with the dreams of neurotics, the forbidden wish and punishment dreams. He had explained the dream as ego reacting to the forbidden dream-wish at the pre- conscious level. The ego had successfully repudiated this wish and had responded with a self-punitive wish that was then taken over by the unconscious, and fashioned into a ‘rejoiner’ dream. These dream-wishes originated in the superego.


  Neurotic symptoms involved a compromise between two conflicting wishes - a forbidden libidinal impulse and a simultaneous desire for self-punishment.


  A dream-wish, by being “kept apart from waking reality,” seemed to enjoy a certain impunity, whereas the neurotic’s libidinal impulses did not.


  The power of the censor was not totally abolished during sleep. Its task was to ensure that the state of sleep was not unduly disturbed - in some cases censorship prohibited troublesome wishes entry into the consciousness. The unconscious wish was forced to perceive in a regressive direction and obtain visual representation by connecting with the perceptual system - then the dream-wish was subjected to considerably more distortion by the dream work.


  
    
      
        	
          


          
            Upper Level
          
(Current Causes: Conscious or Preconscious)
        

        	
          Neurosis


          Recent (postpubertal) influences and impressions, some of which may be drawn into repression by infantile material.

        

        	
          Dreams


          Day’s residues and latent dream-thoughts.

        

        	
          Parapraxes and Screen Memories


          Parapraxes: a pre-conscious intention that interferes with a physical act.

          Retrogressively displayed memories: a postpubertal experience is screened by a childhood one.

        

        	
          Jokes


          Plays on words, jests, innocent jokes: the “technique” (with its economy of expression) provides the humour.
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          Intermediating Psychical Mechanisms

        

        	
          1. Repression.


          2. Condensation, displacement, symbolization, (cf. the dream-work).

        

        	
          
            1. Censorship.


            2. The dream-work.

          

        

        	
          


          
            1. Repression.


            2. Same as the dream-work.

          

        

        	
          
            1. Repression.


            2. The joke-work (same as the dream-work).
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          Lower Level


          (Childhood Causes: Unconscious)

        

        	
          Repressed infantile (sexual) impulses, memories, wishes – all underlying symptoms.

        

        	
          Repressed infantile (sexual) wishes.

        

        	
          Parapraxes: an infantile psychosexual “complex”.

          Screen memories: a childhood memory, whose recollection would only evoke displeasure, is screened.

        

        	
          Tendentious jokes: the liberation of repressed anal, sexual and sadistic (agressive-hostile) impulses provides the humor.
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  The psychophysiological state of sleep was characterised by the ego’s withdrawal of its chathexes from the interests of waking life. The ego concentrated these three chathexes upon the wish to sleep. Sleep, in turn, made dreams possible by relaxing the ego’s censoring control over the unconscious. Freud designated this second feature of the sleeping state as “the principle sine qua non” of dream formation.


  Before Hitler went to sleep, the snow was falling in broad heavy flakes, white as a shoal of carp. When he awoke, it was to the stings of hot rain. It was still night, and he noted that the hot rain showers were becoming more frequent. He could hear birds flying. By the morning he knew that many of the birds would be trapped in the holes of Shatterhand’s porous skin.


  In the distance he could see the beginnings of a red glow – the same glow he had observed every night. He watched as it metamorphosised into the shape of an iron bell.


  


  “WE ALL LOVE A MYSTERIOUS COUNTRY,” Nebuchadnezzar said, his wide tie with its design of a huge cobalt-red heart imprisoning a dancing Golly flapping against his rolling black chest. “Treasure Island, King Solomon’s Mines, Gormenghast, the Lands of Tormance and Oz.” He looked out from the gaily-painted ersatz boulevards of the Kraft Durch Freude to the passing banks of the Nile. “The search for Egnaro is a curse, a malaise common to us all. There is no cure for its enchantment except, perhaps, for the explorer who can discover its source.”


  The white river passed beneath him. The bows of the airship flew a dozen feet above the choppy waters. In the shadows cast by the plastic canopies of the boulevards Nebuchadnezzar stood flanked by two immense dark figures. Kokomo, a talking niggeroid, moved its squat miniscule head in semi-circles. Its thick neck bubbled with machine oil. Its steel lips opened: “Like Baker of the Nile?” A spit of the white lubricant fell onto its flannelette dressing robe. Its long wide yellow clipper shoes, with three razor slashes at their sides to make room for its steel toes, gripped the deck forcibly.


  “Possibly we would require a more metaphysical explorer than Baker to guide us. Sir Richard Burton, for instance,” Count Sublime Hubris suggested, hovering to the right of Nebuchadnezzar. The corpulent figure of Hubris stood over eight feet, his blue eyes flashing in his handsome black face. On this occasion, long ribbons of smoky-grey hair tumbled to his waist. He wore a single leather blouse slashed to reveal the ample girth of his hips. Except for the blouse and a pair of white knee socks, he was naked. The flanks of his grim, fleshy buttocks were spread open to allow access to the cool Nile air.


  The primitive, disturbing atmosphere of Africa enclosed them. From the shore, where the papyrus grew thickest, came the continuous clicking noise of insects. The slapping of the Nile waves in the reeds, the whirring of countless fireflies and mosquitoes, the slight but distinct sounds and cries of the lilly trotters and the ibis, all came to them. A darter, with its halfsubmerged writhing neck, looking like a snake, swam through the water toward them and passed under the cruising airship.


  The Kraft Durch Freude looked ragged and worn from her journey. The airship had cruised upstream from Urondogani. From there it had followed the Nile south of Khartom, never once touching the waters. Nebuchadnezzar had navigated the ship along the winding length of the river for five hundred miles, mostly through desert, and soon the airship would cross the point where the Sobat rushed in from the Abyssinian Mountains. There, the Nile would turn west, and the land swell with lush jungles. The air would grow humid, and the Nile banks would begin to lose themselves in that vast extent of rotting vegetation known as the Sudd. The Sudd, Nebuchadnezzar had read on the map, was fed by the Bahr-el-Zeraf and the Bahr-el-Ghazel, and lay in a foeted part of Africa unadulterated since the beginning of the world, as primitive and hostile to man as the Sargasso Sea.


  The airship flew on. Hubris glimpsed the occasional hartebeest on what was left of the grassy plains. Even now the jungle was becoming more dominant. Already he was unable to see the low, bare hills beyond, or the jebels that had earlier flanked the banks.


  “Count, what do you make of that?” cried Kokomo suddenly. The niggeroid stretched out its elongated arm. Hubris looked through the iconometer. A peculiar late evening red mist had began to sweep in over the jungle, covering the breadth of the river ahead of them. Hubris thought at first that the light filter needed adjustment. A running yawn of red light opened along the foliage of the banks as though the daylight had grown tired. Forests of apple-red reeds stirred in the sheeted waters, and copper clouds piled and climbed on the perimeter of the sky.


  Osomatic Hubris rested his bulk against Kokomo, fingering the hood of his short sword. The niggeroid wrapped its steel arms about the Count’s fat neck. Around them, Nature seemed to come together in the grip of a feverish trance. The reeds and the trees bowed under the threat of the impending kinetic storm, and the water beneath the Kraft Durch Freude rolled into foamy swells.


  Nebuchadnezzar placed his hand on Hubris’s naked thigh, and made as though to speak, but the black giant signalled him to silence. Hubris cocked his great head. A blustery wind caught his grey hair, and sent it skyward in a spiralling bouffant. The sounds of the jungle and the birds wheeling above it disappeared in the wind. In their place Hubris could hear a high voice singing. The power of the voice grew and the red bushes on the land bent almost to the ground. He watched the waters ruffle and surge up, as though caught by a tremendous force. The Nile took on the same copper hue as the sky.


  He looked to where he thought the voice had come from. It possessed a resonance far beyond the human. It had dropped several octaves from a clear, pure tenor, to a sonorous baritone rumble; all quaking epiglottis and sensuous groans, as though it was simultaneously trying to sing and eat hot toffee. Then suddenly it shouted: “Nemo me impune lacessit” (“No one provokes me with impunity”). Finally it degenerated into a tremulous, orgasmic bark, and fell silent. Hubris had smelt boiling honey, carried out of the jungle on the last rush of wind.


  “Shoo-fly, what was that?” asked Nebuchadnezzar, gagging on a pink chiffon handkerchief that he held close to his mouth. “And where did that smell come from? Worse than goffer-dust!” As the airship took a bend, and continued upriver, he lowered his handkerchief. A thin, ominous red haze still hung over the area of the storm behind them.


  “Whoever produced that voice was large,” Kokomo said. “I mean huge. Why didn’t we see him?”


  “Maybe its source was too close to the ground, or very high. Moreover, it was in Latin,” Hubris said. “Allophyiian Latin, used by the Pope...Do you recollect that passage in Poe’s Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym...?”


  “Tekeli-li! Tekeli-li!” Kokomo aped, kicking a Bakerlite urn, and flapping its arms in imitation of a great white bird.


  “The strangest part about our apparition was that everything turned red,” Nebuchadnezzar said, frowning. “The land, river, sky...We went from black to crimson, did you notice that?”


  “Can’t say I did,” lied Hubris, drinking ice-lemon tea from a big-mouthed mason jar.


  “It seemed as though we had abruptly entered another world,” added Nebuchadnezzar. “Quite separate from...” The Creole gestured down the Nile where the late evening still shone.


  The opaline moon rose from the plains. It joined the sun, and began to throb an errant shadow over the land. It caught the imperceptibly powdered grey hair and brooding disposition of the Count. “If we are to believe reports from the Sudd,” said Hubris, “such occurrences are not uncommon, and are less disturbing than most.” He put down the mason jar on an aluminium table nearby. “Geomantic storms that reduce a man to ash in seconds, nuclear clouds wasting the earth, sunspots that blind, enormous air masses that come out of nowhere and compress the body down to a few square feet.”


  Nebuchadnezzar remained non-committal.


  With a shrug, Hubris spun the iconometer a hundred degrees to take in the banks up-river. Such phenomenon no longer aroused him. During the long voyage the Freude and its crew had encountered many curiosities. All had become incidentals. The year marked the 50th anniversary of Hitler’s reported death, and the Kraft Durch Freude, under a succession of commanders had searched all corners of the globe and the outer hemispheres, followed every bogus trail and false clue that might lead them to the dictator. They had achieved nothing. Time, Hubris felt, to abandon these useless exercises, these never-ending expeditions. The French Government itself had lost interest. In the 1970s it had shelved the project. Then NATO had picked up the option, retaining the Freude and its experienced fliers. Funds had been severely curtailed in the 80s, leaving the airship poorly repaired and the computers outdated and unreliable. NATO seemed on the point of losing interest. The authorities persevered, Hubris thought, mainly in the hope that information might yet turn up that would embarrass or discredit the Russians. In the 70s the Soviets had leaked the news that their own experts were now divided in the matter of proof of Hitler’s death (in 1945). Controversy centred on Hitler’s dental records, and the remains of the charred teeth found in the Chancellery gardens. One group of experts - relying on the records of Fritz Echtmann, Hitler’s dental mechanic - held the theory that the teeth were positively identifiable as the Fuhrer’s, while another group said they were in fact the canine teeth of Hitler’s dog, Blondi. They dryly pointed out that Hitler had become a vegetarian, whereas these teeth were sharp, and had obviously been accustomed to chewing meat. Hugh Trevor Roper, the Hitler diary expert, refused to comment, and the controversy had come to nothing. Hubris thought the current flight would prove to be the last scan of the world for the Durch.


  Without warning, a huge mottled head appeared in the lens of the iconometer. His first impression was of a bizarre sunspot, but as he continued looking he could see two powerful arms protruding from flesh sacks behind its ears. He reached instinctively for his coned sword, before reminding himself that the object was in the far distance. He studied it more intently. Its arms were gripping the branch of an apple tree that overhung the river bank. The branch was laden with fruit, and the creature was using its body as a weight to drag the branch within reach of its open mouth. The huge head was all that the creature possessed for a body. Its skin was hairless. Its eyes were large, and aquiline, the nostrils splayed, and the mouth disproportionately wide, almost splitting its face into two separate halves.


  Tenebrous Hubris watched the head rise upwards for several feet and balance on the palm of a single knotted arm. A tremendously long tongue flicked-out from its melon mouth. Sharp teeth snapped. As Hubris watched, it toppled, and the back of its head struck the ground. Disgorged apples bounced on the sandy bank around it. It seemed to give off a laughing shout.


  A rumble from Nebuchadnezzar alerted him to a commotion on the plain directly opposite the ship. He had to spin the iconometer around, and was in time to catch a horde of the same creatures travelling in a close pack parallel with the Kraft Durch Freude. They were approximately a mile away, and there were at least a hundred of them, propelling themselves across the ground on their hands. Their massive heads bounced off each other. He could see the carcasses of dead animals, lions and antelopes, held aloft above the tops of their heads. Blood spraying from the carcasses in the humid air made them glisten and steam beneath the sun. The creatures on the outside of the pack utilised only one hand on which to run and hop, keeping their free hands above their heads to form a protective barrier which prevented the bouncing carcasses from leaving the circle.


  “They look as if they have stepped out of a painting by Hieronymous Bosch,” said Kokomo, eyeing them carefully.


  “Closer to home than that,” Hubris said. “They’re definitely a 20th Century product - Ononoes.” He watched the horde disperse, the bulk of them into the bush, and the rest towards the river. “I first heard about them in the late 1940s. Rumour had it that they were the result of genetic hybridisation, produce of Doctor Mengele’s Paraguayan farms that had been released along the Nile to prove his genetic theories. That was after the war. Now they must number in their thousands, or even millions. This is the first occasion I have seen them in real time.” The smaller group of Ononoes had reached the river bank. “Although I have since learned of a more disquieting alliance, one that could either confirm or discredit this Mengele theory.” He remained mysteriously silent. A number of the Ononoes began crawling down the narrow inclines and swimming out into the river. They did not swim far from the water’s edge before they began to return to the shore. The larger ones sank before reaching it. “The biggest of them must top five hundred pounds. Too much weight for them to swim far without sinking.”


  Kokomo raised an old Lee Enfield and shot an Ononoe that was hanging from the branch of a maple tree. “That’s one less product of madness,” the niggeroid said.


  “Since they all appear to be one neutral sex,” mused Hubris, “how can they have reproduced in such numbers? I recall a theory that credited them to Burne Hogarth, the great American media artist. They say he invented them for his 1948 pictorial Tarzan strip, from a vision or a dream. It’s possible now to say that he had observed them here, on the banks of the Nile.”


  The miscreant heads of the Ononoes crowded together along the bank. Each of them had a mat of black hair on the crown of their head. Most of their bodies were a dull copper colour, but others were a sepulchral white. When Hubris increased the magnification of the iconometer to examine them more closely, he noticed that their skin crawled with maggots in waves of white and yellow hues.


  “Although I did not know their name,” Nebuchadnezzar said suddenly, “I believe I had first-hand experience of the species once before. It was on the 1951 Moncrieff/Butterworth/Corndyke expedition. We had made camp in the Valley of the Kings, in upper Egypt. I was in the habit, in the evening, of taking a brief walk alone before retiring. The site we had been excavating had proved very disappointing, and we intended as soon as possible to move further up the Nile Valley.


  “While we were camped during the night, the stars were low above me, and the moon appeared to drop fast from the heavens and settle on the apex of the tomb of Rameses 111, founder of the Twelth Nile. I walked on the loose sand, and the sounds of the delta papyrus swamps of the Nile Valley buzzed about me. I avoided the swamps, particularly at night, when they bristled with the cobra, the crocodile, and the sacred ibis.


  “I was relaxing with a long pipe some distance from the dig, standing close to the tomb of Queen Hatshepsut. The moon had vanished below the tomb of Rameses, and the rumbustious swamp fell suddenly quiet. Moments later the tip of the moon reappeared and sent a finger of wan light across from the base of Queen Hatshepsut’s tomb to the edge of the swamp.


  “I extinguished my pipe. It happened very quickly. The sand shifted at the base of the Queen’s tomb. At first I thought I saw one of the massive tomb rats burrowing upwards. Then I perceived the sand part, and drop inward. Yards of sand around the tomb collapsed and drifted away, and what I thought was at first glance a huge dog, bounded up and sped across the shaft of moonlight into the swamp. If I had not been standing so close I doubt that I would have noticed anything. The skin of the creature was such a perfect corpse-white that it exactly matched the whiteness of the sand.”


  Nebuchadnezzar chewed his gum, drawing on a fat clay pipe. “I could see then that it was far bigger than a dog. It raised itself up on two single white arms. It paid no attention to me except, in passing, it gave me a short baleful glance. It made off with long casual strides of those powerful arms, thrusting back the sand as it went. I reached down for my gun, but my holster was empty. Then the creature entered the reeds of the swamp and vanished from sight.


  “Next day, before we left, I went back to the Queen’s tomb. While I could not see any signs of the creature in the flesh, the freshly-disturbed sand at the base of the tomb had revealed a most curious thing. There, engraved in the stone that was at least two thousand years old, was a definite image of the Ononoe. Linked together by their hands were several engravings of Ononoes. I immediately cleared more sand away from around the tomb, and wherever I dug I uncovered the same images. They encircled that tomb in a malevolent daisy chain.”


  During the telling, Ozymandias and Hi-Yellow had silently joined Nebuchadnezzar. Ozymandias had listened intently, then when the Creole had finished speaking had excused himself and disappeared below to his cabin.


  “I think,” said Hi-Yellow, “judging by the expression on his face, your story has confused him even further.”


  “I can’t think why,” said Nebuchadnezzar with a bark. He threw his pipe into the river, and made off towards the glass-framed control tower.


  An hour passed slowly. Overhead, fleet clouds rolled, and the daylight around the Freude became increasingly sombre.


  


  Wrapped in grave absorption, with level gaze, his lips slightly pinched, Hubris paced to-and-fro on the deck. Occasionally he raised the iconometer and looked up-river. The hordes of Ononoes had been left behind and no more had taken their place. The river banks had returned to their feral clamour.


  In the faint, elusive light flitter-mice whorled over the Nile. Less than a mile away now lay the Sudd, lost in the mists of the horizon. The jungle thinned, giving way to acres of papyrus ferns, and the river disappeared into a labyrinth of chance pools hidden in forests of apple-green reeds.


  As the Freude approached the perimeter of the marsh, Hubris could see clouds of heat mist rolling across it. Year by year the Nile brought ever-increasing amount of vegetation into this rotting sea, packing it up into solid chunks thirty feet thick, strong and solid enough for a mastodon to walk on. A phrase from Huysman came to him: “Nature,” the novelist observed, “was a banal agence, the crude and commonplace material of which artists condescend to make use”. Hubris doubted that Huysman had ever seen the spreading Sudd carrying its monstrous cryptaesthetic ambience.


  The octoroon moved away from the iconometer to the cool shade offered by a line of single fliers. Three of the fliers had been moored to the upper rigging for immanent reconnaissance. The metal-winged wasp-shaped Cawthornithopters swung slowly to the rhythm of the airship. Hubris settled his bulk into a deckchair and waited for Nebuchadnezzar to commence mooring. At this juncture he knew they would have to gather provisions. They were low on supplies of fresh fruit and meat. In the intense heat, some of the niggeroids had trouble with their movements, and new berry oil was needed to loosen their joints. The oily substrate of fartleberries, gathered only from the shrouded banks of the Nile, had been found to be the best.


  If Hitler was to be found here, the Sudd would camouflage him perfectly against aerial surveillance. The Kraft Durch Freude would be forced to fly low. The Sudd was an uneven surface of water and land. Jutting cones of mud hives up to fifty feet in height, had been sighted. If the Freude collided with one of them the damage might be considerable. To make a thorough search for the Fuhrer the Durch would be forced to zig-zag from one side of the delta to the other. In the heat mists it would often have to fly blind.


  Over the years, the Fuhrer would have had the time to dig in. He might have sealed himself underground, in a fortress built into the more solid land areas. The fortress entrances would be impossible to locate except by chance. Hubris’s saturnine-hewn features hardened. He knew that Hitler was here, but the search would take months.


  “Pull over, niggeroids!” Nebuchadnezzar’s voice suddenly rang out, interrupting his thoughts. “Prepare the airship for landing!” At Nebuchadnezzar’s orders, the engines shut-down. Except for the dull thrum of the air-packs which served to keep the ship buoyant, silence fell on the vessel.


  Firm mulatto hands fired the barbed iron anchors into the trees on the river banks. Their steel points sank deeply into the barks, and held. Niggeroids began hauling the swaying airship into a firm mooring. A score of them dropped to the shore, carrying large iron rings secured to chains. They hammered the rings into the sun-baked mud and pulled the chains taught. The Freude drifted away from the water into a clearing in the trees, landing awkwardly. Its decks tilted, and the main deck funnel belted an unexpected fire from the boiler, reducing one of the lesser computers to instant ash. Niggeroids toiled to quench the flames.


  Kokomo was the first to leave the ship. The nig crawled down a rope ladder, jumping the last twenty feet, and landing in a cluster of mignonette-green weeds.


  “That’s right, Shines!” Its bulging, etiolated cheeks and vivid, scarlet mouth expanded into a grin. “You wait here. I’ll boil the first hartebeest before you disembark!” The steel man stood for a moment with its pitch-gun crooked in the fold of its arm. Heavy cylinders for use on the gun dangled by its side. It lightly pressed the nub of the gun, and a trickle of hot pitch leaked away from the circular barrel, burning the weeds at its feet. In an instant Kokomo had turned, and vanished into the undergrowth.


  Hi-Yellow was as quick to leave the tilted airship, taking advantage of the light cast by the oculation of the two orbs of the moon and the sun. The Durch was already set on a search programme. Its computers had been fed information about the Sudd’s prevailing weather by the ship’s sensors; cartological data had been supplied by Hubris. Ten hours would be available to them to make their stop. There would be a short moment of semi-night, Hubris calculated, while the rising moon gained over the descending sun - after which, if they managed to prepare themselves in time, they would be free to conduct the rapid night hunt and take on board what provisions they could.


  A score of glistening niggeroids began climbing and falling down the ladder after him, and gathered themselves around him on the shore. He had armed them with short stabbing-swords and furiosos - tubular cylinders equipped with spinning buzz-saw tops.


  Nebuchadnezzar then came ashore. He beckoned to the nigger androids and led them to the jungle’s edge. He paused by a cluster of papyrus ferns, smitten low by Kokomo’s passage, and indicated the dense trees entangled by creepers and burrs. “Swathe a path to the depth of ten men abreast,” he instructed them. At his command, the front line of the niggers immediately set the furiosos to work, cutting down the foliage to knee-height, while the other niggeroids began hauling aside the fallen trees with their metal hands.


  While they toiled, Nebuchadnezzar drew Hi-Yellow aside and thrust a curved rapier into his limp hand. “Keep them moving, break-and-hunt at the plain - and be back here before moonset.”


  Hi-Yellow nodded. He slid his fist into the rapier’s swept-hill guard, and went readily into the steaming midst of the androids. Around him, the furiosos buzzed and hummed like angry bees. Nebuchadnezzar watched as the jungle began to part and Hi-Yellow disappeared into the dimness.


  By the time Nebuchadnezzar returned to the airship the niggeroids were working on the riverbank, impervious to human influence, a vast army of glinting metallicoids linked by radio control to the computers.


  While dozens of the niggeroids were unpacking and assembling equipment on the bank, scores more were already on ropes and trestles at the ship’s sides, replacing the aluminium and iron casings on the hull, applying fresh layers of tar to secure her bolts, and providing a new coat of weather-protective paint; the Kraft Durch Freude was making direct temporary repairs to herself. Other niggeroids were tending to human needs.


  Ozymandias bowled amongst them in a state of high agitation. Unlike the niggeroids that had accompanied Hi-Yellow - which were over 50 years in age - most of these androids had been built relatively recently. Past experience had taught him that new airship-designed niggeroids could not be kept on land for long -even for the briefest of periods - without them becoming disorientated. The older niggeroid tended to be more stable. A number of the new models had already wandered into the jungle, been corralled by the Creoles and brought back into the shadows of the great airship. Two niggeroids had drowned in the sucking pools of the Sudd. A few had simply thrown fits, twittering and spinning their necks around in circles.


  The activity gained a more peaceful equilibrium and the shore-working niggeroids, their unpacking finished, quickly erected the skeleton of a night camp. The sun, throbbing low in the evening sky, and the fierce moon, still not yet much risen above it, seemed frozen in their paths. Neither had moved for hours. Sapphire and rose light bathed the crew, and the violet-hued water of the Nile lay flat and leaden within its banks.


  “We should be able to return half the niggeroids back to the ship very shortly,” Ozymandias struck a pipe, and joined Nebuchadnezzar. “The older ones can stand guard for us by the camp. It will be a pleasant respite to sleep with the earth beneath us for one night. Nevertheless, I’m worried.”


  “About this and that?” probed Nebuchadnezzar. “About Hitler?”


  “I’m always worried about Hitler. But no, for once, he is not my prime source or anxiety.” Ozymandias kicked a stray pebble into a shallow pool.


  “Ever since this afternoon I’ve been thinking of the Ononoes.”


  “And we haven’t?” asked Nebuchadnezzar. “They’re not the kind of beasts you could forget that easily. In sheer numbers alone...”


  “No,” said Ozymandias earnestly. “Those faces, didn’t you notice, they were all the same...”


  “...except for their size...”


  “...and so familiar. Their faces were French. I knew that immediately. All the same face. A face I’ve known all my life, yet I could not put a name to it. The image was there at the back of my mind all afternoon. I’ve tried a number of ploys to stir the memory. Eventually, a lead came while I was thinking of the most depressing and frightening painting I have ever seen...” He paused.


  “Siqueiro’s Echo of a Scream?” Nebuchadnezzar asked helpfully.


  “No. I was thinking at first of the myth of Kronos eating his young. I went below to the library and took a print from the computer. I thought then that I had found it - the terrible feature of Kronos, blood filling his extended mouth as he bit off the head of the naked corpse in his hand. But the more I looked at it, the less sure I became, and gradually I became aware of the painter behind the canvas - Goya. I removed a book on the painter’s life, and turned to Goya’s portrait, and there it was - the image of the Ononoe. The Ononoes look younger, perhaps, their eyes are more aquiline, their mouths more malignant, but their face definitely carries the seed of Goyas’s features. They have the same gypsy madness stamped on them. And then I remembered another detail. Years ago I’d read an account of Goya’s death, and the mysterious disappearance of the head from his corpse some days later. Something unknown had entered his tomb at night, decapitated Goya’s head, and stolen it. To this day, Goya’s skeleton still lies headless in his tomb.”


  “Are you saying,” Nebuchadnezzar asked quietly, “that the Ononoes are a product, a genetic offspring, of Goya’s head?”


  “No, not quite, I am just saying that they bear a remarkable similarity.” Ozymandias lapsed into a lame silence.


  


  In his cabin, Hubris sucked on his wooden cobra-pipe. He had grown bored and impatient with the trivialities and descended below deck to indulge in the cerebral. A clutter of tripods and ecclesiastical maps and parchments, old with antiquity, were piled on the tables. Book-racks lined the walls, and on their tops stood rows of white phials filled with coloured stuffs. Hanging from hooks on the walls were his periwigs in gold, in scarlet, in tangerine, in lime, in jet, and in sherwood cobalt sky-blue. All about the floor, making movement in the cabin hazardous, were statues of winged afrits, with their demonic forms folded over oddly-fashioned sextants. The cabin was poorly lit by three smouldering lanterns. The air was close and spicey. Sublime Hubris’s corpulence was spread into a couch draped with tapestries, and he puffed contentedly.


  Facing him, lodged between two book-racks, was a long white projection screen. Behind him, over his shoulder, stood a single projector on a precariously balanced tripod. Film was beginning to wind in. Hubris removed his pipe, and let its hardness nestle in the palm of his fat hand. He had viewed the film many times over the last eighteen months, and knew exactly when the white leader at the front finished and when the film commenced. The black-and-white silent film would run for six minutes 35 seconds. When the words, “Directed and produced by Sam Katzman, Copyright 1948” appeared on the screen, he gave it his full attention. The film stock was old and had been poorly stored. It was mottled with black specks that continually moved around the picture like a swarm of angry flies.


  Even though he had run the film many times, the opening shot of the African savannah, bare except for reed grass, sent an expectant chill running through him. The director had smacked the camera into the earth and let it run. Probably he had four or five such cameras running at different locations. It saved time, and at the very least it gave valuable footage of Africa to splice into larger motion pictures.


  Katzman was a low budget movie maker, renowned for his ability to film a full feature in seven days flat. From records Hubris had read at the RKO and Republic Studios, he learned that Katzman had spent three months in Africa in the late summer of 1948. The movie director had filmed two serials and one white hunter movie, as well as archive footage for the studio (colour footage which later came to be used in The African Queen). He knew that Katzman must have edited hours of film before he could splice together the six sparse silent minutes. The camera had been left carelessly near a group of reeds which were bowing in the wind infront of the lens like wavery hands. On the plain, a dust cloud had formed and moved forward with tremendous speed. Within each undulation of the reeds the dust cloud had moved closer. He had the impression of a great noise approaching, then the dust cleared, and he saw a vast army of Ononoes rushing across the landscape. At the last moment the huge horde would take a course which veered to the right of where the camera stood. Katzman seemed to have had the good fortune of filming almost in the path of the creatures. They soon filled the screen, coming up very fast, their heads constantly bouncing off each other, their muscular arms powering the earth beneath them, all their mouths extended in what appeared to be one prolonged rictus grin.


  His attention was taken by an immense Ononoe, far larger than even the largest of its fellows, who seemed to be the leader. It propelled its weight forward with just one thrusting arm. The other arm it used to cradle a figure close to its eye. The figure - a man - lay quietly along the edges of its arm, one foot casually swinging back and forth. In amongst that madness Hitler was a picture of calm. He looked the same as he had in the photographs of him in his corporal’s uniform; very young. He was speaking straight into that immense face, and pointing to something behind camera. Then - and Hubris had still not reached a satisfactory explanation as to how - the Ononoes suddenly turned in unison, as though guided by one brain. They rushed toward camera in the direction Hitler had indicated. It would have been impossible for them all to have heard Hitler’s command above the obvious clamour.


  The first sequence of Katzman’s film came to an abrupt end, the camera smashed by a single stroke from one of the knotted hands of the Ononoes as they passed over it.


  The next sequence followed immediately. Now it was night. Katzman had positioned his camera in an acacia tree overhanging a circular pit. At the black edges of the pit, which was about thirty feet wide, the Ononoes were gathering, holding lighted resinous torches in the air. The pit was soon completely surrounded and Hitler came into view again. He was being passed like a child, with great tenderness, over the heads of the Ononoes and directly beneath the camera. He briefly smiled up at it with an expression of serenity and expectancy. He had the look of a beatific angel. His face was clear and without guile. He came gently to rest in the arms of an Ononoe which was standing at the very lip of the pit. It held tightly on to him, as though reluctant to let him go. Again the camera caught Hitler full-face. He was staring up into the night sky, and seemed in complete control of his surroundings. The Ononoe held him by his arms and slowly lowered him into the darkness...at which point, Katzman’s second spool ran out.


  Hubris was into the final sequence. Daylight. Another view of the grassy savannah, again filled with high reeds bending in the wind, broken by the familiar dust formation that signalled the appearance of the Ononoes. As before, they came in a rush. But this time Katzman had mounted the camera on a moving vehicle and he was able to keep pace with the horde. He had somehow timed their appearance correctly. Now there were thousands of Ononoes. The end of the column was invisible in the clouds of dust kicked up by their hands. The familiar figure of Hitler was astride a tremendous head, riding in the midst of four or five massively built creatures. Hubris estimated that their combined weight would run to a sizeable tonnage. The Fuhrer was seated on a saddle fixed high onto the crown of the racing Ononoe, gripping a pair of reins which hung loosely from the creature’s swelling mouth. He was bare-chested, and wore only leather shorts and knee-high white socks. Wild-flowing ostrich feathers were strapped to a head-band. He looked even more youthful than previously, standing arrogantly upright, holding aloft a long wooden spear, and reminded Hubris of the charismatic actor Buster Crabbe...


  The phials on the top of the bookstands burned and bubbled without apparent flame to heat them. Hubris rolled his bulk. The thought had occurred to him that perhaps the area ahead of the Durch was not the Sudd, but the Mittlemarsh, that land where the dimensions met, and communication between man and faerie became possible. This would explain the peculiar red aura. The redness they had passed through on the river might be the boundary light that separated the earths. Perhaps Faerie was the country Hitler now inhabited.


  


  Kokomo broke through the gloom of the trees. The niggeroid fell to its knees on a blanket of zinc-coloured moss. Pitch leaked from the barrel of its gun. Its steel hands pressed into the moss, and the indentations they made brought small pools of water welling around them. Petrol and oil from the steelman’s joints mixed with the water in swirling coloured rainbows. The nig lifted its head. It was on a broad swath of moss that seemed to extend for miles, splitting the jungle in two.


  The roar of the furiosos sounded behind - Kokomo judged that Hi-Yellow and the niggeroids were less than a few hundred yards away and approaching fast.


  Kokomo stood upright. The weight of its body pressed several inches into the moss, causing water to well up and spill over its white spats. It twitched. Its dressing gown shook open to reveal a black steel chest, wet with bubonic oil. Metal hoods dropped down over its eyes. It wiped a lax film from their surface. A scan of the swath showed the nig nothing but a flat landscape. Beyond, lay the furthermost edge of the jungle. The violet light of the sun and moon - frozen low in their tracks on the horizon - filtered dimly through the trunks and branches.


  A sound coming from the acacia trees dissipated mutely in the humid air almost before Kokomo’s ears, straining above the noise of the furiosos, could catch it. Noticing a soft movement of leaves fifty feet up, Kokomo held its pitch gun ready. Its sensors scanned the branches closely and detected the shape of a large carrion bird. The white-headed vulture dropped its long solitary neck as Kokomo watched. The bird’s hooded eyes and savage beak were focused unwaveringly downwards on the moss, paying Kokomo no regard whatsoever. The niggeroid looked quickly from tree to tree and discovered that the branches were full of the silent, perched birds, each of them possessively watching the moss.


  It studied the expanse of zinc moss intently, but noticed nothing unusual except for the bed’s perfect smoothness. No insect, not even a mosquito or a dragonfly hovered above its surface. The moss’s soft heavy mass absorbed the sounds from the air round about.


  Kokomo took a step forward, to stop itself sinking. The springy texture caused it to take more steps than it had intended, and it came to rest somewhere in the swath’s centre. It managed to keep its balance by dextrously twisting its steel hips, and bumping forward in short hops, pointing its gun at the nearest of the silent vultures in case it should suddenly pounce.


  The nig estimated that a few more hops would bring it safely to the base of a towering apple tree, which it had spied almost hidden among the locust trees. It spun itself through the air, its weight gathered at an angle to its hips. But without warning - still several yards from the tree - it suddenly found itself in a watery area and sank up to its knees in the lush carpet.


  As the moss caved in beneath Kokomo, the huge face of an Ononoe reared up and closed about it. The nig had entered a trap. It felt itself dropping helplessly into the Ononoe’s wide shouting mouth. The Ononoe’s teeth snapped about its thighs. Kokomo swayed for seconds, pinned tight by the pressure of the creature’s mouth as its teeth cut steadily through its steel casement. The nig brought more power from its neutron heart and forced itself clear, but oil pumped from its severed joints and wires trailed from the hollow steel.


  The Ononoe swallowed down Kokomo’s legs. Sighing, it wiped a freckled arm along its piping mouth. A ribald stench rose from the mossy bed. It reached out a single arm, clasped it around Kokomo’s butchered frame, and began dragging the niggeroid back. The creature kept a steady unblinking eye on Kokomo. As it exerted itself, water welled up around it, and a number of small heads bobbed on the swell. The tiny mouths of baby Ononoes snapped and bubbled in the light.


  Kokomo twisted onto its back - hearing neutrons inside its body collapsing under the strain - and managed to position its pitch gun so that it pointed directly at the struggling Ononoe. It was almost dragged on top of the wild head before the gun fired, and heavy black tar boiled out into the creature’s face. Flames belted around it forcing it to collapse back into its cavity in confusion. Taking advantage of its distress, Kokomo crawled quickly away, and at a safe distance turned round and punched another cylinder into the gun and fired again, turning the area all around the Ononoe bed into an inferno of flaming pitch.


  The niggeroid lay for a few moments, well away from the fire. The vultures were still perched motionlessly in their branches, perhaps awaiting a mass hatching. Beneath the enormous stretch of moss possibly thousands of embryo Ononoes lay, waiting to be born. The fact that so many of the birds had gathered might mean that hatching time was near.


  Kokomo began to crawl again towards the base of the apple tree, careful to exert only the minimum of pressure on the ground. The steelman paused several times, thinking that it could feel a slumbering movement beneath it. It estimated that it could possibly last twenty minutes before its control panel short-circuited; then it would shut-down.


  The sound of the furiosos swelled louder from behind. They were tracking Kokomo’s path, and would arrive at this spot within the next few minutes. Unlike them, Kokomo had no radio link with the ship. The nig’s self-determining brain meant that it was classified as ur-human.


  Reaching the apple tree, Kokomo hoisted itself into a sitting position. It rested against the broad trunk. Above was a low bough of apples. Kokomo had a clear view across the brooding-bed, and made ready to give a warning shout to Hi-Yellow. But again the nig was unlucky. Powerful arms slunk down to reach it. It had the briefest glimpse of two gnarled and powerful limbs stretching forward; then they gripped its neck. With a twist, the Ononoe roared Kokomo’s head from its body, and threw it onto the watery moss. Hot oil gushed from the nig’s neck, and its headless vessel exploded twenty feet upward into the waiting arms of another Ononoe perched in the apple tree. The second Ononoe crushed Kokomo’s torso into a buckled mass of splinters and sparks.


  For a moment, Kokomo’s head rested where it had fallen. Blue sparks shot from its neck and hissed into the water. Through half-closing hoods it saw Hi-Yellow and the niggeroids burst from the jungle, their furiosos spinning in the air, but it was too late to warn them.


  Hundreds of Ononoes began to pass in single file over its head toward the outnumbered niggeroids.


  


  Hubris of Fontainbleau was running, urgently pushing his solid naked bulk through the tiered decks of the Freude. Moments earlier, a sickly tremor had shaken the airship. A strange music had eased round him and a giant’s fingers seemed to be drumming a steady mantra on the airship’s hull.


  The dusty cabin iconometer had told him that his ship was cloaked in a crawling mist that obscured the surrounding land. A rushing niggeroid, dressed in a brunette wig and bondage leathers, had come suddenly careering from the mist. Blue cobalt ectoplasm lathered its steel jaws, and Hubris followed its rapid movement upwards with his eyes before it disappeared into the sucking sheen that hovered over the deck. An immense gush of water had followed the niggeroid, and he saw fish and weeds and eels caught in its middle turbulence. The thought came to him that the Kraft Durch Freude was sinking in the ancient waters of the Nile.


  Hubris eased his black corpulence swiftly down the narrow gangway that separated the empty berths in the nigger dormitories. But where he would have expected to find churning waters, there was none. He could feel only the throbbing of those giant fingers which seemed to reach down past him into the hub of the ship; hear only the creaking of defunct niggeroid coxswains swinging from hooks in the poor light of the calcium flames.


  He entered the final chamber beneath the main deck, and from the shifting gloom pulled a stabbing sword. He leaned tensely against the darkness, so black he was almost purple. The sound from below seemed to wobble and trill and flow around him, bringing on a feeling of nausea. Into the maverick configuration programme which he sensed was being drummed and dialled into the Freude’s mother computer, was an instruction to discorporate.


  He forced himself to stand quietly beneath the deck-hatch, listening. Beneath the steady thrum lay only a swollen silence. Warily, he ascended the steps and raised the hatch. As he did so he realised that he could no longer smell the earth.


  On the main deck, he could see very little. Its surface was hidden beneath the fearful swirling mist that carried an odour of dead fish. His vision extended no more than twenty yards. The deck seemed deserted.


  He crawled out and climbed to his feet. The atmosphere was thin. The Kraft was very high up.


  He walked to the main rail. Wisps of bronze smoke from the deck funnel sneaked about his head. Amber cinders of ash dropped on his grey mane and sizzled. Without thinking, he shook them away.


  He stared out into the mist, which entirely obscured his view of land or sky. The cotton-textured mist clung to the hull of the Freude, shuddering with the vibrations. Beneath the shredding vapour the steady rapping on the iron-plated hull continued unabated. Hubris’s grim fist held the deck-rail firmly. The rail was reverberating, and he could sense the sick tremors moving in a malign cancer through the airship’s bowels.


  At the periphery of his vision, he watched the mist clouds slowly parting, churning around and down in huge Catherine wheel motions. Through the pale maelstrom, a chunk of solid white flesh became visible. In a reflex action he removed a furioso from a leather pouch which hung from the iron siding of the deck chronometer. The shaft of the furioso spluttered and buzzed as it came to an uneasy life in his hand.


  The culture of white beyond the side rails turned and twisted like an exposed earthworm. Parts of the apparition chugged forward into view, wreathed in mist, then as quickly receded out of sight. He knew that he was looking at some massive portion of flesh, the main body of which was stretched out invisibly over the Sudd below. In the wanness the worm’s surface gleamed as smooth as glass. When the wheel of flesh loomed close he could see thousands of dead birds trapped beneath its opaque, pot-white skin. A bright petrified bird-wing, its stunning tropical feathers still spread in flight, jutted from the surface and fluttered in the rush of air. A dead head stared. Part of a long neck, folded, was raised querulously, anchored by the remaining portion of bird - a heron or an albatross - caught in the translucence. A withered talon, sad looking and pathetic, was carried past him by the calculated swaying of the flesh. When the white culture came too close its skin scraped the sides of the Freude, and he was forced to jump back to avoid the sharp protruding beaks of the birds which threatened to rip into him. When it pulled away it left a dispersing cloud of mist. The mist seemed to seep constantly from its writhing surface, and Hubris swirled from its sharp fish odour.


  When he gathered his senses he languidly cut into its softness with his furioso. Solid chunks of flesh spurted out, scattering over him, and when a piece flirted to the back of his throat it tasted like quiche plum-duff. The furioso only tenuously entered the flesh before becoming clogged by its gooey texture. He had to withdraw it quickly. When the white mass receded, buried in cloud mist which boiled from its length, Hubris imagined that he was looking at the spongy surface of a suckered tentacle or at the cratered surface of the moon.


  The throbbing of the Freude’s hull continued strongly, even when the white duffhad withdrawn completely out of view. If the worm’s base touched the earth, to fill such a spermy volume and reach so far into the ionosphere, he estimated that its coiled knotted flesh must be many hundreds of miles long. The sensation of sinking which he had experienced in his cabin earlier, had been misleading. The ship had in fact been rising. Now and again, a fine spray of water touched him, perhaps the waters of the Nile sucked and swept into the sky.


  Garish eels fell from the hot Nilotic spume onto the deck about him. Each eel looked as though it had been elaborately carved and gilded, escutcheoned and cabrioled; individually smote from blocks of onyx and obsidian. He picked one of them up and hung it over his arm. Its jewelled frozen form changed colour from moment to moment, from violet to gold to emerald to glistening scarlet. A weird, unearthly intelligence must be at work. Hubris was reminded of Kant: “Genius existed,” the philosopher had written, “to allow Nature to give new rules to art”.


  In strict formation, a line of black unhinged simulacrums began to clatter and march out of the mist which shrouded the aft-end of the Durch. Steam whipped about their naked heads. As they moved, their metal feet trod gobs of honey into the deck, leaving a fine sweet paste behind them. In their wake came a line of crackling-hot butterkrisp and wriggling inch-long silver fish. Hubris gripped the hilt of his furioso, and readied himself. If the niggeroids had gone mad, they would rend him. But they passed him as though he were a ghost. The column was long, and it must have comprised the Kraft’s entire remaining non-human crew. The simulacrums at the head of the column began to float upwards off the fore-deck into the sucking mist. A sharp wailing sound echoed down from their ascending torsos. It resonated about the decks, sounding lost and plaintive, as though from a deep well. “Mohammed help us - we’re moonbound!” The cry came from the front of the jerking line, and seemed to detonate along its length from android to android. The niggeroids shook as they wailed, their heads spinning in circles. A pious, sick Tory oil began to gather over Hubris’s solid form.


  He fell back into the shadow of the deck chronometer and waited until the exodus had ended. At the aft-end of the line the niggeroids were still inching out of the mist onto the deck. The last nig in the line gripped the steel hips of the nig infront, and leered at the Count. It wore a badly torn leather helmet, with a rusted zip that wound around its head fastened to a cheap clasp at the nape of the neck. As it drew parallel, it leaned con-spirationally towards Hubris, and spoke: “You’ve never lived until you’ve been a nigger on Saturday night!”. A wolverine grin spread across its steel lips. Hubris reached out a firm black hand, intent on pulling the nig in close to him. He needed information about what was happening on the ground. But the nig skipped loose from the line. “Don’t touch me, don’t touch me...” It’s head began to spin. “Don’t touch me!” Its voice dropped to a dull boom. “I’ll kick the blood out of your face!”


  Hubris stepped forward, and with a decisive sweep of his leg caught the nig hard at the back of its knee-joint. It almost buckled, and shot in a semi-circle around Hubris, crashing into the far side of the chronometer. The column of simulacrums continued their flight into the sky, uninterrupted, marching off the ghostly ship.


  When he confronted the folded nig, a vein of steam was piping through the top of its helmet. It lay quietly against the iron stem of the chronometer, its sunken head propped by its chin on its metal chest. Hubris struck its head with the flat of his sword, and the hoods of its eyes opened, revealing two perfectly white orbs. It stared up at him, its sheep eyes blinking furiously. A trickle of acrid emulsion ran down its cheeks.


  Hubris bent forward. “What’s happening?”


  The nig’s teeth clasped together, and a cobalt smoke made its way from its mouth. “I don’t know...” The words struggled agitatedly from the side of its working jaw. “One minute I’m relaxing, off-line, reading Sherlock Holmes and the Giant Rat of Sumatra; then Hitler came.”


  “Hitler!” Hubris registered alarmed surprise. “You mean he came out of the Sudd? He gave himself up?”


  “As sure as I’m chocolate,” said the broken nig positively.


  Hubris straightened up. “I know you.” He pressed his hand against the shaft of the chronometer and leaned over the sprawled simulacrum. “Ramaswami the Nigger, right? They say you were once human...white...before you took the salt - that you actually knew Hitler.”


  “Never!” Ramaswami lubricated, soiling itself. A torpid gold oil seeped from its haunches. “If there’s anything in reincarnation, next time I want Mohammed to make me a longer neck. That way, I can do my own self!” It tried to stand, but slipped gracelessly back onto the flooded deck, wet as a drunk’s kiss.


  “Hitler,” Hubris repeated, “did he appear?”


  The nig spluttered, and gripped the tin-plate covering its loin. “Nebuchadnezzar sealed our fate when we landed on the Sudd. If the Ononoes had not finished us, then Hitler’s ouroborus would have.” Fatalistically, it twisted its neck.


  The raunching mist reached over the speeding airship and clung to the shape of the fallen simulacrum. In a heartbeat rhythm, Ramaswami rapped its fist on the tin-plate. Never taking its eyes of Hubris it began to recite, in a chanting hypnotic drone:


  


  “Down in Louisiana next to Mobile, Alabama, lives a fat-backed boy alright,


  Sleeping with a bull-frog, sitting on a stool y’all he’s got to get you under his thumb!


  Hitler’s doin’ that crazy cajun cakewalk dance!


  Sleeping on his mugwump, playing on his Jew’s harp, music crawling into your skin,


  Daddy in his zoot suit, mammy playing skin flue, sister makes a swine-hair grin!


  Hitler’s doin’ that crazy cajun cakewalk dance!


  Now, coal tar lanterns giving lamplight, coon dogs howling by the tramp’s side, Creole gumbo cooking alright,


  Hitler’s cakewalk dancing in the moonlight!


  Looking for my poon-tang, leader of a chain gang, warden has a mojo’s head,


  Sitting on the Bayou, getting kind of high-yo, think I’ll let Hitler do the dance instead!


  Hitler’s doin’ that crazy cajun cakewalk dance!”


  


  A sapple of bubbles from which silver fish volleyed into the air escaped from Ramaswami’s mouth. His chanting litany seemed to take the mist and whorl it into fantastic shapes, breaking it into a thousand freshets on the accoutrements of the Freude.


  “Champion!” interjected Hubris. “But what does it mean?”


  Ramaswami let the final chorus drawl from the side of its mouth, and reached out its hands to grapple with the cotton shapes before it. “The mist comes off his body in great pulls, psychic ectoplasm, billowing, churning the mud banks. We watched it spreading over the Sudd. Can’t you smell him in it - mint-cream, olives, chutney?” Ramaswami inhaled a lungful of mist straight down its mouth. “Even the homeopathic juices in the Sudd pools are Hitler’s excretion; and when his sucking jaw fell amongst us, I knew we were lost...” The nig shivered. It peeled the helmet from it’s head, and threw it on a mound of discarded shanty pipes. “When his ferris wheel of flesh tricked-in close, I blanked out. When I came to, the Sudd was just lifting...hurling itself up into the air...water and earth everywhere...and soon we joined it.”


  “The flesh duff?” asked Hubris irritably. “That’s part of Hitler?”


  The nig gave him a withering look. “Nearly all of Hitler. The mobile part.”


  “And the rest?” Hubris shifted himself from foot to foot, angered by the complacent obliqueness of the steelman’s replies.


  “No doubt on the moon!” The nig bent its head, letting steam pipe eerily in the direction of the night orb. “Don’t you feel the pull?”


  For the first time, Hubris became aware of the pressures on his body. Small cones of flesh had formed on his nakedness, as though tiny suction hoses had been applied to his skin. A patina of oil still lay on him, much of it running loose, giving the spasmodic illusion of silver snakes easing over his black frame. The grey hairs on his head crackled, rising in a full bush northwards.


  “Mount your calliope,” intoned Ramaswami, gesticulating dismissively to Hubris, “before it’s too late.”


  Reflecting on this last sentence, Hubris stared in mute silence at the steel caprice. The speeding airship swung more sharply upwards and a rush of wind took his breath away. The nig’s advice was prudent, and it was obvious that he would get no useful explanation by remaining. Hubris glanced to the rolling heavens. If he did not move directly he too would be sucked up beyond the ionosphere in a slow burn.


  He located the last remaining Cawthornithopter lodged between two deck funnels. Its ornate metal wings were folded and clipped into a sensuous ‘V’. Most of the fliers, he surmised, had been lost when the Freude began her ascent into the sky.


  He was relieved to see no apparent damage had been done to the precariously balanced machine. The hue of the flier’s body was bice. Dead cinders from the funnels had dried cold and hard on the pigmentation, adding a rich decorative shawl to its surface. Besides this covering, the Cawthornithopter was festooned with bones and copper and rings of quartz pebbles. It reminded him of an old wode chariot, draped with ancient pelts and Celt bodices that he had seen at the Smithsonian.


  Crawling onto the tilted back of the flier, his legs braced firmly apart, Hubris poised himself against the rushing squall of mist and air. He gently pressed free a metal wing which had been indented into the side of the ship’s tin funnel, and freed the harnesses which immediately whipped away behind him. Straddling the cockpit, he reached within, bringing out a worn pilot’s jacket of moosehide with a crushed lace collar. It fitted him perfectly. After he had slipped it on, he placed a pair of steel-rimmed perspex goggles on his forehead, flattening his grey hairs to his temple. He dropped into the cockpit and pointed the nose of the craft into the wind.


  The flier rose slowly. Hubris leaned his zymotic head this way and that. Ramaswami slipped back into view below him. The nig had half-propped itself against the Freude’s chronometer shaft. The cotton mist formed a lather on the simulacrum’s haunches, and much of the nig’s malleable alloy had deserted its corporeal self. From its weird top half, xenon steam piped threateningly. It shook a remaining fist at the cruising flier. Even above the Cawthornithopter’s engine beat, Hubris could hear the nig’s mad clatter.


  “Death macht frei!” Ramaswami boiled.


  The black octoroon sheltered his face against the sudden blast of foul steam. Flames came off the expiring nig. He swung the small craft away from the Freude, which was now above him. Still rising, the airship was pivoting on into the ether. Ramaswami’s final words carried down to him.


  “Cheever the rube!” sang out the nig to the Count. “Stick it to him...”


  


  OLD HORROR’S FIRST IMPRESSION OF NEW YORK, seen from the VIP window of Concorde, was that he had been transported back in time. Instead of the promised city of the future the skyscraper landscape reminded him of the 1930’s -King Kong, Angels with Dirty Faces, and Tom Mix’s stetson. It actually gave him new hope. Its antiquity made it seem contemporary with the Hitler he remembered.


  Although he had been born in New York, of America -and of 1377 Herkimer Street, Brooklyn - he had no recollection. When he was three, his family had emigrated to Ireland. During his teens he had joined the Black and Tans. When the family had resettled across the Channel in Oldham, Lancashire, the experience he had gained with the Irish movement proved useful to Mosley.


  Horror looked up at the muggy and oppressive sky. Yes, maybe he was pleased to be home. A long sigh eased from him. Quietly, under his breath, he whispered, “Forever England.” His dry voice wrapped around the words. “Forever Hitler.”


  After a smooth landing, he stepped out and went through customs unchallenged. He hid among a group of British diplomats. For once his rubber skull cap of thick black pubic hair and languid vaginas laced with cuckoo spit passed among the bowler hats without comment.


  In the airport lounge, beneath harsh neon lights, the red knobs of the clitorises pushed between the sponge-grey walls of the vaginas swelling up in imitation of open poppies under a Hollywood sun. He moved quickly to the passenger arrival area and the shade offered by a full-scale model of a Lufthansa junker which hung from the ceiling. The junker was a replica of the all-metal three-engined mono-plane - the first plane he had flown as a young cadet in the air corps.


  He felt the thrill of his Jewish princess hat ripple across the dome of his fair scalp. The hat was palpitating. From its rubber base a trickle of water seeped past the collar of his shirt and continued down his back. He flexed his shoulders, stretching the fabric of his shirt so that it would absorb the juice.


  New York. Bacteria City. Outside the airport, he waited for a quick moment to get his bearings, then boarded a yellow cab. Reaching into his pocket he withdrew a piece of notepaper containing the hotel details. He had booked a single, cheap, ninety-dollars-a-day room at the Chelsea.


  “The Chelsea.”


  Horror leant forward, resting his chest on his knee, and tapped the cab driver heavily on his shoulder. “The scenic route, you got me?”


  “Sure,” replied the bored cabbie. “You want Broadway and 42nd?”


  “Time’s Square? No thanks, that will be later.” Horror’s cap bulled-up and gave off a salty tang. “Take some other route. Step on it.”


  The car pulled away, and Horror slumped back. Despite the radium, to which his system had responded well, he felt weak. His bones ached, and he caught the reflection of his arm in the cab window. The white arm protruded from his coat sleeve. He studied its emaciated appearance. The immense heat of New York took some of the chill away, but it did not stop him hearing the bones of his reduced body grinding together. He pressed deeply into the pocket of his ankle-length fox coat and felt as if he was an old, mangy lion, basking.


  His deteriorating condition led him to wonder whether this would be his first and last trip to America in adult life. Although in his heart he felt that it was not. But if this was to be his final sojourn, he either nailed Hitler, or acknowledged to himself that he was chasing a ghost.


  In the oppressive heat of the cab, Horror sweated. He lifted the cab thermometer. It read ‘115’. The heat, bouncing between concrete, seemed to centre in on him. His vagina hat fired-off more cuckoo spit. Instead of flirting around its pubic bed, it overshot, and a load came to rest on his hook nose and hung from its tip. He opened his fox-fur, and allowed the spit to fall onto his string vest where it seeped through to the bone of his chest. He lay back, almost unconscious, while the driver complained about the flies that were being attracted to the cab.


  When Horror came-to, a slight breeze from countless hillside cemeteries marginally fluffed the vaginas on his cap. The cab was passing through suburban Queens. For miles he could see nothing from the speeding car but junkyards and cemeteries and acres of land given-over to tons of roofing and timber and rusting shop signs. Then, the hills began to give way to more city, and he was in Manhattan.


  The cab turned down 23rd Street. He stopped the driver at a corner delicatessen, paid him and, clutching his single suitcase, walked the short distance to the hotel.


  While normally the Chelsea Hotel took in long-term residents - it was not a hotel in the accepted sense - he had made arrangements to rent a room recently vacated by a British celebrity. He had been able to do so on the recommendation of Max Wall, who thought Horror’s reputation would blend with the hotel’s notorious demi-monde.


  His first view of it filled him with dismay. It reminded him of one of those huge deserted crumbling warehouses near Battersea Power Station. He stood on its steps and read the names of past residents on the commemorative plaque - Thomas Wolf, James T. Farrell, O’Henry, William Burroughs, Brendan Behan, Dylan Thomas, Sid Vicious. The last meant nothing to him, but he had once read in Tit-Bits that Thomas Wolf liked to regard himself as a giant. Wolf had taken up residence in the hotel in the mid-1930s because he wanted to live, in his words, among the “dwarfish Jew”. Horror too, regarded himself as a mental giant.


  Inside, he collected his room keys, took the elevator to the second floor, walked along the corridor and came to Room 327. The plaque above the door read: ‘Quentin Crisp’.


  Horror entered. The room was in darkness, and reflex action caused him to close the door behind him before realising how dark it was. His hands searched the wall for the light switch. After some moments he found it, inconsiderately positioned. The switch had been unused for some time, and he had to exert extra pressure to get it to work. It flicked on, and the naked bulb, without lightshade and hanging by a single brown flex, thrilled to life.


  He was in an almost derelict room. Its walls were visibly covered with a rough cement-grey plaster. In parts, the plaster had fallen away, revealing the laths and bricks beneath. Chunks of cement lay on the floor. The soft desolation of the plaster was covered in places by a dowdy green utility wallpaper.


  The room was plainly furnished with a single bed, two wooden chairs and a high perspex-topped table. In one corner stood a large teak cabinet which looked as if someone had just dumped it there. In another lay a chipped enamel zinc tub, upturned and almost buried beneath pale dust. Above it was a sink made of pot, and next to it, semi-hidden by a screen, a john.


  There were no windows or other openings, apart from the door. It only occurred to him later that he was somewhere in the hub of the Chelsea; obviously there would be no windows. The four blank walls were disquieting, reminiscent of those of an interrogation room’s.


  He disrobed, folding his fur coat over an old black-and-white TV set. He pulled offhis skull cap. The small suction cups inside the cap relinquished their hold on his scalp with an effort. Inside, bits of his skin and drops of blood had congealed in its centre, making a fairy pool. He swept back a single long tuft of mangy grey hair sprouting from his otherwise bald dome. Gripping the hair in his veiny hands he wound it tightly around his right fist.


  He walked over to the john and peered into it. Faeces, long and dried, remained on the sides of the bowl. From the rim to the inner recesses hundreds of dead flies were stuck. Deciding the sink was marginally cleaner, he unhooked his trousers and urinated into it, letting the tap run for several seconds afterwards to clear away the bright yellow fluid.


  He kicked a hole in a portion of the detritus and watched the dust motes circulate in the thread-bare gloom. Around the room’s perimeter a layer of dust had accumulated. In parts, the stuff had formed into what appeared to be high cushions. The previous tenant had obviously not been fastidious. Not that this bothered him; he had experienced far worse lodgings over the last hundred years.


  He moved back to the centre of the room, which was relatively free of dirt. From his suitcase he withdrew a sheaf of loose papers and a grid map of New York City and placed them on the table. The papers were lists of people and addresses which Ecker had compiled. As well as name and address, each sheet detailed a brief history of the person. He opened the map, spread it out infront of him, and selected one of the sheets at random:


  
    Burne Hogarth, 234 Mountain Rd, Pleasantville,


    New York 10570, USA.

  


  Hogarth’s occupation was listed as ‘artist’.


  He was on the verge of putting the sheet back and trying another when some thought made him hold on to it. He had no time for artists. They were nearly as distasteful as Jews. At times he had almost thought they were worse. Jews had no choice about their birthright, but artists made a conscious choice to indulge in their decadent weaknesses. He could never understand why Hitler had been so tolerant towards them. During the war the Fuhrer had often smiled benignly as one after another they defected to the allies.


  He shook his ribbon of grey hair and it flicked back over his hunched shoulders and fell in thin strands down to his narrow shanks. With metronomic strokes of a wrinkled finger he tapped his hooked nose, and stared at the sheets of paper. Was it providential that the artist’s name had turned up first? He dimly remembered Hitler once telling him that he had been an artist before dedicating his life to Germany. Possibly Hitler had known Hogarth in the early days. The people listed on these papers had tangible connections with Hitler, or so Ecker had assured him.


  He put on his pince-nez, and read further. The paragraphs were terse. At first glance the Hogarth-Hitler connection seemed tenuous. Hogarth’s name had been placed on the dissenter’s list, drawn-up by Hitler in the early forties. The Fuhrer had included the names of people who were to be dealt with in German courts after the war had been won. Disfavour had been incurred by Hogarth’s unsympathetic portrayal of the Nazis in the Tarzan graphic strips. The work had been syndicated world-wide, and while the Fuhrer enjoyed seeing lampoons of himself, Tarzan had touched a raw nerve. He had banned the sale in Germany of the original Tarzan novels written by Edgar Rice Burroughs, and was furious on discovering that various German periodicals were still carrying Hogarth’s ersatz Tarzan strips, which were more anti-Nazi than the books. He was even more disconcerted to find that the strips were popular in Italy, Spain and other countries friendly to the Reich, out of reach of his ban.


  Hitler’s anger stemmed from his wounded feelings, for he professed a strong admiration for Hogarth’s art, and he was reminded constantly by his detractors that his own vision of pure Aryan manhood was most identifiable in the figure of Tarzan. Save for the jungle lord’s hair, which was dark instead of blonde, to Hitler he represented the Aryan physical might and purity which separated man from apes and niggers, in the same way German blood symbolised Aryan superiority over Jews and Slavs. During the war, Hitler had sent a personal message to Hogarth, but the artist had refused to censor his graphics.


  According to Ecker’s notes, Hitler visited Hogarth after the war, when the artist was director of the New York School of Modern Graphics. Hogarth apparently reported that the Fuhrer had arrived at his studio on the afternoon of December 3rd 1947. “His spiritual elasticity appeared preserved,” Hogarth recorded. “He was in no way insane - at least in the customary sense of the word. Physically he gave the impression of being a newborn man; exhilarated, upright, powerful, and self-assured. I was afraid of him.” The effect of the personal meeting with Hitler on the artist was cathartic. He became haunted by dreams of the Fuhrer. In the night, Hitler’s face raged and screamed at him, and during the day he found himself populating the Tarzan strip with virulent caricatures of Hitler which he called the Ononoes. They were the inner face of Hitler - shark-mouth heads without bodies, menacing and fascist, filled with eternal hatred and genocide.


  The meeting had signalled the end of Hogarth’s 13-year involvement with Tarzan. In the late 40s the syndication company made ever-increasing demands on him to censor his art, but Hogarth - a man with a strong sense of destiny - remained true to his artistic vision, and refused. By late 1949 it became clear to Hogarth that through Hitler’s intervention his creative days on the Tarzan strip were numbered. Integrity intact, he resigned.


  To Horror, it all sounded improbable, and the casual announcement that Hitler had been in New York after the war, startled him. Here, perhaps, was further proof that Hitler had survived the Holocaust. Why had nobody followed-up Hogarth’s recollection? He paused, reminding himself that artists were unreliable documentists of objective truth.


  He replaced the paper on the table. In the morning he would make contact with Meng and Ecker, and together they would visit Hogarth and if possible refresh his memory.


  After a cold salad, which he had saved from the flight, he slept for a few hours. When he awoke he noticed that his wrist-watch had stopped at 9.30 pm. Dressing quickly, he slipped into his fur coat and tied down his cockscomb. He strapped on his vagina hat and went decisively out into the night, with hands that never strayed far from his slitters.


  He had progressed a block from the Chelsea, and momentarily left the glow of the dull street lights.


  “Herr Horror?”


  The voice came from the gloom of a narrow, unlit alley, carrying itself above the noise of the traffic. He stopped, poised on the balls of his feet. His hands sought the razors in his coat pockets and closed over their pearl handles. He turned to confront the speaker. A man, still swathed in semi-gloom, stepped from the alleyway. At first Horror thought he was looking at Norman Wisdom, the late English Comedian. The approaching figure was dressed in the familiar black-and-white check suit and up-turned cap. Because of the dimness he could not make out his face. He balled his razors, ready to strike if need be.


  A set of chrome teeth spread out beneath the figure’s cap, and a white glove appeared from one of the suit sleeves. It stretched out to him in greeting.


  “What’s happening, brother?” the teeth snapped.


  Horror held his ground, and waited.


  “Long time no see. What’s fucking?”


  “Do I know you?” asked Horror guardedly.


  “Sure do, I played bass on your record Wardance. I was part of Funkmeister. A dozen years back. The only hit I’ve played on. I was last minute replacement for Rocket Morton at that.” The man slapped his gloves together. “The name’s Izzy. Put it there.” He held out his hand again.


  “Issy!” exclaimed Horror bluntly. “That’s a goy name. You a Welsh yid?”


  “You shittin’ me...? The name’s Izzy. Izzy Cotton. Iggy, Ziggy...what’s in a name?” He moved fully out of the alley and stood before Horror. “Besides, I’m mulatto, white spade.” He lifted the peak of his cap to reveal a shock of crinkly-white hair. “I noticed you going into the hotel earlier, and I thought, ‘What brings Lord Horror to New York City? Maybe he’s got a gig lined up, or a record date’. So I says, ‘Izzy my man, this is your day, providential, Horror’s come back. Get right in, right now. Bass players will be crawling out of the sewers when the word gets out that Horror’s in town...’ And I can sure use some money. You know, wife, kids, mortgage and shit”. He looked suitably expectant. “Any chance, Boss?”


  Horror relaxed his thick lips, allowing a smile to play on them. He pulled his hands from his pocket and turned-up his collar against the cold of the night. “Wardance was a one-off. The only time I’ve ever been tempted into the studio. That the record was a hit all over the world was more a tribute to Hitler’s lasting charisma than any contribution I might have made.”


  Izzy whistled. “You’re too modest, Herr Horror. The industry recognised that it was your opening words that sold that record.” He imitated Horror’s monotone voice: ‘Germany calling...Germany calling...’. Electric. Chilling. The first ten seconds make or break a record, and yours was a boss opening, the best I’ve ever heard. Believe me, and I was in Larry Williams’ band for years, though I never played on his hits. That’s the story of my life - always there too soon or too late”. He looked admiringly at Horror. “But my luck’s changing. You’re a legend in the business. You had the biggest-selling single of all time, and you refuse a follow-up! Mysterioso. Ace career move. Time to do it again? The industry needs a dose of funk.”


  “It could be in the offing,” replied Horror flatly. “First, I’ve business to attend to. And then, if I get an early, positive result, who knows? I may celebrate with a record - maybe I’ll have a surprise guest appearance from an old special friend.” He threw back his great head and laughed at his private joke.


  Izzy stepped defensively to the wall. “Not Bowie?” he asked.


  Horror ignored him. “How far to Times Square?”


  “The Douche! You keep away from there. Low-lifes, popeyes, Frogmen, pimps, sleazoid city!” Izzy nodded his head decisively.


  There was silence, then:


  “Those fucking shit-speckled Frogmen will fuck you good.” Izzy pumped his arm. “Real good.”


  “I know.” Horror flicked his tongue. The razors in his coat felt like lead pipes. “How far?”


  “A few blocks. Keep turning left. You’ll get there. Follow the scum.” Izzy brightened. “I’ll keep you company.”


  “No,” said Horror, his ruby eyes rolling beneath his lids. “You have a car?”


  “An ’89 Cadillac.”


  “Pick me up outside the Chelsea at ten o’clock tomorrow morning.” He turned, and started to walk.


  “You got it!” shouted Izzy to his receding back. He touched the peak of his cap. This could turn out more lucrative than he had hoped for.


  Horror felt increasingly unwell. A dull pain ached all over him. He hoped that the coming confrontation would put him in a better health for his final tracking-down of the elusive Fuhrer.


  He turned left. The traffic thickened. The high wailing of the police sirens never seemed to stop. As he continued towards the square, following the directions Izzy had given him, the pedestrians were becoming less of an equal mix. He entered ‘Geek’Walk - Broadway to Radium Avenue into Times Square -and the ratio of popeyes and blockheads increased. It was something of a chicken-run for the tourist to make it to the theatres without being accosted by some basket-case either demanding or begging money. Horror entered the Square, and walked toward the proliferation of strip clubs and sleaze parlours.


  He held his breath. His skull cap leaked heavily down his neck. Shaking his head to dispel the droplets, he tried to focus past the flashing lights that usually led up to a migraine. He allowed a tight clamp of pain to ease across his brow, and with difficulty kept his eyes in register. Even so, he felt as though he was looking out through splintered glass. When these cumulative effects suddenly left him, he felt light-headed and slightly nauseous. Horror often had these lesser phantoms, which left him feeling euphoric.


  Moving along the oven pavements of Times - the one place on earth that was brighter at midnight than midday - he joined the grizzly procession that had been vomited out of the inner city.


  Around him were decrepit buildings, their garish neon facades covering years of bureaucratic neglect. They were the mecca for pimps, hookers, vagabonds and mendicants, victims and offenders. He paused infront of Dr. Pepper’s Burger Diner. Rows of pork ribs were slowly barbecuing on an iron spit. About the diner, brightly-garbed nigras stood in groups eating spiced ribs and grinding the used bones underfoot. From the eat-house grid, vapours of boiled cabbage and peas blew into the night. Crystals of doughnut sugar melted on his lips.


  Horror tried to slip into a dark place, but the rotating domelights of the police cars sought out his shape, pushing his wizened mandarin image high onto the advertising bill-boards above the square. There his shadow flickered between the spray-can calligraphy, straddling the cant and sloganeering. Slowly, from behind the epigrammatic graffiti of the words, ‘I am the schizoid octopus man’, the black outline of his vagina hat with its poppystalk clitorises standing erect began to rise and fall in a fitful rhythm.


  He steadied his pace, almost falling on a naked steel hook. A small pig hung upsidedown on the hook next to it, blood oozing from its tiny pink snout and splashing onto his shoes.


  Of all the sub-ethnic pervo groups on the Douche, Frogmen were the most eerie, the most feared. They usually went in trios, recognizable even among the exotic and quixotic denizens of the Square. Horror’s interest in them had been sparked when he had read that Frogmen, or ‘mung merchants’ as the New York Times had picaresquely termed them, were recruited solely from among the Polish Jews of Manhattan.


  Frogmen wore masks of black latex which completely covered their heads, with protruding perspex airpipes feeding into their mouths. They favoured ankle-length rubber smocks, lashed by cum and mung. Bulging enema bags, twined at their waists, swung heavily about their solid Wellington boots as they walked. Their marks were usually suburban couples or lone tourists, which they lifted boldly from the streets, carrying them into the catacombs that riddled the area.


  In the classic Frogman attack one Frogman would hold a stiletto blade to the mark’s throat, then gathering Frogmen would lie and supplicate themselves over bins, or mounds of trash. The marks would be made to jerk-off over Frogmen who were rolling ecstatically in the drek. The whip-out complete, the Frogmen strapped their victims down and began inserting their perspex enema pipes up them. A strong suction, similar to that of a Hoover, would pull at their anuses. In the agony of evacuation a thin stream of excreta would mulche from their bowels. They would allow fifteen minutes for each attack. With their enema bags full, the Frogmen would then leave.


  To Horror, Frogmen were something of an enigma. These days he usually associated uniforms with people who had an identity problem - policemen, soldiers, prison wardens. It was an uncommon trait to find among Jews, who tended to see their identity in monetary, in biblical or racial terms. On the other hand, Jews were such proven liars nothing they did or said could be relied upon. He had always known the truth about the Holocaust, that the reported deaths had been grossly exaggerated. He personally believed that less than a million Jews had died at the intervention of the Reich.


  He moved to the shelter of a nearby alley, which he judged had sufficient light and shade for his purpose. He stood quietly against its wall, so as not to appear too eager, and watched around the corner into the square. Slouching down inside the anonymity of his coat he let one group of Frogmen pass, but it was not long before another trio appeared. They walked purposefully amongst the crowd in Horror’s direction.


  The Frogman on the far right of the group was a huge figure, well over seven feet. He tottered on high heels which made him seem monstrously camp. His laboured breathing, slow and steady through the air-tube of his heavy rubber gas mask, or discipline helmet, carried over the heads of the crowd. A ponderous latex suit swathed his body. Beneath his suit very loose thin rubber bloomers hung. His balls were tightly strapped around the base of his scrotum. That sexual tension, Horror knew, would make him a more exacting bi-exereterminator.


  The head of the Frogman on the far left was enclosed in a tight-fitting helmet of thick moulded rubber. A pressurised gas pipe attached to it, fitted slackly inside his mouth. The air apparatus pushed him towards the ground, and he walked with a peculiar splay-footed gait. Booted fishing waders came up to his waist, and strapped over his rubber-enclaved chest. A long black rubber macintosh (or cape, Horror could not tell) trailed the sidewalk. From the manner of his walk Horror was sure that he wore a velvet-lined kitten collar which passed tightly about the base of his scrotum. From the metal canister on his back, gas could be forced into his mouth until his cheeks bulged against the rubber helmet. Once swelled, he looked like a cobra bullfrog stuffed with poison. An acid mouthful of his gas-spit could corrode human skin.


  The third Frogman, who lagged slightly behind the group, was of a smaller stature, possibly five-two, and from the manner of his walk he seemed much older. Chains and tapes connected his enema pipes tightly around his hips. A dozen or so pipes ran up to his gas cans. An L-shaped weasel-skinned handle was attached to the top of the pressure pump. The tops of the pumps were held open, ready for a rapid retrieval of anal matter.


  All three of them carried Number Tens, casually visible and tied to their waist belts. Number Tens were greased rods, two inches in diameter and five inches long, made of smooth plastic or rubber, with a wide base to prevent them entering too high up the anus. Several narrow chains or straps were connected to the bases, and secured tightly up the fronts and backs by waist belts. This ensured that the rods could not be removed except by special welding equipment - and then only under strict medical supervision. Enema pipes, attached by long rubber tubes to the canisters on their backs, were greased and ready to insert.


  Horror registered the weapons which the Frogmen displayed. The sight of them was like seeing old friends. The filipino fighting knife - thebalisong - protruded from the waders. The urban skinner, a push dagger held like a corkscrew for a twist death, was fixed to the waistbands. Horror’s teeth gleamed in the neon as he watched the bobbing chiselled armour-piercing black head of the tanto sneak from the sleeve of a Frogman’s macintosh. The fixed single-edged stainless steel blade was designed to slash and drive. Held correctly, with the blade running along the forearm, it was almost impossible to block. Horror made up his mind. This would be over before it began.


  He left the protection of the wall, and strode out onto the teeming sidewalk. He stood with his legs braced, his full hands carefully buried in the pockets of his coat. His legs felt as though they had been fettered to the floor. He waited.


  They approached him in a rush, and stopped arrogantly before him.


  “Jewboys?” asked Horror, smiling.


  Only by the infrequent blinking of the eyes could Horror tell that a living man dwelt behind the rubber mask that confronted him. The Frogman removed his air pipe and cracked his mouth. “No, no, my friend, Hispanic, Pachuco.” He waved his arms in a friendly gesture.


  “Oh well, have it your way,” said Horror, now oblivious to the people passing around them. “Spic, Guinea, Polak, Mex-Pachuco...it’s all Jew-related. What do I fucking care what you pass yourselves off as?”


  “Why you are not friendly?” The Frogman’s voice came out in a metallic snort. “You have plenty stuff?”


  “Maybe,” said Horror calmly. “Maybe not.”


  The second Frogman pulled his mask free of his face. “An English brown hatter - sweet tarmangani! We are lucky, I think we are going to enjoy ourselves tonight!”


  “Chief cook and bottle-washer!” Horror laughed. More lubricant from his hat swirled about.


  “Hey, Hey, Twatolla!” The giant Frogman reached out to touch Horror’s face. “Sic perntii domis cori-cari. You run with us in the alley. Kisda Kafish?”


  Horror’s lips broke into a beguiling smile. “Why not? We could all benefit from a little exercise.”


  Despite the Frogman’s fearsome apparel and size, close to, Horror thought that he just looked poor and under-nourished. He had seen the same impoverished arrogant look many times in England. Usually, it denoted a bad diet and feelings of ineptitude, or an inability to cope with the world. The political climate in England over the last forty years had reduced the populace to accepting deprivation as their reward for winning the war. Perhaps he should have been less surprised to find a similar attitude in these turd burglars. They obviously sought to hide their feelings of racial inferiority - and their perverse sexual appetites - behind a mask of bondage. An unaccustomary feeling of pity touched Lord Horror.


  He glared at them, regretting now that this shortage of time had forced him into a confrontation. These androgynous, chlorotic fag-fantasies were rapidly shaping up to be a waste of his time. He was in no doubt what section of America most needed his attention - the American Civil Liberties Union Bleeding Heart Liberal New York Jewish Intellectual.


  The situation had only deteriorated since he had broadcasted to America in the early 1940s. Until now, he had never been sure of the reception he had been given. It was apparent America had not heeded his warning. His propaganda speeches had followed on the heels of his old wireless colleague, Ezra Pound. Between 1941 and 1943 they had recorded for Radio Rome twice a week. The programmes were broadcast by Italy’s English Language service, on a short-wave frequency, and later transmitted to England and America. Like himself, Pound had been into Eugenics as opposed to race suicide. In the early days of the war Pound too had been an unstinting propagandist for Hitler. “Every sane act you commit,” he said, “is committed in homage to Hitler. England’s gaols have never before been so full of political prisoners guilty of nothing save their beliefs and convictions.”


  Times had not changed.


  Horror feared that it was now too late to turn the tide. The Jew had come to power. Power, he knew, was to the Jew as great a stimulant as money. He was a man standing alone before them. The odds were racked-up.


  A smouldering anger had long ago been added to his feelings of impotency. His isolation was further aggravated by the influence Jews now held over international affairs. He blamed them totally for his present exile. The English authorities, in a rare act of conscience, had refused to renew his broadcasting licence and had ordered his deportation. In reality they had used him as a scapegoat, a sop to the European Parliament which had placed England under immense pressure to account for its war crimes in the irish concentration camps of Longkesh and Armagh. Throughout Europe, the Irish suffering, their inhuman treatment and death at the hands of the English had been compared to the suffering at Dachau and Auschwitz. Horror’s presence had become both a reminder of Germany’s alleged war crimes and an embarrassment to the British Government.


  He had found his name printed next to George Raft’s on the Deportation Order - Raft was barred from England and listed as an ‘undesirable alien’, even though the actor had been dead for some years, which made Horror feel that Raft and he were regarded as two drops of water from the same polluted tap.


  In his last broadcast from England, Horror had spoken out against the latent hostility the Jew held for the gentile. This hatred was part of the Jew’s basic religion. He had pointed out that Germany had done the Jews the greatest favour in their long history. Since the war Jews had been rushing from country to country pleading and gaining entrance on compassionate grounds for the so-called Jew crimes committed against them by Germany. The many had capitalised to an unprecedented degree on the distress of the few. Horror had not been fooled by them for a moment, but he had to watch with mounting disgust as the ubiquitous kike got his foot through the door of countries denied to Judaism for centuries.


  Jews now had their stranglehold on the world’s economy. You couldn’t shit without asking a Jew’s permission. In America, a younger and sturdier race, the Jew needed severely curtailing. Horror felt that if he could find an effective remedy, here was a continent to succour. Perhaps in America his message would be better understood. The racial discrimination that the Jew - and so-called enlightened Americans - detested in Germany, had possessed the Jew for thousands of years, and the Jew would always consolidate his position, in trade or profession, by relentlessly squeezing out the gentile.


  The colonisation of America by the Jew had resulted in the Jew acquiring more power than at any time in its history. It had turned Israel into the country’s 52nd. state. If Russia backed the Arab nations in earnest to counteract this poisonous threat of Jewish-American Imperialism on their doorstep, the Jew would once again be responsible for a world war.


  In the square, a Ford Zodiac repeatedly backfired. There was a startled response from the crowds, who had mistaken the volley of retorts for gun shots. Horror feigned interest. He was reminded of how bodies in the Auschwitz ovens had cracked open when the heat was on, before the Sondercommandos went round with buckets gathering up the remains. The camp doctors would later ‘potentise’ ashes of the testicles, spleens and portions of the burnt skins of virile Jews in an attempt to find a test control serum as a final solution (the ‘Homeopathic Solution’ as Himmler had once jokingly told him). Health for the many from the death of the few. Horror brought his hands out of his pockets, holding a pack of Lucky Sevens.


  “You moving, Nosferatu?” The Frogman laughed.


  Horror watched the small Frogman enter the gloom of the alley, closely followed by the giant Frogman who looked back over his shoulder at them. Just before he dipped into the black, Horror saw him withdraw a thin steel tubular cosh from the arm of his rubber suit. He knew that when the cosh was shaken, a ball-bearing on a long chain snapped-out - one hit could knock a hole straight through his skull.


  “Go ahead,” said Horror, drawing a cigarette to the corner of his mouth and lighting it. At least he had forced the Frogmen to enter the alley separately. Now they would have to take him on a one-to-one.


  “Listen!” The Frogman infront of Horror stepped closer to him. “What’s your fucking game?” He stripped the mask completely back from his head, leaving the latex goggles on the top of his scalp. Horror could smell excreta on the man’s breath. The Frogman’s features were pure Mexican, tanned and drink-swollen, showing no trace of Polish or Jewish blood. In the brief instant that he stared straight at Horror, the Frogman’s face took on a look of anger tempered by fear, as if he knew he was being set-up. He slackened his mouth. “You move now, or I’ll release you right here.”


  Eclipsed Horror took one step forward, dropped the cigarette and placed a friendly arm around the Frogman’s shoulders. “No problem, I’m your patsy, right? But not in public, old love. There’s plenty of time and space in here to become acquainted. We’ll all nip in together, cosy what? More intimate.” He winked, and with his arm still around the Frogman, he pushed past the pedestrians and guided him into the alley’s shadows. Too late to stop now, he thought. Perhaps he’d made a mistake. Maybe the other two were Jews. He let out a fatalistic sigh, and carefully sank his free hand back into the pocket of his coat, closing it over the handle of one of his slitters. Suddenly he felt old and ill. He had been here a thousand times, in a hundred different countries, involved in the same wearisome eliminations, and still the Jew spread his web of corruption. This aspect of his life had become an unsolvable burden, and he was ready to opt out of the responsibilities of continuing. But what was left? What else could he contribute? There was no cure for his virus - of that he was quite sure. It was pivotal and necessary to his life. He had been its privileged emissary. In that, he could justifiably take pride. It had elevated him above his fellow men, whose inertia had compounded his task. While they had been shirking the problem, refusing to see moral wrong in the Jew, he had stepped forward and clearly said ‘NO!’. That they had failed to see his actions as a solution, only condemned them. He lived constantly under his obsessional malaise, killing Jews as frequently as most people took aspirin; and for not dissimilar reasons.


  Horror’s face was clay. He allowed the Frogman to step into the shadow of the alley, then he brought out his slitters, moved directly behind him and cut forward with two vast strokes.


  The first blade struck the side of the Frogman’s neck, and cut just below the mastoid process of the frog skull. The razor sliced through the vertebral artery. He pushed his slitter up the side of the neck, severing the rings of bone attached to the cervical vertebrae. A split second later his other slitter entered at the back of the frog-head, at the point where the trapezius muscle attached itself to the occipital bone. Horror felt the dome of the Frogman’s skull disappearing into the tense neck muscles. Both incisions totally wiped the brain. He stepped deftly into the alley after the Frogman, catching his falling corpse. Holding it from behind in a bugger’s embrace, he walked forward with it.


  Lights blistered before his eyes. Spume shot from his skullcap and crawled into the air. A head pain that would not quit almost made him black-out. Cream spit from the vaginas clung to his eyes, and in an effort to remove it he rubbed his face against a coat fold on his shoulder.


  In the still gloom, the small Frogman immediately came at him in a rush, waving his stiletto blade. Horror was forced to drop the frogman he was holding and dispatch his attacker with a kick on the side of his head. The blow crushed the Frogman’s temporal bone, sending him collapsing against the wall, and folding him in a wet coleslaw on the floor. Two of the man’s enema bags burst as he fell, covering his bouncing head with spreading excreta.


  Malign Horror looked expectantly for the third Frogman, but in the darkness of the alley he could see nothing. He bent his body low, and listened. Except for the boisterous sounds coming from the square he could hear only the hissing of shit caught on the outside radiators. He kicked the figure of the tall Frogman that lay on the floor. Blood from the man’s open neck splashed down his rubber suit. He fell on top of him. Using the Frogman’s chest as a knee support he slowly lifted up the dead face. He peered into the lifeless eyes, which had slipped beyond his reach, and prized open the Frogman’s jaw. “Come on, come on!” He wheedled a grim smile across his lips. “Let’s get it down your neck.” He rammed his slitter into the man’s mouth, twisting it in a grinding circle. Blood and teeth bubbled and flew from the yawning hole. As he cut, all of the Frogman’s face broke in a whirlpool of latex, tissue and bone. Then he put the blade to the man’s hairline. When he cut a full circle, he tugged, and the scalp came free - as easy as pulling a pillow out of its slip. He dropped the naked scalp into his coat pocket. On his head the vagina lips trembled and spluttered, and from the cap poured a torrent of water which almost blinded him.


  The leeching moon freed itself from behind the night clouds as Horror arose and danced further into the alley. He hooted and moaned softly and almost fell over a full trashcan. The hot pipes that led out of the wall from a diner kitchen pushed steam in waves across the alley floor. The steam billowed, cloaking his loins in a white sweat. He stripped off his coat and threw it over the trashcan. Humid winds from the square sneaked between the holes of his string vest. His old bones stalked up and down the length of the narrow ginnel. His head shook crazily back and forth. He hopped distractedly around, picking up the scattered enema bags and forming them into a spiral mound similar to a mole hill.


  The crack of the third frogman’s cosh being opened somewhere in the shadows alerted him, and he spun round. From an alcove in the wall which he had overlooked, the massive rubber-suited figure of the giant Frogman slowly emerged, holding his cosh ready at his side.


  They closed in on one another, but before the Frogman could act, Maximum Horror swept his razor in low, easily slicing the blade through the manufactured rubber into the Frogman’s testicles. Horror drew back his head while he kept pushing his blade in. Blood spurted past him, and the ripped ball-sacs folded over his fist, soft as dewed orchids, cold as ice mint julips. The giant doubled up, his high heels slipping from under him and Horror bent forward. He whispered intimately into the Frogman’s ear. “Just as fresh as new bread, what?”


  Forming his lips into one terrible, silent scream, the Frogman looked directly into Lord Horror’s face. Then Horror opened his own mouth and sucked the head in.


  He snorted and gripped the sweating forehead with his horse teeth. He pushed the teeth hard into the bone. Wrapping his bottom teeth under the man’s chin, he allowed his tongue one languid wipe of the enclosed face, before clamping his teeth together and crushing the skull. The musculature of the man’s head fell, and slopped, light as a sherry trifle. Horror snapped his mouth open-and-shut in broad crushing strokes. In his cheeks, blood and bone meshed in a stew, and he chewed solidly on the head. Intermittently, he shook it, as a dog shakes a bone. As he ate, the giant Frogman’s body jerked in a solo masturbatory dance against him. Horror spoke through a swell of blood, “Trying to fuck me, Sonny Jim? I thought you had your ‘union card’ in fornication; that you were a finished swordsman. Don’t forget, now you’re a eunuch, you-can’t-get-it-up!” He punctuated his speech with vicious upward staccato thrusts of his razor inside the Frogman’s stomach.


  He kept the head inside his mouth for some time, chewing heavily. Then he let it sink down his throat, and shook out the blood from his mouth. “Now,” he said. “I’d say that was tastier than arseholes!”


  The lifeless man farted, and Horror smelt a dead stool evacuating itself from the man’s bowels. He held the huge body at arm’s length by two bones which protruded rigidly from the gashed neck. Spinning the body around, he tore the enema paraphernalia from its back and crushed the air canister and tubes with a single bare fist. He let the frogman fall. Gathering up the latex bags, he added them to the mound on the floor.


  Now, thought Horror, for the peine forte et dure.


  He walked back to where the small dead Frogman lay, and stripped the rubber suit from its body. He knelt, and held the death face in his hands. Death seemed to radiate out to him, bathing his head in its glow. He peered into its hooked features. “Definitely!” he enunciated slowly. Reassuring himself that the man had been of one hundred percent Jew blood, he layed the naked body out on its back in a straight line, then lay down horizontally on his stomach, with his lips touching the top of the dead man’s scalp.


  He swept his arms backwards and forwards in a fish-crawl to clear away the trash from the ground around him. His body surged. Pale-white within the rays of the ocean’s tumescence, he imagined he was a deep-water shark, his oceanic insectile mandibles clicking and worring the steamy air. He pressed his chin against the warm ground. He edged upwards until his nose came to rest against the crown of the man’s head. The smell of oil and asbestos and excreta rising from the man’s scalp brought his headache close to its climax.


  He let his body relax. He loosened his mouth, and began feeding the slippery head into his jaws. He resisted the impulse to clamp his large socking horse teeth around it. His mouth was now wet with excreta, and slid easily over the knob of the Frogman’s cranium, and he began to prepare the cavity of his own chest. He shook loose its physiognomy in readiness.


  Keeping the Jew head in his mouth, he inhaled deeply. The brown carapace began to heave and slide down into his extended maw. When he reached the four-by-two’s neck, he nibbled delicately at the wrinkled skin. Salivating rapidly, he continued the swallowing motions and reached the naked shoulders. He had to stretch his mouth to its limit. He felt its corners ripping with the exertion. Spit and blood seeped from the rim of his skin and dribbled onto the ground. His heart-beat doubled. Summoning his remaining will-power, he forced his mouth to enclose the dead shoulders, and his teeth chattered with a chill that was more of the spirit than the body.


  He pumped and inched forward again, gradually sinking the Jew into him. He felt his chest cavity rending under the immense strain of the load. The dull pain of the man’s bulk lying tight against the inside bones of his thin body boiled upwards to his head, electrocuting the nerve roots of his vagina cap.


  He eased on down, and came to a halt at the man’s hips. There he stopped. An ague shook through him. He felt his body bump of its own accord from left right across the floor of the alley. In a moment he continued eating, and closed on the hips. A white salad sauce poured in a pale rainbow torrent from his nostrils over the Jew’s privates.


  Inside Horror, the Jew’s head breached the lining into his seventh intercostal space, and his stomach showered hydrochloric juices over it.


  As he reached the Jew’s knees he heaved himself onto his feet. He propped himself unsteadily against the wall, wreathed in steam, with the two bent legs of the Jew brazenly dangling from his mouth. He raised his hands to the pain in his head, clasped it, stared up at the big moon. When the white orb tossed down light, the loose legs swung and crossed one over the other as though the old Jew inside had seated himself casually in a roomy armchair.


  The preening lord dropped his arms and gripped the stick-legs by the ankles. He lifted them high above his head, and swallowed. They disappeared down his throat. When they had vanished from sight a sigh involuntarily escaped him. The Frogman lay folded in a great foetus inside, comfortably rained-on by bubbling acids. Pain knifed through Horror’s head. He collapsed.


  He lay full-length on the ground. The Jew was choked inside him. He brought up more sauce from his nostrils. It was tinged with acid. He felt as though he had just inhaled a canister of amyl nitrite on top of a gut-full of goofballs.


  On the narrow strip of sidewalk where the Square crossed the top of the alley, Horror could see the passing feet of the pedestrians. From this angle they were discorporate legs, shuffling rapidly past him in an Egyptian sand dance; a thousand Wilson, Keppel and Betties. Beyond the legs, the sodium lights fell on the asphalt, making it appear as a dark timorous lake. The cruising traffic had disappeared, replaced by writhing clusters of black amorphophalli. Horror was nauseated by the sight of the hot, firm stems twisting and turning through the passing crowds.


  After the struggle, a feeling of well-being overcame him. The snivelling unrepentant Jew had been reduced to a dietary menu for the gentile.


  He closed his sphincter muscle. He would keep the biological roughage inside him for at least a week. His body was its house, a Zion castle, a Jew moat, a meat container. His body could simultaneously be home and grave; his old wattled skin made a fitting outer wall for a Jew crypt.


  It came to him that his body could literally accommodate thousands of Jews. He had struck on the perfect Final Solution -he could eat and digest the Jews of the world!


  After his years of wandering this method of decimation was the one he had been searching for. The thought of the pleasure that his achievement would give Himmler, Bormann and Hitler, delighted him. Contentedly, he lifted up his face, letting the steam coat its surface in a wet lather. He could be a one-man Hilton, reserved especially for Jews - or the largest Jew bank in Europe. In moments of depression he could think about the Jew lying inside him. By constantly introducing a new physiognomy into his system, he could baffle the ravages of his own body. He could use the Jew as a virus receptacle, a chamber pot for his diseases. Thanks to the assimilative powers of the Jew, perhaps he could rejuvenate himself endlessly and free himself from death.


  He let out a long, wheezling laugh. Perhaps this was what they meant by having ‘inner resources’! He dragged his body almost into the full glare of Times Square. There he lay, bloated, like some gaffed bonito on a sunlit beach.


  Wearily, he picked himself up from the floor, and spread out his coat next to the mound of enema bags. He lifted the heavy bags and deposited them one by one onto his coat, then wrapped them up in a swagman’s sack and slung them over his back.


  He walked uncaringly into the sodium neon. Half of the vaginas on his skull-cap had died. The vulvas lay cracked and open. The evening’s exertions had burst their clitorises. The ones that remained functional, twittered in delirium, giving off a diluted silver spume.


  Times Square appeared as a red hell-rimmed crater, crawling with beetles. Lights and gasses spiralled in a frozen effluvium from the open dens and speeding Cawthornithopters. Dizziness gripped him. The ground beneath heaved, as though he were on the deck of a swaying ship. The upsidedown position and weight of the Jew inside him was unsettling his balance. A build-up of toxins in his stomach made him belch. A fierce pain crawled across his head. Still clutching the fox-fur coat he fell into the back of a yellow cab.


  


  Hours passed.


  A sickly light, errant and pellucid, thrilled above him. In a drama close to somnia turbula, ganglias of cables and wires, nerve fibres and raunchy buzzing lights radiated down at him from a ceiUng, meshed together in a flue. The physiognomy of his body felt tropical, infusing him with a chimerical dread.


  He woke fitfully, his limbs heavy and somnambulant. He was back in his room. During the long night the hotel’s central heating had switched itself on. The heat was terrific. His head throbbed, full of virulent stuffs and old memories. He thought he could hear the sound of boiling broth close by. Sulphurous fumes filled the room, and a bitter-sweet almond taste prevailed in his mouth.


  He peered from a single drained eye. His room at the Chelsea looked as though the mad hand of a god had transposed it into an everglade sarcophagus. He lay on his side, his head awkwardly positioned on a once-white pillow. Stuck next to him was a single hank of hair that pushed an umber stain into the cotton. He tried to lift his left hand to remove the hair. The hand moved slowly, as though pulling through treacle, then stopped. He raised his head slightly and peered over his naked white shoulders down the length of the bed. Despite an intense light, he could not see clearly. From his chest downwards he appeared to be encased inside a blackish nitrate crust similar to a moth’s chrysalis. Beneath this dark surface he could feel a moist second layer which pressed warmly against his skin, snugly cocooning him.


  Futilely, Horror tried to rise up from his bed of excrement. The chrysalis skin broke, and the smell almost made him faint. From his neck he retched a yellow waxen glue. Defeated, he lapsed back in his warm prison.


  During the night, monstrously huge poppies, torture-coloured roses and pain-white petunias had grown around him. At his feet, nettles had sprouted from the dark skein. Weeds muffled the metallic clicking of shite flies. Dung beetles scurried everywhere over the crust’s surface.


  Neon tubes wrapped in bald flex pushed through the shit and added their burning light to the room. Myriad phalanxes of wasps had taken possession of the upper cornices. They swarmed about the ceiling like dense waves of black hair. For a moment, he thought he was mad, lying with fallen soldiers in the fields of Flanders, Ypres or the Somme.


  The bed giggled and sighed. It heaved with an almost sentient life. It let off a series of swaggering farts that echoed ominously round the room in search of an exit.


  The lights shook, and a swell of steam rose from the bed. Back it came to him. He remembered packing the enema bags tightly about his body before falling asleep. In the hot-house of the night, they had burst.


  The contents of the bags had settled over him. The temperature had stimulated the growth of the plants. He felt a lugubrious stirring beneath his chest, and a wet rose slid away from the shifting mess.


  A wavering shape, like a giant painted wigwam, began to materialise between two oscillating neon lights. The room beat white, almost blinding him. With a start, he recognised the shape of the demon goddess Ammut, Devourer of the Dead. The goddess lumbered forward. The phosphorous fat of her elephantine hips shifted and wriggled with a furious restlessness. She waddled in the neon around the foot of his bed, before coming to a halt before him. Her forepart was that of a crocodile. Her hindquarters those of a hippopotamus. Her middle that of a lion. The long crocodile jaw leered down at him, and even above the stink of the room he could smell her tomb breath.


  Horror flinched back into his pillow, his now spherical face as small as a child’s. An irridescent chrome-backed shite beetle crawled over his head. He began to whimper, and in a small sad voice he whispered, “Oh Mother Jew, Oh Mother Jew, Israel, I am my father’s son”. He glanced up at the demon, who had stuck a jade finger into his bed and was looking bemusedly at him. In a rising voice, Horror continued, “Being, broad of stride, who comes forth from Heliopolis, I have done no Evil. There is no iniquity in my belly, there is no wickedness in me”.


  Āmmūt withdrew her finger, and stretched toward him. She tapped her wet finger on his hooked nose. “You naughty boy!” her long jaw snapped. “What have you been doing? What a mess you’ve got yourself into!” She withdrew suddenly. Raising her massive buttocks to him she slapped them down on the bottom of the bed. A wave ran through the shite, lifting it to the level of his chin. Her back was facing him. Turning her crocodile’s head, she regarded him somberly over her shoulder. “Well there’s nothing I can do,” she said. “It’s too late for all that now. You should have thought of the consequences years ago when you started all your foolishness. You have no option but to dry your eyes, make up, and take your medicine.”


  Horror struggled with the bed, a babble falling from his lips. “The Lord is in his Holy Temple, the Lord’s throne is in heaven, His eyes are upon Mankind, He takes their measure at a glance.”


  “You can stop that right this very minute!” Āmmūt arose. She lumbered up the bed towards him, and struck him a glancing blow on the head. “Didn’t you hear me, it’s too bloody late!”


  “I’ll wise-up,” said Horror in a high voice. “Honest to God!”


  “You say that every time I_see you, but the minute my back’s turned you’re at it again.” Āmmūt spread her legs. “Well, not any more. What’s inside you will see to that!” The blue-green skin around her jaw tightened. “And you’ve only yourself to blame!”


  “Osiris, Eloi Eloi Lama Sabachthani!” Horror’s voice was rising to a pitch close to hysteria. More fissures opened in the scabrous swathe. Before he could turn away, the head of a bovine-eyed foetus pushed through into the light of the room, and he screamed. He felt a fresh movement by his hips, and knew that another unholy birth was occurring. The shite-bed seemed to be acting as an incubation unit, an alternative womb. Dimly, he watched the foetus near his chest slip away onto the floor. From the bed sounded a coprophagic intra-uterine fugue.


  “Shut-up! Shut-up!” Āmmūt stamped her great foot angrily. On her head the metal curlers that gripped the short hairs of her scalp, jangled together, and her long tail wrapped about her swelling hips. “You wretched little heathen, you’ll get your arse tanned good and proper. When I think of how we’ve spoiled you. We spared the rod and look what became of you!” She looked down at him in exasperation. Horror lay silent, blood seeping from his broken nose. His mouth opened and closed.


  “Oh, its our fault, is it?” The crocodile eyes fastened on him in annoyance. Insensed by his silence, Āmmūt lashed out and cuffed Horror’s head again. “Well, you can just lie there and take what’s coming to you!” She hit him a third time. Horror kept his eyes^tightly closed.


  After Āmmūt had ceased striking him, he could still hear the demon shouting and stamping about the room, tugging at wires and killing shite-flies. “Look what a sight you’ve made of your room - and the smell!” Āmmūt sighed. “And it could look so pretty...Of course, there’s no point in telling you now. If you had only listened to me...”


  The voice seemed to go on forever, and Horror felt sick. Gasses were boiling in his gut.


  Later, he opened his eyes just once. Āmmūt had left, and the room was almost quiet. The weakness he had been feeling for months now seemed complete. The shite had settled back in a comforting blanket around his body. It was ironic that he should end like this, impotent, childlike.


  From the road outside, the shout of running children rose up to his window. He realised they were a memory. They were school-children returning home.


  He was six - perhaps seven - and he was lying in his bedroom in his parents’ house, warm and snug, reading a comic. A daily newspaper serial. The strip described the adventure of two elves who lived on the edge of Leafy Wood. Meng and Ecker often reminded him of them - although Meng was more of a changeling than an elf. Possibly the comic strip was the reason for his fondness for the twins over the years. The elves had found a stone statue abandoned by a magician in a glade in the wood. A limerick was carved in the stone: “This is the statue of Whisper-a-Wish. Wish in a whisper, and you’ll get your wish!” The two elves had left their tree houses early, to visit Woozel the wood wizard, and when they came across this ‘Whisper-a-Wish’ they immediately wished for a pirate galleon to be delivered to them. When the ship suddenly materialised, caught in the buckling branches of a cluster of oak trees above their heads, they had to wish it away before it collapsed on top of them.


  Why he should remember that, he could not imagine - except that that afternoon was the last time he had felt truly contented, and safe.


  The house in Streatham was a sprawling Victorian semi, surrounded by a large garden. His mother and father had returned from China and had been busily seed-planting all summer. The garden teemed with marigold, redbud, japonica and crape-myrtle. Their scents helped obliterate the strong smell of brewery hops which wafted through his open window from the distillery at the bottom of the road.


  He woke early with a bilious headache, and instead of sending him to school his mother had confined him to bed. But by lunch his headache had cleared, and he had been allowed to play in the garden. He took with him his box of tin soldiers. Using the tall grass as camouflage he arranged them into three opposing armies. Sprawled on the grass on his stomach he moved the little tin men gleefully through the shrubbery. One group of soldiers were to launch a surprise attack on the other two, and he buried them in the ground beneath the loose top-soil in the centre of the garden. But when he needed to call on them he realised he had forgotten where they were buried. He searched fruitlessly until his headache returned and his mother caught him throwing-up in the back garden grid, and marched him hurriedly back to bed.


  Years later his parents died. He moved elsewhere, but periodically he returned to the garden to search for the missing soldiers. To the new owners he was regarded as a nuisance. They threatened him with the police. Undeterred, he switched his searches from day to night. On his last nocturnal visit to the house he angrily dug-over the entire garden, leaving uprooted rose bushes scattered down the length of the stone pathway. Why he should remember this he wasn’t sure either. The memory had stayed buried inside him like a sick tumour.


  In death’s hour we find a final strength. A confirmation of our malaise: our redeeming chaos.


  With an effort, Horror raised his head. Stuffs dropped from his face. Abstractly, he tried to see the fading room.


  “Is that all there is?” He spoke softly, his voice a melismatic whisper. His head shook. His bowels opened. A thin bile eased from his mouth. He swallowed. He felt a crawling thing move with swift purpose through his body. “Fuck this!” Horror ground his teeth. He heard the gold fillings crack. “And fuck that!” It came from him in a rush - the dead Jew’s hand, pushing itself up out of his throat. In a dread coma he watched as before his eyes the fingers of the dead hand loosened. Something fell from the hand onto the shite and was sucked beneath the surface before he could properly make out its shape. The hand tightened again into a fist and pumped back into his mouth with such violence that he was rocked back into his bed. He felt it touch down into his chest. Then pain. A burning torch had been lit inside him. The hand came out again, and dropped a wadge of flesh onto the bed, and sank back rapidly inside him. “The fucker!” Horror’s lips peeled back to reveal red blood on bone.


  The fucking Jew is emptying me of life.


  He broke into a slurred speech.


  “It wasn’t much like paradise...”


  ...The entombed bastard holds mass...


  “...amidst the dirt and all...”


  ...he passes forth the last sacrament.


  “...There sat the sweetest angel...”


  ...Jewfucker; Live to kill.


  “I need you more than ever now.”


  True, all true.


  “I need you more than ever now.”


  We end our lives in a chaos bubble: it’s only fitting that we start it so.


  “...Fistfuck them all, sad fuckers...”


  All fled-all done, lift me on the pyre.


  “...what goes around, comes around...”


  The feast is over and the lamps expire.


  “...Know what I mean..?” Horror forced a broad wink. “Coughdrop?” He lapsed into a dumb silence, passion spent, the only movement within. He waited expectantly. After a spell which seemed to stretch forever, he arched his pale head. He felt a boiling nausea. His lips tricked open and a voice inside thrilled: “Wobble to death!”


  The very last thing Lord Horror remembered was the full Jew’s hand regurgitated in a swirling pool of white acid which poured from his dead mouth.


  


  In a different part of the city, Meng had one huge hand folded tightly around a live rat. The rat struggled and bit into him, drawing a livid scar across his index finger. “You fucking little shitehawk!” he growled. He tightened his grip, and pushed the thin blade of his knife into the back of the rodent’s neck. The blade sliced back the skin. “You had that coming!” Meng withdrew the knife, and the rat jerked its head. He pushed the thin blade back into the rat, popping out its left eye. The eye hung by a single membrane to its face. Disdainfully, he threw the dead rodent into a corner of the room.


  He lifted a leg, and broke wind loudly. “Catch that!” he yelled in sheer ecstasy.


  A necklace of horse apples jiggled about his fat neck. He had baked them into a ring of walnut hardness, impregnanted them with pieces of amethyst, jade and jasmine, and bound them together with a leather thong. Below the necklace his chest was bare. Pendulous breasts with painted aureoles dropped to his hips. About his middle he wore a mini-buffalo skirt over a pair of Spandex loon pants. He began to sing:


  
    “When Dixie Dean was seventeen,


    He tried to score a goal.


    He missed his chance


    And shit his pants,


    And now he’s on the Dole.”

  


  He looked over his mirror at his brother, Ecker, and winked. “A bit of nostalgia.” He returned his attention to his reflection. The glass didn’t lie. The spectre of Time had touched him well. He took a stick of lip gloss and applied the waxy substance to his eyelids. “Do you remember Ikey Mo’s boneyard?”


  Ikey Mo had relished shovelling rubbish into the roaring boilers. Perhaps he thought he was making up for the wartime demise of his relatives. It was during a long hot summer when the twins had returned to the north of England with Horror, and the Lord had made Meng work part-time at the boneyard in Miles Platting. On Meng’s first day there he had been put to work on the boiler for burning dead dogs. The dogs were found in middens by the Dolly Varden men. Ikey Mo gave them a shilling for each dog, a tanner for pups. Once or twice a day he would come with a large glass jar, scoop up the oil from the cremated dogs, and pour it into bottles. The bottles also came from the middens. He never missed a trick. He told everyone that the oil was the finest cure for all ailments. For cuts, bruises or scratches, he recommended external application; for diseases and illnesses of all natures, he advised drinking it. The crafty four-by-two made a fortune in the summer, when the Irwell and the Medlock became stagnant, and scarlet fever, whooping cough, croup, meningitis, and a thousand other diseases swept through the terraced slums of Miles Platting. Even at Ikey’s prices, buying dog oil was cheaper than paying doctor’s bills. Come that first winter, Horror knobbled Ikey Mo good. Charitably, he had waited for the cold weather just in case the old Jew’s treatment worked.


  “His Knibs said the yard was the nearest thing in England to Auschwitz, that it would remind me of where he found us.”


  “That’s Horror’s dog philosophy,” said Ecker by way of comment. He remembered the boneyard only dimly. “If you can’t eat it, or fuck it - then piss on it!”


  “He’ll phone soon.”


  “He didn’t say when.” Ecker pulled his chair up to the window. He had wedged the window half open, and held it with a pair of Meng’s old nylon stockings. “Just said that he would be in touch today.” From his vantage point he could observe the daily walk-past on the pavement below. This rather aimless observing had become a habit since he and Meng had arrived in New York a week ago. Horror had been very specific - they were not to go out of the flat. Arrangements for their meals had been made with the cafe downstairs. The blonde waitress brought up hot meals regularly, and left them outside their door.


  To occupy themselves they watched endless cable tv. Late at night they listened on the radio to Alan Freed’s Big Apple Golden Gassers For Submarine Race Watchers. Meng lay traps in the hallway for the night-rats that plagued the building.


  The six-storey brown-stone tenement on the street opposite beetled above the shops, indistinguishable from the one where Meng and Ecker roomed. Most of Manhattan was the same. Grim monolithic slugs of concrete, urban poor, refuge for thousands of families. Ecker presumed Horror had rented there because it was cheap.


  He knew that His Lordship was on his way out. His health had deteriorated in South Africa. In recent months he had spent time in a Swiss hospital and tried to hide the fact. When questioned about his absence, he had ascribed his visit to, “a few days convalescence on a health farm”. Ecker had not confided his thoughts to Meng, but he knew that Horror had succumbed to an old adversary. He was gravely ill.


  During the last six months the Lord had become increasingly detached from everyday affairs. A number of poor business judgements, out of character for him, had drastically depleted his finances. Meng had cheerfully said that Horror was failing to move with the times. This was also true. He was becoming lazy and complacent about coming to grips with new technology. This reticence, Ecker held, was the main reason why the BBC Network did not renew his contract. Without his old zealot fire and improvisation his programmes had become lacklustre. He had become increasingly clumsy. His timing had been off. Ecker hoped that New York would snap him back, and prevent him from losing his last remaining radio franchise - with Radio Johannesburg.


  His British pension and honours had been stripped from him after he carelessly allowed his anti-semitism to become too public for the Government’s liking. The scandal had resulted in the deportation to South Africa. With it went the confiscation of his British assets. Meng and Ecker had been included in his exile.


  Horror’s over-riding passion to continue the search for proof that Hitler was alive now seemed to outstrip his fever to kill Jews, and it was in an effort to placate him, to take his mind off his illness, that Ecker had drawn up the list of people still living in New York who had connections with Hitler. The names were real enough, but the connections were tenuous in the extreme. Ecker had even invented meetings with Hitler. Better to have Horror exorcising New York Jews of their lives than to have him lying enfeebled in a Swiss clinic.


  When Ecker had casually let slip that it would be impossible for Hitler to be alive - the Fuhrer would be well over a hundred, his brain reduced to a pickled clot of senility - Horror had rounded on him. “Well, I’m over a hundred - am I senile?” he asked. “Hitler had greater mental resolve than any man I’ve ever known, and greater reason to stay alive. Unfulfilled mission... NO. Hitler is still alive. I would have sensed it if he had left... here...”, he had placed a rigid hand on his heart, “...and here...”. His hand had gone to his forehead.


  Ecker could not doubt the truth of what Horror said - or what he now suffered from. While he pondered, his rodent features watched a wino fall over a trash can on Duke Ellington Avenue. The wino lay sprawled on his back. His clothes had rucked-up to reveal a blotched, white stomach. Half the man lay on the sidewalk, the other half in the gutter. The twin continued to watch through his Nina Ritchie shades. “More shit outside,” he called across to Meng.


  “Right. I know Horror’s Bongo Wolf about Jews,” Meng said, “but I wish he’d fuck with some of these winos. They get on my tits.” He took out one of his loping corn-fed steroid-swollen breasts, examined it disparagingly, and tucked it back inside his brassiere. “There’s too fucking many of them.” He dabbed a powder puff on his chin to hide a mole, then screwed up his face in the mirror. “If you took any group of twenty paraffins off the streets of London, drugged them while they’re asleep, flew them out to Rome, and left them, I’d have a shitfit watching them when they woke up! Can you imagine it? Everyone speaking to them in a foreign language?” He laughed shrilly. “You’d never get tired of that - Munich to Vladivostok, Paris to Buenos Aires!”


  “Have you ever noticed,” commented Ecker, relaxing his stick arm on the window sill, “that drunks talk a language entirely their own?”


  “No one else can understand them,” Meng said. “I calls it Paraffinese. I’ve tried talking to them in imitation Paraffinese, slurring and burbling any old shit - and you know, they seem to understand me.” He paused, considering the ramification of what he’d said. “Mind you, they always say the same thing.”


  “Got the price of a drink good buddy?” intoned Ecker, without turning around.


  “Right,” Meng agreed. He left the mirror and began to busy himself with a cup of Bournville. He was visibly pleased.


  From the window, Ecker watched the tramp pick himself up and duke off back down the avenue, ignored by the pedestrians who were largely insular Sooties or Polacks. He was less happy than his brother. He remembered their last meal in London before they had been forced to leave the country. Lord Horror had taken them to a place called The Sobbing Turtle. Ecker detected he carried an unaccustomed air of anxiety about him. Out of sight of Meng, Horror had intimated that he had been suffering acute stomach pain. The pains had got worse over the weeks. While Meng was buying a round of drinks from the bar, he quietly confided to Ecker the most extraordinary of visions. Hitler, he maintained, had visited him in his room. The unexpected visit had occurred two days earlier. The twin registered no surprise. He had learnt years ago to let no emotion show on his face when Horror was unburdening his troubled mind. “The Fuhrer brought with him an extraordinary companion.” Horror’s hand had gripped Ecker’s in a vice. “He laughed at my startled expression. He was just as he used to be, easy mannered, relaxed, controlled. He still evidenced that undermining humour that he had always used in greeting me. ‘We can see, Herr Horror,’ he said to me, ‘that the years have not been kind to you. However - given the opportunity - we can change that!’ Then he had run his hand through his hair, which was still black, showing no sign of age. ‘But there will be a slight delay while we make preparations. For the time being, I want you to meet my new emissary. His name is Tusk. He accompanies me everywhere these days.’ Then Hitler smiled. ‘Remember the new man I predicted would come on the earth?’ He looked at me with pride and wry amusement, and gestured with his open palm towards Tusk.


  “The man in whose shadow Hitler stood was immense, fifteen or sixteen feet in height. His eyes were bright blue, and a shock of Nordic blonde hair fell to his shoulders. He was sun-bronzed, like a Raja prince, and was stripped to the waist. From his side, protruding through his skin, was a great white tusk. The man held a bruised hand to the horn’s tip, fingering and polishing its point, while he stared disdainfully down at me. I thought he was going to impale me on the bone, and so readied myself to flee.


  “Hitler looked benignly at Tusk’s impassive face, and while I waited for him to speak I must have dozed off. When I awoke, they were both gone, and my room smelled as stale as the Reichbunker.”


  Just then Meng had returned with the drinks. Horror stopped speaking, and began to drink heavily. Half-way through the meal, he lapsed into a blurred limbo of oneiric sleep. Meng too had drunk a great deal, and after finishing his steak and brown rice, fell unconscious beneath the table. Ecker had continued to listen with interest to the more cryptic utterances that Lord Horror began to make: “...The tusk pierces the man...whirlpool millennium sits ungainly astride the goat...” (and finally) “...no more swine than you are....” Lord Horror had fallen headfirst into his French cream chocolate gateau, and Ecker had been forced to carry them both, in relays, unconscious from the Sobbing Turtle.


  “I think Horror’s joined the Bengal Lancers,” said Ecker tonelessly.


  “Is that so?” Meng absently answered, seemingly again preoccupied with his reflection in the mirror and the world he could see behind the clear glass. His heavy features, flushed with colour, stared back at him. Beyond, in the distance, he could see Lord Horror as a doll madly dancing towards him. The doll’s head was made of clay, and the hands of red wax. The body was fashioned from soft pink kidskin stuffed with down. Vials and retorts, demijohns and horseshoes made of gold throbbed in the air around it. Meng turned away from the mirror. “Jack Dancer...” His lips scarcely opened. Suddenly his breasts felt as hard as bricks. He stood up. “I’ll steam the pudding now, yessir, no sweat.” He jiggled his hips. His voice filled the flat. “Horror swam the ocean in a suit of steel, with a sign saying ‘Meat is Real’.”


  He held his Queen Elizabeth Coronation mug steady, and emptied the contents of his last packet of whizz into what remained of his drink. He stirred the liquid at the bottom into a brown sludge with his little finger and drank the paste down quickly, tonguing the bitter residue from the sides of the mug.


  Ecker covered his eyes in mock disgust. “You have all the aesthetic sense of that dead rat. I swear you’d fuck spiders if you knew which legs to part.”


  “I’d leave that to the sole on my shoe,” said Meng, rolling bull red-rimmed eyes.


  


  HITLER HAD DISCOVERED THE TRUE ART OF THE FUTURE by an exacting process of elimination. Like a time detective, a temporal traveller through the history of art, he tracked down its birth initially to somewhere between 1895 and 1900. Later, he was able to be more exact. The birth had occurred on Tuesday the 21st August, 1898 - the precise time of Aubrey Beardsley’s death.


  By one of those unplanned coincidences, or by the mechanism of synchronicity, as Jung would have it, the 100th anniversary of Beardsley’s death would fall...in one day’s time.


  Not unexpectedly, Freud had provided him with the final clue.


  The last mysterious years of the 19th Century were a world where the major achievements were being made and recognised not in art, but in psychiatry and physics. With hindsight, it was easy to see how the implications of Beardsley’s death, and the subsequent barren years before his successor, had been misunderstood, their significance unnoticed in the history of modern art.


  Freud had commented that psychiatry, “was born in 1895 or 1900 or inbetween”. It was this statement, so casual, so bold, which had alerted Hitler. If the ‘modern’ mind was conceived during that period, perhaps so too was “modern’ art. Those two dates marked the period between Freud’s publication of Studies on Hysteria (1895) and The Interpretation of Dreams (1900).


  1898, the year of Beardsley’s death, was a crucial year for Dr.Freud. He was 42, and on the verge of seeing the coming-together of his neuroanatomical phase with its linked theories of infantile sexuality and the oedipus complex.


  Hitler assumed that artists who had assimilated Freud’s theories, and were able to interpret them visually, would have begun their work in the aftermath of Freud’s thinking. After 1900, until 1910, he searched in vain for signs that artists had achieved the ability to paint this new inner world.


  In 1901, Max Planck published his paper announcing the Quantum Theory. In 1905, came Einstein’s Special Theory of Relativity. In 1910, Rutherford discovered the atomic nucleus. In the same period, the apparent best that ‘modern art’ had been able to achieve was Delaunay’s Eiffel Tower, and Picasso’s flaccid attack on the waste and ruthlessness of life, Les Demoiselles d’Avignone. Could it be doubted that Germany had later fought for something better? In those days he had not been conscious of the true nature of his country’s discontent. When Germany had lost the war, the German resolve had weakened, and the people had again been forced to accept ‘modernism’ under the guise of ‘liberty’.


  Realisation had come to him in the 1950’s that at least in the fields of the arts, he had been preoccupied with a backwater movement. He had become almost blinded by the critical attention given to people he had despised for much of his life. Picasso, Kandinsky, Vasarelli, and so on, had become metaphors, representations and illusions for something quite distinct from the true nature of their art. Critics usually held them ‘modern’, ‘intellectual’ and ‘anti-bourgeois’. The irony of this latter appelation was not lost on him.


  Between the middle-1950s and middle-1970s, Hitler had worked to develop his radical approach to art. Significantly, he had found his second clue in America, to which he had made periodic visits from the late-1940s onwards. On one of his endless mopping-up operations after the debacle of 1945, he had come across the art of Burne hogarth.


  He had been on the verge of desperation over how to connect Beardsley with the main flow of 20th Century art. He had attended the world’s galleries, read learned art histories, and had begun to think that, in this century at least, Beardsley was a true one-off; a maverick artist with no descendants. If the latter were true, his theory of a new artform would founder. He had started to believe that Beardsley’s achievements could only be understood and built upon by artists of the 21st Century.


  His discovery of Hogarth came during a prolonged sojourn in the Mojave Desert, in Antelope Valley, near Lancaster, 80 miles north of Los Angeles. In 1954 he had enjoyed an idyllic summer living in a trailer there. The summer’s only disappointment had led directly to his discovery.


  In June he had tried to renew contact with his old friend Edgard Varese. The month was particularly warm, and the local farmers were worried about drought. Possibly because of the heat, Old Shatterhand had been giving him trouble. His member was more bellicose than usual, more peevish. Although in those days Shatterhand’s bulk was nothing by comparison to its size now, it still severely handicapped his movements. He preferred to travel at night if he could possibly do so, but if he had to travel during the day he made sure that his journeys were meticulously planned. To get to Lancaster he had driven the long route, carefully avoiding the highways. He bought a jeep for easy travel, and dressed in anonymous soiled garage-mechanic overalls which tended to blend in with the vehicle. The material of the overalls, being relatively lightweight, was less constricting for Old Shatterhand. Taking the long desert roads, which were almost always deserted, the ride from trailer to town was a relaxation and he would let Old Shatterhand drape itself over the steering wheel and hang out of the window and suck the dry desert air into its chattering mouth.


  He had come to Lancaster to shop, and collect his mail: letters from friends, some mail-order records he had requested from Time-Life, a demand from the electricity company, and a circular for handguns.


  He unwrapped the records in the post-office annex, and was surprised to discover among them a two-record set by Edgard Varese. They were earlier works - Octandre and Offrandres, and the 1931 composition, Ionisation, which he had thought long deleted.


  It was the sight of the composer’s familiar face on the album sleeve which had prompted him to phone.


  He searched in the top pocket of his overalls for his small personal notebook, then dialled at one of the phone booths near the mail counter. He was put through immediately. The soft voice of Louise Varese answered him. Her husband was away in Oklahoma, on a fishing trip, and would not be back until early August. The composer had taken with him the score for Deserts, the work that had preoccupied him since 1950. On his return to New York he hoped to have the last draft score completed. Hitler could tell from the way she spoke that Varese was at her shoulder dictating her replies. Of course, he had not confessed his identity, but he knew Varese would immediately recognise his voice, his accent, his phraseology. He kept the conversation going for some minutes, hoping that Varese would reconsider and speak to him. Louise told him politely to ring again in August. Then she had hung up.


  Once again Varèse had rebuffed his conciliatory gesture. His desire to contact Varèse was purely a whim-of-the-moment action. He had often wondered since what the outcome would have been had he not tried to make contact. Would fate have conspired to lead him by other means to Hogarth?


  The phone call had delayed him, and it had been raining when he left the store. Just a shower, but it was the first rain to fall in the desert for three months. His self-imposed isolation made him feel suddenly vulnerable, and on impulse he entered the general store and bought one of each newspaper. Walking out, he dropped a copy of the Canadian Star, and loose newspaper pages wafted about in confusion. He put his foot down sharply, trapping a page to the floor. As he bent down to retrieve it, he immediately noticed the artwork. His foot was partly covering a page of black-and-white artwork. There were in fact six variously-designed panels in total. The urgency of the artist’s work jumped up at him, and even without bending down to inspect the work more closely he knew that he had found Beardsley’s successor.


  He placed the papers he was carrying on a nearby chair, and held up the full page of artwork infront of him. Even in the gloom of the small store the artwork seethed with life, exploding across the page with a virulent energy. He quickly read the scrawled signature across the top of the page: Burne Hogarth. Beneath the artwork, at the foot of the page, was the cryptic message: ‘Continued Next Week’. Still clutching the loose page, he made his way back to the jeep. Outside, it had stopped raining almost as quickly as it had began.


  In the trailer he had immediately put pen to paper, and wrote the following lines: “The art of the future has to be rooted in the urban, the sophisticated, the literati, yet carry in its form all the dynamics of nuclear industry. It is an art that would have its responses mapped to electricity, to the high frequency stereo and the flickering static of television. It has to connect with the distorted ether of 20th Century culture; to the exuberance of literary neutrons; to the megaflow of atoms...it has to be art that corresponds to literature - and take its source from the novel, that most solid of inspirational endeavours. Above all, it has to be art solely in black ink on white paper, art in black-and-white, the primary colour of print, of books, of literature”.


  By the middle-1960s, after Hogarth had broken his distancing spell, Hitler found two more artists which fitted the lineage he had been trying to establish - the English artist James Caw-thorn, and the Irish artist Harry Clarke.


  Clarke he would probably never have discovered had he not arranged an early meeting with Hogarth.


  Hogarth had proved an invaluable source of information about the more eclectic streams of Twentieth Century art and artists. Like himself he had met, and was familiar with, the work of Tanguy, Vasarelli, Chagall, Miro and others. He had determinedly followed his own interests, while choosing to remain aloof from critics and trends. He proved to be a most erudite and widely read man, and singled out Clarke as a profound influence on his own work. Clarke, he said, was the most important neglected black-and-white artist at work during the early years of the century.


  Hitler could not doubt it; but how and why had Clarke been so totally ignored?


  He had set about re-examining the text-books and encyclopedias of Twentieth Century artists - the same books he had used in his attempt to formulate his theory of the New Art - and was relieved to find that he had not after all missed Clarke’s name. The artist was just not there. He was not listed.


  There could be no doubt that Beardsley was Clarke’s main influence. It was evident in each and every graceful stroke of his pen; but Clarke was his own man, with his own vision, and no slavish plagiarist. He had simply taken inspiration from the first artist of psychoneurology.


  Clarke’s resemblance to Beardsley extended beyond the normal. Not the least of their similarity lay in their lives, their personalities, their physical appearances, and their literary tastes; even in their eventual deaths from tuberculosis. They were the twin sides of the same coin. The singular difference was that Beardsley had, during his short life, been both famous and notorious whereas Clarke had been forced to work in relative obscurity. The tenor of the times had been out of step with his talent.


  After Clarke’s death, both his sons had emigrated to America. So it was that Hitler had been able to study the manuscripts belonging to the late artist’s estate and had come across a quote, written in Clarke’s script, which the artist had attributed to the pen of Havelock Ellis. The quote was from Ellis’s work, Affirmations. In this book, published in 1898, the year of Beardsley’s death, Ellis defined decadence in art as beauty, where the whole is subjected to the parts, and the predominant interest is in the beauty of detail; whereas the beauty of the classical lies in the parts being subjective to the whole.


  Clarke, Hogarth and Cawthorn, those icons of alienation, had worked in this century. They were largely ignored, dismissed by the art establishments. To Hitler, this neglect of the three great artists of Twentieth Century paranoia took on a Swiftian irony. When he compared their work with the acknowledged three great paintings of modem paranoia - Picasso’s Guernica Horses, Munch’s The Scream and Bacon’s The Screaming Pope - he was amused. By the simple expediency of painting open mouths the “modernists” had hoodwinked the art pundits for the better half of the century. How Freud would have chuckled at their crudely displayed castration complex! But how clever of these artists! By conveying angst with a tic of the face muscle the establishment critics had been safely delivered into their pockets.


  If the critics had swallowed these inept metaphors of angst -and they had been fed repeatedly with the same recurring motifs - how could he expect them to see the alienation in Hogarth’s vengeful Ononoes, Clarke’s diabolic saints or Cawthorn’s doomed heroes?


  By the middle-1960s, Hogarth’s name had been listed in a number of art histories, but his main work had been created in the neglect of the 1940s. In the art world, in the museums and galleries, Cawthorn remained sui-generis and, like Clarke, languished in obscurity.


  Hitler regretted that he could not share his discovery of these artists with Goebbels, who had always showed a discerning eye for artistic beauty, and who had faithfully encouraged him in his endeavours. Together, perhaps, they would have been able to reverse the current trends. It was fitting that the Propaganda Minister should now be regarded as the foremost art critic of his generation. Goebbels had assisted Hitler by a method of compiling charts and tables which had led to his artistic theory. By the late 1990s Hitler had drawn up a table of the main black-and-white artists and their works.


  


  AUBREY BEARDSLEY


  
    
      
        	
          1872

        

        	
          Born England.

        
      


      
        	
          1891

        

        	
          Meets Burne-Jones &Oscar Wilde. First professional sale.

        
      


      
        	
          1892

        

        	
          Publication of Le Mort D’Arthur, an illustrated edition appearing in weekly parts, and Bots Mots in three volumes.

        
      


      
        	
          1893

        

        	
          Draws The Wagnerites.

        
      


      
        	
          1894

        

        	
          Takes up art editorship of The Yellow Book. Illustrates Salome by Oscar Wilde.

        
      


      
        	
          1896

        

        	
          Becomes Art Editor of The Savoy, which published part of his novel, Under The Hill. Illustrated edition of Pope’s Rape of the Lock. Illustrated edition of Lysistrata.

        
      


      
        	
          1898

        

        	
          Died on the 16th March, Menton, France. Posthumous publication of his novel, Under the Hill, and illustrated editions of Volpone and Madamoiselle de Maupir?

        
      

    
  


  


  HARRY CLARKE


  
    
      
        	
          1889

        

        	
          Born Ireland.

        
      


      
        	
          1905

        

        	
          Attended the Dublin Metropolitan Art School.

        
      


      
        	
          1906

        

        	
          Attended London Royal College of Art.

        
      


      
        	
          1911

        

        	
          Won the coveted Gold Medal for his stained glass windows, Godhead Enthroned and The Meeting of St. Brendan with the Unhappy Judas.

        
      


      
        	
          1913

        

        	
          First book commissioned.

        
      


      
        	
          1915

        

        	
          Baptism of St. Patrick exhibited at the Exposition des Arts Decoratifs de Grande Bretagne et d’Irlande at the Louvre, Paris.

        
      


      
        	
          1916

        

        	
          The Easter Rising in Dublin destroys the blocks for his illustrated Ancient Mariner.

        
      


      
        	
          1919

        

        	
          Publication of Tales of Mystery and Imagination.

        
      


      
        	
          1920

        

        	
          Completion of Adoration of the Crucifixion by Irish Saints.

        
      


      
        	
          1922

        

        	
          Perrault published. After his father’s death Clarke takes control of the family’s stained glass studios.

        
      


      
        	
          1923

        

        	
          Completes Coronation of the Virgin Adored by Saints and Angels.

        
      


      
        	
          1925

        

        	
          Completes drawings for illustrated edition of Goethe’s Faust.

        
      


      
        	
          1928

        

        	
          Publication of his illustrated edition of Swinburne. Health in decline.

        
      


      
        	
          1929

        

        	
          At his doctor’s insistence leaves for the Victoria Sanitorium at Davos, Switzerland, for treatment for TB.

        
      


      
        	
          1930

        

        	
          Opening of the Harry Clarke Stained Glass Studios Ltd in Ireland.

        
      


      
        	
          1931

        

        	
          Dies in Coire, Switzerland.

        
      

    
  


  


  BURNE HOGARTH


  
    
      
        	
          1911

        

        	
          Born Xmas day in America.

        
      


      
        	
          1923

        

        	
          Attends the Chicago Art Institute.

        
      


      
        	
          1925

        

        	
          Attends the Academy of Fine Arts.

        
      


      
        	
          1926

        

        	
          Begins professionally syndicated art career.

        
      


      
        	
          1933

        

        	
          Teaches Art History at the WPA, which was inaugurated under President Rooseveldt.

        
      


      
        	
          1934

        

        	
          Moves to New York and begins syndication of Pieces of Eight.

        
      


      
        	
          1936

        

        	
          Takes over the internationally syndicated Tarzan strip after Harold Foster leaves.

        
      


      
        	
          1946

        

        	
          Begins Drago.

        
      


      
        	
          1947

        

        	
          Founded the School of Visual Arts in New York.

        
      


      
        	
          1949

        

        	
          Leaves Tarzan.

        
      


      
        	
          1954

        

        	
          (Dynatomy) Dynamic Anatomy published.

        
      


      
        	
          1965

        

        	
          Drawing the Human Head published.

        
      


      
        	
          1967

        

        	
          Tarzan: Seigneur De La Jungle published by Editions Azur Claude Offenstadt. Reprint (hardcase) of his 1940s artwork.

        
      


      
        	
          1970

        

        	
          Dynamic Figure Drawing published.

        
      


      
        	
          1971

        

        	
          Tarzan of the Apes published. Completely new artwork published by Watson-Guptill. Hogarth returns to his creation.

        
      


      
        	
          1972

        

        	
          Tarzan: People of Sea &Fire (hardcase), by Pacific Editions. Reprint of 1930’s artwork.

        
      


      
        	
          1973

        

        	
          Drago published in book form by Editions Serg; reprint of the 1946 artwork.

        
      


      
        	
          197

        

        	
          Drawing Dynamic Hands published.

        
      


      
        	
          1976

        

        	
          Jungle Tales of Tarzan published. Follow-up book to TOTA. Completely new artwork.

        
      


      
        	
          1977

        

        	
          The Golden Age of Tarzan. De luxe edition reprinting his original 1940s artwork. The work is seminal. Plates taken from the original Sunday newspaper format.

        
      


      
        	
          1981

        

        	
          Dynamic Light &Shade published 1984 King Arthur Portfolio, Vol. l published.

        
      


      
        	
          1985

        

        	
          King Arthur Portfolio Vol. 2 published.

        
      


      
        	
          1990

        

        	
          The Ononoes.

        
      

    
  


  


  JAMES CAWTHORN


  
    
      
        	
          1930

        

        	
          Born 1930 Gateshead, England.

        
      


      
        	
          1951

        

        	
          Studied Rubens and Michelangelo.

        
      


      
        	
          1955

        

        	
          Invented the genre of Sword &Sorcery artwork.

        
      


      
        	
          1956

        

        	
          First professional sale.

        
      


      
        	
          1957

        

        	
          Became Art Editor of Burroughsania. Began to illustrate for Erbania.

        
      


      
        	
          1958

        

        	
          Drew Niord &the Worm. Began to illustrate for Amra.

        
      


      
        	
          1959

        

        	
          Illustrated Sojan. Became Staff Artist on Tarzan. Met Mervyn Peake.

        
      


      
        	
          1961

        

        	
          Les Spinge and Lord of the Rings.

        
      


      
        	
          1962

        

        	
          Illustrated Ergo-Ergo, and began illustrating for Science Fantasy.

        
      


      
        	
          1963

        

        	
          Eldritch Dream Quest.

        
      


      
        	
          1964

        

        	
          Became Staff Artist on New Worlds.

        
      


      
        	
          1965

        

        	
          Stormbringer.

        
      


      
        	
          1968

        

        	
          Behold the Man.

        
      


      
        	
          1971

        

        	
          An Alien Heat.

        
      


      
        	
          1972

        

        	
          Cover paintings for four volumes of History of the Runestaff.

        
      


      
        	
          1976

        

        	
          Stormbringer. New illustrated edition.

        
      


      
        	
          1977

        

        	
          Sojan. New illustrated edition.

        
      


      
        	
          1978

        

        	
          The Jewel in the Skull. Large format 500 picture edition.

        
      


      
        	
          1979

        

        	
          The Golden Barge.

        
      


      
        	
          1980

        

        	
          Illustrates four-volume edition of Henry Treece’s mythic novels, King Arthur, etc.

        
      


      
        	
          1981

        

        	
          Illustrates The Legendary Ted Nugent.

        
      


      
        	
          1985

        

        	
          The Crystal &the Amulet. Large format 600 picture edition.

        
      


      
        	
          1992

        

        	
          Elric of Melniboné. Large format 3,000 picture edition.

        
      


      
        	
          1995

        

        	
          The Ononoes.

        
      

    
  


  


  Day and night; black and white. Clean. Pure. The polar colours of the two dominant races on the earth. The only artistic medium capable of carrying - hidden within its stark compositions - all mathematical conundrums and philosophical theories. Black-and-white, the condition to which all philosophy aspires. Beardsley, Clarke, Hogarth, Cawthorn. On the surface, hard basics, yet between the space which separates black from white dreams a world of subtlety, of ambiguity and sublimity, unreachable and remote. Only these four artists in black-and-white had been capable of presenting the essence of true Twenty-First Century art. During the last hundred years of the history of art they alone had achieved the elevated mental condition required to map out its boundaries and set its parameters. Many of their contemporaries, lost in myriad techniques and movements, had demeaned and soiled the artistic vision beyond succour. None more so than the sorry army of painters who, over the last century by the simple addition of colour, had cheapened their vision and inanely tried to camouflage their lack of ideas.


  How often quoted yet seldom understood was Klee’s comment that when drawing he, ‘took a line for a walk’. Hitler had completely revised his opinion of Klee over the years since the 1930s. That Klee was incapable of anything but a childish control of line and vision masquerading as intellect, he had long since come to accept. He allowed a wry grin to spread his lips when remembering a fan letter written by Paul Klee to Harry Clarke, which he discovered amongst the late artist’s papers. There was no evidence that Clarke had replied to Klee, and Hitler could well imagine that the Irish artist’s feelings towards Klee would have been less than respectful. Clarke, quite correctly, seemed to have surmised that correspondence between them would have been one-sided. What could Klee possibly have taught Clarke? Certainly nothing in terms of the elegant line, the creation of a mysterious ambiguity, or the aptitude to capture the movement of intellectual qualities abroad in the world. On the basis of his art, and unlike Clarke or Cawthorn, Klee knew very little of how the effect of moral hubris could react on the world. Because of the nature of their art these four artists expected the apocalypse. Klee, ever the naive, did not. In this respect he reminded Hitler of Spinoza, who reduced the human experience of desire and moral obligation to purely quantitative flows of energy that in an odd way anticipated Freud.


  On Moon, in Hitler’s mind, these four artists shared another’s vision: Hitler remembered Einstein telling him, “I believe with Schopenhauer that one of the strongest motives that lead men to art and science is to escape from everyday life, with its painful crudity and hopeless dreariness, from the fetters of one’s own ever-shifting desires. A finely tempered nature longs to escape from personal life into the world of objective perception and thought: this desire may be compared to the townsman’s irresistible longing to escape from his noisy, cramped surroundings into the silence of high mountains, where the eye ranges freely over contours that look as though they were built for eternity”.


  There you have it, Hitler thought: if you transpose Nature with the soul and intellect of Man, the situation is bleak. There is a modicum of technique abroad in the world of painters - but absolutely no content. The world is completely devoid of painters of true vision. There is not a single critic worth reading, or a single artist whose paintings have relevance to the times in which we live. Yet everywhere there is the clamour of the articulate swine, raising its myopic hog voice in praise of the mediocre, sucking everybody into their belief in the fifth rate. At random open any art magazine in the world: you will see high-tech repros of paintings by charlatans, and critiques by fools. One fool praises a charlatan. Another fool joins the first fool, and they form a movement. The charlatan, by his high profile success, encourages other charlatans. Twelve fools applaud and put their hands in their pockets. Soon, fools and charlatans are prospering. Everyday, in art galleries and museums throughout the world, a fool is attempting to sell a charlatan to another fool. Art-commerce and critical hubris conjoin. In the monetary boudoir the bonding vocabulary common to both fool and charlatan culminates on a genuinely meaningful level.


  Pain, unending, coursed through Hitler. It seemed as though a mailed fist squeezed the flesh and bones of his body between his groin and the base of his phallus. Beneath him, he dimly noticed Shatterhand wriggling in mad delirium. Moon was nothing but a cracked mirror of spirals and towers. Sweat mixed with the snow. “At last,” Hitler glowed, “my Nachtdes Grabens ends.”


  He was a seed pod being ejected from the stem of a poisonous flower. A vessel leaving the starship. Sperm bubbles broke over his naked torso, their tangerine and apricot centres filling the porous holes of his skin. The burning pain in his groin was scarcely eased by a wild rush of snow that blew from the Alps beyond Moon. When he passed through the final layer of clouds that circled the Earth - when even the distant boom of Shatterhand was silenced - the great wrench occurred. He felt blood drop away from the cut in his torso. His skin seemed to fold over and over like the petals of a flower closing about his wound. Hitler drifted free from the mother load of Old Shatterhand. “Truly, we are der Untote.” His voice remained calm. “This Stunde - I am free!”


  


  SNOW MOON SHIMMIED ACROSS the heavens. Wolf moon stalked in her trajectory. The universe fled black and purple and orange. The sun slung its slender crescent low against a pink sunset. Lemon clouds formed a scimitar. Sue hundred miles above the earth, magnetic particles bled through the Van Allen Zones, forming to the north the Aurora Borealis, its colour predominantly crimson, to the south the Aurora Australis, its colour predominantly blood-gold. Into the Auroras, waves of light, unsettled and dead, were being fed by a deviant source from the ice below.


  The sequence of the heavens moved around in an inebriated turbulence. At the base of the Arctic Pole, in the Borealis light, Old Shatterhand’s cone-head shone with tension against the snow.


  Felled, sated, its tortured bulk swelling across miles of tundra, Shatterhand allowed its energy to bleed away. Dead animals and birds, sucked from the air of the world, were frozen splinters in its dough flesh. The quartz sun, almost dead, too weak to fuel Shatterhand’s onomatopoeic length, hung senseless in the sky.


  The light from the moon, the colour of penicillin, mutable as mercury, bled into Shatterhand’s single sentient eye. This eye, as large as a corrugated coral nipple, sent jets of milk into the hinged jaw of Shatterhand’s mouth. Shatterhand’s tongue, full of pliant meat juice, leaned dully against its canted teeth.


  Much of its coiling bulk lay buried in the world’s epidermis. What remained above ground straddled the oceans, wound itself around the equator like a phantom Midgard serpent, twisted its way into the great forests of Brazil and Uruguay and pushed through all the cities of the Earth.


  It sat on the globe of the world with a weary finality. Cheese-cones of mould grew in a soft nest beneath the folds of flesh encircling its knob-head. Ice-maggots, dead or imprisoned, busted from its skin. Constant struggle with its animus had created within it a final effort of will - it had split the world forever. It could feel the planet discorporating. Earth would separate, her parts drift away into space.


  Shatterhand had attempted to end its unholy alliance with a commitment to honour and chivalry. To free Hitler from the ecclesia of eros and agape, pure release from sin, from complexes, neuroses, paradoxes and psychic tremors, it had perfectly ended its own existence.


  It thought and dreamed. It clearly remembered when Hitler’s aberrations had been formulated: Hitler’s unhealthy preoccupation with art and his ultimate desire to stamp his own indelible and untenable standards on the world.


  His penis’s first perceptible growth, a matter of inches, occurred on the day when the rumour reached Hitler that Picasso’s friend Apollinaire was being interrogated by the police after the famous Mona Lisa caper. Picasso had been asked to be a character witness for the poet, but instead of coming to Apollinaire’s defence, he had repudiated him. To Hitler it was like Saint Peter denying Christ (even Bunuel was repelled by Picasso’s legendary facility for not standing by principles). On that day, shortly before World War One, Hitler had sworn he would become everything that Picasso was not. He would stand against false art and critical hubris. He would create from a holocaust of fire and brimstone an earth cleansed of the hypocrite. Millions would be engulfed in the cathartic art-war.


  Shatterhand dropped skin half-way down its eye, hooding the orb and cutting out the glittering snow. A cold breath eased from its lips. Icy glaciers swam passed it, an endless trivia of debris into an Arctic now dimly perceived. In its closing vision it could see the distant dream-pole surrounded by a plateau of blue ice, swept clean of snow. Soon it would be journeying on the dark River Iss, to join the unimaginable beasts who waited at the river’s end for the red men of Helium on their last jump to heaven.


  Old Shatterhand had almost entirely, through contact with Hitler, come to know many kinds of arrogance, both in itself and in others. Yet it could not put a name to a more consuming, more disdainful, more unpityingly evil arrogance than that practised by avant garde artists and radical intellectuals who were bursting with the vain passion to be profound and obscure and difficult and cause pain. Shatterhand had been forced to spend entire weeks in the company of such miserable people, abjectly listening to Duchamp, Diaghilev, Kant and Hitler, who talked in disparaging terms of the merits of one artistic movement over another; of philosophical abstractions discussed in obtuse metaphor. In turn these people were mocked in amused indignation by a few philistines. There was no doubt that it was these inconsiderable men who were the first to bring fuel to the hell-fire in which Mankind had nearly roasted. In a conversation with Hitler, Franz Werfel had said something similar, and Shatterhand had almost torn the fabric of Hitler’s trousers asunder in its enthusiastic support, growing twelve inches in as many minutes.


  Of all the philosophical arguments, Shatterhand favoured Spinoza’s, whose answer to the riddle of existence was that, “All things exist; exist necessarily in thoroughgoing interdependence”. The ensuing metaphysics had certain disturbing implications for Hitler’s self-understanding. Mentality might be a distinguishing feature of people, however everything in the world is expressible both as idea and as physical object. Spinoza’s monisms generated a highly paradoxical idea of the human person. The individual was not an individual at all. Then, nor was anything else. The identity, separateness, and self-sufficiency of the person all seemed to be denied by Spinoza; and Man, as part of Nature, seemed to be no more important a feature in the scheme of things than rocks and stones and trees.


  Things were. Also, they were just collections of molecules -the only point to argue over was size, larger or smaller.


  Old Shatterhand issued a sharp bark. Snow globules of crimson ooze cascaded downwards. It could feel the residue of Hitler’s sensibilities; the strong pull of his will. From the meat jaw, Schopenhauer’s words carried out into the hollow wastelands: “This world, this scene of tormented and agonised beings, who can only continue to exist by devouring each other; in which every ravenous beast is the living grave of thousands of others, and its self-maintenance is a chain of painful deaths; in which the capacity for feeling pain increases with knowledge, and therefore reaches its highest degree in man.” Old Shatterhand’s length twisted over, wriggling down into the earth. These last words wrapped around the ice-cold dreampole, seeping either into the cold depths of the snow or drumming on into infinite space.


  It let fall crystallised blood-clots. They were easily swallowed by the snow. Schopenhauer had turned in horror from the world in which the will to live reigned like an evil and bloodthirsty spirit; he could not endure it. The suffering of existence had choked him.


  In this abominable record of pain, Hitler called himself the Lonely Wanderer Out of Nothingness. He sucked on lozenges. He spoke in endless monologue. Mentally, he seemed connected to the unceasing vacuum beyond space. In a world of killers and diers he was a metaphysician.


  An eerie static flicked off Old Shatterhand, as if lost souls, speaking in tongues, were made visible in the frozen light. Molecules conspired to make what was called “life”; but separateness was an illusion. There were only degrees of awareness, degrees of lightness: more light, or less light; brighter or dimmer.


  Matter attracted itself.


  The function of awareness was to counter the effects of entropy.


  The evolution of lifeforms was a reflex action on the part of the universe against built-in dissolution.


  The illusion of ego persisted, though it served no purpose in itself. What did it matter how the ego imagined the world to be, or what the world was for?


  A welter of goldfish bubblesperm gushed from Old Shatterhand’s mouth. Mankind - in the world he had created for himself - had acted according to the laws of particle physics.


  Still flopped on Earth’s surface, Old Shatterhand’s tenebrific bulk began to give off an atomised haze. Morphogenetic fields which had guided and controlled its huge growth struggled to maintain equilibrium; but the fields, - the invisible vortices and sprays, whorls and florets, and spinning cylinders of force - were unequal to the task.


  The haze rising from its surface shot in long jagged streaks into space: polychromatic sperm ready to drop in any waiting crevice, to be caught up again by the gale of forces that lay behind material reality: to be ressurected more surely and purposefully, in new and modified forms, in more favourable environments than in Hitler.


  Disassemblers rapidly began their work of taking apart its structure.


  The pensile brainstem, only briefly given the power of raciocination, felt a million tiny tendrils of death attack it.


  Light caused by the free energy escaping from its chemical bonding began to beat fiercely in the depths of its body: a photon paean which throbbed out from the earth in the wake of Hitler like a coded distress call. Like the endflight of a butterfly’s brief day’s effulgence, as each layer of being was stripped away, the orgasm of sentience that had been orally bestowed on Shatterhand in a thousand-and-one nights of spermletting, began to fade.


  What human beings imagined, was of no consequence. Shatterhand could not blame its now rapidly diminishing proprietor - diminishing both in time and memory.


  Hitler had lain in the wound in the heart of mankind, not just in the wounds in the hearts of the Jews. He had become a token reminder to the world that the seeds of its immolation lay in blindly inherited behaviour.


  A faint torquoise shimmer, strewn with childish clouds, glanced across Shatterhand’s right eye. Its hinged-jaw mouth throbbed with a quickly weakening pulse of blood. A lurking flaw in humanity brought about the Holocaust. The Jews blamed Hitler because they did not like to be reminded too often of who was to blame for their persecution.


  The blind racialist terror was in every neighbour. Humanity, for its part, blamed Hitler and for the same reason - to forget. The anti-Christ allowed both the oppressors and their victims to rest easy in their sleep. Hitler was their scapegoat so long as he was thought to be dead. That he might have lived out his allotted life outside the Bunker disquieted them. If he was alive, he had escaped human ‘judgement’; the comforting lies might be exposed. Jesus Christ had suffered a visible death - apparently. His acolytes and beneficiaries had felt it necessary to resurrect him. But Hitler had not visibly died. It was felt necessary to hunt him down, at least to hunt down his ghost.


  Art? - a limp peristalsis brought sick into Shatterhand’s mouth. Rattenschwanzdarum! Hitler had a sincere appreciation of it, but it had really been used only as a kind of screen, to make the sleight of hand look convincing. West had come to East to fight each other - not to fight Hitler. He had enabled them to trample across Europe, looting Germany of her scientists and her advanced technological culture, and brought them face-to-face. They had fought over Hitler. Not faced, not challenged, not analysed, the lurking, unpredictable impulse had remained. Hitler’s New Order had not occurred in the way that he had planned but in the way that the masses had of blindly willing those things.


  Countless other Shatterhands were forming: smoky outlines, just visible in the morphic fields. As each shape briefly gained wholeness it flickered-offinto space. The shapes were the fields themselves learning a new pattern. They were being attracted to other areas in time and space, to await the long jetting sperm.


  Old Shatterhand hiccupped. Dozens of other copies of itself broke into existence.


  Its jaw worked and cricked. Nerves from its brain melted through the pale roof of its mouth. Green stuffs and a pebble-grey liver made passage through the coral nipple.


  Its bulk finally ceased boring into the ice, lay still, and disappeared. To be replaced by a line of blazing tourbillions.


  


  “DAS NEUE LEBEN! DAS LEBEN kehrt sich einen Rattenschwanz darum, wereeslebt!”


  Hitler heaved out into the black. Earth was a painful luminous sunball at his side, and he found the sudden darkness soothing. The fibrous boles at Shatterhand’s base near his enlarged groin had swollen and exploded. The few elastic strands which still momentarily held him attached to his penis, stretched and snapped. He was free. A huge envelope of air, caught as he was pushed away from Earth by his base member, stayed with him. It was invisibly attached to him, he thought by his unconscious will, which out here seemed to be a tangible power. The air was wrapped about him at a steady pressure, and was filled with spores and dust-motes and other earthly detritus which had been torn up by his departure.


  Here and there were larger particles, flowers with trailing roots, the heads of rodents and small startled birds. An electric-blue damson fly, unaware of the change, flew past Hitler’s nose and settled on the petals of a swamp marigold. Many of these things could not be seen until they drifted close enough to be discerned against the blackness infront of him. No stars were yet visible through the glare of Earthlight. The blackness was softened only by a feint opalescence, the result of the sun’s rays striking the envelope of air. The sun, embedded like a wild face in the black, heated the air, keeping him pleasantly warm. He made a note to be extra vigilant when its orb sank below the rim of Earth - as it soon would - to will the heat to him until the night was over.


  The relief of being free from his penis was so strong that for many hours he allowed himself simply to drift in deep contemplation, spreadeagled in the gravityless balloon of air, savouring the light warm feeling in his being. But he gradually found that the noosphere - the chattering of human voices and the interplay of thought which he had brought with him and which had switched itself on the moment Shatterhand had jettisoned him, which had lain dimly in the back of his mind -began to wash forward in a deluge of noise and demands. Voices from history cajoled him with accusations and threats, or assuaged him with oily requests and whispered insinuations:


  “The blood! You have defiled the blood!”


  “How can it resurrect itself without the Hurricane?”


  “If I decide to call you Ahab The Shit Eater you’ll say, ‘Yes, sir!’, and thank me.”


  “‘Where I steal an idea, I leave my knife - Michelangelo, don’t you know..?”


  “I am an artist and should be exempt from shit!”


  “Fuck me. Put your foot up my arse!”


  “Your buildings are the only ones I can bear to look at...”


  “April is the crudest month...”


  “WE KNOW BEST!”


  “I speak to, and of, and for, nations...”


  “None but the wise may resist the noble!”


  “Life doesn’t give a rat’s arse who lives it!”


  The flaring sun sank below the Earth, and abruptly the voices ceased. The huge light of the planet went out. A motionless sargasso of stars suddenly appeared. They seemed so close, the gems off the rings off the fingers of all dead girls, and he thought at first they were imprinted on his eyes, but gradually he adjusted himself to them. Each star had a different personality, alive, radiating a hard alien beat. The whole beaming mass of them held him spellbound. It took him most of the night to realise they were laughing at him. A few of them were crying. He felt the vibrations of their laughter shaking him, and had to use all his will to prevent himself from being shaken apart. As he struggled, a simple man, to keep himself intact, there was scarcely sufficient of his will left to hold to him the air and the heat which he needed to stay alive, and he was fearing the worst when abruptly morning broke, and the stars - with their heckling laughter - faded.


  He endured the following day, with its voices, and then another night, with its laughter, and then abided months of this torment. But he was moving away from Earth at speed, and as he put more distance between him and his home planet the voices once more became a faint babble, a faint laughter like that of the stars. He was glad to have the daytime to himself, to think, and he revelled in the peace. But the interludes of day would not last. As he drew further from Earth the influence of her daylight would finally cease, and he would be surrounded continuously by the loud, quaking laughter.


  A scorpion from the Mojave came into view, floating toward him. It was motionless and looked dead, but as soon as it touched his foot it came to life and crawled rapidly up his naked body. It arrived at his mouth and sat next to his lips, on his cheek. He dared not move. From now on, he remained permanently still. His mind became of sole significance to him. His body was as useless as bones to a jellyfish, and he felt only awareness - like a large roving eye among the stars.


  A long way beyond the moon, at the heliopause - the predicted boundary region between the solar domain and interstellar space where the solar magnetic fields and solar wind phase into the interstellar fields and particles environment - a star came up to him. It came so close it seemed to touch him on the shoulder, but as it was about to pass above him he noticed that it was in fact no larger than himself. It was speeding outward in the same direction and only appeared to be moving in the opposite direction. It was some kind of craft, and he was in fact overtaking it. On its cylindrical side was stencilled, “VOYAGER 1”. On a plaque on the side were the figures of a man and a woman and other symbols.


  He looked dubiously at it.


  “You fucking suckarse nigger Jew!” One of the voices from the still dimly discernible noosphere jumped out at him. It was louder than the other mouths by a billion watts, and he wondered who had generated it and why.


  Normally he would have been mildly indignant; he wasn’t black. But to his surprise he felt nothing. A light dew of magnetic radiation sprayed over him as the Voyager slid by.


  “You fucking white Natzi cuntscum!”


  It was the last of the voices; the last of the babble.


  He was suddenly weary.


  “Brazil! Brazil!” he thought wistfully. “Tropical heaven, let us kill moonlight...” He did not relish the prospect of the future, but he was utterly separated from his past, and could not return. Looking back was like looking through into a different time. The world and all its contents seemed small and compact, as though they had been individually washed with a scouring agent and dried and returned to their place intact. The possessions and tools with which he had worked and which he had once cherished - even the contents of the schemes he had laboured over for so long - had been scrubbed of all personal association. Depersonalised as they were it made him feel as though his own nervous system had been impartially laundered, and all trace of his identity wiped out and replaced with another’s that he could not fathom.


  As though he looked through into a stranger’s world.


  All the wit in the world is lost on him who has none.


  La Bruyére


  Man is incarnate sexual instinct, since he owes his origin to copulation and the wish of his wishes to copulate... The sexual act is the unceasing thought of the unchaste and the involuntary, an ever-ready recurring daydream of the chaste, the key of all intimations, an every-ready matter of fun, an inexhaustible source of jokes.


  Schopenhauer


  I think that life is a very sad piece of buffoonery.


  Pirandello
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