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    ‘The worth of a book can be judged by the strength of the punches it gives and the length of time it takes to recover from them.’


    Flaubert

  


  


  
    All moveables of wonder from all parts,

    Are here, Albinos, painted Indians, Dwarfs,

    The Horse of Knowledge, and the learned Pig,

    The Stone-eater, the Man that swallows fire,

    Giants, Ventriloquists, the Invisible Girl,

    The Bust that speaks, and moves its goggling eyes,

    The Wax-work, Clock-work, all the marvellous craft

    Of modern Merlins, wild Beasts, Puppet-shows,

    All out-o’way, far-fetched, perverted things,

    All Freaks of Nature, all Promethean thoughts

    Of Man; his dulness, madness, and their feats,

    All jumbled up together to make up

    This Parliament of Monster. Tents and Booths

    Meanwhile, as if the whole were one vast Mill,

    Are vomiting, receiving, on all sides,

    Men, Women, Three-years’ Children, Babes in Arms.



    The Prelude, Wordsworth
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  “POST... YOU FUCKING BLEEDER!”


  Horror was a sidewinding rattler. The Be-Bop-A-Lula of Auschwitz. Dreams in one hand. Shit in the other. Blood and disgrace. Drip-Drop on the worthless earth. Creaming a Jew on the shank and tang of his bone-handled razor, on the bastard side of Birkenauville.


  “POST...! POST...! YOU BLEEDING FUCK!”


  The Meng lay half-asleep in his bed, a tangle of sheets wrapped about his creature form. Outside his window the morning sun hung like a theurgist’s brazier. Beams of Irish magic bathed Porchfield Square. His engine heart soared.


  “POST...! FOR FUCK’S SAKE!”


  Well-shady Doctor Mengele crawled under a Bad Fuck Cloud. In an alfalfa field, yidbillys rocked-out with a vengeance. He wanted to come up close to their racing meat... smell it, wade in it, melt his steel into pips of flesh, push his prize cock into the bone. Sweat in Love Potion No 9.


  “RUM-TITTY-PUM! POST! A DELIVERY FROM THE D...E... A...D!”


  The would-be-dead were travelling towards Manchester tooled-up with gold and silver Rabelaisian Spin Whizzers, rusty ‘1907’ bayonets, Vietnamese cullswords, long curved Voltaire scimitars, Teddy Boy serrated blades, bloody latticed-handled Ratfuckers, Picaro skull gloves with gleaming saw daggers, Jew crosses smeared with diseased Niggerblood, All Tore Up swastikas fashioned from white ivory and black onyx.


  Ecker the Thriller hunched through Crematorium 2, fat lizards slumbered in its dirt. Fuck-You-Blind cumuli reared like a cobra’s hood on the emptying vessels of Birkenau. The bone man heard Mahler’s ‘The Song of the Earth’. He dressed a four-by-two in a ‘Special Actions’ suit of Monowitz synthetic rubber.


  “POST...! OPEN UP YOU SAD BASTARD!”


  Mini-vans full of suicide bravos drove from the outlying towns of Wigan, Rochdale, Huddersfield and Halifax. Chartered holiday coaches came from the satellite cities of Liverpool, Warrington, Stoke and Lancaster. In the dawnlight etiolated tripped-out excursion trams from Blackpool, vacation freights from Southport and Leeds, crawled fitfully towards the second capital. Meng could smell their coming death.


  In Endzone, completely shit-faced, his brain on slippage, sick and lustful thoughts fist-fucking his ape body, Meng waited. Golden fuck clouds, fleeing from Passchendaele, soared overhead. A single-hoofed beast showed him a clack bigger than Nuneaton; a beaver like a split kipper. From his fat lips, saliva drooled.


  “POST...! YOU HENRY, GIVE THE FUCKING BISHOP A REST!”


  He opened a quizzical eye. The voice came from outside, each of its pronouncements accompanied by a hardy rapping on the brass lion door knocker. The Meng continued to lie half-asleep in his four-poster, a grey condom oil soiling his haunches.


  “POST...! BASTARDS! POST...! BASTARDS! POST... BASTARDS...”


  Imported from Endzone, BUZZ-GUM, Auschwitz’s latest computer, could batter ten new kinds of Killer Fuck out of the infected organisms in Crematorium 12. Beneath the black vault of sky the vast semantic and iconographic reservoir of extermination had come of age. Finally, through Himmler the Marvel and the healing stigmata of Hi-tech, yiddlering had entered The Fuckery at a rare bleedin’ trot.


  About now, human scum would be boarding the ‘Dapper Dan Battle of Britain’ football special, departing London Euston, hauled by giant Bulldog diesels, its carriages adorned with the fluttering scarves of a dozen soccer clubs, the sky above its bevelled grey roof, he fancied, looking like a Walt Disney version of the Dawn of Creation.


  “POST...! IF I DON’T SEE A CUNTIE HERE IN ONE MINUTE, I’LL SHIT THROUGH THE LETTERBOX!”


  That was more like it. Meng allowed a joyful iron fart to crack across the bedstead, but made no effort to move from his pit. His Cro-Magnon soul half-drifted in its submerged Hollywood posturing. He let himself linger in the delicious atomised haze of light and dream in which he had awoken. He imagined he was lying on several recently deceased corpses, languorously pushed into their diseased putrescence by the gravity of his columnar form.


  Doctor Fuck’n’Stuff, god of THE WITZ, intercoursed with expiring Jews through every long day. Flags of Blood and Honour above his outstretched arms. “If it’s not fucked here, my son, it’ll never be fucked.” Recalcitrants got the back scuttle.


  The rapping at the door rumbled across his thoughts until, half-awake, half in reverie, he raised himself from the bed.


  “Lud on the sod!” he groaned. “My head’s twatted.”


  His grotesque head, smeared with the grimy remains of yesterday’s rouge and lipstick, ached. The gutful of ale acquired at Lord Haw-Haw’s ‘Sign of the Hanging Judge’ nightclub had done its worst.


  His pink bra, trapped tightly under his right armpit, exposed his ripening silicone breasts. Suspiciously, he sniffed at his chest.


  He had Got Out Of His Face. Newted. Frogarsed. Ratlegged and Schindlers. He vaguely remembered walking home well tanked from die Hanging Judge, falling down a cantle of stone steps into the council toilets in Albert Square and coming to rest in a marble rivulet of urine leaking from the stalls. He lay in the flow of piss for more than an hour, open-mouthed, unconscious. When he awoke, his stomach felt fuller than a pig’s bladder on slaughter day.


  “FUCKERS! FUCKERS! FUCKERS! I’VE NOT GOT ALL FUCKING DAY!”


  Fuck the Elf dispensed wounds and sulphonamide drugs to all in the Mash House. “nutzlose Fresser”. He waved surgical gloves, two little yiddlers dying on his blade. “Just as I remove a festering appendix to make the patient healthy again, I must destroy the JEW to make mankind healthy; Produktive Vemichtung; Betehl ist Betehl. Out of respect for human life. I would remove a purulent appendix from a diseased body. The JEWS are the purulent appendix in the body of Europe.”


  The hammering caused by the connection of the postman’s foot with the four-ply was not a figment. Meng lumbered disgruntled from his bed and crashed downstairs. He staggered in an ungainly charge along the hallway, leaving a trail of gleaming piss-puddles behind him.


  Bleary-eyed, he almost swung the door off its hinges. His ape frame rippled in a series of minor chords. He fixed a hard glare on the indistinct and wavering form that stood before him in the bright morning sunlight. Circles of pain seeped around his cranium.


  His head surged fitfully. He wiped a fluttering false eyelash on the back of his hand. It prised loose, sticking to his body hairs. A small startled eye, it winked cheekily up at him. In a run, he felt his black Keturah Brown lace panties slip and slide to his knees.


  “About fucking time! Parcel, addressed to Messrs Meng and Ecker, Rat One, Porchfield Square, City Centre, Manchester, England. That you, Cuntface?” Without waiting for a reply the figure struggled with his mail bag and eventually freed a package wrapped in reindeer Xmas paper and tied with a white silk ribbon. He dropped the parcel at Meng’s feet and produced a notebook and pen from his pocket.


  “Sign here, Miss.”


  Angrily, Meng hitched up his panties.


  “If I don’t hear some respect I’ll sign your fucking nose!” Meng’s voice was a Howlin’ Wolf growl, low and menacing. He snarled pointedly, flexing a powerful forearm. Reaching out, he gripped the postman by his uniform and drew him into the doorway. A rancid smell of musk and urine made the man almost gag.


  “Christonacross!” he wheezed, as Meng’s creature shape took form. “On my mother’s life!”


  Fear gripped the man. An outpouring of glitter fluttered about the porch. “No offence meant, Your Honour. I’m new on the round.” He broke wind. “It’s this Weedin’ heat. The wife said my mouth would go too far one day. Christ!”


  Meng’s grip increased. Sunlight was making his eyes water.


  The man began to squirm. “Sweet Jesus ’n’ all the saints in Heaven! Have a heart! I’m employed by the gov...” In desperation he fluttered his eyelids. “You look lovely!”


  Meng grinned.


  He suddenly relaxed his hold. “That’s more the ticket.” Something about the man pricked his sympathy.


  “God bless you, Miss!” the postman said appreciatively, dusting the silver buttons on his grey uniform. He held out a receipt book. “I wouldn’t have bothered you but I was told this was urgent — government business.”


  “From the fucking Queen?” Meng’s head cleared more quickly than he thought possible. “Now why didn’t you say that first — you tosspot?” Good-humouredly, he took the proffered notebook and pressed his black thumbprint on it, smearing his mark across the paper. “Don’t you go selling my autograph now.” Meng tapped his nose. He wriggled his hips back into his panties. “Or I’ll put my finger up your scrotum! Now fuck off — before I forget I’m a lady.” He bent down and retrieved the parcel. He stood up, and shut the door with a decisive flourish.


  He farted.


  “Catch that and paint it green,” he moaned.


  Long seconds later, when Time had been affiliated with the science of silence, the parcel from the Land of the Dead began to hum, softly, almost inaudibly.


  The Teasmade steamed.


  Pouring a cup of strong Brooke Bond tea into a porcelain bowl Meng realised that something had been well wrong.


  His hand stiffened.


  How could it not have registered?


  He leant against the kitchen wall to steady himself. He closed his eyes and focused hard on the image of the postman’s face.


  How come he had not seen the black beetle head?


  From the middle of the brittle black beetle shell two huge sad marmoset eyes stared. The mouth was an open red hole from which a long silkworm tongue forked out. An atonal hooting noise blew from it. Flecks of ammoniacal sulphur fell on him.


  A rhythmic palsy of tiny black legs grew from the side of the black shell. The legs crawled continuously over the beetle face, preening and brushing it.


  He opened his eyes hurriedly, and shivered. Obviously he was still hungover. He threw the parcel carelessly on the kitchen table. Shuffling wide-eyed to the fridge he pulled out a tub of cultured strawberry yoghurt and meatballs. With an upward jerk of his arm he emptied the contents down his neck.


  “Ecker, you spazz, are you in?” His angry bark echoed round the empty flat.


  Shit-Christ! Ecker must still be in London.


  The lousy bleeder.


  The lousy fuck.


  Just how long did it take to open a new fucking branch of the Tea Rooms?


  Being billeted in Kensington High Street for at least two weeks, converting a pizza parlour into a new branch of the Meng &Ecker fast food emporium, was a doddle — no wonder he and his brother never had any fucking money — and so too was poncing about with those dance band chappies New Order at Britannia Row Recording Studios; despite their promising name, and judging by their lack of readies, a Brit outfit. Why couldn’t Ecker have teamed up with a proper Kraut band?


  He couldn’t completely blame Ecker. Today, he’d rather be in London than up here spending another Saturday in Manchester with the Fuzzy Wuzzies.


  His guts lurched at the thought. Much better to be strolling through Soho, picking mangoes and lychees off the barrows in Berwick Street Market — fruit that would make a better class of filling for their rye bread sandwiches, just right for the new health trade promised by the up-market ’enrys moving into Kensington. He had to hand it to his brother. Ecker knew how best to sucker money from the proliferating numbers of greens expecting to live forever.


  He scratched at his groin. An erotic thrill passed through him. Even at this early hour, so soon after last night’s emptying, he could go a quick Soho massage... although he had no complaints about the rich pickings at Haw-Haw’s. What had that young lass from Bowden said her name was...? Mizz Quince Jelly? She obviously had a bob or two and was willing enough, if a bit inexperienced for his demanding appetite. He had almost gone blind trying to pleasure her, and was well pissed off when she had objected strongly to conjoining dog-fashion over the massed dustbins of back Chinatown.


  He had got the job done... eventually.


  Date-rape was all fuck-happy young girls hoped for these days.


  “Someone’s daughter, someone’s son.” An evil leer smeared Meng’s approving face and a creep whisper breathed from him:


  
    “Now lady I ain’t no mill man,



    Just the mill man’s son,



    But I can do your grinding,



    Till the mill man comes.”

  


  The sun pushed shards of laser through the perspex blinds. He raised one of his bare feet onto a solid ledge of light. His body twisted, and he collapsed into a wooden chair. Drawing himself up to the table, he examined the parcel. It seemed to be glowing in the photon streams.


  Maybe the old Queen had sent him the illuminated dead arsehole of Prince Philip. He slavered. Nothing much hotter on this earth than a Greek bastard’s ring-piece. Meng wiped a hairy paw over his sweating brow.


  “Just because, my Hairy Jack Danny is curly. Just because, my knob is bleedin’ scuttle-dogged... don’t call me fucking ‘Shine’.” Just the effort of singing left Meng groaning.


  Even for the usually sun-loving half-man the continuing heat wave was proving too much of a good thing. He felt like a huge tub of fiery broth. Blood boiled in his misshapen body, threatening to burst in an unfurling red orchid through his skin. He could think of many hot places he would rather be. Manchester in the height of summer was not Torremolinos. In anticipation of the sweltering day ahead, a prickly heat crept up the russet hairs of his back.


  He smacked his lips.


  He broke into an inane humming. It was the sixth day of die week, and he was booked in to meet the Death and Glory brigade. His hairy foot commenced a jaunty thumping. He glanced at the wall clock. It read 10:30. Sound, he thought. His lips peeled back, allowing passage for his rancorous breath.


  Discarding his lace panties, he pulled on a pair of Woolworth’s knickers — the kind that he had seen Madonna wearing on last week’s edition of Top of the Pops. Running a hand through the back of his tangled mane he pursed his thick lips and smooched at his reflection in the kitchen mirror. He fancied the resemblance between himself and Little Richard or Michael Jackson was becoming even more pronounced.


  “The beauty...” he said, his lips smacking “... is on fucking duty.” Keeping his hair spiralled in a bouffant he sprinkled salt on his thumb and licked it off with his quick fat tongue.


  “Sugar shit sweet,” he sniffed.


  Without makeup, even the rose-tinted glasses of the halfman’s overheated imagination could not elevate the face that stared grimly back at him. For a second he did not recognise himself. He thought he saw an inhuman facsimile of Mae West.


  He shook his head.


  King Kong winked back.


  Disgruntled, he turned his back on himself, and his gaze alighted on the parcel.


  “All right,” he snorted, letting his greasy locks tumble in rats’ tails onto his naked shoulders. “You got me.”


  Torpid light from a bitch lamp wound over the slackmuscled shambler. Meng came from a shambling race. His thick gander neck twisted. Warily, he eyed the parcel. “Say no fucking more.” His heavily muscled arms reached out. “It takes a clever dick to make an arse smart.” He moved like a drunken balletomane around the table.


  “Now...” He grasped the package. “What have we?”


  He picked it up, and staggered under its weight. “Blood of God! It’s heavier than an Amazon’s dildo.”


  The parcel slipped from his grasp back onto the table. The impact tore a hole in its wrapping.


  A mad yodelling came from within. Meng sensed microcircuitry on the move.


  “Creeping Jesus!” he almost jumped.


  The yodels finished as quickly as they had started, and a cloud of ochre smoke appeared. A human-sized insect head jacked out of the smoke and leered at him. The half-man swung a fist, but the head ducked, vanishing quickly back into the smoke.


  A number of eyes on long stalks danced from the smoke and the head re-emerged. The eyes retracted, and sat in a cluster above a blue-green beak. The head looked like a nightmare caricature of Frank Randle, Horror’s old drinking partner from his days in music hall. King Twist himself!


  Before Meng had the time to collect himself, the mist disappeared, revealing a pot-bellied figure. The figure was perched upright on a pomegranate-shaped body, damasked with shards of silver. He could see that it was obviously an automaton, an impression strengthened when it began moving. It slowly worked its limbs, its jerky simulacramarion movements giving it a sumptuous fatuous appearance.


  Meng twitched and shivered. The automaton was many times the size of the original parcel. How could any one man have lifted it to his door?


  “Tamponfire!” He wiped a line of cold sweat from his brow. Despite the fierce sun outside, the temperature in the kitchen seemed to be dropping. He had never heard of a machine that could increase its own size and bodyweight. Someone, he thought, was blowing a bad wind onto Porchfield Square. Why the fuck did these things always happen to him when Cunt Ecker wasn’t around?


  A single ominous eye stretched from the insect head and hovered near him. A fissure appeared along the base of the figure’s swollen stomach. The crack spread open, revealing the tip of a white shell which began to ease downwards. The egg, with a black beetle clutching its side, slipped free and broke on the top of the table. Another cloud of ammonia smoke steamed upward.


  “Fuck the Pontiff!” Meng gagged. “What a bleedin’ pong!” he shouted, beating a hasty retreat. “A diseased aidsrat must have died up your fucking arse!”


  Green-and-yellow glue seeped in a tide from the shattered egg, and more sulphurous fumes rapidly filled the kitchen. By the time the vapours cleared, and Meng had wiped his watering eyes, the figure had vanished. All that remained of it was a thickening pool.


  The same glitter dust that had covered the postman cloaked him.


  Scarcely had the half-man lifted a hairy fist, to examine the eerie flocculation, when a movement in the glue caught his eye. Despite the smell (or, perhaps, because of it), he brought his head close to the rancid pool. Bits of jade and copper flew from its undulating surface then a tiny arm, no larger than a doll’s, pushed itself free. The hand kneaded the air, feeling its texture. With a forked motion it began to flex its fingers and slowly rotate itself in a circle.


  “Hell’s bells!” Meng’s big eyes opened wide, and the arm almost fluttered into his iris. “Killer diller!”


  The miniature limb was human and alive. Open sores pock-marked its skin. Bone showed clearly through the thin veneer of emaciated white flesh. He recognised the symptoms of cancer immediately. The hairs on his back swept in a wave and his toes curled. Even with the smell of ether filling his nostrils, the stench of the charnel house flowed into him.


  A tiny man, no bigger than a fucking minute, jerked slyly out of the glue. He wore a green jacket with silver bells on the cuffs. Bright-gold trousers festooned with shamrock and fennel were tucked into a pair of knee-length leather boots. A black beret was perched on the side of his head. The face was pale, and tattooed with a patina of sores. Only the man’s searing bright eyes, instantly recognisable, showed signs of health.


  “Zwillinge.”


  It was the voice he had learned to love and trust during the black days in THE WITZ.


  “Creeping Mother of God!” The half-man took a step back. “The Grand Wizard of OZwitz...” he spluttered. “The Nabob of Chrome Death.” For once, he was almost lost for words.


  “Fuck-my-dick-stick!”


  Meng’s voice seemed to issue from a distant cavern.


  “It’s His Fucking Knibs!”


  The miniature face of Doctor Mengele swam before him and he toppled to the kitchen floor in a semi-faint.


  He lay half-paralysed on his back, the floor tiles cold against his naked skin, staring up at the enormous lunar disc of the sun. In Porchfield Square heat-clouds of Auschwitz mist bubbled. The kitchen window began to mist over and from die top of the table he heard the harsh voice declare, “Ach bein mein safoführer hemmel das einermann!”


  With the help of prime kut umbilical cord, which he pulled like wet eels from his mouth, the tiny man lowered himself from the table to the floor and walked slowly towards Meng’s prone body. The minute man clambered on to Meng’s left leg and made his way up his body.


  “Ither wee fowk,” sobbed Meng, as if in a dream. “Martin Amis.” He felt tiny footpads indent themselves into his chest. “Don’t you fucking love ’em?”


  “I never bear a grudge,” the thin electronic voice of the man continued, this time in English. “I share it with as many people as possible.”


  Without moving his head Meng peered down, and was just in time to see the figure appearing from beneath his stubbled chin.


  “Cock sparrow, a message for you from Lord Subbrainamain.” The crawling man came and sat on the bridge of his nose. The Meng squinted at him. The name meant nothing. Perhaps it was one of Ecker’s numerous ligger contacts?


  “Are you awake my dear Meng? My, my, how you have changed since the... er... good old days! For sure, ’tis you yourself. Wir nichts wissen konnen, and you know nothing of Mountjoy or the Maze?”


  Now Meng was not sure who this strange visitor was. The small man spoke in a puzzling variety of accents, unreal and heavenly, sometimes reminding Meng of Lord Horror, or Horror’s brother James, or William Joyce, or an Irish bog trotter, or the Devil himself. At other times it still had the familiar resonance of the Angel of Death.


  “Die Juden sind unser Unglück.”


  The figure cocked his head, waiting for a reply. Meng’s lips remained sealed.


  “To the penal jail of Mountjoy. To the jail of Mountjoy! Jail him and joy. Is that how it is, then? Per speculum in aenigmate. No? How could you...” he pulled off his beret and smacked it hard on Meng’s nose “...you of the small pleasures and even smaller thoughts?”


  The half-man blinked back tears.


  “Too fucking right, my fine goose.” A thin chuckle issued from the figure. “Always the shtum one, when it suited, of course.”


  Another wave of nausea rocked Meng’s head and he felt himself falling down a deep pit.


  Three days ago, at precisely four o’clock in the morning, he had woken from a bleak dream. Lit by a beam of weak dawn sunlight the surface of his skin had taken on the colour of a glistening deadpool. An ominous prickling on the nape of his neck had been sufficient warning to propel him rapidly from the warm sheets.


  “I smell niggers, I smell niggers!” He had sat bolt upright, singing at the top of his voice. “A fucking nest of them, oil heavy, Barabbas-thick.”


  He remembered standing naked before his bed, swaying unsteadily, his big chest pulsating, feeling hot dog sick, trying to see through the gossamer, mist of the dispersing dream.


  After gozzing into his hands and rubbing the warm effluent into his eyes to clear his vision, he had noticed a grey-bottomed Ginger Mooney lying hunched and folded in the bed.


  The Ginger was a substantial ball of grease, at least half Meng’s own weight, lying in a compact sleeping form. A snarl had rippled the half-man’s lips. He had known, for once, that he had gone to bed alone the previous night.


  He sank a fist into the grease, which felt solid, like a huge wad of well-chewed gum, then wrenched his hand free. The movement elicited a soft sucking sound. He opened his hand. Resting in his palm were a dozen magenta owl pellets.


  The Ginger, unmoved by the blow, was still and silent, its skin covered by a flock of mottled blood blisters. A pair of black lungs, flat and six inches in diameter, were almost imperceptibly dilating, hanging like collapsed balloons from the centre of each blister. The lungs expanded slowly, dancing with the fish. They pulled in the foetid air of his bedroom and then expelled it without a sound.


  He remembered thinking that the grease lump looked as if one of Billy Butler’s mud oragamies had been brought to life and deposited in his bed. In fact, the more he gazed at the grease, the tastier it looked, its appearance causing the erotic hairs on his lower haunches to bunch together.


  A swift gas of sweet perfume issued from the Mighty Mooney, as if the grease subtly sensed his changing emotions.


  “Estée Lauder,” Meng challenged, intently sniffing the air. “The Black Widow Spider.”


  He seated himself on the corner of his bed, deliberating, his forefinger resting on the fat of his lower lip.


  “Well.”


  His mind made up, he slid his bulk into the bed and threw his Thomas the Tank Engine duvet over both himself and the grease onoplasm.


  “My little homunculus,” he lisped in his best Noddy voice. “If you’ve come from me, you’re fucking mine, and I intend to give you a morsel of chutney you’ll not forget in a hurry.”


  Fat and bulbous, his prick stood to attention.


  “Kermit’s here!” he trilled.


  “Lights on!” A half-familiar voice carried to him from far away.


  “Goodnight children every-fucking-where.” An unstoppable tiredness suddenly came upon him. “You little bleeders, drink your Ovaltine.”


  His heart almost broke.


  “Mammy,” he sobbed.


  His eyes had closed, and he slipped, almost unconscious, onto the grease, his cock ploughing a full foot into the stuff. He felt as though his body was being struck by leather wings. He was sure cunning blood left him.


  “Lights on, I say!”


  Meng’s vision swam. He felt as though he had been bent over, whisked up and thrown a great distance. The breath of a cold meat-hunting beast swelled his cock and a magnum of cream sperm was sent churning through his pipe. A solid plaintive hooting sound followed, thin as a Henry James ghost. It too dissipated, and the odd pleasurable sensation in his loins was replaced by a pain that outshone the sun.


  “On, I say!”


  “Uno gin, per favore,” ordered Meng, twining his legs and opening his eyes.


  Mengele stared back at him. The Doctor’s tiny hands pinched his cheeks. Without drawing breath he kept reciting his cretinous litany. “On... on... on...”


  Meng fluttered his eyes, to show Mengele that he had indeed heard him.


  “Ah, you’re back on the case!” Mengele sounded relieved as he marched across Meng’s face, his tiny figure coming to rest again on the bridge of Meng’s broad nose.


  With an effort, the half-man swivelled his eyes. He was still in his kitchen. From the window panes, now free of mist, the sunlight struck his immobile form. He realised he must have been unconscious for some time.


  “Izzy wizzy, let’s get bizzy!” Standing erect, Mengele was reaching up and grasping one of the long strands of Meng’s hair. The Doctor swung across his cheek to his ear, and perched on its lobe. “My Sugar, I’m going to tell you something of the utmost importance, and just to make sure you don’t have a problem remembering it — it’s going directly to your subconscious. That place of infinite circumference. I’ve heard your memory’s even less than it was. Point of fact, after I’ve finished telling you, you will forget it completely. When you wake up in thirty minutes you won’t remember this message. Of course, there’s a key word, and when you hear it you will remember my message. I can’t say this has been a pleasure. Are you ready?”


  Meng’s lips curled. Just one slight turn of the head, and I’ll bite this little fucker in two!


  The Doctor was gripping the sides of his ear and peering into its depths. He spoke inhumanly quickly, like a DAT machine overloading, his rattling voice high and squeaky.


  “My dear Meng,” the Doctor’s sharp teeth nibbled the half-man’s ear. “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 manozygotic. Twins born of 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. You and Ecker belong to the latter, but you had to be surgically separated...”


  Mengele rambled on. The Doctor’s soft inflexions had a soporific effect, just as they had done in days long gone by in the camps of Auschwitz and Birkenau. As then, Meng could not stop himself getting another full proud lob-on. A Hellbender red mist Clive Barkered before his eyes then, falling unconscious, he swept into the Sleep of the Tranced.


  When he awoke, there was no trace of either the package or its inhabitant.


  “Maze... Maze... Maze...” The words echoed in a distant coda.


  He wasn’t sure if he had dreamt the whole episode. A not unusual occurrence, he had discovered, after a night on the piss.


  But he was sure of one thing — whatever Mengele had just told him would be as instantly pointless and forgettable as his words had been in the Oswiecim swamps. The Doctor was a man of action — if his little needles hadn’t penetrated flesh, you could bet he was just aimlessly filling in time (much as he had done for years in South America).


  Meng’s eyes ran distractedly over a clothes rail filled with Issey Miyake tights, still wet from the night’s piss heaven excesses.


  Falling-down water had been the eventual ruin of many a good man.


  He looked again at the kitchen clock. It was now 11:00 a.m. It was Saturday, and he was definitely running late. He drank six Special Brews one after the other, then spent an hour perched before his makeup mirror.


  “Beat out my love.”


  Slowly, the outlandish diva so beloved of the Mengettes began to appear.
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  HE WAS A DISEASE, and the citizens of Manchester were not slow on the uptake. When the Meng was abroad on their streets they parted like the Holy Sea before him, and this morning they did so with anticipation. His black plastic high heel boots rapped out a timeless semaphore on their pavements. A headdress of brightly plumed feathers danced in a broad dizzying funk above his compact figure. A variety of gleaming daggers and twist knives, slung together on a circle of twine, surged against his crushed leather jacket. Around his neck he wore a blackman’s foot. Under a skein of garish makeup his ape face was immobile.


  The Meng walked in a state of diffuse erotic tension, pushing an arrogant swath through the crowds of shoppers. It was back to business, and with a fresh surge of satisfaction he noticed the signs that Manchester was ready for him — a fearful stare, a knowing wink, a hearty cheer and a clap on his broad back.


  “Mornin’ Miss Meng!” Knowing which side his bread was buttered, the manager of the Deansgate Database Music Centre nodded reverently to him as he clattered past. The Meng was a frequent and valued customer.


  “Your Fuzz-Buster’s arrived from Connecticut...” he called to Meng’s back “... when you’re ready.”


  “Put it on ice.” Without halting his pace, Meng raised an upright thumb. “Collect it Monday.” He was always pleased to be recognised on his home patch by fellow businessmen. Their inaugural experiences in die money market had made them unlikely allies. The Database manager always displayed a dapper line in moustaches — very stylish, very Hiderian. Firm bottle too. Though he wasn’t really Meng’s type.


  Still, nice to know it’s there at a push.


  He beamed, and hitched up his orange miniskirt. A few yards further down the street he inadvertently stumbled over the hunched form of Pinturischio the Bag Lady encamped outside Kendal Milne’s department store with her Safeway trolley laden with two years’ worth of dirty washing.


  “Madame,” Meng said pointedly, swaying upright. “I do apologise for walking on the pavement.” He tried to straighten the line on his tom nylons. “What say you?”


  The woman did not respond. She seemed oblivious to the fact that Meng loomed in front of her.


  “Never mind,” said Meng, filling in the silence. “My fault entirely, no hard feelings.”


  He giggled, and fingered his groin, seeing an opportunity to rehearse.


  “How’s this...” he announced portentously. “This feller went up to a woman in a pub and said: ‘I’d like to fill your fanny with draft Guinness and sup the lot!’ The woman ran up to her husband and said: ‘Do you know what that dirty bleeder has just said to me? He’d like to fill my fanny with Guinness and sup the lot!’ Her husband put down his pot, and looked bewilderedly at her. ‘If you think I’m tackling a feller that can drink 28 pints of Guinness, you must be fucking mental!’...”


  The bag lady kept her head down. Meng was unabashed, grinning and running a stubby forefinger in a circle on his ape brow.


  “How about this, then? A young white bloke went out on a date with a black whore. After a bit of clumsy rubber-neckin’ down a dark lane, the young man whispers, ‘I’d love a little pussy right now,’ and takes out his modest prick.


  “‘So would I,’ sighs the whore. ‘Mine’s as big as a fucking bucket’...”


  Meng finished speaking, and waited expectantly.


  Pinturischio raised her head, and gave him a withering look. “Fuck off, queer!”


  “Thank you, blossom.” He curtsied low.


  “Oye, Fish-head!”


  The voice came from directly behind him. Before it had a chance to continue, Meng had pirouetted round and pushed his dagger into a soft throat. He pressed the blade in hard.


  “Cunt!” Meng’s lips opened into a snarl, He lowered the dagger, with the supposed mendicant still embedded on its point, to the pavement. Lunch hour shoppers and strollers milled about the small drama without turning a hair.


  “Meng...” Soft male hands reached up and gently touched him.


  The sun flickered.


  A thin-faced youth lay on the ground, staring up at him in saddened surprise.


  Moments before, he and his fellow counter clerks on their lunch hour at the Midland Bank had watched the Meng march past. His friends had dared him to goad the half-man. Since he had served Meng all week with change for his Deansgate café he thought a playful bit of banter with the branch’s most famous client would not be taken too seriously. A bad move, he thought belatedly, as blood trickled from his neck and gathered on the rim of his collar. His face seemed collapsed, already removed from humanity.


  A cloud cut off a slice of sun, and mint light shifted from the sky, momentarily hiding Meng’s face in shadow.


  Without giving the youth another thought he pulled his dagger free and did a little hop and skip. The blood of a wayward child coursed through his big adult body.


  Across the street from the half-man, on the corner of King Arcade and Deansgate, two policemen stood watching warily.


  “Well, Albert, if that’s the way the wind’s blowing...!”


  “Too fucking true!” answered his colleague. “Come on.” They both hurried in the direction of Bootle Street Police Station.


  “It’ll be safer back in the canteen for a few hours.” He pulled his helmet down over his eyes.


  “Let the little fucker waste his own kind. If he gets too out of hand, the Chief will call out the Moss Side Snuff Squad.”


  The men knew that Meng’s destination was Piccadilly Gardens. Clocking-on that morning they had resolved to give this vicinity of the city a low priority on what remained of their week’s shift.


  At a safe distance the policemen chanced one final sight of Meng. The half-man was crossing Deansgate into Market Street. A ring of fairy dust sparkled and crackled in the air around him. His face looked like a blistered pisspot. Two angry daggers spun in his clenched fists.


  “Miss Meng, your Bugging Dogs are in.” The assistant from Radio Rentals stood on the base of the soda water fountain outside his store and waved the goods, to which he was referring, above the heads of the milling crowd. “And those Manhattan Audio Devils you ordered — we’re just unpacking them.”


  “Monday!” Meng’s curt command carried to the assistant. Blood was the only audio which presently interested him. That, and the stereo croon of solid pain.


  Meng’s nacreous eyes looked inward, searching for the inevitable attrition he always sought when he passed the blackened campanile of Manchester Cathedral, now looming out of the haze of traffic exhaust. Two workmen repairing the road outside the building laughed at his appearance, and he was on them in a rush, his blades grinding into flesh.


  “Jesus ’Aitch!” A fatalistic expellation of breath left one of the policemen as he forced his colleague to almost run. “I fucking hate Saturdays.” For the hundredth time he wondered why he had joined a police force with the highest mortality rate in England.


  Down the road Meng let out a triumphant yell, hoisting a severed head in his fist. With a sudden balletic thrust of his pygmy form he drop-kicked the head and sent it soaring high. Straightening up and smacking his lips, he strolled on, taking a right at the Bank of Ireland. “No fucking mouse show, my little prophylactics.” He had reached die Arndale, and was about to go inside.


  “Mouse? Who’s calling my name?”


  A cheerful squeaky voice came from amongst the crowds. An apparition of a small acrobatic figure with a globular head, protuberant ears, inquisitive nose and the general air of a conqueror, appeared.


  “Fuck a duck — Mickey! Mickey Mouse!” Meng dispatched a middle-aged couple, overloaded with shopping bags, who stumbled into his path. “You jammy cunt, how did you get here?” He sheathed one bloody dagger and held out his hand.


  Mickey Mouse grabbed Meng’s paw in his white gloves and pumped it vigorously. His black trunk fitted snugly into ballooning red shorts, and his tiny legs were stuffed into delicious big doughy yellow shoes.


  Meng put his solid arm around the mouse. He was genuinely pleased to see his old pal. “Hey, last time I fucking saw you was in Florida.” He noticed that Mickey still had three-fingered hands. Computer technology had not brought him up-to-date, and the mouse looked all the better for it. He still had that rich 1930s technicolor gloss to his figure. “And Minnie, is she here?”


  “Sure,” piped Mickey. “Can the car move without its driver?” The mouse pointed a spindly arm inside the dim entrance of the Arndale shopping centre. “She’s looking for Marks &Spencer’s.” Mickey threw up his eyes.


  “Well, she won’t find it in that rat hole... pardon me,” retorted Meng, mindful of the reference. Mickey’s nose shivered nevertheless. “It was designed by a Moslem,” he added derisively. “Excuse I.” Meng let go of Mickey’s shoulder and squatted low. He twirled round, and brought his dagger up in a single left-handed sweep, burying its blade in die stomach of an Arndale security guard who had just frogmarched a young thief out of the building into the street. Without uttering a word, the guard sank to his knees and keeled over headfirst amongst the shoppers’ feet. Within seconds, his corpse was unceremoniously kicked the length of Market Street, eventually coming to rest at the feet of an old black banjo-playing busker, who quickly stripped it of its uniform.


  Meng raised himself, and swelled his chest. Veins popped. His ripe frame shook.


  “Marks and Sparks is back down there...” He nodded in the direction of Deansgate. “On the corner... where that nigger steelband is playing.”


  His ape-like figure did a hurried dance. He brought his foot up and snapped it between the shoulders of a young woman, parting her spine.


  “So,” he continued, “what brings you to God’s hindquarters? Don’t tell me it’s our fucking weather.”


  “Nope,” said Mickey. “Though it’s hotter here than home, for sure. What happened to the famous Manchester rain?” He paused, and looked up at the sky. There was an absence of cumuli except for a sombre puff of cloud that wheeled sluggishly. Meng followed his gaze, and was sure the cloud hung over Porchfield Square.


  “To tell you the truth,” Mickey’s gloves circled in front of Meng’s face, “we came here because too many weird things were happening in Disneyland.”


  “You what!” Meng burst out laughing. “You’re pulling my Tom-Hom-on-a-stick. Has Walt found a hole in his pocket?” “No, it’s serious.” The mouse’s earnest expression increased. “Tourists were leaving early. Every day there are less people coming in... Minnie felt the same as me... it was time to take a holiday. Somewhere prosaic and normal. So, the Old Country was the obvious choice. We’ve been doing the whole bit, seeing Shakespeare’s Avon, the dreaming spires of Oxford, the Barbican, the Lakes, and a couple of mill towns, which is why we’re here in Manchester and, perhaps by the time we return, the Sanitary Divisions will have cleaned up the backyard, so to speak.”


  “You have a refuse problem in Disneyland?” Meng chortled. “That’s rich. You remember the last time me and Ecker were there they wouldn’t let us through the fucking Golden Gate. Undesirables, they called us, unfit to join the Niggerteers, or the KKK. I felt like a Hell’s Angel, or a black boy, or some other scum.”


  “Yeah,” Mickey countered, “but didn’t I put in a word with Walt on your behalf?”


  “You mean you put some ice up old cunthook’s arse? We never forget a favour.” Meng added as an afterthought: “Or a slight. Can I buy you a Tutti Frutti?”


  “Sure,” said Mickey happily. “That should take my mind off insects and animals invading from the Mittelmarsh.”


  “What!” exclaimed a startled Meng.


  “Beetles!” Mickey’s face clouded. “Thousands of them loose in Disneyland. Everywhere you look. And blatta orientalis. Couldn’t put a foot down without hearing a crunch.” The mouse shivered. “Worse than fucking Auschwitz, you remember?” His shoes danced. “Last Tuesday the smell of corpses got so bad I expected to see Mengele riding the Switchback Ride on Magic Mountain. Half of Euro-Disney looks like Auschwitz 1943 — extermination is no substitute for a good holiday. Mengele’s moving closer every day. Any chance of a knickerbocker glory?”


  “Mickey!” A thin, distressed voice called from somewhere in the Arndale. “Where in Heaven’s name are you?... Goddam... I’m lost.”


  “Oops, it’s Minnie. I almost forgot, she’s got no sense of direction... sorry Meng... some other time.” Mickey hurriedly vanished in the crowd. His voice carried back, growing fainter and fainter. “It’s coming down, you know? Still it’s clean here, at the moment. You’ve no need to worry for a while... nice seeing ya again. Next time you’re in Florida, drop in, y’hear?”


  “Wait! Wait!” Meng tripped over someone’s foot and sprawled on the ground. He jumped up. “I want to talk to you. I’ve seen Mengele this fucking morning — and a bleedin’ beetle on an egg. God’s breath!” He fell again, his head bumping against someone’s knee. His dagger lashed upwards, and a body fell on his back. With difficulty, he stood upright. The body slid off him, on to the floor, and he peevishly stamped a high heel through its soft flesh. He heard a ruptured plum pop.


  When he looked about there was no sign of the mouse. He’d gone as if he’d never been there.


  Straining his eyes, Meng peered up Market Street. The shopping mall was built on an incline and he was able to see above the randomly moving crush, but there was no sign of his small friend.


  He paused, catching an unexpected movement.


  An eerie dead light flickered ahead, high above Lewis’s department store. A huge grey-garbed man, twenty, thirty feet in height, had appeared and stood quietly swaying. He towered above the heads of the shoppers, who paid him not the slightest attention.


  “What the fuck’s going on now?” Meng shook his head quizzically. He squinted at the figure, shielding his eyes under a cupped hand.


  Though the sun was shining from behind the man, Meng was still able to distinguish most of his form. He wore an old trench coat. At his waist a sand-brown belt with an attached ribbon hung straight and true. On his head perched a broad black rimmer three-cornered hat. Held upright in his left hand was a long Fenian gun.


  The man turned a half-familiar wizened grey face and bent forward. He peered expectantly around the corner into Piccadilly Gardens. Meng felt his balls tighten.


  Instinctively, he knew the man was looking for him.


  “Fuck off Bobby Sands,” he muttered, defensively fingering his blade. “No more fucking paddywackery.”


  Beneath the huge man’s hat the face was now shaded and indistinguishable, coated in liquid chalk. About him, the air continued to chum eerily. Wavering images appeared. On the man’s shoulders, wooden skeletons made sly rhythmical movements. Figures of straw and clay seemed to cling to the rim of his hat, clicking their fingers. Gods without heads, some matt white, and others shining in brilliant colours, slunk out of nowhere and commenced to snip around the top of his rimmer hat with perforated scissors.


  Thousands of winged beetles flew out of the slashed hat and soared into the Manchester sky. The figure staggered, and reeled sideways, the volume of moving insects forcing him to fall against the upper half of the store. As if glued, he stayed pressed against the building’s side. The rushing flood of insects quickly covered the walls and windows in a humming black net.


  With a great effort, the Fenian pulled himself free and stood upright again. A palsy shook him, and his coat flapped grimly about his lean frame. The insects shot in an unabated stream from his head and nested in a dark progeny on the Gardens.


  The escaping beetles seemed to drain the man. He tottered slowly forward, pressing his hands onto the heads of the passing crowds to support himself, his white face gossamer and misty. Of its own volition, the long barrel of his gun rose into the air and pointed down the mall, as if seeking Meng. It clattered from his hand and at the same time the man’s clothes began to sweep and fold inward. The insects continued to fly out of him. He was reducing in size, collapsing like a deflated balloon. Within minutes he had vanished from Meng’s sight, eerily sinking into the crowd, leaving only a diminishing stream of black wings fluttering over the street.


  “Right, fuck this! I’m off!” Meng wiped a decisive hand across his forehead. It felt wet. His body was greased with sweat. He turned and walked rapidly back the way he had come, high heels clicking irritably on the pavement.


  A superstitious man, Meng was never slow to act on portents of ill-omen.


  Something, he thought, for the second time that day, was definitely out of order.


  Either that, or the ale and bodily abuse was finally catching up with him. He had never had the heebie-jeebies so vividly.


  “Fucking sarsaparilla from now on,” he said aloud, without conviction.


  After a pause, he added, “Maybe.”


  It never paid to be too dogmatic about hastily conceived resolutions. A resounding fart lifted his skirt.


  He decided to take the Zulu buffalo horn attack route to Piccadilly Gardens. The route avoided the huge crowds and went along Shudehill, through a warren of bankrupt fashion houses around Dale Street, past the taverns and flophouses of Oldham Street, Newton Street’s porn shops and red light district, and up the back carpark at Piccadilly train station. At the station was the specially constructed Metro tram tunnel which would lead him unobserved to his backstage dressing room.


  From afar came the frustrated hooting of car horns. To his surprise he could not see a single winged beetle in the air. They, as well as the man, had vanished.


  At Telecom House a large rottweiler snapped at his heels, and he spent a hectic five minutes removing the claws from its two front paws.


  Dragging the powerful animal into a tiled doorway he crouched on his haunches and cut a deep wound in its hind legs, oblivious of its snapping jaws. Fractured blood pumped from the dog onto the building’s electronic sliding doors, triggering them to open and close in a melismatic frenzy. Meng sliced off each claw individually from its paw, spooning the white keratin chips into his grinding mouth, whistling all the while.


  Chewing grimly, he arose and walked on.


  When he reached the fruit-and-veg barrows which lined the pavement outside the Tib Street Municipal Car Park, a stall holder — the image of Mr Pastry, Richard Heame, for those with long memories of the essential figures in life — in a waistcoat the colour of rusted iron, his shirt sleeves rolled up to his bony elbows, threw Meng a Granny Smith, and called out, “Where’s your other half, our kid?”


  Meng’s head swivelled. “Lucky bleeder’s still in London.”


  He caught the apple, polished it swiftly against his thigh and bit into it. He felt a fat maggot wriggle in his mouth.


  “Shiters!” He laughed, and spat the grub onto the pavement. “Get out and walk, you little bastard!” His high heels stamped its life out.


  “Hast thee got a baddun, lad?” the man enquired nonchalantly.


  “Too fucking true!” Meng picked his teeth.


  “There’s one in every barrel,” the stallholder continued, unconcernedly wrapping a dozen tomatoes in a bag for a smiling housewife. “Just give us a couple of bob, darling... lovely day, isn’t it?” The queue of waiting ladies bustled forward.


  Good-naturedly, Meng threw the rotten apple back, and it bounced off the man’s head. He was pleased that in a changing world the ‘Bismarck’ was continuing to live up to his moniker.


  Over the years, the Bismarck’s rotten fruit had sunk hundreds of customers. His latent cunning and guile was revered by his fellow stallholders. Legend had it that although the council had taken out a hundred summonses against him under the Hygiene Act, the Bismarck had never once been successfully prosecuted. Magistrates now refused even to issue a warrant with his name on it, much to the distress of families who had suffered the death of a loved one due to eating fruit bought from his stall.


  By midday, paradoxically, his stall was always sold out. This irritated his competitors who had to wait until he closed before they could start selling their slightly higher quality wares.


  The Bismarck had perfected the art of Russian Roulette with his fruit, and the public craved the sense of danger which purchasing from him entailed.


  After he had successfully defended his one hundredth prosecution, the Manchester Evening Chronicle carried a front page story. On the evening of the case he threw the biggest street party since V.E. Day. Revellers blocked traffic from Cannon Street to Piccadilly, and die Bismarck smirked and swaggered through the crowds a hero. The Stallholders Federation held an impromptu ceremony, and presented him with a Free Man of Smithfield certificate for his work in raising public awareness of their trade.


  If some of his fellow traders thought his success in the courts would grant them immunity from the law, events in the week that followed quickly curtailed their optimism. Three traders were found guilty of poisoning an old age pensioner from Openshaw. The magistrate gave them ten years each. One of the men, who had kindly given the pensioner change from a five pound note so that she could purchase more fruit, on appeal had his sentence reduced to five years.


  This turn of events proved two things. It proved that sentencing of other stallholders was likely to be severe, to compensate the magistrates for their failure to jail the Bismarck. Secondly, it proved that only the Bismarck seemed to have the knack of avoiding justice.


  Meng felt a kinship with him. He always admired a person who was capable of changing circumstances and adapting them to suit himself.


  “Here...” The Bismarck picked a bruised peach from his stall. “Try this.”


  “I’ll stick to poisoning curries in Oldham,” Meng retorted absently. His attention had been diverted by the appearance of a buxom young woman who had just joined the queue of ladies. She was talking intently to her friend.


  “Now that’s what I call... ripe.” Meng plucked at his skirt. His eyes fluttered. He rubbed his legs together. He watched her slack mouth, shining lipstick smeared in the heat, move incessantly.


  The small beehive blonde wore a red silk blouse and a short black miniskirt. He could see an off-white brassiere strap peeking through the loose top of the blouse. Damp, dark hair curled from her armpits. The heat of the sun felt tense on the nape of the half-man’s neck.


  She did not at first notice Meng sidling over and resting his broad arm along the wooden upright of the stall. It was only when he leaned over and the two women caught the overpowering musk of his body that they became aware of his presence. No amount of camouflage from the cheap talc he had dropped in his undergarments could dilute his animal aroma.


  The blonde looked at Meng for a second with bored lack of interest, then turned back to resume her conversation.


  “Oi, girlie, you look gorgeous. I’d willingly pay a fiver to hear you fart in a bucket.” Meng touched her naked back. “It’s time we started a family.”


  “You’ve no need to bother, love.” The woman didn’t turn around. “You look as if you’re already nine months gone.” The two women giggled. “You should wear a corset.”


  “Christ!” Meng smacked his forehead. “I’m gutted. You can’t even pay a lady a compliment these days without a smart mouth doing an oral on you.”


  “Shirtlifter!” said the blonde in a haughty voice. “Come on,” she took her friend’s arm. “I’ve just heard a piece of shit talk.” They began to walk away without giving Meng a second glance.


  “Now then lad, tha’s frightening away my customers.” A peeved note had entered the Bismarck’s voice. “That’s my living, you know.” He forced a knowing cheesy smile at the lady he was serving. “Be a goodun. Do your courting elsewhere.”


  “I know his sort all right,” a fat middle-aged woman spoke up. “He couldn’t tater a woman in a month of Sundays!” She hoisted a beefy arm under her ample bosom and laughed. “All fart and wind, and that’s the truth.”


  A quiet swell of laughter broke from the queue of shoppers. Meng shuffled his feet uncomfortably.


  “There’s nowt down for thee here pal,” the Bismarck took courage from the mirth of the crowd. “Just you stick to the old five finger widow now.”


  Meng’s face began to cloud. A dozen flies settled on his countenance, feeding on the tide of sweat that coursed from his scalp. “I’ll tell you what, chuffer,” he snarled, “I’ll be driving the old pigskin bus into Tuna Town tonight, no problem.”


  “Aye, lad, and I’ll be fucking the Pope’s arse!” A wide grin brought colour to the Bismarck’s normally sallow face. He nudged the woman he was serving, and gave a final twirl to her bag of fruit. He aimed it directly into her shopping bag. He looked to the crowd for support, but they had fallen silent, as though caught in a downpour. They sensed the changing mood of the half-man and suddenly wished they were elsewhere.


  Meng sauntered forward and gripped the Bismarck’s head between two wide hands. He drew him in close. A fingernail of his right hand opened a thin line down the man’s face. Watery liquid flowed, as if he had punctured an overripe guava.


  “Feller-me-lad,” Meng’s red lips almost kissed the old man. “Don’t you push your bleeding luck. I’m not from the council, and I’ve not got my fucking best suit on... you follow my drift?”


  The Bismarck reached out and handled the black foot hanging around Meng’s neck. “Here, didn’t I serve this black bastard with a pound of sprouts last week?”


  Meng couldn’t help stifling a laugh. He released the Bismarck’s head. “You’re a cheeky meshuginah, and no mistake!” He could hear the swelling roar of the crowds waiting his arrival in Piccadilly Gardens.


  “Go on with you.” Putting a hanky to the blood dribbling down his face, the Bismarck threw him a broad wink. “You love it. I said the fucking same to your mother.”


  “Bastard,” said Meng good-humouredly, turning on his heels.


  The rich plume of purple feathers above his head nodded every-which-way.


  “I can smell the rising snake.” As suddenly as a fall of rain, Meng lost all interest in the stallholder. “I’m off to fuck some niggers.”
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  “LADIES AND GENTLEMEN.” The Meng circled the stage and bowed to the cheering crowds. “Niggers eat dog food when they can’t get shit!”


  His baritone voice was richly seductive, an insidious lover’s blend of warm chocolate and dark liqueurs.


  An approving boom of ethnic relief blow-waved the halfman’s tottering bouffant. Howling in tongues, the North of England was on its feet.


  Twelve beer cans and a bottle of Planter’s Jamaican rum bounced off Meng’s skull. Not everyone in the crowd shared his xenophobia.


  “Went to this jungle bunny’s wedding last week...” he continued unperturbed, the bill and coo from the audience growing louder. “The cake was made of shit,” he laughed, “but it kept the flies off the happy couple!”


  Another cathartic boom filled Piccadilly Gardens.


  “Hear that long SNAKE moan.”


  He gripped his thick veined cock and machine-gunned an overabundance of sperm onto the front rows.


  “Crawling Kingsnake.”


  Meng’s knotted shape, smelling of fish oil and cheap perfume, lumbered forward. Dropping to his haunches, slithering his hindquarters over the boards, he left a long trail of beast sepia behind him. He held up his muscled prick.


  “One yard of snakebite.”


  Paraffin Tilley lamps and shrunken heads decorated the makeshift stage. Some were perched on woad pedestals. Others hung in rows from the proscenium. Bones jangled.


  “You lucky people.”


  He bore down on a mulatto who sloped club-footed onto the stage. Before the man had a chance to unsheathe his weapon, the half-man’s dog grip fastened on him. To the carousel of parting bone a high keening klaxon note soared around the gardens, signalling the departure of the first life of the day.


  “Can’t you hear my heart?”


  For extra effect, Meng bent the lifeless black over his lifted knee and leered melodramatically at the swarms of bobbing spectators, his skirt hitched provocatively above swaying hips.


  “Boys and girls,” he announced, “Elvis has left the theatre.”


  He burned. Fucking niggers. Black scum. Upright brown trailing human excreta. Napalm Africa, that was his dream. God help the fuckers if a doctor says I’ve got cancer. I’d nail their fucking black foreskins over every social security counter in England. Jack City my fucking arse.


  “You understand what I’m saying, yo?” he mimicked.


  He dropped the mulatto’s body. Meng had more shit on him than fucking Skippy. He shook himself. Stuffs flew off him. As he always had, he hated the monkey mass that spread gawping before him.


  He hated himself for allowing the cheap sideshow. But diseased blood was programmed into him. When Dr Mengele surgically separated him from his twin brother, bad blood coursed from die slit in his deformed body and surged over his brother Ecker like a foul flowing river.


  Too much.


  Forever mutant — never human.


  “Six soldiers died this morning,” he recalled irritably. On a bad day he felt himself to be a foolish interlocutor in a perverted gameshow. The host of a charade where death was always the first prize. “They crashed into a fucking tree. The IRA got the blame for planting it.”


  The Soon-to-be-Dead, waiting in enclosed wire net corrals at the back of the stage, shuffled impatiently. Holding their limp blades like expectant lovers they occasionally whispered words of encouragement to each other, watched over by uniformed guards who shared sly smiles.


  Prowling the stage, waiting for the next combatant, a stink that coloured the heavens rising from him, Meng did the splits. His rolling voice carried over the mass.


  “This darkie is strolling through Harlem when he comes across a lamp lying in a pile of shit. He rubs it, and a genie appears. ‘I will grant you your one true desire,’ booms the genie.


  “‘Man, dat’s sho fine!’ exclaims the coon. ‘Gives me a dick that’ll touch the ground’.


  “So the genie cut his fucking legs off.”


  Teams of teenage girls, nicknamed ‘The Mengettes’ by The Sun newspaper, danced through the crowds preaching Meng’s name, twirling brightly-coloured woollen pom-pom daggers, competing with each other for the day’s trophy — a strand of Meng’s greasy hair, a dirty fingernail clipping, a tom nylon stocking or a pair of used knickers fresh and rancid from his succulent loins. The winning team usually enjoyed a carnal hour backstage with Meng before the main event.


  “Hello guurrlllss.” Meng stretched his words in a lascivious slur. He leant over and tickled the ears of a teenie. “What’s grosser than a thousand dead babies in a pile?”


  He paused, whispering intimately to her. “One eating its way out.” He planted a full kiss on her lips, slipping his tongue into her open mouth. “Here, take this home to mother.” A wadge of saliva went from the half-man into the girl.


  She wiped wet appreciating lips and smiled at him. “Meng, I hope you’ve given me AIDS... I’d die for you.”


  “You might at that, darling.” Meng reared back, burying his dagger in the left eye of a one-legged Pakistani who had sought to creep up behind him.


  “Spare me,” begged the man, crushed to the floor, his leg splayed behind him, his head rocking, the dagger catching the Manchester sun.


  “All right Sabu, keep the shit going down.” Meng leant over and stuck his blade up under the man’s chin. The steel tip broke flesh and blood bubbled in the man’s throat. Meng grinned. “Here’s the ambulance.” He pushed the steel in.


  The half-man shuffled backwards in a semi-moonwalk.


  “A plane loaded with Japanese crashed, two hundred people died... broke my fucking heart; there were six empty seats on the plane.


  “We’ve not forgotten Pearl Harbor,” Meng hollered, “...fucking slant-eyed bastards!”


  A tub of a woman, garnished with armour, bit down on him. He nutted her.


  “True grit darlin’, the envy of England.” Meng gave her mucho clog.


  “The Pope...” Meng adopted a knock-kneed stance “...was visiting darkest Africa when he sees a white man pulling a crocodile out of the river by its tail. In its jaws is a nigger. He runs up to the white man and shakes his hand. ‘How wonderful, in this troubled land to see a man helping his brother. God bless you, my son.’ The Pope walks away.


  “‘Who da fuck was dat?’ asks the nigger.


  “‘The head of the Roman Catholic Church,’ replies the white man.


  “‘Well, he doesn’t know fuck all about catching crocodiles, does he, boss?’ says the nigger.”


  Again the klaxon sounded. At its last fluting note, a noticeable tremor spread through the ranks of the waiting combatants. Some tried to swing themselves forward from their corral, anxious to test their mettle, while others hung back, belatedly regretting the foolish whim that had brought them on this bright summer day before the Meng.


  “Tokolosheman,” lisped Meng under his breath. “Sometimes you have to be cruel to be kind.


  “Thank you.” He stood to attention and saluted the cheering crowds. His grip on the dagger never faltered. “Cunts.


  “Anyway,” he continued, “two little boys, one white and one black, get run over by a bus and killed. When they get to Heaven, St Peter asks the first little boy, ‘And what happened to you, Jimmy?’


  “‘I got killed by a bus’.


  “‘Oh, dear,’ says St Peter. ‘Never mind. You go over there and try on those wings — you’re going to be an angel’.


  “St Peter turns to the black boy. ‘And what happened to you, Leroy?’


  “‘I was playing with Jimmy when a bus killed me,’ says Leroy.


  “‘Well never mind,’ replies St Peter, ‘you go and put on those wings over there’.


  “‘Am I going to be an angel, too?’ asks Leroy.


  “‘No,’ replies St Peter, ‘you’re going to be a fucking bat, you black bastard’.”


  A sea of thrown hats applauded Meng. The sky above was as blue as a coral pool.


  An old-aged pensioner, stripped to the waist, his skinny chest flecked with sepia, managed to stagger towards Meng. The half-man’s delighted laugh rang out. “Fuck me, it’s Montezuma’s Revenge!”


  Meng covered the ground between them in a second. His jaw snapped into the old man’s face, pulling free as much skin, tissue and bone as his mouth would hold. In a bloodball, the pensioner shot sideways into the wings.


  For some moments, the half-man held his face to the sun, basking, blood coursing from his chin. Then he spat a flurry of crimson stuffs in a weaselling arc above his head.


  He grunted. Manchester Corporation would be making yet another bob or two from his efforts. Blood on his hands was satisfactory, but cash in his back pocket made the world an infinitely sweeter place.


  Merchandising stalls displaying cheap flags, piss-poor quality posters and badges, were busily selling Meng’s likeness to eager punters. The vendors had their Saturday trading licences, stamped with the Council’s blue insignia, tacked to their jackets.


  During the hour of Meng’s Cabbala of penance, trade in the rest of the city ground to a halt.


  Money began flowing with increased urgency when Meng eventually departed from the stage and after the masses, boiled and wound up to a pitch of anxiety by the spectacle of death, descended on the Manchester shops in a wild delirious spending spree, carelessly buying anything that came within their reach. They frequently stripped bare the shelves of entire department stores such as Boots, Lewis’s and Debenham’s.


  He loved the small greedy provincialism of his adopted city. This aspect of life in the North appealed to him greatly.


  “How do you get an Asian girl pregnant?” Meng hammered his knees together. “Spunk on her feet and let the flies do the rest!”


  He stood to attention again. “Everyone hates a black boy, despite the Race Relations Board... fuck ’em.” His teeth chattered. “You can’t say this, you can’t say that... I say, England forever!”


  A sly hand passed over his mouth.


  “A nigger ‘preys’ on his knees on Sunday and on everybody else the rest of the week.”


  Meng shook another cascade of semen over the crowds.


  “Silver SNAKE oil makes the blind see and cripples walk and young women give pup.”


  Eyes flashing, the half-man dropped to his knees and spun forward, compressing himself into a ball. He skittled a dozen women combatants.


  He sprang instantly to his feet.


  Two of the women remained upright.


  His hips swivelled and jacked.


  One held a long scythe.


  His mini racked-up, and he firmly gripped his swollen erection as she came at him.


  “Darlin’,” he slithered. “Four bulldogs couldn’t chew off this monster.”


  His prick buzzed like a nest of angry wasps.


  Her magenta hair surged.


  “C’mon.” His red lips peeled back. “I’ll stick a pig’s leg up your cunt until your back teeth rattle.”


  He side-stepped her sweep and moved smartly forward, slashing her across the face with a broken beer bottle, opening a gash from cheek to neck. “Rory O’More!” he sneered. The other woman tried to flee from him, but he used the cut glass to scour a wound three inches deep across her snaking back. As she screamed, he gripped her arm and bit off her index finger.


  “How do you know when a nigger’s been properly baptised?” He munched steadily, a fingernail caught in his teeth. “When the bubbles stop rising to the surface!”


  He let off a barking spider.


  “You know why so many black soldiers died in Vietnam?... because every time someone yelled, ‘Get down!’, they got up and fucking danced!”


  He giggled. “Ape fashion, you know? Monkey line? Shut yo’ mouth!”


  Meng couldn’t understand all the media fuss about his racism. If he was a racist, then so was seventy per cent of white England. They could do all the fucking banning they wanted, it didn’t make a wrong right. He was the voice of the people. The unheard, the ignored, the downright despised. They needed a champion, which was why they flocked to see him in their hundreds of thousands.


  The council encouraged a holiday atmosphere in which neighbouring families could get together to exchange weekly gossip amongst the gaiety of the ice cream vans and hot dog stands.


  The continuing absence of Lord Horror led Meng into these organised bouts of bloodletting. Audiences flocked to the Gardens in ever increasing numbers. At the height of the previous season’s excesses 200,000 people crammed themselves into the scented amphitheatre.


  The people who arrived at the Meng Mecca early were herded by officials onto long wooden benches around the Gardens. Those who camped overnight, mainly young suburban couples, were allowed to display themselves on the lawns in front of the stage, picnic hampers by their sides, surrounded by the aromatic rich blooms of summer flowers.


  Meng conjured the lethal hand of God, giving a potent reminder that their mortality was transient illusion, capable of being easily snatched away by the random act of chance.


  “Why can’t you circumcise Iranians?... Because there’s no end to those pricks.”


  Meng fell into a knock-kneed, pouter pigeon stance.


  “Two niggers are walking down Fifth Avenue when they see a dog licking its dick. One nigger says, ‘Damn! I sho’ wish I could do dat.’ His oppo’ replied, ‘You probably can. But you better pat him on the fucking head first’.”


  He squatted, two big blades in his fists.


  “What’s long, black, and has an arsehole each end?... The line at the Welfare Office.”


  “Yes!” His blades swept in and out of a young man. His fists were steel rainbows.


  “What’s the best thing about an Ethiopian blow job...?”


  The half-man paused for some moments, his mad eyes sweeping the assembly. There was an expectant hush in the crowd. The punchline fell slowly from his lips.


  “You know she’s going to swallow it.”


  A tremendous braying roar broke over the Gardens. “That’s the one!” Meng smiled with satisfaction. A spray of saliva came over him in a rolling cumulus.


  “For Karen Carpenter,” he cried. “The Patron Saint of Ethiopia!”


  Another roar, and cascades of pale bunting launched into the air. The half-man trembled.


  “How do you tell the sex of an unborn Ethiopian baby...?” He bowed from the waist.


  “Hold the pregnant woman up to the light.”


  The Devil take him now, he thought. Let the black swine fry in Hell.


  “What’s black, round, and covered with cobwebs...?” He made an ‘O’ sign with his thumb and forefinger. “An Ethiopian’s arsehole.”


  His eyes rolled. “They ought to stop dancin’ and shaggin’ and get some fucking work done,” he shouted angrily. A further blast of approval swept his powdered bouffant up from his skull, taunting and narcissistic. “Keep off the Weedin’ nest and grow some fucking food.”


  He watched an excited punter attempt to kick a dog to death. “What did the Ethiopian do when he fell into the alligator pit?” The dog was putting up a game fight. “That sucker ate two before they could pull him out.”


  “What do you call an Ethiopian with a feather sticking out of his arse...?”


  A multiplying, doubling, squaring, long crescendo filled Meng’s mouth with a resounding cathartic sonority.


  “A dart.”


  “The worse thing in the world is a working black faggot. Hemlock on two legs. A shit-carrying death factory.”


  Meng paused, to let his words sink in.


  “But all’s not lost.” Messiah-like, he stretched out his palms to the audience. “At least we’ve got that little old AIDS germ working right for us. Better than a platoon of fucking Red Cross doctors. It goes straight to the heart of the problem. It’s a sock-hop genie at making people disappear. I can’t understand why they don’t bottle it and sell it across Africa... problem solved, no danger.”


  None of the adverse publicity had prevented Meng being nominated ‘Business Person of the Year’. Barclays, Midland and NatWest had seconded him. The local federation of bra manufacturers tried to buy his image for their range of foundation garments.


  North West Arts elected to nominate him for an award, but subsequent committee meetings failed to agree under which category he was entitled to receive one.


  Before their expected bankruptcy, Factory Records proposed an album deal... and £50,000-worth of cocaine. The Hacienda nightclub started ‘Meng Nights’, similar to their ‘Flesh Nights’, where all the scum of the world came to fornicate and jack-up in their toilets.


  Granada Television offered him a part in Coronation Street. He was to be cast as the mother in the Street’s first black family.


  Meng had declined all offers, with good reason. He knew what Lord Horror’s response to all this unnecessary publicity would be — when he eventually returned. Meng’s day of reckoning would come. He had Delhi Belly and the Vindaloo Trots at the thought.


  Another one of Those-who-Sought-Dissolution — the greased ducks as well as the swans — entered the wire mesh tunnel and passed through the steel gate.


  A skinny young boy sidled his way onto the edge of the stage. He squinted disdainfully at the half-man. Over his bones, tucked into a pair of urine-yellow longjohns, he wore an off-white T-shirt with ‘PetrolSkin’ stencilled in black across his chest. An ink swastika was crudely tattooed in the centre of his forehead. A large two-handed steel scissor hung loosely at his hip.


  “What the fuck’s red outside, black inside, and goes ‘Aarggghhhh!’...?” Meng’s bull-neck stretched forward. His head swung back and forth in the Rampton Nod. Asinine, culpable; a sucking dog of hate. “A bus full of niggers going over a cliff.”


  Suspicion and ill humour seeped from him. “I can’t stand looking at black people.” An eerie ululation admitted from the half-man’s throat, carrying in a prolonged frozen howl across the crowds. A chill momentarily silenced his audience. “They make my blood sick... there’s a fucking fortune waiting for the doctor who can give you anti-Sambo tablets on prescription!”


  He did a series of backflips, his heavy body stamping wildly on the boards. Dust motes flew. He swung ape-like around the post of a Tilley lamp, landing on his knees, his mad leering head grinning ludicrously beneath a mop of reverberating hair.


  “Rastas — Mhhaannn... ahmm a blood-claht.”


  A cheering ‘one-two, one-two-two’ hand-clap rang from the crowd, followed by a litanous chant. “OUT! OUT! OUT! OUT! OUT!”


  Meng shucked and jived to its beat. His big breasts swung across his chest. Muscles corded his arms. “Don’t,” he wailed, “bend over for the monkey.”


  He didn’t know whether he was batting or bowling.


  The skinny boy feigned interest in the worn buckle on his belt, fiddling at its cheap clasp with nicotine-stained fingers. His nails were bitten down to the quick. Stealthily he inched his corvine legs ever nearer the prancing Meng.


  “This nappyhead’s out trotting round Sherwood Forest.” Meng’s eyes popped. “And he wanders onto Lord Bellamy’s land. Now, Lord Bellamy’s gamekeeper is sick to fucking death of niggers wandering aimlessly on his patch. They always end up shitting under his trees or behind one of his bushes. So, shouldering his gun, he decides to follow the nigger and play a little joke on him.


  “Earlier that morning he shot and skinned a couple of hares, placing them in a swag-bag he kept by his side.


  “Presently, the nigger, true to form, drops his trousers and squats over a tree stump and starts to shit.


  “Smartly, the keeper creeps silently up on him and drops the innards of the two hares under the nigger.


  “Later that day, in something of a blue funk, the nigger runs hollerin’ and a-screamin’ into his house.


  “‘What’m de matta, Buckwheat?’ asks his wife. ‘Is’n every t’ing all right?’


  “‘Could be, might not be,’ says the agitated nigger. ‘But you’d better send fo’ de doctor anyway. Even though ah’s managed to find a short stick and push dem all back...’.”


  In one of the outlying gardens, a furious battle broke out. Flag bearers waving the likeness of Dapper Dan, the Tottenham Cunt Man (signifying the Amalgamated London Football League), clashed with Manchester United fans carrying pot mascots of Matt Busby. A lethal cocktail. Ambulances ferried the dead straight to the cemeteries.


  Since nobody gave a flying fuck about dying football fans the whole thing was seen appreciatively as a joke by the crowds, who jeered at the paltry numbers of dead.


  “Right!” shouted Meng. “This is what you’ve all been waiting for!” He stamped his foot. It was time for the front row kids to learn the facts of life.


  A large projection screen dropped down behind him, its sing-a-long Plantin Bold Caps script clearly visible to the crowd:


  “LORD HORROR’S MORAL CODE SING-A-LONG”


  “You ready?” he shouted gleefully. He picked up a teacher’s cane. “Then here we fucking go. Sing every golden line after me!”


  A delighted applause, triggered by pockets of excited children, preceded his announcement. Fathers hoisted their offspring on their shoulders. Mothers slid happy arms around their sons and daughters in readiness of the joyous sing-song as Meng began his Faustian dispensation, tapping each word with a flourish of his cane...


  
    “JUDGES — Men bought and paid for by the System. Will say what they are told. Will kill you to make the point.


    


    “SOCIAL WORKERS — Love the smell of your midden: it helps them forget the smell of their own.


    


    “JOURNALISTS &MEDIA PEOPLE — Inane, gutless. Will adopt a serious moral tone the minute a spotlight is placed before them. Never bend over in their presence.


    


    “POLITICIANS — Vocal semen.


    


    “BANKERS &GOVERNMENT AGENTS — Correctly believe their money is in your pocket.


    


    “LAWYERS — Superior turds. Human misery is their coin. The degree of justice they provide depends on how much you pay. Inevitable vermin.


    


    “POLICE &TEACHERS — Subterranean occupations that attract the lowest form of human life. They always know what’s best for you. Reduction is their solution. Incapable of smelling their own shit.


    


    “NO ONE GETS OUT OF LIFE ALIVE!”

  


  Meng was delighted with himself.


  “Wasn’t that a refreshing change? Now wasn’t that the fucking truth? Shit... Goddam, you don’t hear that very often. Wisdom from the fucking vine.” He walked forward with outstretched arms.


  “JEEZZUSS H FUCKING CHRIST!”


  Meng’s walking tackle went from under him, and he clattered to the floor, a prong of the boy’s scissors stuck in the calf of his leg.


  Solid blood pumped from the half-man.


  A tremendous roar shook Piccadilly Gardens. People jumped up and down. A number of old folk died of heart attacks, and a wild menstruating scream broke from the massed ranks of die Mengettes.


  Meng’s head set off on a jerking, rhythmic roll.


  “NIIIGGGGAAAAARRRRRSSS!”


  The single mournful wail eased from his tremulous lips and thrilled over the now silent Gardens. Slowly he dragged himself into the half-shadows offered by lowering bunsen burners. His testosterone rose to mega-levels. His stained skin gleamed like powdered charcoal. Blood soaked his lower haunches.


  “What’s black and stiff and makes nigger women scream?”


  His voice was childishly innocent, drained of its barrelhouse rowdyism.


  “Cot death.”


  Nobody laughed. An expectant hush lay over the assembly. The impossible seemed to be happening. The great Meng was defeated, Donald-Ducked, Bogarted, and possibly within moments of death.


  The youth did a couple of victorious snaking steps, his hand falling onto the petrol can at his side.


  “What’s black...” Meng’s eyelids began to droop “... and white...” his words slurred “... and rolls along the beach?”


  “Quiet, you fat cunt,” whispered the youth, unscrewing the cap beneath his fingers.


  “A seagull and a nigger fighting over a turd,” managed the half-man. Through long eyelashes he watched the pinched rat-face, so common to the North of England young. A Stanley Boy, sure as Oldham. Bare knuckles waiting for a brass ring. The kind of chap that blinds animals for relaxation. Ventilation piss.


  “Who’s that?” cried Meng blind-sly.


  “Clown Shoes,” the youth answered softly, “come to pull your socks up.”


  “Then, cunt-like-a-clown’s-pocket, approach and take your prize.” Meng tested his ruined leg. The steel stood upright, buried in the muscle.


  “For sure, in my own time, fat arse.”


  Meng half-raised himself, and sobbed out:


  
    “There was a nigger from Nantucket


    Whose cock was so long


    He could suck it.


    He said, with a grin


    As he wiped off his chin,


    ‘If my ear was a cunt


    I could fuck it!’”

  


  Meng leered at the youth. The tip and broad bulk of his tongue flicked—how could he get his cock into him?


  A dirty cloud soared above them.


  The boy smiled at Meng. A good kickin’ was the best medicine in the world. He’d put the fat toss well on his sickbed. Casually ignoring the crowds he pulled his trousers down to his knees, squatted, and relieved himself. The curled turd that dropped from him was a black one, the sort a dog does.


  He’s a cool one, thought Meng admiringly.


  Without wiping himself, the youth drew up his trousers and zipped them.


  Meng’s prick stiffened. This was definitely the soaking twat he wanted to get his cock up.


  “Here’s one for you, Hen,” Meng whispered, fluttering his eyelashes coquettishly. A spit of thin blood signalled the bursting of another leg vein. He ignored it. “John Wayne visits his dying son in hospital and looks tenderly down at him on his deathbed.


  “‘Well, pardner,’ says the Duke, ‘any last requests?’


  “‘Yeah, Dad,’ says his son weakly. ‘I’ve always wanted you to jerk off over me’.


  “‘W-what!’ stutters amazed Duke. ‘The hell you say!’


  “‘Please, Dad,’ implores his son. ‘It is my last request...’


  “‘Well, okay,’ agrees the Duke, and begins the business swiftly. A nurse comes into the room and, seeing the dying man covered in sperm, asks Wayne what’s going on.


  “The Duke fixes her with a steely eye, zips up his pants, and answers: ‘I come for mah boy...’”


  The half-man surveyed the crowd, which remained mute. A warm satisfaction swelled in him as he looked at his little sardines frying in the sun.


  The youth dipped into the can at his hip and dribbled a line of petrol from his finger tips. The stuff trickled through Meng’s hair and coursed down his face.


  The half-man blinked at the youth. He felt a foolish little boy, caught in front of mother’s mirror, tawdrily smeared with misplaced makeup stolen from her handbag. Tears welled in his eyes. He passed a shaky hand over them.


  “You must be fucking desperate.” PetrolSkin moved closer. “Sad bastard.”


  A black man who, half an hour earlier, had been transformed into a Red Indian by Meng’s purposeful blade, ran past them. He crashed into a woman, her face a hot cross bun of knifework, tinted rouge by dried blood, cripple-walking, rocking-horse blind, a long python of a scar uncoiled down the right-hand side of her face. Her Dolly shoes clattered on the boards.


  “Hey up, Blossom, watch thy pins,” Meng cautioned gallantly, trying to dry his eyes. “This one will calm thee down. One day... a nigger finds an old magic lamp. So he gives it a rub, and out pops a Jewish genie.


  “‘What is your wish, O Master?’ says the genie.


  “‘I wanna be white, upright and surrounded by pussy’.


  “So the genie turns him into a tampon...” Meng raised his head and looked coldly at PetrolSkin. “The moral is, as the good Lord would say, you never get anything off a Jew without strings attached.”


  Ever watchful for the big rubber duck, Meng allowed his lingering monologue to ramble on into a bizarre series of guttural snorts, under-arm farting, and the imaginary blowing of horns through loose lips. His pig eyes watered. Snot bubbled in his nostrils.


  “Have you gone soft in the head or fucking what?” PetrolSkin’s face loomed closer to his.


  Wish I had a tanner for every time I’ve heard that one, thought Meng. This juicy cunt is nothing but a Jiggerboo Spook — a boy of blackSKIN.


  “Black as a badger’s arse.” Meng’s confirming words ended in a couple of sharp yelps. “One black faggot said to another, ‘Fuck me like a dirty dog, but don’t drag me past my mother’s house’.”


  “Fish with me and you’ll lose your tackle.”


  “Just minge paste.”


  The boy started to circle Meng.


  “A South African and a nigger were hunting in the jungle when a voluptuous blonde tart races across their path, totally starkers.


  “‘Would I love to eat that!’ the South African said, smacking his lips.


  “So the nigger shot her.”


  Meng’s face was congested with black angry blood. PetrolSkin was humming somewhere behind him.


  “Betty and Rastus,” Meng’s bull-neck tensed, “were out in the cornfield behind the barn, a-fuckin’ and a-doggin’ away. It had been pissing down all day and the earth was well-fucking-muddy — the bare-arsed niggers were slippin’ around like a pair of eels on their wedding night.


  “Rastus sticks up his head. ‘Say, Honey, iz mah cock in you or iz it in dah mud?’


  “Betty felt down and said, ‘Why, Darlin’, yo’s in dah mud’.


  “‘Well, puts it back in ya,’ Rastus sighs.


  “Things seem to be going okay, but Rastus still had his doubts.


  “‘Say, Honey, iz it in you or in dah mud?’


  “‘Why, Rastus, it’s in me,’ Betty cooed happily.


  “‘Well, puts it back in dah fucking mud!’”


  Suddenly the half-man launched himself backwards. He grasped PetrolSkin around his waist and pitched him forward. The youth fell head first into Meng’s groin, his scream cut short as the air was sucked out of him. Meng ground his fingers into the boy’s leg. Cold liquid splashed over his bare chest.


  “A blue-rinsed middle-aged woman decided it was time for a check-up with a top consultant...”


  Meng’s thick lips curled back.


  “The consultant examined her thoroughly from top to toe. Whipping out his twat-o-scope he gave her insides a good seeing to. Once he finished he told her, ‘You’ll be glad to know that you’ve got the cleanest cunt I have ever seen’.


  “‘So it fucking should be,’ said the woman angrily. ‘I have a nigger-man who comes in and does for me three times a week’.”


  Meng’s hand slipped down PetrolSkin’s leg and came to a halt at his boot. He tugged fiercely, and a moment later a startled yelp broke from the boy.


  Meng had pulled the youth’s foot off.


  “These two spooks, yer know, scum-sucking black bastards from the deep south on the ’sippi, are desperately looking for some woman to dog, but they can’t find any. Driving along a country road they spot a pig. One of the niggers jumps out, scoops up the pig and sticks it on the seat between them.


  “They continue to chug along in their Ford ’69 when a police siren suddenly sounds behind them. A glance in the rear view mirror shows the niggers that a police car is in hot pursuit. They pull over to the roadside. Not wanting to be caught with a stolen pig they toss a blanket over it.


  “A highway patrol officer comes up to the side of their car. ‘What are you two fucking jungle bunnies up to?’


  “‘We’s ah just ah lookin’ for a wide-open woman,’ one of the niggers pipes up.


  “Suddenly the pig sticks its face through the folds of the blanket.


  “The cop stares, shakes his head sadly, and says, ‘Lady, can you tell me what a nice Southern girl like you is doing with these two niggers?’”


  It was pink and chipped, like an ancient china doll, with leather straps and steel buckles. Meng just stared at the artificial foot in his hands. “What!” he exclaimed. “Not another fucking spasmo... fuck my clout! This outing’s getting more like the Paraplegic Olympics every bleedin’ weekend!”


  PetrolSkin laughed. “That shows you what a useless wank you really are.” He waved his stump in Meng’s face. “Suck on that, you halfwit.” A mass chortle escaped from the crowd.


  Meng was bolt up and on him in an instant, dragging him beneath his bulk. PetrolSkin struggled, wriggling his body. Three fingers of his fighting hand were the first things to leave him. Meng levered a dagger.


  He pressed home his blade. It sank in just below PetrolSkin’s eye, and ground upwards. Presently, the eye popped out and Meng gulped it down in one gleeful swallow. “Eye, eye, Cap’n.” Never one to miss a corny riposte, the halfman nodded to the crowds. They were cheering again. Then he slid his jaws up the youth’s face and tore off his head. His jaws worked and clicked. The ribbons of flesh and splinters of bone spewed from his mouth. He was determined to make a twiglet out of the youth.


  Meng laboured for ten minutes dismantling the body, adorning the stage with its parts. He added stuffs from other corpses, patting them up like dough in a great loaf, fashioning a sinister web-like pattern of remains.


  “Who you are, where you stand, that’s important...” he shouted at the audience, walking in an eel-like lope.


  He slung the fresh intestines between the Tilley lamps and draped the backdrop in sheets of dripping flesh, then roasted the meat bones over the flaring bunsens. A hundred split and savoury pink clits sparkled in the blood mass. No combatant approached the driven half-man as he crawled spider-like through the boy’s crackling remains, shuffling the parts of his tableau with his mincing jaw. Through a red sheen mixed and shaken with gossamer blood-bubbles the audience watched Meng’s human sculpture take its tottering, hellborn shape.


  “One becomes two, two becomes three, and out of the third comes the one as the fourth.” Meng arose shakily, standing on his pride.


  “Surge-eeo-o-the-niggeerooo!” His falsetto voice sounded like Yma Sumac after a heavy night on the piss. With a sucking tug, and whistling ‘Genevieve’, he drew the scissors from his calf. He gripped the single microphone and hung there, exhausted. Sweat coursed down the blood covering his hirsute body.


  “The population of Africa is 1,230 million.” His voice boomed eerily. “Friends, that’s going to double over the next decade. And fuck knows how many Pakis and Mario Lanzas there are out there. But what it means is fucking clear. We’re talking swarms of fucking niggers — Niggerswarms. Don’t that chill the blood of every Englishwoman? Too fucking true. I’d rather have an outbreak of homosexosupials.”


  The audience strained expectantly. The air in the Gardens seemed to compress. Meng’s voice was five times louder than human.


  “And every time I switch on the telly, there’s a fucking nigger looking at me... now that can’t be right.” The half-man sent a spring-heeled wadge of blood splashing down amongst the Mengettes. “The tail wagging the twatting dog. We used to have standards. And they smell like rolling farts. I’ve seen birds die in the air above them... skin strippers, that’s for fucking sure.”


  He stood back, nigger-fucking-proud, surveying the human waste.


  “Here’s a goodun. These two pigfucking nig-nogs, Sweetpea and Bonedick, are in the effing soup line, dropping turds bigger than capitone eels, stuffin’ their shitsnouts tight in the pot bowl. Sweetpea says, ‘This here peach has been genetically treated to taste like a woman’s orifice’.


  “‘Get away!’ says Bonedick eagerly. ‘Let’s have a smack then’.


  “The fucking nigger snatches the fruit and takes a bleeding big bite.


  “‘Fuck my mother’s turdbox!’ gasps Bonedick, spitting the peach out. ‘This tastes of shit!’


  “‘Fucking hard luck,’ says Sweetpea. ‘Try taking a bite out of the other side’.”


  In a slow, duck-walking drag, Meng went in a bobbing slink towards the sea of staring faces.


  “After the fucking war, rabbits were overrunning the green meadows of England. Millions of the bastards. Until our boffins got down to brass tacks and introduced myxomatosis to them fucking vermin. That bleeding sorted them, no danger. Now, what I want to know is, why can’t they sort out today’s nigger problem? Fuck me... if they can fetter rabbits — niggers should be no worries... yes, yes, AIDS is snuffin’ them out in Africa, but here we’ve got a fucking welfare state, so Disease Number One ain’t gonna get a real grip. But niggers’ days in Blighty are on the dead-train. How will we know when we’re winning the battle? The answer to that question is the Television Nigger Litmus Test. Dead simple; just use your remote control. If you can change three channels in the space of a minute, and not see a fucking nigger’s black kite on the screen — we’re getting there.” Meng dusted his hands. The peal of church bells came off him. “Soon be home and dry, Cocker.”


  A Bronx cheer broke from Meng’s rear.


  “What about the TV watchdogs? The ombudsman hasn’t been doing his fucking job lately. If you judge population statistics by their appearance on TV, ninety per cent of England must be fucking niggers.


  
    “There were two niggers of Compore


    Who buggered and fucked the same whore


    But the partition split


    And the spunk and the shit


    Rolled out in great lumps on the floor.

  


  “They need a sound kickin’ for being born black — no fucking self-respect. Where would we be if we all allowed ourselves to be born black? Down the fucking shit-chute, that’s fucking where.


  
    “There was an old nigger of Wagogo


    Who fed on cunt-juice and spew.


    When he couldn’t get this,


    He fed on piss —


    And a bloody good substitute, too.


    When he couldn’t get that


    He ate what he shat —


    And bloody good shit he shat, too.

  


  “And parents have to take some responsibility too — next time a black head pops out of Mother, whack the fucker!


  “Tell me about it.


  “Missy Mouse, will you marry me. Mr Bumble Bee, don’t humbug me.


  “Shit. The only good nigger is the dead nigger I fucked last night.


  
    “There was a young nigger, Priscilla,


    Who flavoured her cunt with vanilla.


    The taste was so fine


    Men and beasts stood in line


    Including a stud armadilla.

  


  “Brev’ren ob dis congregation,” continued Meng in his best ‘negrocious’ voice, up on his dignity, preaching, flagging his arms, his parish prick nodding to the drifting clouds. “De Bible don’ say nuffin p’intedly on de subjec’ ob de number ob debbils in nigra-man. I’s a-tellin’ ’n’ a-talkin’ ’bout old mudder Ebe a-eatin’ de apple. De sarpint he thinks she like sumpin’ sharp. She gib dat apple to yer Uncle Adam an’ gib him de col’ic!” Meng sniggered and spluttered. “Dis yer Ebe she pow’ful ’ticklar ’bout her apples. ‘Look h’war, sarpint,’ says she, ‘hab you got anudder ob dem apples in yo pocket? Or do’s’n I’s take ma pesterin’ ’n’ a-pleasurin’ right h’re?’”


  Meng looked blank. Without guile. The invisible cicerone of dreams fell silent.


  “As I was fucking saying,” he continued a few moments later. Spades were hollerin’ in the clouds.


  “Every fucking week there’s some fresh catastrophe overwhelming our dark brothers in the lost continents. They’re either killing each other or they’ve fucked that much they’ve run out of food. British charities are always out with the begging bowls and there’s appeals on TV and in the shit rags for more aid workers to go over there and help out. Why don’t all those concerned niggers over here volunteer some help? No fucking chance! It’s always white folks trooping over to Ullawampa and getting their balls chopped off for their troubles. The abos we’ve already got over here have no intention of leaving a cushy patch. When you ask them why they’re not doing anything for their unfortunate brothers, they say, ‘No time, man, I’ve got to cash my giro on Tuesday’.”


  Meng was on his hobbyhorse, all his ducks in a row.


  “They got out of Samboland by the skin of their fucking teeth — it’d take an atomic bomb to blow them back into Africa. They’re not the old white man’s burden any longer, they’re our burden now; if we could get the English niggers to catch a boat and help the niggers over there I’d contribute a fiver towards their passage—wouldn’t you?


  “Saint Fuck! Thank God designer babies are on the way. That’ll put a definite end to the black race. Given the choice — who’s going to pick a piccaninny when you can get prime white?”


  Pure carbon monoxide, more lethal than the gas tanks from IG Farben, spluttered from Meng’s conga-pooly.


  “Once and for all, I knew genetics would play Lash LaRue.” The energy was bleeding out of him. Nausea and disgust piped into his already diseased mind. He heard the burst of an aneuris of the aorta, that large vessel which carried the blood from the heart, erupting from the severed chest of a black man. He took in the blood’s sweeping arc. “What’s black, has white eyes and taps on glass?” He let his hairy foot slide in the stuff. “A nigger in a microwave!”


  Meng dropped cynical mascara-smeared eyes onto the ‘Unity Stands’ in the middle of the Gardens. These were filled with the local chaw-bacons, who had stood for hours ‘obstructions apathy’, occasionally snoring on their legs, cheering riotously when he spluttered out noisy nonsense, looking blank and chop-fallen whenever a hitch occurred in his stream of jokes.


  Truly they were the dead, and never saw the melancholy action of his heart.


  “Don’t be cunts all your life,” Meng directed a thick finger towards them, “take a fucking day off.”


  He’d had enough of feeding the insensate maw of the public.


  “Just one more home truth, before the return of the good Lord Horror, and for my brother Ecker, who’ll put back the ‘Man’ in ‘Manchester’!”


  If he remembered rightly it was next month that Ecker had booked them on Pan Am Tourist Class to America. For some reason known only to his brother, he expected to find the Bone One upright in New Orleans, his chromosomes still connected, his jack lantern jaw ready to suck on the world’s tit again.


  If only...


  Meng rubbed a patch of blood off his elbow. He couldn’t stand the thought of one more weekend spent in the airy dispensation of scum’s blood.


  “NIGGERSEEDS, genetic hospitals, DNA, breeder dorms. No need then to have an abortion policy for terminating Paki girl babies. No need to let just one more nigger through the world’s open cunt of overpopulation. No need to let Africa sink beneath black feet. In a hundred years there’ll only be four-footed creatures treading its lush lands. Genetics will give us a complete wipeout of the black race. We might snort at the occasional cage of blacks kept, say, in Kookaburra Zoo in the outback of Oz, so that the curious can gawp at the HORROR that might have been; an earth full of teeming NIGGERS. For every black mother that goes into the birth wards a white baby will come out, and by fucking choice. You can put money on that! The end of SUB-units. No more Gollylips talking shite and black bastards moralising on television.”


  Meng’s ancestral lineage forced his shoulders up and his hands down, ape fashion, to the floor. He turned slowly away from the crowd. Their presence receded in his thoughts. He stuck the microphone in his mouth and passed it half down his gullet. A series of gut-bubbles rumbled up from his stomach, spreading hyperaudio into the lowering sky, then cracked round the Gardens — the sound of a hundred hogs fucking — and from somewhere in its swine centre his own voice came squealing out, heart-felt and discernible:


  “God bless England.”
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  IN THE DESPAIRING hiatus before midnight, Doctor Mengele’s dog-boys set up a howling metronomic beat. Slapping their haunches in a rhythmic mantra on the wooden floor of their shed their canine throats whined a prolonged a cappella falsetto which, as Ecker dryly observed 20 years on, was later perfected and made bearable by the Rivingtons. Meng had been kept awake for hours and was not in a good mood. With his sulphurous red knife unsheathed he had sidled into their barracks and without issuing a sound skinned a big dog-boy by the name of Bundalo. He had hung its slippery pelt above their door.


  “If I hear so much as another fart,” the half-man slithered his exposed penis across the rickety wooden walls and held up a gnarled finger, “this goes up the arse it comes from.”


  A grievous beast, walking upright on its powerful hind legs, bared its fangs at Meng. “Another night, Twinboy.” Its words implied a finality, but Meng lingered a busy few minutes to make his point, then left with the severed leg of the dispatched dog-boy tucked in his belt. A morsel to nibble on during the coming day.


  The deviant strain of miradors had learned to fear the Meng above all creatures in Auschwitz save for Dr Mengele, the Angel of Death. At the hands of the half-man, many of their brothers lay buried beneath the red clay of the camp’s compound.


  From the other side of night’s creep the grotesque land of Auschwitz thrilled into a golden fantasia, and the killing machines of Birkenau buzzed with urgent fire.


  Lines of waiting dog-boys, their top-heavy bodies bunny-hopping together in a mincing formation, came arrogantly into the dawn light. In a nonce’s prowl their thick back legs churned up the red mud until it ranked in vast tiers of bones and excrement. When the dog-boys travelled beneath the arced illuminated sign, ‘Arbeit Macht Frei’, a myriad fairy mode lights exploded over their dipping forms.


  Equidistant between the two miles which separated Auschwitz from Birkenau the dog-boys began to move their ungainly jaws in a hideous sucking and blowing melody that was just about discernible as Schubert’s melancholy Opus 6. When the approaching trains logged into Birkenau and the crowds of Jews, gypsies, giants and dwarves were unloaded onto the mud compound, the dog-whistling grew into an atonal shriek.


  Like a monster on the edge of a dream (as Ben Hecht would have said) Doctor Mengele would make his first appearance of the day. He quickly took up the whistling melody, adding to it a new note of order which the pack mimicked hesitantly. Soon, the whole assembly would be whistling a mad, hellish cacophony.


  When the Doctor idly flapped his folded white gloves against his palm, silence fell instantly, and the rows of immigrants herded forward in a shuffling gait. Loudspeakers crackled to life as a tape-loop playing ‘Lohengrin’ piped its power chords through the camp, and the dog-boys sank their victims indiscriminately into the killing grounds. Hued smoke spread from chimney to chimney and the Mussulmans — the half-dead — rose from their shallow bunks and set about the day’s task of aping life.


  Ecker often stood for hours watching the eddying lines of humanity, the pitching sodium flames billowing from tall chimneys, his lips pursed, the terrible smell of cooking impregnating every cranny of his thin body.


  Nobody knows how it feels to put a child into the ground. Unaccustomed tears would come to Ecker. Every monster imagined by mankind had died and was reborn a hundred times more terrifying in the concentration camps of Bergen-Belsen and Dachau. Around him, the saddest sights in the world had metamorphosed their image onto every man and woman on the earth. He and his brother had, in the truest sense, been birthed in those years of chaos. He had always been a vegetarian. But after Birkenau, he had turned vegan.


  Ecker was a natural ectomorph, his temperament pragmatic. Above his bunk in the mutation barrack hung his philosophy — “‘Only those who adapt to change survive’ — Charles Darwin.” Science under Hitler, ‘thanatology’ (the science of death), named after Thanatos, the Greek spirit who personified Death, had resulted in ‘Mengele’s Children’ — a melisma of dwarves, hunchbacks, twins, gypsies, esoteric cripples and anything in the spectrum that passed for humanity in Mengele’s oneiric dream.


  On an overcast day he came across a child holding a tiny green dragon in her frail arms. So much blood had been taken from her she looked as white as the winter snow which covered Auschwitz. Bones were visible beneath her rags. The dragon was slowly bleeding to death from cuts inflicted by the camp’s barbed wire fence. The girl was smiling; to see a dragon was lucky. Legend had it that to see a dragon was a sign that a missing loved one still lived. She placed it on the ground and it ran in a weaving hop across the stony compound, vanishing beneath a wooden hut. Still smiling, the girl walked on.


  Though dragons appeared infrequently, such anomalies were not unknown in the camps. In the summer of ’42, Ecker had witnessed a fall of blue-and-red hoarfrost which had metamorphosed Birkenau into an enchanted glade, a Christmas card of flickering fires, spiralling chimneys and winning splendours, transforming the Auschwitz Movie House (showing a Monte Hale western that week) into a fitting palace for the Son of the Redeemer.


  One night a mad wind from Treblinka had blown in a flock of succubi. They landed on the roof of a long hut, flowing locks of marillion hair surging around the open vaginas in their necks. An ague shook through Ecker as he had watched the visitation. They were passing a blind man between themselves.


  He sometimes thought Dr Mengele too was a visitation, a glorious being from some malign planet, Captain Eugenic from Mars, or an houri from the dark side of the moon. They called him the ‘Twins’ Father’, and so he was, until he had given them to Lord Horror. Of their real father, there was just a distant memory, ephemeral and euphoric, though at times, like the rising of the full moon, Meng had insisted that Joseph Merrick — the Elephant Man — was his true parent.


  Ecker shrugged his thin frame. There were two forms of theatre — comedy and tragedy. Meng was comedy. Ecker was tragedy, or at least its nearest relation.


  “Shitfire!” exclaimed Meng, clambering over a carefully orchestrated trajectory of corpses. His fat bulk wobbled. “Fuck a duck...” He skidded to a halt in front of an SS guard “... Goofy, is that you?” From inside the brick crematorium a wind-up gramophone began to play a selection from Strauss’s ‘Die Fledermaus’.


  The guard looked pityingly at the half-man and said, “ Wein witch fra mine.” With a pig stick he swiped Meng across the head. Meng broke the man’s back and deposited the body, minus its black boots, among the hill of dead.


  “Here...” He stopped a Sonderkommando “...have you heard this one?” Meng scratched his groin, trapping an earthworm with his thumb and squashing it on the inside of his hairy leg. “Two white men walking through the jungle and they see a lion licking another lion’s arse. One of the white men says, ‘Isn’t that a bit unusual?’


  “‘Not really,’ replies the second. ‘It just ate a nigger and it’s trying to get the taste out of its mouth!’”


  The man looked uncomprehendingly at Meng. That morning he had buried a field of dead children waist deep in the earth. In an open wind their bodies had moved like rooted serpents under the nacarat sun.


  “You dozy cunt!” shouted Meng, exasperated by the Sonderkommando’s lack of response. “You can laugh, it’s a fucking joke.”


  “Please, have you any food?” The man held out his hand. “You what?” Meng asked incredulously, drawing his body up to its full height. “I take the time to give you a fucking laugh — and you want a bleeding hand-out!” He cracked a loud fart. “You’re too cheeky by half.” He yanked out a rat tail that had lodged in his back teeth. “Here, chew on that.” Disgustedly, he marched off.


  Meng waxed philosophically. “I can look into a face and know if it should die.” Beneath his feet the earth was a yellowish clay. Concrete pylons stretched in even rows to the horizon, barbed wire strung between them from top to bottom. Crudely painted signs warned that the wires were charged with high tension currents. “I can know,” he continued, “if it’s ever going to amount to anything. And if it doesn’t pose a threat, the next thing I ask myself... Does it deserve to live?” Inside the enormous squares bounded by the pylons stood hundreds of barrack-huts, covered with green tar-paper and arranged to form a long rectangular network of streets as far as the eye could see. “And if I let it live, will it be of any use? Will it just be taking air from me?” A watchtower of emerald and jade stood in the centre of Auschwitz. From its cruel eye two strobe lights flooded the camp with flashes as red as the ichor of salamanders. Now Meng stood for a minute in its thrill, his clothes shimmering like the scarlet wattles of dragons. After the operation Doctor Mengele had told him, “With my assistance, you will be the sexiest man on earth. Are you ready for that responsibility?” Meng had. assured him he was more than up to the job; adding, “Any chance of giving me a two-foot dick... or two cunts... or both?” His nipples had stood out as firm as corn cobs.


  Up jumped a big frog.


  The length of a stick is infinite.


  Auschwitz, thought Ecker, is a semaphore from the past that spelled future.


  Fifty years on, Horror had confided to Ecker, Auschwitz would be a recognisable brand name, a mythic character as well-known as Sherlock Holmes or Tarzan. A fortune awaited the author who could bring ‘Mr Auschwitz’ to life. To recreate the persona of Auschwitz would be an ordained mission. Auschwitz, the holy end-all of life’s futile pattern, slinking through the subconscious of humanity, the one archetypal riff common to all nightmares, fuelled on the anvil of Little Richard.


  In a hundred years, Auschwitz would form its own genre and become the most successfully marketed product in the history of the world, a name as well-known globally as Coca Cola, taking all media under its encompassing umbrella. The camps were the obvious ultimate enclosed world, the desired image of world television, beamed by satellite into each city, town and village, ideal for community soap operas (a story of everyday life on the edge of life), of science fiction time travel (travel back through your life and end it in Auschwitz). In this televised scenario the dog-boys loomed large as Heathcliff doomed lovers, the spice of sexy bodice-rippers which thrilled millions of women. Guilt would never stand in the way of commerce, assured Horror, his cobra eyes stealing the dark.


  Sex and death, the Lord’s calling card. Horror warmed.


  On a day trip to Buchenwald, two thousand Hasidic Jews pulled a char-à-banc full of dog-boys. Petrol was rationed, and progress was slow. The dog-boys were understandably irritated by the speed of the journey. One dog-boy, barking mad and firing on all cylinders, ripped the heads off a dozen Jewesses, eventually finding one that tasted of lemon meringue. Party hats were well in evidence, hanging jauntily from their slanted heads. Eight of them clambered on to the vehicle’s roof and began to rock it from side to side, cheering cockily at the Austrian peasants whose villages they travelled through, beating them about the shoulders with dead Bengal monitor lizards.


  Meng and Ecker had been put on the bus to keep order. Meng had his work cut out. Strolling down the aisle he forked-in an eye here, a neck there, but to little avail. A mad, gleeful chaos ruled.


  “OK. Any black dogs on board?” Meng gave a couple of sharp yelps and banged his foot twice. “Come on, come on, just one Le Petite Negra Dawg.”


  A stocky dog-boy, suffering from eczema, lurched from its seat and let slavering jaws dribble over the half-man. Its tongue rolled out thick and fat. “Fuck off back to Dachau,” it barked.


  By way of reply Meng gripped its jaws and slowly levered them open. “See if this fits.” He issued a series of loud piercing whistles. He spoke directly into its mouth. “This chap went up to a nigger who had two burning tyres around his neck. The chap says, ‘For fuck’s sake, take one off! Never mix crossplies with radials’.”


  A roar of approval went round the bus.


  The snap of jaw bone ricocheted, triggering another burst of applause. Meng hurled the dog-boy’s carcass through an open window. It hit a telegraph pole where it hung, upside-down, until its head decomposed. Slapping Meng good-naturedly on his back, a breed growled in anticipation. “You stuffy sod.”


  “Chances are you’re not wrong,” Meng nodded matter-of-factly.


  Halfway to Buchenwald, Ecker retired to the toilet with a melon and a basket of apples. From the confines of the latrine he could hear the whole bus singing in German, ‘It’s a Long Way to Tipperary’.


  Electrics throbbed in the general din. Ecker had to grip the wooden shit-house seat as the bus shook and the toilet roll began to unravel. He could smell the sweat rising from a hundred pelts and hear the savage callings of a strange vision from the shores of Lake Geneva, Wisconsin.


  Swirling through the bus came ‘Bop Diddlie in the Jungle’ by Tommy King and the Starlites. When it faded, Flowers’s cut of ‘Johnny Bom Bonney’ banged out. For the next hour every Bo Diddley and Arfy-Darfy variation beater sucked a swath through Austria.


  Attempting to distance himself from the mêlée, Ecker peered from between the window slats. They were crossing one of the country’s large lakes and on its sheenless surface was a great raft of charred corpses. He was reminded of the Morgawr he had once sighted off the Cornish coast.


  Resting his head against the slats, Ecker let the fresh air cool him. His side still burned with pain where Doctor Mengele’s surgical blade had sliced him free from Meng. If they could just stay clear of the random excesses of Mengele’s menagerie, or the killing machines of Birkenau or Brzezinka, all would be well. For Mengele’s predilection for collecting freaks, he thanked whatever entity watched over them. Clearly, it had saved their lives.


  The day they had been railed into Auschwitz, an omnipotent being must have been alert to their potential. Their train carried Rumanian Jews, and more than the usual rich bounty of freaks — a woman with two noses, one with donkey ears, two sets of quadruped twins and a little girl who had the wool of a sheep on her head instead of hair.


  He and Meng were the first twins to arrive in the camp who were physically joined together. They had stayed for hours on a deserted croft, clasped in each other’s arms, until Dr Mengele had made entrance from a squall of rain. He came with a two-wheeled wooden donkey cart pushed by a Jew from Kouno. Travel stickers from the killing grounds of Chelmno, Belzec and Sobibor decorated the cart. Still clasped together the twins were lifted into it and, with Dr Mengele leading the way were pushed through flower beds fertilised by an experimental mash of human blood and ground bone.


  “Zwillinge, zwillinge, zwillinge,” breathed the geneticist.


  Twenty yards beyond Der Weg zur Himmelfahrt (‘the way to the heavenly journey’), the Jew and the cart began to sink in a seeping marsh of dirt and blood. There, Meng and Ecker were gently gathered up in Mengele’s father arms and carried to the safety of his plantation. And the inhuman glow of Auschwitz KZ Death Head Kommando could be seen a hundred miles away in distant Ravensbrück.


  In the weeks after their separation, Doctor Mengele had been very attentive to the twins. He bought Meng fine dresses from the House of Dior, Paris, fussing over every satin gown and velvet ribbon that incongruously draped the half-man’s Minotaur-like physique. The Doctor insisted that Meng wear the brightest red lipsticks while he listened sympathetically to the twin’s anguished pleas for, ‘a body like Mae West; a nonquitter; curves that just won’t stop’.


  “Rest easy, young Meng. I will help you to overcome Nature’s caprice. After all, that is what we men of science are here for. With our little surgeons’ blades we can correct Nature’s ever wilful patterns.” Then the Doctor scrubbed Meng briskly with a bar of soap made from human remains. The soap smelled of Lifebuoy. Bits of bone and grit in the Auschwitz tap water stuck in Meng’s black body hair, and Mengele bent attentively to suck them off with his mouth, gripping long tufts of the waterlogged hair between his teeth. When he had finished the Doctor rested back in a wicker armchair, sated, whistling an aria from his favourite Puccini opera and then humming ‘The Blue Danube’ waltz.


  One of Mengele’s directives was to induce multiple births in the Auschwitz female twins in an attempt to repopulate the depleted German armies. In Meng, he developed the idea of incubating the first ever male pregnancy. This had greatly interested his Reich masters, who asked for nude photographs of the half-man to be sent directly to the Führerbunker. It was later hinted that Hitler had donated a vial of his own valued semen to be implanted in the Meng.


  “Fucking God forbid,” Ecker had commented about the idea of a hybrid Meng and Hitler. “Haven’t the niggers and the ikey mo’s got enough bleeding troubles?”


  Ecker had suspected that his brother’s presence threw an erotic switch in Doctor Mengele’s already fevered and disturbed mind. Was it purely a coincidence that the name ‘Meng’ was an abbreviation of ‘Mengele’? The half-man had been christened ‘Meng’ in the mysterious years before their arrival in the death camp and, to his knowledge, the Doctor himself had never been addressed by the diminutive. There seemed to be no obvious way of accounting for the father-son bond which existed between them. No other creature benefited from the Doctor’s more humane side in the land where only reality reigned cruel and great.


  In Dachau a tea-party of goblins discussed the moral implications of infanticide. A Big Nose advanced the opinion that since all children tasted of either seaweed or spinach the question was in the gourmet’s province.


  “Dat’s de stuff!” cried three wise little nigs on leave from Tiger Tim’s Weekly. Their piccaninny hair all aquiver, they offered Afrocentric advice.


  “Cooks dem long,” spoke up one.


  “Makes dem tender,” added two.


  Number three licked her lips. “Never leave a scrap on your plate...”


  “... and always wipe your hands after a nice meal!” they chorused together.


  Subjective and inconclusive as such discussions usually are, the eternal question was left until last. “What about art and its implication and application to life?”


  A berserk dog-boy with a fuzzy dyed vermilion pelt leapt onto the table and kicked over a tea pot. A severed Jew hung from its slack jaw. “Fuck you and the crab you spilled from!” Dropping a spray of foul saliva over the goblins, it tore the Jew from its mouth. “Maximum effort, that’s what the Doctor called for and, by fuckola, we gave it.”
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  THE SKY AROUND Porchfield Square was a furnace. Meng drew the curtains. His bedroom darkened perceptibly. He lit the single gas lamp above the four-poster. A fifteen foot lobster he had laced to the bed cracked its nippers in anticipation. A shrill whine issued from its mouth. Foam bubbles flew from its gills. Meng whistled.


  “They won’t be fucked about, these South Africans.” The half-man hastily tied a white silk ribbon around his forehead and put his foot to the lobster. “You listening, or what?” Without pausing for breath, he continued speaking: “This one I used to tell in Auschwitz, always got a laugh. Don’t stop me if you’ve heard it.


  “An Englishman and a South African are walking in the jungle and they come across a lion licking another lion’s arse.


  “‘Surely, that’s a bit unusual?’ asks the Englishman.


  “‘No,’ replies the South African, ‘it’s just ate a nigger and it’s trying to get the taste out of its mouth’.


  “Well,” Meng readied out, “it always makes me laugh!” He gently touched the lobster. Despite the heat in the room its shell was ice cold. “Never mind, Ducks.” Under his hand he felt the brittle hard back of her shell shudder. “Soon have you warmed up.”


  The half-man bought the lob at a seafood stall in Brighton. Over the months, he fed her growth chemicals and administered hormones for her figure. His years of drug treatment at the hands of Dr Mengele had not been wasted ones.


  In the flat he gave her many names while they idled the hours away together. His favourite was Scaramouche. It had a swashbuckling quality to it. She was a doomed pirate princess rescued by him from the ocean deeps.


  For him, it had been love at first sight. The courtship had been a long one, if a bit one-sided. Though, since Christmas, she had allowed him to be more intimate with her.


  He leant over and tied a blonde wig over the shell of the lobster’s cranium, stroking out the flowing locks with a broad toothed comb and beaming at her. When he finished brushing her, he stood back admiringly. She reminded him of Marilyn Monroe.


  “Only more beautiful.” He pursed his lips and blew her a kiss.


  He was anxious to calm her nervousness. Usually he strapped three or four false Jewish noses about the scarlet carapace beneath the blonde wig. Today he limited himself to one, sticking it firmly into place with a palmful of cow gum.


  Meng whispered into where he thought the lobster’s ear was. “A Yorkshire lad went over to South Africa for a job.


  “‘Yes,’ says the boss. ‘These credentials, I couldn’t fault them. They’re very good. It’s miners like you we want over here. But we do have a lot of trouble with blacks. I’ll have to give you a test first’.


  “‘What sort of test?’ asks the lad guardedly.


  “‘Here’s a revolver,’ says the man. ‘Go and shoot six niggers and a rabbit’.


  “‘What do I have to shoot the rabbit for?’ says the lad.


  “‘That’s it!’ the bloke says. ‘You’ve got the fucking job!’”


  A sinister boom escaped the lobster.


  “That’s more like it,” said Meng happily, reaching up to press a wall switch.


  Darkness fell. In the intimacy of his bedroom, fictional night was created. Meng had designed his room to resemble a Pasha’s harem, an Arabian phantasmagoria, a replica of the late Elvis’s boudoir.


  His fat finger pressed another switch, and a miniature sun, which Ecker had programmed, crackled to life on the ceiling, leaving a trajectory of candy sugar cloud as it moved around the room. Small stars glittered in the night sky and a nacreous fog issued from a model of the planet Mars. Then a beam of mock ocean light cut through the wanness, silhouettes of limpets and kelpi swimming in its fake waters.


  “Fucking cyberspace,” he chortled. “For the thrill of turnipheads.”


  As quickly as it appeared, the sun vanished. It was replaced by a large white moon which hung in the tiny planetarium, filling it with a ghostly radiance. Meng’s half-formed body swelled. He caught sight of himself in the two-way mirror. “Christ, I look like a hippopotamus decked out in a plexiglas tube.”


  Divesting himself of what little clothing he wore, he turned on the stereo and clambered onto the base of the four-poster. He put a gold gingham dress — one of his own — on the top half of the lobster, artfully teasing a pair of camiknickers down one of her pincers.


  “Ace!” he chirped, looking admiringly at his handiwork. Gripping the wooden supports of his bed he drew himself erect, and stood swaying before the prostrate crustacean. The hairs on his body moved like a field of golden corn unexpectedly caught in a summer squall.


  “What’s the Greek National Anthem?”


  He strapped a yard-long horn conch to his privates, fastening its leather harness first around his shoulders and then beneath his buttocks, shutting the clasps tightly around his stomach.


  “Never leave your buddy’s behind.”


  Fingering the hard spikes of the conch, Meng lowered himself on to the supine bulk of Scaramouche. He had tried many erotic implements on her, but the conch was now the only device that would produce desire in the lobster.


  “What’s the definition of the American dream?”


  Above him, a bone-frame shark mask was attached to a heating pipe. He pulled it to him, quickly sinking his head in its xenophobic confines.


  “A million Jews with three niggers tucked under each arm swimming back to Africa.”


  Meng let the air out of himself in exaggerated hoots, as he had often heard Lord Horror do at moments of anxiety or high drama.


  “Indeedy, six million, that should just about do it!”


  Onto the single central heating pipe beneath the roof of the bed he had also tied numerous pot basins filled with steamed beef and suet puddings. Scaramouche squirmed uncomfortably with the smell, which had grown overpowering. “Nice,” murmured Meng approvingly.


  He spread himself over her back, searching for her secret opening. The conch banged repeatedly against the shell of her undercarriage. He dipped lower and felt the conch entering softness. He caught his breath.


  “You crustaceans are a tease.”


  Once in, he began to move swiftly on her, leaning forward to steady himself on his elbows, resting forcibly on her back. After five minutes, she began to lubricate, clicking her pincers in the air about her, twisting the fog into seedling phantoms.


  Through clenched teeth, Meng hissed: “Good news, and the bad news...”


  He increased his pace. Fifteen minutes into his labours, a foul fish smell rose in a steam from the lobster’s gills.


  “Even nicer.” Meng wiped his lips appreciatively. “First, the bad news: the Martians have landed...”


  His initial scream came as he penetrated the innermost sanctum of Scaramouche’s moist vagina. It carried above the gated beatbox reverb coming from the stereo.


  His nose began to bleed. Inside the shark mask, bone from the frame had broken loose and had lanced his cheek. He felt it grind against the root of his wisdom tooth. A ternary of flutes sounded somewhere in the distance.


  “Now the good news...” He laughed triumphantly. “They piss petrol and eat niggers!”


  Meng tore one of the lobster’s pincers clean away, and held it aloft in his hand. He pushed his shark face beneath the shell of her back, furiously trying to suck in her soft flesh. The stuff, tasting of sardines oiled in damson jam, almost choked him.


  His bedroom was a tempest. It seemed to Meng’s heightened senses that the moon sped at an impossible pace through the heavens. The beef puddings were emitting their contents in a steady rain over the bed and its copulants. Steam rushed from the pipes, and the suet bullfinched in a meaty cascade over the shell of the lobster’s back.


  A thunderous roar, chocolate-toned, timbrous, drowned all other sound in the bedroom. Its volume rose in direct relation to the pounding of Meng’s conch. From an Emulator installed in the lobster’s throat came the sonorous tones of pain and feigned ecstasy. The tones codified into a single high-pitched litany of repetition. “Ride my alley, ride my alley! Sweet baby Jesus and his Holy Mother! Ride-my-alley!”


  Meng’s answering soprano, tooled-up to a level which almost matched the unearthly pattern programmed into the lobster, joined hers in a babble: “Rough as a fucking cob! Rough as a fucking cob! ROUGH-AS-A-FUCKING-COB!”


  The lobster’s head shimmied on the velvet pillow. Its long tongue rose up and laced around the heating pipe, futilely attempting to drag itself from the bed and away from the raging half-man.


  Leaving the conch at its watering hole, Meng edged sideways along the crustacean’s shell, and with one urgent pull of his muscular arm he snatched off the blonde wig and sank his teeth into more of the interstices between shell and flesh. A knob of bitter acid filled his mouth.


  In a dream, his voice hoarse and spent, he levelled his fish head. Sea bass swam around him.


  “What do you throw a drowning nigger?”


  His voice drawled emptily from the confines of bone.


  “His family!”


  Scaramouche’s remaining claw reared over him. In dread, Meng’s eyes followed its movement. His head sank back. Twisting down, the jagged nippers began shredding the skin from his back. Chunks of his flesh and hair were fed indiscriminately into the lobster’s mouth, and in a dead faint Meng slid off her onto the floor, his body sodden with blood and fish paste.


  When he woke, the bedroom was in silence. Scaramouche was sleeping. The heating had switched off, and the stereo hummed expectantly. He staggered to the First Aid cupboard, pulled out a tube of Savlon and smeared the antiseptic cream over his back. After sucking peppermints and drinking nerve elixir, he collapsed back on the floor and passed out again.


  Hours later, after a Barclay’s, to the malevolent riff of The Monkey Speaks Its Mind, he left the bedroom.


  Ecker caught the sound of his brother descending the stairs. Meng had obviously recovered from his Ukhohlokhohlo. He heard him quietly enter the living room and close the door.


  He ran a vein-lined hand through his blond hair. The comforting dull hum of working computers came from Lord Horror’s old studio next to the kitchen. On the inside window ledge, tiger lilies bloomed in flower pots filled with asphalt. Ecker emptied a pale yellow whisky into a glass and took a long drink.


  All that afternoon he had been labouring over the kitchen stove, cooking a vegan Yorkshire pudding for tomorrow’s luncheon menu at the Meng and Ecker Tea Rooms. To the rhythm of fax machines he blended soya milk and flour according to his own recipe.


  A few months ago Meng had baked a seven-inch diameter Yorkshire pudding, with a solid base, which they used for meat dishes. With this new variation of a traditional dish they had been able to use a variety of fillings, such as steak-and-kidney, beef-and-onion, lamb-and-gravy, chicken-and-korma-sauce.


  The recipe was so outrageously simple Ecker could not understand why no one else had thought of the idea. But then, Meng was outrageously simple. Wherever he had got the idea was irrelevant. Since the introduction of the pudding-based dishes, the tea rooms had never been busier.


  With the extra revenue the puddings had generated, the twins bought a packing factory in the Wirral and had started mass production. Thereafter, Mengburgers and Ecker Vegicutlets had become firm favourites with the teen and pre-teen markets.


  In a few years, Ecker hoped to rival McDonald’s and Kentucky Fried Chicken. Already they had refused many offers for franchise deals. Recently, an attractive proposition had been put to them by the famous Harry Ramsden fish-and-chip shop in Yorkshire. Ramsden’s idea was to combine the two dishes into an unbeatable menu — fish-and-chips wrapped in Yorkshire pud — two traditional Northern dishes in a winning formula designed to conquer the South.


  They were receiving enquiries from as far away as Moscow and San Francisco. To begin with, Meng had been put out when told that the American word for ‘cottaging’ was ‘tearooms’. But with a typical change of heart he had put on a beatific smile, rubbed his hands, and said, “Just champion, that should do nicely then!” He held up a clenched fist.


  But, Ecker suspected, something would presently happen to capsize their dreams of empire and a surplus of unlimited funds. Bad luck had never failed them in the past.


  He seated himself at the kitchen table and began ladling a hot vegan casserole of seasonal vegetables onto the base of one of the soya puddings. He topped it with a cold nutmeat which he crumbled directly out of the tin with a fork. When the plate was filled with a spiralling mound, he commenced eating, careful to chew each mouthful of food thirty-two times. Correct mastication gave the ptyalin enzyme in his saliva time to start the body’s process of carbohydrate digestion. By regulating his chewing he hoped to live an active life, and stay sane, until he was at least two hundred years old.


  His dead white vegan skin gleamed like an old pot. Even at the height of the summer sun a chill managed to travel through his emaciated frame. He swallowed another mouthful of whisky. If his diet could prolong his life, the discomfort it brought to his everyday existence was not lost to him; nor was its irony. He depended on vegetables in much the same way as most people depended on air. If he did not consume large quantities of greens every two or three hours he went into a faint that mirrored death. His pulse dropped below minus six, and the tiny eyes in his bone skull took on a dull lifelessness. His coordination became erratic, and his memory fled almost completely.


  Ecker’s thin lips curled. He could live with it.


  In fact, since Lord Horror’s disappearance his diet had become noticeably more severe. Meng opined that he was punishing himself for their failure to find the Lord.


  Two years had elapsed since Lord Horror had done a runner. They had been hard yet instructive ones. He and Meng had achieved a level of independence neither had experienced before, even during the years prior to the war. On their return to England they served a six-month prison sentence in Strangeways. Meng was in his element. He brought a hell to the prison that the authorities never dreamed possible. He had hand-fucked half-a-dozen inmates to insanity, and choked to death two wardens by the simple act of inserting his fist down their throats.


  In prison, Ecker assumed the rô1e of trite martyr for the media. He knew that if he did not satisfy the TV and press, and show regret for their actions under Horror, their unwholesome past would again be resurrected. His thinking had been, when it suited, to give the public what it thought it wanted.


  After release they were put on parole, their British citizenship renewed. Thanks to the good will of the Manchester Chief of Police for Lord Horror, they had been able to reopen the Deansgate tea rooms.


  The political climate in England had changed again. As ever, Ecker could not keep abreast of the fluidity of current moral opinion, but then, he thought, few in England or abroad could. Recently, the government announced that in Lord Horror’s absence his citizenship had also been restored.


  Hardly a week passed without some periodical running a retrospective article or unsubstantiated new sighting of Horror in some forgotten land.


  During the Salman Rush-to-die affair, under the heading HORROR FINDS HIS NEW JESSIE MATTHEWS? the New York Times ran an eerie, indistinct photograph of Horror dancing on the roof of an Iranian mosque. In Horror’s embrace was an effigy of Mohammed.


  Ecker’s curiosity had been aroused when the Telegraph ran a piece on how Lord Horror had been an influence on T S Eliot in the 1920s, after Eliot completed ‘The Waste Land’.


  He had spent a day in the reading rooms of the British Library, trying to piece together the conflicting strands of Horror’s past. Their computer file on him was thin, almost non-existent. The hand of censorship seemed to have swept away all trace of his history, but as in the manner of forbidden fruit the truth was hard to bury. He was not surprised to find, when he examined the Horror/Eliot correspondence, that an addendum had been clipped to the file indicating a volume of reference numbers for ‘Joyce, H’. When he made enquiries the counter assistants could find no trace of the documents, and claimed the numbers must be misprints. But in a docket piss-yellow with age he found a number of revealing items including a Japanese postcard from Tom Eliot:


  
    ‘My dear Horace,


    


    As you know, I am interested in fascisms as a political manifestation of an ethical equation. To me, psychopathology and romance manifested on a political level equals fascism. It’s the disease of the Twentieth Century. Its sick appeal is best understood within a horrific, dark fairy tale. Which, I assume, is the metaphor for your life.’

  


  There was an unpublished manuscript by Unity Mitford containing an indiscreet account of her affair with Lord Horror. The affair scandalised British society and, much later, had been dragged up to discredit Horror at his post-war trials. There was a collection of letters, Christmas cards and such which had escaped security. Some made reference to Horace Joyce. Others were addressed personally to him, from various luminaries including H G Wells, Anthony Powell, Otis Adelbert Kline, Ray and e e cummings, Wyndham Lewis, Waugh, Hemingway, Faulkner, Talbot Mundy, Nictzin Dyalhis, Henry Green, Dorothy Parker, Catherine L Moore, and others.


  In the same docket was a letter sent to Eliot from D H Lawrence in Germany:


  
    ‘My Little Marsupial (as I believe Ezra calls you),


    


    The moment you are in Germany, you know. It feels empty, and, somehow, menacing... Out of the very air comes a sense of danger, a queer, bristling feeling of uncanny danger. Something about the Germanic race is unalterable. White skinned. Elemental and dangerous. Recently, I met Horace Joyce and his wife at one of Goering’s Reichstag parties. He had something of the same atmosphere about him. Inanimate things whirr and click in a positively feral manner around him. The chill of the butcher’s shop accompanies him. The sooner he leaves England for good, the safer I’ll feel. A quite unappetising man.’

  


  One of the themes of these letters appeared to be the apocalyptic trait Lawrence had noted — Horror as a physical synonym for sound. Each individual appeared to experience a distinct auditory hallucination when first meeting him — an undersea boom that had travelled a great distance and was now muffled and mysterious, the clicking of great pincers, a small child sobbing, the take-off of a plane, the wind on a deserted heath, a stone dropping down a deep well. It was as though Horror was able to tap into some subconscious phobia in their psyche.


  Ecker remembered the first time he had personally got close.


  In Auschwitz, through the centre of Camp A, ran a road known as the Lagerstrasse. It was lined by huge blocks, on either side of which were long stone-built huts with only two windows in each. Past these, swinging a platinum-handled walking bone, Lord Horror had come marching from ‘The Meadow’, ankle-deep through mud redder than the soil of Galilee. A brass band accompanied him, banging out a big foreboding sanctification beat.


  “Babies are forever,” Horror sibilantly hissed. “God rot their dear little souls!”


  Lord Horror had stopped in front of a young woman. “I see great strength in your eyes, child. Let me have your palm, and I’ll see what it has to say.”


  Horror bent over her, his cockscomb firing wildly.


  “Yes, I can see you will come out of here. How, I don’t know, but you will be one of the few to see freedom again. Remember, you must never lose your will to live. Fight for your life, or you will be finished very quickly.”


  “Komm schön du verstunkene alte Zitrone!”


  Sailing forward, Irma Grese, Dr Mengele’s beautiful young blonde mistress, swung her arm. Her bullhide whip lashed the edge of the child’s cheek, opening wide the flesh. She kicked the young girl in the back. As the child went down, Mistress Grese used a rubber truncheon to batter her head. A gleeful dog-boy sank its teeth into her. Temporarily satisfied, Irma rested back on an ivory-handled walking stick.


  A stinking old lemon — yes, Ecker had thought, she was probably that.


  A Mussulman, his arm skeletal, his head a loosely wagging skull, was discreetly diverted by Lord Horror’s foot. The creature staggered into the Beast of Belsen, who immediately forgot the child at her feet and set about dismantling the unfortunate dead-boy.


  In such a sly manner Horror protected the truth of his own prophecy.


  Who could have really guessed his thoughts?


  The sound Ecker heard coming from Lord Horror was rushing blood, coursing a raging river through his veins. Magenta-red fuck. Feral, erotic and enchanted. The life-stuff of the world.


  The future lived in the bones of Lord Horror.


  Ecker reflected that, aside from himself, only Lord Horror and Meng remained as surviving eye witnesses to the world of Auschwitz’s teeming Judenhäuser. Yet how often had he and Meng been consulted by governments or historians of the Holocaust?


  Never.


  Their opinions and their world view were not palatable options.


  Killing Jews produced its own dynamic — and could never be policed by ‘good taste’. Down that path lay a recipe for further genocide. The killing grounds were elemental and contagious — and often outrageously funny, if selectively so. Meng’s ‘jokes’ had been appreciated by both sides. After all, they reflected the world as it was, and who knew that better? Certainly not the hopeless wish fulfilment dreams of the moralists.


  A work of fiction that would do justice to the Holocaust must take as its first principle the shattering of chronology.


  Humanitarians might still regard the twins as vulgar and trivial, but they’d learn. Spraying disinfectant in the dustbin of life after the disease had left was rapidly becoming mankind’s favourite pastime.


  And a prime waste of fucking time.


  If, and when, history repeats itself, moralists will be as uselessly bankrupt as the current English justice system, and another red aether will settle its web on the world.


  Freely flows the blood of those / Who moralise.


  In a photograph faded with age, in an amethyst-grey dusk, Lord Horror, stem and white as a tomb, a pale jewel-eyed monkey folded in his arms, stood in the company of Pierrot, the Clown of Bergamo. Little drums of vulture skins formed an arc around them. Above, the moon pursued a frieze of tragic fugitives, kings and prelates, otiose, wearisome and egotistical.


  Beneath the photograph, T S Eliot’s easily recognisable scrawled handwriting read, ‘Suspicious people do not distinguish between the fairies and the dead’.


  According to the Mitford sisters, Hope Mirrlees, authoress of the fantasy novel, ‘Lud in the Mist’, had been having an affair with Eliot and Horace Joyce. A letter from Eliot to her confirmed that the bank teller had purloined from Horror the lines, ‘Let me be no nearer, / In death’s dream kingdom’, for use in the 1925 publication of‘The Hollow Men’.


  To Jessica Mitford, Mirrlees had privately confessed, “Horror was an ‘alien’ in the bedroom, and Eliot often ‘couldn’t get it up with a block and tackle’.”


  Ecker found the following quote, written in red ink in Horror’s distinctive hand:


  
    ‘Thrice blessed little herb! Herb o’grease, with thy waxen stem and blossom of flame! Thou are more potent against spells and terrors and the invisible menace than fennel or dittany or rue. Hail! Antidote to the deadly nightshade! Blossoming in the darkness, thy virtues are heartsease and quiet sleep. Sick people bless thee, and women in travail, and people with haunted minds, and all children.’

  


  The same passage reappeared on page sixty-five of ‘Lud in the Mist’. Mirrlees’s novel had been published in 1926, the same year as Lord Horror’s fifth novel, The Weird of Spring-heel Jack, a pirate yam with Jack, a seven-foot vampire, reaving the Spanish Main between the Isthmus of Panama and the mouth of the Orinoco in the early Nineteenth Century.


  Horror’s novels were always threepence short of a tanner.


  
    ‘I milk blue ewes; I reap red flowers,


    I weave the story of dead hours.’

  


  He discovered a copy of Reynold’s News for March 1Oth 1949, which carried a review of Horror’s rarest book, The Case of the Kaiser’s Cancer. As the reviewer, Cyril Connolly, pointed out, it was scarcely more than a novelette padded out with blank pages. Apparently the book was the first in a proposed series of ‘modem literature’ published specially for Boots Lending library. The book’s sales had been dismal (too highbrow for the masses, too lowbrow for the literati) and the series had been immediately abandoned. Ecker had never seen this book, but he had heard of a copy auctioned by Christie’s that had fetched seventy-five thousand pounds.


  Constant Lambert wrote warningly to Horror. He must, ‘Give a wide berth’ to his Russian wife Flo, a lady of quite breathtaking elfin beauty who, it appeared, had been enamoured of Horace for some months.


  From Plunket Green — London socialite and friend of Evelyn Waugh, rumoured to be the model for H Warner Munns’s novel, ‘The Werewolf of Plunket’ — there was a volume of belles-lettres dedicated to Horace and Jessie.


  Marlene Dietrich had written with lipstick on a lace hanky a coded message to the Allies concerning H’s broadcasts. As to be expected, the German turncoat had totally misunderstood Horror’s intentions.


  Niki Hoeky in Crazyland.


  Horror’s natural province was the Aether. There had been a period when the whole world hung on his every overpronounced syllable. Not only governments, but the peoples of the earth, took his words into their hearts and souls. Amidst the current global technobabble, that kind of attention to the human voice was forever lost.


  On D-Day, the Devil rode in on the airwaves of the world. Horror’s broadcast on 6th June 1944 had been a cold exercise in impassioned ambiguity. Both sides listened intently to him and found in his speech a reinforcement of their own entrenched positions. A not inconsiderable achievement while the world had, for that brief period, swung precariously on its military axis.


  A short time later, William Joyce was not so lucky. The English had hung the poor bastard for waffling doggerel and talking trash.


  As a by-product of his significance in the history of the modem world, Horror’s supernal voice was destined to live everlastingly, broadcasting indefinitely between the planets, the conscience of England uncensored. A positive negative, a psychic presence in the heliopause and beyond. The enchanted tooth fairy of the stars. Carolling the Milky Way. Pebbling Saturn and Mars and Jupiter and the Oakies’ Ether with the fucking RIGHT HAND CLANK of In-Your-Face Spunkspeak. Somewhere in the distant galaxies his mesmerising tones would be forever spreading bad blood, preaching the gospel of Titty Poo (Gilbert and Sullivan’s imaginary town), grotesque and romantic.


  And, of special interest to Ecker, were two photographic stills labelled ‘Horror In; Horror Out — A Film by Leni Reifenstahl’. The stills were undated, and bore the pencil signature of Willy Zielke, the troubled genius and the German director’s admired cameraman. They were almost solid black. Only the silhouette of Horror’s hooked nose rutting the gloom was visible on both.


  Ecker was a fan of Frau Reifenstahl’s underwater photography, mainly because her films of tropical fish swimming through vaginal sea flora were positively vegan-erotic. When Horror returned he’d ask him for a personal introduction to Hitler’s favourite film director.


  Finally, and perhaps most surprisingly, he discovered details of a 1948 film in which Lord Horror had appeared, ‘No Orchids For Miss Blandish’, directed by St John L Clowes. The film starred Jack LaRue, later to become ‘Lash LaRue’, the hero of numerous cowboy films, and one of the few actors in Hollywood that Lord Horror chose to call his friend. It was an English film noir, made in 1947. Several stills from a sequence left out of the film showed Horror razoring what appeared to be a Jewish costume fitter. LaRue, with a totally bizarre over-the-top expression, was holding the man’s arms behind his back. On the backs of the stills were a number of press clippings: ‘The most sickening exhibition of brutality, perversion, sex and sadism ever to be shown on a cinema screen’ (The Monthly Film Bulletin); ‘Nauseating muck’ (The Daily Sketch); ‘About as fragrant as a cesspool’ (The Daily Mirror); ‘A wicked disgrace to the British film industry* (The Manchester Guardian). This sounded like one not destined for a television showing, thought Ecker amusedly. Nevertheless it was a revelation to him that Horror had even appeared in a film. He had turned down countless offers over the years. The only one he had known him to show interest in was ‘Buster’s World’, the life story of Buster Crabbe, starring himself with Marlon Brando, Dennis Hopper and Anjelica Huston. Stanley Kubrick had optioned for the director’s chair.


  Horror kept in touch with Lash LaRue over the years, frequently bailing him out of Mexican prisons where he had been incarcerated for vagrancy, drink and drug abuse.


  “Bastards!”


  Ecker’s thoughts were brought back to the present by shouts coming from the hallway.


  “Bastardous!” The imperious roar shook the flat. Ecker moved quickly from the kitchen. He could see his brother busily trying to crush a family of cockroaches which were scurrying over the floor like displaced cornflakes. The half-man’s black boots with the tall uppers did a Poppin’ Johnny on the insects. “Where the fuck do they keep coming from? I swear some fucker’s sneakin’ ’em into us... when I get my hands on that twat...” Meng’s face was a long pole.


  “Get those feet up,” encouraged Ecker. Meng was leaping about like a frog with piles.


  “This shouldn’t be happening to a Miss in my condition,” complained Meng morosely, coming to a sudden halt.


  “What!” exclaimed Ecker. “You’re not with sprog again... who’s dropped you in it this time?”


  “Tom Jones,” replied Meng, grinning sheepishly. “The hottest goat in the valleys.”


  “I don’t fucking believe it! Why can’t you just get his autograph like everybody else? You know what a dirty bastard he is.”


  “Don’t I just.” Meng’s smile could have boiled soup. “Mind, I did my bit.”


  “I bet you fucking did, and what about Andrew Lloyd Webber?”


  “That was different.” Meng was on his dignity. “I made him pregnant... what a night that was! Happy days... He kept pretending to try and escape... I kept slapping his silly head. Wonderful stuff. And so inventive with die positions. Him trying to get out through a two-foot window was a superb bit of erotic business... didn’t we laugh! Never will understand why he had that abortion.”


  “A stitch in time,” claimed Ecker airily.


  “Come again?”


  “Never mind.” Ecker reached for the phone, and dialled. “I’ll book you in the dustbin... er, the abortion clinic. The l/3d scrape-out suit you?”


  “It does fucking not! The very idea! The deluxe thirty-bob abortion, my man, only the fucking best.”


  “Hello?” Ecker adopted his best telephone manner. “Is that the Calcutta Rude Boys Stick-and-Stitch Home?”


  Meng’s hairy paw reached out, grabbed the phone and slammed it down. “Whoa, Dicksplash. You’ll book me into the best bleeding doctor in Harley Street and no problem. I’m not having another Bradford Paki reject quack putting his hand up my arse again...” he thought for a moment “... that is, not unless he pays.”


  “Sometimes I doubt the homogenous link. I really do. Right, I have just the people. Heckle and Peckle, doctors extraordinaire, Harley Street’s very best. They’ll know just what to do with a discerning chum.”


  “I hope they’re not robbing yiddlers,” said Meng, somewhat appeased. “And by the way, while they’ve got their hands up there, could you ask them to look out for that toy ambulance I put up my arse in 1954?”


  [image: Motherfuckers-052_2R]


  “SAY IT CUNT-SWEET to me,” urged the Meng. Above the unpainted wooden bunkbed a framed photograph of AI Jolson swung crazily.


  “Grrr... umph!... Grrr — Pwreepheww... Woofif,” growled JackTosh the Dog-boy, lying on its stomach, outstretched and exhausted, beneath the tireless half-man.


  “I love it when you talk dirty,” Meng congratulated the sweat-drenched sport, hiking-in his bulk. He cupped his hand under its jaw and lifted its wolf-like head from the soft pillow. “Come on, twat, no dozing. We don’t want to have to report a fucking cot death to the Doctor, do we?”


  The muscular breed shook its broad vulpine shoulders and turned red-rimmed eyes onto the Meng. Its temper was on a short fuse at the best of times, but the night’s indignities had brought out an uncontrollable urge to murder its defiler.


  “Whoofta...” Its lips spread up and slid over a muzzle wet with blood.


  “You’re definitely getting better,” congratulated Meng again, good-naturedly whacking the back of Tosh’s skull. “After the war...” he increased his rhythm, a strand of black hair constantly flicking in front of his vision “...you’ll be ready to work in any hairdressing salon...” His body ached. Why was enjoying yourself such hard work? He planted a rich kiss on a patch of pink down. “My Little Piepel, my Spud-U-Like, Little Hound of My Heart, you’re San Francisco-bound, mark my words.


  “Here we go.” A series of savage screams came in a running volley from Meng. “Hung On You!”


  Those dog-boys in the crowded barracks who had managed to sleep through the half-man’s indulgences, woke with a start. Others, who had silently followed the night’s rape, stayed rooted in their bunks, whimpering, covering their ears with their long paws.


  “For God’s sake, open the universe a little more!” barked a jealous voice from the dark.


  Ten minutes later the happily-spent half-man shimmied from the bunk, a broad grin on his dark blurred features. He had been shagging the dog-boy for most of the night, his wartime ration of makeup swept away by the hours of passion. An outgrowth of hair, stiff and long, protruded from his bra and panties. He sat on the edge of the bunkbed in the morning sunlight and stretched his legs. His nylons were in shreds.


  “Isn’t it great to be alive!” he exclaimed, lighting a Churchill and blowing a leisurely breath of cigar smoke into the barracks. “And all the tackle’s in working order.” He was mindful of the injections Dr Mengele had given him yesterday. No harm done where it matters, he assured himself.


  “Anyone got a euphonium handy? I’ll give you a tune.” He turned and looked at JackTosh. “No fucking complaints, I hope?” he queried, tapping the side of his nose. “Wouldn’t like you boys to think I wasn’t up to my duties.” He stared expectantly about him. A chorus of affirming barks and yelps came from the pack.


  “Shit,” Meng laughed. “Big dogs are always licking my hand.”


  He pretended not to notice JackTosh steal upright, or the lowering slant of its jaw bearing down on the back of his neck.


  Meng slapped his own still-erect penis. Steroids warred in his system. All through April, Dr Mengele had pumped him full of a dizzying amount of anabolics. Nandrolone, Stanozol, Boldenone and a couple of dozen others with names like Nemesis, Ozone, Maverick and Zeitgeist had invaded his body. Every day the Doctor held up a big needle filled with 100 millilitres of testosterone. “After a course of this...” through gleaming white teeth he had whispered in Meng’s ear “... you’ll want to rape dogs.”


  “And fuck me...” Meng chortled, exhaling more smoke “...I do!”


  Without a sound the half-man swung around, fastening his hairy fist in a vice grip on the dog-boy’s curling tongue. “Now, cunthooks, who’s little chin’s been telling me porkies?” Meng squeezed, and blood shot from the dog-boy’s eyes. “And here’s me believing every fucking word you say.”


  Meng hauled, and with the tongue came the oesophagus, with the respiratory tracts came both lungs. He draped them decoratively over his shoulders. For some moments he rooted in the dog-boy’s open remains, then arose, clutching two fistfuls of visceral tissues which he proceeded to smear over his naked torso.


  “How’s that?” He beamed a satisfied smile. “After all these years, the breed’s finally come out.” Walking to the window he opened his mouth and swallowed the dog-boy’s wet chuckies.


  The motors of large ventilators purred into life, reawakening the furnace flames. Outside, a heavy wind groaned about the rooftops and pushed through the alleys, threatening summer snow.


  Meng craned his neck. Harmonious stuffs hung from his body.


  Fireworks buzzed in the daylight sky above the gypsy camp. For several weeks Dr Schuman had been supervising a large building project on the outskirts of the camp. At night a mysterious red glow lit up the heavens. Meng was righteously pissed. He believed the gypsies were being rehoused in luxury mobile homes and first-class holiday chalets.


  “That’s gyppo luck for you. If one fell down a shithole he’d come out smelling like Christ.” Meng watched a single bird fly past. “Jammy bastards.”


  Elsewhere in the camp pale shadows drifted across a courtyard, fingers of diseased sunlight wove patterns over the shell of a gas chamber. Ecker sat in the chamber’s shade, a green cowl hanging loose about his pigeon chest. Wisps of blond hair fell unchecked on his chalk-white face. His strong jaw chewed a wadge of fruit gum. Reflectively, he observed the sunlight touch a rusty stream of blood water flowing to a verge of pampas grass. To absorb the liquid a small man-made garden had been fashioned around the base of the chamber. Piglets scampered through a profusion of yellow and crimson hollyhock spikes. An ambience blue with the suggestion of Wonderland enfolded Ecker.


  For hours he had been browsing through Rabelais, hoping to discover a medieval recipe for nettle soup.


  Quietly perched on his knee were the twins Hedvah and Leah Stem, their arms and legs flecked with bruises from Mengele’s needles. They were the focus of the Doctor’s current experiments. For days he had been injecting them with a dye which turned both their left eyes bright green. Also, the twins were starving. Against his better instincts, Ecker fed them a sausage.


  He longed for a door through which he could enter and leave this damnable place. Auschwitz had woken in him a craving for some lovelier experience than life had yet given him.


  “We should kill him.”


  Ecker laughed. The idea of killing Mengele had never occurred to him. Extinguish the star around which we whirl? He thought not. “The Good Fairy comes every day.”


  “Let’s put an end to this.”


  Ecker touched the child’s brow. She was running a temperature. He never liked to get too close to the dead. It might brush off on him.


  A soft breeze signalled the approach of a big open truck filled with naked women destined for the crematorium. The truck passed them. Ecker did not look up. At one side of the courtyard hundreds of bodies were piled one on top of the other. The Sonderkommandos were busy taking them away in little wheelbarrows.


  “The Doctor would be a tough shag to bug out.” Leah Stem now sat on a brick path, her left eye gleaming like an opal.


  From birth, Ecker had been accustomed to violence. Meng had seen to that. Over the last few years he had witnessed enough brutish behaviour to redraw the map of Europe. Not that it could be said he was backward in coming forward.


  Whatever is of good, a man must get not from a teacher, but from his own toil.


  He deposited Hedvah on the ground next to her twin. “We shall see,” he said. He walked out of the courtyard.


  A group of emaciated children shuffled slowly past him. Dressed in rags, they suffered cold and perpetual hunger. It rained in their barracks and their clothes never completely dried out. Fear was etched on their faces.


  That is how it was.


  Evening approached. Clouds of noir smoke spewed above legions of skeletal human beings. Ecker strolled onward towards the gypsy camp, a mile beyond Birkenau.


  A month ago he had noticed a new arrival in Oswiecim — a tall Englishman who walked like a carrion bird, a tuft of unruly ginger hair sprouting from his otherwise bald head. Dr Horst Schuman had been introduced to him as Horace Joyce, an emissary from Berlin with the unlikely title of ‘Minister of the Ether’.


  But Ecker had instantly recognised him under his nom de plume. This was the notorious Lord Horror. Even Auschwitz obtained the occasional newspapers. Thursday’s Völkischer Beobachter had carried an unflattering photo of ‘Herr Horror’. The English lord was heavily featured in both German and British papers. A patriot in one, a traitor in the other.


  Ecker had overheard them discussing how to dispose of the gypsies held in the camp. Amongst the scientists of the Reich, opinion was divided. Certainly the gypsies were impure. But in racial terms they were superior to Jews or Slavs. A clear cut extermination was out of the question. A more ambiguous elimination was required.


  Lord Horror solved the conundrum.


  Immense silver rocket ships, the size of Zeppelins, would fly gypsies in their thousands to the moon. A rocket would leave Auschwitz each month when the moon was at its fullest: the travellers were to make their new homes in the lunar craters.


  A day or so ago, the Minister of the Ether had explained to gypsy ombudsmen why there would be no rocket burn-out. German scientists, principally Willy Ley, had proved that the only threat to the arrival of the rockets on the moon was ‘time temporality’. The worst that could happen was that the rockets would return to earth a couple of hundred years in the past. Unerringly, the Lord had hit a sensitive nerve. No gypsy would object to living in the past. In fact, they welcomed this new theory as a means of prematurely entering Heaven. After Horror’s talk, Ecker gathered that this scenario was preferable to the rocket actually landing at its intended destination.


  ‘Horror’s Chronic Argonauts’ — the flying gypsies — became, for a few months, one of the minor phenomena of the Second World War.


  The venture was to collapse when ten thousand yiddlers commandeered one of the rocket ships and vanished into space.


  Ecker crossed a clearing and came to a small pine forest. Taking a narrow path through the trees he heard a melange of sounds coming from the gypsy camp ahead. Tonight would be a full moon and celebrations were under way to launch the first ship. He watched the moon begin its slow rise in the heavens. Guards lounged with their police dogs on the grass beside their machine guns. Ecker entered the encampment through the gate in the barbed wire fence without being asked for his pass.


  A pyre of clothes had been set on fire, and a column of smoke was rising into the night, diffusing the odour of broiled flesh and burning hair. He shook his head. Everything in the camps seemed to be all incident, no insight. Soon he was in the middle of a jostling crowd who hurried him past a cavalcade of anomalies.


  Pierrots, Swamis, Shama Yogis and five-legged cows, headless women, relics of Stiffkey, the female Jesus, running Buddhas, Four-Square Jefferies, Blue Blaze Laudanum, mummies from the tomb of King Tut, joy machines, snake men from the Amazon, voodoo dolls from Haiti, and the walking dead from darkest Africa.


  Under a big tent Ecker saw Chinamen selling May’s Vests and Sally Whatnots in sugar sweet while the Sheikh machines told fortunes against the background of T E Lawrence and the sacred Sphinx.


  The inner world of organs were on dressed display in the gypsy camp.


  A skin caul fluttered gracefully over Ecker’s face.


  He climbed a rocky incline and blundered across a mezzanine floor. His feet slipped from under him and he punched into a Jack-Hunch-Annie-And-Knock-Her-Up. The beast squealed, lashing a green cauda to his chest. Ecker bounced a dozen yards and landed upright, winded, his back resting against a crumbling wall.


  Serene clouds sailed above Ecker’s head.


  Gypsies from Bugnenland had built a huge tableau, a necrology talisman. Even from a distance Ecker had no trouble recognising Moby Dick, the white whale. Slowly, he began making his way towards it, a cruel grin spreading over his bony features. The whale had been entirely assembled from human eyes and teeth.


  A mellifluous sound breathed from Ecker.


  Thousands of people must have gone into the building of the replica. It stood as a testament to gypsy industry and ingenuity. The gyppos must have scoured the killing chambers for weeks to have gathered so many discarded fundamentals. Usually, the authorities regarded such pilfering as a ticket to heaven for the offenders. Essential essences were valued as being the most sound of investments for the Fatherland. But on this occasion it had been thought prudent to allow the travellers leeway to hasten their departure. He sensed, again, the hand of Lord Horror in this inhuman farce.


  Even in the dreamy Auschwitz moonlight Moby Dick looked like the aeons’ leviathan adrift in the ocean depths. The whale’s body of gleaming molars, caught by the bitch lanterns, shone as eerily white as the vast snow tundra of Belsec. Stippled on its back were countless eyes, dyed red by Dr Mengele’s needles, blazing like the fire forests of Chelmno.


  An effigy of Hitler, fashioned from plaited human hair, bobbed lewdly on the whale’s tail. A Knight of the Templar jacket stitched his chest in tight.


  Ten feet away Ecker confronted a familiar figure.


  “You lazy serpent,” he said resignedly.


  Illuminated by torched babies, his brother lay nonchalantly eating mangel-wurzels, sprawled on a mound of British P.O.W. corpses. His chest was naked, and a pair of pendulous breasts, pierced with rings of tin and threaded with genitalia, were draped over his pot belly. He stretched a fur-booted leg and dropped it onto a toothless head.


  “The Doc told me to take the day off.” Meng popped a rotten potato into his mouth. “Cain’ wuck no mo.”


  In Auschwitz, a corpse snaps open every minute.


  “And,” continued Meng, “when those nice chappies at Monowitz Arbeitslager let on that if I unloaded a cart full of odds and sods,” his hand waved expansively over the mound, “at the gyppo’s camp, there’d be plenty of cunt and essen on hand, you know...”


  “There’s only one cunt here, and I’m looking at him,” Ecker responded tiredly. Getting Meng to perceive reality was like squaring circles.


  “Oh yes, and you’re the fucking expert in tracking down cunt, I suppose.” Meng poked a thick finger into an empty eye socket. Something bit him.


  “That’s the only hole you’ll get in tonight,” replied Ecker. Was it just his imagination, or were the camps retarding his brother’s vocabulary... (never in danger of getting past page one of a ‘Janet and John’ reader)... and increasing his misogyny?


  Meng pulled his finger out and examined it in the flickering dark; it was bleeding. “The lemon and rum,” he said.


  Cracking the skull, he swallowed a wriggling thing.


  “Jewdick!”


  The distant cry swept the ground and exploded in a clanging peal over the twins.


  Pukerknob La Squab, Queen of the Pukers, the Coon Mephisto, the Anal Dwarf of Lower Birkenau, scurried on her knees across the earth towards them, a dozen orms wriggling in her wicker basket. A transistor blared ‘Drinkin’ Wine Spo-Dee-O-Dee’.


  “Goldermine the Ratfucker,” she sniggered.


  A stream of hot bile ran from her mouth.


  Pukerknob climbed and sat on a rock ledge overlooking Meng and Ecker, kicking her legs, her thick stockings sagging about her ankles, the moon harvesting her black locks. Four dog-biscuits pumped up her throat.


  She tried dipping into their thoughts. Ecker was blank, inscrutable. Meng was on scramble. She caught the words ‘Monowitz’, ‘Mengele’, ‘Mississippi Delta’ and ‘Manchester’.


  At birth a lebensborn reject, on a ‘naming day’ Himmler had slit her throat, wrapping her body under a Nazi flag. Amidst a hundred Jewish babies, the Schutzstaflfel had flushed her down the toilet.


  Himmler must have been pissed that day. The cut he gave her was not deep enough, and she had survived. A jumping frog scar had been left on her throat. The stigmata seemed to draw up whatever she ate. Lately, her stomach had been manufacturing its own contents, propelling them from her at irregular intervals.


  Blaming all Jews for her condition, she had chosen to live in Birkenau. It was a rare day that did not exercise her killing arm. The camp also had the warm advantage of being regularly visited by Himmler, when she became pleasantly moist.


  From the corner of his eye, Ecker saw La Squab stand upright on the rock and transmit an arc of lurid cat grease from her mouth. Sour cherries and bits of wire steamed onto the earth.


  “Here, girl,” Ecker held up his hand and called to her. “Come and meet my brother. You’ve obviously got a lot in common.”


  “Yer what!” Meng exclaimed. He turned and looked up at the black dwarf. He had seen her about the camps, occasionally pestering a Jew, barfing into some well or cooking pot, or chundering yellow floss over a dying Polak. She didn’t look half-bad in the moonlight.


  La Squab scrambled to the ground, her orm basket slung across her back. With a dwarfs ungainly gait she propelled her Reebok trainers to within a few feet of the twins.


  Meng experienced a loosening of his testicle sacs. Close to, her round face was evil and eldritch, made uglier by a dark pigmentation that crawled from under her dress and became a growth of unusually macabre proportions. She placed her basket next to an old tin jam bucket. A male voice on her tranny was shouting, “That was Mahalia Jackson with ‘Joy, Joy, Joy’! And don’t forget — ‘Big Weenies are Better Hot Dogs’ at Buddy Squirrel’s Nut Shoppe on Hollywood Boulevard at Las Palmas Avenue...!”


  The ‘Goethe’s Oak’ in the centre of the gypsy camp shook in the moonlight. La Squab glared at Meng. “Yiddlerboy, I blowjob your fucking brains out!”


  “That’s my kind of dwarf.” Meng slapped his midriff and began to hitch up his skirt. “Where do you want it, Honey?”


  “Why does a mirror reverse left and right, but not up and down?” Ecker put a cigarette to his lips. Here’s a further degeneration, he thought — Meng wanting to fuck a black dwarf. What was Mengele putting into his twin? He looked at his brother’s head. Surely it was half a foot bigger than he remembered? There was an odd swelling about his forehead. He was starting to look like a walking foetus.


  “Fuck me till I fart.” La Squab turned her back on Meng and bent over, resting her elbows on the grassy soil. Her naked hind-quarters jutted up, showing Meng a sucking red orifice. “Try it there, and go blind.”


  She jumped up again and confronted him, displaying a graveyard smile of rotting teeth.


  “The King of France, he shit his pants,” Meng crooned softly. He reached out and grasped the dwarfs head, holding it in a grip that would have choked a donkey. He cocked his leg, banging his privates on Pukerknob’s forehead. The dwarf kept rock still. Presently, she lifted her hands and let them roam over him, pinching the half-man’s skin. Goosebumps of blood patterned over him.


  In ecstasy, the Meng stretched down and placed his mouth over her nose, and blew. He heard jolly circuitry rattle in her skull. His lips clamped fully over La Squab’s splayed nostrils, and he drew in a great lungful of air. Bits of metal ejected into his mouth, followed by unidentifiable stuffs. He swallowed hard. Keeping his lips closed, he felt himself blacking out.


  He reeled about, and looked at the lover dwarf through drifting, lancing eyes, his leg-of-mutton arms aimlessly piston-firing backwards. Soon he knew La Squab’s knuckles, her Star of David ring, the smooching kiss of her raw-fish lips, the piggy bristle on the back of her hand. Down he popped, sitting like a ventriloquist’s dummy, staring into a bottomless pit. Somewhere he could hear the nut man busily cracking macadamias.


  “There you go,” said Meng. His dick swung up like a happy baby’s arm. He stared at it in grim fascination.


  Tough straw led to Horror’s stable and the path to the silver rocket crackled under the many boots hurrying to the grand launch. The cries of the tent auctioneer, Fitch, dressed in best frock-coat and smoking a fine cheroot, carried on the wind over Ecker towards the black buttery waters of the Styx.


  A knob-end the size of a baby’s clenched fist swung lazily back and forth across Meng’s stomach.


  “Ho! Sveeng zat ding!” Meng sang out. He felt a sticky liquid jump up and run down his outstretched legs. Not before fucking time, he thought.


  The ecosystem surged around the dazed half-man. He seemed to see the Birkenau trees bend inwards and reach a common focal point somewhere in the middle of his nose. The night sky was a flurry of Pantone reds. At his feet, the earth split open. Presently, a peaty-tasting mandrake root was being jammed down his throat by a pint-sized nig-nog holding a palmful of wriggling eels.


  I’m not having this, he thought abstractedly, biting down hard on the root. “Shhhiiittt...!” The howl that broke from the anguished Meng roared around the heavens whilst, in a nearby blazing fire pit, six dead gypsies soared a dozen feet into the air. In the brief instant before passing out completely, Meng knew he had almost castrated himself.


  “Who’d credit it?” said Ecker, drawing a Lucky Seven to his lips. “You’ll be getting your own fucking page in Radio Fun if you keep on pissing about like this.”


  The dwarf leered over the fallen Meng, sending a disappointed knot of custard and shrimps onto the top of his head. “He’s not got the stamina of his build, has he?” La Squab was clearly frustrated.


  Blood and bits of chewed flesh dribbled from the corners of Meng’s downturned lips.


  Ecker shrugged noncommittally. Let the silly fuck sort out his own problems.


  “From the way he strutted about the camps, I assumed he was a man of action.” La Squab seated herself on her basket of orms, gazing at the unconscious half-man, her chunky legs spread apart. Ecker averted his eyes from the red tip of her raised clitoris.


  “Action is transitory.” He pulled on his cigarette. “Merely the motion of a muscle.”


  “Well, there’s no fucking motion in his bleedin’ muscle, more’s the pity.” She swept her foot up to Meng’s rolling head, smacking it soundly.


  A Gillie-Gillie man in native costume smiled at her, a big tom-tom in front of him, a coiling snake around his neck. “Stick it to him, Nefertiti,” called the Sahib at his side.


  “Is you gwin’ter prick mah hot p’tato, Gener’l?” She glanced hopefully at Ecker.


  “Not in this incarnation,” replied Ecker firmly. No sex-manual’s vade-mecum for him. “Try Buchenwald Zoo.”


  She turned her head, seeming not to have heard him, her face black as fuck. A seething fairy creature had entered her imagination. Possessed of a brutally erotic and powerful nature, Klaus Barbie also had the will to inflict it on others. The figure in her dream advanced towards her. Sighing dreamily, La Squab let her stumpy legs straddle the earth, her feet planted a yard apart, and bent herself over in readiness for the ever eager Butcher of Lyons.


  There Ecker left her, swathed in errant beams of pernicious moonlight, mysterious and superlunary, with, appropriately, her transistor blaring Bobby Darin’s version of Kurt Weill’s ‘Mack the Knife’.


  “Sweet dreams are made of this,” passed Ecker. The rocket ship began to rise from its gantry.


  The moon sailed free of the clouds, revealing white fruits that grew in profusion on the Milky Way.
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  “MAY 20th, 1990. NOW that was a fucking good week.” Ecker adjusted his pebbled reading glasses. He tapped the open book resting on his lap — ‘The Purple Book of the Dead: Deceased People 1990-1999’. He nodded knowingly. “It says here that two bastards fucked off. Sammy Davis Junior and that cunt who did the Muppets.”


  “God must have had a hard-on,” Meng agreed abstractedly. He had been looking at the drawings in a fanzine called ‘Huglets: The Official Organ of the British Teddy Bear Association’, but the pictures of furry bears climbing trees had stimulated his own organ. A diversion was called for. He gargled from a glass of iced julep with Vimto and stuffed half-a-dozen ice cubes down his knickers. Steam rose from his groin. “How much fucking longer do we have to wait?”


  Their small room in the Hotel Tchoupitoulas was hot and humid. The furniture was old, and even the open window overlooking South Rampart Street had failed to dispel its musty odour.


  “Until we get a smoke signal.”


  Ecker was resigned, placing his book on a bow-legged wicker table. He was as anxious as his brother. They had been in New Orleans for a week and so far he had seen nothing that could possibly be interpreted as a message from Horror.


  “And when will that bleeding be?” Meng swatted a large fly. Opening his mouth he dropped the insect down his throat. “If it’s not too much trouble to ask.”


  Ecker left his chair and walked across the room. “When the Almighty thumbs his thumb.” He rummaged through his brother’s medicine cabinet. A veritable mountain of jars, bottles, packets, tubes, ointments, pills, was tumbled about inside. “How is it that every town we go to you have to empty the local chemists?” He cleared away an oily serpentine excrescence of joy jelly which had leaked from several of the tubes. The jelly clung to the edge of his hand. “And you never have any coke going spare.”


  “You what?” Meng’s brow creased. “Hold on a minute, Dogdick! Just take a look at that lot.” He gestured to a trench-long window box where carrots, potatoes, strawberries and various herbs were growing in wild profusion. A lollipop sign stuck in the peaty soil read, ‘Ecker’s Organic Garden’. Meng was scornful. “If you spent less on that shit we could afford cocaine baths every day.”


  The aluminium box had arrived late in Ecker’s Manchester luggage. The soil, a first-day shopping priority, had been wheeled over from a garden centre on Seth Morganstrasse, and lay about the apartment for days in large grimy triangular black PVC bags waiting to be used, but the delay had come in handy for Ecker. He was able to assay the loam for heavy metals and find the time to till it. He toyed with the idea of installing solar panels on the roof to provide extra heating for the plants, but their dwindling funds and the uncertain duration of their tenancy had caused him, reluctantly, to shelve the idea. The fire that gutted the tea rooms and ended their dreams of empire had left them perilously close to being destitute. If they did not find Horror soon, they’d be on welfare.


  A chorus of voices suddenly rose from the street, and Meng sauntered to the window. He turned a bored face downwards. A group of black men in Mardi Gras costumes were parading about. Women wearing flamboyant bird costumes were dancing. A brass band, proclaiming itself to be ‘The Dirty Dozen’, struck up, and a row of drummer men began playing second line patterns.


  Reluctantly, he began to move with die music. His feet shuffled in a rhythmic palsy and an inane grin seemed to linger on his face.


  His fixed smile, Ecker thought, was a clinical symptom: risus sardonicus, a dystonia, a neurological condition involving abnormal involuntary movement. Too much copper in the blood or, to be more accurate, not enough coppers’ blood on Meng’s blade.


  Ecker was concerned. More than a fortnight had elapsed and his brother had not yet excised a life. At this rate, he feared, it would not be long before Meng would be showing signs of acute withdrawal symptoms. He seated himself on a faded rose-patterned sofa, and idly picked up a newspaper. “Just one word and we’ll be through that door like a pair of gun dogs.” Horror was on his thoughts again. “And how is your sex life?”


  Meng jiggled his hips. Ecker’s mention of dogs was opportune. He had spotted a good looking rottweiler wearing a fez and a Shirley Temple dress. His member started to rise again. “All the better for you not poking your bugle in.” “That’s the ticket,” said Ecker briskly. Anything to keep Meng’s mind, such as it was, away from life’s frustrations. Meng grunted.


  “Hello, hello, this could be our first clue.” Ecker waved the front page of their local paper, the Daily Picayune. The bold headline had instantly caught his eye: BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN LOSES HIS ARSE IN NEW ORLEANS.


  “Mmmm... it says here that Bruce has lost his sphincter muscle somewhere in New Orleans last week,” Ecker mused. “He’s offering a handsome reward for its return. Apparently, he dropped it on the sidewalk near Lake Pontchartrain, and he’s been incontinent ever since. We could save his career if we could find that muscle and hand it in.”


  Meng snorted. It was the kind of occurrence that Ecker’s lateral brain would see as being significant in the search for the missing Lord. But he had come to rely on his brother’s intuition which, in its half-cocked fashion, was often correct. “Incontinence never did Elvis any harm. He was the best shitter in the business. Anyway, I’ll lose no sleep if young Brude has to be kept indoors for a while. We might get somebody decent performing rock ’n’ roll... somebody who can really burn it up.”


  A look of concentration spread over his face. He gazed up at the big red sun and scratched his balls. “Mind, I wouldn’t like to get too near Brude’s bottle. It must be well burning in this heat.”


  “Hold it, Dicksplash!” Ecker stood, and picked up a used light bulb. He held it over Meng’s head, and said in a lilting voice, “You’re not thinking of your own best interests here...”


  Meng looked anxiously up at the bulb. “No! I’m not going on the batter down Piccadilly lavs again. Fuck that! The class of pervert down there is getting serious. I put twelve goldfish up a bloke’s arse last month and he only gave me 12/6d. Tight bastard! Besides,” he looked petulantly at Ecker, “Brude wears blue denim.”


  “Jesus Christ, Meng!” exclaimed his exasperated brother. “I’m not suggesting you fuck him, just find his wallop muscle and make us some clean cash for a change!”


  “Oh, that’s all right then,” said Meng, somewhat appeased. Ecker rested his chin on his hands. “Now let me think. If I was Bruce Springsteen’s arsehole, where would I get off?” He was silent for five minutes.


  “I’ve just had an idea.” Meng’s voice cut across Ecker’s thoughts. The half-man made his way to the medicine cabinet and reached inside. He sent half-a-dozen pills in pursuit of the fly.


  “First time for anything, I suppose.” Ecker eyed his brother doubtfully. He was still resting his chin. “Very well, I’ll mark the date and time in my diary.”


  “Never mind the sarkie asides. Listen...” Meng moved to the fridge. He swung open its door. “I’ve saved some of Judge Dredd’s more useful parts during our encounters, and somewhere in here...” his top half disappeared inside “I’ve... got... his... arsehole, pickled... in... separation water...” As he spoke he rummaged about. He found what he was looking for and withdrew his torso. “Ah, here’s the little bleeder!” Jubilantly, he stood upright holding aloft a large green jar. Something pencil-thin and dark was floating in the murky waters inside it. “Now, who’s to say that this isn’t Brucie’s ring?”


  “Our kid...!” Ecker brightened suddenly. “You’ve not bowled a googly...”


  “And it can sing, too!” Meng made his point by shaking the jar. A muffled sound, deep and melodious, vibrated into the room. “When it thinks you’re not listening,” he added, “I’ve heard it singing ‘Shoot Yer Load, I am the Law’... not half-fucking-bad.” He was pleased with himself.


  “Right,” said Ecker, “let’s go to a dance hall and give it an audition. If it can convince the kids that it is Bruce Springsteen’s arse, we’re quids in!”


  “Judge Dredd and Bruce Springsteen! Makes me Tom and Dick. I don’t know what the fucking world’s coming to.” Meng sighed dispiritedly. “Those two fuckers could bore the buzzards off a shitwagon...”


  The half-man was already reaching for his wardrobe. “Useless cunts.”


  This was the part of the day he liked best — the dressing-up and going out to meet his audience. He stripped off. His pert breasts with their rouged aureoles moved like heavy water. He contained them in a pink brassiere. He pulled on an old pair of Liza Minnelli’s knickers which she had given to him a year ago at a Freddie Mercury AIDS benefit.


  “The Cramps and Tank Girl, that’s the real thing. Why suck spam when a line of coke’s on offer — beats me every fucking time. No wonder there’s no rock music left.”


  His long russet-black body hair was sleeked in sweat. He ran his hands along it, squeezing out as much moisture as he could. It was too hot for a blouse so he put on a Moschino asymmetric knife-and-fork jacket, and a check dress designed by Yamamoto. He put his feet into a pair of Oililly shoes. He liked them because they made him look girlish, and accentuated the rough balletic musculature of his legs. He placed on his head an Australian Akuba hat. The hat was actually rabbit pelt, but because rabbits were regarded as vermin in Australia Ecker had pronounced it to be an ideologically sound garment.


  After he had dressed himself and paraded in front of the mirror to his satisfaction, Meng seated himself before his dressing table and started to make himself up. He adorned himself with his jewellery.


  It was some dark hours later that the twins left the Hotel Tchoupitoulas.


  “You look a right eyes-front in that get-up,” Ecker gallantly commented, a lank of blond hair fringing his sunglasses. “Two olives short of a full pizza.”


  Meng didn’t hear him. Snot fizzed in his nose. He was having trouble balancing the glass jar containing Judge Dredd’s arse. It was wobbling precariously on the crown of his hat, but after some moments he succeeded in keeping it still and straight. They set off slowly in the direction of the horse and carts through a crescent city teeming with nightlife.


  The twins were soon passing the elegantly balconied wooden houses of the Vieux Carre. At the entrance to the Cafe du Marche, Meng’s jaw watered profusely until Ecker guided him on his way with a swift blow to his tom tart.


  They jollificated aside the crowds that filled Congo Square (now renamed Louis ‘Satchmo’ Armstrong Park) and boarded the Smokey Mary excursion train to the resort town of Milneburg, above Lake Pontchartrain.


  A town dedicated to good times, gambling joints, dope dens, whore houses and dance halls, Milneburg lay out through the alligator swamps between Elysian Fields and Little Woods. To the consternation of the citizens of New Orleans, proportions of Milneburg had gradually drifted over the years and vanished into the dreaming lands of Das Mittelmacht, that bookend of possibilities: the territory bridging the dimensions, enabling Faerie to infiltrate the realms of man.


  Ecker remembered seeing just such a deviant resort town reassembling itself outside Buchenwald, its seedy dwellings burying a shady nook and a vast grave of German Jews.


  Crossing a street of asphalt grey that buckled like rhinoceros skin, the twins came to a halt in front of a solemn building.


  Meng placed the glass jar on the ground.


  A sign of polished gold — ‘The Great Duane* — loomed above them. Behind purple drapes a bitch light glowed sombrely. Throwing his hat aside, Meng approached the door and pushed the buzzer.


  Blood blown, the half-man’s rouged face pressed up to a frosted glass window. He could see indistinct shapes moving: everything was green. Captain Midnight stood in front of the merman’s castle. He grinned. In his right hand, tucked neatly behind his back, his slaughtering knife was set to usurp body parts.


  “Any working whores home?”


  His voice was carelessly loud and he took a couple of steps backwards. Above ground level, the dance hall was in darkness.


  “Your man’s here,” he called out. His skin-hugging corset dress clung to his figure. He did a shucker’s jive. “Here to put a knuckle-duster on your Marcel wave...” the Meng ground his teeth “... and a mouth around your bellend.” The taffeta and ruffles on his chest jiggled.


  “Too fucking true!”


  Gum Jell-O stuck to his thick lips.


  “Fucking jerk-offs.”


  In the dark New Orleans night Ecker’s emaciated frame looked bendable, his bone and muscles as fluid as automata. A swath of blond hair hung across his forehead like a truncated wave. He made a small gesture with his free hand. Its arc took in the lost worlds of derringers and dirigibles, dinosaurs and dungarees. He carried a tear-gas launcher slung nonchalantly over his shoulder. In a moment’s rare tenderness he thought that his brother’s face, red as a strawberry sucker beneath a berry cloche, looked as heavenly as the Blessed Mary’s.


  Meng teased his hairdo until it stacked up to the height of the door. Somewhere along the line he knew Horror’s pearl would be handed to him. His breath came in pulls. “HENDO HASINA!... Hunting twelve-volt frogpussy below a white moon... Fucking ace... Water-tight... Morgue men... Stumps to the burner... SHITFIRE.”


  “Jesus,” Ecker said resignedly. “This brings back the memories.” Auschwitz floated, hazy and melodious, through his mind. He drew a Marlboro to his thin mouth. Cupping his hands, he lit it and inhaled deeply.


  “HUMPA-HUMPA-HUMPA...” Within the confines of his skin-tight dress, the Meng moved with placid surety. Like buttercream frosting on a cake, his spiralling gob of hair glistened with the Good 01’ Boy’s viscosity of a Dixie Peach or Lovers’ Moon. He slung his pomade in a greasy crescent. For an instant Ecker thought he saw the hooked silhouette of Horror in its farrowed pyrotechnics.


  “Elvis is here, Honey.” Meng slouched moodily against the door, stretching a hairy arm along its top edge. With the tip of his blade he lifted his dress above his hips. “Bring on the cunt and beer.” His body rhythm funked.


  “Stand back, Hump Breath,” Ecker unslung his gun, slammed a gas cartridge into its breech and fired a single shot. The explosion blew out the building’s ground-floor window.


  “Sure enough,” said Meng, “that should do it...” The door in front of him was a sheet of hammered steel. “If you can’t shit, get off the fucking pot!” A brief scuttling signalled the door’s opening, and Meng’s grip on his slaughtering knife tightened. In the widening chime of light he could dimly make out the dishwater veneer of a fever-face, and a half-familiar voice eddied forth.


  “House rules... NO irons.”


  “Come again, Sunshine?” This was an unexpectedly upfront development; Meng was temporarily at a loss.


  “NO iron hoofs,” the voice said determinedly. The halfman sensed a shimmer.


  “Who are you calling a puff?” Meng placed all his weight on a fat leg, ready for a midriff thrust. “I I-Tal, you follow?” A hurried whisper carried from the side of his mouth. He turned to Ecker. “A bit of respect called for here, Ecker.” Presently he hoped to see the free-flow of innards — intestines, and at least one testicle.


  Ecker stifled a bored yawn. Was the fucker blind? When would Meng learn to keep it buttoned and get on with the job?


  “Insufferable deviant.” The voice hissed again. Into the maturing light moved a tall, thin man. He was elegantly attired in a mauve evening suit, black dicky bow, white shirt and matching gloves. His face was as white as cast ivory and his mouth cracked into an expectant snarl. His teeth and gums were speckled with miniature blood balls as red as the firemoons of Saturn. Wiry crimson hair cascaded in a maelstrom of topknots above his El Greco face.


  NOW Meng had no problem recognising Lord Horror. “God above...” The half-man fell down on one gnarled knee in a supplicating genuflection. “Sweet Christ...” He wished he was in a green field amongst a hundred sheep.


  “So.” Horror’s snake-like head weaved above the unfortunate Meng. “Fuck off, bender.” The half-man felt a wad of hot saliva land on his exposed neck.


  “Thank you, M’lud.” Meng hurriedly crossed himself. This was a turn up, no mistake. And what the fuck was Horror doing working as a door lackey, and fancy Horror the Valet mistaking him for a common bumboy. His bowels began to chum, as they usually did when he stood before the Lord. “It’s me... Meng,” he said hesitantly. “Can I clean your shoes?” He looked up imploringly.


  “Have you gone fucking daft, or what?” asked Ecker. Meng felt his brother’s hand push down hard on his head.


  “It’s just a simulacrum,” said Ecker exasperatedly. “You know? An artificial man. Like Elton John, or Tom Cruise. These celebrity doppelgängers are all the rage as doormen at trendy rat-holes. They impress knobheads — where the fuck have you been drinking lately?”


  “Yates’s Blob Shop, Union Street, Oldham,” replied Meng proudly. “Only the best.”


  “St Padua,” Ecker pushed the simulacrum to one side. A rare blue diamond on Horror’s right hand flashed like a flame in the moonrays.


  “Never waste words on the cunt in front,” advised Ecker, thoughtfully and slow, levering past the Horror. He walked along a narrow corridor and through an open door, Meng following in a boil. As the half-man passed the simulacrum, his Euphoria turned to Horror and he whispered, “I’ll always be with you.” Lashing out his boot, he struck the broad of its back, and the doorman almost leapt arse first into the street.


  Inside the apparently empty dance hall half-a-dozen men emerged from the gloom to confront the twins. The Camel Man, puffing perfect smoke rings, stepped forward. “You pricks are in the wrong john.”


  “And,” Ecker casually gave him the once-over, “if Moses saw you he’d have invented another commandment. Never open a can of worms you can’t eat, comprende?”


  Pumpkin noises were coming rapidly from Meng’s oversized adenoids. Walpurgisnacht was brewing and he was going quietly nuts. A Wagnerian shitstorm was on the horizon. Bits of things were flying into his mind and he raised a divine head. His hands were doing the fucking freeze. The essence of omnipotence was being visited on him, and again he thanked whatever deity watched over him for that extra chromosome of hate.


  Mr Hate was always there on tap just when he needed him.


  He barrelled forward.


  “Well... yeah... hi, goodday y’all.” Meng beamed and gripped the Camel Man’s hand and shook it vigorously. “Here for the Happy Party... Whooowheeee... Boy George, run me round the bull ring. Y’know...” a broad wink signalled his willingness to go the distance “...the killing ground, the blood seminar.” He pressed himself up against the man, a flood of intense body heat coming from him. “In fact, bring the bitch on... Zulu Queen... snakecrawl... Mizz Semenster... you still with me?” Meng butted blind, and the man ricocheted off him, a ribbon of blood streaming from his head.


  “You know what they say about us English girls?” Meng stepped over the corpse and booted it in the neck. “One Yank and they’re off!”


  An overweight Italian, wearing a perfectly sculpted scoopnecked jacket, tapped Meng on the shoulder. “One on one, let it go...”


  “Let it fucking go!” Fury surged through Meng. “Have I put my fucking cap on?” His lip curled. “You twat!”


  With the ferocity of a bullet Meng’s fist burst into the Italian’s guts, and he shouted angrily, “Let me deliver the cess to your fucking door!”


  Lucifers spluttered.


  “See?” Meng agitatedly ripped and expanded the man’s stomach. “See? Fucking see?” The gape yawned and Meng dipped in and clenched his hand, pulling free flesh redder than a fairy galleon.


  “Well, ’t’Owd Lad.” He waved the smoking victuals in front of the man’s screaming face. “This’n just ab’ut as’n good as’n gold! Can’t get enough...” The effort being expended caused both men to dance backwards together in a grim quickstep “...of that fat red stuff.”


  Smacking his lips, the half-man ground both of his hands up inside the Italian’s chest, keeping him upright while he rooted. Jerking his arms frantically he played the Italian like a fruit machine.


  “Full house!” roared Meng, as the man’s eyes shot out of his skull and rolled down his sweating face. They were held by twin pink strands of connecting membrane. “C’mon, you fucking bastard, pay up.”


  Meng bit into the man’s salivating tongue, unravelling it from a jaw the colour of burning slack. He severed the tongue, swallowing it in one. “Frau Sacher’s chocolate cake never tasted sweeter.”


  Orbits of rage consumed Meng. The brightness of gambling machines radiated back to him. He could see his own reflection light up, grinning, illuminated in the bone and blood of the man’s innards.


  He knew he was on a winning streak. Gripping a breast bone he levered it sharply downwards.


  “Going down on a dollar,” he yelped.


  Suddenly the rest of the Italian’s insides came spilling out, drenching his Bristol-pits.


  “Yes!” he roared. “Oh, God bless the fucking rooster.” He turned and addressed Ecker. “I’ve been to The Fucking Church.”


  What he wouldn’t give for a nice strong cup of Mazawattee Tea (only they hadn’t manufactured that brand for over fifty years). His mouth watered with salt essence.


  A hopeless languor propelled a white-shirted Mexican straight onto Meng’s gleaming blade.


  “Hey-up, Pedro, you’re a keen bugger and no mistake,” chirped Meng, giving another broad wink. “Just give me a minute to catch my fucking breath.”


  He pulled in a gulp of air.


  “Right, son, let’s get the hook in you.” Starting his second incision just below the man’s left nipple Meng began the half-caste’s orchestrated genetic ride to oblivion. “Time to stamp your book.”


  From severed veins and arteries a dark ooze seeped up the Mexican’s shirt and in a daze he shrugged the garments from his thin frame onto the floor. Then he swayed before Meng, silently waiting, eyes wide, bare-chested and stripped down for the last voyage.


  Meng reached in through the slit in the man’s chest and touched the fibrous sack muscle. The Mexican whooped, and the half-man blinked furiously. The heart was wriggling. Under Meng’s fingertips he felt an uncoordinated, irregular squirming of ventricular fibrillation. He ripped the pericardium wide open, reached in with his mouth and pulled out the fibrillating heart. It sounded as though a wet, jelly-like bagful of hyperactive worms were singing in tongues.


  “’bout midday,” Meng gurgled-in more air. He pulled the wriggling heart out of his mouth and placed it on a cigarette machine. He addressed it in a hushed tone. “Bobo The Judge, is throwing-up like a fuckin’ goodun. Pistachio-green vomit covers his robes and he’s stinkin’ like a summer midden. He’s been on a morning piss-up with a couple of other nigger judges and, looking down at his soaking clothes, he decides he’d better get back to his crib and clean up before the afternoon court sessions.


  “Half an hour later he staggers into his bolt hole and Bessie May, his wife, says, ‘Lordy, Bobo, what’m happen to yo?’


  “The judge quickly gathers his thoughts. ‘Darlin’, a vagrant was sick all over me, the dirty bastard. I have him bound over for sentencing this afternoon. He’ll get his, I can assure you.’ He beats a hasty retreat into the bathroom and quickly takes off his clothes and showers.


  “Refreshed, he returns to court. He’d not been in five minutes when his wife phones him.


  “‘Bobo, has yo sentenced that nigger who was sick over you’s?’ Bessie May asks.


  “‘I have the black bastard in front of me this very minute, dear,’ says the judge confidently, ‘and I intend to give him ninety days’.


  “‘Then you’d better double it,’ says his wife, ‘because he’s shit in your underpants’.”


  Meng left the man’s heart where it was and stuffed his own bloody hands down his knickers, warming and lubricating the stiff shaft that roamed within.


  “All right, spazz-boy, don’t labour the point, go and bring in the Judge’s arse.” Ecker tapped his brother’s shoulder.


  “Just one more,” pleaded Meng. “I’m on a roll here.” He stabbed his blade into the groin of a creole from Metaire. “Piss into that, Mustapha!”


  A single bollock rolled down the creole’s leg, out of his trouser, and bounced to a halt at the tip of Meng’s shoe.


  Both men looked at each other in some surprise.


  Meng picked it up and for a second held it in the centre of his open palm. The creole smiled at him in relief. Meng winked, then he popped it into his mouth and swallowed. The bollock ping-ponged all the way down his throat.


  “One man’s meat...” Meng smirked, “is another man’s rissole.”


  The creole collapsed in a dead faint.


  Ecker stood patiently waiting. He knew the Meng had heard a bugle from another world a long time ago.


  “And one for luck.” Meng advanced on another Penny-in-the-Slot Devil. The man had a sanguine long-face with a button-topped thin nose, a bit like Arthur Lucan — Old Mother Riley, he thought abstractedly.


  “Come on, ’t’Owd chum, open wide...” trilled Meng gaily, “here comes a champ’s full hand.”


  Meng levered himself up close and pressed Sheffield’s finest reemer down the man’s open throat. Rapture flooded the halfman. Life could be so good for a solid winner.


  One minute Meng’s victim had been wearing a smooth felt hat with tapered crown, double-breasted gaberdine suit, wide white-on-white collar and big-knotted hand-painted tie, shiny black wing tips and ultrasheer rayon socks. The next he was naked, dripping blood, a flowing diver’s river of the stuff. Bellended, with no change for a grasshopper. All his fucking lights out.


  Meng began a crooning hymn, his voice oozing zeal and commitment:


  
    “The love of God, makes me know what I’m like


    The love of God, makes me know when I’m wrong


    I know he protects me in his loving arms


    He beams me up and makes me strong


    The love of God, guides me along my way


    The love of God, will never let me stray until the end.”

  


  He giggled shrilly.


  “Christ-on-a-cunt — I just knew this was my day.” All he needed now was a slice from a hot woman’s jellycake. He snapped off one of the corpse’s fingers and munched it happily.


  “Have you done? You sure you’re quite finished? — what’s the odd hour here or there, after all, we’ve only got the rest of our lives to piss away.” Ecker whacked Meng’s skull with the butt of his gun. “Chop, chop, Sinbad.”


  Meng scurried back down the corridor into the street, from where he picked up the glass containing the Judge’s ringpiece. Clasping it closely to his chest, he ran smartly back to Ecker.


  “Now you’re doing something useful.” Ecker made for a door with a red light flashing above it. “Just follow me, and don’t trip over your two left feet.”


  “Yes’m boss.” Meng tipped a forelock from his bouffant. “Any t’ing you’s say. Besides, that’s the wrong fucking door.”


  “Quiet, Monkeybreath.”


  “Birkenau never taught you fucking manners then.” Meng shuffled towards a door marked DANCE HALL. Moans came from the glass on his head. “Didn’t Auschwitz teach you anything?”


  “A person must never trust himself,” said Ecker.


  “H’mm. Now he tells me... oy veh.” Unconvinced, Meng vanished through the doorway.


  Seconds later, Ecker followed his brother. Complete darkness dropped like a hood over them.


  “I want this man dead by nightfall.”


  The voice seemed right next to Ecker and he immediately dropped to a waiting crouch. He’d stand fucking if that wasn’t an order he had often heard from the lips of Lagerarzt SS Oberstürmführer, Dr F Klein. What was that mad old bugger doing here?


  “Meng, you fishcake. Where are you?”


  Ecker stood bolt upright, the hairs on his neck tingling. That was Lord Horror. Not a simulacrum, not a voice impersonation machine. He knew every subtle nuance of that cut glass brogue. There was a strong smell of sulphur — or was it angels — from the surrounding darkness.


  “There could be a million sambos in here and I’d never see ’em.” Meng’s irritation was almost tangible. “Ecker, you fuck, where are you?”


  “Is that you Meng? I know you’re there,” Horror whispered. “Pay attention. Did you get my messages?”


  “What messages?” queried Ecker exasperatedly. This was beginning to sound like a three ringed circus. “You didn’t fax him, did you? You know Caliban can’t read.”


  “I can smell you,” Horror admitted. “Even above the stench of this place.”


  Ecker wiped a hand over his eyes. He may as well have been struck blind. Intuition told him that this dark was supernatural. The skin of a hellborn beast was wrapped around them. Nothing of this earth could be so black. They were caught in the blossoming clouds of Hell. The unbidden thought came to him that they had entered the soul of Josef Mengele — and they were in the heart of the shot that rang forever through the centre of the world.


  “Life imitating death.”


  And that was Lord Horror, imparting one of his usual homilies. Obviously he was not actually here in this room with them, but some place else; a prisoner of the ether waves?


  “This is Mein Fünf speaking.”


  Now who the fuck was this?


  “Ich Radio Fakenburg. Défense de cracher!”


  Ecker shook his head. Radiospeak, vaguely familiar, a 1940s English voice attempting to be funny. Arthur Askey or Tommy Handley... perhaps.


  “Ah, Meestair Handlebar, I am diluted. Let me kick your hand.”


  Just gobbledygook, Ecker decided.


  “Mesdames et Messieurs, vous pouvez cracher! Ta ta for now.”


  “And you can fuck off too.” Ecker was also getting irritable.


  “Meng, you airhead, must I spend the rest of my life in this vile place?” Horror’s voice was almost a plea. It disconcerted Ecker to hear it. Humility never sat well on his Lordship.


  “You will if you keep trying to get through to that knobhead.” Ecker was surprised by his own boldness. That’s what came of not being in Horror’s company for the past two years. He would have to watch his Ps and Qs in the future.


  “Lebensunwertes Leben.”


  Doktors, thought Ecker, who fucking needs them?


  He preferred to see who and what he was up against. Another cloud of... what smelled like Semtex... rolled over him. This dark nimbus, blacker than cemetery fucks, was definitely unsettling. There had to be an exit somewhere near. He could hear a croaky voice singing in the distance. Did Bruce Springsteen ever sound this bad?


  “I am the fucking law.”


  “Not today, snowdrop.” Meng brought his foot down hard on the jar. Broken glass and a soft squelch resounded in the dark. “Never could understand why that crazy cunt put a fatwah on old Salman when there’s so many other deserving charities around.”


  “Not more fucking paddywackery!” Horror’s voice was as brittle as dry bone.


  “Beware the kisses of the Templars.”


  “What do you call a thousand niggers chained together on the bottom of the ocean?” interrupted Meng.


  “Go on,” said Ecker abstractedly.


  “A fucking good start.”


  “Right. Now can we concentrate on getting out of here?”


  “I’m sure I can smell a cunt.” Meng sounded hopeful.


  “You’re the only cunt in a twenty-mile radius,” Ecker informed him. He didn’t know why he bothered. He’d been saying that predictable crap all of his life. Still, it seemed to keep his brother happy. “Give me your fucking paw.”


  A hairy pad slipped into his hand.


  “If this is a fucking dance hall, I’m the Pope’s prick.” Meng shuffled his feet. “It’s too fucking quiet. Even three niggers make a racket. And when a crowd of them start dancing, they could wake Old Nick and his Black Dog. Even apes hold their ears.”


  “Avoid Saul Bellow.”


  Something big stirred in the distance.


  “What’s that?” asked Ecker guardedly.


  “What’s what?” queried Meng.


  “This is not the time to do an Abbott and Costello routine.” Ecker was alert. He peered intently, and listened.


  “In the camps, Le Juif died of ‘physiological misery’.”


  “There it is again.” Ecker had heard discernible movement. “There’s a fucking crowd out there and I think they intend coming this way.”


  “Hope it’s not a gathering of fudge-packers.” Meng began whistling. “If it is, you’re in fucking trouble.”


  “Don’t you wish.” Ecker’s intuition, not the most reliable of his senses, now told him that a creature of some kind was advancing towards them. It was still a distance away, perhaps a mile, its pace increasing as it moved from the almost-dead into active life.


  “Do you think it’s niggers!” A note of optimism entered Meng’s voice. “They’ll have the fucking advantage in this black. Still, I’ll open some white in them.” His tongue clucked.


  Shards of white light exploded in Ecker’s head. For just a moment he could clearly see what threatened them.


  Under an Auschwitz latticed sky, embers of unfulfilled life suddenly flared. Striding out of a limepit, a great white mass of the living dead had birthed into one single colossal beast. A thousand penicillin-deprived heads stared together as one, jutting from every portion of the sea of flesh. Its skin pulled impossibly tight over deficient bone.


  Ecker felt O-Wash-Ta-Nong sick.


  The biggest true-penny Auschwitz ever produced travelled through the darkness towards them. A diamond clatter of musical notes issued from its myriad dancing legs, its bones clanking on the earth, its precision-clapping hands urging it forward.


  Beneath Meng and Ecker’s feet, the earth began to shake.


  “Come on, you tripehound. Stand on me. If you don’t run now...” Ecker’s foot booted his brother’s leg “...you’ll be a devil’s condom in a few minutes.”


  It might just be fancy, he thought, but a large patch of dark, some yards away, looked more purple than black. His ever-askew perception told him that, where a thousand others might see nothing significant in the change of colour, here was a possible means of escape. He didn’t hesitate. Dragging the ponderous bulk of the Meng behind him, his long mantis legs cutting a dash through the dark, he took one almighty leap and went headfirst into devouring gloom.


  He felt himself almost pulled into light, and then he cartwheeled down, landing with a crash on a green tiled floor.


  His brother came tottering just behind him. Without a second thought, Meng careened headfirst into a stone bust of Tiger Tim, almost knocking himself out. There he lay, an untidy lump of dogshit, a big Rainbow smile on his face, panting, his fat tongue rolling erotically over his stubbled chin.


  Still moving fast, snake-fashion, across the floor, Ecker came to an abrupt halt when his back struck a double cabinet door.


  The smell of semen and Jammy Dodgers was thick in the air around him. His surroundings were vaguely familiar. Bright sunlight shone on the surface of a set of cream Habitat table and chairs occupying the centre of the room. A fake teak Ikea kitchen unit along the far wall twinkled in the light. Laura Ashley curtains hung at the windows. One of Meng’s Merry-Melodies juggernaut dildos was stuck in the spout of a brass kettle.


  “For fuck’s sake!” exclaimed Ecker with feeling.


  Once again, despite all their best efforts, they were back, empty handed, in Porchfield Square.
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  IT WAS A DAY much like any other in Dachau when the little red Volkswagen drove over the hill.


  The red car screeched to a halt. Its tyres squeaked, and it revved its little engine excitedly.


  “Mon cheri, mon amour!”


  The voice rolling from its silver fender surprised the car. It had never heard its own voice before. Until it crossed the borderland into Dachau it had never spoken a word in its life.


  “I am Herbie Schopenhauer!” the car declared excitedly. It rattled its headlights with pride. “I have driven Benito Mussolini, Frau Goering, Marlene Dietrich, the Great de Gaulle, Eva, Adolf, Blondie and Ben Turpin. My name is synonymous with chivalry, for I love the ladies, cieste se l’amour pa la frite.”


  His windscreen wipers whirled. “I would lay down my life in their honour.”


  Glowing in the bright sunlight, Dachau looked its loveliest. Its chimneys puffed quaint tracks of sooty smoke over the hamlet and the attached camp.


  “Nick-nack-paddi-wack...” sang Herbie happily “...this little car comes rolling home!”


  He looked at the wooden signpost for directions. ‘Travellers to the heart of Dachau’, it read, ‘go left at Nietzsche Avenue, pass the Yellow Hexed Church to the Emporium of Diminishment, progress along Hegel Boulevard to the Chapel of Dispersement, then across Russell Square to Hobbes’s Palace of Discorporation. There you will find your heart’s desire’.


  “Right, I think I’ve got all that.” Herbie set his gears in motion and chuntered down the hill, soon passing the most splendid charnel house in the world.


  A cluster of linden trees brought him to Hegel Boulevard, where a burning man raced towards him and melted over his bonnet.


  “Enchanté,” said Herbie. He swivelled his headlights.


  This was a noble reception indeed!


  “All right then, move along,” said a policeman, scraping the glue from Herbie’s bonnet, “before I put my truncheon up your exhaust pipe.”


  “Thank you officer,” said Herbie politely, “and a good day to you!”


  A Red Cross hospital with a dozen corpses swinging from its front door failed to dampen the little car’s enthusiasm.


  In a litter of filth and matted grease a number of hulking skeletons eight or nine feet tall appeared. They stood silently watching the cruising Volkswagen.


  A gaggle of surly pygmies came next and surrounded him with expressions of curiosity. The Amahagger were a race of tiny cannibals exiled from their immortal queen, Ayesha, from the H Rider Haggard novel ‘She’.


  A curiously immobile pygmy wearing a ‘Pop Against Homophobia’ T-shirt tried to open his door.


  Herbie sounded his horn loudly. “Monsieur,” he said, “hands off the chrome, if you please.”


  “Don’t be a lemon,” responded the pygmy. “Give us a fucking ride.”


  “Nein!” asserted the little car. “You are far too vulgar to ride in the Schopenhauer.”


  Depressing the accelerator, Herbie sped off in the direction of Hobbes’s Palace of Discorporation.


  A despairing breeze swept through Dachau.


  “Dachau, so beautiful and strange and new,” reflected Herbie. “Since it is to end so soon, I almost wish I had never visited it...” a bump in the road, which could have been several corpses embracing, shook the car “... for it rouses a longing in me that is pain...” the Volkswagen joggled along “... and its music is so sleepy and tender; tragedy masquerading with the vitality of life.” He hummed a few bars from ‘Tannhauser’.


  An errant mayfly swerved unsteadily, intoxicated, over a pool brimming with blood. Herbie’s little wheels paddled through the liquid and skidded to a sharp stop in front of the most beautiful woman he had ever seen.


  “Shall we copulate?” he enquired hopefully.


  The woman was lean and keen-featured. Her head had been shaved and he noticed that a number had been fetchingly tattooed on her arm. She was swathed in rags.


  “Desirable wench, bones of my heart, c’est si bon.” He flicked his headlights coquettishly. “Brightest of blossoms, finest of flowers, vessel of perpitude. You who are sweeter than the graceful doe, more winsome than the capricious mermaid...”


  “Little car. Spare me your amorous blandishments. Do something useful. Take my life and free me from this hell.”


  “So, mademoiselle, it is a Lebensfrage (‘question of life’), or, perhaps, what Heidegger calls the Seinfirage (‘question of being’), that you seek from me?” In the looming arc of a crematorium a Hebrew dwarf performed a shaming service. “I am at your call,” continued Herbie, “for such a challenge.” Dancing hares were all around him. “What small knowledge I possess is at your service. The honour is France’s. The pleasure is mine. The credit is Germany’s.”


  Her silence and the black air thrilled Herbie.


  “Haughty damsel, free your heart...” he pleaded “... and your body will surely follow.” Involuntarily, oil leaked from his motor. “Jung once defined a dream as a lucky idea emerging from ‘the dark, all-unifying world of the psyche’.”


  “There,” Herbie continued, his chassis trembling with emotion. Love was a terrible thing. “Doesn’t that resolve your problem?”


  A cloud of cheesy-green mustard gas burst from a crematorium and engulfed him.


  “Vide della cosa belle / die porta il ceil.” The voice, of equine register, fluted from a band of weasels. They were armed to the teeth, and had crept rapidly upon a party of skirmishing stoats. Soon the whole assembly of battling animals were clambering over the little car. Tom fur and blood splattered Herbie’s bodywork and sprayed his upholstery.


  “Sacré Bleu!” the car shouted angrily. “Hand me my fighting sword.”


  He peered anxiously through the green gas. He could see nothing. “Pardon, mademoiselle.” The mêlée stormed around him. “You have gone from my sight but not from my heart... ah, there you are!” Her silent form reappeared.


  “God’s recreation!” A fleeing stoat had stood on his steering wheel. The animals were running from him, still fighting amongst themselves. The last to leave, a humped weasel, leapt from his bonnet and swept a thin blade up to the woman. It let the knife pass across her throat, and she fell dead to the ground.


  “Pissoire,” sobbed Herbie. “The weasel has ruined me.”


  In grief, the little car blinked its headlights. Red ultima covered him. He felt defiled. He tried to shake loose a dripping brown pelt that had lodged in his door.


  “Oye, Dicky Sam the Tin Man!” A wooden truncheon banged on his rear fender. Herbie lifted weeping headlights. A policeman stood brace-legged behind him. “If you think you’re going trolling about Dachau looking like a refugee from a rape project, then the Pope’s a fucking Jew.”


  “Officer,” said Herbie plaintively. “I have suffered a bereavement.”


  “I don’t care if your shit’s purple.” The policeman strolled around the Volkswagen, running his truncheon through streaks of blood. He stopped in front of Herbie, an angry expression on his face. “You’re a fucking disgrace.”


  “I am a clean car,” Herbie replied indignantly.


  “You’re a dirty bastard, and that’s the end of it. You’ll get yourself cleaned up. We take a pride in our camp...” The policeman pointed toward a large building bearing the sign, BRAUSEBAD (Sprinkleroom). “Get your fucking wheels in there.”


  “God bless, officer. I must admit, a nice hot shower would be most welcome.” Herbie started to cheer up. After all, life must go on. He would feel better after a wash-and-brush-up.


  He drove across a field livid with muck. So many bodies had been buried there the ground looked like white mud. Flesh and bones shone in the pitch.


  The little Volkswagen joined a queue of naked men, women and children, lined up in front of the sprinkleroom. He would soon be as clean as a new pin. Herbie’s motor purred, and he began to whistle a few bars from ‘Parsifal’.


  In front of him, a near naked woman cut a fine figure. Her shanks were thin, as favoured by the French. Her only apparel, a pair of wooden clogs, were quite becoming. She turned on him the most luminous eyes in the world. A leap of his heart almost stalled his engine.


  A kapo pressed a bar of soap into his dashboard, and flung a towel on his front seat. Slowly the queue shuffled towards two metal swing doors and, presently, Herbie entered the bath house. The brightly-lit room was about 200 yards long, its floors tiled, its walls whitewashed.


  Warily viewing a series of faucets in the ceiling, Herbie hoped that the jets of water wouldn’t be too sharp or too hot and damage his paint work.


  There was an anxious movement in the crowd. Men were barking and women were keening. The little car surmised that they weren’t too clean and that, perhaps, they had not wanted to take a bath.


  He circled around the room, revving his engine discreetly, trying to catch a glimpse of the woman wearing the clogs.


  “I’m just another soldier.” Quietly, he sang a favourite hymn. “And I’m on my way home.”


  The hose-pipes, spouts, nozzles and taps had a curious rusty quality about them. Belatedly, Herbie began to think that the shower water could be contaminated.


  He was reminded of Husserl’s soliloquy, that microbes bred in a slurry of cattle excrement could be used to clean up polluted water.


  Dachau water was Mister Love.


  Water utilised to sluice the crematoria was the purest water in the world, blessed by popes.


  A light opera — Chopin’s ‘Butterfly Etude’ — flowed through the BRAUSEBAD chamber.


  The music triggered instant mayhem, people rushing to all corners of the room trying to find the exits. The doors were now firmly closed.


  A dancing chorus line leapt over Herbie. There must have been fifty people in the line. Red eyes, blue lips, clicking teeth, and those bald cuckoo heads — bopping, shining, surging with a mad passion. Everyone in the line either urinated or defecated over him. Herbie couldn’t believe it. He was getting dirtier by die second.


  “What iz zees?” He tried to get out of their way, but twenty men clung to him, and he was forced to drag them across the floor. He was at a loss to explain their actions. He had never seen people get so excited about a shower.


  Maladies of the nervous system produced a robust activity amongst the interns. He had rarely witnessed such euphoria. The music played louder. A green gas shunted down from the faucets... and people screamed.


  The little car must have stalled. By the time his motor switched on again the gas was dispersing, and the sucking of the green air had ceased. The terrible silence was thankfully broken by the Exhator ventilators swirling to life.


  His wheels felt like lead weights.


  In the centre of the chamber a motionless cone-shaped pile of bodies had appeared. The majority of the women and children were spread across the bottom like the ingredients in the base of a great blood cake. Dwarves occupied a position halfway up. An odd weasel or two, that had wandered inside the chamber more in error or bad taste than for ethnic reasons, was intertwined in the human mass.


  All the bodies were covered with scratches and bruises from the struggle which had set them against each other. Blood oozed from their noses and mouths; their faces, bloated and blue, were so deformed as to be unrecognisable.


  On top of the corpses, almost touching the ceiling, was an immense badger, the size of a small hippo, sprawled like a king. Herbie gazed in wonder at the beast. It must have put up a terrible fight. Blood globules rolled in a fire off its pelt. Empty eye sockets, tom from its living flesh, stared grotesquely.


  “Oh, Lord!” cried Herbie, his lights dimming. “Not for the world would I have allowed this to happen.”


  He knew from his reading of philosophy that the French nobleman Count Joseph de Gobineau (1816-1882) was responsible for the myth of the Aryan race. Perhaps the genes of the French too were responsible for today’s bloody misadventure.


  Goethe was wrong when he said that man’s hidden urges generally point him in the right direction.


  Never trust the art of estrangement.


  His thoughts were interrupted by the BRAUSEBAD doors swinging open.


  “Wakey wakey in there! I’ve got a six-pack... who wants a snort?”


  In a series of coiling leg movements Snuffy the Terrier Man marched into the sprinkleroom. He was at the head of a brigade of kapos. Sonderkommandos with shovels and buckets brought up the rear of his party.


  “Yes indeed. Snuffy’s here.” His voice fought around the big chamber. “Blow the bugle, bang a gong!”


  Herbie followed the Terrier Man’s head as it voyaged down between his shoulders. On each side of his jowled face, whiskers, two feet long and thick as looping tails, twitched like antennae. He was dressed in a red top-hat and John Bull waistcoat. His chest swelled. “Fuck me, yes. Snufify’s Snuff Squad. Best in the fucking land... indeed.”


  “Why?” coughed Herbie. His headlights picked up the mass of bodies. Isolated pockets of gas, for all the world like small wandering children, were still lingering in the chamber’s crannies.


  “Because there aren’t enough bullets in the world.” The Terrier Man looked coldly at the little car.


  “Snuffy,” asked a perplexed Herbie, “are you perhaps a Scottish terrier?”


  With the tip of his boot the Terrier Man lifted a lifeless head. A kapo ran to the corpse and attached a pair of metal tongs to its neck. When the tongs were fastened tight, the corpse was dragged head-first into the sunlight.


  A distant boom sent black fire into the heavens.


  “I do this.” The Terrier Man sprang to Herbie’s side and fastened his index finger and thumb onto a kapo’s nose and pinched them tight. Asphyxiated where he stood, the kapo fell dead. He lay unstirring at Snuffy’s feet. “I say this.” His powerful fingers closed, and another kapo keeled over. “I try this.” A kapo died before he could touch him. “I do that...”


  “Please stop!” cried Herbie. “I get the picture.”


  “Progressive methods of farming. Away lads, let’s clear these valentines.” Snuffy crushed a baby with his knee, hooking it with his foot into the mouth of a waiting kapo.


  “Let me tell you, Robert Johnson got the better deal.” Disdainfully, Herbie drove himself out into the yard beyond and switched on a hose-pipe, allowing the water to cleanse his bodywork. “If you want a job doing...” he sighed resignedly.


  Born again. Incandescent. God bless Dr Porsche whose prototype Beetle dated back to the mid-’30s. Herbie felt warm inside. Production of the KdfWagen, (Kraft-Durch-Freude-Wagen, or Strength-Through-Joy-Car) owed much to Hitler’s enthusiasm for a people’s car. It was Der Führer himself who had lain hands on Herbie’s roof as he cruised off the ramp, the first Volkswagen produced in Free Germany.


  Herbie was proud of his heritage.


  He was soon as sparkling red as the day he rolled from the production line. “Now, where was I?” He tracked towards the nearest street sign. “Hmm, Kierkegaard Mews... seems a nice place.”


  Stretched before him was a glass hotel, on its front a neon sign: The Emporium of Diminishment. The building was surrounded by a neatly trimmed green lawn, a single apple tree at its centre. In the blue sky glided a sleek silver rocket. Herbie recognised the colours of ‘Horror’s Freebooting Chrononauts’ snapping gaily in the wind. By the means of sticking out his semaphore indicators he gave a loyal salute to the craft.


  The Lord and his flying crew would be on their way to the termination kamps beyond the Humbolt Mountains.


  Herbie looked into the distance. Silent lightning raked the mountain range, and a great insea — a fractal of luminous beauty — accompanied the rocket on its mission to free souls, racing through the heavens.


  “Slit my beak.”


  Herbie heard the melodious roll from the first voice of Free Germany. An uninvited pipe was fed into his petrol tank and he sensed precious fluids being stolen from him.


  “Fletchin’ devil, move it on up!”


  Time stopped for the little car. He was stunned into silence. Who could perpetrate such a crime on him?


  He tried to do a fast turn, but someone had let the air out of his tyres. His wheels were anchored to the ground.


  “Don’t turn around, Bud,” an ominous voice called to him.


  “Once roused,” warned Herbie, “I shy from nothing.”


  He did not need to be able to turn round to see Neb of Nog’s End, his latexed head metamorphosing into a likeness of Germany’s father, standing by his rear, crocodile whip in hand. Neb had corralled and tethered together forty Jews, who were standing about Herbie as though in a holiday group.


  Neb’s free hand held the withered neck of a Jew who was greedily sucking a pipe sticking out of the petrol tank. Petrol was sluishing down the man’s throat.


  Herbie watched spellbound through his rear mirror as the man’s belly swelled. The skin over the stomach was stretched as tight as a drum. The man looked as though he had swallowed a football. With each passing second the little Volkswagen felt himself grow weaker.


  “C’est l’emphit! Good sirs, I will fetch a low price if you continue to tamper with my clock.” Herbie spoke levelly, trying to hide his panic. “Is this how you treat a car who comes to your camp with only the best of intentions?”


  “What?” Neb pulled the feeding Jew off the pipe. The man staggered backwards, petrol spurting from his mouth. He spoke angrily: “You want me to be a cunt like everyone else?” “Quick, take me to a garage.” Herbie couldn’t help the urgency now in his voice. “Before it’s too late.”


  “And what about him?” Neb tapped the Jew. “And all these?” He pointed to the mass around him. “Where’s your compassion?”


  “Under normal circumstances,” Herbie tried to sound reasonable, “I would never begrudge my fellow man a good meal. But I scarcely have enough for my own needs. And you know how the Lord abhors an empty vessel.”


  “That’s what they all say.” Neb was not convinced.


  “My licence is up to date.”


  “Right...!” Neb shouted at the Jew. “I obviously stand in my underpants. Wipe that fucking marmalade off your mouth! And give him back some petrol.”


  The man regurgitated some of the petrol into Herbie’s tank. The little car’s headlights flickered briefly to life.


  “Merçi,” breathed Herbie.


  “That’s enough,” Neb instructed, yanking the Jew off the pipe. His alien form fermented. Autumn leaves dusted from his arms. His many legs percolated. “You lads had better shape up if you ever want to see Jerusalem again.”


  Each Jew was intimately tied to his neighbour by a thick rope of paraffin-drenched cotton. The ropes were wound tightly about their torsos, leaving only their legs free.


  “Now brace up...” Neb addressed the men, who were dispersing, and falling naturally into a waiting line, ready to continue their journey “... it’s only twenty miles to Nog’s End and Monowitz. I want a steady canter, no slacking or queue jumping, and just to give you an incentive...” Neb brought the man with the swollen stomach to the front of the line. He produced a large box of matches. He took one out and lit it. A blue flame spluttered close to the man, and a wave of terror swept down the line of Jews.


  Herbie tried to bring an appropriate quotation from Husserl to mind. But only ‘Kairos and Logus’, by Auden, came to him: ‘One notices, if one will trust one’s eyes, the shadow cast by language upon truth’. He would have to look elsewhere for an elucidation of his predicament. Wasn’t it Derrida’s spirit that was more properly called ironic?


  “Chuck-a-butties,” called Neb, holding up another blazing match. “On the count of three.”


  His foot stomped three beats.


  “Karacho, Karacho,” he yelled.


  Like shit off a stick, like a bat out of hell, a pack of fever horses, a stampede of buffalo, Neb and his posse of Jews took off in a billowing cloud of crimson dust, thundering out of Kierkegaard Mews, piston legs moving in one giant insect line, tearing towards the Humbolt Mountains, Neb shouting, “Hi-yo fuckin’ Silver, away!” before roaring off into the Dachau mist.


  Dante, reaching the frozen Lake Cocytus in the ninth and lowest circle of hell, found Lucifer, the fallen angel of light, embedded in ice.


  All worlds inter-relate, thought Herbie. Fact is only a tributary of the imagination.


  “Klanga-klanga-klanga. ”


  The ringing bell made Herbie jump. Now what is this come to further hinder my quest? he asked himself.


  A mobile crematorium, on loan from Buchenwald, came klanga-klanging down the road. The combustion chamber in the back of the van was small. Already there were so many bodies stuffed inside that the end pieces of burning limbs were dropping out, littering the road. Legs, arms, feet, hands and heads lay scattered like horse droppings along the route. Long wisps of flame and smoke roasted from them. Some were black; burnt to a crisp.


  “Corpse carriers to the gatehouse.” The order coming from the public address system almost deafened Herbie.


  Prisoners on a death march, with a military song on their lips, shouted to their SS guards as they swung past. “Us today, you tomorrow.”


  “Any gas handy?” The little car politely asked a Lagerführer.


  “Sure, hop in the wagon, cuntface,” the officer said drily.


  Herbie eyed the rattling crematorium. Not likely, he thought. It couldn’t be much farther to Hobbes’s Palace of Discorporation; the dwelling of the Afreet of Dachau. He’d make his way there slowly. Soon, the Being combining animus and anima would be behind his wheel. His reason to exist would be made clear.


  Schopenhauer had written, ‘The capacity for feeling pain increases with knowledge, and therefore reaches its highest degree in Man’.


  In the novel, ‘Simplicius Simplicissimus’, by J J C von Grimmelshausen, the enigmatic phrase, ‘So it goes’, had appeared. How appropriate to his present position!


  The half-mile journey to the Palace took him two hours. When he approached the Afreet’s eyrie, his chassis ached and his exhaust was exhausted.


  He dragged himself past a final brick crematorium, fuelled with coke, where the ‘unholy flame of Dachau’ leapt a dozen yards beyond the smokestack of dead. A group of inmates were drawing conclusions from the shape of the escaping smoke clouds as to the type of prisoner being cremated.


  “That must be a Jehovah’s Witness, snaking up like that.”


  “Nonsense, did you not notice the alert essence that hung for a second in the air? Obviously a Jew, with a full set of gold teeth.”


  Herbie registered for the first time that the surface of the road beneath his flat tyres was now crematoria ash.


  Access to the Afreet’s ground was past an iron lattice gate decorated with a series of musical notes. As Herbie approached, the gate swung open and he crawled through into the land beyond.


  With a final shudder and a glance at the big blue sky he drove onto a pathway across the spreading green lawns. The occasional fire pit and the tops of sunken ovens broke the shorn grass, and several children burned on the stump of a sassafras tree. Two young boys had been crucified on its thin roots. Two more were flying to death. They were not more than a yard away from a stream of tangy spring water which chattered into a stone trough beneath a stem bronze image of Alice Liddell who, because of a fall of uxorious ash, looked uncannily like Karl Marx.


  A group of ‘Moslems’, men who were broken, who allowed anything to be done to them, threw themselves under Herbie’s wheels. As he drove over them he could hear their reduced bones cracking in the bright sunshine. It took all of his resolve to drive on, after he had carefully dimmed his lamps. Then a stillness came upon him, and he knew for certain that he had reached the Afreet’s dwelling. Would the Afreet turn out to be Thomas Hobbes, or perhaps the misshapen offspring of Old Hob himself?


  Instinctively he looked up, expecting to see a glorious edifice with obsidian towers and turrets of emerald and ruby shipping into the tireless heavens. A dwelling befitting the Oracle of Dachau.


  Instead, Herbie found himself confronting a tiny wooden shotgun shack. Its front porch faced a dirt surround, overrun with squalor and brown Tupelo creepers. Its wood frame was rotting, and an air of desolation hung about. A dead monkey lay on a wooden swing. Cows wandered on Old Saltillo Road. Chickens pecked at the rich earth. Herbie thought he heard whippoorwills calling.


  Gathering his faltering nerve, he revved up a shaky ramp. Twigs from a black gum tree stuck to his windscreen. With an effort he squeezed through the shack’s rickety door, and he immediately sensed the presence of a being closeted in dark solitude and deathward ways.


  “Satnin, is that you?” asked the Afreet from the gloom.


  “It is I, Herbie Schopenhauer...” Herbie’s eyes watered, and his vision was suddenly blurred by a migraine. He was assailed by a lethal mixture of chlorine, acrylonitrate and hydrogen sulphide “...come to visit on this bright sunny day,” he spluttered.


  “The same sun that brings out the lilies also brings out the snakes,” the voice sighed.


  Even without seeing the Afreet, Herbie recognised the rich Southern drawl. (In French:) “Your mother lies in the Memphis earth,” he said to Elvis in hushed tones.


  Somehow it was fitting to find Him in Dachau.


  The cocktail of toxins faded, and the Afreet came into view. Herbie was relieved to see a young man slouched on a divan, a pink shirt open to his navel, tight black pegged slacks and cat boots over pink-and-black socks. A glass of Lancer wine dangled idly in his hand.


  “What are you doing here?” Herbie could not help himself asking the obvious.


  “Where else would I end up?” The Afreet sounded testy. The skin on his face looked so soft that if a finger touched it, it would burst open. “Only got myself to blame. All this crap about Dr Nick, Dr Death. He was a good friend. Fuck it, I killed myself, unintentionally. But then, don’t we all, sooner or later?”


  “It is a doctor’s job to save lives,” said Herbie indignantly. “He took the Hippocratic oath.”


  “THE TWELFTH LAW OF FAERIE,” Elvis chuckled. A slick of black hair rolled across his forehead. “Every camp has a Dr Mengele.”


  “Ha, the ubiquitous Dr Feelgood,” said Herbie distastefully, “with his good-time needles.”


  “That was Dr Ross.” The Afreet cracked his lips. “Juke-Boy-One-Man-Band-Ross. He left enough amphetamines in Sam’s cabinet to fuel Sputnik. That was one quick darkie... Zip-Zap.” He tapped his foot, and sang quietly. “Boogie with the doctor... got the boogie disease...” He broke off, and spoke knowingly. “Lux Interior said I sold my Mama’s prescriptions for diet pills. I’ll be a-waiting on him when he comes through the door here into Shitkickers’ Heaven.”


  Herbie glanced out of an open window onto a compound. Rows of dead babies blazed like candles around a cenotaph. Kapos, dressed as beasts, kept the infants constantly burning with long tapered lighters. The bridge over to Camp Mauthausen was a delicious pageant of marinated light.


  The tiny bodies were pink, the big sky was blue; pink and blue were Matisse’s favourite colours.


  “Blues Heaven on earth was the corner of Beale and Hernando,” reflected Elvis. “When I look at old photographs of me posing with all those blues guys, Junior Parker, B B King, Roscoe Gordon, Bobby Bland, Brook Benton, I wonder what happened. Hell, I used to tell Sam I’d’ve eaten a yard of shit to be with him on those Howlin’ Wolf sessions he produced.


  “‘Here lies the Soul of Man’, and Sam would point to a photograph of the Wolf, ‘the greatest talent I ever worked with. What I wouldn’t give to see that man again and hear that awesome voice peeling back some savage blues’.”


  Elvis sort of winked. “Now these things matter.” He settled back on a La-Z-Boy chair. “And the longer I stay here, the more important they appear. Certainly more so than events now.”


  His face was white, but it had this peculiarity about it: when his eyes blinked, a cloak of darkness shrouded the lower half of his features.


  “Ike Turner brought Wolf to Mr Phillips, and... this ain’t ever been recorded... he brought me too! I was just a two-bit guitar strummer even then. Not good enough to be allowed through the door on a Wolf session. I never did improve, seen no need to. But Ike was a cunning fox. I swear he had the eye; the eye into the future. He must have seen something in me. It was years before Sam Phillips actually noticed I was around... been on a dozen of his records before he paid me any attention...”


  Outside, the blue vault of sky seemed to stretch straight up to Mars. Herbie shuddered.


  “...that was me plucking rhythm on Jackie Brenston’s ‘Rocket 88’,” the Afreet continued. “Bet that surprised you! Ike said I was his ‘lucky whitey’. But ‘Rocket’ was the only thing I ever cut with him that sold shit. That was where I picked up the habit — Ike was Doctor Death-Dealer. His powders kept me going for years. He even tried to blackmail me into cutting records with him... but I’d signed with People. Anyway, I did him a favour; did handclaps on one of his ubiquitous sessions. I think he released it under a pseudonym, some anagram of his name — Icky Renrut — it was an instrumental... ‘The Hen’. No... ‘The Rooster’... didn’t do a light.”


  Melancholy sealed Herbie’s lamps. His night lights picked up the poor feather-edged planking of the shack and the wooden shingles of its ceiling. Rough-hewn timber furniture was positioned carelessly about.


  “I clapped my hands in time and ventilated my joy in spontaneous testimony.” A seismic smile touched Elvis. “I was a banal happy clapper for God years before I was incarcerated here in his backyard.”


  He was silent for some moments. “It’s true. Howlin’ Wolf was something more than human. Bigfoot made an album late in his career, ‘Electric Wolf. Awesome, just the most primitive electric blues you ever heard. If I hadn’t given up years before, that would have finished me... though the critics hated it... fuck, even the Wolf hated it. But believe me, that stuff d freeze the blood of God, just the fucking end of the blues. I should have gone with the Wolf and Bo and Muddy, to Chess... me and Dale Hawkins, and that sow Burton, shinin’ in the dark.” Elvis laughed. “A mess of blues, my ass.”


  The Afreet let his head fall lazily back. “Then, when I was in the position to do something good... I didn’t give a shit. Isn’t it the way?”


  Herbie craned his lamps, trying to read the title of the book on the Afreet’s lap — ‘The Scientific Search for the Face of Jesus’. He remembered that was the book Elvis was reading at stool when he died.


  “Despite dyin’ I’m still in the air.” Elvis popped a sugar-coated Zantac. Anticipating (perhaps) Herbie’s unasked question, he continued, “Mama had triplets. Jesse Garon was aborted — he was a fucking mong, for God’s sake. Under the ground pronto for him. Lord let him rest in everlasting peace. We spread the rumour that Jesse died at my birth to save Mama’s reputation. Mama was forty-six when she died, four years older than we all believed her to be... and my daddy was never black, as Charlie Feathers claimed, that lying old cuntsucker. He’s in for gum poisoning...”


  The Volkswagen was concentrating hard. Very soon he expected to hear a bugle.


  “To take leave of a friend is to die a little. Mama told me that, God bless her heart.” He sipped from a glass of ice water. “They said that Jesse’s dying as I entered the world gave me charisma, an extra doomed quality. It added to my myth. (Maybe for that lie I’ve ended up here.) But my other brother lived. He was adopted and moved to Texas in ’38. I met him years later at the Hitching Post. He was fresh out of military school and singing just like me, poor sad fuck.”


  “What happened to him?” asked Herbie.


  “After Eddie Cochran’s death he went over to England and became the uncrowned prince of trouser pork!”


  Herbie watched the Afreet. The graceful gestures of his hands, palms flat, fingers outstretched, thumbs extended, made him nervous.


  “Called himself P J Proby, which was an improvement on Jett Powers. He’s still alive, just, only his kidneys have drowned.” Elvis sniggered. “A fucking lake of Jim Bean would have killed anyone else. Hell, he was Captain Marvel Jr, not me.”


  He finished pouring another glass of wine. A smouldering corkscrew lay by his side, a plate of salami and eggs at his elbow, a box of frozen tortellini at his feet.


  A psychotic cadence drifted into his voice.


  “I live in the fire pits, in the execution pits, in the rolling black stuff that hovers above a hundred crematoria. In the full Dachau mud and the starved faces, the emaciation and hunger pains, the mounds of bones, discarded hair, in the clamour of black shit, that weave and climb through its sewers. Truly, that’s the only human essence that ever freely leaves this camp.” Elvis blinked an eyelid heavy with mascara. His rosebud lips puckered. “Fuck, even the maggots get eaten here.”


  A small bubble of saliva burst softly at the corner of his lips. Herbie watched transfixed as a gas pocket of freon moved around Elvis’s neck and serpentined its way into his cheek where it pressed out his flesh in a small pink blister. The Afreet belched. “Pardon me, Mama,” he smiled. The skin on his face rippled like scudding waves lapping on a bleak shore. His eyes fluttered. “Since all the queens took to wearing black leathers, I’ve had to give ’em up.


  “Queens,” he spat a wad of gum onto the floor. “Just another word for asshole, like Jim Morrison.” He kicked an unpainted cupboard, and a framed daguerreotype of Edgar Allan Poe slid off. “I gave ’em up, never did look good in ’em. Gene Vincent was the only singer I ever saw wear ’em who looked a damn... born to them... and he had to be four-goose-bozo to achieve it... Gene Vincent was made for David Lynch, pity the fly, they missed each other by thirty years. Fuck, there had to be an easier time to make it.”


  Herbie twitched. Guitar-shaped Zyklon-B canisters festooned one wall. More books were piled in a corner in the shadow of a stone chimney. He caught some of their titles — ‘Autobiography of a Yogi’, ‘The Passover Plot’, ‘Thoughts and Meditations’ by Kahlil Gibran, Cheiro’s ‘Book of Numbers’, Vera Stanley Adlers’s ‘The Initiation of the World’. The Afreet was a well-read illiterate.


  Resignation was coming slowly to Herbie. The Afreet was trapped here. There would be no travelling to foreign lands and enjoying wild adventures in his company.


  “U2, Guns ’n’ Roses, Harry Connick Junior... don’t make my arse laugh!” Elvis looked intently at the little car. “Kurt Cobain flew through here last night. Poor cunt. His dick came through five minutes later. Christ, what a mess.”


  “Yes, well...” Herbie trailed off. He’d come all this way for a reason, and Elvis wasn’t making it any easier. Things here were even more confusing than he’d bargained for. “My mission is to increase my knowledge of life. To better understand the world on which my tyres travel,” he continued hesitantly. “To this end, I presume the key to my dilemma is in your possession?”


  Elvis simply looked incomprehendingly at him.


  “My mentor will be two headed,” Herbie added lamely. “How’s that?”


  “I’m a flexible and expanding car.” Not true, he thought. He felt a foolish car, naïve and lacking diplomacy. “I need the knowledge that only two heads can offer.”


  “So what the fuck do you want from me? I’m a well-known one.”


  “But it’s on record, your mama birthed two.”


  “Are you fucking listening to me? I just told you. She had triplets.” The Afreet studied Herbie’s downcast fender. He was becoming bored. To get shut of this car it was obviously time to act the Pilsbury Dough Boy. He held up a ringed finger. “Oh, I see. You mean twins — you need to consult twin brothers?”


  “Or sisters. I’m no sexist, I’m a feminist. Makes no difference to me. In fact I’d prefer to learn off the backs of women. Amour and knowledge go hand in hand.”


  The Martin D-18 acoustic guitar Elvis had used on ‘That’s All Right, Mama’, shook. The Afreet watched it hesitate, then move a fraction more. One of its strings broke with a sharp twang. “But,” Elvis sighed, “I suppose we’re all on a spiritual path.”


  His words significantly cheered up Herbie. “That’s quite correct. Perhaps we could be party to so many wonderful experiences...” His lamps looked hopefully at the Afreet.


  “I don’t suppose you’ve got any fucking leapers to sell?” queried Elvis.


  “... with the right education, I could be truly centred and truly focused. With your...”


  “Forget it. My source of strength and balance, my one continuing abiding drive...” affirmed the Afreet “...is to the Church of Me.”


  “...assistance, the Yellow Brick Road to omnipotence would be an attainable goal. I’ve always been a lucky car, a talisman...”


  “Lucky you ain’t... or you’re just plain dirt stupid. You’ve been sent here for enlightenment, right?”


  Herbie nodded in silent agreement.


  “Then you’ve definitely been sent to see twins. To be consulting me is an error. Somewhere along the line, you’ve got your wires crossed.”


  “That sounds improbable,” said Herbie. “I’m an alert car.”


  “Christ, this is going to be an uphill battle.” The Afreet raised his hands. “Baron Kaspar Joachim von Utz of the Blitzkrieg Light Infantry, aid me!”


  “Surely,” interrupted the little car despairingly, “technically you’re almost a twin. Couldn’t you instruct me? I’m an easy learner, you know, ever ready for the macaroons of philosophy.”


  “Not in a coon’s age... I told ya, I’m incomplete. One third of me is under the earth. The other is halfway round the world, and in a different time zone.”


  “So I’m to be denied my destiny,” despaired Herbie. “No philosophy, no knowledge, no amour. My ambition was to grow to be a caring, a loyal car. To be truly human.” Tears welled up in him. “To suffer. To marry. To raise a family.”


  “Not necessarily; there’s still THE THIRTEENTH LAW OF FAERIE.”


  “Which is?”


  “Every camp shall have its twins.”


  “What!” exclaimed Herbie. “How many twins are there?”


  “Weeeelll...” meditated the Afreet. “There’s Ub and Sub in Buchenwald, Amos and Andy in Ravensbrück, Fudge and Speck in Sobibor, Weary Willie and Tired Tim in Maidanek, Tweedle Dum and Tweedle Dee in Chelmno, Meng and Ecker in Auschwitz — they’re probably the ones you’re looking for, very rock ’n’ roll.”


  “Meng and Ecker? Sound like Jewish tailors,” opined Herbie doubtfully.


  “The only thing they’d stitch would be someone’s neck,” said Elvis drily. “They’re very good at Taking Care of Business — I could have used them in the Memphis mafia.”


  “We are born to die,” said Herbie resignedly.


  “Ain’t that a blues refrain?” Elvis murmured.


  “Quite so,” Herbie agreed. It looked as if he was definitely Auschwitz-bound. “Meng and Ecker, you say?” The Volkswagen was determined to live up to the promise his Führer had seen in him, and the resolution he had privately made to himself as he drove off the production line: that no matter what obstacles stood in his way he would absorb all that the world had to offer, dwell in Chatterbox Woods until he understood the mysteries of life, and follow the path trod by Hegel, Kierkegaard, (etc.), until his rivets were bursting with the rich intellectual semen of life.


  “The mutant twins,” mused Elvis. “Yes, they’ll definitely teach you the ethnocentrism of Engels and Mayhew; and then some!”


  “That’s where I want to live,” said Herbie sincerely.


  “Then more fool you,” Elvis shivered.


  It’s not me who’s the fool, thought Herbie. He wondered if the Afreet had ever questioned why, if he was not a twin, Dachau was the only camp free of these anomalous talismans. Thunder rolled with the Dachau clouds.


  “I fear nothing in this world, or the next,” the Afreet added, “except perhaps Little Richard and P J Proby.”
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  HERBIE SCHOPENHAUER FLEW out of the unanimous night. His occamy-and-gold wings shivered as he left behind the adamantine, measureless, lucid and altogether immaculate void.


  The Konzentradonslagers had not only given him the gift of speech but, lately, levitation had come to his body parts. Truly the suffering of others carried its own rewards.


  “Boop boop diddum daddum waddum choo,” the little Volkswagen sang loudly. “Boop boop dittem dottem whattem chu! Swim little fishes, swim if you can, and they swam and they swam all over the dam.”


  “Fucking shitehawks!” From the passenger seat, Meng leant over and banged furiously on Herbie’s door. “Keep that racket down you piece of tin shit!” He was not in the best of moods. Herbie’s caterwauling had woken him in the middle of a dream in which he was lashing and fucking a quadruped with five arseholes. “Comprendo, twat?”


  “Zorry, Bozz,” piped Herbie. “Iz juzt zuch a relief to leave zee infinite void.”


  “You’ll be relieved of your fucking gear stick if you don’t put a sock in it.” The Bengali Gut had got a grip on the half-man. A low growl lumbered from his knickers.


  “Mind is a pattern perceived by Mind,” said Ecker, flintfaced behind the steering wheel of the flying car.


  This was what Herbie liked to hear. A learned Master imparting his knowledge. How elliptic, how epigrammatic, how enigmatic! It was a joy to have such knowing hands on his wheel. He began to hum happily to himself, swerving slowly to avoid a flock of swans. He entered a pink cloud and swooped down. In the early morning light the countryside around Auschwitz was cruelly beautiful.


  Lime trees, diaphanous as telecones on Mars, dotted sparse fields. To the east, blizzards ploughed the snow peaks of Kangchenjunga. Beneath him, running packs of dog-faced Hermans raced through drainage ditches and burrows rich with viscidity, churning waters and mud onto the outlining lea.


  Herbie sped close to the ground, looking for a road to drive on. The twins were picnic-bound. Hampers of goodies lay on his back seat. Through the ether night, the Meng had gorged himself on eel pies, apricot buns, slithers of belly pork, wine muffins laced with sugar beef fingers, and swilled it all down with pints of Newcastle Brown and schnapps. Which accounted for his current humour.


  With the rising sun, the countryside opened up to Herbie, and presently a trailing wisp of brown smoke appeared on the horizon, signalling the approach of a familiar machine.


  King Kurtz, the terrible tank engine from Treblinka, came rocking along the winding track. lines of wagon-stock, chock-a-block with wigwams of dead Jews, rolled in its wake. The big ruddy-cheeked face on the front of the engine grinned savagely at the little car, displaying rows of Pepperdine-white teeth.


  With mouth ringent, it looked up at Herbie and said:


  “Big ans Ende der Welt.”


  Its pace never slackened.


  Its Fatty Arbuckle face crunched.


  Its giant swastika flag anfractuos in the wind.


  Its wheels clanking Ram-Bunk-Shush.


  Two powerful black beetle legs, sticking out from each side of its periwinkle-blue engine, kneaded the air. Fuelled on salts, some eerie metamorphic creature lived in its ovens.


  “I carry bagel hole-makers from Auschwitz to The Big Noise From Winnetka,” the engine proudly cried up to Herbie, chuffing human cream-cheese from its white-topped chimney.


  “Not for a second do I doubt you,” answered the little car diplomatically.


  “I let no weeping Pocahontas stop me... Toot-Toot... straight into the Boiler Room.” The beetle legs began simultaneously preening and rubbing the engine as it sped along, loping up the sides of its chimney, polishing it languidly with a stick of shammies. Soon, it was shining as bright as a new button. “And... BOOM... into the infinite goes the salt.”


  “Hah, yes, the Theory of the Recycled Astronaut, of zees I am familiar.” The little lethiferous car had learned a trick or two lately from its new owners. “Only I myself am not permitted by the manufacturing laws to knowingly take a life. Accidents that involve death are purely matters of chance. And if by chance I happen to pass such an unhappy occurrence (which, he admitted to himself, was sadly the norm these days), why, I doff my bonnet and say, ‘Your grief is mine; we are one in the discerning void...’.”


  “Now fuck off!” interrupted King Kurtz. “It’s a well-known fact that death promotes itself in your presence.”


  “Not that I am aware of, Monsieur, I can assure you.” Herbie stood on his dignity. “Some people would blame a death on the Holy Christ himself, given half an opportunity.”


  “Well don’t come the termination engineer with me,” rumbled the engine, screeching its brakes as it took a vicious curve on two wheels. Its long beetle legs hurriedly reached from the pit of its metal belly and pressed against the sides of a rocky cliff to steady its passage. As the train ran onto the straight it enquired of the little flying car, “Anyway, where the fuck have you sprung from?”


  “The void,” said Herbie slyly, sowing the seeds of a possible philosophical discussion.


  “What the fuck’s that?”


  Bingo! This was what he had been angling for, a chance to lecture and enlighten a fellow machine. How sweet is life. Herbie marshalled his powers of thought and elocution as he flew. Where to begin? He cleared his throat in readiness for his oration. “The void...” his headlights began to tremble. A shaft of sunlight bathed him in a warm glow “...is that which stands right in the middle of ‘this’ and ‘that’. The void is all-inclusive, having no opposite — there is nothing which it excludes or opposes. It is a living void, because all forms come out of it and whoever realises the void is filled with life and power and the love of all things...”


  “What’s the difference between a Jew and a pizza?” interrupted Kurtz, eyeing its cargo with a knowing wink. “Pardon, Monsieur?” Herbie said distractedly.


  “A pizza,” honked the train, “doesn’t scream when you stick it in the oven.” Its whistle blew a sailor’s hornpipe.


  “Tapette.” He was a car of humble cares and delicate desires who had but recently left the womb of archaic night; the bright womb from which the future springs.


  “What a sunny day!” continued the engine. “You know, I come into my own when I watch Toter überführ zwei Kinder. A tongue of bronze flex slipped from between its lips, smearing axle grease down its double chin. “I submit to you, D’ou vient le darkie?”


  “Shhh, for God’s sake don’t let Meng hear you say that.” Worriedly, Herbie raised his rear view mirror, trying to see if the half-man was still sleeping. He was.


  The drowning white child is a frail Persephone in the bowels of Hell.


  Thanks to being with Meng and Ecker, Herbie was beginning to suspect that all was not as it should be.


  To gain perspective on his situation Herbie had been reading Primo Levi’s ‘If This is a Man’, and Robert E Howard’s ‘Breckinridge Elkins’, swiftly scanning alternate pages of the books in an attempt to better understand the land that was slowly revealing itself to him.


  “Come on, what do you want? I can’t spend all day gassing with you.” A jocular throb issued from inside the speeding engine. Herbie sensed movement within its bowels where the malevolent insectimorphic creature shuffled. He felt cold eyes on him. The train’s clicking legs trembled. Tiny vestigial udders squeezed through the air-holes on its running plate. A naked Jew shot out of the engine’s fuel pipe, pitching twenty feet into the sky before diving into the trunk of a lime tree.


  Herbie’s exhaust cracked in sympathy.


  A ring-tailed cyclone came from the east, casting a snakelike lariat of Jews between land and cloud, heading for the depositing ground of Sobibor.


  “Do you know a good picnic area around here?” Herbie enquired prettily.


  “Now why didn’t you ask me that straight away? Every second, we travel in the opposite direction from a place of spellbinding beauty.” A satisfactory toot of green smoke rushed from King Kurtz. “Every day my cousin Raphael, the Italian tug-boat, under the offices of Benito Mussolini, carries happy holiday makers around the splendid harbour of Belsen-Bergen. There the sea is as jet-blue as burning coal, the beach as sandy-white as the most exquisite corpse, and the pebbles cleaner than picked bone. You get the picture? Oh yes, the canopy of slow time has truly blessed Raphael.” The engine spoke confidingly, adding, “I would love my retirement from der Grovaz’s service to be in such a spot as he inhabits. I need that, to restore my entwürdigung.”


  “I thank you for your advice,” Herbie said formally, now clear as to which direction lay Belsen Harbour, “bon soir.”


  “Thank me for nothing, arsehole.” With scarcely a glance at the little car, King Kurtz sped on its way. For some moments Herbie hovered over the speeding open wagons of Jews.


  Towards the end of the train were sealed boxcars, turned into ambulatory prisons, carrying compressed Jews from Salonika. Then came more wagons of open freight, most packed tightly with crowds of living Jews. The groups were singing in Yiddish. On seeing Herbie they took up a merry sing-song. “We are the boys and girls for fun and noise, Hark at the way we take our joys, Up the Old Narkovians!”


  A crocodile line of starved Jews, trotting in squaring circles, occupied the last, open-topped wagon. Herbie’s attention was immediately taken by the most fabulous looking Jewish princess he had ever seen. She had an abundance of bone, a future mother of Streisand. She had the kind of large, luminous, concupiscent eyes that always set his heart pounding.


  “Messieurs and Mesdames.” He dropped to roof height, to address the aimlessly walking line. “If you will forgive this unasked-for intrusion...” He hoped that he had observed the formalities. But in such circumstances, time was of the essence. He flew to within a few feet of his heart’s desire and boldly declared, “Princess, I love you with a passion that spoils my football coupons.”


  The woman dropped to her knees. like the sweephand of a clock, blood coursed from her.


  “Begone, accursed car,” a Jew called up to him. “Are we not suffering enough?”


  “As you wish,” said Herbie indignantly. “I have never overstayed my welcome. I withdraw my courtship.”


  “In the Still of the Night...” A strained doo-wop wailing issued from the wagon.


  “Oi, Swiney!” Meng’s hairy backside hung over Herbie’s door like a grinning moon. “I told you once.” The half-man began micturating. “Someone put that fucking cat out of its misery.”


  Herbie flew quickly upwards, allowing the golden shower to cascade harmlessly onto the empty track.


  “Zoon be there, Guv.” Hurriedly, Herbie increased his pace. The ground became a blur.


  Meng collapsed back into his seat, and began singing a rousing chorus of ‘Nee Buggar’s Bairn’ — all homage to cowpats and the glories of love. A song, thought Herbie, not without vulgar charm. Presently, Meng was again sleeping the sleep of the tanked.


  The little Volkswagen was also feeling distinctly tired. The strain from the night’s flight was beginning to tell on his bodyparts. His wings ached, ennui bled his batteries, and a steady rush of steam blew in ringlets from his overheated engine. He would soon have to put his wheels on solid ground, or risk breaking down altogether.


  Sighting a road leading to sparse woodland, he fell slowly downward. They could not be that far from the sea. He could smell its tangy presence. Deciding to risk an early landing, he lowered his four wheels. With a gentle bump, he came down, and taxied along the tarmac road.


  Herbie held his breath. But Ecker, deep in reverie, thinking of vegan banquets, said nothing. Meng remained comatose.


  The expected reprimand did not come, and the little beetle settled into a steady cruise, savouring the moment. The morning sun was a kissing stone, red as an open wound. Bullfire flashed over the Humbolt Mountains. All the burning clouds from distant Auschwitz moved like spreading molasses through the heavens. He could have been driving on Mars.


  He passed a group of hooting children, their innocent faces reflected in his mirror shields, their thin arms raised like the pincers of small crabs.


  A classic example, thought Herbie, of Heisenberg’s Uncertainty Principle; in observing an object, the very act of observation affects the object being observed.


  More children could be glimpsed through the trees, their vaseline faces like flickering stains. Someone had left a hay cart by the side of the road. Tiered on its floor were an assortment of tiny limbs, each cleanly separated and tied with white bandages. Brown labels had been stapled onto the dead flesh.


  A teenage girl in a tom willowy dress stood alone, silently melting. Herbie averted his eyes.


  A white Mercedes-Benz appeared on the road ahead. Turbine humming, it drove rapidly towards him.


  “Poop-poop!”


  The exhalation made the little Volkswagen jump.


  As the other car and its driver came closer, a frisson of recognition dawned on him. He slammed on his brakes.


  “The motor-car went Poop-poop-poop,” called a familiar voice. “Poop-poop, bbrrrr... off I go!”


  The Merc came racing up to Herbie’s bumper, and abruptly stopped. “Who is it that stands in the path of the Glorious Toad?” the voice behind its wheel demanded.


  “A traffic warden,” Herbie deadpanned. “Who’s that?” (as if he didn’t know!)


  “The Terror of the Highways, the Lord of the Lone Trail.” Mr Toad, arrayed in goggles, cap, gaiters and enormous overcoat, swaggered behind the Merc’s wheel. He drew on gauntlets. “Here today — in next week tomorrow!”


  “Really,” murmured Herbie. As usual, his sarcasm had been lost on the silly amphibian.


  “Hello, you fellows!” cried Mr Toad cheerfully. “What a jolly day!”


  “Could well turn out to be,” said Herbie noncommittally. Mr Toad was still dressed in the same hideous habiliments he had worn in ‘The Wind in the Willows’. “Still travelling, I see.”


  Noises, uncouth and ghastly, were coming from dozens of glass jars attached to Mr Toad’s car. Blood tubes hung behind his head. A tangle of perspex pipes circulated a flow of blood plasma to the four corners of his vehicle.


  “Travel broadens the mind. I’ve seen the most peculiar goings-on these last few years.” Mr Toad pushed his goggles back on his head and wiped his sweating brow. “This job brings one into contact with the rummest sods...” His hearty accents faltered.


  “What job’s that?” Herbie noticed human organs bubbling in the nearest glass jars. A large green jar contained male genitals, clumped together like floating octopi. Eyes, like strings of pearls, tumbled from a long-stemmed phial.


  “Dr Mengele’s Travelling Organ Service.” Mr Toad posed proudly, spotting where Herbie’s gaze had fallen. His hands gestured expansively at his wares. “Buy in bulk, old loon, sell cheap to the public, that’s the secret of our success. None finer, I assure you.”


  “You sell human organs for Dr Mengele?” asked Herbie incredulously.


  “That’s you, all-fucking-right, always sneering.” Toad’s big face leered. “Your shit never smelt. I know you of old. Such a superior car. Well, that fucking attitude won’t wash here!” Mottled warts flecked his lips. “You might have the Doctor’s Golden Boys with you now, but time is on my side, boyo.”


  “My dear Toad, I do appear to have upset you.” Herbie was full of remorse. He blinked sorrowfully, and his wipers came into play, swishing away huge tears that poured down his windscreen. “In the past,” he sobbed, “I have so valued your companionship.”


  “Come, come.” Mr Toad softened. “Even though you never spoke, I suppose you always were an indiscreet car.”


  “Just so,” admitted Herbie, drying his headlamps. He had to choke a disclaiming riposte. Toad had always been a morally back-sliding animal. “Your delicate feelings do you credit,” he lied.


  “So they say,” agreed Toad.


  “And,” anxious to shift the conversation onto more ambivalent issues, Herbie piled it on, “I am sure that you and Dr Mengele are only working for humanity’s benefit.”


  “Not fucking likely!” snorted Toad. “We both want to retire to Brighton.”


  “To continue your good work, I’m sure.” Herbie pressed home his point. “For any unfounded aspersions my words may have implied, I am truly sorry.”


  “Bad form, Old Chap,” replied Toad forgivingly. He hummed softly to himself. “Jeepers creepers, where d’you get those peepers?”


  The little car frowned. “I get so irritable these days. The price one must pay, I suppose, for becoming more human. I don’t know. A contributory factor, if not entirely a mitigating one, is the ambience I am forced to learn in.”


  “It’s a fucking bitch, right enough,” sighed Mr Toad. “Been humbugging everyone myself.”


  “Come again?” Herbie was nonplussed.


  “I’ve been selling body parts all along the coast,” Mr Toad explained patiently. “People everywhere are in need of new limbs,” he added knowingly. “You wouldn’t believe the demand. People who escape the camps often have to leave behind a knee or a foot or some more intimate part.”


  “I have the same trouble getting my M.O.T.,” said Herbie sympathetically.


  Toad eyed him wearily. “Are you being sarcastic again?” “No, certainly not,” said Herbie quickly. “But why the coast?”


  “Retirement and large holiday catchment areas.” Toad thrust his gauntleted webbed fingers deep into his trouser pockets. “Dr Mengele’s idea. Sound one too. Stands to common sense, those are the folks with the money. l/9d for a finger. Ten bob for a foot. Pricks and cunts are a guinea. Very popular, particularly circumcised pricks. People often buy more than one. Spares, you know. Or marital aids. John Thomas and Lady Jane, purchased as a pair, get you a ten per cent discount.” His smile was half cut-off.


  Oojah the Forgetful Elephant strolled by on his hind legs. Magic imps fluttered around his waving trunk. With his wand he tapped a fallen corpse, which immediately wriggled over and buried itself like a great white centipede in the earth. Members of the ‘Wilfredian League of Gugnuncs’ followed Oojah at a distance, theorising discreetly.


  “Luckily, for the immediate future, supply is keeping pace with demand,” continued Toad, eyeing the disappearing elephant. “The Doc’s got a stockade-full of organs, pickled in vinegar, so they don’t go off... you know... sniff, sniff.” Toad’s open countenance looked blankly at Herbie.


  “Of course, a wise precaution.” The little car decided he definitely preferred the old Toad. This new model was a degenerate. Time, he decided, to make his excuses. “Well, it was very pleasant seeing you again. We must meet up for a coffee soon.”


  “Whenever,” said Toad unconcernedly, seating himself back behind the Merc’s wheel. Jars sloshed about. Around him, ganglia of veins shook with the sudden rush of blood. “Now, if you would move to one side, Sonny Jim. Let the dog see the rabbit, as Mole would say.”


  “Dog? What fucking dog? Where?” Meng’s libidinous voice echoed out from his sleeping form.


  The sky was streaked with collapsed clouds.


  “Then I bid you good-day and fair travelling,” said Herbie, reversing off the road onto the sand. He pointed his bonnet at a line of sand dunes and moved slowly off.


  Toad, a crawl of corpse-blue tubes wrapping his figure, began driving away. Over his shoulder he solemnly addressed the little red Volkswagen. “Anyway. Fuck off! You’re a regular Jonah. People die like flies around you. I have no regrets; you’re renowned for it. Rats follow your tyre tracks to feed on your leftovers...” His voice fragmented, and ebbed away to nothing.


  Clearly, Mr Toad was diseased. At least his old arrogance had the beguiling charm of foolishness. Herbie’s wheels climbed an accumulation of steep-sided dunes. No activity of the mind is ever conscious, the psychologist Karl Lashley had recorded. Herbie felt the cooling sea breeze refresh his bodywork, blowing away the infected presence of his former friend.


  Herbie came to an abrupt stop. He had arrived on a high flat peninsula. From here, the view of the weird hook-shaped harbour of Belsen-Bergen was breathtaking. The red noon sun glittered down on a sea the colour of pitch, which, if he’d had a spoon, he could have ladled up like mashed blueberries in syrup.


  Nesting on the right-hand side of the harbour, high on a rocky cliff, vast and mysterious, empyrean and solitary, was Belsen Concentration Camp.


  To his left, a spreading industrial conurbation tiered down a cliff, from which a long pipe fed out. Its opening, hovering over the sea, disgorged a constant stream of bodies. Small, large, old and young, all emaciated flesh and brittle bone, had a brief moment’s freedom before being sucked beneath the water’s schwarz foulness.


  Herbie gazed at the drifting chains of corpses, glued together in death, pumping like the varicose veins of a gangrenous and withered leg, spreading around the harbour and reptiling towards the wider ocean, the Holy Styx.


  “Whooowheeee baby, Ball the Jack, Clickety-Clack, Ball the Jack.”


  At the call of this ecstatic voice, Herbie spun round. He could see nobody. A rumble in one of the ubiquitous chimneys that pushed up from the sand, alerted him. Usually, the chimneys belched a fiery smoke from their underground ovens. He only really paid attention to them when he drove at night. Many a promising car had ended its life wrapped around their protrusive presence.


  “Go, cat, go. Ball the wall!” A black globule of detritus rose smouldering from the top of the chimney and floated past him. He could see the most frightened eyes in the world staring back at him from inside the smouldering black. He followed the dip and swing of the globule over the harbour before it, too, disappeared beneath Belsen’s enfolding waters.


  “Too much rocking downstairs!” shouted the voice from the chimney. “Oh Lord, I’m in Rock-A-Billy Heaven. Bum, baby, bum — ooohh, yip-yip-yip-yip. Goddam, that’s so fine...” There was a long silence, then a puff of Jew powder, whiter than goffer dust, was expelled.


  Herbie shuddered.


  The land beneath, he thought, was possibly more disconcerting in its inhumanity than the one above.


  He changed down into first gear and began slowly making his way down to the beach, skirting tall palm trees and struggling over hillocks of horse-hairs. He almost stalled in a shallow pool of water so thick it sucked the treads off his tyres. His headlights stayed fastened on the approaching otherworldly splendour of the harbour.


  Herbie believed he was looking at the origins of the Garden of Eden.


  If Eden represented the perfect balance between Man and Nature, why was it at the beginning of human history rather than at the end?


  If God had wanted us to remain monkeys, why did he not stop evolution at that point?


  The obvious answer was that God had never removed Man from the Garden. He had simply hidden it.


  Man had to prove that he was worthy, before God would reveal the Garden’s presence, by allowing Man to rediscover it. Here in the shadow of Belsen, its beauty and madness had come once more into new life.


  The little car trembled.


  Had he found the well of human life, the font of all knowledge?


  Not so soon, surely. He had expected years of gruelling study and application. Was this the special magic of Meng and Ecker?


  In the physics of Galileo and Newton, both space and time are ‘deconsecrated’ — no place or time is more significant than any other.


  In Reason’s click-clack we arrive at ‘the banality of all beginnings’.


  Herbie detoured around a half-submerged oven, rusty and sand-spattered. A low drifting cloud, no more than twenty feet from the ground, appeared around the side of the furnace. It was forced low by a hundred black crows which had perched themselves on the ledges of its fluffy pillows.


  A salty bird raised itself on two unsteady legs. “If your love’s the real thing,” it sang from the cloud to the little car, “then where’s my wedding ring?”


  “Madame,” Herbie looked at the crow. “You have been misled. I fear an impostor has deceived you. We have never been introduced.”


  “That’s what they all say,” said a burly-chested crow. The crow threw Herbie a glare that would have extracted blood from a corpse.


  (I have heard this before, thought Herbie.)


  “After, of course,” the second crow continued, “they’ve had their wicked way. My sister Beulahland never lies. Matrimony now, or live forever with your sin.”


  “Dat’s right,” a chorus of assent issued from the flock. “Make your wrong right,” advised the second crow.


  The cloud drifted on its way past Herbie. “If you would care to wait,” he called out politely, “I think I could prove a case of mistaken identity.”


  “We can’t fucking wait,” the whole cloud of crows admonished resignedly. “We’re anchored to this fucking cloud!”


  “That is,” continued a crow from the top of the cloud, “nobody can leave until we marry off his sister.” He pointed a wing at the female crow who had first spoken. She was now standing at the very end tip of the cloud, surveying Herbie.


  “On closer inspection, he’s not my bleeding type,” she concluded. “Besides, he’s a fucking car — I could never have his chicks.”


  “Of that, Madame, you can be sure.” Herbie’s headlights followed the cloud’s passage. A stiff breeze was blowing from the east.


  “You soft cow, we’ll never get off this fucking cloud.” An exasperated old bird wiped a feather across its head. “I can see me dying in this fucking cumulus. I’m sick of eating other birds’ How I long to dip my beak into a juicy earthworm, or even the odd field mouse! Shit, if your mother could see you now,” he turned his back in disgust, “she’d puke green frogs.”


  “I too have my problems,” shouted Herbie, “but I can see this conversation is terminating early.”


  The cloud was shaking furiously with the arguing birds. A debacle had broken out, and a number of frustrated crows were rapidly stabbing their beaks into each other.


  Some of them began to raise a flag bearing the insignia caput corvi (Crow and Dragon, which Herbie recognised as the archetypal symbols of the Prime Matter in its Platonic darkness state).


  The air grew dark as a second flock, of cubic and spherical birds, descended on the fighting crows.


  The crow’s flying prison began to discorporate, raining severed bird heads onto the beach. A chirping voice hail-stoned out, “Oh, to eat pure grain once more, uncrushed with all the aroma of creation in it!”


  School children played games in the sand beneath the doomed cloud. The more serious rode on wooden horses or geese, or simply on hobbyhorse sticks with horse, lion or goose heads at one end, and little wheels at the other.


  Pockets of the living dead shuffled bare-arsed through the fucking sand, their bodies covered with enormous and repulsive running sores and suppurating ulcers.


  Tiny growths hung on the radium women like malformed embryos or sweating meat, obscenely dangling both from between their shoulder blades and the soft insides of their spindled legs.


  One poor unfortunate struggled with three outcroppings of human fungi growing from her fucking head; Mengele-shaped, all whippet arms, thalidomide ray-born, biff-monged, spasmo cousins.


  Clumps of diseased meat, bubbly as soda pop, tied together with bindweed, lay like mutant eggs left by alien marionettes from some wayward torpedoing galaxy.


  These unplanned crops were regularly disgorged onto the greedy sand of Belsen’s seashore, there to be rapaciously eaten by the trawling armies of the starving who were attracted to the resort’s famous visceral dumping grounds.


  Kommandos acted as beachcombers, stripping away bodies with the knotted thongs they carried around their wrists, and homing them into vast lime-chloride pits.


  At the height of the season, when the golden hour of dawn shone citrinitas and rubedo and plagues of the living dead swarmed snafu-like onto the beaches, the Kapo-in-Chief opened the gasoline baths where flesh and fat were stripped from the human skeleton quicker than rats up a drainpipe.


  A man with moyst and driey gangrene leaking from his body fell on Herbie, the minuscule hole in his heart made by the chloroform hypodermic needle still clearly visible.


  “No passengers, love,” said Ecker gently, sweeping the man off the car with his arm. “Another bus along in a minute.” He spoke to the car, “Drive on, Maestro.”


  Belatedly, Ecker made the sign of the cross, before collapsing back, defeated.


  Eyes everywhere, drinking in this land of multiplicity. Herbie was entranced. Rare and precious minerals, verdegris, borale, bole armoniacke, unslaked lime, shot through the aereal and volatil black rocky pools and albedo sand.


  Extermination is the panacea on which we float.


  They came to a clear area of beach, a short way from the sea. “This looks as good a place as any,” sighed Ecker. “We’ll have our picnic here.”


  Dutifully, Herbie stopped. Steam rattled his bonnet and the venomous air throbbed in paralysis and apprehension.


  “Before you park your carcasses, you’ll need a deck-chair and a fucking ticket.” A huge weasel with an antiquated tin machine slung across its barrel chest approached them. “3/11d for a nice day in the sun, mate, or fuck off under the pier with the scum, the stoats, ferrets, badgers and the barely tolerated rat.”


  Not another avatar of ignorance, thought Herbie (as molasses draws flies).


  “Do you think you’re addressing Pitch and Toss?” enquired Ecker irritably, a jaundiced tone underlying his words.


  A rattle of drumsticks came from the weasel. “Come on, what sort of fucking ticket do you want... the Elvis de Luxe?”


  “Watch it. Twatty.” Meng was awake. “Or do you want to chew on a knuckle sandwich?”


  “I wouldn’t mind,” said the weasel confidently.


  “Say no more.” Meng hopped from Herbie and lamped the animal one on the chops. To the half-man’s satisfaction the weasel went down like a sack of shit.


  “Easy.” He dusted his hands. “Now, where’s the fucking grub?”


  Twenty-nine Jews fell on the stunned weasel, dragging it, already half-eaten, behind a discreet dune.


  Dream-drenched, Ecker swung polite feet to the ground and sat down cross-legged on the sand, fenced in by four nipple-erect sandcastles.


  Meng cracked open a tin of Newky Brown and supped thirstily. He surveyed the beach. “Which way’s the talent? God, I’ve got a right stalker on.” To emphasise the magnitude of his problem he thrust his fist down his knickers and levered the garment outwards. He shouted to a comely stoat, sunbathing in a bikini nearby. She turned over and looked appreciatively at Meng.


  “I’m so glad,” she sang to him, “I’m so glad, I’m glad, I’m glad, I’m glad.”


  “So, Pet.” Meng shuffled encouragingly over to her, “your name’s Gladys.” He sat down on a bucket in front of her, making sure she got a good eyeful of what was on offer.


  “My,” he flattered, “you’ve got a handsome pair of top bollocks.”


  For just a moment, or perhaps half an hour, Herbie practised meditation, attempting to feel the soul of this place. He fixed his headlights onto a curiously red strip of sand. Doctor Illuminatus (as he was sometimes called by the superstitious) had dropped by, with a prophylaxis of ideas to send to the Institute of Biological Racial and Evolutionary Research at Berlin-Dahlem.


  Presently, he heard the half-man return.


  Meng was mumbling, “that fucking stoat’s going to die of syphilis.”


  “Stoats don’t die of syphilis anymore,” Ecker informed him.


  “They fucking do when they give it to me,” growled Meng, peering at his burning member.


  Slipping into a diaphanous pink negligée (given to him by Jayne Mansfield after a night’s servicingi) and applying iosis lip gloss brighter than the purpling rose of Dachau, Meng set off for further conquests, algolagnia written large on his features, lagneia sparking his ape body, his breasts pert, his hips grinding an involuntary fuck, his red meatstick (as ever) leading the way into the non-platonic darkness.


  Clarity of gender makes possible the human dialect, reflected Herbie, watching the half-man’s disappearing muscle-tensed back. Let the lines of balanced tensions go slack and the structure dissolves into the ooze of androgyny and narcissism.


  Meng was Zyklon-B dropped into the biological pool.


  On the Meat Rack, Eng and Chang were a disappointment to Dr Mengele. That is, he was a hundred years too late with his little red knife.


  The Bobby Fischer Anti-Time-Pressure Digital Chess Clock.


  Love was heraledlo.


  “You know it’s right if it’s red and white.” Red-haired, freckled-faced, blue-eyed, grinning, toothy, a wooden headed puppet, instantly recognisable from the black-and-white Cosser television set in Auschwitz as Howdy Doody, was leading his regular cast of puppets, Clarabel the Clown, Princess Summer-Fall-Winter-Spring, Dilly Dally and Mr Bluster, around patches of seaweed-entangled pools. The puppets avoided the water (nothing rots wooden legs like salt water). Only Buffalo Bob Smith waded unconcernedly into the winding slip-streams of Belsen Beach.


  “Sure is a lovely day for it,” said Howdy to the Beetle.


  “That it is,” agreed Herbie.


  “You got any Royal Gelatine Desserts on ya?” Hopefully, Howdy hitched up his britches. “They’re ma favourite.”


  “Sorry.”


  “I’ll bet those cunts from British Radio snaffled the lot.”


  “Zorry?” repeated Herbie.


  “Archie Fucking Andrews, Peter Brough, Max Bygraves and that loony piece of stinkwood, Jimmy Clitheroe. Not content with looking like me... Andrews has half-inched my fucking dessert.”


  “Surely, because of the war, all wooden puppets look the same,” said the little car innocently. “It’s the groove in the wood. Besides, Jimmy Clitheroe’s human.”


  “He’s fucking not, he’s a fucking dwarf!” Howdy twirled his six-guns. “Like ‘Monsewer’ Eddie Gray and Robertson Hare. Do ya want fillin’ full o’ lead? I can send ya a Jew ticket, if I have the mind.”


  “Yes, I’m sure, if you would tell me more (He knew he would know less),” said Herbie.


  Howdy began a swinging foxtrot, his puppet troupe following his example. They all began to sing:


  
    “Be-Bop Love of a Jewish kind,


    Shim-Sham-Shimmy,


    Rise, Sally, rise,


    With your shining knives


    And weeping eyes.”

  


  Suddenly Herbie found himself singing a bold song in praise of his mentors. Presently, Howdy was emoting by his side:


  
    “Meng and Ecker drive a car Called Herbie Schopenhauer.


    Meng and Ecker sup and snigger,


    One fucks plants and one fucks niggers.


    Meng and Ecker will maim you good,


    Eat your wife and drink your blood.


    Meng and Ecker can take your life


    With a corkscrew or with a knife.”

  


  “Cowboys and cowgirls, one more time!” encouraged Howdy. Shavings curled from his puppet face with the effort he had put into the song. Always the sign of a true artist, Herbie noted.


  Starving immigrants ran after the troupe, passing the begging bowls amongst the crowds. Soon the carolling Howdy was smothered in a mass of loving bone.


  ‘I Want Some of That’ — Kai Ray.


  Burning Jews. Suckin’ eels. Steve Reeves. Wavy Gravy. Way to go. Zoomerating. Father’s love. Buzz-buzz-buzz. Red cherry wine. The Devil’s heart of fire.


  What Nature made, you’ll never change.


  Charlie Feathers. Howlin’ Wolf.


  Iggy Pop, The Mighty Pop, ‘I Wanna be Your Dog’ (Boy).


  Under the wire. Sojourner Truth.


  Disconnected connections.


  Calling all cows.


  Jews died at my door, at the sound of my voice.


  Click, clack.


  Better an end with Horror, than a Horror without end — Adolf Hitler.


  Smegma Head.


  Sulcus Labionfemoralis. Comissura Labiorum. Labium Majus Pudendi. Sulcus Nympholabialis. Sulcus Preputiolabialis. Preputum Clitordis. Labium Minus Pudendi. Ostium Orethrae, Ostium Vaginae. Portio Vaginalis Cervicis Uteri. Ostium Uteri.


  The hunger zones. Thinner than Huckabee. Fever rocking weenies. Commendable human ships sailing the terminal jump-and-run zones.


  Rock-a-Billy was the rhythm that synchronised the termination camps.


  Everlasting — the big hakenkreuz flags.


  Urchins of Belsen played their games of knuckle bones. The Lemon of Gold winding its way among the clouds. Conciliating monsters orchestrating bands of lyre and gong. Shells left on the beach when the fishes that lived inside them were dead. And swaggering dog-boys, their kiss-me-quick hats perched rakishly on sloping heads, shouldering beat-boxes that thundered gated electric rock fractals of sound (“That’s the sound of Texas, boy. Big as ma old dick. South Texas of the Rio Grande. Tim ‘Redmask’ Holt. Sam the Sham. Kinky Friedman. Hambone. Hog-Fuckers. Show the Jew a trick or two.”).


  Strophantin phials, cardiazol pills and spent Durex packets lay in the detritus thrown up by the ocean. Herbie’s wheels crunched through a variety of crap. He almost stalled when a bundle of water-sodden extermination papers from the notorious camp of Esterwegen, near Papenburg, became logged in his fender.


  Leaving Ecker contentedly eating, Herbie drove to the ocean’s lapping waves. Here the melanosis was at its weakest and the first stages of nigredo spread its natural cancer out into the deeps.


  Infected equinox.


  The Living Circumference had just buried his wife and children in the black waters of the Iss. He waded into the ocean, begging the waters to kill him. His hand massaged the spot over his heart where Dr Mengele had injected Phenol, Porridge, Petrol, Vimto, Evipal, Im-Bru, Chloroform, Cornflakes and Compressed Air into his wilting circulation.


  “Pour it in,” the Doctor had urged, rolling up a willing sleeve; implying the Circumference was monkey strong, and that there was much work to be accomplished before he would have the luxury of the soil.


  To Big Chief Jaw Jaw, the dead were blocks of shit.


  Fucking weasels bent and whinnied as they opened the necks of crying, blood-gusting Jews. Animals had let a few monkeys out of their arses — another mercy killing at the final tick of midnight or Wilde Jaged.


  From under a coral rock, eyes like a shithouse rat followed Herbie. Lung-eating. Hunger driven. A thunderous drum-beat began hitting a ‘one-two, two’ rhythm. An upright slap-bass joined in, and presently Herbie discerned a confident voice shouting from way down below, “Flip, Flop and Fly, don’t care if I die...” An answering voice came echoing from under a revolving rock half-buried in the swirling waters, “And I’ll do the Ubangi Stomp till I roll over dead.”


  Soon, a hundred voices were competing to be heard, before discorporating into the despairing Noosphere.


  Under his breath, Herbie growled a couple of lines from e e Cummings’s ‘Pity This Busy Monster Mununkind’:


  
    “... listen: there’s a hell


    of a good universe next door; let’s go.”

  


  The Buddhists had a word for it, Sunyata — ‘emptiness’ or ‘the void’ (the ubiquitous). Affirmation that it was a living void which gives birth to all forms in the Phenomenal.


  Herbie’s fender bent in an involuntary smile: when the gallows are high, the journey to Heaven is shorter.


  Weasels in the grip of Lhasa fever and a dozen other infectious organisms jetted into the waves, bloodied magenta-red infants flapping between their jaws, pink streamers of burnt flesh threading from their nostrils.


  “Senoritas.” A big weasel gave a yelping laugh. It beckoned to a group of sunbathing mothers. “See... fari vagnari u pizzu... see?” A sizzling baby’s face, frying, the colour of nutty slack, was regurgitated from the weasel’s mouth and sank beneath the Styx.


  “Living isn’t important,” the Volkswagen had overheard Lord Horror confiding to Ecker. “It is how you die that matters. Only the dead have honour. Nirvana is being snug in your coffin.”


  Herbie drove on, following the shoreline towards the pier. Graceful swans frolicked in the waves. A golden carpet went on for miles... of gleaming golden grains of clean, firm sand. A nursery carpet of Brobdingnagian dimensions. Herbie swallowed battery acid. Here, for sure, was the Paradise of Kiddies, their El Dorado of Every Happiness. Budding architects cheerfully constructed fantastical castles and then blissfully knocked them down again. Childish demands were fully satisfied by thrilling donkey rides. Herbie’s throaty engine did a chug-chug.


  Tiger Tim spooned arm-in-arm with his fiancee, Tiger Lily. Gadarene swine snuffled in indiscreetly placed dead pits. Hans and Fritz, the Katzenjammer Kids, played rollerball with the Bobbsey Twins. Mutt and Jeff did pat-a-cake with Krazy Kat. Tintin was trying to hula-hoop, but a nervous child kept throwing shells at his revolving hips. Passing footprints in the sand showed the gangly gait of Ally Sloper.


  Ventriloquists, Punch and Judy with Dog Toby, all brought forth shrieks of laughter from the tiny little souls who were in the seventh heaven of delight. And who cared if the halfdead’s skirts or trousers were just a little splashed when they paddled in the arterial pools? Certainly not Herbie, who rolled cheerfully onward along the seashore, his headlights fixed on the iron pier that jutted into the black sea. Thousands of people crammed onto it. En masse, they seemed to be doing the rhumba or executing the tender, delicate steps of the veleta.


  No fucking ginger beer, crisps and ice cream for them. He crunched migrating horseshoe crabs under his wheels.


  Fuck sun, burning from the radio universe, silted Herbie’s chrome. The oyster man, his white apron and pork pie hat in tatters, called to him from his stand as he went by. “Fresh oysters, cousin; with all the cream of the sea in them.”


  A suffering lowering complaint arose from a long line of pregnant Jewesses who were being escorted across the Golden Mile by SS men riding donkeys. Naked, each with her arm on her sister’s shoulder, they went into the sea, sobbing, piling nigger-happy into the black waters.


  An appropriate verse from an old Pangboumian sea-shanty came into Herbie’s mind:


  
    The Captain had a daughter,


    Forever in the water,


    You could hear the squeals of Conger eels


    Around her sexual quarter.

  


  “C’mon, Tits, move it,” instrumented a wide-hipped Blockalteste, ugly as a shoulder blade, throwing spitballs at the bald heads of the women. “Oh Yeah, let’s have a cool yule. Lift those cunting stalk legs on up, up, up!”


  Herbie frowned. A hundred yards out, a yellow-green ray beamed through the choppy seas in which fish swam or hovered motionless, and beneath the waves the little Volkswagen could make out crowds of jelly-baby-glued Jew women drifting like mermaids, their big walnut-eyed deadcunt faces staring up into the watery negresco sky.


  Behind him, in a high plaintive voice, the oyster man began to sing:


  
    “Here’s the women of Babylon, the Devil and the Pope


    And here’s the little girl just going on the Rope


    Here’s Dives and Lazarus and the World’s Creation,


    Here’s the Tall Women, the like’s not the nation.”

  


  With a sleepy toot on his horn, Herbie acknowledged his song. “Meister Dietrich Eckhart could not have phrased it better.” His voice was one long narcotic drawl.


  Hot-dog vans, motor dodgems, donkey rides and a variety of stalls... selling Jokes, Tricks, Wigs, Novelties and Puzzles dotted this area of the beach. Empty packets of Nuttal’s Minties swirled in Herbie’s wake as he made good progress towards the pier, hampered only by blood pools kept readily topped-up with imported corpses trucked-in from the smaller camps of Belzec, Majdanek, Treblinka and Sobibor.


  Idiotic puddle ducks, Peter Rabbit in a bright new blue coat, kittens wrapped in roly poly puddings. The flame tuik fast upon her cheik, tuik fast upon her chin; tuik fast upon her faire bodye — she bum’d like Holling Green.


  After Wagner’s Sturm und Drang, the musical primitivism of Auschwitz stewed between Howlin’ Wolfs ‘Going Down Slow’ and Charlie Feathers’s ‘I Can’t Hardly Stand It’. Rockabilly held natural Nazi glamour and swagger, the pumping thrill of release. Only classic rock ’n’ roll — Larry Williams’s ‘Dizzy Miss Lizzy* — nailed down further its towering evil and unrelenting sleaze.


  Rock never came harder.


  As the war years closed and jumbled together, rockabilly was being increasingly heard in all the kamps. Lord Haw-Haw was regularly broadcasting it. So too was Monsieur Radiolo, Lord Horror, from Radio Reichsrundfunk, who always tended to favour GloryRock’s esoteric byways... ‘Esquerita and the Voola’, ‘Alligator Wine’, ‘Papa Oom Mow Mow’.


  Under the aether.


  The mysteriousness of voices coming through the ether into the kamps gave many listeners a heightened sense of intimacy. The phenomenon of listeners thinking that the voice addressed them directly, or was meant only for them, sometimes led lonely or disturbed people to complex delusions of persecution, or to attempt to take their own life.


  Exit from Auschwitz was usually through the fucking chimney. Herbie coughed. If the war didn’t end soon, all Poland would be a Belsen or Birkenau. Like Topsy, it just kept a-growin’.


  The red beetle ducked and jived through the crowds of beach bums. The hullabaloo from the pier grew louder by the second, and from the horizon the dark chugging smoke from Raphael the Tug Boat joined with the smearing grease rising from Belsen’s quirky chimney pots into one nimbus smoke ghost. “They asked me how I knew...” Herbie whispered the words to the song “...my true love was true.” Herbie sang sweetly. “Zomething deep inzide, cannot be denied... zmoke gets in yer eyez.”


  Bearing all the signs of chemotherapy, a beautiful mother — scarcely eleven years old, Herbie guessed — crouched naked by a brimming arterial pool. Herbie came to an abrupt halt. He was surprised to see scores of big leeches on her naked body. The mother removed two more leeches from the pool and stuck them on her stick-thin arms. A Tesco trolley (a K-Mart reject) containing the bones of her dead infant lay discarded in the nook of a nearby dune. Tufts of hair sprouted from her shrivelled scalp, and her undernourished figure made his gear stick stiff. Curiosity and amour got the better of him. He sidled up for a closer inspection.


  “Madame,” said Herbie, his motor purring, “I hardly know anything about you... but I feel I could derive a great deal of joy from knowing you even if we have to maintain a banal tone in our public conversation. Madame, these words are said without reflection, because if I thought too much, I would not be talking to you in such intimate surroundings. Obviously you have a boyfriend, perhaps a husband, to whom you recite, under similar conditions of intimacy, those pretty verses that we hear from afar. Perhaps a wink to signal your willingness to tear away the veil of your anonymity?”


  The mother turned and looked incomprehendingly at the little car. Her mouth creased into a swelling grin and dropped open. The tongue that lolled forth was mottled with black leeches.


  “Saint Ford!” breathed Herbie, averting his headlights. “What a fettling way to end such a young life... and by your own hand too on this bright sunny afternoon!”


  Reinhold Niebuhr’s Serenity Prayer came easily to him: “God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change, the courage to change the things I can, and the wisdom to know the difference.”


  Mosley’s Biff Boys, on a package holiday from Blighty, shouldered to one side a group of lepers. Herbie winced. After the encounter, several beachcombers feasted on a nourishing assortment of severed limbs.


  One remedy for leprosy was to bathe in blood.


  Smallpox wobbled the legs.


  Close by, Docteur Feville pulled a leper’s foot hard, wriggled the toes, killed a cock, and marked the ankle with crosses and circles in blood, chanting all the while. Then he made a plaster of sureau and barrachin leaves which he bound on, beneath a poultice of hot commeal, and bandaged it tight. He made the leper drink an aphrodisiac called chat rouge, sold in bottles by sorceresses, made from small octopus-like squid, dried and powdered and dissolved in rum.


  When the leper exploded, blood flew out as if from a sprinkling-pot, and Herbie was drenched in a rich ox-blood red.


  He drew hurriedly away. A few thunderclouds were floating in the air. Muspel light blazed down onto the little KdfWagen. Ulfire and Jale illuminated wee mites with hoops and sticks who troggled across the sand, sunbathing in the bright red glow coming off Herbie.


  Under an oppressive stalking sky, Herbie could have passed for a fucking dog’s dinner. A sheerest peignoir of blood, and morsels of diseased flesh, draped him. His mileometer clocked up untrodden philosophies.


  Beyond the dunes and the Muskrat Hills, off-yellow and smoke-green yiddlerpods had been planted in straight rows amongst white seafields of maize (white milk make yellow butter). Hatching waist-deep from the spring shoots, the naked and emaciated Jews gently swayed in the spring breeze. Only their blind heads moved with purpose, turning this way and that, seeking the black mass of their vendor, Kamp Kommandant Josef Kramer, the Beast of Belsen, and his zydecko-playing SS ‘Bon-Ton-Roulette’ Stormtroopers.


  Just why the Germans were actually growing Jews was a mystery to Herbie. They appeared to be having quite enough trouble with the millions they already had. But the German mind was ever mysterious, steeped in nostalgie de la bove (nostalgia for the mud). Moon wired.


  Sammy the Shark, The Glory’s In His Teeth. Tommy Tungston, With His Silver Hand. Teddy Tail, From The Daily Mail. Taggy-toons. Wally Nibbler, The little Fibber. The Iron Fish. Bertie Bun, The Baker’s Boy. Big Eggo. Wuzzy Wiz, Magic Is His Biz.


  As Herbie approached the Pier of Raphael, crowds thickened around him and his engine was assailed with the stink of the Black Plague. Old friends, both toon and human, shipped in a bobbing throng of infected meat produce, and a myriad strangers surged by him in a clogging soup of dancing bones. He drove slowly through them and fought up a final incline of grassy sand dunes, his wheels churning clouds of sand in soft golden waves. To his relief he came at last to the pier and lost no time in rolling onto its wooden floor. Brushing along its iron railings as he went by, he scraped his side doors clean of blood.


  Teams of the plague-weary undulated the latest dance craze, a sort of medieval rap cracked out by peasant yiddlers dressed as skeletons. Stick-thin nudes buzz-footed the Beetle as he drove slowly through the crowds. Bonfires of orange leaves, camphor and sage, vainly tried to cleanse the air of its bitter sulphurous taste. The dancing cadavers reminded Herbie that all in Belsen would soon be ‘dead, naked, rotted and stinking’, and that, ultimately, ‘power, honour and riches’ meant nothing, as empty as the winding Orinoco, the great Venezuelan river, flooding endlessly on into the Styx, growing blacker by the mile, tortuous and hogrodding.


  Companies of Fools jangled bells to disperse the plague fright with pranks and jokes about dead relatives. Even Herbie attempted a throaty chuckle when a delirious yiddler, with the plague germ lodged firm and tight in his lung, sprayed a side-snoot of blood from his nose.


  Beneath the pier, toiling toons were employed to dig great open pits and bury the dead. They sprinkled sand between the layers of corpses like cheese between layers of lasagne.


  This was all part of history’s flow, Herbie reminded himself, a ricorso of events past. Beneath his wheels two Jews crunched together in a bubblegum of sweet colours.


  Back in 1351, shortly after the Great Mortality, hardly a yiddler was left alive in Central Europe. Hysterical plague victims accused Jews of poisoning well water and ‘corrupting the air’. Debtors and the poor began to set-to with a will, killing Jews in mass immolations. In some cities, Catholic mobs nailed Jews four-square to stakes before they fried them, while other Jews were sealed in wine casks and floated down the foul fucking Rhien.


  Yids often denied their pyromaniacal persecutors’ satisfaction by burning themselves in their own houses.


  Not uncoincidentally, on this bright day, bands of black whippers roamed the Jew-packed pier flogging themselves with knotted leather and iron spikes. They were constantly being besieged by families of yiddlers pleading for fucking immolation.


  Men and women stripped themselves, scourging each other on crucifixes or Stars of David, singing mournful songs to the Fuhrer, emperor of all their deceiving dreams.


  Herbie was soon caught up in their bloody performance. The dancers seemed profoundly moved, shaking and sobbing violently, their tears and shouts of ecstasy drowning out the revving sound of his motor. When one of the flagellants died in a frenzy, throwing his bloody whip onto Herbie’s back seat, the little car made a determined effort to be elsewhere.


  Here and there Herbie could see single Jews burning on the pier, their white heads silent, trailing black smoke which snarled up into the heavens, triggering sadomasochistic sex orgies amongst the expiring bones.


  Death was a lively, bony and erect fellow who danced, sang and fornicated without conscience. Death had a mocking grin. He carried Unamuno’s ‘The Tragic Sense of life’. The Leveller frequently stalked the harbour of Belsen. He could be seen in the early hours before dawn, trawling the black sea and golden sand, scythe and hour-glass in his gloved hands.


  St Simon Stylite had so many worms crawling out of his skin that visitors could not stand to look at him.


  Herbie recoiled. Skin broke, scaled and cracked. Psoriasis, eczema, fungi, leucoderma and ergot sprouted on the inhabitants of Belsen Pier like a fucking garden.


  Pustules melted faces and backs in a sea of blood.


  The raw bone strength of Horror was fuelled with Führergewalt.


  The rickettsia of typhoid fever resembled mice stools. Plague bacilli had a jelly-bean shape.


  A high yellow mosquito of a man, cultivating a persona of Eeyore-like gloom and misanthropy, tripped up to Herbie and said, “I used to do The Wriggle, but Sachsenhausen and Buchenwald cured me. Brought joy to my soul.”


  From a tinny-sounding transistor half-buried in the sand Monsieur Radiolo was broadcasting Howlin’ Wolfs ‘Commit a Crime’, and ‘Pipeline’ by The Chantays. Both numbers seemed to extend the passion and mystery of Belsen-Bergen.


  Lord Horror’s infamy had reached the furthest corners of the earth.


  Lord Horror. King BEAST of Auschwitz.


  Corporeal crawling JEW killer; Horror of the world. Glorious concupiscence of all it wants.


  CHRIST used dogges as the men of Sodoma and he drank everie day from the pizzle of a mule.


  Vpon a certaine tyme as he was goinge to the oratory of S. Iohne, which is in the topp of the mountaine: the olde enemy of mankinde vpon a mule like a phisition, met him caryinge in his hand a home and a morter. And when he demanded whether he was goinge. To your monkes (quoth he) to giue them a drench.


  
    Out at night


    Break the rule


    Put my thing in


    The coalman’s mule

  


  Jews were the long DISEASE of Horror’s life.


  Epileptics and choreatics and yiddlerics crawled in the mud of creation. Swamp and swine fever fed on their blood, thrashing out their neighbours’ lives. Mussus the Jew from Thur near Vevey lifted a cunt-weight of Judas-heavy muck and deposited it on the free back of a drippydick.


  And out of the deadly Styx came Raphael the Tug Boat, its big candy-pink face shining in the eldritch light. Shoals of rats and cuttlefish and increased manta-rays swam alongside its wide bows. From its trunk two muscular naked arms propelled the boat through the thick waters of Belsen’s harbour, and it bore down swiftly on Herbie. Sputum suffused with blood sprayed the little car, and breath foul as the Irwell in high summer melted the paint from the Volkswagen’s bonnet like snow-wreath in thaw.


  “I was born dead,” snorted the tug-boat, bucking in the great sea. “Don’t you know the Devil when he’s got on a new coat of paint?” Blains, tokens and whelks raised on his face, and Herbie immediately recognised the diseased countenance of Signor Mussolini — Il Duce.


  Musso-the Wop (he’s a big-a-da-flop).


  Von Drippentop.


  ‘I don’t believe that anyone venerates Mussolini more than I’ — Stravinsky.


  A first-class craftsman had carved the statesman’s profile with magic hands — the likeness was remarkable! Years ago, Herbie had the honour of driving Mussolini to his many meetings with Adolf, and the Duce was always careful with the upholstery, and used the ashtray like a gentleman.


  Herbie drove free of the grim humours that surrounded him and stared out in wonder over the falling waves of the black ocean. He could see on the tug-boat’s decks millions of creeping, crawling, eating, digesting things — Aspergillus, Strongyloides, Cryptosporidium, Coccidioides, Nocardia — feasting on the despairing flesh and bone, acting like looters after a natural disaster.


  Silhouetted against Raphael’s face, Herbie followed the movements of a naked woman. She was falling to pieces in a state of living putrescence.


  The Blueberry Pirate would have envied her gait and anguished dispensing flesh.


  “I don’t do, Maestro, I am.” Raphael’s long dog of a mouth laughed. “Zecken Raus.” (Parasites get out.)


  Dead juices were just being tipped from Raphael’s decks, making room for fresh importations of humours.


  What remained alive of the boat’s day-trippers staggered down the lowering gangplanks, disease-triggered, terminal.


  Banditono, a Jew of Villeneuf, with his best negro by his side, almost leapt onto the pier. He had boarded clean, but now the twin pox, Variola Major and Minor had got a grip, not to mention Aëdes Aegypti, and his colour was as yellow as the cornmoon fields of Allhallowtide.


  Judah Klein, a wigmaker from Warsaw, now possessor of a saddle-nose, did the hurly, as the vital spirit — the thing the Greeks called pneuma — fizzled out from him like sherbet from a bottle.


  Hymie the Kebab, dropping stuff to the left and right, riding Mycobacterium leprae as best he fucking could, slipped gracefully under the black waters.


  Recalcitrant Jews with the gaunt phthisic look of the tubercular drank from steins overflowing with ‘King’s Evil’ (bringing on the power of Wreck-A-Pum-Pum).


  Two nuns with Treponema ballidum, sucking Kendal Black Drops, blessed the gathered Animalculae and Spirochaete.


  Mystical high magic, low magic, hoodoo, orisha, santerta and obeyah stung the fucking air. A Jewess on a broomstick flew from a Leben ist quatsch cloud and rolled above Herbie’s bonnet, her eyes firmly set on the Calvary road. In desperation she cast a tragic magic spell full of the Quatre parishes of the universe — earth, wind, fire and water, invoking the spirit of healing meat; the barking glow of Eliezar and Peter Pumpkin.


  In fucking Jewish law, in each fucking generation, the hope of the world rests on ten pure souls — tzaddikin — without whom the universe would fragment.


  “Here’s the place where no lies are told,” Herbie said regretfully. “The buckets-of-blood in the middle of Nowhere.” His hubcaps rattled angrily. “The Alabama Hog Spinney.”


  Herbie returned to where he had never been, a sugar-eared native of Belsen revolving around him. Two women with Cadbury’s chocolate-button noses supped thirstily from dustbowls, and a naked pilgrim, streaks of caramel tacking together his flesh, was murdering a Big Mac.


  The Land of Tummy Ache was rumbling.


  The vessels of Sugar Plum Duff were slowly starving.


  Disease was the only stuff regularly eating; basking in the light of Christ.


  The little car felt as though he were rounding the Horn in a nor’-nor’-easter with a gale the size of Texas howling up his exhaust.


  Holding a bottle of pluck in one paw and a joint in the other, a burly hound that Meng had recently turned-out, sat itself down in Herbie’s driving seat. “I grew up eating andouille and travelling in a pirogue,” stated the hound, foam lathering its jaw.


  “If it’s got a face, I’ll eat the fucker.” Raphael’s warning carried above the wailing crowds on the pier.


  Diverting his wiring, Herbie sent a sharp electric shock through his steering wheel.


  “Christ-up-my-arse!” The hound leapt from the little Volkswagen, landing on its neck, emoting like Guy Lombardo. Seconds later a yiddler wielding a cane made from a dozen bulls’ penises cracked its skull open under the fucking big blue sky.


  Herbie began softly singing:


  
    “Fé dodo mon petit bébé


    Crabe dans cal al lou


    Maman li couri la revière


    Fé dodo mon petit bébé.”

  


  A Naomi Campbell look-alike was parading on the wrong boards — fifteen teeth-flashing Jews took her from the feet up, shouting for seconds at the head.


  “My eyes mint gold,” groaned Raphael.


  Herbie’s engine cooked.


  Carts of testicles and ovaries herded together, hindering Herbie’s flight. The little Volkswagen chanced one last look at die tug-boat.


  “I was born game.” Raphael’s jowly, long pork-pie head loomed above him. A Burne Hogarth sea, expressionistic, turbulent and psychotic, lashed the boat’s frenzied face. A scream bit from his red lips.


  Little Richard’s Specialty records were stripped down weapons of terror. The merciless stop-start beat, that ecstatic voice rutting over an endless riff — the anguished voice of Auschwitz made commercial.


  Herbie could feel the power in the motor surge. Inadvertently, he crushed sundry camperlings and Funktioners in his acceleration. He flew in a careening leap into the air. The bright translucent sky that canopied Belsen threw clouds of lunatic-pink around him and he disappeared, smearing a corcus blight from his exhaust.


  The Styx seemed to rear up, and Herbie watched in dread as the pier and its inhabitants sank beneath waves black as the hobs of hell.


  “And you were born from a mechanical womb... pissed out from recycled fenders, shat from the soft flesh of the Fuhrer’s hands, destined for a lifetime’s servitude under the dog-grip of the world’s biggest numb-nuts. Cease to exist, ahh!”


  Raphael’s laughing shout carried up to Herbie, shaking his chassis, loosening screws from his undercarriage.


  “No, I don’t think so,” Herbie reassured himself.


  “You’ll find anything more than a mouthful is wasted, you little four-wheeled bastard!”


  Herbie swanned under a cloud frosted with gossamer sperm.


  Flight was never a palatable option for a brave car. His dignity might be fractured, he reasoned, but tomorrow was another day. His headlights scanned the teeming beaches, seeking his mentors. Next time he would not allow diffidence and inane curiosity to lead him bow-legged away so easily from the meaning of life. In the future, he would hang on to every fucking word Meng and Ecker uttered.


  [image: Motherfuckers-100_2R]


  FLECKED WITH SORES, Lord Horror’s big-boned face tricked into genetic rictus. He closed a Jean Paul Gaultier PVC jacket tight about his naked chest. A yard high shoot of black dreadlocks licked and spiralled from the dome of his scalp. In the spiderweb of his coiffure, white sperm was formed into a thick pool. Burnt red cherries, gold apricots and cinnamon-frosted tangerines floated on its milky surface. Behind his pale mask of insouciance, Horror half-raised his thin hand.


  “Are you playing the Dead Man?” He was being invited by the ironically smiling Irishman. Sodium flicked. An absorbing circle of gloom darkened the room.


  “On the contrary,” Horror replied soothingly. He placed a black card face-up. “Occam’s Razor — Entia non sunt multiplicanda.”


  William Joyce held his cards in a loose fan. He folded two from the pack and left them, face-up, on the chrome table. “The Hanging Moon in juxtaposition with The Horse and Cantle.” In Lord Haw-Haw’s voice there was a trace of brogue; it melted from him, soft and melodious.


  As if depositing an article of profound value, Horror placed a boned hand on the table, casually leafing three cards into the gloom. In the custom of the game, Horror spoke their names. “The Cromm Rat, The Sapple Moon and The Sum of Nothingness.”


  To Horror’s left, grim figures shifted in the schwartz. Tullyhooks and bellhats clattered. At just that instant the air in the room was compressed, and a low moan fell upon the seated men.


  Horror drew a thin cigarette to the side of his cruel lips, satisfied the game was his. “Over your head, I believe, through your body, your soul discorporates.”


  “Marriage.” The Irishman’s face was blank. “The first kiss of the day.”


  “My hand enters yours.” Horror heard the dull thud of his heartbeat and the rhythmic grind of the spinning globe. Here, in this subterranean crypt, travelling through the bowels of the earth, sight and sound were muffled, oblique, extinguishing. “Everything is exactly the way it is.”


  “Except for the biological sport.” Joyce removed his wide-brimmed hat and a pair of ribboned eye-glasses. He smiled at Horror. “Crawling fresh upon the clean Earth.”


  “The first time I went to Atlanta,” ruminated Horror, “construction everywhere.” He stretched his long legs. He was wearing Katharine Hamnett monochrome overtrousers. A dozen Silver Fish Ray-Bans were stitched into their linings. “Kicking up red Georgia clay, buildings thrown up where highways hadn’t yet been built. The continual din of jackhammers and blare of airhoms. Sand hogs dancing.” He fell silent.


  A neurotic thrill coursed through him.


  A smell, of apes and roses, Junculiaii or Japasima, seeped into Horror — and something that suggested High Mass... incense, vespers sung by choirboys. A memory of childhood. Pierrepoint, the despised hangman... moved in the shadows beyond. He had the impression of a powerful figure, a giant, inexorably creeping through the gloom towards their table.


  “Know your problem, Willie?” Only the madflick of Horror’s dipping eyelids betrayed his agitation.


  “I’m sure you’re going to tell me.”


  The Lord held out his open palms. “You bucked the system at the wrong time.”


  “That simple?” On the Irishman’s black shirt acidic deposits from Horror’s spermpool appeared, white as gaffed tuna on a moonlit beach.


  A red cherry rolled down Horror’s arm. “You’ll learn.” His fist closed and he popped the cherry quickly into his mouth.


  “When I broadcast from Radio Reichsrundfunk,” said Joyce, “governments listened.”


  “When I broadcast from Radio Reichsrundfunk...” Horror offhandedly parodied, “Alan Freed and Elvis Aaron Presley listened.”


  “Queenie said you had a sarkie tongue.” Haw-Haw gathered the cards from the table and placed them in his trouser pocket.


  “And I always thought James said that.” Horror spoke abstractedly. Such were the tiny increments of life. He grieved for the truth of history. The new world invented its own mythologies. And New York was not the melting pot of America — New Orleans was. That strange mix of sorrow, despair and excitement. Though New Orleans was barely America... more like Marseilles.


  Horror remembered a mission with Agent Enotris Johnson. They had entered the Crescent City at dawn on a showplace paddle boat. Enotris had been sharp off the mark, killing Cosimo Matassa on the banks of the brown, half-flooded Mississippi.


  It was evening when he eventually found Blue-Blaze-Laudanum. The Creole was leisurely seated on an armchair in the gardens of an imperial white-columned plantation house set well back among weeping willows. From the seafront boulevards of Lake Pontchartrain, Horror had moved west, easing his corpse frame slowly between creeper-clad trees that shut out the moon. In the gardens of the plantation house, nasal voices, twanging guitars and gospel harmonies had drifted in the evening air. What had they been playing? Horror pressed a long bloodless finger to his chin. ‘Pallet on the Floor’... ‘Big Chief? Still, it was academic. He had homed in on the beat of a drum machine, which was the amplified thought processes of the Creole. He had quietly dispatched Blue-Blaze-Laudanum, slitting his two throats with a serrated razor. Blood had crawled and climbed skyward in a fitful cancer.


  He had last seen Enotris in Albuquerque, New Mexico, a can of Budweiser in his hand, an enigmatic look on his savagely beautiful aquiline Indian face.


  We are all part of the Heraclitean stream.


  Old Tom Eliot had defined British culture in terms of: ‘A cup final, the dog races, the dart board, Wensleydale Cheese’. A polite cough interrupted his reverie.


  He looked at Joyce and spoke evenly: “Regulators are looking for him.”


  “Who?” Joyce raised a quizzical eyebrow.


  “Josey Wales,” replied Horror in passing. “He was a Bobby Dazzler, and no mistake!”


  “Before he got hit by Jewish lightning.”


  “Angst, My Ducks, never fails,” Horror said dismissively. Shellfish, squid, remoras swimming in elkhom coral. The head of a tiger shark floating between lacy miniature pagodas. Colonial organisms. Sea zombies. Raindrops the size of half-crown pieces. Ireland, the Dear Green Place, the Sean-Bhean-Bhoch, the Old Woman of Sorrow. The beautiful Maude Gonne, who captivated the heart of Yeats, wearing a buoyancy compensator to keep her anchored to the floor of the ocean. Horror scraped at a sore. “Don’t use water.”


  A rich flow of blood, upright razors riding in its undulations, came in a rush from the gloom. It eddied over the table towards the two men in a deliberate serpentine passage and Horror thought he heard in its substance the lonesome whistle of a freight train, low and mournful on the track. His hair licked out. “Romantic Ireland’s dead and gone, it’s with O’Leary in the grave.” A sneer crossed his face, sperm coated his dreads in frosted stardrops. “Too fucking right! Dead Fenian heroes make my bleeding teeth ache.”


  Horror drew his chair in close, allowing the blood to cascade greedily over the table onto his lap, soaking his privates in welcome ochre. “I’m an old fish.” A beatific grin spread over his features. “I know a hook when I see it.” Deliberately he lowered his gaunt frame, pressing his elbows flat, sliding his bodyweight across the table into the blood. His head sank low. Beneath arched brows Horror’s eyes glared a sombre red. His voice broke into a grim monotone. “Elvis said to me, ‘Do you think I’m playing the Devil’s music?’.” Horror gave an evil laugh. “I said, ‘Hell, boy, you are the Devil’.” A half-rotten apricot dropped from his locks, impaling itself on a razor.


  “Spend a big dollar,” opined Horror, swallowing a mouthful of blood in its final spasm. Fastidiously, he wiped his lips. “Buy oranges, that’s the ticket.”


  Joyce looked at the supine lord. If they could only see him now! The pride of England indeed! What was he saying? He leaned over, trying to catch more of Horror’s elliptical speech. “Not I. The second moon controls the Earth. Sleep no more my unborn sister. In the bite of a vampire there is an anticoagulant and the victims carry on bleeding for hours after the vampire has left the scene. Big city slickers. Zone benders. Hierarchical worlds of vast skyscrapers. Ether jumpers of the phantom empire.”


  Joyce stood up. Nothing he heard made sense. He retrieved a card from his pocket and let it rest in the evaporating blood. Steam came off the table in miniature clouds of a bromine colour. He stared reflectively at ‘Le Maison Dure’ (‘The Fall of the House of God’). Not enough. Never enough.


  How many times had he and Horror played the game? Certainly not more than half-a-dozen times during the last half-century. He had often asked himself whether the game was part of some predestined charade. What a strange and mysterious world he had grown accustomed to... here in the limbo of reason.


  He now believed Lord Horror was not the skilled player he at first appeared to be. The fact that he always won was just fate’s cruel chicanery. Simply, Horror was programmed to win, just as he himself was programmed to lose.


  Was this the price he paid for betraying England?


  That he had never done... betrayed England, despite the trial, despite Albert Pierrepoint. He touched the scar on the right-hand side of his face. The scar ran from just behind his ear to the corner of his mouth. When he drew the finger away he knew that it would be covered with fresh blood, as indeed it was. When Pierrepoint had hung him, the scar had split open at the moment of his death. Since then he had never quite managed to join the flesh.


  Relief was his paramount emotion. He would rather not be the one to win. Let Horror walk the facile earth. Mankind was to be despised, not courted. The intervening years had at least taught him that. It was Horror’s curse to be returned.


  He had quite lost the will to participate.


  By will alone, I set my mind in motion.


  The accepted fallacy — that Hell was an imaginary realm, an absurd cauldron of redemption, guilt and ennui — was problematic. In fact, Hell was a tangible world. The glamorous Countess Markievicz who stalked the streets of Dublin with a revolver and a great plumed hat, had once told him he would get what he wanted but lose what he had. An accurate prediction, as it turned out.


  Hell existed below the ground wherever there was suffering on the Earth’s soil.


  He had roamed the grottoes and bunkers of the Earth’s interior since 1946. God knows, that was time enough to consider Hell’s geographical position, if not its exact location. But his internal vessel was not equipped for that voyage. The compass for Hell’s latitude and longitude was unreliable, the map often misleading, its boundaries forever shifting, vague, elusive.


  This he did know: leviathan hells were vast tidal hurricanes, sweeping all before them, emanating in unceasing waves from the point of suffering, staining, polluting the core of the Earth: Auschwitz, Dachau, Belsen, roasting hells forever travelling through the earth.


  Hiroshima too, but that was a clean hell, a pure white shroud, almost a heaven.


  Cambodia, Iran, Afghanistan, Yugoslavia and their like were phantom hells that lingered for a while and then lost their potency — spheres within hells which travelled only briefly through the earth before discorporating.


  Ireland, his homeland, was a hell that had matured from being a phantom hell to being a true hell — a hell of antiquity, a phantom hell promoted.


  Like South Africa.


  Horror was surprised at the sudden thought. At a subconscious level he had accessed the Irishman’s mind. What was it his brother James had written about Hell? ‘Earthly fire consumes what it bums, the fire of Hell has this property, that it preserves that which it bums and though it rages with incredible intensity, it rages for ever’.


  One of his brother’s more inspired passages.


  Horror knew that he and William Joyce were in Crawlspace, the ubiquitous annexe to all hells; that the Being in darkness to his left was the symbol of the hell that, as winner of the game, he would presently access.


  But what manner of being was it? Horror wiped his lips.


  He swung his head. Dried sperm powder went unwillingly into the gloom. “Fuck that!” He’d cut them down like wheat before the sickle.


  He entertained no paradoxes. He felt for his razor. It lay, still, warm and snug, in his pocket. His head ached. Blood pounded, forcing a vein on his temple to stand out, blue and cupreous. He splayed his hands on the table to steady himself.


  Back in the 1920s he and Jessie had shared the stage of the Steam Clock Music Hall in Birmingham with Nellie Wallace, Queen of the Clog Dancers. Though she was well in her 60s she had sung an appealing duet with Austin Rudd, ‘Bobbing Up and Down like This’, and won polite applause from the evening crowd. During the intermission he had talked Jessie into competing, and they sang a duet together. ‘A Boy’s Best Friend is His Mother’. Cheeky, really, because that was Nellie Wallace’s theme tune, and the audience had been quick to let them know it! He smiled. A cauliflower was thrown and had bounced off his head, narrowly missing little Tich who happened to be standing in the wings.


  On the day he had let air into One-Minute-Monger, vagrant Chief of the Uzzuriii, Bobby Sands had stood at the Gates of Heaven, and the Long Kesh dead entered A1 Araaf. The crucible of long experience, the primate legacy, to snatch defeat from the jaws of victory.


  In Fermanagh, South-Tyrone, 30,000 voted for Bobby Sands. Did that assist when he stood before Saladin the Jin? Horror was always appreciative of a good joke; the Iron Lady, atramental, elecktric Mother of Scorpions, pitchwoman for thestral digital angst, sodomitical and zoophilic.


  Yessir, Jokemeinsters could slick real hells into life, no problem, chuffer.


  A distant boom thrilled the air.


  He looked into the gloom. More porous to the imagination. He would not be the patsy twice. Straightening his etiolated form, he allowed his hands to sink languidly back into his pockets.


  “I’ve not brought my shammy.” His voice was low, betraying a witless hum.


  He heard an answering ‘click’ from the enfolding gloom, as if a bone had been abruptly wrenched from a body.


  “But don’t fret.” He called out loudly. His razor nestled comforting and tight in his fist. “My haemoglobin tester is here.”


  He felt a tide of blood surge through his cranium and a red trickle ease across his lips. His thick dreadlocks jangled around his saturnine features, almost cloaking his head. The air, being pushed before him, was humid, foetid, like scented musk from a caged ape. Something in haste was coming...


  “Mad Tom of Bedlam.” Horror’s irises passed beneath the roof of his skull. “In perpetual everlasting grace.”


  Abstractedly, he began to eavesdrop on his own mind, which was broadcasting a disjointed elliptical clamour on a frequency to which he rarely had access.


  (To see so far into the future he perceived his own back too far forward to hold his life forever to answer his own Pentravis Pendragon Pendlebury so hard he could not see so much of his life to hold enough so worried he could not hold life to his answer to his pray to hold a note of his answers to hold a word enough for to hold his life to never see so much grasp I hold enough water I never see your life in terms of so much exposed never set eye on my own life to fire life I never watch it redeem so answer it tomorrow I never see so much worry to for his breath I would never to hold a hat to passion I passion I find joy in Heaven I spy blind mice I can never see my life Ephesian evermore escalope to hold on to a bum everywhere forever.)


  The banality shocked him.


  “You are a caution, Horace.” Lord Haw-Haw’s voice came like a slap. “You’re getting all worked up over nothing. What’s the problem? You won...”


  A white thing came in a rush from the gloom. It came at Horror so fast that he saw nothing but a blurred image of bone. He socked out with his razor and pulled a line of weak blood from the form that now clattered over his back. The thing seemed to bite in on his jacket, and he twisted over, shrugging the garment from his back. It dropped to the floor. Horror stepped back and slashed his blade forward. Grey hair and a covering of skin danced about him. He looked down. On his fallen jacket, embracing it, curled in an embryo was a starved emaciated figure of a man. The sepulchral figure wrapped the jacket in a foetus grip.


  “Mandela’s Earth!” exclaimed Horror. Exotic pansies, nasturtiums, sea anemones. Flora and fungi of the midnight sun. Etiolated spirits and severed heads. Electronic apes.


  Ape-tronic. Glue. Preserved duck, enriched with gavage, cooked so that the flesh is melting. Cassoulets. Braised oxtails. Foie Gras. Spot lines. Stuffed geese. Pickled sausages. Live well, die hard.


  “Just give me a snifter of Old Gold Armagnac,” Horror clucked. “With its bouquet of crushed Carmel prunes.” His nostrils dilated and his breath came in heavy pulls.


  Another white figure, scuttling low on the ground, came at him. Horror thought it was an albino dog and he lashed out with his foot. It was a woman. He caught her in the ribs, toppling her sideways. For an instant her emaciated white face, with its large sorrow-filled eyes, drank him in. One swift stroke from his razor closed her down.


  Horror sang out:


  
    “I’ve sent the Duke of Zippity-Zap,


    To slip the Queen a dose of clap.


    To pass it on to the Bastard


    King of England.”

  


  Uilleann pipes rang in Horror’s head.


  “Horace, what are you doing?” A perplexed William Joyce watched Horror pirouetting, mouthing gobbledegook and dancing with himself. Only the disquieting presence of two bone-handled razors separated the scene from farce. Horror had passed too many caskets.


  Another white thing left the schwartz and flew across the top of the table. A fierce red tongue flickered in its crab mouth and a spray of saliva, black and thick as crude oil, swept over Horror’s upturned face.


  A symphony of hoots fell from his lips. He dropped back, taking the figure — clasped tightly in his arms — in a gleeful jig. Horror allowed the man one kiss, then his razor crept serenely downwards, castrating him in a single decisive stroke.


  “True Romance,” advised Horror, “means giving up the things we love.” He blew softly into the man’s ear. From below, a scent from blooms of fresh roses filled the room.


  “Hey up!” Horror rose into the air. For some minutes the figures danced frantically, then the white salt demised in his arms. Horror planted both of his razors upright in the man’s head, for safe-keeping and convenience, and he gripped the bag of bones more intimately to his chest.


  “No slacking, now!”


  A litany of whoops and exultations fell from him. “Let’s go, let’s go, let’s go, let’s go, let’s go, let’s go!” Horror kicked his legs high and took off on a mad Cossack Lambada, the corpse snug against his naked flesh. “Come on, Rabbit Ears, let’s dance up a fucking ape-storm! No-holds-barred — everything goes...” his lips wriggled and snapped, his thin hips pumped obscenely “... let’s go, let’s go, let’s go, let’s go, go, go, go!”


  As if caught up in a gale, his dreadlocks shook and trembled. Whirlpools of sperm coned into the air. A pale vortex of semen ran from the centre of his hair. With a clawed hand he gripped his partner’s scrawny neck and twisted it a fast 100 degrees. Bones and tissue parted. He retrieved his razors and flung the carcass dismissively back into the gloom.


  “He’s not paid his ticket.”


  Horror wiped hot liquid off his face and folded his arms across his naked chest. A sliver of semen dripped from his hooked nose. His teeth chattered. He waited expectantly. The alchemical darkness surrounding the two men seemed to be dispersing. On a part of the table previously hidden in gloom a single naked body had become visible. It lay on its own, blood-drained, an empty vessel of tangled bone and skin.


  Child Pointer to Sibling Pointer to Child Pointer to Sibling to Child to Flipperty Flap — Child Queen of Twatclap — Bat Up While in Flic Flac. PanZoom Zero Down Time.


  Horror lashed out, logging grey flesh from the corpse. It scarcely stirred.


  Kevin Barry, hung in Mountjoy Jail. James Connolly, Roger Casement, doomed by submarine. Eddie Cantor, Joe E Lewis, glorious song-and-dance men... Mirthmakers too. Kieran Doherty, Joe McDonnell, Mickey Devine, Patsy O’Hara, Frank Hughes, Tom McElwee, Raymond McCreesh, Martin Hurson, Kevin Lynch. The Jin granted Bobby Sands one wish: Mountbatten would be buried without his birthday suit.


  “Kaw-Liga.” Horror’s thoughts were diverted by a machine voice. He seemed to hear it crying from the heart of the darkness. “William Joyce, Horace Joyce, James Joyce.” A grating laugh echoed around him. “Sweet Tarmangani.” The voice rose an octave. “The Holy Trinity of England, small wonder it’s Donald Ducked!” With an effort he recognised his own voice. Distant gears locked.


  Head pain cut into Horror. Vast and nauseous, soft as warm cheese. Sugar came into his mouth. The shout of the dying is powerful. Megawatts thrill the Earth. It is a fallacy that the dying whimper — death makes people angiy. They open up their lungs and take in the spirit of the Earth. The air breathes an extra fire, sanctifying, erotic and elusive. A purple tint forms around the negative salts in a backdrop as the departed life spills into Heaven, or Purgatory, or into the waiting arms of the Captains of Hell.


  The dead symbolise the vulgarity endemic in humanity.


  The half-dead lack dignity or good manners.


  The truly dead suck.


  A chill took him, followed by a head pain of unrelieved ice. Then he burned. He ached to part a diseased fuck from its socks.


  An unlikely wind came swift and strong. The gloom receded and Horror dropped to his knees. Before him stretched the massed Auschwitz dead.


  The dead moved as a single creature, dipping and weaving in a long percolating mile of flesh, seemingly welded together. Bodies, arching, pointing, crushed in intimate embrace. A surging human tide rising and falling like white combers on a great ocean. An almost mathematical assembly of limbs. The poetry of quasars, cancer graphs, binary digits, the music of Varese, Krenek, Schoenberg. Ether ghosts, sherbet, serendipity.


  The landscape of corpses walked on a sorry melange of arms and legs that emerged at random and moved in osmosis, mindlessly tracking the same small perimeter of space.


  Beneath the house of corpses, maggots rolled on the floor. No blood flowed. Grey ringlet maggots were stuck on the corpse flesh. Massed hives of maggots, several feet high, buzzing with full blood, shook like tepees in the wind. Horror could see many unidentified insects crawling over dead faces, inserting long pincers into dried areas of flesh, hoping to extract even the smallest dose of liquid stuffs. Sated human ticks dropped from the main body like autumn leaves.


  He watched three naked figures depart from the Boss salt and begin the rush towards him.


  He stood up. Pain tarted from the tip of his toes to the apex of his scalp. He folded both razors to his chest and grimaced, smelling the scent of coming blood and expiring roses. Devoid of its usual modulations, his voice became a dead monotone and carried across the void in an eerie mantra:


  
    “Sometimes I am a Butcher,


    And then I feel fat Ware, Sir;


    And if the Flank be fleshed well,


    I take no further care, Sir;


    But in I thrust my Slaughtering-Knife,


    Up to the Haft with speed, Sir;


    For all that ever I can do,


    I cannot make it bleed, Sir.”

  


  Horror set both razors on a spiralling arc, fiercely cutting to the left and right. Both figures opened and let go. He took a light step forward and a sharp headbutt sorted out the third figure. Horror gripped it, a wasted old man somewhere in his 60s, bent it over in a silent paso doble and dissected its trachea. He tossed it carelessly to the ground. He bet Salman Rushdie would never have these problems. His hair dispensed fruit and sperm. A grim rhythm of blood covered his hands. In a lumbering gait, he advanced towards the wagon train of the dead, his voice almost a croon:


  
    “Sometimes I am a Glover,


    And can do passing well, Sir;


    In dressing of a Doe-skin,


    I know I do excel, Sir.


    But if by chance a Flaw I find,


    In dressing of the Leather;


    I straightway whip my needle out,


    And I tack ’em close together.”

  


  He threw back his head — a long inane laugh brayed from him. Horror held up his hands, limp wristed and trembling, in parody of a marionette. “I’ll open the fucking necks of serial killers... anytime. Forcedrip junkie blood to starving infants.”


  He felt old and useless, lying lonely and forgotten in a dark corner of some hospice, cancer riddled, infirm. Blue flames flicked over him, like the winking of girl stars in a Victorian heaven.


  Tone Loc of the Cha-Paka-Shaweez, Skull Video Chanteuse of The Upsetters, who electric-drilled the head from the body of Rameses III on his tomb on the banks of the Nile.


  Grind Isis and Nepthys in the mortar; build Ptah and Osiris into the corners of the House; scatter the jars and caskets that held the necklaces of the dead princesses over the cotton fields — she loved better the fierce gods who ruled over the night, the Lords of Amenti — the House of Silence. Kevin Barry, high on the gallows tree.


  From behind the tail of salts Horror watched a big golden ape dance into view. Even though it was a mile distant, it presented itself coquettishly before his vision, immense, majestic and disquietingly erotic. Horror felt a tremor pass through his stomach and ease into his bowels.


  The ape was Upright Body-Popping, gracefully weaving its neolithic bulk from side to side in a slow palsy. Pumping its weighty arms in an up-and-down half-circle, bending forward in a bugger’s embrace. Doing The Jack to the rhythm of the Dead.


  Mercurial, flirtatious, its ivory-white canted teeth at odds with the black leather simian lips and the honey-gold hair of its skull and body. Gliding its mass in a convoluted raunch, feigning intercourse, thrusting its crutch against the mound of its leg, camel-walking. Chanting and sucking at a protruding withered Auschwitz limb.


  The ape purposefully selected women, seemingly whispering into their eyes, kissing them gently, impotent and melancholic, wiping a hard-skinned paw across their emaciated bodies. Its head looked straight up to the pellucid mist that hovered above the salts in a mephitic haze. Its lips quivered and chattered, as though eating the rarest fruit — sasquosh, kiwi, guava, kumquat. like a spumed lover, it tossed a woman across the moving landscape of corpses, where she was quickly assimilated.


  Occasionally, it pulled a white male body from the main pyramid of salts and crushed it together in a ball, rolling the stuffs around in its leather palms until the corpse compressed into a giant owl’s pellet. This stuff the ape inserted into its mouth, as if sampling a rare truffle. Then the ape pushed the pellet to the forefront of its mouth. Holding it firmly between clenched teeth, it blew, and the pellet opened out into a pink petticoat of skin. From the primate’s mouth a parachute of veins and ligaments poured and danced; hanging like a marine bladder, a sea anemone or a crab jellyfish adrift in coral.


  Horror was ashamed of his own body.


  “No, sir. Dr Switch out of memory.” His eyes swivelled. “Count them, in full possession of my megabytes... one-to-ten, ten-to-one. Certain people call it a brain — my Neural Network is not snookered. Here, let me plug in my Cellblazer.” His razor arced out.


  He missed the ape by a mile.


  “That’s better.” Horror was afraid that hackers would discorporate his picture ergonomy. But he could see every colour bar on the Electroluminescent primate. Red was whatever colour he chose, and optimisation shouldn’t have to compensate for sloppy programming.


  The ape was blind. Its eyes were mirror-white and silver chrome.


  “Where is that fucking High Resolution Mouse?”


  Seizing a thin grease waxed limb, the ape tore it from its socket. Twirling and throwing the limb over its shoulder and around its snarling bullet head as easily as a cheerleader juggled her pom-pom baton.


  “Cut by the bitter and poisoned hail.”


  The Auschwitz dead two-stepped in ad hoc syncopation, and the ape rapidly mounted the rhythmic seminar of flesh. Under the simian’s weight, blood pressured from the corpse in a sprinkling rain. The ape slithered its hindquarters on the cold flesh, leaving a glistening monochrome cross over a dozen interconnected bodies. Bones snapped. The beast scooped blood from the interior of a young man and turned its blind eyes to Horror. It signalled to him with a knowing nod. “What U waiting 4?” Ups curled, the ape jumped forward in short hops.


  Suddenly it occurred to Horror that he was watching DONKEY KONG, the arcade ape, playing leapfrog over the Auschwitz dead. Electric sparks clattered.


  He raised a booted leg, and left it resting on a white back. He hooted. Trilling chimes came from his throat. His domed head rubbernecked, an Art Nouveau wave of sperm oil rolled above him. He hoisted himself up. Legs splayed, Horror stood precariously on the dead.


  More than once he had been referred to as Frankenstein’s monster or Nosferatu. As he surveyed the conundrum that undulated before him, he thought such appellations were not inappropriate. He knew an empathy with the dead. In response to his presence, the flesh seemed to glow. He was reminded of Blackpool Illuminations.


  “When the blue of the night, meets the gold of the day,” he hummed softly to himself. “Someone waits for me.”


  The scent of roses assailed him, and he wanted to reach down and touch the flesh it cooked from.


  Instead, Horror marched straightbacked across the boneknob land, occasionally slipping to his knees on the wet flesh, the mirrors of his Ray-Bans freeze-framing a thousand neglected gestures.


  Ten men dead. He had argued with Margaret, but she had broken his heart. He told her Falkner’s internment would never work. Ireland honoured martyrs. Parliament knew that you could not defeat men forced to live in cages like apes in a zoo. He’d fucking well seen enough of that in Germany — now to see his beloved England erecting concentration camps... if he was still alive, Hitler would be hog dancing. “Nature will out.” He could just hear the Fuhrer’s high, chortling voice. “Destiny will out. I told you so...” Special Powers Act. Horror snorted. That would only teach English soldiers how Irish men could fight. Bury me down in yon green garden with Union men on all sides... rise in the morning with the Fenian Band.


  The heady scent from the dead beneath his feet made his eyelids flicker dreamily. Horror’s pubic hair bristled. He slipped forward and gripped a mound of bone that was covered by a stretched gossamer skin. A necrophilous thrill passed through him. Under his member’s swell, dry blood cracked.


  A moan issued from Horror. He had thought these fetishistic aberrations were a thing of the past. Lashing out his razor, he cut an eye from a silent corpse. He stuck the eye on his own forehead.


  Wearily, he rested his arms around the necks of a pair of male twins that jutted waist up from the salts. The landscape dipped like the sudden flow of a wave, and he was carried down into a valley. When he rose up again, the twin nearest to him turned its cold head and bit into his naked chest. Horror’s hips pumped in an erotic funk. Lovingly, he delivered a smooth circular cut which decapitated the twin at shoulder level. The cut severed its skin and all the soft structures of the interstitial cartilage between the 6th and 7th cervical vertebrae.


  Presently, a delay of hoots carried from Horror. He seemed to hear their echo coming back to him over the dead in a series of Mouse-Clicks.


  Far to the east, bobbing behind circulating white limbs, he could just see the golden ape. Either the landscape of the dead had increased in size, or the simian had reduced. The ape was being carried from him by a swirling red mist.


  A Menu Bar appeared across the top of his vision, an Icon-Panel across the bottom. A Seven-Colour-Mini-Palette; a Multicoloured Cluster used by the Gradient Inks, and the Gold Key Colour flashed quickly by. He used the Key Colour as an Eraser. When the gold became opaque, the sepia ape vanished completely.


  Horror began to execute a Pas-De-Bourree. Walking in a quick sideways step, his feet alternately crossing each other, he staggered forward. A hundred yards on, and the red cloaking mist enveloped him. He did a balletic leap, his knees turned outward, each foot in turn lifting to the height of his opposite knee. A carousing yodel shook his frame.


  “How about that!


  “I said.


  “How about that!”


  A black cape of dreadlocks descended around Horror’s face. Sperm lashed his body. He felt like a fly stuck on shit.


  “Shazam Man.”


  He could hear the surge of blood between pillars of bone. The blood in his own veins moved a foot.


  “There’s no resolution!”


  A cluster of rainbow lights jagged in his left eye. He knew he was in for a classic teichopsia. Severe distortions were already occurring. His left hand looked twice its normal size. He held his razor in front of his face. It was no bigger than a stitching needle.


  A rich bile welled in his throat.


  A mouth gripped his leg. He kicked its expressionless head. Something black oozed in a bubble from the mouth. He reached down, and from a pool nestling in a crack of flesh he brought up a palmful of blood. He put the liquid to his lips. This was something he had never done whilst alive — drank the blood of the Auschwitz dead. Sour oil came into his mouth and he opened his palm, allowing the liquid to drop away untouched.


  One corner of his vision was now blank. His horizons were growing fainter. The rubescent sheen seemed to be suddenly and irretrievably unfolding about him, threatening to suck him out of himself.


  He heard a rustle, and raised his head a little. An emaciated arm was hanging upside-down in the mist, its bony fingers fluttering his dreadlocks. The scream of seagulls rose abruptly in Horror’s head. His hair drifted like salt-edged weeds.


  “I say.” Horror tensed his big frame.


  “Bugger me.” Gusts of sperm blew about him.


  “What a good egg you are.” A jolly smile split his face.


  Horror lurched into space, cartwheeling up in a spinning ferris wheel of hair and erumpent limbs. He reached out and grasped the arm, and hung there, swaying.


  “God bless, Squire.”


  His breath came in thin measures.


  “Thought I’d missed the fucking bus.”


  He began to haul himself up the arm. He laughed. “Talk about sauce.” Horror thought his bones must have turned to helium for the arm to support his weight. The message he was receiving was simple. The passage up to Earth was on the Auschwitz dead. He sensed the agents of Chaos were playing an ironic joke at his expense — he didn’t much care. A dull boom came from above, and a rancid shower of hot flesh drifted past him and fluttered along the surface of moving salts like bits of tom paper.


  “Everything begins with an ‘E’.” He continued to climb upwards, and entered the red mist. The sweet smell of rose orchards immediately assailed him, overpowering and empyrean.


  The wet flesh beneath his touch swelled and he knew he was climbing a gigantic pylon of the dead.


  A maggot wriggled in one of his face sores. He popped it out and sank it down his neck. A lacy shawl of maggots crawled on his back and chest.


  As he continued to crawl upwards, flesh came away in his hands like so much unset putty. Skin stuck to his fingertips. Soon he was searching only for the ply of reliant bone. Pushing into mucilaginous corpses until he touched convoluted bone.


  The card of the Hanging Man is red.


  So, thought William Joyce, this was the end of the road — the final way out. He had expected as much. He sat on the edge of the chrome table, slowly rubbing the back of his neck, one leg casually crossed, staring at Horror, who was levitating a hundred feet above the ground, crawling on a steam cloud like a shrunken dung beetle, half-hidden in gloom, a proliferation of black flies surrounding his spoon-sized figure. Moving first to the left, then to the right, in a self-defeating half-circle.


  He had always known Horror’s mind was highly unstable. In his present condition it would take a slender army of doctors to nurse him back to health.


  Horror was, indeed, going through Hell.


  So much for the result of Horror’s winning hand.


  He believed disorientation was Horror’s pass back to the living... but in which Belsen would he emerge?


  A tiring heat poured from Horror. Joyce felt it brush his cheek, like the breath of a devil. He was reminded of a song Queenie had sung to them as children in Dublin. (She had sung them many songs, whose words often mirrored the agonal of Horror’s life. Or so he had later come to believe.) After tucking them in between clean cotton sheets her clear tender voice lulled them to sleep. He had never forgotten it:


  
    That lucky old son, give me nothing to do,


    But roll around Heaven all day.


    Good Lord above, can you hear me pining?


    Send down your cloud, the one with the silvery lining,


    Lift me up to your paradise.

  


  Horror would dismiss it as kitsch. But Queenie’s words did seem appropriate to his present elevated position.


  He decided to leave while his brother’s dementia still possessed a degree of dignity.


  He took a last lingering look.


  He saw Horror hovering in the air, looking impossibly heroic, his black hair raining a uberous cascade of cream-topped rotten fruit, waving a single clenched fist, gripping some imaginary rigging, a mad gleeful hooting coda rising from his trembling epiglottis, ducking and feigning with his thin body like Douglas Fairbanks, or Errol Flynn as Captain Blood.


  From a hand cupped over his mouth, Horror’s crazy voice descended, as if from the ether:


  “I am the best fucking thing God ever made.”


  [image: Motherfuckers-112_1L]


  ON A CRISP AFTERNOON in 1944 when both the sun and the moon shared the blue heavens and a minor planet hung so low over Auschwitz you could see lesser devils fornicating on its surface, Ecker, his vegan form lying in his bunkbed and propped against a substantial pillow, put down the book he had been reading (a graphic novel adaptation of Salman Rushdie’s ‘The Satanic Verses’, edited by Alan Moore) and brought his presence to the wooden door of his shed.


  The commotion from outside had quite ruined his concentration. The twin passed a long-fingered hand inside his Armani jacket and felt the cold reassuring handle of a Stanley Knife. His eyes flickered balefully over the compound.


  In front of a burning Leichenkeller, its refractory surface crudely chalked with the Star of David, he could see drunken SS men of the Totenkopf Units, the so-called ‘Fat Squirters’, armed with carbines and automatics, singing ‘The Buchenwald Song’ and dancing ‘The Graveyard Humdinger’ around a large enamelled basin of shrimp gumbo.


  Ecker stepped designer mules onto the red clay (tie by Hermes, cuff links by Manolo Blahnic, socks by Umo, pocket watch by Tom Binns). Immediately two drunken SS Myrmidons staggered into his bony arms.


  “Do you know,” one of the drunks asked, looking with glazed eyes into Ecker’s inscrutable features, “where the fucking Jew went?” He stubbed the twin’s chest with his finger.


  Ecker, silent as Vince Taylor’s grave, waited patiently for the inevitable punch-line.


  “He’s gone to blazes! Understand?” With some force he pressed Ecker’s chest. “Understand?”


  “I have been amongst the beasts,” breathed Ecker.


  After a second’s pause, the two SS men burst out laughing. “Sure you have.” They patted his thin back, spilling homebrew root beer on the sleeve of his jacket. “But you’re back home now.”


  “We shall see,” Ecker’s head twisted around, “what we shall see,” his attention caught by an organ-pipe of a man with swollen legs who was tottering, naked, over the clay towards them from a girdle of beech trees.


  “Achtung, S’a’mt-Major.” The SS men had also seen the man. Sniggering, both drunks stood shakily upright and gave mock salutes. “Stand by your fucking beds... here comes Ichabod Crane.”


  Ecker recorded that the man was in an unsatisfactory state of nutrition. Obviously, Smeghead had not been taking his Bob Martins. He looked like he’d spent a month on the old Peruvian marching powder.


  The squeal of a small pig came from the dying man. His body was part skeleton, the thin arms blue-red, green and bloody. He grunted, and the unselfconscious smacking of his gums sucking air was a nutcracker. The signs of fetters were on his wrists. And the legs were not human legs. They were the legs of an elephant.


  Even the forgetful Oojah would have been desirous of such enormous tree trunks on which to transport his majestic bulk. It was the worst case of embolism Ecker had seen.


  “Caps off! Caps on!” The ritualistic call from the two SS men duetted with a frivolity incomprehensible to a normal human brain. The twin scratched his head. Bestial cruelties, unimaginable vileness and damnable occurrences were so commonplace here, it was pointless writing a letter home.


  The dying man stopped before Ecker, staring wordlessly. Maggots were already acrawl in his nostrils.


  “Put your face straight,” cautioned Ecker.


  The man crumbled. Ecker dodged his vainly fluttering stick-like arms. The man seemed to melt all over the clay. Suddenly his body burst open. Parts of his intestines lay smoking, coiling on the outside of his stomach.


  Bite marks were visible on the spilled organs.


  Now here was a mystery new to Ecker — another conundrum offered to him for inspection by the killing grounds of Birkenau.


  He bent down and examined the marks. Clearly they were the chew marks of a sharp-tetothed animal. In places, emaciated muscle had been reduced to the thinness of a string of cotton. How was it possible that the man’s insides had been so badly savaged? Apart from the swelling and the surface coat of blood there would have to have been a rent several feet long in his thin upper torso to account for such bestial internal injuries.


  He pursed his bloodless lips, and stood back contemplatively. What, aside from starvation, had hastened the man’s death?


  A Stürmführer, shrimps dribbling from his jaw, rushed by and dropped to his knees. The officer had noticed that part of the intestines protruding from the corpse’s abdomen were still active and seized them in his bare fists. “Fucking raw meat. The lying bastard. This is what the fucker promised in the soup!”


  “In that case,” the two drunks stepped forward and put their shoulders to the corpse, “let’s have Turdbox here in the pot.”


  The men hoisted the disparate pieces of the corpse between them and made off in the direction of the basin, cheered on by the catcalls of their colleagues.


  “Tricky Dicky’s bustin’ out,” falsettoed a spoon-faced drunk.


  As the corpse was unceremoniously dumped into the gumbo, Ecker heard the Stürmführer deliver a fair rendition of Charlie Feathers’s ‘Tongue-Tied-Jill; My Rocking Thrill’.


  Truth is a property of sentences.


  Face downcast (facing the inconsequences), Ecker walked.


  He had witnessed a thousand different deaths in Auschwitz. Dr Mengele himself, in the interests of science, had invented ninety-nine new ways of dying. In Birkenau’s medical centre, filing cabinets had been filled with the Doctor’s successes. Could this unfortunate pilgrim have broken the hundred barrier for the Maloch HaMovet?


  A short way on he came to a double row of chevaux-de-frise immediately fronting the long wire fence of the camp which these Auschwitz suicides had to negotiate in order to touch the charged wire. One of the successful ones hung on the wire, his face wax-like, his body cramped, his bare feet lacerated.


  “OoooLUKUNDDOOo!”


  Ecker froze. The brewing octave-wail seeped into his bones. His first thought was that his brother had found a new stoat colony and was voicing his libidinous delight.


  But presently he remembered seeing Meng that morning in Buna-Monowitz, the women’s camp, trapping off with a dizzy wildebeest suffering from leprosy.


  The loopy bastard had been dressed as Papa Nebo, the voodoo hermaphroditic oracle of death. Ecker and fifty perplexed and expiring women, caught in the grip of scopophilia, watched him painstakingly track down the sick animal, hoist it to his shoulders and pass erectly into one of the disinfected wood huts.


  Scratching their heads, they had stood watching the half-man’s antics through cracked window panes.


  Dropping the wildebeest to the floor, Meng had stepped back, his dark smoked goggles (signifying death was blind) gleaming piratically as he prepared to mount the distressed animal.


  Embarrassed by the audience and the unnatural passion it aroused in the anthropomorphic human, the wildebeest struck two determined hooves into Meng’s expansive gut, sending him cartwheeling head-first over a dysentery pan.


  “Fucking hell!”


  He had landed like a bundle of schmattes against a bunk bed. Wiping a clog of shit off his crown he rose, dusted himself down, and steadied himself for a concentrated launch onto the animal’s elusive ring piece. “Anybody would think you didn’t want a good shagging,” he said peevishly, his dick penduluming back and forth. His town halls weighed a ton. “Frankly, I am disappointed by your reluctance.” He balanced precariously on one foot. “Fuck! You’re already half-dead. What harm can it do you now? Besides, think of the nipper. By ’eck, Petal.” Reasonably, Meng cradled his arms. “You’re depriving one little bastard of coming into the world.”


  “You C.U.N.T.!” The wildebeest watched a scab from its top lip slop to the floor. Lifting a shaky leg it turned a nodding head towards a huge pair of hanging bollocks. “I’m a bloke, see?”


  “By the blessed star of Roy Rogers!” Meng laughed. “Beam me up, Scotty, so you are!” He got a cast iron grip around the base of his shaft. “This isn’t your lucky day, is it?” He lurched purposefully towards the beast’s halfpenny, only to be deflected again by a kick from the animal’s hind legs.


  At this point, Ecker discreetly blew his nose. The women around him were being brought to a high pitch of arousal. A group of Jewesses from Slovakia put their hands together. Dancing yiddlers from Drancy, France, did a hurried jig.


  Jocose Meng half-stood up, and pulled one of the offending legs of the animal clean from its leprous socket.


  “Here we go again, campers!” Ecker had seen enough. This was too reminiscent of a bad night at ‘The Puff. With a backward glance at Meng, who lay sprawled intimately across the leg, licking and caressing the damp fur, he had retreated to the serenity of his empty hut.


  His brother was definitely going doo-lally.


  The pitiable wails of anguish were coming from the forest behind him. The cries resembled an animal being slaughtered by an inexperienced butcher. After some moments, their cadence changed, becoming muffled and indeterminate, before breaking out again, colossal and inhumanly pitched, heartbreaking, timbrous. Ecker felt his flesh creep and the hairs on his neck corkscrew down into his skin.


  A trembling, clamorous chatter was followed by a renewal of screams, as though someone was crying for their life in the face of dreadful agony and death.


  He moved away from the fence, his attention drawn by long furrows in the earth. Half-submerged in the soft red clay was an ORB, its metal casing cracked open. The slitherer that lived within lay exposed. These flying machines were rarely seen in Auschwitz. By the ORB lay another freakish corpse, its stomach open, patterned on the inside with the same animal chew marks he had seen earlier. How this dead man had managed to obtain an ORB was a further mystery. He surmised that the flying machine had carried him out of the forest before crashing here.


  Movement in the man’s severed right arm, just above the elbow, caught Ecker’s eye, and he bent down and lifted the limb. Something was moving just beneath the skin. He brought out his Stanley and slashed an opening.


  Matching tiny paws peeled back the skin and the snout of a minuscule rat emerged. The creature waltzed free, shaking its little whiskers.


  Ecker was enchanted.


  The rat was wearing a white chemise of white calico edged with torchon lace, with drawers to match; a cream flannel scalloped petticoat and a lovely frock of bright pink cashmere with a bonnet of the same material, which framed its dark curls and pink-and-white face.


  Almost an albino, the rat proceeded to dance about what remained of the dead man, lifting bits of his discarded flesh, nibbling its stringy tissue. It tossed back its curls with a preening gesture.


  “Hell’s fucking bells!” exclaimed the twin.


  “All well and good,” replied the rodent, skin bubbling in its throat, wearisomely looking at Ecker, “but I’ve seen the gates of Heaven and the gates of Hell — and they’re both bloody.”


  “By Meng’s pork sword,” Ecker chuckled.


  “You’d better believe it.” The rat placed two tiny claws in its mouth and whistled shrilly. Almond trees and mimosa splayed flat as another ORB made passage from the Black Aunt Doris.


  Ecker looked up. Clinging to the ORB by looping tails were five more rats.


  In days long gone by, under the performing tents of roaming fakirs, as a prelude to the disappearing rope illusion, he had seen all manner of beasts doing similar tricks. The Ka of Josef Mengele was quite capable of stirring the rodent population of Auschwitz into such unlikely juxtapositions and scenarios of the bizarre.


  Tiger Tim meets Kandinsky in the moonlight of Deutsche Romantik.


  Climbing over a wire fence, Ecker entered woodland. Through a gap in the trees he could see Pip, Squeak and Wilfred fishing in a pond edged with weeds and Monet’s water lilies. Soon he came to a grassy clearing surrounded by birch, oak and mahogany trees, ancient when Christ himself walked the fucking Calvary road. Here, a different story was unfolding.


  “Mistress Quetzalcoatl, if you please, if you would be so kind — the next salt.” SS Scharführer Somner stood impassively as Dr Mengele’s recognisably harsh tones prompted the six-foot tip-toed rat to swiftly lift a semiconscious man into a circular cage.


  “Coming right up.” Quetzalcoatl, garbed in pools of mother-of-pearl, her rat snout smeared with fuchsia-pink lipstick, peered from beneath a wide-brimmed meringue hat. She trawled a dinky-pink coatlet across the ground, gripped the cage and hoisted it high into the sunbathed branches of a birch tree. “Roll the slick, buck the wind, pretty smile, rock that wheel again.”


  “Neuters, let’s hear again that foul rag-and-bones shop of the heart.” With a gold lighter, Mengele lit a cigarette. Breathing low, the Scharführer allowed a drip of silver from his jaw to splash Mrs Guts.


  Gathering up her skirts, the rat leapt onto the trunk of the birch tree and shimmied up its length.


  Mengele’s dead gimlet eyes (source of his much quoted ‘I am the power’ look) held a surfeit of crouched Jews spellbound. They huddled in a biomass around his towering figure. Copies of Talmudic and Halachic texts lay trampled and discarded in the marinated mud beneath their skinny haunches. Young boys dressed in a cocktail of rags, kippa, skullcaps and peot, ringlets of hair worn in obedience to Leviticus, Chapter 19, Verse 27, swore undying allegiance to Choronzon, 333, the Dweller in the Abyss, made flesh.


  “Gather around, hearts of fire,” Mengele the Healer instructed. “Art is a lie to which one gives the accent of truth.”


  Relieved sighs came from the panhandlers. A rousing psychobabble fell on the Doctor. He smiled, and held a white-gloved hand in the air for silence, a single digit extended from his fist. “You see? There’s no need to crack off, all will be well.” His polished cane smacked the earth on which his polished black boots stood. Unrelenting black and gold and silver crypt-fire accompanied his words. “A muzak of the sublime enfolds us.” His head moved in harmony. Cobalt cinders flurried in Tinkerbell lights. “We are all in his tent.”


  “Praise 613 Commandments,” sobbed a young Jewess of twelve. “The Taryag Mitzvot.”


  “That’s right, fräulein.” He pulled her to her feet. She stood trembling. “Never forget what’s important. That’s essential to a happy life here in the Vale of Birkenauville.” Mengele frowned. “Never deviate from its path and you’ll not go wrong. Am I coming through?”


  “Halakha clear,” said the child.


  The Doctor’s gloved hand traced the eerie glistening of scar tissue cutting down her face. “So pretty,” he mused. “So charming.” Even though he knew she might have been privy to the Meng’s emollient warm cock. “Should I take you for my wife?” Would her love be as lasting as gold?


  The frigid cruelty of his face, set. Mossad agents could have infiltrated, making the dark their own. “A muzak of the sublime enfolds us,” he repeated to the girl, with a kernel of truth in his voice.


  
    You try, O Sun, in vain


    To shine through the dark clouds.


    My life’s only gain


    Is to mourn her loss.

  


  Goethe’s four-line poem could have been composed on Belsen’s Promenade amongst the albedo bones and the toffee crabs rich in semen protein.


  The folding branches of a tamarisk tree, heavy with rats, made Mengele think he had entered Endzone. Momentarily, he stood in its shade, nailed to the cross of his own cruel fiction.


  The Honey Dipper Man emptied a bucketful of human excreta over an old fuckstuff dying of smallpox. The disease had begun its life in the ports of Ethiopia above Egypt and descended in a camel-shagger’s tallywhacker into Egypt and Libya. By way of numerous hosts it made its way to Persia before passing Athens into the Mediterranean. The fuck had sweated for a week. It raised empty eyes to the Honey Dipper.


  “Man on fire here,” called the Dipper to Friedrich Heinrich Alexander, Baron von Humboldt, mountaineer and exponent of neurotic febrility.


  The Dipper held the bucket upside-down over the stuff. He patted its base, and a flan of shit toppled on the fuckstuff, who now lay folded in treacherous despair, his hands moving like a crawlcrab and gripping the dark earth.


  “Put him out now, Captain.” The Dipper placed the bucket on the ground.


  “Sound man,” said the baron, oiling Auerbach’s Million Dollar Hair Tonic into his ringlets. He rested on the verandah of his cottage, puffing contentedly at an old Deutsche Forschungsgemeinschaft pipe clamped between his dry lips. Red hedges and begonias in blue flower boxes circled his home. Innsmouth mosquitoes, escaping from the Mittel-marsh, skittered to the north of Birkenau.


  Munching solidly on a Waldorf Salad sandwich Ecker uninterestedly eyed an old Jew who was vainly trying to stop breathing by holding his breath. Periodically the Jew kept rocketing to the earth in a collywobble of bones and dust, only to stand up wearily again and to have to repeat the ritual.


  “Put a peg on your nose,” advised Ecker, puffing on an after-dinner cigar. “And swig a gallon of water.” Prisoners from Buchenwald and Natzweiler trawled by, dragging carts laden with bodies green as the Frog Kings of Venus. Benzene injections in the forehead would leave anyone looking fucking green, he deduced resignedly. He looked up at a sky the colour of rotten honey.


  “No skin off my nose,” he said.


  He reflected that the pond life in Birkenau was gradually turning ridiculously exotic. Thirty pencil-thin women in the Frauenlager had been caught wearing hairnets over their bald heads. The distinctive twang of Jews’ harps had been heard coming from the council rooms of the Judenrat. Rich flora — apricot roses, jam donuts, sugar orchids, cacti with skin the texture of niggerflesh — sprouted in the main kamp, which, six months ago, had been as devoid of vegetation as a chicken run.


  Recently a group of Polish mothers had found a nest of pale elves sheltering in a cabbage patch. Once their necks had been thoroughly wrung the elves were doused with whisky and cooked in a sauce rich in tinctures, potions and draughts. They had supplied enough baby food to last a week.


  These were omens that the war was coming to its natural end, as all good things must. Ecker shivered. Their privileged position as onlookers, too, was also threatened. To occupy such a delicate post — to be a magnet to the Glamour — mere captives could not imagine the price. The false, vast, semantic and iconographic reservoir on which the Reich was built would leave them all looking shit-faced/TAGhever. There was iron in his spit.


  Running in a loop, linked to the earth, he had no doubts that history would soon return to its biological clock. ‘You run without moving from a terror in which you cannot believe towards a safety in which you have no faith’. Ecker had underlined these words by Faulkner in a book on loan from the library at Birkenau.


  Now the sky looked as if a folderol giant had watered dayglo-yellow over the heavens in a grace of love and valediction. He could see Mr Jack Frost grinning down at him, throwing a dice of black stars from the Dipper Stove. Spreading above him was the Snow Queen’s gown of frost light. Sparkling stars rushed the night forward, wiping the heavens clean. Darkness fell. Auschwitz should always be hid from the light. Night was its natural habitat, where evil swathed unseen through its land. People might fear Dracula and Dr Frankenstein’s monster and the wayward impulses of the serial killer, but Mr Auschwitz dwarfed them all with the sheer terror of its existence.


  Lord Horror was Auschwitz made myth.


  Natural selection had produced Lord Horror. He was prime cut. Primate man. Tabula Rasa. Mussolini and Jerry Lee Lewis. Elvis on the wire. Horror slunk dead-boy goofy through the dreaming camps of Dachau, Belsen and Auschwitz, whispering sibilantly into the collar microphone fastened close to his lips, jelly-baby tears, big as Loup Garou’s jaws, rolling down his gaunt Punchinello face.


  Phantom grief, Ecker was sure.


  Whichever way you cut it, Horror had the power of the big stick; genuine mythconfaction.


  Despite the lineage, the Lord of Low Rider Culture was not so much interested in drinking human blood; he wanted to bathe in the fucking stuff, shower in it, flood his body with it, rip it up. Violent extinction was its own aphrodisiac.


  ‘He whose face gives no light shall never become a star’ — William Blake.


  At dusk, riding under the Dipper Stove, two blazing sixguns in his hands, toffee crabs hanging from his bandolier of ammo, Meng came into Birkenau and jumped from the back of Paint the Palomino.


  “Let’s get some gone.”


  His cry pealed out.


  His big irons banged again.


  Bullets flew, and well-drilled yiddlers scuttled pronto into the cure-all-ills ovens of Auschwitz’s finest.


  “Love bites; let’s rock.” Sportin’ life lifted his mad face.


  A trilateral buckerjew stepped from a Zyklon-B wagon, his blouson catching the wind, two Colt .45s and a repeating Winchester for rectifying wrongs in his enfeebled hands. He had the means, but lacked the will.


  “Go for it!” cried Meng. “Power on it.”


  The Jew aimed, but his heart wasn’t in it, and he sank crying to his knees in the mud, his legs sliding into a three-pronged starfish, his resolve corralled.


  “Send me some lovin’.” The Meng executed a perfect cross draw, pumping twelve rounds indiscriminately. “The world’s at an end, that’s my dick sucking wind, y’hear?” Dropping his bandolier, he threw his guns away and slunk forward.


  Meng was dressed as a teddy boy in Cedi Gee’s off-the-rack best, a long draped powder-blue jacket, skintight drainpipes tapered into luminous yellow socks. A pair of crushingly evil brothel creepers shoed his hairy plates. On his chunky fingers, a dozen brass rings glittered. A riverboat gambler’s bootlace tie drcled his fat neck. A brace of flick-knives protruded cheerfully from his drapes pocket.


  “Colour my bollocks green,” the half-man yelped, “and call them gone.”


  He had cut two holes in the front of his electric-pink waistcoat with a rusty razor and pushed through a pair of pendulous breasts which hung naked and sow-like over the curling hairs of his chest. Each rosy nipple leaked drops of a curious white-and-reddish liquid. Another hole had been cut further down, enabling his privates to swing free. Several decaying fish were strapped to his manhood. A tangled mass of purple hair was piled above his head in ribbons, and a single greasy lock hung like a switchblade over his forehead, almost cloaking his heavily mascara’d eyes.


  “Stand back for the Engine-Fuck-Man’s flaming sword!” His big sassy body reeled and rocked. Sperm flew. Hot sperm fell from him, pooling into the greedy earth, watering his priapic fantasies.


  He did the Ersel Hickey BOP.


  The Texas Hop.


  Dreaming in White Auschwitz never stops.


  Smoked Duck Magret. Foie Gras and Gizzard’s Confit in Sherry Vinegar and Hazelnut Oil, Fillet of Seabass, Fennel and Saffron. Toumedos of Beef with Celeriac, Black Truffle and Madeira. Pithivier of Apple and Almond, Cream with Blackberry Coulis. Coffee and Petites Fours.


  Thirteen yiddlers and a greedy weasel died just reading the menu. One Jew salivated a wave of juices over himself and drowned. A hooknose from Fuckenback found his stomach leaping from his mouth and running on assorted legs to the biggest fucking oven under the moon.


  The red moon rode a deviant path through the heavens.


  The Beastmen of Germany repainted the Execution Wall red every day. Crimson poppies grew in its shadows. Rich insects lived in the protein earth about its perimeter. Its brick was almost alive with sentient life, stolen souls and revenant thoughts.


  On the fifth day of The Monkey in that Year of The Rat, Meng did the cool grinder.


  Doctor Mecklenburgh of Theresienstadt administered the first draught.


  Meng’s circular hips swung a hully gully blue funk wider than the fucking world. Semen rushed and speared from his hot loins, darting the massed hooknoses with fifty yards of bad life.


  “My lords and ladies, if you are ready?” Doctor Mengele implied his approval. “Simpatico?” He struck his peckerwood expectantly against the branches of a dwarf conifer.


  “Now, observe carefully...” he took in the small raunch orchestra’s blank faces “... and, on his beat...” he nodded in the direction of the cavorting half-man “...if you would be so kind.”


  As instructed, the Terezin Orchestra struck up the overture to Viktor Ullmann’s opera, Der Kaiser von Atlantis.


  A cunning look spread over the Meng’s face. “Hey-fucking-up, I’d rather be doing ‘The Emperor of Lancashire’.” Nevertheless, Meng knew his part. He hung loose as the wicked organ grinder, shaking his legs, all bat ears and hillbilly buck teeth.


  A few white clouds were queuing and moving slowly over Auschwitz’s post office. Some poor muffin was trying to claim a food parcel. “Not enough coupons, Ivan,” laughed Fritz from behind the counter. “Fucking next.”


  “If you can’t drink it, freeze it, eat it, open up a rib and pour it in.” Meng’s voice was like a bag of lanterns. He funnelled his shoulders and ground his hips. His cock felt like a fat bar of lard. “Let’s guzzle it on up.”


  On the periphery of Meng’s vision, urchins stood waiting on the cold earth, pale and empty, dressed as hot dogs, extras for a performance of Hans Krasa’s children’s opera, ‘Brundibar’. Women wept with relief and lamented aloud, under the illusion that they had succeeded in saving their most valued possessions — their children.


  “It all looks like a film...” Meng raised soft rotten eyes. His legs left him, and he slipped and fell in the dirt “... a cartoon, my head, his eyes, your mouth.”


  A Russian captain from BAD-ZULTZ named Fleck stirred the Meng with his boot. The Russian’s dark leathery skin began to take on the smoked complexion of a kipper. His eyes were yellow. His hand administered a full surgeon’s needle of Euphoria straight into the half-man’s rolling head.


  “It blows,” Dr Mengele’s pitched nasal drawl again brought the orchestra to life. A bizarre cacophony spread over the assembly. A crazy assortment of home-made instruments groaned and whined. Amongst the mandolins and baritone saxes a rib cage had been made to sound like a marimba. Stretched human skin, soaked and dried in vinegar, drummed under the applied tension of desperate men. Hollowed bones were fashioned into piccolos and whistles and distant dog-boys thrilled and howled to their tempestuous discords.


  It Beats as It Sweeps as It Cleans.


  Hitlerites strolled amongst the musicians determinedly wielding the Buche, a special cat-o’-nine-tails with little metal pellets at the end of the thong. They beat them till the blood ran. They drove the rhythm section with the Buche, sprinkling a red mist through the camp, and shot them in full view of the other prisoners. The bodies would not be removed for a long time.


  “Music,” Schopenhauer wrote, “can express everything except substance.”


  And the Meng was up, drug-pumping, rocking an Egyptian fuck-step. “Don’t you just know it!” He threw back his arms, a starfish Mr Penniman. “Just when you thought it was safe to go back into the water.” He sniggered, his hair sparking like tinder-in-flint.


  “Take this hammer,” his trash body pivoted on its own, excremental, “carry it to my Captain.” The Jews around him looked like toffee apples on a stick. Lepers sang a hoarse version of ‘De Profundis’. Aufseherin Hilda Ehlert tapped a sweet commandant’s foot.


  Meng was the model of a human jackhammer. In his stomp fever, his bug eyes Templed. “Hocus fucking pocus.” He did a slow drag across the dirt, clapping so hard his hands began to bleed.


  
    “I was riding on a fieldmouse


    Dancin’ in the slaughterhouse.”

  


  A lesser planet swooped over his flirting head, dispensing fairy dust. Said to contain healing powers, the silver dust scattered its trail over the grateful inhabitants of Auschwitz, who joined the Meng in his neurotic dance, dying, slivering, as the planet dipped its midnight creep in a slow buck-and-weave through the wooden huts of the camp.


  From a skull of fire, dreamy eyes watched the planet’s surface. He took in The Goblin Markets, Elf-in-Dale with its tam-o’-shanter hamlets, the Puss-in-Boots Kittywinkle-in-the-Glen, its cobbled streets bustling with poisoned traffic, the Vale of Witches that surrounded forever the Wee Folk Castle, the Spit Road, Hubris Way, the Sweeping Broom of Snub-Juice, and the Second Line Fever.


  He began to incite a hoarse version of Chuck Wiley’s ‘I Love You So Much’, exacting and hysterical (a musical postcard from the Death Camps. Like Little Richard’s ‘Keep-a-Knockin’ and Larry Williams’s ‘Slow Down’, it was impossible for one to exist without the presence of the other. The blueprint for rock ’n’ roll was designed here). A jumping rockabilly slap-bass joined him, and the thrill of the world passed through the half-man. Doing the Four-Day Creep, moving his bulk in a shifty, nifty side loop, one hand on his ample hip, followed by a hi-kick and a jenny-like spin on a heavy bass roll, with plenty of flambé hand gestures, Meng cried, “God save your little chicken!” He clenched his fist. “Strengthen his backbone!”


  From the eternal ether the voice of Lord Haw-Haw cracked back, ice-smooth, “...This is Chairmany calling... Chairmany calling... these are the stations Köln, Hamburg and D.J.A. calling England. Why is the Imperial Airway Liner Ajax three weeks overdue? they are asking. We can tell you... The Imperial Airway liner Ajax is at the bottom of the sea... The fishes are swimming in and out of the wreckage of the Imperial Airways liner Ajax... The British have lost the war in the air... The Aether belongs to Chairmany. We have had our fun... if we never get well no more... The evacuated women and children are living in misery... Instead of food, they are being fed on lies... Government lies... Only Chairmany can tell you the truth... The Chairman radio gives the best and latest news... Chairmany is winning the war... listen, Britain... listen, Britain... We wipe out our tracks... When we get what we want, we don’t come sneaking back... We repeat to all listeners in the Far East... listen South Africa... listen to Chairmany.”


  Meng’s mouth was a smacking hole, his lipstick a stinging lido Venice Pink by Lancôme. The half-man thrust his Sugar Lee butter hips into the widow Ekaterina Ilyinichna Nesterova’s upturned blue-dead face. “Braggin’ about my sugar all over town,” confided the half-man, wiping himself all around her head. “Tombstone life.” He smooched, giggling, propping a knee on the bare back of an ossified yiddler, a sour moan on his lips. “There was a young Jew from Darcy, Who buggered his father one day, Saying, ‘I like rather, To stuff it up Father. He’s clean — and there’s nothing to pay’.”


  Lifting his hips off the woman, he dodged a steaming pit, his legs pistol-whipping below him. Fifty-four indistinguishable coffin-dodgers raised a stink heat. “I’m fucking gagging here,” shouted Meng sardonically. “Get the rear gunners to bring some shithouse paper!”


  The shit-pits, as they were locally called, used to be very common in England. ‘Fabyan’s Chronicles’ (1516) related that in 1252 a Jew of Tewkesbury fell into one of them on a Saturday, but refused to be taken out on his Sabbath; whereupon the Earl of Gloucester, who was not to be outdone in religious zeal, refused to take him out on Sunday. On Monday he was found to be dead.


  
    There was an old Jew of Brest


    Who sucked off his wife with zest,


    Despite her great yowls


    He sucked out her bowels


    And spat them all over her chest.

  


  Meng went quick. The soil about him was part-way to putrefying, so lethal it could consume a human body in a matter of hours.


  Auschwitz was built on marshland between the River Weichsel and its tributary the Sola. With every step, his feet sank into the soft mud. To shore up THE WITZ, solid mud was now being ferried from Neuengamme Camp by Caribbean niggers, who were beaten with bulls’ penises about the bollocks by travelling SS men.


  Some nights Meng sat on a park bench on a grassy clump of Birkenau mud, listening to a great mouth eating below the earth. Its jaw ground a savage morse code that removed the tibiae and vertebrae of corpses, making room for more victims, often to the accompaniment of a boogie-woogie piano and an unseen orchestra playing a selection from Rimsky-Korsakov’s ‘Coq d’Or’.


  “Shake a fucking tail feather,” Meng would wail, popping Ex-Laxes by the palmful. “Shake that boogie for me.”


  On the green, a group of goblins holding a hurling match were interrupted by a Thick Neck who had put butcher’s rings through the noses of creeping Jews and, after blinding them, herded them past a crowd of extermination Panjandrums. He marched them forward (the Jews trailing behind a gold pumpkin) in the directions of Whiskertown, Chelmno, Dachau, Nutwood, Pixieville and Buchenwald. When they came to the borders of a low land, a dull moan came off a boiling cloud, and the Thick Neck threw back his broad shoulders and dipped into a sack of large boiled onions on his back. Greedily, he ate the onions as if they were apples.


  Seizing his moment, Rabbi Moshe Podhlebnik, out of Chelmno, made a run for it. Dog-trotting, he eventually (and fatally) reached Hunderhive, where the living dead sleep face-to-face, nose-to-jaw, with the undead — the sucking vampire; and, at the chime of midnight, the white-faced Fucks rise from their bunks and beat swift feet to the Darktown Strutters Ball.


  Seven days later the Rabbi was buried, at his own request, in the magnanimous gardens of Doctor Mengele’s house, under the unequivocal epitaph, ‘Rather Be Here Than With You, Cocksucker!’


  Thinking it was free pickings at the Jewhouse, a swaggering Big Nose in a red robin hat came back for more and inadvertently knocked the Meng into a shit-pit. In a second, the half-man was on him like a chorus of many-clawed Shady McDabbs, crushing out his life-stuffs with a mad exploding glee.


  A clear mile away Ecker heard the screaming rush of Meng’s fistful of jagged glass and cabbage knives carving Arkansas out of the poor cunt.


  In the reflective glare of Ecker’s Versace sunglasses a troop of well-heeled tourists, bending and hazy in the Auschwitz light, seemed to gather in the corner of his eyes. He peered over steel rims at the projections. The future craze for virtual reality games was already intruding thousands of phantom ‘tourists’ into Auschwitz.


  He sometimes saw well-dressed visitors clogging the lines of starving inmates on their way to the crematoria. Couples were laughing and drinking cocktails through long vein-coloured straws in the full knowledge that before entering the gas chamber doors they would be projected safely away, without having to witness the terrible glory of death’s true heart. The only decent thing he could see about the presence of these warped time travellers was that the real inmates appeared mercifully unaware of them.


  At first, it had been the affluent from Vail and Aspen who came, but lately he had noticed packaged tours by Thompson’s, Virgin and Skytrain USA. They were importing all the virtual reality scum of the earth into the principal death camps. Sometimes, at midday, the crowds of sightseers were so gravy thick that he was amazed the German extermination engineers had not tried to smelt them straight into the fucking ovens.


  Packs of flying apes, crude follies, misanthropic Jeremiahs, camp as a row of tents, raced leathery wings in front of black silver aurora-lit clouds, herding through the cumuli as if they were the kings of Lucifer’s Heaven, guarding fleets of Kraft Durch Freude airships thundering like clanging jewbones in the night sky over Flossenbürg, Sachsenhausen, Maidanek, Bemburg and all Germany’s most exalted conurbations of love.


  Blue woodsmoke slanted from chimney stacks.


  Beneath the stacks, colonies of yiddler-training primates roamed. Dick-sized Jews were passed hand-to-hand by the apes. Einsatzkommandos, sub-units of Einsatzgruppen, under patronage of Asmodeus, the winged demon who ruled the golems of Limehouse with the death-giving pygmy blood of Nicodemus, were passed by low-bottomed apes singing, ‘Never mind the love and PASSION, whack it up women DOGGY FASHION’, gathering perfumed stools from ape-impregnated Jewesses as they went by.


  From Barrack 14 of Camp F in Birkenau, nicknamed ‘The Zoo’ and ‘Lair of the Jazz-Poppers’, two sets of Pentapeal twins came running to the heels of ‘Uncle Pepi’. Each twin was chewing grimly on a dead baby, fresh from Josefs slab, a well-lathered foam covering their mouths. Ginger pops seeped from their shell-likes; a pounding selection of Sun rock-a-billy blared from a thin monotonous rain.


  Mengele threw a switch. The Dead Clock fucked into bright neon light, informing the world that up to that minute one-million, five-hundred-and-thirty-two-thousand, two-hundred-and-twelve-and-a-half laughing Jews had died in Auschwitz.


  An electronic billboard on the edge of the Middlemarch (as George Eliot would call it, that fortuitous meeting place of distant realities, where the name-spells might change but where its essence remains the same) voiced the tally from the other camps. This was one further bonus that the installation of BUZZ-GUM had brought to the Reich’s programme of yiddlering. How much more reassuring, thought Mengele, to actually hear the Führer’s successful termination programme.


  “Zip on it boys. The Yellow Star policy needs your will.” The stunning voice of The Fatherland rang out, sweet as summer nightshade, Toblerone-thick. “We’re working for Our Blood. Mi le-hayim umi le-mavet (‘Who shall live and who shall die’). Yiddlers who don’t rock are as tight as the fucking skin on God’s earth.”


  “Uncle Joe’s Mint Balls,” BUZZ-GUM’s booming voice interrupted him. “They keep you all aglow.”


  “You can put a dosage on that one,” laughed Hitler, unfazed. “A word to the wise from our sponsor there.”


  “Dying of starvation,” BUZZ-GUM’s tone was neutral, balanced, “they imploded their way into eternity.”


  “Steam on it boys!” Hitler cracked his knuckles.


  Mallards honked in the background.


  “Do I sweep my beautiful hands?” asked the Fuhrer. Something black rode through the heavens.


  “Chaye shoo is oykh lebn.” (‘Respite of death is also life.’) Hitler’s voice was diced, sliced and porked. “Preserved cherries and strawberries and cream and yiddlers evolving into the concept of The Beautiful Death are being brought to your table. Do Germany justice and clean your fucking pans. It’s golden grease. Bittersweet, like a drop of sulphuric acid on the skin of a deservingly suffering people.”


  The sky had taken on those heartburning effusions of colour Ecker associated with malignant neoplasm.


  “Tonight.” ‘Hatikvah’, the Zionist anthem, crackled over Hitler’s strident voice. “The Reichsbahn is bringing in clusters of Fucks from the Ustasha death camps — thick, slimy deposits of necrotic tissue (from the Greek nekrosis, ‘becoming dead’), descendants of Melchizedek, legendary King of Jerusalem. So bend your shell-likes and be alert for the appealing cries of suffering organs.”


  “We can’t stay idly gassing here all day. People expect facts.” The drums of Earl Palmer, John ‘Drumbo’ French and Nick Knox syncopated in the distant Sombre Bruise Valley. BUZZ-GUM paused to let his listeners feel their echoing menace. “And I have the facts on the tip of my tongue; I just love the taste of straight strychnine.”
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  “YOU NAUGHTY SLUT,” enthused Meng, stringy blood covering the fingers of his right hand, “you’ve got your fucking rags on!”


  The half-man was on the ceiling gamely attempting intercourse with a two-thousand-pound fly; the biggest, fattest, moistest and most attractive insea he had ever succeeded in breeding. The fly fled this way and that with Meng’s dick buried somewhere beneath its brittle semen-layered hair.


  “Buzz-a-while,” encouraged Meng, his manhood entering deep into one of several holes he had punctured in the fly’s body. To his surprise the insect was humming ‘The Jarrow Marching Song’.


  “Give us a shout when you want me to phone the ambulance,” said Ecker, casually leafing through a copy of An Phoblacht.


  “I have never yet suffered the indignity of a failed fuck,” replied Meng pompously. “Though you might presently need the services of a vet.”


  A low whimper came from the waiting Doberman Meng had left tied up in his bedroom.


  “Christ-on-a-dildo!” Meng was being swept away by the fly, dragged upside-down in a fast circle around the ceiling, his fat arms cartwheeling as he attempted to get a grip on something solid. When his hand touched the stem of an ornate chandelier he closed his fist tight. For five minutes he and the angry fly were locked in a spinning orgasm that rattled his teeth and dislodged a wedge of cuntjelly stolen from the boxes of a thousand fucking whores. Give him his due, thought Ecker, he’s the pluckiest little soldier I know, ever ready for a game of deaf-and-dumb.


  This was the standard routine for a winter Sunday in Porchfield Square. Ecker brushed the tangle of blond hair from his sunglasses. His brother was tackling some recentiy-acquired hybrid of his overheated imagination, while he settled down to a calming browse through last week’s papers. Since their failed excursion to find Horror he had decided to put all searches for the old man on hold and get on with living a life.


  With great élan Meng threw himself and the fly off the ceiling and slid down the wall in a primitive dance, pounding into whatever orifice he could locate in the struggling insect. They crashed onto the top of a heavy Victorian sideboard and rolled off in a cloud of frangipani. Meng bored his mass into areas of the fly where no light shone.


  The end result of the half-man’s erotic frenzy was never in doubt. The fly burst, covering the jubilant Meng in enough yellow shit to build a wigwam.


  “That reminds me,” pity dwelt in Ecker’s voice and countenance. “The old man’s 1925 Rolls Royce Silver Ghost needs a spit and polish. Be a good chimp and get a ladder.”


  A preponderance of amativeness (a phrenological term suggesting a propensity to sexual passion; Ecker had looked up its definition in a medical dictionary) in Meng’s character was the motivation for seventy per cent of his actions — the other thirty was probably bone stupidity; but you couldn’t help liking the halfwit. Ecker lowered his paper and peered over its top.


  Evening light from the bow windows was swathing his brother, who stood like Conan out of Fleurs du Mal, two large fly legs protruding from the collar of his night shirt, a living barbecue wreathed in dirty vital. Another unsightly leg dangled from his nostril, gently swaying to and fro as he moved his head.


  “Now...” cobs of yellow muck drifted down Meng’s face “... that was fucking sweet; better than a French fart!”


  Ecker sighed. Seest thou a man diligent in his business? He shall stand before kings.


  On his knee, An Phoblacht was folded open at an article detailing how the system of Castleragh interrogations and Diplock Courts operated in Ireland. Ecker was hardly moved by a photospread of a line of Irish prisoners being beaten by British soldiers.


  The length of a big stick is infinite.


  He turned its pages, his attention only half on the passing headlines: SINGULAR DEATH OF A YOUTH FROM SANGUINEOUS APOPLEXY, or — directly beneath a garish colour picture of Bell MacDonald, the laird of Rammerscales, escorting a coffin out from the Maze — the poetic heading, A MELANCHOLY DEATH; DECEASED DIED BY THE VISITATION OF GOD (‘Says prison authorities’). Reading An Phoblacht was like reading a kind of artistic Newgate calendar.


  “That was epic.” Meng strolled into the living room, a big smile on his face, three of his own daggers planted deep in his bloody right arm. “That fly knew its onions.”


  Ecker had often suspected that the little fat bastard suffered from a fair-to-Middleton case of Munchausen Syndrome. “You do know Horror’s first name?” he asked.


  “Does a bear have hair? Does a cat have a tail? Is a Jew circumcised? Is a nigger black? Is a bluebird blue? Was Sharon Tate’s room untidy?”


  “Stow it, Kierkegaard.”


  “It’s fucking Horace, as in Horrible.”


  “Right, so you won’t be surprised to know that I’ve found the old loon.”


  “What! Run that past me again.” The half-man was all ears. “Hang on just a minute.” He raised a mascara-laden eyelid. “Have you been on the Upton’s Carrot Tea?”


  “Here, you dozy minge!” Ecker spun the newspaper around and thrust it in front of Meng’s face. “Tell me that’s fucking Tarzan.” He pointed a triumphant finger at a small photograph.


  Meng squinted at a sea of photographs that covered two whole pages. “Which fucking one?” He was at a loss. “There must be over two hundred dials here.”


  “Did ever a man have to bear such a cross!” Slowly Ecker stabbed a photo. “THIS... FUCKING... ONE.” Cheap computer printing had added halftone to the photograph, and a warping effect made the staring face seem as though it were melting.


  Meng’s nose touched the paper.


  He jumped back with a cry.


  “Fucking stoats, it’s Mengele!”


  Meng was beside himself with excitement. “That’s just how he looked the first time I laid eyes on him, walking bugger-straight out of the drizzle like Mr Dead himself... I’ll never forget that face.”


  “Jesus with syphilis!” Ecker couldn’t believe it. The myth of happiness, the fable of homicide, the dance of wands. God had blessed Meng with the gift of getting it wrong every time.


  A sharp whack on Meng’s head with a poker quickly silenced him.


  “Now, let me take you through it slowly,” said Ecker patiently. “See here where the headlines say ‘DO YOU RECOGNISE ANY OF THESE MEN?’”


  Meng opened his mouth, but then thought better of it.


  “That means the authorities need our help in identifying these men in the photographs. You with me so far, Einstein? Now, you may have wanked yourself blind, but all my faculties are in full working order. I’m telling you this here photograph is definitely Lord Horror. I’d recognise that despairing countenance anywhere.”


  Meng silently nodded.


  “The question now is...” thin boned fingers twitched over Ecker’s chin “...should we inform the authorities, or break him out ourselves?” Ecker thought out loud. “No, an escape would be doing things the hard way. A simple phone call will suffice.”


  “Where is he, then?” Meng chanced his arm.


  Ecker looked up. “He’s in the Maze, in Northern Ireland. Has been for the last two years, by the look of him.”


  “The Maze?” A light went on in Meng’s head. He felt. suddenly dizzy. The tremor of a meat-hunting beast shunted through his pipe. “That’s just where Doctor Mengele told me he was, months ago... here in this flat. Then he told me to forget it... why would he do that?”


  “If you’re looking for logic in anything the Doctor said...” better humour him, Ecker decided; it was the lesser of two evils “... forget it. And if you read anything more demanding than The Scorcher, you’d be a wiser ape.”


  “Eat penguin dick!” retorted Meng, his bosom heaving. Anxiety accompanied any discussion of Lord Horror, and doubly so now that he thought of his Lord languishing in a Mick prison. No child liked to be separated from its parent. Deep inside, Meng felt incomplete without the comforting presence of Lord Horror. He scratched a furrowed brow. His beetle eyes burned. He would have to spend an hour in a gas mask and two hours in a rubber suit.


  ★ ★ ★


  The Maze; a rose by any other name.


  Long Kesh. H Block. Cage Thirty-Nine.


  The Peer of Zeesen lay naked and folded in pain; full moon, hot sun. The sugar bowl of his cell was a comma-and-matrix of his boundless despair. Marginalised from life, he had chosen to die by the boot and baton of Englishmen. His dark charisma could break the most formidable of chains, but from himself there was no escape.


  “Now be warned, Pink Beetle, I have only to say my magic word...”


  Blood seeped from the tear in the corner of his jaw. That morning he had received a frenzied head-battering dealt out by an Englishman; a telegram he had deserved, no doubt. He was born to be the ashtray of the world.


  “I hate to tell you, but must; today I had some really good beer! ’Twas my first ’cohol since May. Of course, it cannot be equated to wine or schnapps; but, none the less, I enjoyed it. The chaplain continues to spend much time with me; and, really, I am fortunate to have the company of such a good, intelligent man; he is a captain. M.B.E., B.Sc., and no pedant.”


  The walls of his 10-by-8 cell would have once been painted white, but now they were a dirty brown, smeared with dried faeces, accumulated during years of blanket protest. Aside from himself, the cell contained a bible, a slop bucket and a million tiny maggots which he could feel in his hair, nose, ears and anus.


  “My dear, Germany is always a Wonderland but sometimes — alas! — a Blunderland.”


  Once a day an officer shoved a bowl of watery potato soup, a boiled egg, and a piece of dried bread into his cell. Except for this, and the beatings, the only sound he heard was the occasional Gaelic, spoken by the Volunteers of Oglaigh na hEireann who had been shipped into Long Kesh from the Crum, Armagh, Magillian, Portlaoise, The Curragh, Mountjoy and Limerick.


  “Nollaig shona dhaoibh,” said Horror unsmiling. “Take that back to Ballymurphy.”


  For two long years he had languished in Irish jails. Unrecognised by the British, despised by his fellow Irishmen (though he might be wrong on either count). Coughed back up from hell. Fucksick of his destiny.


  “It is not those who can inflict the most but those who can suffer the most who will conquer.”


  Slowly he unwound his folded limbs. His withered legs looked like sickly vines. A migraine of rupture proportions had lived in him for a week. His head ached. His joints ached. His bones and muscles ached. Two years of forced inactivity had weakened him to such an extent that without the aid of his still powerful arms, he could barely stand. His legs looked worse than the chilblained hams of the women he had seen sitting at the hearth of a burning eirne fire in the company of Queenie, his mother. By design he had allowed his leg muscles to atrophy and now the Maze authorities had the extra burden of ferrying him back and forth in a specially constructed mobile security cage.


  The cage was constrictingly small, composed of steel bars set in an aluminium base. To make him feel at home, and to pay him back for the inconvenience, the guards had fastened photographs of gorillas and black baboons and all manner of ape dolls onto the bars. Each week they doused the cage with buckets of animal excreta and perverted oils of jonquil, neroli and tuberose. The resulting musk was acidically pungent and rankly evil.


  When they had to move him, officers wheeled the cage up to the door of his cell and, with blows from electric cattle prodders, forced him to crawl on hands and knees into its confines. To Horror, his guards were just so many turkey-heads whose necks he might easily wring before the eventual weight of majority numbers brought him down. Why he hadn’t done so, he could not easily explain. Perhaps because of the obvious; they were more trapped here than he was.


  More of a conundrum and, even more inexplicably to him, for his life he could not stir into positive thought or action the pus of bitterness forever seeping through every bone, muscle and pumping vein that held his cursed being together. Escape, the hard way; the easy way, through oblivion, however temporarily, was the only endeavour worth even the slightest effort.


  Between his legs his cock-ring (his Roger Casement) glowed fitfully beneath the artificial light. For reasons known only to themselves, his captors had never once touched his ‘jewel’. He bent his long neck in a slithering dip down his chest, past his stomach, and gripped the ring between determinedly clenched teeth. With his tongue he sought its release clip, and presently heard a familiar ‘click’. Soon he was probing the hollow inside of the ring and he was rewarded with the sharp tang of cocaine spooning into his mouth. Deftly he closed the clip, and pulled his domed head slowly up the length of his body. His head rested back. His eyes fixed on the ceiling (he was sure unseen eyes were watching his every movement). Silently he flecked a long white-scummed tongue up into his right nostril and punched home the drug.


  “My name is Horace Joyce,” said Horror to the ceiling, “I don’t go out of the same door twice.”


  Elsewhere in the Maze, people on the edge of an unfulfilled dream were singing:


  “If you hate the British Army, clap your hands


  If you love the IRA, clap your hands


  If you’ve seen Mountbatten fly, clap your hands.”


  If the authorities ever gave him a slot on Radio Eireann that’s the fucking stuff he’d play twenty-four hours a day — truce or no fucking truce. That would keep the blood on the boil. Irish history was a chaos soup — blood and honour and betrayal and martyrdom; a lethal quartet — with the occasional lapse into uneasy peace, before the Derry bands struck up and the flags came out, and the whole gristly procession set off sure-footed again on the red brick road. He’d be party to no appeasement. His big lips sucked in foetid air.


  “History is all more or less a question of dosage.”


  His erectile hair crept and bristled up like a cockatoo’s crest and his skin gleamed with unnatural lustre. A red-eyed monkey sat in his skull. Unanswerable disquiet accompanied him. He had taken on board how little sense it all made; the time to reflect on a hundred years of living; the knowledge of no knowledge.


  The Razor King bore an aura of sadness within himself that no amount of self-awareness could dispel.


  Association was coming to its close. He could hear Republicans playing the Wolfe Tones’ ‘Joe McDonnell’ — the most angry, melancholy sound in the world.


  “All you have is yourself. Yourself is a son with a thousand rays in your belly.”


  Not for the first time he found himself thinking of the only creatures on this earth with which he had a close empathy, who he could recognise as something near to kin, Meng and Ecker, those misfits of misrule, mummers’ fools, pantomimes’ clowns.


  For the past two years he had been trying to contact them, never through direct channels; that would have alerted his enemies whilst he was in a weak condition. But, using every spell in the Magus Calendar, he had sent automatons, used astral projection, skywriting, disease and cloud formation, extreme temperatures, animal and insect emissaries... yet each visitation had proved futile. Fate’s hand had chicano’d his best efforts.


  The Land of the Dead protected its own.


  In the end, Ecker had proved too cerebral. So he had had to concentrate on Meng. But while the half-man had been dog receptive, unfortunately, that mass of paranoias and obsessions that passed for his brain had not been up to the job. The one time he had managed to get a clear message into the lurk of his mind, the half-man had been under the illusion that it had been Doctor Mengele trying to get him to remember something trivial. The last group of beetles he had sent, to spell out a message on the floor in front of Meng, the happy fool had stamped the shit out of, making teufelsdröckh (devil dung) out of the colony.


  “Count no man happy until he’s dead.” Horror’s pale eyes shone with memory.


  He could remember the hour when Doctor Mengele had given him the twins as gifts. The circumstances were terrible and cruel. The ceremony was just a passing despair, but the context in which they had been given had formed the most appalling scenario he had witnessed in Auschwitz — but that was a tale to occupy him another day.


  The mystery of the origins of Meng and Ecker rose out of the mud of the early years of die Twentieth Century, and from the clairvoyant osmosis of the preceding one.


  In Auschwitz, for the twins, the clock had stood still. They were men old before their time. Men old before die century began. Men cruelled in the freak booths and creep sideshows of Europe.


  Snacky Poo in Circus World.


  The siren bark of the carny lullabying the heathen to the great big tent of shimmering silver and gold; where the world’s only performing siamese twins, Meng and Ecker, joined at the hip since their birth on 18th February 1873, had wildly danced the hurly jig in pig-time and drunk cream afterbirth from the jug of The Fucking Dog.


  Zirkus Mengele.


  In a lifetime’s service to freakery those mysterious years before their rebirth in 1941 were as hazy to Meng and Ecker as they were to those people who documented the history of the twins with consuming passion, who followed each twisting year’s arcane sightings of the creep boys with a train spotter’s zeal. In the decades before Auschwitz the twins had toured back and forth across Europe, exhibiting their perverted act in village halls, country barns, booths and sideshows alongside the bizarreties and freaks of the world.


  Meng’s scrapbook, its Mickey Mouse cover smeared with six flavours of Häagen Daas ice cream, which Horror had once idly perused, was a dustbin of information. For every faded photograph there was a matching Fray Bentos steak and kidney pie lid. There was a waterlogged negative that showed Meng and Ecker on the roof-beams of a ruined monastery surrounded by a group of Spanish peasants. The landscape looked Catalonian, with miscreant cypress trees running downhill towards a calm sea. Meng appeared to have hold of half-a-dozen live rats caught by their tails in his mouth. Ecker was his usual unconcerned self, dressed in what looked like a matador’s costume, sitting idly back smoking a cheroot. All that was missing from the scene was Picasso at his easel.


  They had come home to true freakery in the Mash House of Auschwitz. There, Mengele, in the guise of Doctor Fuck’n’Stuff, had spent his flashing blades on them, liberating their personalities into two substantially more warped individuals than the single host into which they had been born.


  ★ ★ ★


  One week later, on Christmas Eve itself, Ecker shuffled a cuban-booted foot idly through his stack of presents scattered to the right of the Christmas tree. His brother’s idea of yuletide decoration was to leave everything where it had happened to fall. Meng had thrown most of the gifts they had received from the general public onto the pile. His boot upturned a copy of ‘A Brief History of Time’, in which a flowery message of wheelchair love had been inscribed to him by Stephen Hawking. There were at least three copies of the Penguin paperback, ‘A Melon for Ecstasy’, by John Wells. As this last book got rarer, the number of copies he received decreased with the passing years. Ecker’s public could not resist this tale of a man whose passion was making love to trees.


  On the stroke of eleven, in the glow of a wan tallow candle, he slowly ascended the staircase to his bedroom. He paused for a moment by the Serendipity Window. Moon shadow flickered over the corrugated asbestos roof of Herbie’s garage. The building had stood empty for the last six years whilst the little Volkswagen had gone off journeying across the world in search of greater knowledge.


  Synchronicity was at work. They had heard from the car just last week. Herbie telephoned to say that he was studying philosophy under Deleuze, at the Ecole Normale Superieure, and would be home soon.


  Meng told him not to hurry back as he was busy perfecting ‘upstairs rape’ on Manchester Corporation buses. He could pay his fare, he had told the raptly listening car, climb to the upper deck, and be sure to find something to rape — man, woman or dog — any time of the day or night. It was amazing what you could get for a quid these days, he enthused. If that wasn’t a bargain, he did not know what was — to which knowing recommendation Herbie had given a rich chortle. Ecker peered into his brother’s boudoir.


  Meng the Magnificent’s four-poster had been decorated in festive fashion, ribbons of holly and ivy and mistletoe and Mr Jangle Bones strung from its corners. The fat one had propped up his creature body on half-a-dozen fluffy pillows and was talking earnestly to his teddy. “When me and Ecker were little we never had any toys.” He wiped away a tear. “We were so poor we had to shit on the floor and play with the steam.” “Pitiful,” commented Ecker from his bedroom.


  “Tell me it ain’t true?” Meng’s eyes were as blue as harebells. Bright sparks crackled from the burning log in his bedroom grate. The results of his happy hour’s exercise of ham-shanking were all around him — a semen-filled Santa’s Xmas stocking, a brimming Action Man with white stuff leaking from a cut in his neck, and half-a-dozen wrecked Barbie Dolls, akimbo-legged and arrayed in a golden fairy ring on his dressing table.


  
    “There was a young girl from the Azores


    Whose cunt had terrible sores.


    The dogs in the street


    Wouldn’t touch the green meat


    That hung from her pus-sodden drawers.”

  


  He took a long slug from a jigger of schnapps, his full cheeks gleaming like copper. Even though they knew he couldn’t read, the Mengettes had sent him the usual collection of Ken Reid’s Fudge and Speck books. He had the set many times over. Still, you could never have enough of a good thing.


  “God bless all those hot little clits out there,” Meng beamed.


  The only other book he received in similar quantities was ‘Peter Wyngarde’s Brace and Bit Guide to the Public Toilets of England’.


  Crates of‘Dollys’ from Toys ‘я’ Us, manikins, toy soldiers and exotic fruits — sent by Meng’s admiring army of treacles — had been stacked in corners.


  “And God bless all those hot bottles in waiting,” sighed Meng, rolling bull red-rimmed eyes, his eyelashes batting coquettishly.


  This year’s biggest taking-the-piss present had been given to him by Ecker — a collection of books by some useless tosser called Kraepelin. What fucking interest could they be to man or beast? Why couldn’t he have got him something he could chew, like a handful of Madonna’s pubic hair, or some ripe clinkers from Kevin Costner’s arse?


  A further sigh breathed from Ecker.


  For the last few days he had been preoccupied with the dilemma offered by the inevitable return of Lord Horror to their lives.


  Not for the first time in his life, Ecker was in a moral quandary.


  If he did not take some action to inform the authorities of Horace Joyce’s captivity in the Maze, prejudice’s emissary could remain there undetected for years, caught in the mindless bureaucracy of the prison system (Ecker was surprised that anyone actually got released from prison — the only reliable fact he had found about prisons was that when wardens hung you, you stayed hung), but if Horror returned to reign in Porchfield Square it meant the end to Ecker’s independence. As for Meng, it mattered little who was pulling his strings; he was too lunched to notice.


  Vegan-pale hands wrapped around his cigarette. Its red spot glowed brightly on its tip. Nicotine flooded his lungs.


  At least, over the years, they had never lived their lives small. Mothers and fathers, lovers, wives and children, the petty interest of friends, the infantilism of romance, the plays of Neil Simon, the films of Woody Allen, had all been avoided.


  How right Hitler had been! (Although franchising ovens as a solution to immigration problems was pushing good will a bit too far. If Hitler had only exercised some restraint, he and his brother would not now be languishing obscured in the north of England; the dog’s bollocks, the demies’ dustbin.)


  The past is only a second away.


  The present the same as it ever was.


  Often he had risen early and stood uncertainly in the Birkenau air, braving the ice winds that swept through the huts, resigning himself to the task of ringing the morning bell, in the knowledge that its melancholy peals stirred with terror the fitful sleep of camperlings and incrementals and liggers who lay expiring, alert for even the smallest expressions of sympathy, in their bunk beds. Those in the bottom beds, dead as mutton chops, were drowned during the night by the constant fall of excreta seeping from the tiers above them.


  “I shall burn in hell, but at least I shall burn for Hitler.”


  Dead on midnight of that Christmas Evening, Ecker, his chin resting in his bony hands, watched from his bedroom window the star-filled heavens sparkle like Mengele’s magician’s coat above him. Snowflakes fell on the living worlds of Barsoom, Oz and Melniboné. In expectation he could hear Lungs of Funktioneers sharply inhale the air of the human world, and he felt warm inside. No matter how terrible this earth could be, there were still adventures to be had for those with brave hearts and true intentions. Soon he expected the Planet Auschwitz to renew its orbit and bring again a suffering red grace to the earth. Then he and Meng would once more be resplendent beings in the right time and, more importantly, in the right place.


  “Have you understood me? Dionysos versus Christ.”
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