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EDITORõS CORNER 

Carla Martins  
 
 
 
 
 
Welcome to the final edition of Probe for 2013.  It has been a very busy year and 
the time has flown by so fast that I cannot believe that it is December already. 
 
One of the highlights as Editor is featuring the short stories that were entered 
into our Nova Short Story Competition.  I am very proud of our competition 
that has been running for so many years and I hope that the writers who 
submit their stories go onto greater things a la Lauren Beukes. 
 
One of the issues I have had with myself this year was that sadly I have not 
read as much science fiction as I had hoped to, life kept getting in the way.  Oh 
well, one of my resolutions for 2014 is to catch up on my reading. 
 
I hope that everyone has a wonderful festive season and a happy new year and 
ÎÏ× ÌÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ ÏÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏ×Ȧ 
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A LEAP IN FAITH ¦ BERYL ENSOR-SMITH 

RUNNER UP ¦ NOVA 2012 SHORT STORY COMPETITION 

My world fell apart one Monday morning with no warning, no presentiment  
ÏÆ ÄÉÓÁÓÔÅÒȠ  ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÒË ÓÔÁÔÅÍÅÎÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎ )ȭÄ ÌÉÖÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÔ 
ten years that he had met someone new and no longer loved me. 

I watched speechlessly as he packed a suitcase and walked to the door of the 
ÁÐÁÒÔÍÅÎÔ ×ÅȭÄ ÓÈÁÒÅÄȟ ÔÏÓÓÉÎÇ ÃÁÒÅÌÅÓÓÌÙ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȟ  Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÈÉÒÅ Á ÖÁÎ 
and collect the rest of my stuff on Saturday,  Jenny.  It will probably be better 
ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÒÅȢ  )ȭÌÌ ÌÅÔ ÙÏu know what time.  3ÏÒÒÙ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔȦȱ 

I went through the next few days on autopilot, but of course word got 
around.  My boss, Greg, called me into the office midweek and said kindly:  
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÓ Á ÔÅÒÒÉÂÌÅ ÂÌÏ×ȟ *ÅÎÎÙȢ  7ÈÙ ÎÏÔ ÔÁËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÎÎÕal leave 
ÁÎÄ ÇÏ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÒÅÖÉÖÅȩ  9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ 
concentrate on work anyway, so take a couple of weeks off to come to terms 
×ÉÔÈ ÉÔȢȱ   ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ )ȭÄ ÂÅ Á ÌÉÁÂÉÌÉÔÙ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔ ÓÔÁÔÅȟ 
not that he was genuinely concerned about my welfare. 

Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ×ÅÌÌȟȱ ) ÁÇÒÅÅÄ ÓÔÉÆÆÌÙȢ   7ÈÅÒÅ ÄÉÄ ÏÎÅ ÇÏ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÄÓÔ ÏÆ ×ÉÎÔÅÒȩ  
)ÒÏÎÉÃÁÌÌÙȟ ÍÏÎÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ Á ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍ ÁÓ )ȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÁÖÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ 
wedding Ian and I would one day have.  My parents had died in a boating 
accident just after I left school and my only sibling, an older brother, lived in 
!ÕÓÔÒÁÌÉÁȟ ÓÏ )ȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÆÁÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÌÌÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÆÁÉÌÅÄ ÒÅÌÁÔÉÏÎÓÈÉÐ ÏÎ ÍÙ Ï×ÎȢ  
I might as well do as Greg suggested and blow my money on a holiday, but 
where?   The idea of staying in a glitzy hotel full of happy people was more 
than I could stomach.  What I needed was one of those old-fashioned, 
comfortable seaside boarding-house type places, not too big, where I could 
lick my wounds in private.  Did any exist any longer, or had they all been 
replaced by the stark, modern structures favoured these days?   If they did, it 
would probably be in some small village where everyone knew everyone 
ÅÌÓÅȭÓ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȟ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÎÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔȢ 

I resorted to the internet to find out, typing in my requirements without 
much hope, specifying the kind of place I wanted and giving the names of 
Ô×Ï ÌÁÒÇÅ ÓÅÁÓÉÄÅ ÒÅÓÏÒÔÓ )ȭÄ ÐÒÅÆÅÒȢ   4ÈÅ ÒÅÓÕÌÔÓȟ ÁÔ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÇÌÁÎÃÅȟ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏÔ 
promising.  Of the five hotels on offer, the first three certainly met ÔÈÅ ȰÏÌÄȱ 
requirement, being dilapidated and depressing, even in the most flattering 
photographs.   The fourth was hardly better, just more expensive, being right 
on the beachfront, but looking dark and unwelcoming.   
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)ȭÄ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÄÉÓÃÁÒÄÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÉÄÅÁ ×ÈÅÎ ) reached the last, which came as 
ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÆ Á ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅȢ   !Î ÏÌÄ 6ÉÃÔÏÒÉÁÎ ȬÌÁÄÙȭȟ ÅÌÅÇÁÎÔ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÌÌ ÐÒÅÓÅÒÖÅÄȟ 
complete with rose garden leading to the broad stairs fronting the entrance.  
The only disadvantage was that it was three rows away from the sea, but 
being on the mountainside; it still had sea views and was within easy walking 
distance of restaurants and other holiday facilities. 

So it was that I arrived at The Anchorage in a taxi, and my spirits lifted when 
I saw that it lived up to its description despite the day being cold and rainy.   
I was welcomed by a Mrs Mullins, a woman of about fifty, who was either 
manageress or owner, from her air of authority.  She instructed the young 
porter/bellboy, whatever, to take my suitcase up the broad staircase to room 
No. 12 while I signed the register.  This was in a leather-bound cover in 
keeping with the general décor of the entrance hall;  heavy, ornate Victorian 
tables,  loudly-ticking grandfather clock in one corner,  carved, broad-based 
hat stand with matching umbrella holder, old mirrors and  pictures in 
decorative gold frames on the walls, and a plethora of lamps, china 
ornaments and vases on every available surface.   I had to hide a smile, my 
first in weeks, I realised ruefully. 

Mrs Mullins was warÍ ÁÎÄ ×ÅÌÃÏÍÉÎÇȢ  Ȱ! ÐÉÔÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÁÔÈÅÒȢ  9ÏÕ 
might not want to go out in this.   We can provide an evening meal if you let 
ÕÓ ËÎÏ× ÉÎ ÁÄÖÁÎÃÅȟ ÁÓ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÆÅ× ÇÕÅÓÔÓ ÁÔ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔȢ  7ÅȭÒÅ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ 
ÑÕÉÅÔȟ )ȭÍ ÁÆÒÁÉÄȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÓÕÉÔÓ ÍÅ ÆÉÎÅȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÏÒÅ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÎ )ȭÄ ÉÎÔÅÎÄÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ 
ÕÐ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ ÈÅÒ ÉÎÔÅÎÔ ÇÁÚÅȢ  Ȱ) ÍÅÁÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÍÉÄ-×ÉÎÔÅÒȟ ÉÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ) 
ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄȟȱ ) ÁÄÄÅÄ, somewhat lamely.  Her only response was: 

Ȱ,ÅÔ ÍÅ ÓÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÙÏÕÒ ÒÏÏÍȢ  4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÐÌÅÎÔÙ ÏÆ ÈÏÔ ×ÁÔÅÒ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ 
day, althoÕÇÈ ÉÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÇÕÒÇÌÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÇÒÕÍÂÌÅÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÐÅÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ ×ÒÙ 
humour.   

My room was very comfortable, with a huge canopied bed made up with 
sheets, blankets and floral quilt.  The curtains were in matching floral print 
and on the wooden floor, well-worn mats scattered about.   The walls were 
papered in a design of faded dog roses.   It was all a bit busy for my taste, but 
quite in keeping with the style of the house.  There was also a big wardrobe 
with mirrored doors and deep drawers set into its base.  The only concession 
to modernity was the en-suite bathroom built into one corner of the big 
room, boasting both bath and shower cubicle.  Nothing antiquated about 
them, and I suspected Mrs Mullins was merely making conversation when 
ÓÈÅ ÓÐÏËÅ ÏÆ ȬÇÕÒÇÌÉÎÇ ÐÉÐÅÓȭȢ 
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I decided to give supper a miss and go to bed early, and was running a bath 
when there was a knock at the door.  A young girl dressed in black with 
white lacy cap and apron handed me a tray. 

Ȱ)ȭÍ "ÅÓÓÉÅȢ  -ÒÓ -ÕÌÌÉÎÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÙÏÕ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÌÉËÅ Á ÃÕÐ ÏÆ ÃÏÃÏÁȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ 
with a smile.  She handed me the tray, bearing a silver sugar bowl and fine 
china cup of steaming hot cocoa, both set on an embroidered cloth edged 
with lace.  I could hardly believe my luck in finding such a place, and had my 
first unbÒÏËÅÎ ÎÉÇÈÔȭÓ ÓÌÅÅÐ ÓÉÎÃÅ )ÁÎ ÈÁÄ ÌÅÆÔ ÍÅȢ 

)Î ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ) ×ÁÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÆÅÌÔ ÅÍÂÁÒÒÁÓÓÅÄȢ  Ȱ)ȭÍ ÕÓÅÄ 
ÔÏ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÅÁÒÌÙȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ "ÅÓÓÉÅ ÂÙ ×ÁÙ ÏÆ ÁÐÏÌÏÇÙ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÎÄÅÄ ÍÅ Á 
hand-×ÒÉÔÔÅÎ ÍÅÎÕ ÉÎ ÅÌÅÇÁÎÔ ÓÃÒÉÐÔȢ  Ȱ(Ï× ÐÒÅÔÔÙȟȱ ) ÒÅÍÁÒËÅÄȟ ȰÁÎÄ ×ÈÁÔ Á 
selection!  I expected a self-ÓÅÒÖÉÃÅȟ #ÏÎÔÉÎÅÎÔÁÌ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÒÓȢ -ÕÌÌÉÎÓ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÁÔȦȱ "ÅÓÓÉÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÆÉÒÍÌÙȟ Ȱ3ÅÌÆ-service?  
#ÏÎÔÉÎÅÎÔÁÌȩ  7Å ÄÏ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÄÏȟȱ ) ÁÇÒÅÅÄȟ ȰÂÕÔ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙ )ȭÍ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȟ ÍÉÓÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÍÉÌÅȟ ȰÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÉËÅ Á ÂÉÔ ÏÆ Á ÌÉÅ-
ÉÎȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÁÌÌȢȱ 

After breakfast I met one of the other guests coming down the stairs; a 
middle-aged man with tufts of unruly hair around a bald pate.  He gave me a 
brief nÏÄ ÉÎ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅ ÔÏ ÍÙ ȰÇÏÏÄ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȱȟ ÂÕÔ ÃÁÓÔ ÈÁÒÄÌÙ Á ÇÌÁÎÃÅ ÍÙ 
×ÁÙȢ  )Æ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÄ ÉÎÄÕÌÇÅÄ ÉÎ Á ȬÌÉÅ-ÉÎȭȟ ÔÏ ÑÕÏÔÅ "ÅÓÓÉÅȟ ÉÔ 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÄÏÎÅ ÈÉÍ ÍÕÃÈ ÇÏÏÄȟ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÐÁÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÓÐÉÒÉÔÅÄȦ   
I learned later that his name was Hatton and that he was an architect. 

) ÍÅÔ -ÒÓ -ÕÌÌÉÎÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÓÁÇÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÆÌÏÏÒȢ  Ȱ2ÁÉÎÉÎÇ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ )ȭÍ 
ÁÆÒÁÉÄȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÇÒÉÍÁÃÉÎÇȢ  Ȱ.ÏÔ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ Á ÄÁÙ ÆÏÒ ÓÔÒÏÌÌÉÎÇ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÈÅ 
ÂÏÁÒÄ×ÁÌË ÏÒ ÂÒÏ×ÓÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏÐÓȢ   )Æ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÁÙ ÉÎȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ×ÅȭÖÅ 
ÑÕÉÔÅ Á ÃÈÏÉÃÅ ÏÆ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÏËÃÁÓÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÒÏÏÍȟ ÏÒ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ 
ÍÕÓÉÃÁÌȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÆÉÎÅ ÂÏÕÄÏÉÒ ÇÒÁÎÄ ÉÎ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÂÒÁÒÙ ÁÎÄ ÉÓ ÎÏ× 
a second living room with settees and comfy chairs, less formal than the 
other one.  Just make youÒÓÅÌÆ ÁÔ ÈÏÍÅȢȱ 

I thanked her and did just that, wandering round the ground floor of the old 
house, admiring the way it had been maintained, adhering to its original 
character.  There were fires burning in the grates of the fireplaces in the 
public rooms and I eventually settled in the informal lounge, trying out the 
old Bechstein with a few half-remembered piano pieces from my childhood, 
before hunting in the piano stool and finding some ancient volumes of 
Chopin, Mozart and Beethoven and trying to sight-read the easier Chopin 
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Preludes and movements from the early sonatas of the other two.  Not too 
successfully, but I was so engrossed that it was a while before I realised I had 
an audience. 

A young woman of my own age stood in the doorway and clapped softly 
×ÈÅÎ ) ÃÁÍÅ ÔÏ Á ÓÔÏÐȢ  Ȱ$Ï ÇÏ ÏÎȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÈÏ× ÔÈÅ 
ÐÉÁÎÏ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÂÕÔ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÐÌÁÙ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȢ   )ȭÍ .ÁÔÁÓÈÁ "ÌÏÏÍȟ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȢȱ 

We chatted for a while.  She was nearing the end of her stay at the hotel; an 
actress who was recuperatinÇ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ Á ÆÏÏÔ ÁÍÐÕÔÁÔÅÄȢ  Ȱ3ÔÉÌÌ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ 
ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÐÒÏÓÔÈÅÓÉÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔ ÁÔ ÌÉÇÈÔÎÅÓÓȟ ȰÁÎÄ ÄÅÃÉÄÉÎÇ 
ÏÎ Á ÎÅ× ÌÉÎÅ ÏÆ ×ÏÒËȢ  4ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÍÁÎÙ ÒÏÌÅÓ ÆÏÒ ÁÎ ÁÃÔÒÅÓÓ ×ÉÔÈ Á 
ÆÏÒÅÓÈÏÒÔÅÎÅÄ ÌÅÇȢȱ   ) ÍÕÒÍÕÒÅÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÙÍÐÁÔÈÅÔÉÃȟ ÆÅÅÌing ashamed of 
my own self-pity in the face of someone so much worse off than myself.  
Grief made one selfish! 

As the weather improved and the days passed, I ventured out.  I found a 
ÍÏÄÅÓÔ ÒÅÓÔÁÕÒÁÎÔ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Ȱ!ÌȭÓȱ ÁÎÄ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÄÉÎÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÏÎÅ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇȢ   It 
proved to be a miserable ordeal.  I was aware that I was the only woman on 
her own and felt that everyone was looking at me with pity.  Abandoning my 
meal, I rushed back to The Anchorage feeling defeated.  It was only after 
Bessie had delivered the comforting night -time cocoa that I began to feel 
ÍÏÒÅ ÒÁÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅȢ  ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÕÐ ÓÏ ÅÁÓÉÌÙȢ  ) ÈÁÄ Á ÌÉÆÅ-
ÔÉÍÅ ÁÈÅÁÄ ÏÆ ÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÉÔ ÈÉÄÉÎÇ Á×ÁÙȢ  0ÅÒÈÁÐÓ )ȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÏÏ 
ambitious and should have tried lunching on my own before attempting an 
evening outing?   

) ÆÏÒÃÅÄ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ Ȱ!ÌȭÓȱ Ô×Ï ÄÁÙÓ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÌÕÎÃÈ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ 
ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÏ ÂÁÄȢ  ) ×ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÕÎÁÃÃÏÍÐÁÎÉÅÄ ×ÏÍÁÎȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ 
diners were intent on their own affairs and I decided it was my own 
insecurities that had made me think I was the object of pity.   By the time my 
ÈÏÌÉÄÁÙ ÅÎÄÅÄȟ )ȭÄ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÂÌÁÓï ÁÂÏÕÔ ÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÏÔÈÅÒ 
ÒÅÓÔÁÕÒÁÎÔÓ ÔÏÏȟ ÂÕÔ ÁÌÌ ÉÎ ÁÌÌ ) ÐÒÅÆÅÒÒÅÄ Ȱ!ÌȭÓȱȟ ÂÏÔÈ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÏÄ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÌÁØÅÄ 
atmosphere.   If Natasha had still been around, we could have ventured out 
together, giving one another moral support.   She left before we had a chance 
to become friends, but I found myself coping quite well on my own. 

Walks on the beach, good books and the comfort of The Anchorage all had a 
positive effect on me.  When it came time to return home, it was with 
genuine regret that I said goodbye to Mrs Mullins, Bessie and young Jimmy 
in his military -type uniform.  I even felt kindly towards the reclusive Mr 
Hatton, who was, I thought, looking more approachable these days. 
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Once home, life settled into a routine with a new rhythm; my job and 
different interests.  I bought a second-hand piano and started taking lessons 
again.  I acquired a pet, a stray cat with a mangled ear and purring affection.   
Nine months later I met Joe, who lived two floors up, in the same block as 
me.  When we knew one another better, he told me we had sometimes 
travelled together in the same lift but that I was too besotted with Ian to 
notice anyone else!   Later still, he told me that he had fancied me the first 
time he laid eyes on me.    

Joe was full of fun and warmth, very easy to love ɀ yet I used jokes to fend 
him off when he grew too affectionate, not being able to face the thought of 
another betrayal.   It was all well and good now, but ten years down the line 
would he also look for pastures new? 

As the months passed, it became obvious that he was in love with me, which 
while flattering, was also frightening in its way, as it meant a confrontation 
not too far down the line. 

It was shortly after this revelation that I bumped into Natasha Bloom again, 
in a department store.  We had tea together and reminisced about our time 
at The Anchorage. 

Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÄÁÙȟȱ .ÁÔÁÓÈÁ ÁÄÍÉÔÔÅÄȟ Ȱ)Ô ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅre that I 
started planning for my future and holding out hope again.  I think about 
Mrs Mullins and Bessie, and even some of the guests.  Do you remember that 
ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅ ÏÌÄ ÇÅÎÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÕÆÆÙ ÈÁÉÒȩȱ 

Ȱ-Ò (ÁÔÔÏÎȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ -Ò (ÁÔÔÏÎȢ  (Å ×ÁÓ ×ÉÄÏ×ÅÄ ÓÈÏrtly before coming to The Anchorage.  
I saw him a few weeks ago walking in the park with two young children;   his 
ÇÒÁÎÄÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ ) ÇÕÅÓÓȢ  (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÔ ÐÅÁÃÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȢȱ 

Talk drifted to what we were doing with our lives.  Natasha no longer acted 
ÂÕÔ ×ÁÓ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ ÓÃÒÅÅÎ ÐÌÁÙÓ ÁÎÄ 46 ÄÒÁÍÁÓȢ  Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÇÒÅÁÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÅÎÔÈÕÓÅÄȟ ȰÁÎÄ 
seemed a natural progression from acting.  I love it and am fairly successful 
ÁÔ ÉÔȢ  $ÏÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÉÍÍÏÄÅÓÔȩȱ 

I assured her that it sounded truthful, which was fine.   She was interested to 
hear what I was doing and we enjoyed our time together but made no plans 
to meet again in future.   Seeing Natasha had cleared my mind and I knew 
somehow that I should take Joe to see The Anchorage and meet the people 
who had made such an impression on me.   The way he reacted would in 
ÓÏÍÅ ×ÁÙ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÆÕÌÌÙ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÈÅÌÐ ÍÅ ÄÅÃÉÄÅ ×ÈÅÔÈÅÒ ×Å ÈÁÄ Á ÆÕÔÕÒÅ 
together. 
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4ÈÁÔ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÙ ÕÎÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ .ÁÔÁÓÈÁȢ  (ÅȭÄ 
already heard about my stay at The Anchorage, an edited version, but this 
time I filled him in on the details ; how it was, in effect, time out from the 
real world and what a lasting impression it had made on me.  Joe listened 
×ÉÔÈ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ)ȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÕÓ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÂÁÃË ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȢ  .ÏÔ ÔÏ stay 
there, just so that you can see how special it is, and meet the people who 
×ÅÒÅ ÓÏ ËÉÎÄ ÔÏ ÍÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÁÇÒÅÅÄ ÁÔ ÏÎÃÅȢ 

Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÍÁËÅ Á ÌÏÎÇ ×ÅÅËÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÓÉÇÈÔÓ ÔÏÏȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔÅÄȟ ȰËÉÌÌ 
Ô×Ï ÂÉÒÄÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÏÎÅ ÓÔÏÎÅȢȱ 

We booked our flights, and accommodation in one of the modern seafront 
hotels within walking distance of The Anchorage and I felt increasingly 
excited at seeing it again. 

After settling in after our arrival we wandered around the nearby shops and I 
ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÏÕÔ Ȱ!ÌȭÓȱ ×ÈÅÒÅ ) ÈÁÄ ÓÏ ÏÆten eaten, then we slowly made our way 
to The Anchorage.    I could have wept with disappointment when I found 
that the elegant hotel was no longer there, and in its place another clone of 
ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ "Ǫ"ȭÓ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÉÖÁÔÅ ÈÏÔÅÌÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÔÏÒÎ ÉÔ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÂÕÉÌÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÎ ÉÔÓ ÐÌÁÃÅȟȱ ) ÃÒÉÅÄȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÈÏÔÅÌ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÅ×ȟȱ *ÏÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  Ȱ4ÈÅ ÐÁÉÎÔ ÈÁÓ ÆÁÄÅÄ ÁÎÄ 
ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÒÕÓÔ ÍÁÒËÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÒÁÉÌÉÎÇÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÌÌ ÓÕÒÒÏÕÎÄÉÎÇ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÁ ÁÉÒȢ  )Ô ÔÁËÅÓ ÉÔÓ ÔÏÌÌ ÏÎ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇȢ   ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ out what 
ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÔÏ 4ÈÅ !ÎÃÈÏÒÁÇÅȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÈÏ ×ÏÕÌÄ ËÎÏ×ȩȱ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÁÐ ×ÈÏ ÒÕÎÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÒÅÓÔÁÕÒÁÎÔȢ  Ȭ!ÌȭÓȭ ×ÁÓ ÉÔȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÂÒÉÌÌÉÁÎÔȢ  ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏȢ   ) ÈÏÐÅ ÈÅ ÈÁÓÎȭÔ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄ ÔÏÏȢȱ 

Much to my relief, the same old gent was busy about the restaurant, 
polishing cutlery. 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄ !ÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎȱ ÈÅ ÇÒÅÅÔÅÄ ÕÓȟ ÏÎÃÅ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÉÎÓÉÄÅȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÍÅȟȱ ) ÓÁÉÄ ÁÐÏÌÏÇÅÔÉÃÁÌÌÙȟ ȰÂÕÔ ) ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÅÁÔ 
ÈÅÒÅ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÏÆÔÅÎ ×ÈÅÎ ) ×ÁÓ ÈÏÌÉÄÁÙÉÎÇ ÎÅÁÒ ÈÅÒÅ Á ÙÅÁÒ ÁÇÏȢȱ 

Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ) ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÙÏÕȦ  ) ÍÁÙ ÂÅ ÏÌÄ ÂÕÔ ) still appreciate a pretty girl 
×ÈÅÎ ) ÓÅÅ ÏÎÅȢȱ  (Å ×ÉÎËÅÄ ÁÔ *ÏÅ ÃÏÎÓÐÉÒÁÔÏÒÉÁÌÌÙȢ  Ȱ(Ï× ÃÁÎ ) ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ#ÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÔÅÌÌ ÕÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÂÅÃÁÍÅ ÏÆ 4ÈÅ !ÎÃÈÏÒÁÇÅ ÈÏÔÅÌ ÉÎ 3×ÁÎ 3ÔÒÅÅÔȩ  )ÔȭÓ ÎÏ 
ÌÏÎÇÅÒ ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

(Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÐÕÚÚÌÅÄȢ  Ȱ4ÈÅ !ÎÃÈÏÒÁÇÅȩȱ 
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Ȱ! ÃÈÁÒÍÉÎÇ ÏÌÄ 6ÉÃÔorian double-ÓÔÏÒÅÙȟȱ ) ÅÌÁÂÏÒÁÔÅÄȢ 

(ÉÓ ÂÒÏ× ÃÌÅÁÒÅÄȢ  Ȱ/È ÙÅÓȟ -ÒÓ -ÕÌÌÉÎÓȭÓ ÏÌÄ ÐÌÁÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟȱ ) ÁÇÒÅÅÄ ÅÁÇÅÒÌÙȢ  Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÉÔȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÙȟ ÉÔ ÂÕÒÎÅÄ ÄÏ×ÎȢ   )Ô ×ÁÓ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÒÅÎÏÖÁÔÅÄȟ ÓÏ ÆÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅÌÙ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏ 
guests there at the time, but it burned to the ground in the middle of the 
night.  All those tins of paint and cleaning ÍÁÔÅÒÉÁÌÓ ȣ those old beams 
ÂÅÃÁÍÅ ÁÎ ÉÎÆÅÒÎÏȢ  4ÏÏË ÅÖÅÒÙ ÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÏÆ ÓÔÁÆÆ ÔÏÏȟ ) ÈÅÁÒÄȢ  4ÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
ÈÁÖÅ Á ÈÏÐÅ ÉÎ ÈÅÌÌ ÏÆ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÏÕÔȢȱ 

I felt faint and Joe put an arm arounÄ ÍÙ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒÓȢ  Ȱ-ÒÓ -ÕÌÌÉÎÓȩȱ ) 
managed to croak. 

!Ì ÏÒ ×ÈÏÅÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎ ×ÁÓȟ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÍÅ ÉÎ ÐÕÚÚÌÅÄ ÃÏÎÓÔÅÒÎÁÔÉÏÎȢ  Ȱ3ÈÅ 
×ÁÓ Á ÒÅÌÁÔÉÖÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒÓȩȱ 

) ÓÈÏÏË ÍÙ ÈÅÁÄȢ  Ȱ! ÆÒÉÅÎÄȢȱ 

!ÌȭÓ ÇÁÚÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÐÅÃÕÌÁÔÉÖÅȟ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÃÙÎÉÃÁÌȢ   4ÈÅ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÄÏÏÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔÁÕÒÁÎt 
clanged open as a group of young people surged in, drawing his attention 
away from me. 

Ȱ7ÈÅÎ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȩȱ ) ÄÅÍÁÎÄÅÄȟ ÏÎÃÅ ) ÈÁÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌ ÏÆ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȢ 

!Ì ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÅ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ  Ȱ)Î ÔÈÅ ÅÁÒÌÙ ΫγέΪȭÓȢ  ,ÏÎÇ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÂÏÒÎȦȱ   (Å 
was dismissive and wasted no more time on me, but went to attend to his 
new customers. 

) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÆÁÌÌÅÎ ÉÆ *ÏÅȭÓ ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔÉÖÅ ÁÒÍ ÈÁÄ ÎÏÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÒÏÕÎÄ ÍÅȢ  Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ 
ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÌÐÅÄ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȢ    /ÎÃÅ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 
street I took a lot of deep breaths. 

Ȱ*ÏÅȟ ) ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅÒÅȦ   )Ô ×ÁÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ) ÒÅÇÁÉÎÅÄ Á ÓÅÎÓÅ ÏÆ ÓÅÌÆ-worth.  Natasha and 
Mr Hatton were there too ; remember, I told you about them?  Natasha said 
that Mr Hatton lost his wife just before he came to the hotel.  That was why 
he looked so bereftȢȱ  ) ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÂÅÓÅÅÃÈÉÎÇÌÙ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÃÅȟ Ȱ7Å ×ÅÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ 
*ÏÅȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÈÁÒÅÄ ÍÅÍÏÒÉÅÓȢ  )Ô ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÌȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÁÔ !Ì ÆÅÌÌÏ× ÔÈÉÎËÓ )ȭÍ 
ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅÌÙ ÎÕÔÓ ÏÒ ×ÏÒÓÅȦȱ 

*ÏÅȭÓ ÁÒÍ ÔÉÇÈÔÅÎÅÄ ÒÏÕÎÄ ÍÅȢ  Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ) ÄÏÎȭÔȟ *ÅÎÎÙȢ   4ÈÒÅÅ ÈÕÒÔ ÓÏÕÌÓ 
somehow finding a safe haven to gather courage to reinvent themselves?   
!ÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȭÓ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÙÏÎÄ ÏÕÒ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇȢȱ  (Å ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÄÏ×Î 
ÁÔ ÍÅȟ Ȱ)ÓÎȭÔ ÉÔ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌȩȱ  7ÉÔÈ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÔÈÒÅÅ ×ÏÒÄÓȟ ) ËÎÅ× ) ÈÁÄ ÆÏÕÎÄ 
someone I could love and trust for the rest of my life. 
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Book Reviews                  Ian and Gail Jamieson 
 

The Bone Season Samantha Shannon Jonathan Ball 
Jonathan Ball 

 

Paige Mahoney is 19 and lives in London in the year 2059, and is a 
psychic, a ñdream walkerò who runs checks for one of London's vicious 
criminal gangs, under the leadership of a ñmeme-lordò. For this is an 
alternative World where psychics abound but are ruthlessly hunted down 
as a threat to society. 

Forced to kill she is hunted down and arrested, but instead of being 
executed she is sent to Oxford, which was mysteriously destroyed by fire 
200 years ago. Paige discovers to her horror that at that time a rift opened 
between universes and two different types of aliens came through. The one 
type, Emin, are mindless flesh eating monsters and the other, Rephaim are 
tall handsome, cruel and uncaring. Psychics of all kinds are collected every 
10 years, the bone seasons of the title, to be used in the war between the 
Rephaim and the Emin and their attrition rate is high. Paigeôs chance of 
survival does not look good, until she is taken under the wing of Warden 
Arcturus, blood consort of the leader Nashira. 

From there onward the story tends to go downhill. The ending is more than 
a little mixed up, and the author at times leaves out too many details and at 
others overwhelms us with unnecessary information. Her fight scenes are 
laughable, and Paige is always getting beaten up, stabbed or shot and then 
she recovers almost overnight. 

I could not decide is this was Psyberpunk, Science Fiction, Fantasy or a 
long term Gothic Love story. A quality editor would have slashed the 
unnecessary detail, pulled all the strings together and given us a quality 
first novel. As it is, it is a reasonably well written novel, but that is all. 

 

2 ½/ 5 

Ian 
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Apocalypse Now Now Charlie Human Random House Struik 
R190.00 

As you can probably guess from the title this novel is set in South Africa 
and is also written by a South African. The frontispiece explains ñnow nowò 
to non-South Africans, as common usage for something which has not yet 
happened and will happen at an unspecified time in the future. 

This novel is set in the Cape and a fair part of it takes part in the drug 
ridden, gang-driven high schools of the Western Cape. Baxter  Zevcencko 
is not a nice person. He heads up a porn-selling high school syndicate and 
relentlessly torments his apparently mentally challenged older brother. He 
has very strange dreams which follow events which take place in the 
distant past and to top it all may be a serial killer, but even he is not sure 
about this. 

Things come to a head when his girl friend is apparently kidnapped and he 
is suspected of killing her. He decides to investigate and the clues 
increasingly point to there being supernatural involvement. 

He tries to investigate the increasingly bizarre landscape of Cape Town's 
supernatural underworld but cannot make any progress until he teams up 
with a ñsupernaturalò bounty hunter, Jackie Ronin. 

Into the mix comes Dr Kobus Basson who would like to admit Baxter to a 
psychiatric facility as he thinks that the dreams come from a deranged 
mind. But even Basson is not who h seems to be and really does not have 
Baxter's mental health in mind. 

There is a roller-coaster ride through Baxter's dream world and the 
nightmare  supernatural world and even Baxter's brother turns out not to be 
a challenged as he was assumed to be. At times this novel verges on the 
gory as monsters and weirdoes abound but I found it entertaining. 

The descriptions of the gang world are frighteningly real and in the 
supernatural world the Apocalypse threatens. But in the end Baxter turns 
out to be not as nasty as he first seems to be.  

It is really good to see that South African authors using South African 
settings are being published and accepted by SF readers. It's well written 
and the characters are believable and I look forward to more novels from 
this author. 

Recommended 

Gail 
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Books Received  
 
Random House Struik 
Raising Steam - Terry Pratchett R395.00 (Hard cover) 
 

Jonathan Ball 
The Bone Season Samantha Shannon (No price) 
 

Magazines Received  
 

Opuntia. Dale Speirs P.O. Box 6830 Calgary, Alberta Canada, TP2 #ET  
 
267 September 2013 
268 October 2013 
 
Via email:-  
Newsletter of the Middle Tennessee SF Society (aka The Nashville SF 
Club)  
Reece Moorhead reecejbm@gmail.com 
 
Issue 132 October 2013 
Issue 133 November 2013 
 
David Langford news@ansible.co.uk 
 
Ansible 315 October 2013 
 
Back issues (HTML archives) http://news.ansible.co.uk  
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AFTER THE WORLD WENT TO HELL - ROBYN ANAKIN VEARY 

RUNNER-UP ¦ 2012 NOVA SHORTY STORY COMPETITION 

 

Ȱ3ÁÒÇÅ ȢȢȢȱ  

3ÁÒÇÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙȢ Ȱ%ÖÅÒÙ ÒÁÉÄ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÎÁÍÅȟ 
$ÒÏÌÇÁÔȢ 7ÁÔ ÉÓ ÄÉÔȩȱ  

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ +ÁÔÈÙ ȢȢȢȱ $ÉÎÇÏ ×ÁÓ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÎÅȢȱ  

There were four people standing in the middle of the deserted city 
street when Dingo began to look for the girl. She, the fifth of the recon 
group, was nowhere to be seen. Sarge cursed animatedly under his breath.  

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÇÏÎÅȩȱ #ÌÅÁÖÅÒ ÈÉÓÓÅÄȟ ÇÒÉÐÐÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÍÁÃÈÅÔÅ 
tighter in his large dark-ÓËÉÎÎÅÄ ÈÁÎÄȢ (Å ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÌÅÁÄÅÒȢ Ȱ3ÈÏÕÌÄ ×Å 
ÌÏÏË ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒȟ 3ÁÒÇÅȩȱ 

Terror moved towards Sarge, letting her gun hang from her shoulder 
by its strap, and loosely ÔÙÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÄÒÅÁÄÌÏÃËÓ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȟ 
3ÁÒÇÅȢ 'ÉÒÌȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÂÅÅÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓ Á ÆÅ× ×ÅÅËÓȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Sarge stared at a point on the ground, silent, bathed in the sunlight 
that lit the entire street.  

Ȱ3ÁÒÇÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÐÕÓÈÅÄȢ  

He merely shook his head.  

$ÉÎÇÏ ÇÁÖÅ Á ÄÅÒÉÓÉÖÅ ÓÎÏÒÔ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÁÔ 4ÅÒÒÏÒȢ Ȱ.Á×ȟ ÂÒÕȟ 
ÔÈÁÔȭÄ ÂÅ ÔÏÏ ÃÒÕÅÌȢ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔȭÄ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÉÆ ×Å ÄÉÄȢȱ 

Ȱ2ÁÔÈÅÒ ÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÕÓȦȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÓÐÁÔȟ ÇÌÁÒÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÕÃÈ-taller Dingo. 
With the sun just behind his head as he stood there, his dusty blonde hair 
looked like a halo. 

Ȱ(ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÈÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙȩ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ Á ×ÒÅÃË ×ÈÅÎ ×Å 
ÆÏÕÎÄ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ ) ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ you ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÈÅÒ ÏÕÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÇÁÉÎȩȱ 

ȰI ÊÕÓÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÅÎÄ ÕÐ like her, ÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ÉÎ ×ÈÏÅÖÅÒȭÓ ÂÌÏÏÄ ÔÈÁÔ 
×ÁÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÉÌÅÎÔ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÁÖÅȢ .Ï ÔÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÅÁÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ (1Ȣȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÉÆ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÓÔÕÐÉÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ÏÆÆȦȱ 
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Ȱ3ÈÕÔ ÕÐȦȱ #ÌÅÁÖÅÒ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÂÒÏÁÄ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÈÉÓ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ 
machete lay and unÓÈÅÁÔÈÅÄ ÉÔ ÁÓ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙ ÁÎÄ ÑÕÉÅÔÌÙ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄȢ Ȱ) ÈÅÁÒÄ 
ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢ /ÖÅÒ ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Terror and Dingo both grabbed their guns and aimed where Cleaver 
had gestured. The street they were standing in, with its picturesque purple-
blossomed trees framing either side, was beset with the scars of the last few 
months.  Crashed or abandoned cars littering the streets, some merely 
burnt -out husks; plastic bags and old crumpled newspaper pages were the 
only things that moved. The side street they were now scrutinising though 
was narrow, hardly large enough for a small car, dark as night and just as 
terrifying as the concept of going out after dark.  

Ȱ3ÁÒÇÅȩȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÇÅÎÔÌÙ ÎÏ×ȟ Ȱ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÎÁ ÄÏȩȱ 

Sarge was looking in the other direction, at the large, grassy park. He 
remembered taking his wife to a concert in that garden once. But that was a 
long time ago, before the world went to hell. 

Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÈÅÒȟȱ 3ÁÒÇÅ ÇÒÏ×ÌÅÄ ÁÎÄȟ ÒÁÉÓÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÇÕÎȟ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ 
the darkened street. He stopped abruptly and looked the narrow street up 
and down. Two tall apartment blocks on either side meant windows looking 
onto the street.  

Ȱ4ÅÒÒÏÒȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ 3ÁÒÇÅȢȱ 

Ȱ'Ï ÂÁÃË ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÂÏÙÓ ÁÎÄ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÃÏÎÓÃÉÅÎÃÅÓ ÁÎÄ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ 
+ÁÔÈÙ ÏÕÔ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÄÉÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/ÕÃÈȟ 3ÁÒÇÅȟȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÃÈÕÃËÌÅÄȢ Ȱ&ÉÎÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÏ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ 
ÈÁÐÐÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓȢȱ 

#ÌÅÁÖÅÒ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÎÅÒ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÉÎÔÏ $ÉÎÇÏȭÓ ÅÁÒȟ 
Ȱ7ÏÕÌÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÈÁÖÅ ËÎÏ×Îȟ ÈÕÈȩȱ 

The two tall men laughed quietly together for a brief moment. Terror 
glared at the two men indignantly. 

When Sarge took his first step towards the street, all three were 
focused again. Sarge signalled with is hand to the two men to take the right, 
Terror, with him. They stationed themselves on either side of the entrance to 
the street, Terror kneeling at 3ÁÒÇÅȭÓ ÆÅÅÔȢ 7ÈÅÎ 3ÁÒÇÅ ×ÁÖÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÁÔ 
her, Terror pulled a long thin red tube from a strap on her backpack and 
struck it on the ground. She threw the sparking torch down the street. As it 
flew, the light showed there were a dozen bodies littering the ground. Dingo 



PROBE 158ɀ December 2013                     www.sffsa.org.za                                         Page 16 

 

tensed up, gripping his gun tighter, till Cleaver elbowed him in the arm. The 
two men exchanged a look and Dingo relaxed.  

There were also black bags, with their insides ripped out and littered 
around the street. Nothing moved as the light passed. This was a comforting 
sign. Sarge signalled to them again and they followed him down the street: 
Terror first, then Dingo, with Cleaver bringing up the rear. They moved 
slowly, careful to avoid the broken glass, empty chip packets, and anything 
that would make a noise when stood on. Terror watched above, at the many 
silent windows above their heads that were eying them. Dingo watched the 
bodies on the ground. Cleaver kept watch behind them.  All three of them 
had the same story running through their heads: the story of another recon 
team that had gone down a street very similar to the one they were currently 
walking down. That team had moved quickly down that street when, out of 
the windows above them, came a swarm of bleeders that ripped all but one 
to pieces. The survivor had to be put down later because he had contracted 
the bleeding.  

Sarge raised a closed fist and they all stopped. They had reached the 
end of the small street. He pointed ahead of them, waved his index finger in 
a small circle above his head, and then indicated for them to move again.  

Fanning out, the four scanned the new road they found themselves in, 
high and low. Terror took the left, Dingo behind and above, Cleaver the 
right, and Sarge ahead. There was nothing out of the ordinary that greeted 
them, a horizontal lamp post among the upturned rubbish bins, more 
crashed cars, and more scares of the recent epidemic that made the country 
ravage itself.  

Ȱ#ÌÅÁÒȟȱ 3ÁÒÇÅ ÒÅÐÏÒÔÅÄȢ 

Ȱ#ÌÅÁÒȟȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÒÅÐÅÁÔÅÄȢ 

Ȱ#ÌÅÁÒȟȱ $ÉÎÇÏ ÅÃÈÏÅÄȢ 

A beat passed. 

Ȱ#ÌÅÁÖÅÒȩȱ 3ÁÒÇÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÕÎÔÁÉÎÏÕÓ ÄÁÒË ÍÁÎȢ 

 

Cleaver was standing perfectly still, back towards the team. Weapons 
at attention, they moved beside him. Caramel skinned Terror came up to the 
ÄÁÒË ÍÁÎȭÓ ÓÔÏÍÁÃÈȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÏ ÔÁÌÌ Ánd she so short. She looked up at him, 
then followed his eye line down the street. The sun, hanging low in the sky, 
bathed the entire road in light and shone directly onto their faces. At the end 
of the street it formed a t-junction with another. There was a building there, 
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partly burnt down on the one side. Kathy was standing in front of this 
building, waving her gun in the air. 

The four stood and stared at her smiling face for a moment. 

Ȱ&ÏÕÎÄ ÈÅÒȟ 3ÁÒÇÅȟȱ #ÌÅÁÖÅÒ ÍÕÒÍÕÒÅÄȢ 

The four moved forward in formation towards Kathy, all constantly 
surveying their surroundings.  

Ȱ(ÁÐÐÙ ÎÏ×ȟ $ÉÎÇÏȩȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÑÕÅÒÉÅÄ ÓÁÒÄÏÎÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÈÅÒ ÂÒÅÁÔÈȢ 

4ÈÅ ÂÌÏÎÄÅ ÍÁÎ ÌÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÄÅÒÉÓÉÖÅ ÃÈÕÃËÌÅȢ Ȱ*Áȟ ÊÁȟȱ ÈÅ ÃÏÎÃÅÄÅÄȢ 

Ȱ*ÕÌÌÅ Ô×ÅÅ ÍÁÁË ÍÙ ÇÁÔÆÏÌȦȱ ÓÎÅÅÒÅÄ 3ÁÒÇÅȟ ȰÓÏ ÓÈÕÔ it before I shut it 
ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢȱ  

Kathy had stopped waving now and was watching them as she backed 
up the stairs of the building. 

Ȱ.ÅÅȢ .ÅÅȦȱ 3ÁÒÇÅ ÈÉÓÓÅÄȟ ÂÒÅÁËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒÍÁÔÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ ÈÅÒȢ 
Ȱ.ÅÅȟ ÍÏÅÎÉÅȦȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÈÏ× ÈÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÂÒÅÁËÓ ÉÎÔÏ !ÆÒÉËÁÁÎÓ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅȭÓ ÐÉÓÓÅÄȩȱ 
Dingo whispered up at Cleaver. The two men chuckled. 

Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ ÙÏÕ Ô×Ïȟȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÔÏÏ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ÒÕÎȢ Ȱ(Å 
ÎÅÅÄÓ ÃÏÖÅÒȢȱ 

The two men brought up the rear, watching for any surprises that 
might be lurking.  

By the time Sarge ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇȭÓ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÓÔÅÐÓȟ +ÁÔÈÙ ÈÁÄ 
disappeared inside. He glanced over his shoulder for a moment, saw the 
other three coming, and indicated for them to follow him inside.  

There was a great deal of sunlight in the building. This was partly because of 
the nature of its design but mostly because the entire second floor was gone 
on their left. The corridor the Sarge-less trio walked down was bathed in 
sunlight and was littered with fallen and ashen bits of building. Their 
weapons were at attention, their eyes moved over every detail, and they 
chose carefully where to put their feet. 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÃÒÅÅÐÙ ÑÕÉÅÔȢȱ 

Dingo broke the silence from the rear. 

Ȱ/ÂÖÉÏÕÓÌÙȟȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÒÅÔÏÒÔÅÄ ÖÅÎÏÍÏÕÓÌÙ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÅÒ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á ÈÁÌÆ 
ÂÕÒÎÔ ÄÏ×Î ÏÆÆÉÃÅ ÂÌÏÃËȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÆÉØÅÄ ÈÅr green eyes on the tall blonde man; he 
looked a little shaken. She stopped. 
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Ȱ4ÏÏ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÔÏ ÈÏÍÅȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÇÅÎÔÌÙȟ ÐÕÔÔÉÎÇ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÍÅÁÎÔ 
to be reassuring hand on his muscular arm. This startled Dingo and he too 
stopped. His blue eyes fell on the small, caramel skinned girl. He merely 
nodded. The two stood for a moment, eyes on one another. 

Ȱ/ÙȦȱ 

#ÌÅÁÖÅÒȭÓ ÈÁÒÓÈȟ ÈÕÓÈÅÄ ÂÁÒË ÂÒÏËÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÍÅÎÔ ÁÎÄ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÁÎÄ $ÉÎÇÏ 
quickly stepped apart, looking at the dark skinned man. 

Ȱ$ÏÕÂÌÅ ÔÉÍÅȟȱ ×ÁÓ ÁÌÌ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

The two quickly followed Cleaver around a corner and down a passage.  

4ÈÅ ÒÏÏÍ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÏ ÈÁÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄÓ Ȭ#ÏÎÆÅÒÅÎÃÅ 2ÏÏÍȭ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȢ 
It was a long and narrow room, one wall completely made of glass. The glass 
was broken in places, with many chairs and desks piled in front of it. That 
barrier was long since destroyed. Kathy stood in the centre of the room; 
Sarge, a few meters behind her, spoke softly to her.  

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÒȟȱ 3ÁÒÇÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÁÙÉÎÇȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ×ÈÏ ÙÏÕ ÏÎÃÅ ÍÉÇÈÔ 
ÈÁÖÅ ËÎÏ×ÎȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÖÅȩȱ +ÁÔÈÙ ÒÅÐÅÁÔÅÄ ÇÌÅÅÆÕÌÌÙȢ Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÍÙ Ô×ÉÎȟ 3ÁÒÇÅȢ )ȭÄ ËÎÏ× 
ÈÅÒ ÁÎÙ×ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÒȟȱ 3ÁÒÇÅ ÕÒÇÅÄȢ (Å ÂÒÉÅÆÌÙ ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒ ÁÎÄ 
flashed a hand at the trio as they slowly inched into the room. The three 
froze, understanding the command. 

Ȱ)Ô ÉÓȟȱ +ÁÔÈÙ ÓÉÇÈÅÄȟ ÔÒÉÕÍÐÈÁÎÔÌÙȢ Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÍÙ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÌÏÎÇ ÄÅÁÄȟ +ÁÔÈȢȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÓÐÏËÅ ÎÏ×ȟ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄ 
ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ +ÁÔÈÙȢ Ȱ3ÉÎÃÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÊÏÉÎÅÄ ÕÓȢ 2ÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȩȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÐÕÔ Á ÈÁÎÄ 
ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌȭÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȢ 

Ȱ.ÏȦȱ +ÁÔÈÙ ÙÅÌÌÅÄȟ ÊÅÒËÉÎÇ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÁÌÌ ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÔÏÕÃÈȢ 

An eerie clicking noise emanated from the far end of the room. All five 
sets of eyes snapped towards the creature there. It was a bleeder, crouched 
there over the remains of a man, a blood trail leading to where he now lay. It 
was wearing a dress that was so dirty and bloodied that its original colour 
was hard to guess. In its hands was a dripping cord that extended from the 
ÍÁÎȭÓ ÔÏÒÓÏȢ )ÔÓ ÄÁÒË ÒÅÄ ÅÙÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏ× ÆÉØÅÄ ÏÎ +ÁÔÈÙȟ ÈÅÁÄ ÔÉÌÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 
side, its dark, grimy hair hanginÇ ×ÉÌÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÃÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÂÌÅÅÄÅÒȭÓ ÍÏÕÔÈ 
was covered in fresh, dark blood and it opened and closed slowly. Click-click-
click. 
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Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á ÂÌÅÅÄÅÒȟ +ÁÔÈÙȟȱ #ÌÅÁÖÅÒ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÈÅÒȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÙÉÎÇȦȱ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ +ÁÔÈÙȟ ÇÌÁÒÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÁÌÌ ÍÁÎȢ 

The bleeder shrieked and, dropping the bloody insides, leapt at Kathy 
like a blood-crazed frog. Cleaver grabbed Kathy and dragged the struggling 
girl outside the room. Sarge, Terror and Dingo shot at the undead creature. 
It was too fast and dodged the shots, crashing into the pile of desks and 
hanging there like a fly on a wall. Perched there, it hissed and gnashed its 
teeth. 

It leapt towards Terror. The caramel skinned woman shot at it again. 
Dingo shouldered her out of the way and took three shots at it. The bleeder, 
bloodied mouth bared, collided with the blonde man. Its sharp teeth slid 
into the soft flesh of his neck. Dingo yelled. Blood spurted from the puncture 
and he fell onto his back.  

4ÈÅ ÆÏÒÃÅ ÏÆ $ÉÎÇÏȭÓ ÓÈÏÖÅ ËÎÏÃËÅÄ 4ÅÒÒÏÒȭÓ ÇÕÎ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄȠ ÓÈÅ 
ran for it. Grabbing it, Terror whirled around in time to see Cleaver swinging 
his machete at the bleeder, hitting it in the gut. An unnatural howl erupted 
from the bleeder and in a flash it was clambering up the desk-barricade and 
out the window.  

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ +ÁÔÈÙȩȱ 3ÁÒÇÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÇ ÍÁÎȢ 

#ÌÅÁÖÅÒȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ×ÅÎÔ ×ÉÄÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÒÁÎ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍȟ 3ÁÒÇÅ ÙÅÌÌÉÎÇ 
ÏÖÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒ ÆÏÒ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÔÏ ÆÏÌÌÏ×Ȣ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÒÕÓÈÅÄ ÔÏ $ÉÎÇÏȭÓ ÓÉÄÅȟ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ 
pressing her hand to the gushing wound on his neck. The warm blood that 
poured from the wound covered her hand. 

Dingo coughed, his blue eyes open wide with fright, shut tightly.  

4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÂÒÕÓÈÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÂÌÏÎÄÅ ÈÁÉÒ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ Ȱ3ÔÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȟ $Ȣ 3ÔÁÙ 
×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢȱ 

His body began to convulse and twitch; his eyes flew open again and 
rolled back in his head. Then they began to turn red. His mouth opened and 
closed, opened and closed, and then click-click. 

Terror serenely removed her hand from its neck. She picked up the 
gun she had dropped next to the body and pushed herself up. Her green eyes 
moved over the writhing, bloody body on the floor in front of her.  

Click-click.  

Her jaw was set. She took aim. She squeezed the trigger.  

And again. 
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Sarge and Cleaver were at the far end of the corridor when Terror rejoined 
them. Her right hand and arm, her side and her knees were stained with 
blood. 

Ȱ4ÅÒ-ȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ +ÁÔÈÙȟ 3ÁÒÇÅȩȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÃÕÔ ÉÎȢ 

Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÂÌÏÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȢȱ  

Cleaver rammed it with his shoulder. The double doors groaned. 
Again. They opened a crack. Again. It opened wide enough for the three to 
see the pipe that was locking the two doors together. 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÆÉÔȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÁÌÌ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÈÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÐÁÃË ÔÏ 3ÁÒÇÅȢ 3ÈÅ 
crouched down, gun held in front of her, and she squeezed through the 
opening. Looking left then right, all Terror could see was more corridors. 
Hastily, she pushed the doors closed and pulled out the metal pipe. Opening 
them quietly, Terror put the pipe down on the ground. The other two joined 
her, Sarge giving her back her pack. To the left was sunshine as the ceiling 
lay mostly on the ground in burnt chars. To the right, the corridor was whole 
and grew darker further down. 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÙȩȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÉÎÃÌÉÎÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÐÕÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÁÐÓ 
over her shoulders. 

Sarge nodded and headed down the corridor. Soon, there were no 
longer broken windows and it grew darker and darker. Then there came a 
strange sound, which turned into a few strange sounds: scratching, clicking, 
the muffled sound of movement, and a howl every now and then. The noises 
grew louder as they walked down the dark corridor. 

Ȱ3ÁÒÇÅȩȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÅÌÂÏ×Ȣ 

Ȱ3ÈÈȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÁÒÇÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÕÒÇÅÄȟ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÅÁÖÅȢ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÂÁÄ 
ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÈȦȱ 

They had reached a door at the end of the corridor. It was open a crack 
and through the opening Sarge could see Kathy standing just beyond it. She 
was staring down, over the railing that was just in front of her. The strange 
sounds were coming from inside. Slowly, he pushed the door open and crept 
in. 

Ȱ+ÁÔÈÙȢȱ 
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She did not respond. She simply stared down. Sarge looked at what the 
mesmerised girl was looking at. He stumbled back a step. Cleaver and Terror 
joined them and too looked over the railing: beyond it was a cavernous room 
a few floors down from where they were, its ceiling high but low above their 
heads. Bits of roof had caved in, letting shafts of light in. From the light they 
could see the entire floor was covered with bleeders. Some were climbing 
over others like cockroaches, scuttling on all fours as bleeders did; some 
were feeding on bits of body, fighting over dripping masses of flesh, tugging 
with their bloodied hands; others were simply lying down, writhing, making 
that eerie clicking noise. 

Ȱ! ÎÅÓÔ ȢȢȢȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÅÄȢ 

The horde of bleeders below writhed and squirmed, slithered and 
thrashed, scratched and hissed at one another. They were unaware of the 
four standing in stunned silence above them, watching in horror. 

Terror was the first to start to back out the door they had come 
through, then Sarge who never took his eyes off the horde, followed by 
Cleaver. 

Ȱ)ΈÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÅÖÅÎ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÆ ÓÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȟȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄ ÔÏ 
herself when they were standing in the dark corridor again. 

Ȱ-Å ÎÅÉÔÈÅÒȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ×Å ÄÏȟ 3ÁÒÇÅȩȱ #ÌÅÁÖÅÒ ÁÓËÅÄ ÉÎ Á ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒ ÔÏÏȢ 

Sarge shook his head slowly, rubbing his stubble-covered chin. 

Ȱ7Å ÃÁÎΈÔ ÁÔÔÁÃËȟȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÏÕÔȢ 

Ȱ7Å ÃÁÎΈÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢȱ #ÌÅÁÖÅÒ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÍÁÌÌ ×ÏÍÁÎȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅΈÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ Á ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅÒÅȢ )Æ ÎÏÔ ÍÏÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7Å ÎÅÅÄ ÂÁÃËÕÐȢȱ 

 Ȱ(1 ×ÉÌÌ ÓÅÎÄ ÒÅÉÎÆÏÒÃÅÍÅÎÔÓȢ 7Å ÎÅÅÄ to get the message to them 
ÔÈÏÕÇÈȢȱ 3ÁÒÇÅ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȢ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÄÏ ×Å ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȟ 3ÁÒÇÅȩȱ #ÌÅÁÖÅÒ ÓÈÅÁÔÈÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÍÁÃÈÅÔÅ ÁÎÄ 
dug in a pocket. He pulled out a radio and tried the on switch. Nothing 
ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȢ Ȱ7Å ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÒÅÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÁÔ %-0 ÌÁÓÔ ×ÅÅËȢȱ 

Ȱ&ÌÁÒÅÓȟȱ 3ÁÒÇÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÄÅÃÉÓÉÖÅÌÙȢ Ȱ7Å ÓÅÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÏÆÆ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÆȢ 4ÈÒÅÅ ÉÓ 
ÔÈÅ ÓÉÇÎÁÌ ÆÏÒ ÂÁÃËÕÐ ÉÎ ÅØÔÒÅÍÅ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎÓȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÉËÅ Á ÎÅÓÔȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÉËÅ Á ÎÅÓÔȟ 4ÅÒÒÏÒȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ ÉÔȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ ËÎÏ×Ȣ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÄÕÃËÓ ÕÐ ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ 
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Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÃÈÏÉÃÅ ÄÏ ×Å ÈÁÖÅȩȱ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÌÏÎÇ ×ÉÌÌ ÉÔ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÅÒÅȩȱ #ÌÅÁÖÅÒ ÃÈÉÐÐÅÄ ÉÎȢ 

Ȱ!Ô ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔȟ ÆÉÆÔÅÅÎ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7Å ÃÁÎ ÈÏÌÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÏÆÆ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÏÎÇȢȱ #ÌÅÁÖÅÒ ÇÁÖÅ 4ÅÒÒÏÒȭÓ ÄÏÕÂÔÆÕÌ 
ÇÌÁÒÅ Á ÓÉÄÅ×ÁÙÓ ÓÍÉÌÅȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ 6ÏÏÒÔÒÅËËÅÒ -ÏÎÕÍÅÎÔȢȱ 

Terror stifled a disdainful chuckle at the thought of that mission, 
where they got airlifted to safety. It had been a close rescue, uncomfortably 
so, but they had survived. 

Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÇÎÁÌ ÐÉÓÔÏÌ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÐÁÃËȢȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÐÁÔÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÔÔÏÍ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ 
backpack. Ȱ7Å ÃÁÎ ÓÅÔ ÕÐ ÄÅÆÅÎÃÅÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÔÏɀȱ 

Click-click-click. The sound echoed down the corridor. They froze. 
Suddenly Sarge gave a yell. A bleeder had sprung onto his back. He trashed 
his arms above his head. Terror raised her gun but could not find a clear 
shot. Sarge smashed his back against the wall of the corridor. The bleeder 
ÔÈÒÅ× ÉÔÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÓÈÒÉÅËÅÄȢ #ÌÅÁÖÅÒ Ó×ÕÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÍÁÃÈÅÔÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÎÇȭÓ 
head and dragged it away from Sarge, using the machete like a pry bar. Their 
leader dove between Terror and Cleaver. It howled in pain and thrashed its 
emaciated arms above its head at the blade lodged there, seeming not to 
notice they were getting cut as well. Terror shot the creature a few times in 
the head. It stopped moving and slumped to the floor.  

Silence fell once more. The dark skinned man placed a large boot on 
ÔÈÅ ÆÁÌÌÅÎ ÂÌÅÅÄÅÒȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÍÁÃÈÅÔÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÉÔÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ +ÁÔÈÙ ÔÈÒÅ× 
the doors open and ran out, eyes wide with fright. 

Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢȱ 

Through the open doorway, the team could hear mass shrieks, clicking 
and the sudden movement of many undead bodies, much like hundreds of 
cockroaches over a wooden floor. 

Ȱ+ÏÍ ÊÕÌÌÅȢȱ 0ÕÌÌÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÇÕÎȟ 3ÁÒÇÅ ÒÁÎ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÒÉÄÏÒȟ ÐÁÓÔ ÔÈÅ 
doors they had just come through, over the rubble, and towards a flight of 
stairs. 

Ȱ7Å ÃÁÎȭÔ ÇÏ ÕÐȟȱ +ÁÔÈÙ ÓÑÕÅÁËÅÄȟ ÓÔÏÐÐÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÏÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÉÒÓȢ 
Ȱ7ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÔÒÁÐÐÅÄȢȱ 

Terror jumped down the stairs and placed a caramel hand brusquely 
ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌȭÓ ÕÐÐÅÒ ÁÒÍȢ 
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Ȱ7Å ÇÏ ×ÈÅÒÅ 3ÁÒÇÅ ÓÁÙÓȢ .Ï ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓȢ .Ï×ȟ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȢȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ 
dragged Kathy up the stairs as Sarge led the way, Cleaver following from the 
back.  

The troop flew up the flight, when Sarge stopped and raised a fist. 

Ȱ#ÌÅÁÖÅÒȢȱ 

Sarge pointed down the corridor, made a few more gestures, then he 
looked to Terror. 

Ȱ4ÅÒÒÏÒȟ +ÁÔÈÙȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢȱ 

The two women followed Sarge up another flight of stairs. Then 
another. They could not go higher than that. Shrieks and hisses were 
echoing through the dilapidated building. Sarge stormed down the corridor, 
opening the doors leading off as he went.  

Ȱ7ÁÁÒȭÓ ÄÉÅ ȢȢȢȱ ÈÅ ÂÅÇÁÎȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄȢ !Ô ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÒÉÄÏÒȟ 
there was the sign that he had been looking for. It was green with a picture 
of a man running up stairs towards a door.  

Ȱ9ÏÕ Ô×Ïȟ ÓÅÁÒÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍÓ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÁÖÙ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ to barricade the door once 
×ÅȭÒÅ ÕÐ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ "Å ÑÕÉÃËȢȱ 

Terror dragged Kathy into the first room they came to as Sarge headed 
for the sign. 

Just a few steps to the right of the sign and Sarge hit a closed door. He 
tried the handle. It was locked. He shouldered it, and again, and again, and it 
flew open. Outside, the sun was sinking low in the sky over the dead quiet 
city. He strode to the edge of the roof, gravel stones crunching under his 
feet. The balding man pulled out a set of binoculars and scanned the 
horizon.  

Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÃÌÏÓÅÒȟȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÇÒÏÁÎÅÄ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÁÎÄ +ÁÔÈÙ ÄÒÏÐÐÅÄ Á 
filing cabinet onto the gravel. 

Ȱ3ÉÇÎÁÌȟ 4ÅÒÒÏÒȢȱ 

4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÒÁÎ ÔÏ 3ÁÒÇÅȭÓ ÓÉÄÅȟ ÒÅÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÂÁÃË ÐÁÃË ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÒ ÂÁÃËȢ 3ÈÅ 
placed it on the ground and began digging in it. She pulled out what looked 
like a hand gun but with large round barrel, and three round red tubes.  

Kathy came crashing onto the roof once more.  

Ȱ1ÕÉÃËȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȦȱ 3ÈÅ ÄÒÏÐÐÅÄ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÆÉÒÅ ÅØÔÉÎÇÕÉÓÈÅÒÓ ÓÈÅ 
was carrying and picked up her gun, aiming it to the doorway. 
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The sun kissed the edge of the earth. Dusk was setting in quickly. 
Hisses and shrieks echoed from over the edge of the wall. Terror peered over 
the edge quickly, a loose dreadlock flapping in front of her face. She cursed 
and pulled back. Hastily, she put one of the red tubes into the barrel of the 
gun and flicked it closed. 

Ȱ(1ȭÓ ÔÈÅÒÅȟȱ 3ÁÒÇÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÐÏÉÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ Á ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÔÏÏÄ Á ÆÅ× ÆÌÏÏÒÓ 
above the tree line. Terror nodded and shot the first flare into the air. It 
whooshed up into the air, glowing red and sparking, and hung in the air 
above them. Sarge too peaked over the edge of the roof and cussed 
incomprehensibly in Afrikaans. Below, in the shadow of the building, 
bleeders were massing, scuttling on all fours around one another, making 
that eerie click-clicking noise and snapping their jaws.  

#ÌÅÁÖÅÒ ÓÌÁÍÍÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÃÌÏÓÅÄȟ ÐÁÎÔÉÎÇ ÆÕÒÉÏÕÓÌÙȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ 
ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÆÌÏÏÒȟ 3ÁÒÇÅȢȱ (Å ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅÌÙ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÐÁÃËÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÒÒÉÃÁÄÅ ÉÎ 
front of the door. Sarge ran over to help stack the barricade.  

Terror quickly removed the empty cartridge and dropped it to the 
ground. She placed the next on in the barrel and closed it with a flick of her 
wrist. Terror let off the second flare. It hung in the air just above the first, 
sparkling bright and red. She immediately removed the spent cartridge but it 
was too hot to touch and seared itself to her finger tips. The caramel skinned 
woman shook her hand, her face scrunched up in pain. It flew in a wide ark 
over the edge of the roof and the sound of a scuffle from below reached the 
ÔÒÏÏÐȭÓ ÅÁÒÓȢ  

+ÁÔÈÙ ÒÁÎ ÔÏ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÃÁÒÁÍÅÌ ÈÁÎÄ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ Ï×Î 
ÐÁÌÅ ÏÎÅÓȢ Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÌ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ&ÉÎÅȢȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÊÅÒËÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄ Á×ÁÙȢ 3ÈÅ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÃÁÒÔÒÉÄÇÅ 
in place without using her burnt fingers but dropped it instead. Kathy bent 
down quickly and picked it up, offering it to Terror. The caramel woman 
held the gun out to Kathy. The girl took the gun and slid the cartridge into 
the chamber. She shot the third flare into the air where it sparkled with the 
other two.  

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÄÏÎÅȢȱ +ÁÔÈÙ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÅÄȟ ÓÍÉÌÉÎÇ ÁÔ 4ÅÒÒÏÒȟ ×ÈÏ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÂÁÃËȢ 

A blood-curdling shriek pierced the air from below. Terror ran to the 
edge and snuck a look down at the gathering bleeders.  

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ 3ÁÒÇÅȟȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÈÅÒ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȟ ȰÔÈÅ 
ÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÔÈÒÏÁÔÅÄ ȢȢȢ $ÉÎÇÏ ȢȢȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÌÅÄ ÏÆÆȢ (ÅÒ ÇÒÅÅÎ ÅÙÅÓ ÈÁÄ ÃÒÏÓÓÅÄ 
+ÁÔÈÙ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒÁÍÅÌ ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ×ÅÎÔ ÂÌÁÎËȢ  

Ȱ+ÁÔÈÙȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÕÐȢ 
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Kathy was perfectly still, her arms straight at her sides. She had turned 
pale and her eyes glazed over, as though the light had gone from her. The 
gun in her hand dropped to the gravel floor, bounced once, then lay still. 

Ȱ+ÁÔÈÙȢȱ 3ÁÒÇÅ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÕÐ ÆÒÏÍ ÌÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÒÒÉÃÁÄÅ ×ÉÔÈ 
Cleaver. 

Ȱ+ÁÔÈÙȟȱ ÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÆÏÒÃÅÆully now. 

The petrified girl made no response, no movement at all. Sarge strode 
up to her and took hold of her shoulders. He gave her a small shake and 
whispered her name. 

Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÃÌÉÍÂÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÌÌȟ 3ÁÒÇÅȟȱ 4ÅÒÒÏÒ ÃÁÌÌÅÄȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÅÄÇÅ 
of the roofȟ ÈÅÒ ÇÕÎ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÄÏ×Îȟ ȰÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÎȢȱ 

Ȱ+ÅÅÐ ÉÔ ÃÌÅÁÒȢȱ 

Terror shot down at the parktown prawn like creatures scaling the wall 
of the building, click -click-clicking as they climbed. As the shots went off, 
Kathy shivered and looked up at Sarge, confused. 

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÓÈÅȩȱ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 

Ȱ+ÁÔÈÙȢȢȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ +ÁÒÅÎȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÆÁÒ Á×ÁÙȟ ÈÅÒ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÓÏÆÔȟ ÄÉÆÆÉÃÕÌÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÏÖÅÒ 
the sounds of gunfire, howling and hissing from the falling bleeders and the 
added sound of the door to the roof being rammed from the insÉÄÅȢ Ȱ3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ 
ÒÉÇÈÔ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÍÅȢ ) ÌÏÓÔ ÍÙ ÇÒÉÐ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÆÅÌÌ ȢȢȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ 
ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ+ÁÔÈÙȟ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ ÉÓ ÄÅÁÄȢȱ 

At this, Kathy seemed to find her strength again. She rolled her 
ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒÓȟ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÆÒÅÅ ÆÒÏÍ 3ÁÒÇÅȭÓ ÇÒÁÓÐȢ  

Ȱ.Ïȟ +ÁÔÈÙȟ ÄÏÎȭÔȢȱ 

Another shriek echoed above all the other sounds, reaching a brain-
curdling pitch.  

Ȱ,ÅÔ ÍÅ ÇÏȢȱ +ÁÔÈÙ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄ ÁÔ ÆÉÒÓÔȟ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÈÏÕÔÅÄȟ Ȱ,ÅÔ ÍÅ ÇÏȢ ) ÍÕÓÔ 
ÈÅÌÐ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ +ÁÔÈÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

The sun sank lower and lower, the shadows grew longer and longer, 
and the thuds on the door to the roof grew more and more frequent. Cleaver 
pushed his full weight against the barrier. 
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Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȟ 3ÁÒÇÅȩȱ 

Terror ejected the magazine and pulled another from her belt, 
smacking it into her gun. Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÃÌÏÓÅÒȟ 3ÁÒÇÅȢȱ  

3ÁÒÇÅ ÓÔÁÒÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ +ÁÔÈÙȭÓ ÅÙÅÓȟ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍÓ ÔÉÇÈÔÌÙȢ Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÎÅ 
+ÁÔÈÙȟ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÆÏÒ ×ÅÅËÓȟ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓȢ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÉÓȢ &ÉÇÈÔ ÉÔȢ 
)Ô ×ÁÎÔÓ ÙÏÕ ÂÕÔ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÉÔ ÔÁËÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

The door Cleaver was trying to keep closed began to creek and crack 
ÏÍÉÎÏÕÓÌÙȢ Ȱ)Ô ×ÏÎȭÔ ÈÏÌÄ ÆÏÒ ÍÕÃÈ ÌÏÎÇÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÅÔ ÉÔ ÒÅÁÄÙȟ #ÌÅÁÖÅÒȟȱ 3ÁÒÇÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÆÒÏÍ 
+ÁÔÈÙȭÓȢ  

The big man, still leaning against the barricade, pulled a small black 
box from a pouch on his chest and flicked a switch on it. Howls and clicks 
sounded from behind the door and it was beginning to give way. A red LED 
light flickered into life on the box.  

Ȱ2ÅÁÄÙȟ 3ÁÒÇÅȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÅÒÒÏÒȟ ÓÔÅÐ ÂÁÃËȢȱ 

Terror glanced over her shoulder for a brief moment and saw the box 
ÉÎ #ÌÅÁÖÅÒȭÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ 3ÈÅ ÔÏÏË Á ÆÅ× ÍÏÒÅ ÓÈÏÔÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÃÒÏÁÃÈÉÎÇ ÂÌÅÅÄÅÒÓȢ  

Ȱ7ÁÉÔȢ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÉÎÇȩ 7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ +ÁÔÈÙ ÆÏÕÇÈÔ ÈÁÒÄÅÒ 
ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ 3ÁÒÇÅȭÓ ÇÒÁÓÐȢ (Å ÈÕÇÇÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÈÉÓ 
chest.  

Sarge nodded to Cleaver and the big man pressed a button on the 
small black box. 

 Ȱ) ÁÍ ÓÏÒÒÙ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÓÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÒÏÍ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÅÍÏÎÓȟ +ÁÔÈÙȟȱ 3ÁÒÇÅ 
whispered to the shaking, whimpering girl. 

As the sun disappeared for the night, the gravel on the roof began to 
dance and silence fell for a moment. The sound of gunfire stopped when 
Terror took a few steps back. The bleeders all around them fell silent too. 
The eruption of sound that followed was deafening. Fire exploded from the 
second floor. Glass shattered from the windows, throwing bleeders to the 
floor. They howled. Fire flooded from the third floor windows and more 
bleeders were flung away, shrieking and howling in pain. Then the door to 
the roof flew from its hinges, throwing bleeders, barricade and Cleaver away, 
as a jet of flames erupted through the portal. 

The building, scarred by the months of chaos, shook violently in 
protest, then was gone in a ball of fire and smoke. 
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October 21, 2013 

Habitable Alien Planets: "Distance from Star 

Determines Liquid -Water Biosphere"  

  

 

 One key factor in maintaining a liquid water biosphere on a planet over billions of 

years is its distance from the Sun, or whatever star it may be orbiting. If it is in too 

close, then, like Venus, its oceans will boil away. At too great a distance a water 

world will at best have icy polar caps on the surface. 

In a new study, researchers based at NASA's Exoplanet Science Institute at the 

California Institute of Technology, in Pasadena, Calif., carefully analyzed the 

location of both a planet called Kepler-69c and its habitable zone. Their analysis 

shows that this planet, which is 1.7 times the size of Earth, lies just outside the 

inner edge of the zone, making it more of a Super Venus than a Super Earth, as 

previous estimates indicated.  

"On the way to finding Earths, Kepler is telling us a lot about the frequency of 

Venus-like planets in our galaxy," said Stephen Kane, lead author of the new paper 

on Kepler-69c appearing in the Astrophysical Journal Letters.  

Keep in mind that Venus has an atmosphere that has quickly consumed every 

spacecraft weôve dropped in there, although it is actually Earth-like in some 

profound ways. As extreme and hostile as the environment there seems to us, says 

http://www.dailygalaxy.com/my_weblog/2013/10/alien-planet-habitable-zone-distance-from-star-determines-liquid-water-biosphere.html
http://www.dailygalaxy.com/my_weblog/2013/10/alien-planet-habitable-zone-distance-from-star-determines-liquid-water-biosphere.html
http://maps.google.com/maps?ll=34.138577,-118.125494&spn=0.01,0.01&q=34.138577,-118.125494%20(California%20Institute%20of%20Technology)&t=h
http://iopscience.org/apj
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David Grinspoon, author of Lonely Planets, it represents a delicate and subtle 

balance of ongoing geological, meteorological, and climatic activity. Much 

planetary exploration involves studying dead worlds, surveying places that were 

once active but have long been still, and trying to reconstruct the events of billions 

of years ago. 

To determine the location of a starôs habitable zone, one must first learn how much 

total radiation it emits. Stars more massive than our sun are hotter, and blaze with 

radiation, so their habitable zones are farther out. Similarly, stars that are smaller 

and cooler sport tighter belts of habitability than our sun. For example, the Super 

Earth planet called Kepler-62f, discovered by Kepler to orbit in the middle of a 

habitable zone around a cool star, orbits closer to its star than Earth. The planet 

takes just 267 days to complete an orbit, as compared to 365 days for Earth. 

Knowing precisely how far away a habitable zone needs to be from a star also 

depends on chemistry. For example, molecules in a planet's atmosphere will absorb 

a certain amount of energy from starlight and radiate the rest back out. How much 

of this energy is trapped can mean the difference between a turquoise sea and 

erupting volcanoes. 

The most obvious, visible sign of something actively disturbing the atmosphere of 

Venus, according to NASA astrobiologist David Grinspoon, is the global clouds 

themselves. In an extreme form of acid rain, gases spewing from Venusôs 

volcanoes are actively maintaining the sulfuric clouds and supporting the intense 

greenhouse climate. Without a continuous source of fresh sulfur gases from active 

volcanoes, the clouds of Venus would disappear in a mere 30 million years, as 

sulfur was consumed by reactions with surface rocks. The bright clouds of Venus 

are the smoking gun of active volcanoes on the surface in the geologically recent 

past." 

Researchers led by Ravi Kumar Kopparapu of Penn State University, University 

Park, Pa., used chemical information to nudge the habitable zone out a bit farther 

than previously thought. The team's 2013 Astrophysical Journal study is the 

current gold standard in determining how a star's total radiation output relates to 

the location of its habitable zone. Kane and his colleagues used this information to 

fine-tune the boundaries of Kepler-69c's habitable zone, in addition to careful 

measurements of the star's total energy output and the orbit of the planet. 

"Understanding the properties of the star is critical to determining planetary 

properties and calculating the extent of the habitable zone in that system," said 

Kane. 

"There are a lot of unanswered questions about habitability," said Lucianne 

Walkowicz, a Kepler science team member based at Princeton University, N.J., 

who studies flaring stars. "If the planet gets zapped with radiation all the time by 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/David_Grinspoon
http://www.lonelyplanets.net/
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Atmosphere_of_Venus
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Atmosphere_of_Venus
http://maps.google.com/maps?ll=40.34873,-74.65931&spn=0.01,0.01&q=40.34873,-74.65931%20(Princeton%20University)&t=h
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flares from its parent star, the surface might not be a very pleasant place to live. 

But on the other hand, if there's liquid water around, that makes a really good 

shield from high-energy radiation, so maybe life could thrive in the oceans." 

Stellar flares can also scrape off the atmospheres of planets, complicating the 

picture further. This is particularly true for the smaller, cooler stars, which tend to 

be more hyperactive than stars like our sun. 

Ideally, astronomers would like to know more about the atmosphere of potentially 

habitable planets. That way they could look at the planet's molecular makeup for 

signs of runaway greenhouse gases that could indicate an inhospitable Venus-like 

planet. Or, future space telescopes might even be able to pick up signatures of 

oxygen, water, carbon dioxide and methane -- indicators that the planet might be 

somebody's home. 

NASA's upcoming James Webb Space Telescope will bring us closer to this goal, 

by probing the atmospheres of planets, some of which may lie in habitable zones. 

The mission won't be able to examine the atmospheres of planets as small as Earth, 

so we'll have to wait for another future telescope to separate out the Venuses from 

the Earths. 

The Daily Galaxy via http://www.nasa.gov/kepler 
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DEATH AND THE GIRL - ALEX KINMONT 

RUNNER-UP ¦ 2012 NOVA SHORT STORY COMPETITION 

 
 

The world was broken. On the very brink of annihilation, about to fall into the 
unknown. It was dying. Trashed by those to whom it had once brought beauty 
and wonder. The human race had single-handedly devoured their home in the 
never-ending quest to conquer death and reach perfection. And although in 
the beginning, their trail of ruin could have been mended, it was now too late. 
The humans had wandered too far into the realm of the wicked and the sphere 
ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÁÒÒÏÇÁÎÔȟ ÁÌÌ ÔÏ ÂÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÐÅÒÃÅÉÖÅÄ ÁÓ ȰÐÅÒÆÅÃÔȱȢ 

Travelling along a dirt road, down in the losing world, was a hooded figure. A 
silent cacophony of loss remained in his wake, and as he made his way 
through the fields, sunlight shied away. He was undetectable to the naked eye 
but his presence was always felt. There was always a feeling of him the air 
when he was around. The only sound which escaped him was the constant tap 
tap tap of his scythe on the road and the occasional catching breath. 

Death was doing his usual rounds. Visiting countries and cities, collecting 
defeated souls and sealing them away into his many cracked and dusty vials. 
Usually, his journeys were difficult and draining. There had been too much 
happiness in the world then. Too much hope. Too much love. People were so 
frustrating that way. No matter. 

That was the past. Today was different. At long last, Death was feeling alive. 
The greed and envy of the human soul had finally come to light, and it had 
given Death strength. Now, he prowled through the world, full of power and 
command. A supremacy which was only growing. 

The sun beat downwards onto the veld, and a weak breeze ran its splintery 
fingers through the dry grass. But Death was immune to such. The sunlight 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ ÔÏÕÃÈ ÈÉÓ ÓÈÁÄÏ× ÄÒÅÎÃÈÅÄ ÓÔÁÔÕÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÅÅÚÅȟ ÁÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ 
chipped, barely caused a rÕÆÆÌÅ ÉÎ $ÅÁÔÈȭÓ ÒÏÂÅÓȢ 

And so, unbarred and without difficulty, Death went along his journey, intent 
on an even darker goal than usual. Yes! Finally, after an eternity of biding his 
ÔÉÍÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÈÕÍÁÎ ÒÁÃÅ ÈÁÄ ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ÕÐÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÌÌ ÏÆ ,ÉÆÅ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÅn 
×ÁÉÔÉÎÇȢ .Ï×ȟ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÉÍÅȟ $ÅÁÔÈȭÓ ÍÏÓÔ ÄÅÓÉÒÅÄ ÐÒÉÚÅ ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÒÅÁÃÈȟ ÉÆ 
he would only stretch just a little farther, travel a little faster, aim a little 
higher ɀ 

Ȭ(ÅÙȟ ÍÉÓÔÅÒȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÅÌÐ ÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓȩȭ 

Death was pulled from his thoughts by a young voice and a tug of his cloak. 
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He turned around to see a great ball of red bobbing in front of his face. 
Irritably, he batted it away, to reveal the bright, smiling face of a little girl. For 
Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȟ $ÅÁÔÈ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÁÒÔÌÅÄȢ (Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅn expecting to see anyone until he 
reached the next town, let alone a vulnerable and innocent young child. 

Death said nothing and only stared at the girl. Any second now, she was going 
to take note of the ravaged face she was looking at, scream, and run away. Any 
second now, any second... 

Ȭ#ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÌÐ ÍÅ ÔÉÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÏ ÍÙ ×ÒÉÓÔȩȭ 

She grinned excitedly and held out the ribbon to which the annoying red 
balloon was tied. Her chubby hands and fingers gripped it tightly, as if the 
release of the balloon would mean the end of the world. Her bright eyes were 
ÇÁÚÉÎÇ ÅØÐÅÃÔÁÎÔÌÙ ÁÔ $ÅÁÔÈȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÏÖÅȟ $ÅÁÔÈ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙ ËÎÅÌÔ 
down. He took the ribbon from her hand, his long, bony fingers deathly pale as 
they crept out of the covers of his robes. He winced as they touched her 
delicately smooth skin, anticipating that typical ear splitting scream of horror 
children always gave him when he took their souls.  

But it never came. All she did was jump and down in her eagerness to have the 
incredible floating ball attached to her. 

Death surveyed her curiously as he tied the ribbon around her fat wrist, 
wondering why he was even doing it. 

Ȭ4ÈÁÎËÓȟ ÍÉÓÔÅÒȦȭ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÏÅÄȟ Ó×ÁÙÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ×ÉÄÅ-eyed at 
ÔÈÅ ÂÁÌÌÏÏÎ ÁÓ ÉÔ ÊÅÒËÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍȭÓ ×ÁËÅȢ  

Death rose and frowned down at the girl. Nothing like this had ever happened 
ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÈÏÎÅÓÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÄÏȢ (ÅÒ 
ÓÏÕÌ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÃÏÌÌÅÃÔÉÎÇ ɀ lucky for her, it was still new and fresh ... and 
uniquely so. Thinking about it more carefully, Death had never come across a 
ÓÏÕÌ ÓÏ ÐÕÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÏ ÖÁÃÁÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȭÓ ÕÓÕÁÌ ÓÔÁÉÎÓȢ (Ï× ×ÁÓ ÉÔ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȩ 
And why was she not scared by his menacing demeanour? What was she even 
doing here? In the middle of nowhere? All alone? 

The girl was still looking at the balloon in awe. Not quite sure why he was 
wasting energy talking to this obviously small-minded being, Death asked, 
Ȭ7ÈÏ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȩȭ 

The girl looked at him when he spoke, and opened her mouth to reply. But just 
then she caught a glimpse of one of the vials with a withering soul inside, and 
her eyes widened in amazement. Death had recently pried it from the dying 
body of a drug-ÄÏÓÅÄ ÔÅÅÎÁÇÅÒȟ ×ÈÏȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÄÒÕÎË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÅÖÉÏÕÓ ÃÉÔÙȢ  

Ȭ/ÏÏÈȟ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȭ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÒÅÁÃÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ Ét. Death hurriedly shoved it back 
into the folds of his robes, and the girl raised her eyebrows. 

Ȭ"ÕÔ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÉÔȟȭ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÐÏÕÔÉÎÇȢ Ȭ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÉÓȢȭ 
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Ȭ3ÏÒÒÙȟ ÁÈ - ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÉÒÌȟȭ $ÅÁÔÈ ÂÅÇÁÎȟ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ×ÉÌÌÉÎÇÎÅÓÓ ÔÏ ÔÁÌËȢ 
Ȭ9ÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢȢȢȭ 

(Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÏÆ ÉÔ ÁÌÌȢ 

"ÅÆÏÒÅ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÁÒÇÕÅȟ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ Ȭ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅȩȭ 

For a moment her expression stayed sulky at being denied the privilege of 
seeing the magical bottle, but slowly, it changed back into a smile. 

Ȭ)ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÔÉÅ ÍÙ ÂÁÌÌÏÏÎ ÔÏ ÍÙ ×ÒÉÓÔȟȭ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÓÈÒÕÇÇÉÎÇȟ ÁÓ 
ÉÆ ÉÔ ×ÅÒÅ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓȢ Ȭ-ÕÍÍÙ ÓÁÙÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÏÏÎ )ȭÌÌ ÌÅÁÒÎ ÔÏ ÔÉÅ ËÎÏÔÓ ÏÆ ÍÙ Ï×ÎȢ "ÕÔ 
ÓÈÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÈÅÎȢ  ) ÈÏÐÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÓÏÏÎȢ 9ÏÕ ÔÉÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÖÅÒÙ ÎÉÃÅÌÙ ÍÉÓÔÅÒȢ 9our 
ÍÏÍÍÙ ÍÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÔÅÁÃÈÅÒȢȭ 

Death was once again lost for words. His mommy? Tying knots? She really had 
no clue as to whom she was talking. 

$ÅÁÔÈ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ (ÅȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÃÏÍÅ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ Á ÈÕÍÁÎ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ 7ÈÙ 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÈÅ ÁÆÒÁÉÄȩ 7ÁÓ ÈÅ Ìosing his touch? Or did her past, perhaps, hold even 
greater horrors? 

That last thought made even Death shiver. He looked at her and took note of 
her youth. Was there even space in that small past of hers? Then again, 
ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÐÐÙ ÁÕÒÁȟ ÉÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ Óeem likely. 

.Ïȟ ÈÅ ÍÕÓÔ ÓÔÏÐ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÅÒȢ (Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÎÔÅÒÁÃÔÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÉÎ 
the first place. She was distracting him from his goal. He was wasting time. 

Ȭ,ÉÓÔÅÎȟ ËÉÄȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÄÏÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÍÕÓÔ ÇÏȢȢȢȢ 'ÏÏÄÂÙÅȢȭ (Å 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× what else to say, and, uncomfortable at her well-practised smile, 
he turned away from her and continued to walk along the dirt road. 

A few moments of silence passed. Then ɀ 

Ȭ(ÅÙ ÍÉÓÔÅÒȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎÇȩȭ 

The little girl was trotting along beside him, her thick curly hair bobbing up 
and down, her frilly dress swaying as her quick footsteps matched his stride. 
Her balloon trailed along behind her. 

Death came to a halt. She did the same. 

Ȭ7ÈÙ ÁÒÅ ×Å ÓÔÏÐÐÉÎÇȩȭ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȢ 

Death let out an exasperated sigh. He was losing patience now. 

Ȭ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÂÅȩȭ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÈÁÒÓÈÌÙȢ 

3ÈÅ ÓÈÒÕÇÇÅÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȢ 

Ȭ7ÅÌÌȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÁÙ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎÇȩȭ $ÅÁÔÈ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ 

The little girl looked at him for a moment, considering her answer.  

Ȭ4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÙȟȭ ÓÈÅ then said simply, pointing forwards. 
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$ÅÁÔÈ ÎÁÒÒÏ×ÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅÓȢ Ȭ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ )ȭÍ 
ÇÏÉÎÇȢȭ 

Ȭ-ÁÙÂÅȟȭ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÉÎ Á ÆÒÕÓÔÒÁÔÉÎÇÌÙ ÃÁÒÅ-free voice 

Death rolled his eyes in annoyance and disbelief.  

Ȭ3Ï ×ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎÇȩȭ ÓÈÅ Ásked again, and, grumpily, Death set off again, 
the little girl scurrying along next to him. 

Ȭ.Ï×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎÓ ÙÏÕȢȭ 

His harsh tone seemed to bounce right off her. 

Ȭ-Å ÔÏÏȢ )ÓÎȭÔ ÉÔ ÅØÃÉÔÉÎÇȩ )ȭÖÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȢȭ 

Death found the last sentence a little weird, but he decided to ignore it. Maybe 
if he ignored her, she would go away. He was a little unnerved at how he 
ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÒÉÄ ÏÆ ÈÅÒȢ 

Her incessant rambling continued for about a kilometre, and Death grew 
weary of her high-pitched voice. Her topics ranged from why her favourite 
ÃÏÌÏÕÒ ×ÁÓ ÒÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÈÙ ÓÈÅ ÌÏÖÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÈÏÍÅÍÁÄÅ ÓÔÅ×ȟ ÂÕÔ $ÅÁÔÈ 
ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅ ÌÅÓÓȢ 

Ȭ3ÁÙȟ ËÉÄȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÂÅȩȭ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÅÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ÄÅÓÐÅÒÁÔÅ ÆÏÒ 
a break in her voice. 

Ȭ.ÏÐÅȟ )ȭÍ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ×ÈÅÒÅ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅȢȭ 3ÈÅ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÌÌÏÏÎ 
down to her face to peer through the red plastic.  

/ÎÃÅ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ $ÅÁÔÈ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÍÁËÅ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÏÆ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÍÅÁÎÔȢ 

Ȭ!ÒÅÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÃÁÒÅÄ ÏÆ ÍÅȩȭ ÈÅ ÔÈÅÎ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÉÒÅÄ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÕÎÕÓÕÁÌ 
behaviour. 

Ȭ.Ïȟ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȟȭ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȢ  

They continued walking, Death now plotting ways to get rid of her. And then 
he realised ɀ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȬÔ ÓÃÁÒÅÄ ÏÆ ÈÉÍȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÆ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÓÈÅ 
could be scared. Truth. 

Ȭ9ÏÕ ÓÁÉÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȟ ÇÉÒÌȩȭ $ÅÁÔÈ ÓÁÉÄȟ ×ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ 
her over his shoulder as they walked. The red balloon sporadically reflected 
ÂÒÉÇÈÔ ÓÕÎÓÈÉÎÅ ÉÎÔÏ $ÅÁÔÈȭÓ ÅÙÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÈÉÓÓÅÄ ÁÓ ÉÔ ÏÃÃÁÓÉÏÎÁÌÌÙ ÂÕÒÎÔ ÈÉÓ 
face. 

Ȭ/È ÙÅÓȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȦȭ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌ ÓÁÉÄ ÅØÃÉÔÅÄÌÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ Ìaunched into more babbling. 
This time, instead of ignoring her and pulling a grumpy face, Death listened ɀ 
and grinned. But his grin was nothing of the likes of hers. No, his grin was one 
of an evil plan growing. 

Ȭ#ÏÍÅȟȭ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÉÍÐÌÙȟ ÃÕÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌ ÏÆf in mid-ÓÅÎÔÅÎÃÅȢ Ȭ3ÅÅ ÈÏ× ) ÔÒÁÖÅÌȢȭ 
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And with a well-manoeuvred wave of his scythe and swish of his cloak, he 
doused himself and the girl in a harsh cloud of ashen shadow. In a flash, they 
evaporated, leaving the road deserted. From a small cottage tucked in 
amongst the fields, an old man gazed across the landscape, taking note of how 
the road was, as usual, ever vacant of life. 

Death and the girl appeared in a small, quiet town. 

Ȭ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ×Å ÄÏÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÍÉÓÔÅÒȩȭ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÉÒÌ ÃÈÉÒÐÅÄ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÌÅÔ ÇÏ ÏÆ Èis 
hand. 

Ȭ"ÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȟȭ $ÅÁÔÈ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ ÓÉÍÐÌÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÌÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÏ×ÎȢ 

It was rundown and quiet. Only a few people were wandering the otherwise 
ÅÍÐÔÙ ÍÁÉÎ ÓÑÕÁÒÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÍÕÃÈ ÎÏÔÉÃÅ ÏÆ $ÅÁÔÈ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌȟ ÂÕÔ 
they certainly felt his presence. An old woman cast a weary look around as 
Death walked past, and she pulled her dishevelled shawl tighter around her. 
The smiles of several kids sitting by a stagnant fountain slipped right off, and a 
dog stopped in mid-bark as it scurried away from the invisible figure.  

Death stopped walking, and so did the girl. 

Ȭ.Ï× ×ÈÁÔȩȭ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÓÍÉÌÉÎÇȟ ÕÎÐÅÒÔÕÒÂÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÄÎÅÓÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÏ×ÎȢ 

Death motioned for her to be quiet. He pulled out an ancient-looking hour 
glass from within his robes and held it up in the light of the setting sun. Death 
watched as the last few grains of sand fell through, sunlight dancing on the 
dusty glass. 

As soon as the hourglass was out of time, Death put it away and waited. Sure 
enough, something soon happened. 

A heart-stopping scream split the air, disturbing the usual quietness of the 
town. There were gasps and mutters as the town folk looked up from what 
they were doing and peered around for the source of the scream, as well as to 
see what everyone else was doing about it. 

Nobody moved at first as confusion lingered in the air. It was sucked away just 
as young woman burst out of the door of a small building leading into the 
square. She was distraught, as her brittle hands clutched her pale face in 
agonising pain, her eyes leaking out long, thick tears as she howled with 
misery. She crumpled to the ground, landing in a wretched pile by the 
doorframe, with her ragged clothing forming a great dishevelled blanket of 
cloth around her. 

Ȭ-Ù ÆÁÔÈÅÒȦ -Ù ÐÏÏÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȦ $ÅÁÄȦ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÌÅÅÐÉÎÇȢȢȢ ) Ó×ÅÁÒ ) ÄÉÄȢȢȢȭ 

She was overwhelmed by a fresh spout of tears as several onlookers decided 
to comfort her. A farm boy put his arms around her shoulders, and an old 
woman lulled her by patting her back and muttering consolingly to her. 
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Ȭ"ÕÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÌÉÖÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȦȭ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÓÃÒÅÁÍÅÄ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÈÅÁÖÉÎÇ 
sobs, as people continued to try to calm her. 

That was the point where Death stopped listening. As the villagers gathered 
around and the woman told her story, Death slithered past, leaving an 
unnatural chill in his wake. Meanwhile, the little girl waited patiently in the 
square, slightly curious at the commotion but not quite understanding what 
was going on. 

)Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ $ÅÁÔÈ ÌÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÔÒÅÔÃÈ ÈÉÓ ÌÏÎÇ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÐÓÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ 
man. His soul was still warm in his cooling chest. Death slipped it easily from 
ÉÔÓ ÈÏÓÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÓÏÕÌȟ ÁÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÉÎÇÉÎÇȟ ËÎÅ× ÉÔȭÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÈÁÄ ÃÏÍÅȢ )Ô 
was natural; necessary, and came without resistance. 

In a twisting spiral, the humming wisps of watery air cascaded down and 
ÁÒÏÕÎÄ $ÅÁÔÈȭÓ ÂÏÎÙ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÓȟ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÆÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ÇÌÁÓÓ ÖÉÁÌȢ /ÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ 
couple of thoughts and wishes had disappeared into the flask, Death 
stoppered the vial with a practised twist of his hand and attached it to his 
robes alÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒÓȢ "Ù ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÈÅȭÄ ÌÅÆÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍ ÁÎÄ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÈÉÓ ×ÁÙ 
back to the square, the warmth had left the soul. It was now nothing more 
than a memory. 

Leaving behind the heartbroken woman and awkward villagers, Death and the 
girl departed from the square, Death now feeling a little stronger than before. 
)Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÌÏÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÏÕÔÓËÉÒÔÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÏ×Îȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÏÏÎ ÔÈÅÙ 
were once again isolated on a lonely, winding road, meandering through vast 
farmlands. 

A few moments of silence passed, and then Death cast a curious sideways 
glance at the girl. The smile was still well hung on her face, and she was once 
again trotting along, tugging her red balloon behind her through the breeze, 
not a care in the world. 

Ȭ,ÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÉÒÌȢȢȢȭ $ÅÁÔÈ ÂÅÇÁÎȟ ÆÒÏ×Îing. 

Ȭ9ÅÓ ÓÉÒȩȭ ÓÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÃÈÅÅÒÆÕÌÌÙȢ Ȭ7ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ×Å ÇÏÉÎÇ ÎÏ×ȩȭ 

)ÇÎÏÒÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȟ $ÅÁÔÈ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅÄȟ Ȭ$ÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÏÔ ȢȢȢ ÓÃÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȩ 4ÈÅ 
screaming, the crying, the deathȩȭ 

4ÈÅ ÇÉÒÌ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÉÏÎȢ Ȭ"ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÓ ÔÏ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȟ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩ 
)ÔȭÓ ÎÏÒÍÁÌ ȢȢȢ ÌÉËÅ ÈÏ× -ÏÍÍÙ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÐÉÃËÓ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÙÅÌÌÏ× ÁÎÄ ÒÅÄ 
ÆÌÏ×ÅÒÓ ÏÎ 3ÕÎÄÁÙÓȢ )ȭÍ ÓÁÄ ÆÏÒ Á ×ÈÉÌÅȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ ÏÎÅÓ ÁÒÅ ÓÏÆÔ ÁÎÄ 
brown and bent. But then Mommy brings new ones. And, oh! They are always 
ÓÏ ÐÒÅÔÔÙȦȭ 

$ÅÁÔÈ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢ Ȭ"ÕÔȟ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȢȢȢ ÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÂÁÃËȢ 
(ÅȭÓ ÇÏÎÅȢ &ÏÒÅÖÅÒȢȭ 

$ÅÆÙÉÎÇ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ $ÅÁÔÈȭÓ ÅØÐÅÃÔÁÔÉÏÎÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÉÒÌ laughed. 
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Ȭ3ÉÌÌÙ ÍÉÓÔÅÒȦ 4ÈÁÔ ÌÁÄÙȭÓ ÄÁÄÄÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÇÏÎÅȦ 3ÈÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ËÎÏ×Ó ×ÈÏ ÈÅ ÉÓȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ 
ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÌÉËÅȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÌÉËÅȟ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÓÈÅȩ 4ÈÁÔ ÍÅÁÎÓ ÈÅ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÇÏÎÅȟ 
ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩ (Å ÎÅÖÅÒ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅȢȭ 

For several moments, Death was lost for words. She was so naive... 

Then the girl spoke again; this time, her voice void of all emotion. 

Ȭ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅ -ÏÍÍÙȭÓ ÆÌÏ×ÅÒÓȢȭ 

Death stopped walking in surprise. He looked at the girl. For the first time, her 
smile was gone. She slowly pointed ahead of them, the balloon now bobbing in 
front of her as the ribbon tugged on her thick wrist. 

Death followed the direction of her stubby finger. On a distant hill, were the 
spidery figures of clawing and swiping machines. Death and the girl watched 
as they were evilly hacking and splintering away at a vast, once thriving 
forest. At that moment, a towering tree swayed, creaked and shook; and with 
a final, mournful groan it toppled over and collided with the ground. 

Death returned his gaze to the girl and grinned as he realised her face was 
ÎÏ× ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÄÅÅÐȟ ÅÃÈÏÉÎÇ ÓÏÒÒÏ×Ȣ -ÁÙÂÅ ÈÅȭÄ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈȦ 

Ȭ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȭ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÉÎ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ 4ÕÒÎÉÎg to look at Death, her 
once-ÂÒÉÇÈÔ ÅÙÅÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏ× ÂÒÉÍÍÉÎÇ ÔÅÁÒÓȢ Ȭ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÅÅÓ ÅÖÅÒ ÄÏ ÔÏ 
ÔÈÅÍȩȭ 

Death only smiled in wicked triumph. 

Ȭ!ÂÓÏÌÕÔÅÌÙ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȟȭ ÈÅ ÈÉÓÓÅÄȢ 

Seizing the opportunity, Death swamped the girl in his shadow and whisked 
her away to another land. 

Death and the girl found themselves in the city. Evening had cast its cooling 
ÐÒÅÓÅÎÃÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÓËÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÄ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÂÅÇÕÎ ÄÕÓÔÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÄÏ×Î ×ÉÔÈ ÎÉÇÈÔȭÓ 
glittering darkness.  

The city was buzzing with cars flashing by and people rushing past. Neon 
lights and gleaming billboards lit up the darkening city streets, and an 
iridescent moon was beginning its ascent into the sky. 

The girl was in awe. Her arms dropped to her sides and her open mouth tilted 
upwards along with her wide eyes. As she eagerly drank in the scene before 
her, memories of the fallen tree were expelled from her mind. 

$ÅÁÔÈ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÅÒ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÌÉÎÇÅÒȢ !ÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȟ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ ÆÉÅÌÄ ÔÒÉÐȢ (Å ÎÕÄÇÅÄ 
her several times before he managed to rip her gaze from the city, and then 
turned her to gaze down the main street. There, over the shifting and 
glimmering blanket of hooting cars and rush-hour pavements, was a sight 
nowhere near as beautiful as the beating city. Etched against the hazy skyline 
were the beastly silhouettes of heaving factories and gasping machinery. 
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Coughing and spluttering, they belched thick bursts of smoke and fumes into 
the already polluted sky.  

4Ï ÁÄÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌȭÓ ÏÎÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÍÉÓÅÒÙȟ Á ÍÁÎ ÒÕÓÈÅÄ ÐÁÓÔ ÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ $ÅÁÔÈȢ 
Oblivious to their presence, he tossed a chewed coffee cup into the gutter 
where it joined several other pieces of rubbish. 

Ȭ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȭ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌ ÁÓËÅÄȟ Á ÓÌÉÇÈÔ ÂÒÅÁË ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ Ȭ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓÎȭÔ 
right. Why are they making our world so dirty? Mommy was always so 
careful.... She always made me tidy up! Why are they making such a mess in 
ÔÈÅ ÓËÙ ÁÎÄ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÎÄȩȭ 

$ÅÁÔÈ ÓÎÁÒÌÅÄ ÍÁÌÉÃÉÏÕÓÌÙȢ Ȭ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÒÅȟ ÇÉÒÌȩ /Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÎÏÔȢ 4ÈÅÙ 
just want their stuff. And more! Who cares about the sky? Who cares about the 
world? Not them. If they wanÔ ÉÔȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÇÅÔ ÉÔȢȭ 

The girl was shaking her head, once again holding back tears. Death was 
loving it. Why had he even worried in the first place? Life had no more hope. 
Even the little girl could not deny how humans were hastening their own 
demise. Things were normal again. There was no way the girl could keep her 
soul so clean now ɀ Death was once again in control. Death could already see 
how her soul was scratched from the tree-cutters and clouded from the 
factory fumes.  

Really getting into it now and finally realising what needed to be done, Death 
led the girl through the dirty shadows and bustling crowd to a newspaper 
stand. He read a headline out loud. 

  

Ȱχόυ 2ÈÉÎÏÓ 0ÏÁÃÈÅÄ 4ÈÉÓ 9ÅÁÒȢȱ 

 

Death pointed to the photograph of the mutilated animal with his horn-
ÓÈÁÐÅÄ ÓÃÙÔÈÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÎÅÅÒÅÄȟ Ȭ3ÅÅȟ ËÉÄȩ (ÕÍÁÎÓ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÁÔȦ !ÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÏÎÌÙ ÒÈÉÎÏ 
ÓÏÕÌÓ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÃÏÌÌÅÃÔÉÎÇ ÍÏÒÅ ÆÒÅÑÕÅÎÔÌÙ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢ !ÌÌ ÓÏÒÔÓ ÏÆ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓȟ ÁÌÌ 
over the world, are dying. Because of the human greed for money. Because of 
their own pollÕÔÉÏÎȢ 4ÈÅÉÒ ×ÁÓÔÅȢ 4ÈÅÉÒ ÍÉÓÔÁËÅÓȢ 9ÅÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅÓ 
ÄÙÉÎÇȢȭ  

She slowly shook her head. Her eyes were now playing host to the pain of the 
earth. 

Death noticed the cover of a magazine. Plastered across the cover, was the 
photo-shopped image of a beÁÕÔÉÆÕÌȟ ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔ ÍÏÄÅÌȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÒÁÓÅ ȰGet that 
Natural Beauty!ȱ ÓÔÁÍÐÅÄ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÉÔȢ 

Ȭ3ÅÅ ÔÈÁÔȩȭ 

4ÈÅ ÇÉÒÌ ÓÎÉÆÆÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÕÐȢ Ȭ9ÅÓȩȭ 
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Ȭ0ÒÅÔÔÙȟ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÓÈÅȩȭ 

Ȭ3ÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË ÒÅÁÌȟȭ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÉÒÌ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȟ ÆÒÏ×ÎÉÎÇȢ 

Ȭ0ÒÅÃÉÓÅÌÙȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÂÅÁÕÔÙȢ !ÃÃÏÒÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÕÍÁÎÓ ÈÅÒÅȢ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ 
ÙÏÕȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÌÏÏË ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢ 4ÈÏÕÇÈ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÏÌÄÅÒȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ 
to want. Trust me, many a soul I have collected, which once belonged to a girl 
×ÈÏ ÏÎÌÙ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌȢȭ 

Even though the chubÂÙ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÉÒÌ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÃÏÍÐÒÅÈÅÎÄ ×ÈÁÔ $ÅÁÔÈ ×ÁÓ 
ÓÁÙÉÎÇȟ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÍÏÎÓ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÓÏÕÌ ×ÅÒÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÓÁÔÉÓÆÙ ÈÉÍȢ (ÅȭÄ ÒÅÇÁÉÎÅÄ ÈÉÓ 
control. Once again, the world was clouding over with death. Of people. Of 
animals. Of society. Of the environment. 

Satisfied, Death decided to end his little game. He would take the girl back to 
where he found her instead of simply encouraging her broken soul to 
surrender. Why? Well, watching her grow up in the world the humans had 
created would be far more entertaining, wouldnȭÔ ÉÔȩ &ÁÒ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÍÕÓÉÎÇȢ !ÆÔÅÒ 
all, this whole meeting had brought a much needed break to the monotonous 
existence that came with immortality.  

In a billowing aura of decay, Death returned himself and the girl to same dirt 
road on which they met. 

Once again, the midday sun was beating down upon the dusty earth, with the 
long grass taking long, cloudy breaths and mountains rolling out before them. 

Death gradually began to walk, his scythe tap tap tapping on the road, the 
little girl sniffling every now and then. 

Ȭ3Ï ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅȟ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÉÒÌȟ ÙÏÕ ÈÕÍÁÎÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ ÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÂÌÁÍÅ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÖÅÓȢ 7ÈÏȭÓ 
ÄÉÒÔÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓËÉÅÓ ÔÈÅ ÕÎÉÖÅÒÓÅ ÓÏ ÇÒÁÃÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÇÁÖÅ ÙÏÕȩ 9ÏÕ ÁÒÅȢ 7ÈÏȭÓ 
ÄÅÓÔÒÏÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÒÅÓÔÓ ÔÈÅ ÅÁÒÔÈ ÓÏ ËÉÎÄÌÙ ÇÒÅ× ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȩ 9ÏÕ ÁÒÅȢ 7ÈÏȭÓ 
murdering the animals who are fundamental to the circle of life? You are. Who 
is turning their own kind into people of materialism and self worth? You. And 
to think, you humans had such a beautiful home. I could barely stand to do my 
ÒÏÕÎÄÓȢȭ 

$ÅÁÔÈȟ ÓÏ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÔÉÒÁÄÅȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ notice his hour glass run out. 

Ȭ!ÎÄ ÓÏ ÙÏÕ ÁÓË ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȟ ×ÈÙȩ 7ÅÌÌ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÍÅȦ (Ï× ÃÏÕÌÄ ) ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ 
ÔÈÅ Ô×ÉÓÔÅÄ ÓÏÕÌÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÕÍÁÎ ÒÁÃÅȩ ) ÏÎÌÙ Ï×Î ÙÏÕ ÏÎÃÅ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÄÅÐÁÒÔÅÄȢ 
$ÁÒËȢ &ÒÅÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȭÓ Ï×Î ÓÔÁÉÎÓȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÕÅÓÓȢ )ȭÖÅ ÓÅÅn my 
ÆÁÉÒ ÓÈÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÈÕÍÁÎ ×ÉÃËÅÄÎÅÓÓȢ !ÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȟ )ȭÍ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÒË ÔÉÍÅÓȢ 
9ÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔÉÏÎȢ 'ÒÅÁÔÎÅÓÓȢ 3ÕÃÃÅÓÓȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÓÔÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÔÏ improve 
×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÈÁÖÅȟ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÏ×ÎÆÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÏÔÈÅÒÓȢ )Î ÙÏÕÒ ÇÒÅÅÄȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÈÏÒÄÉÎÇ 
ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ Ï×ÅÄȢ 4ÁËÉÎÇ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄȢ !ÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ËÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ 
ÈÏÍÅȢ 9ÏÕÒ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓȢ 9ÏÕÒ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÉÔȢ %ÖÅÎ )ȟ $ÅÁÔÈȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ 
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×ÒÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÉÖÅÓȢ )ȭÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ) ÄÅÓÐÉÓÅȢ )Î 
ÏÔÈÅÒ ×ÏÒÄÓȟ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ,ÉÆÅ ÌÏÖÅÓȢȢȢȢȭ 

There was a thud behind Death but he barely paused in his rant, because now, 
he was venturing even deeper into his own thoughts than he knew. His dark 
goal had almost slipped his mind. 

Ȭ3Ï ÈÏ× ÃÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÂÅ ÓÏ ÕÎÈÁÐÐÙȩ (Ï× ÃÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÏÒÅȩ 7ÈÙ ÐÕÔ ÉÎ Ôhe 
ÅÆÆÏÒÔȩ 3Ï ÍÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÉÃËÅÎÉÎÇȟ 'ÏÄÆÏÒÓÁËÅÎ ×ÉÌÌ ÔÏ Ȱ(ÅÌÐ ÔÈÅ ,ÅÓÓ 
&ÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅȱ ÁÎÄ Ȱ3ÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ 7ÈÁÌÅÓȱ ɀȭ $ÅÁÔÈ ÓÐÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÕÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÇÒÅÁÔ ÍÏÃËÅÒÙ Ȭɀ 
so if that is what you really want, why not concentrate on that? Why not try 
harder? Get more support? Greater funding? Greater will? Yes there may be 
some good people in this world, but there are sure as hell a lot more bad 
ÐÅÏÐÌÅȢ /Èȟ )ȭÌÌ ÁÄÄ ) ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÏÎÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÅȢ 
7ÅȭÒÅ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȢ !ÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÈÏ× ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÁÒÅ ×Åȩ (ÁȦ )ȭÄ ÓÁÙ ×ÅȭÒÅ 
rather, in many ways, quite the ɀȭ 

Ȭ/ÐÐÏÓÉÔÅȢȭ 

Death came to a sudden halt. He narrowed his eyes and sneered, without 
turning around. 

Ȭ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ you ÄÏÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅȩȭ 

Slowly, he faced the speaker. 

Life smiled. 

Ȭ,ÏÎÇ ÔÉÍÅ ÎÏ ÓÅÅȢȭ 

Ȭ)ȭÄ ÓÁÙȢȭ $ÅÁÔÈ ÃÏÃËÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÔÏ ÏÎÅ ÓÉÄÅ ÁÎÄ ÆÉØÅÄ ÈÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÐÅÎÅÔÒÁÔÉÎÇ 
ÇÁÚÅȢ Ȭ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔȟ ,ÉÆÅȩȭ 

&ÏÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȟ ,ÉÆÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÉÍȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙȟ Ȭ)ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÅÒÅ 
ÔÏ ÒÅÍÉÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ×ÏÎ ÙÅÔȢ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ×ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÐÒÏ×Ì ÁÒÏund 
the earth these last couple of years, marching about as if you own the place. So 
) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ )ȭÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÔÅÐ ÉÎ ÔÏ ÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕ Á ÆÒÉÅÎÄÌÙ ÒÅÍÉÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÏȟ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ 
ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏÔ ÙÅÔ ÓÕÃÃÕÍÂÅÄ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÉÌÌȢȭ 

Ȭ/È ÒÅÁÌÌÙȩȭ $ÅÁÔÈ ÈÉÓÓÅÄȢ Ȭ7ÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ been watching closely 
ÅÎÏÕÇÈȢ /Ò ÌÉÓÔÅÎÉÎÇȢ $ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÁÒ ×ÈÁÔ )ȭÖÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÁÙÉÎÇȩ 4ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ 
humans have killed their environment, their society ɀȭ 

Ȭ9ÅÓ ) ÈÅÁÒÄȢȭ 

Ȭ!ÎÄȩȭ 

Ȭ!ÎÄ ȢȢȢ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÒÏÎÇȢȭ  

,ÉÆÅ ÓÈÒÕÇÇÅÄȢ Ȭ) ÁÄÍÉÔ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÔÏ ÁÎ ÅØÔÅÎÔȟ ÙÅÓȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÐÅÁË the truth. But, forgive 
ÍÅȟ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÁÎÇÕÁÇÅ ÉÓ Á ÂÉÔ ÏÕÔȢ )ÔȭÓ ȰËÉÌÌ-ingȱȟ ÎÏÔ ȰËÉÌÌÅÄȱȢ )Ô ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ÙÅÔ ÏÖÅÒȢȭ 
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Ȭ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÏȩȭ $ÅÁÔÈ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄȟ ÉÎ Á ÍÏÃËÉÎÇÌÙ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔÆÕÌ ÔÏÎÅȢ Ȭ7ÅÌÌȟ 
ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÒÏÎÇȢ !ÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÍÙ ÊÏÂ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÂÕÓÉÅÒȢ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÎÏÔ ËÎÏ×ȩȭ 

LiÆÅ ÎÁÒÒÏ×ÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓȢ Ȭ) ÄÏȢȢȢȭ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙȢ  Ȭ!ÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ 
ÒÕÄÅȢ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÐÁÓÔ ÔÈÁÔȢ !ÎÙ×ÁÙȟ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ 
ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÅ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÐÒÏÏÆȟ ÃÏÒÒÅÃÔȩ 7ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÉÔȩȭ 

$ÅÁÔÈ ÒÏÌÌÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÅÙÅÓȢ Ȭ&ÉÎÅȢ 3ÈÏ× ÍÅ this proofȢȭ 

Life, confident in her belief, gravely motioned behind them. Frowning, Death 
looked back down the road. 

Was it because of his lack of souls that day or did an unusual coldness sweep 
over Death? Was it because Life was so close to him or did Death really 
ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅ Á ×ÅÉÒÄȟ ÔÉÇÈÔÅÎÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÅÓÔȩ $ÅÁÔÈ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÉÎÇ 
he was certain about was the fact that several metres away was the still figure 
of the little girl collapsed on the ground. 

Ȭ$ÅÆÅÁÔÅÄȟ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÒÒÏÒÓ ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏ×ÅÄ ÈÅÒȟȭ ,ÉÆÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÏÆÔÌÙȟ Á ÄÅÅÐ ÓÁÄÎÅÓÓ ÉÎ 
her voice. 

&ÏÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔȟ $ÅÁÔÈ ÓÁÉÄ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅÎȟ Ȭ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ȢȢȢ ËÉÌÌ 
ÈÅÒȢ (ÅÒ ÓÏÕÌȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÕÎÃÁÎÎÉÌÙ ÐÕÒÅȟ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÅÖÅÎ ÈÕÍÁÎȢȭ 

,ÉÆÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÐÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎ ÉÎ $ÅÁÔÈȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ Ȭ3ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÈÕÍÁÎȢȭ 

$ÅÁÔÈ ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄȟ ÆÏÒÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÁÄÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÉÓÏÎ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄȟ Ȭ4ÈÅÎ 
×ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÈÅȩȭ 

Ȭ(ÏÐÅȟȭ ,ÉÆÅ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÄ ÓÉÍÐÌÙȢ  Ȭ) ÓÅÎÔ ÓÅÖÅÒÁÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ÄÏ×Î ÈÅÒÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÇÒÅ× ÕÐ 
untouched by society, and the ugliness of the earth. It left ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÏÕÌÓ ÐÕÒÅȢ )ȭÄ 
ÈÏÐÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÄ ÈÅÌÐ ÔÈÅ ÈÕÍÁÎÓ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÅÒÒÏÒÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÉÒ ×ÁÙÓ ȢȢȢ ÇÉÖÅ ÔÈÅÍ Á 
little help. This particular child ×ÁÓ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÙÏÕȢȭ 

$ÅÁÔÈ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄ ÓÃÏÒÎÆÕÌÌÙȢ (Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÉÆ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÆÏÒÃÅÄȢ (Å ÔÏÒÅ ÈÉÓ ÇÁÚÅ ÆÒÏÍ 
the girl. No, sÕÒÅÌÙ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȩ 

Ȭ3Ï ÍÕÃÈ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔȢ 3ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ witness the evil, let alone fight it. She 
ÆÁÉÌÅÄȢȭ 

Life thought for a moment, and then looked at Death very, very carefully. 

Ȭ/Ò ÄÉÄ ÓÈÅȩȭ 

$ÅÁÔÈ ÐÁÕÓÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÓÕÓÐÉÃÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÁÔ ,ÉÆÅȭÓ ÂÒÉÇÈÔ ÆÏÒÍȢ Ȭ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÏÎ 
ÁÂÏÕÔȩȭ 

Ȭ5ÎÌÅÓÓ ) ÁÍ ÖÅÒÙ ÍÕÃÈ ÍÉÓÔÁËÅÎȟ $ÅÁÔÈȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÉÒÌȢ ,ÉËÅ Á 
father does for his daughter. I saw your reaction when you realised she was 
dead. You may have shown her evil today but she showed you love and trust 
and purity. It rubbed off on you. The goodness in this world, if just given a 
chance, can help the people. They just have to find it and listen. I will not give 
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up on the people. I know they have it in them to change. They just need ... 
realisation. And anyÏÎÅ ×ÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÒÙ ÃÁÎ ÇÉÖÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÍȢȭ 

$ÅÁÔÈ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ×ÏÒË ÏÕÔ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÒÅÐÌÙȢ 

Ȭ.Ï× ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÅØÃÕÓÅ ÍÅȟȭ ÓÁÉÄ ,ÉÆÅȟ ÓÍÉÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÁÍÅȟ ÕÎÃÁÎÎÙ ÓÍÉÌÅ ÔÈÅ 
ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÉÒÌ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅȟ Ȭ) ÈÁÖÅ Á ÐÌÁÎÅÔ ÔÏ ÓÁÖÅȢ 5ÎÔÉÌ ×Å ÍÅÅÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȢȭ 

And in a flurry of shimmering rose petals, Life twisted away into the air. 

For a moment Death was stumped. How on earth had Life just gotten the 
ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÏÆ ÈÉÍȩ "ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ $ÅÁÔÈ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÁÓ ÓÔÒÏÎÇ 
ÁÓ ÈÅȭÄ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢȢȢȢ (Å ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÃÌÏÓÅÒ ÔÏ ×ÉÎÎing. And the little girl! He 
knew ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÎÏÒÍÁÌȢȢȢȢ .Ï ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÏ ÍÙÓÔÅÒÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÐÕÒÅȦ 

He decided to look at her one last time, before setting off on his never-ending 
journey, waiting for the world to die. Just to see if she really looked as human 
ÁÓ ÈÅȭÄ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȟ ÎÏÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ sad. 

But after walking several steps through the dirt, Death stopped in his tracks. 
The road was empty, the girl gone. All Death could see was a red balloon, 
floating away up into the sky. 
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JACK MY HEDGEHOG ¦ CELESTE YATES 

RUNNER-UP ¦ NOVA 2012 SHORT STORY COMPETITION 

 

.ÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÇÏÏÄ ÅÖÅÒ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÓ ÁÆÔÅÒ άȡΪΪÁÍȢ 3ÁÒÁÈ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÉÆ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÓÏÍÅ 
old wives tale that her mother had picked up from somewhere, or maybe she 
just read it at the back of a random magazine in a waiting room somewhere 
and told Sarah, like it was an amusing thing to say. Either way, she could 
ÈÅÁÒ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÍȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÈÅÒ ÉÎ ÈÅÁÄ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÃÅÌÌ-phone and saw 
the numbers 2:15am illuminating back to her.  

She had wanted to leave earlier, but there is always that one friend that has 
to just go that extra level, or that extra drink, and fuck it up for everybody. 
3ÈÅ ×ÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÁÓ ÈÅÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ *ÅÓÓ ÈÅÌÄ ,ÉÓÌÅȭÓ ÂÌÏÎÄ ÈÁÉÒ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÓÈÅ ÐÒÏÃÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ 
launch her dinner in between two cars in the parking lot. It had taken them 
over an hour to just get this far. Sarah took a deep breath. Maybe she was 
just edgy because she was the driver this evening and being sober around 
completely trashed girls is just no fun.  

In the club it was trashed people and that was still ok. The music was 
bumping, the lights were wired to keep people awake; keep people moving. 
There was an occasional collapse as some chick landed wrong on her heel or 
some guy just lost balance temporarily. Sarah wondered if maybe he just 
zoned out to the point he lost sync with gravity or perhaps alcohol disrupted 
the pull from gravity making it stronger and then weaker or something. But 
overall the night had been ok. She had in good in mood. Now, it was a 
different story. 

Jess had leaned forward to Sarah on the dance floor and asked that question 
that they both knew would result in the end of the night. She pressed against 
3ÁÒÁÈȭÓ ÅÁÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÃÒÅÁÍÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ,ÉÓÌÅȩȱ 

Sarah had pulled back, panning her eyes over the heads trying to catch Lisle 
blond hair in the crowd, a splash of the blue top she had been wearing, 
anything. Earlier Lisle had been standing on the dance stage, creating a bit of 
scene as promoters of the club poured apple sours down her throat. Apple 
sours was supposed to be taken as a shot, due to the high alcohol content 
and the horrible ultra sour taste created chemically to cover the even worse 
ÔÁÓÔÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÎËȢ $ÒÉÎËÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÌÉËÅ +ÏÏÌ !ÉÄ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÉÄÅÁȢ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÈÁÄ 
shaken her head: she realised that she was getting too old for this shit. But 
ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÈÏÕÒÓ ÁÇÏȠ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÎ ,ÉÓÌÅ ÆÏÒ Á ×ÈÉÌÅȢ 
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3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÁÔ *ÅÓÓ ÁÎÄ ÇÁÖÅ ÈÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÕÎÉÖÅÒÓÁÌ ÓÈÒÕÇ ÏÆ Ȭfuck knowsȭȢ *ÅÓÓ 
ÒÏÌÌÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÕÎÉÆÉÅÄ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌȭÓ ÂÁÔÈÒÏÏÍȢ )Æ ÙÏÕÒ 
drunken friend has gone missing, the best place to start looking is the 
bathroom. It is the one point where chicks orientate to when swaying and 
foggy of mind. The bathroom was already swarming with the first batch of 
ÔÈÅ ÎÉÇÈÔȭÓ ÇÉÒÌÓ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÄ ÄÒÕÎË ÔÏÏ ÈÁÒÄȟ too early. The other girls gave 
ÎÁÓÔÙ ÌÏÏËÓ ÏÆ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÒÏÖÉÎÇ ÎÁÔÕÒÅ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÌÌÁÐÓÅÄ ÇÉÒÌȭÓ 
sprawled ligaments. Most of the disapproving girls would end up on the 
bathroom floor themselves within the next few hours, but for now they 
displayed signs of irritation that these smashed chicks gave them a bad 
name. 

*ÅÓÓ ÁÎÄ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÃÈÅÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÒÎÅÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÃÕÂÉÃÌÅÓ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ,ÉÓÌÅȭÓ ÎÁÍÅȢ 
4ÈÅÙ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÏÓÅÄ ÃÕÂÉÃÌÅÓ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ 
slumped against the wall passed out but none of the girls had Lisle shoes.  
'ÕÙÓ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÍÏÃË ÇÉÒÌȭÓ ÏÂÓÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÆÏÒ ÆÏÏÔ×ÅÁÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÔÉÃÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ 
shoes really paid out at times like these. 

!Ó ÔÈÅÙ ÌÅÆÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÈÒÏÏÍȟ *ÅÓÓ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÐÈÏÎÉÎÇ ,ÉÓÌÅ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÃÅÌÌȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 
picking up. 

Ȱ,ÉÓÌÅȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȩ #ÁÌÌ ÍÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÉÓȱ *ÅÓÓ ÔÏÌÄ ÔÈÅ 
voicemail. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅȭÓ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÕÌÔÉÍÁÔÅ ÒÅÔÁÒÄȩȱ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÁÓËÅÄȟ ÌÉÇÈÔÉÎÇ ÕÐ 
a smoke. 

Ȱ'ÏÄȟ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓ ȢȢȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅȭÓ ÄÒÕÎË ÔÈÁÔ ÍÕÃÈȩ )ÔȭÓ ÂÁÒÅÌÙ ÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 
ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ Á ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅ ÆÕÃË ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓȢ Ȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ËÎÏ×Î ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÏÒÓÅ ȢȢȢȱ 

*ÅÓÓ ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÓÅÄ Á ÇÕÙ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÎȭÓ ÔÏÉÌÅÔÓȢ 

Ȱ*ÏÓÈȦ $ÕÄÅȟ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅÎ ,ÉÓÌÅȩȱ 

Josh staggered and put his arm around Jess leaning all 6 feet of height and 
weight onto Jess who was almost half his size. She kept her balance and the 
weight in check by gripping the floor with her 2 inch heels. Sarah laughed at 
the sight and imagined what would happen if those heels just gave in to the 
acquired new mass. Josh thought she was laughing at something inaudible 
he had said. He smiled and said it again, louder, inserting profanity into it. 
Sarah stopped laughing.  
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Ȱ3ÅÒÉÏÕÓÌÙ *ÏÓÈ ȢȢȢȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÅÓÓȟ Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅÎ ÈÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÐÅȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÏÄÄÌÙȟ ÌÉËÅ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ×ÈÙ ÓÈÅ 
had stoÐÐÅÄ ÌÁÕÇÈÉÎÇȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ Á ÌÏÓÔ ÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
ÃÌÕÂȢ "ÏÕÎÃÅÒÓ ÒÅÍÏÖÅÄ ÈÅÒ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÆÅÌÌ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÇÅȢȱ 

Ȱ#ÏÍÐÌÅÔÅ ÒÅÔÁÒÄȱ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÈÁËÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄȢ *ÏÓÈ ÌÉËÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÅÎÔÅÎÃÅ ÁÎÄ 
repeated it, louder and inserting swear-words again, as if it made the affect 
better. Jess gave him a gentle push towards the dance floor and he launched 
off again, dipping to the left and the right trying to incorporate his lost sense 
of balance and gravity into his walk. 

Jess and Sarah downed the last of their drinks and Sarah threw the remains 
of her smoke into a half-melted plastic plant as they made for the exits.  The 
cold air hit Sarah in the face, immediately making her aware of her short 
skirt and how much skin was exposed to the elements. They spotted Lisle 
immediately, trying to text on her phone. She was slumped a few feet from 
the entrance. A few people in the queue to get in were heckling her and a 
group of guys laughed. Lisle seemed not to notice as tears run her make-up 
down her face and strands of her hair followed suite to her body, lying limp 
across her face. Jess knelt down to talk to her, while the bouncer spoke to 
Sarah, telling her that they need to get Lisle home. 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÉÔȱ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅÄȟ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÓÔ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÉÂÌÅ ÖÏÉÃÅ. 

Ȱ7ÈÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÈÅ ÒÅÔÕÒÎÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÔÅØÔȩȱ ,ÉÓÌÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÁÓ *ÅÓÓ ÈÏÓÔÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÁÒÍȟ 
ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÅÒ ÕÐȢ Ȱ7ÈÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÈÅ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÒÅÔÕÒÎÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÔÅØÔȦȱ ÓÈÅ 
screamed. 

Ȱ"ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ Á drunken ×ÈÏÒÅȦȱ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÑÕÅÕÅ ÙÅÌÌÅÄȟ 
releasing a strain of laugher and high-fives.  

  

Ȱ9/5ȭ2% ! &5#+).' $25.+ 7(/2%Ȧȱ ,ÉÓÌÅ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄÅÄȟ ÓÔÁÇÇÅÒÉÎÇ 
forward, releasing Jess. Sarah shook her head as within seconds Lisle fell 
back to the ground again and simultaneously the queue roared with 
laughter. 

Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÅÔ ÈÅÒ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒȱ *ÅÓÓ ÓÈÏÔ ÔÏ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ×ÅÎÔ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÏÎÅ ÁÒÍȢ 
Sarah went under the other and half carrying, half dragging, they pulled Lisle 
to the parking lot. The crowd exploded into applause. 



PROBE 158ɀ December 2013                     www.sffsa.org.za                                         Page 45 

 

Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÍÅȩ ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÌÏÖÅÄ, you know? 
9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× *ÅÓÓȩ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÍÙ ÂÅÓÔ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȢ  ) ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÓÉÃËȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ,ÉÓÌÅȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÏÍÅ ÈÍÍÍȩ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÃÌÅÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ 
ÆÅÅÌ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÌÁÕÇÈȢ 3ÈÅȭÌÌ ÆÅÅÌ ÓÈÉÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢ  )Æ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔȟ )ȭÌÌ 
ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÏÆ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÒÁÈȢ 

Sarah blinked. How long had she been leaning against the car? Her smoke in 
her hand had burned down to the filter. She flung it under a parked car and 
got up. Lisle was slumped again, while Jess was wiping her face with some 
tissue Sarah presumed she had found in her purse. 

Ȱ,ÏÏËȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÏ ÂÒÅÁË ÔÈÅ ÐÁÒÔÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÃÁÎ ×Å ÊÕÓÔ ÇÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒÅ 
ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙȩȱ  

Jess nodded. Sarah beeped the alarm of the car, the sound bounced around 
the parking lot. Together the two of them hoisted and threw Jess into the 
back seat.  

Ȱ&ÕÃËÉÎÇ ÈÅÌÌ ȢȢȢȱ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÍÁÎÁÇÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÈÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȟ ×ÉÔÈ 
ÂÏÔÈ ÏÆ ,ÉÓÌÅȭÓ ÌÅÇÓ ÔÕÃËÅÄ ÉÎȢ *ÅÓÓ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÃÅÌÌȢ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÁÙȟ ȬÎÏ ÇÏÏÄ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÁÆÔÅÒ άÁÍȟȭȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÅÓÓȢ 

ȰάÁÍȩ 4ÈÉÓ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÎÉÇÈÔÍÁÒÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÁÔ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÏÎÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÔÈÁÔ 
ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ΫÁÍȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÁÔ ΫÁÍȩȱ Á ÍÁÎȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÂÒÏËÅ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈȢ *ÅÓÓ ÁÎÄ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ 
turned. Somehow the echo that filled parking forgot to echo the sound of 
footsteps of fivÅ ÍÅÎ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÎÏ× ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ 3ÁÒÁÈȭÓ ÃÁÒ 
watching the two girls. 

Ȱ.ÏÔÈÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÅÓÓȟ Ȱ*ÕÓÔ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÏÆ ÓÈÉÔȢȱ *ÅÓÓ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ 
the car to her door.  

Ȱ9ÅÁȟ ×Å ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇȟȱ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÙ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÓÉÄÅ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ smiling 
ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȢ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÌÁÄÉÅÓ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÅÌÐ ÕÓ ÏÕÔȩ 3ÅÅÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× 
×ÈÁÔ Á ÓÈÉÔ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÆÅÅÌÓ ÌÉËÅȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÅÓÓȢ 

Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÏȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÒÁÈȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÁÔ *ÅÓÓȢ 
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Ȱ7ÈÏÁȟ ×ÈÏÁȟ ×ÈÏÁȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÏËȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÙȢ Ȱ-Ù ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ *ÁÃËȢ Steven here lost 
ÏÕÒ ÃÁÒ ËÅÙÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÎÃÅ ÆÌÏÏÒȢ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÓÐÁÒÅ ËÅÙÓ ÁÔ ÈÏÍÅȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ 
ÆÅÔÃÈ ÔÈÅÍȢ ) ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÉÖÅ ÍÅ Á ÌÉÆÔ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÆÉÖÅ ÏÆ 
us and two of you, but if you could either lend me your cell to phone a cab or 
sometÈÉÎÇȟ ÏÒ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÌÅÐÈÏÎÅ ÂÏØȟ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÍÕÃÈ 
ÁÐÐÒÅÃÉÁÔÅÄȢȱ 

Much appreciated? The words sounded strange to Sarah. They had a hint of 
an accent to them, something from Europe, Irish perhaps she wondered. Her 
ËÎÏ×ÌÅÄÇÅ ÏÆ ÁÃÃÅÎÔÓ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ best, and to be honest, it could have just as 
easily been German for all she knew. 

Ȱ) ÒÁÎ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÁÉÒ-ÔÉÍÅ ÐÈÏÎÉÎÇ ,ÉÓÌÅ ÅÁÒÌÉÅÒȟȱ *ÅÓÓ ÓÁÉÄȢ  

Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÍÅȟ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÉÒ-ÔÉÍÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÒÁÈȟ ȰÁÎÄ ) ÕÓÅÄ ÍÙ 
small change for smokes earlier. Guess ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÌÕÃË ÇÕÙÓȢȱ 3ÁÒÁÈ 
ÏÐÅÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÖÅÒȭÓ ÄÏÏÒ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÉÎȢ 

*ÅÓÓ ÏÐÅÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃË ÓÅÁÔ ÃÁÒ ÄÏÏÒ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÉÎÓÉÄÅ ÔÏ ÐÕÌÌ ÏÕÔ ,ÉÓÌÅȭÓ ÃÅÌÌȢ 
She punched a few buttons then shook her head. 

Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙ ɀ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÄÒÕÎËÅÎ ÔÅØÔȭÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÎÉÇÈÔȟ ÓÏ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ!Èȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÁÃËȢ Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÁÎËÓ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÃÏÍÅ 
ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÒËÉÎÇ ÌÏÔ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÓÏÒÔÅÄ ÔÈÅÎȢȱ 

The five men waved and turned, walking back to wherever they had come 
from. 

Ȱ7ÁÉÔȦȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÅÓÓȢ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÓÈÏÔ ÈÅÒ Á ÌÏok, to which she responded with an 
ÁÐÏÌÏÇÅÔÉÃ ÏÎÅȢ Ȱ7Å ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȟ ÃÏÓ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅ 
ÓÔÕÐÉÄȟ ÐÌÕÓ ×Å ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÁÌÌ ÆÉÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒȢ "ÕÔ ÌÉËÅȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȟ ÉÆ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÏÎÅ 
of you wanted a lift and the others stay here, I guess that would be ok? What 
ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË 3ÁÒÁÈȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÇÏÏÄ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÓ ÁÆÔÅÒ άÁÍȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÓÌÏ×ÌÙ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÁÒÐȢ 

The boys chuckled. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÉÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ $ÏÎȭÔ Ó×ÅÁÔ ÉÔȟ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÆÉÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎ 3ÁÒÁÈȟ ÇÉÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÙ Á ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÂÏÎÅȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÅÓÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÇÕÙÓ ÃÈÕÃËÌÅÄ 
even more. 

Ȱ/Ëȟ ÆÕÃËȟ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒȢȱ  
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Jess smiled and looked at the guys. 

Jack shook hands with his friends and muttered a few things, before making 
his way to the back seat of the car.  

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÉÆ ) ÒÅÁÄÊÕÓÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÈÅÒÅȩȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÇÏÔ ÉÎȢ  

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÁÔ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÁÌÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÃÏÌÄÌÙ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÁÄÊÕÓÔÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÒÅÁÒ ÍÉÒÒÏÒ 
and turned her engine on. The speakers immediately blasted music which 
Jess turned down. 

Lisle muttered something as she rolled her head and Jack propped her 
against the door. He then leaned over her and locked the door just in case.  
Sarah turned her lights on and made her way out the parking lot. The car 
filled with the remix music. It was some drum and base mix with Irish bag-
pipe sounds intertwined in.   

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÁÍ ) ÇÏÉÎÇȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ 3arah into the rear mirror, looking at Jack.  

Ȱ/Èȟ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ -έ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ 0ÒÉÎÃÅÓÓ !ÎÎ ÏÆÆ ÒÁÍÐȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ 
her in the mirror. He then leaned forward with his arms leaning on the back 
ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÇÉÒÌȭÓ ÃÈÁÉÒÓȢ  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÅÖÅÒ ÈÅÁÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 'ÒÉÍÍ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒÓȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÓÏÍÅ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÂÁÎÄȩȱ ÁÓËÅÄ *ÅÓÓȟ ÔÕÒÎÉÎÇ Á ÂÉÔ ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ 
him. 

Ȱ.Ï *ÅÓÓȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÔÅÌÌÅÒÓȟȱ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÓÁÉÄȟ Á ÂÉÔ ÓÈÁÒÐÅÒ 
than she would have liked. She was getting into a foul mood. She shot Jess an 
apologetic look. She just wanted this night to end. They were supposed to be 
home now, not travelling to the suburbs with one drunk disaster and a 
complete stranger in the back. Jess laughed like Sarah had meant it as a tease 
ÁÎÄ ÓÑÕÅÅÚÅÄ 3ÁÒÁÈȭÓ ÌÅÇȢ 

Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȟ )ȭÍ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÇÏÏÆ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÉÍÅÓȢ 4ÈÒÅÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ )ȭÍ ÅÖÅÎ 
×ÏÒÓÅȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ 'ÒÉÍÍ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒÓȩȱ 

Ȱ.Á×ȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÇÐÉÐÅÓ ÒÅÍÉÎÄÅÄ ÍÅ ÏÆ Á ÓÔÏÒÙȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ) ×ÁÓ ÎÁÍÅÄ 
ÁÆÔÅÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÁËÅȢ 

Ȱ*ÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ "ÅÁÎÓÔÁÌËȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÅÓÓȢ 

Ȱ*ÁÃË ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ 2ÉÐÐÅÒȩȱ ÓÁid Sarah, giving Jack a look in the mirror. 
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(Å ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎÅ ÉÓ Á ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȭÓ ÓÔÏÒÙȢ .Ïȟ ȬJack My 
HedgehogȢȭ 9ÏÕ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÉÔȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÇÏ ÏÎ ÔÈÅÎȢȱ 

Ȱ*ÅÓÕÓȟ ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ #ÈÒÉÓÔȟ ÉÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÉÎÇȩ !ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÕÓ 
Á ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȭÓ ÓÔÏÒÙȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÈÅÒ ÂÒÅÁÔÈȢ 

*ÅÓÓ ÓÈÏÔ 3ÁÒÁÈ Á ÌÏÏË ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÈÏÏË ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄ ÁÔ *ÁÃËȢ Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÌÉÓÔÅÎ ÔÏ ÈÅÒȟ 
)ȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÁÃËȟ Ȱ/ÎÃÅ ÕÐÏÎ Á ÔÉÍÅ ȢȢȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÅÒÅ ×Å ÆÕÃËÉÎÇ ÇÏ ȢȢȢȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÒÁÈȢ 

Jack smiled.  

Ȱ/ÎÃÅ ÕÐÏÎ Á ÔÉÍÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ÆÁÒÍÅÒ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ Á ËÉÄ ÂÕÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ 
ÏÎÅȢ )Ô ÍÁÄÅ ÈÉÍ ÓÏ ÕÐÓÅÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÁÎÙ 
kind of kid, even if it was a hedgehog, as long as it was a child. So his wife 
became pregnant and gave birth to baby that was half hedgehog, ÈÁÌÆ ÂÏÙȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ËÉÄÄÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÈÈȟ 3ÁÒÁÈȢ 'Ï ÏÎ *ÁÃËȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÎÁÍÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÌÄ *ÁÃË ÍÙ Hedgehog. But because of his prickles 
they could never really get close to him and bring up normally, so he lived in 
a straw bed by the fire. Eventually Jack told his father to give him a rooster 
and a pair of bagpipes. He then rode the rooster into the forest and herded 
ÓÏÍÅ ÐÉÇÓ ÁÎÄ ÄÏÎËÅÙÓȢ /ÎÅ ÄÁÙ Á ËÉÎÇ ÇÏÔ ÌÏÓÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÒÅÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÁÒÄ *ÁÃËȭÓ 
music. So he followed it and found Jack in the tree with the rooster. He 
asked Jack for some help and Jack said he would help, but the King must 
promise him the first thing that greets him when he gets home. The King 
ÁÇÒÅÅÄ ÁÎÄ *ÁÃË ÈÅÌÐÅÄ ÔÈÅ ËÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ËÉÎÇÄÏÍȢȱ 

Ȱ)ÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÁÔ "ÅÁÕÔÙ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ "ÅÁÓÔȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÒÁÈȢ 

Ȱ3ÈÈÈȢȢȢ )ȭÍ ÌÉÓÔÅÎÉÎÇȢȱ 

Jack smiled.  

Ȱ!ÎÙ×ÁÙȟ ÓÏ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ +ÉÎÇ ÇÏÔ ÈÏÍÅ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ÃÁÍÅ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ 
first to greet him. The King told his daughter what he had done and that he 
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had promised the strange half hedgehog, half man creature her. But he said 
ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÍÕÓÔÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙ ÁÓ ÈÅ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÉÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȢ 

Ȱ3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ +ÉÎÇ ÇÏÔ ÌÏÓÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÏÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÓÏ ÆÏÕÎÄ *ÁÃË 
through his music. Jack asked the King for the same thing, to which the King 
agreed and Jack helped him home. His only daughter came out to greet her 
father and he told her what he had promised Jack. She, however, was so 
thankful that her father had returned home safely that she agreed to meet 
Jack.  

Ȱ"Ù ÔÈÉÓ ÓÔÁÇÅȟ *ÁÃËȭÓ ÈÅÒÄ ÏÆ ÐÉÇÓ ÁÎÄ ÄÏÎËÅÙÓ ÈÁÄ ÇÒÏ×Î ÔÏÏ ÌÁÒÇÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ 
look afÔÅÒȢ 3Ï ÈÅ ÈÅÒÄÅÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ (ÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 
too pleased about seeing his hedgehog son. Jack told his dad to plan a feast 
with all the extra pigs and invite the whole village. He then told his dad that 
he would be leaving and would never return as the Hedgehog creature that 
he was. His dad was pleased about this and said goodbye to his boy. 

Ȱ*ÁÃË ÔÈÅÎ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ +ÉÎÇȭÓ ËÉÎÇÄÏÍ ÔÏ ÃÌÁÉÍ ÈÉÓ ÐÒÉÚÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ +ÉÎÇȭÓ 
men attacked him. He managed to get free and flying on the back of his 
ÒÏÏÓÔÅÒȟ ÈÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ +ÉÎÇȭÓ ÒÏÏÍȢ *ÁÃË ÔÈÒÅÁÔÅÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ +ÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÔÉÃË ÔÏ 
his word and eventually the King gave in. The princess dressed in white and 
followed Jack on his rooster on carriage with some of her belongings. Once 
they entered the woods, Jack told her to take off all her clothes, which she 
did. He then rolled his body over her naked skin, piercing her all over with 
ÈÉÓ ÑÕÉÌÌÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/È *ÅÓÕÓ ȢȢȢȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÅÓÓȢ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÒÏÌÌÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÐÒÉÎÃÅÓÓ ÒÅÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÈÅÒ +ÉÎÇÄÏÍȟ ÂÌÅÅÄÉÎÇȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ Ócarred all 
over her body for the rest of her life and the people of the land never fully 
respected or trusted the King and his daughter afterwards. Jack then went to 
the second Kingdom. The King welcomed Jack like a long-time friend and 
introduced him to h is daughter. The daughter was a bit shy at first, as Jack 
was a bit strange-looking, but soon they were dining together like Jack was 
part of the family.  

Ȱ7ÈÅÎ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇ ÃÁÍÅȟ *ÁÃË ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍȢ (Å ÔÏÌÄ ÈÅÒ 
not to worry about being hur t by his quills. He asked the King to have four 
men at the door ready, for when he went to bed, he would wiggle out of his 
hedgehog skin. The four men must then rush in, take his skin and throw it 
onto a fire. This happened as he said and the daughter woke up the next day 
to Jack, who was a complete man. They then got married that day and soon 
afterwards Jack went to introduce his wife to his father. 
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Ȱ(Å ÔÈÅÎ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ ÌÉÖÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÓÏÎ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÌÁÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÌÉÖÅÄ ÈÁÐÐÉÌÙ ÅÖÅÒ 
ÁÆÔÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÈÁÐÐÙ ÅØÃÅÐÔ ÆÏÒ the first chick, who was scarred and miserable for 
ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÌÉÆÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÒÁÈȢ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÎÉÃÅ ÐÅÒÓÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÁÄ ÄÁÙÓȟȱ ÓÈÏÔ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÂÁÃËȢ 

Ȱ/Ò ÍÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÖÅÒÙ ÎÉÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÎÉÃÅ ÓÔÏÒÙȢ !ÒÅ ×Å ÔÈÅÒÅ ÙÅÔ 3ÁÒÁÈȩȱ *ÅÓÓ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÃÈÁÎÇÉÎÇ 
the subject and shifting in her seat so she was looking at the road again. Jack 
leaned back. 

Ȱ!ÌÍÏÓÔȟ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÏÆÆ ÒÁÍÐ ÎÏ×Ȣ 3Ïȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÎÅØÔȟ ÏÈ *ÁÃË -Ù (ÅÄÇÅÈÏÇȩȱ 
Sarah said sarcastically, looking into the mirror. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ &5#+Ȧȱ 3ÁÒÁÈ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÒ-mirror and two 
cold black eyes stared back at her. She pushed on the brakes, shooting Jess 
forward. Jess banged her head on the dash board and screamed. Sarah swung 
the car and it ramped up onto the curb. She tried to get control back of the 
ÃÁÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÓËÉÄÄÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄȢ *ÅÓÓ ÓÌÕÍÐÅÄ ÕÎÃÏÎÓÃÉÏÕÓ ÁÓ 3ÁÒÁÈ 
pummelled her way through bushes and eventually came to an instant halt 
as the car smashed against a wire fence. She flew forward and the airbags 
burst, catching her as she slipped unconscious. As her darkness surrounded 
her, she felt the warmth of a fur paw on her shoulder.  

Sarah woke lying on wet grass outside the car. Lisle was sitting next to her, 
taking urgently into her cell.  

Ȱ,ÉÓÌÅȩȱ ÓÈÅ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅȢ ,ÉÓÌÅ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅȢ 

Ȱ/È ÇÏÄȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ Á×ÁËÅȦ 3ÈÅȭÓ Á×ÁËÅȦ 7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ) ÄÏȩ &ÕÃËȱ 

Lisle crawled up to Sarah, with the cell in one hand.  The other hand she 
grabbed Sarah.  

Ȱ(ÁÎÇ ÏÎȟ ÈÅÌÐ ÉÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢ *ÕÓÔ ÈÁÎÇ ÏÎ ȢȢȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÏÎ ÁÂÏÕÔȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÈÅÁÄ ×ÏÕÎÄȢ !ÉÒ-bag probably 
ÔÏÏË ÍÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÉÔȢȱ  3ÁÒÁÈ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÂÏÄÙ ÓÐÒÁÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÌÉÆÅ 
as she did so. She all of a sudden felt pain swell up within her. She looked 
down and saw she was covered in blood. She turned to look at her exposed 
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arm and she could see there were rivers of blood from what seemed to be a 
million holes all over her skin. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÃË ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ,ÉÓÌÅȢ Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ *ÅÓÓȩȱ 

Ȱ*ÅÓÓȩ &ÕÃËȢ /Ëȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÐÁÎÉÃȢ *ÕÓÔ ÒÅÌÁØȢ 9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÌÏÓÔ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÂÌÏÏÄȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ 
*ÅÓÓ ÌÁÔÅÒȟ ÏËȩȱ ,ÉÓÌÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ 3ÁÒÁÈ ×ÈÏ ÓÔÁÒÅÄ ÂÁÃËȢ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ×Å ×ÏÎȭÔȱ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄ 3ÁÒÁÈȟ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÃÌÏÓÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓȢ 
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1706-24 Eva Rd 

Etobicoke, ON 

CANADA M9C 2B2 

November 6, 2013 
  

Dear SFSAns: 
  

Probe 157 arrived in the mail a few days ago, and while time is at a premium these 

days (I am working again), bits of time here and there are being used to write up a 

letter of comment. Let's see how I do this timeé 
  

I've read articles in the past where some space advocates and scientists and 

designers are tired of the 'Trek-izing' of future space craft and other technological 

designs. I know a lot of people in the space industry were impressed enough by 

shows like Star Trek to get into the industry, so there's a lot of influence there, but 

I think some are a little irked that designs to take mankind to the stars were based 

on the gifted insight of a Hollywood screenwriter creating a television show in the 

60s. Hey, if they work, why not? By the time we do get to the stars, Trek may be a 

vague memory, anyway. I hope Alcubierre has the opportunity to develop this 

theory of his further, even if he is himself skeptical. 
  

Dennis Lane's story has a true steampunk feel to it, and I am sure I would have 

enjoyed it more if there weren't zombies in it. I've never liked the idea, and I think 

it's been horribly over-used in print, television and movies. Still, a tale of the rising 

proletariat, even if they are deadé that's just my own preferences. With Marike 

Potgieter's tale, it's all about time travel, which is something I loved through the 

stories of Isaac Asimov. At least it's been attempted by the National Institute of 

Temporal DisplacementéI should get a business card made up for the 

organization. Dr. Straussenburg has been driven mad, perhaps by knowing what he 

knows about the nature of time? How was he able to see into a window in time? 
  

Cristy Zinn's story may be SF, but it is also reality today. As amazing as our 

technological computerized society is today, it's done away with millions of jobs 

around the world. Earlier this year, I lost a job I'd had for 8 years due to the 

company's IT department discovering how to computerize it. I can look back and 

see that while the job is now automatically done; the final result isn't as good as 

when I did it. I guess with automation, a substandard job will do to save money. 
  

Many thanks for another great zine, with lots of interesting things to read about. I 

wish more clubs would do this, but either no one wants to devote the time to 

producing a publication for their members, either paper or .pdf, or the club doesn't 

see communicating with other clubs or other SF fans a worthwhile effort. I am very 

pleased that you do produce a paper zine, and you are willing to send it around the 

world; I am indebted to all of you. Many thanks, and see you next issue. 

  

Yours, Lloyd Penney. 
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October 20, 2013 

Is 21st-Century Technology Too Primitive to Detect 

Advanced Extraterrestrial Life? (Weekend Feature) 

   

 
 

Some of the world's leading astronomers -- including Great Britain's astronomer 

royal, Sir Martin Rees -- believe aliens, rather than using different radio waves or 

visible light to signal, may be using an entirely different communication medium 

such as ghostly neutrinos or with gravitational waves (ripples in the fabric of 

space-time) or using communication mechanisms we cannot begin to fathom. 

http://www.dailygalaxy.com/my_weblog/2013/10/is-our-21st-century-technology-too-primitive-to-detect-advanced-extraterrestrial-life-todays-most-po.html
http://www.dailygalaxy.com/my_weblog/2013/10/is-our-21st-century-technology-too-primitive-to-detect-advanced-extraterrestrial-life-todays-most-po.html
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Martin_Rees%2C_Baron_Rees_of_Ludlow
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ñThe fact that we have not yet found the slightest evidence for life -- much less 

intelligence -- beyond this Earth," said Arthur C. Clarke, "does not surprise or 

disappoint me in the least. Our technology must still be laughably primitive, we 

may be like jungle savages listening for the throbbing of tom-toms while the ether 

around them carries more words per second than they could utter in a lifetime."  

Lord Rees, a leading cosmologist and astrophysicist who is the president of 

Britainôs Royal Society and astronomer to the Queen of England believes the 

existence of extraterrestrial life may be beyond human understanding. 

ñThey could be staring us in the face and we just donôt recognize them. The 

problem is that weôre looking for something very much like us, assuming that they 

at least have something like the same mathematics and technology." 

ñI suspect there could be life and intelligence out there in forms we canôt conceive. 

Just as a chimpanzee canôt understand quantum theory, it could be there as aspects 

of reality that are beyond the capacity of our brains.ò 

Frank Drake, the founder of SETI and Drake's Equation, believes that satellite TV 

and the ñdigital revolutionò is making humanity invisible to aliens by cutting the 

transmission of TV and radio signals into space. The earth is currently surrounded 

by a 50 light year-wide ñshellò of radiation from analogue TV, radio and radar 

transmissions. According to Drake, digital TV signals would look like white noise 

to a race of observing aliens. 

Although the signals have spread far enough to reach many nearby star systems, 

they are rapidly vanishing in the wake of digital technology, said Drake. In the 

1960s, Drake spearheaded the conversion of the Arecibo Observatory to a radio 

astronomy center. As a researcher, Drake was involved in the early work on 

pulsars. Drake also designed the Pioneer plaque with Carl Sagan in 1972, the first 

physical message sent into space. The plaque was designed to be understandable 

by extraterrestrials should they encounter it. 

Milan Cirkovic of the Astronomical Observatory in Belgrade, points out that the 

median age of terrestrial planets in the Milky Way is about 1.8 gigayears (one 

billion years) greater than the age of the Earth and the Solar System, which means 

that the median age of technological civilizations should be greater than the age of 

human civilization by the same amount. The vastness of this interval indicates that 

one or more processes must suppress observability of extraterrestrial communities. 

Since at this point, there is no direct and/or widely apparent evidence that 

extraterrestrial life exists, it likely means one of the following: 

We are (A) the first intelligent beings ever to become capable of making our 

presence known, and leaving our planet. At this point, there are no other life forms 

out there as advanced as us. Or perhaps extraterrestrial life does exists, but for 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Frank_Drake
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Drake_equation
http://maps.google.com/maps?ll=18.3441666667,-66.7527777778&spn=0.01,0.01&q=18.3441666667,-66.7527777778%20(Arecibo%20Observatory)&t=h
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pioneer_plaque
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some reason extraterrestrial life is so very rare and so very far away weôll never 

make contact anyway -- making extraterrestrial life nonexistent in a practical sense 

at least. 

Or is it (B) that many advanced civilizations have existed before us, but without 

exception, they have for some unknown reason, existed and/or expanded in such a 

way that they are completely undetectable by our instruments. 

Or is it (C) There have been others, but they have all run into some sort of ñcosmic 

roadblockò that eventually destroys them, or at least prevents their expansion 

beyond a small area. 

Since Earthôs placement in space and time appears to be unremarkably random, 

proposition ñAò seems fairly unlikely. Assuming humans evolved like other forms 

of life into our present state due to natural selection, then there's really nothing all 

that mystical, special or remarkable about our development as a species either. Due 

to the sheer numbers, there are almost certainly other planets capable of supporting 

at least some form of life. If that is so, then for Earthlings to be the very first 

species ever to make a noticeable mark on the Universe, from a statistical 

perspective, is incredibly unlikely. 

For proposition ñBò to be correct would defy all logic. If potentially thousands or 

even millions of advanced extraterrestrial civilizations exist in the known 

Universe, then why would all of them, without exception, choose to expand or 

exist in such a way that they are completely undetectable? Itôs conceivable that 

some might, or perhaps even the majority, but for all of them to be completely 

undetectable civilizations do not seem likely either. 

Proposition C in some ways, appears to be more likely than A or B. If ñsurvival of 

the fittestò follows similar pathways on other worlds, then our own ñcivilizedò 

nature could be somewhat typical of extraterrestrial civilizations that have, or do, 

exist. 

 

 

The Daily Galaxy via The Telegraph 

Image credit: With thanks to 

http://www.flickr.com/photos/prairiekittin/4570285212/in/faves-

26405687@N08/ 
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XENOPHILIA  ï SHARON ANGUS 

 

The first time I saw the alien was in the queue at Home Affairs. I was there to 

apply for a new ID book, and as usual the queue stretched to Alpha Centuri and 

back again and moved as slowly as Cosatu on a go-slow. I had been there three 

hours already and my feet were killing me. I was also bored to tears, having 

forgotten to bring a book with me, and was passing the endless wait by watching 

the people around me. Gogos leaning on their sticks and gossiping, mothers with 

their babies on their backs screaming their heads off, men in ubiquitous blue 

overalls. Some entrepreneurial spirit had hit upon the bright idea of hiring out 

stools for people to sit on when their legs gave out, and was really coining it. A 

couple of members of the queue had shown forethought and brought packed 

lunches to sustain them while they waited. Others (like me) had recourse to the 

hawkers selling Cokes and Simba chips and various sweets. 
 

It was then, as I gazed tiredly at my fellow sufferers, that I saw him. At first I 

thought he must be from some other place in Africa ï after all, Iôve never left SA 

so how would I know. Maybe eight-foot-tall blue creatures with six arms and eyes 

on stalks are common elsewhere on the continent. Certainly some of the things Iôve 

heard about the rest of Africa are weird enough. Anyway, I tried not to stare. Itôs 

rude. Instead I carried on looking around but kept a watch on him out of the corner 

of my eye. It amazed me how everyone was just ignoring his outlandish 

appearance. No sign of xenophobia here.  
 

At last the alien got to the counter. I heard him (her?) explaining that he wanted 

to apply for asylum. He came from the planet Xhaab (at least, thatôs what it 

sounded like) and was the deposed ex-ruler. He had heard that South Africa was a 

good place for refugees and had come to seek safety. If he went back, he said, the 

rebels would certainly kill him. How he came to speak English I donôt know. A 

science fiction story would say ñlanguage implantò, but this isnôt a science fiction 

story. 
 

The lady behind the plate glass window looked bored, as if this kind of thing 

happened every day. Maybe it did ï I was never at Home Affairs before so I donôt 

know what went on there. She handed him a bunch of forms and told him to fill 

them out and rejoin the queue. I felt sorry for him ï another three hours wait and 

then likely as not she would say they were the wrong forms and give him some 

others to complete. 
 

He seemed to be having some trouble with the forms. A security guard 

wandered over to help and there was much waving of arms. But then I reached the 

counter myself and lost track of him. 
 

I found out later that he had been making a nice quiet living playing parts in low 

budget science fiction films. But then somehow the South Africa Astronomical 
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Observatory got to hear about him, and immediately started a fight with the CSIR, 

UCT, Wits and every other research body as to who would take him into 

ñprotective custodyò. After all, xenophobic violence could break out at any time, 

and if anyone was an alien it was him. Although he wasnôt taking anybodyôs job ï 

few actors, even the best, can realistically play a blue alien with eyes on stalks like 

a snail and six arms. 
 

The HRC started a debate as to whether someone clearly not human still enjoyed 

human rights. Parliament discussed him (Lindiwe Mazibuko was particularly 

vociferous). He even managed to bump the latest government scandal off the front 

page of the Mail and Guardian.  
 

Then the USA found out about him, and all hell broke loose ï literally. Some 

religious fundamentalists called him a demon, while others proclaimed him the 

herald of a new age in which advanced alien civilizations would save us from our 

problems. As if he didnôt have enough problems already.  
 

NASA made an attempt to kidnap him (a new meaning of the term ñalien 

abductionò!) The paparazzi went wild. The tabloids, of course, had a field day. 

Everything from what he ate (normal food) to his hairstyle (more of a tentacle-

style) to his sex life (who knows?) was discussed in detail. At the Academy 

Awards the films he had played in won all the Oscars. Some fans even tattooed 

themselves blue. Eventually, he (I think his name was something like Zzkrb, but 

donôt quote me) went into hiding. How, I donôt know - after all, he was rather 

conspicuous.  
 

Last I heard, he had approached Bill Gates for the money to build a spacecraft, 

to get back to Xhaab. 
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THE ODDS AND ENDS CORNER  

 

I noticed that the last Probe never made any mention about the sad 
passing away of my favourite SF author Ray Bradbury. I expect this 
happened after you had already gone to press? The BFS (British Fantasy 
Society) published a poem of mine dedicated to him some time before his 
death. You are most welcome, and have my permission, to also publish it in 
the pages of Probe if you should so wish. Itôs entitled Plight of Ray: 

 

Plight of Ray 
They fell from the sky, the silver locusts 
Filled with men 
Men filled with dreams 
With ideals 
With hopes 
With indifference 
Drunk on the wine of the dandelion 
They feasted upon golden flesh 
The sacred sun-ripened apples 
Terror forming terra-forming 
They performed unspeakable acts 
Cutting blasphemies 
Pointed profanities 
Razor-sharp sacrileges 
Bled dry they the Red Planet 
Now recreated in the image oféhome 
All blue 
All blue 
 
Plight of Ray, by Gary Kuyper, copyright © 2010. Originally printed in the BFS (The 
British Fantasy Society) Journal - Winter 2010. All rights reserved. Reprinted by 
permission of the author. 

 
Here are some of my latest limericks as well ï use óem or lose ôem! 
 
The undertaker heard his bride curse, 
ñNo wedding gift could possibly be worse 
Than these two matching towels 
From your warped-minded pals 
Embroidered with, óHisô and with óHearse.ôò 
 
During Sir Galahadôs quest 
The bad lad did drunkenly jest, 
ñIôd rather be shagginô 
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Than slayinô a dragon!ò 
Then had it tattooed on his chest 
 

The hundred and three year old Fred 
Swallowed a bottle of Viagra before bed 
You could hear his wife scream 
Though in pleasure I deem 
ñItôs the return of the living dead!ò 
 

 The Russianôs fame was global 
Although not very noble 
For his member would glow 
A bright greenish-yellow 
Being a product of Chernobyl 
 

 The Creature from the Black Lagoon 
Was captured one morn in June 
He was the main dish 
And tasted like crayfish 
When they had him for lunch at noon 
 

An eccentric werewolf called Loopy Lou 
Visited the doggy parlour for a shave and shampoo 
He wanted to be done 
Like a poodle for fun 
So they dyed him pink and gave him ribbons of blue 
 

Gary Kuyper 
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