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Part (One

Your own death, and how to cope with it

ONE

' DESCRI BE. USI NG DI AGRAMS WHERE APPROPRI ATE, THE EXACT Cl RCUMSTANCES LEADI NG
TO YOUR DEATH.'

Saunders had been dead for al nrbost two weeks now and, so far, he hadn't enjoyed
a mnute of it. Wiat he wasn't enjoying at this particular nonment was havi ng
to wade through the norass of forns and | egal papers he'd been sent to

conpl ete by the Departnment of Death and Deceaseds' Rights.

It was all very well receiving a five-page booklet entitled: Your Oan Death
and How To Cope Wth It. It was all very well attending counselling sessions
with the ship's netaphysical psychiatrist, and being told about the nature of
Bei ng and Non-Bei ng, and sone other gunk about this guy who was in a cave, but
didn't knowit was a cave until he left. The thing was, Saunders was an

engi neer, not a phil osopher - and the way he saw it, you were either dead or
you were alive. And if you were dead, you shouldn't be forced to fill in

endl ess i nconprehensi ble fornms, and ot her rel ated nonsensi ca.

You shouldn't have to return your birth certificate, to have it invalidated
You shouldn't have to send off your conpleted death certificate, acconpanied
by a passport-size photograph of your corpse, signed on the back by your
coroner. \Wen you're dead, you should be dead. The bastards shoul d | eave you
al one.

| f Saunders coul d have picked sonething up, he would have picked sonething up
and hurled it across the grey netal room But he couldn't.

Saunders was a hologram He was just a conputer-generated sinulation of his
former self; he couldn't actually touch anything, except for his own

hol ogramati ¢ body. He was a phantom nmade of light. A software ghost.

Quite honestly, he'd had enough

Saunders got up, wal ked silently across the netal-grilled floor of his

sl eeping quarters and stared out of the viewport w ndow.

Far away to his right was the bright multi-coloured ball of Saturn, captured
by its rainbowrings like a prize in a gigantic stellar hoop-la gane. Twelve
m | es bel ow him under the plexiglass done of the terrafornmed col ony of M mas,
hal f the ship's crew were oft planet |eave.

No pl anet |eave for Saunders.

No R&R for the dead.

He caressed his eyelids with the rough balls of his fingers, then glanced back
at the pile: the m nd-bogglingly conplicated Hol ogramatic Status application
form accident clainms; pension funds; bank transfers; house deeds. They al

had to be conpleted so his wife, Carole - no, his widow, Carole - could start
a new life without him

When he'd first signed up, they both understood he would be away from Earth
for nmonths on end, and, obviously, things could happen; mning in space was



dangerous. That was why the noney was so good.

I f anything happens to nme,' he'd always said, | don't want you to sit around,
nmourning.' Protests. 'l want you to neet soneone el se, soneone terrific, and
start a newlife wthout ne.'

What a stupid, fat, dunb thing to say! The kind of stupid, fat, dunmb thing
only a living person would ever dream of saying.

Because that's what she was going to do now

Start a newlife - without him

Fine, if he was dead dead. |f he'd just taken delivery of his shiny new
epheneral body and was wafting around in the ether on the next plane of

exi stence - fine.

Even if there was no life after death, and he totally ceased to be - then
again, absolutely fine.

But this was different. He was dead, but he was still here. H's personality
had been stored on disc, and the conputer had reproduced himdown to the
tiniest detail; down to his innernpst thoughts.

This wasn't the deal. He wanted her to start a new |life when he was gone, not
while he was still here. But of course, that's what she'd do. That's what she

had to do. You can't stay married to a dead man. So even though she | oved him
dearly, she would, eventually, have to start |ooking for soneone el se.

And... she would sleep with him
She would go to bed with him And, hell, she would probably enjoy it.
Even though she still |oved Saunders.

She woul d, wouldn't she? She would nmeet M Terrific and have a physica

rel ati onshi p.

Probably in his bed.

Hi s bed! Their marital bed. His bed!

Probably using the three condons he knew for a fact he had left in the bedside
cabi net .

The ones he'd bought for a joke.

The fl avoured ones.

His mind ran anok, picturing a |line of |overs standing, strawberry-sheathed,
outside his wife's bedroom

"No!' screaned Saunders, involuntarily. ' Nooooooo!

Hol ogramatic tears of rage and frustration welled up in Saunders' eyes and
roll ed hol ogramatically down his cheeks. He snmashed his fist down onto the
tabl e.

The fist passed soundl essly through the grey netal desk top, and crashed with
astoni shing force into his testicles.

As he lay in a foetal position, squealing on the floor, he wi shed he were
dead. Then he renmenbered he al ready was.

Saunders didn't know it but, twelve nmiles below, on the Saturnian noon of

M mas, Flight Co-ordinator George Mclintyre was about to solve all his

pr obl ens.

WO

Ceorge Mcintyre sat in the Salvador Dali Coffee Lounge of the Mmas Hilton
and stared at a painting of nelting clocks while he waited for the tall

i mracul at el y-dressed nmechanoid to return with his double Bloody Mary, no ice.
He couldn't stand Bl oody Mary without ice, but he didn't want his shaking hand
to set the cubes clanking around in the glass, advertising his nervousness
when his visitors arrived.

Five mnutes later they did arrive, and McIntyre w shed they hadn't. \Wen he
turned and caught sight of them the heat left his body as quickly as people

| eave a Broadway first night party when the bad reviews cone in.

There were three of them Big men. They each had the kind of build that | ooks
stupid in a suit. Shoulders tiered fromthe neck. Thighs like rolls of carpet.
Bi ceps and triceps screanming to be released fromthe fetters of the



finely-tailored | ounge suits. The kind of bodies that only | ook right and
natural in posing pouches. In suits, no matter how expensive - and these were
expensive - they | ooked |ike kids who'd been forced into their Sunday best,
all starched and itching. Mcintyre couldn't shake the feeling that they were
yearni ng, aching to get nude and start oiling-up

They didn't say 'hello' and sat down at his table. One of themtook up both
spaces on the pink sofa, while the other two drew up chairs from a nearby
tabl e and squeezed into them The arnrests were forced out into a tired Vee,
to the acconpani nent of an uneasy creaki ng sound.

Mclntyre just sat there, smiling. He felt as if he was sitting in the niddle
of a huge barrel of sweating muscle. He was convinced that if he shook hands
with any of the three, he would imrediately die froman overdose of steroid
poi soni ng.

He wondered, though not too hard, why one of themwas carrying a pair of

i ndustrial bolt clippers.

The tall, immacul ately-dressed nechanoid came up and served Mcintyre his

Bl oody Mary. Al three of the nen ordered decaff coffee. Wile they waited for
it to arrive, they chatted with McIntyre. Small talk: difficulties parking;

t he

decor; the irritating nuzak

When the coffee came, McIntyre pretended not to notice that they couldn't get
their fingers through the cup handl es.

The man on the sofa lifted up a briefcase and fiddled clunsily with the | ock
For a nonent Mclntyre found hinself feeling sorry for the man - everythi ng was
too small for him the briefcase, the coffee cup, the suit. Then he renenbered
the bolt clippers, and stopped feeling sorry for the man and started feeling
sorry for hinmself again. The case eventually sprang open and the nan took out
a fold-out, three-page document and handed it to Mintyre with a pen

Mcl ntyre expl ai ned, apologetically, that it was inpossible for himto sign the
docunent .

The three nmen were upset.

George Mcintyre left the Sal vador Dali Cof fee Lounge of the Mmas Hilton
carrying his nose in a Mmas Hilton Coffee Lounge napkin.

THREE

The four astros paid the fare, |leaving the smallest of small tips, and
staggered through the jabbering cromd and up the steps into the Los Anericanos
Casi no.

Lister flicked on the '"For Hre' sign, and decided to take the hopper down
Central and back towards M mas docks. He slipped the gear into junp, and
braced hinsel f. The hopper leapt into the air, and |l anded with a

spi ne-juddering crunch two hundred yards down Eastern Avenue. The hopper's
rear legs retracted into the engi ne housing, then hamered into the ground,
propel ling himanother two hundred yards. As it smacked into the tarnmacadaned
t hree-1 ane highway, Lister's neck was forced into the hollow at the base of
his skull, further aggravating an already angry headache. The hopper's
suspensi on was conpl etely shot to hell

Li ster began to wish he'd never stolen it.

Hoppers had been introduced to Mmas thirty years previously, to conbat the

| udi crous congestion which had bl ocked the small noon's road system so badly
that an average Mman traffic jam could | ast anything up to three weeks.
Peopl e had been known to die of starvation in particularly bad ones. Hoppers,
whi ch coul d | eapfrog over obstructions, and spend nost of their tinme in the
air, helped ease the problem True, there were a fair number of md-air
collisions, and there was always the possibility of being | anded on by a
drunk-driven hopper, but, by and |l arge, you reached your destination in the
sane season you set off.

Li ster watched with envy as another hopper overtook himw th the easy grace of



a frolicking deer. The next |anding was the worst. The hopper hit a netal dram
cover with such violence that Lister bit his cigarette in half, and the
glowing tip fell between his thighs and rolled under the seat of his pants.
Frantically, he arched his body out of the seat and tried to sweep the butt
onto the floor as the hopper |eapt madly down the busy highway, |ike a sick
nmetal | i ¢ kangar oo.

Sonet hi ng was bur ni ng.

It smelled like hair. And since he was the only thing in the hopper that had
hair, it was fairly safe to assune sone part of himwas on fire. Sone part of
himthat had hair. He liked all the parts of himthat had hair. They were his
favourite bits.

H s eyes searched desperately for a place to park. Forget it.

In London peopl e parked wherever it was possible. In Paris people parked even
where it wasn't possible. On M mas people parked on top of the people who'd
parked where it wasn't possible. Stacks of hoppers, three, sonetines four

hi gh, lined the avenue on both sides.

A typical Saturday night on M nas.

The thick air hung heavy with the snells and noi ses of a hundred ningling
cultures. The trotters, Mmian slang for 'pavenments', were obscured by giant
serpents of human flesh as people wested their way past the blinking neons of
casinos and restaurants, the on-off glare of bars and clubs; shouting.
scream ng, |aughing, vonmiting. Astros and miners on planet |eave going

wal | et - bul gi ng crazy, desperate for a good tinme after nonths of incarceration
in the giant space freighters that now hung over the noon's shuttle port.

The Earth had | ong been purged of all its valuable mineral resources.
Hurmanki nd had enptied its home planet |ike an enema, then turned its rapacious
appetite to the rest of the solar system The Spani sh-owned Sat urni an
satellite of Mmas was a supply centre and stop-off point for the thousands of
m ni ng vessel s which plundered the smaller planets and the |arger noons and
asteroi ds.

Snoke began to plune from between Lister's |egs.

Still nowhere to park

Traffic blared and | eapfrogged over him as he skewed across lanes, fighting to
keep control

In desperation he grabbed the thernos flask Iying on the passenger seat,
struggled with the unfanmiliar cap, and poured the contents into his

smoul dering | ap.

A hiss signalled the aid of the cigarette. There was a second of delicious
relief. Then he snelted coffee. Hot coffee. Piping-hot coffee... Piping-hot
cof fee that covered his loins. The pain had already hit himby the tine he
poured the bottle of upholstery cleaner he found in the gl ove conpartnent over
hi s thighs.

The hopper, now madly out of control, caromed off the Mutual Life Assurance
buil di ng, taking a | arge chunk out of the neon sign before Lister westled it
back under control, and, still whinpering in pain, headed towards the docks.

The man in the navy-blue officer's coat and the blatantly fal se noustache

fl agged down Lister's hopper and got in.

"A hundred-and-fifty-second and third,' he said curtly, and pressed the tash,
whi ch was hangi ng down on the right-hand side, back into place.

'"Coing to a brothel ?" asked Lister amiably.

"Absolutely not,' said the man in the blue officer's coat;

I"'man officer in the Space Corps' - he tapped the gold ban on his |apel -
"and | do not frequent brothels.'

| just thought, what with hundred-and-fifty-second and third being slap bang
in the mddle of the red light area...’

"Well, you're not paid to think. You're paid to drive.'

Lister flicked on the 'Hired sign, slipped the hopper into junp and bounced
off to the district the locals affectionately called ' Shag Town'.

On the first landing, the officer's noustache was jolted al nost clear off his



face.

"What the smeg's wong with the suspen-' his head di sappeared into the soft
felting of the cab's roof '-sion...!?" He bounced back down into the seat.
"It's the roads,' Lister lied.

They stopped at a blue light. At right angles to them thirty hoppers sprang
forward like a herd of erratic gazelles pursued by a pack of wol ves.

"Waat's it like?

"What's what |ike? said the man, feeling his jaw, convinced a tooth had been
| oosened in the | ast |anding.

"Being in the Space Corps? Being an astro? | was sort of thinking of signing
up. '

"Were you really?" Contenpt.

"D you need any qualifications?

"Well, not exactly. But they don*t just accept any old body, | doubt whet her
you'd get in.'

Lister felt for the fare-enhancer button he'd found conceal ed under the
dashboard of die taxi, and added a few doll arpounds to the fare. The lights
changed and they lurched off, conversation inpossible.

Li ster had been trying to get off Mmas for nearly six nmonths now. How he'd
got there was still something of a mystery.

The last thing be really remenbered with any decent

clarity was celebrating his birthday back on Earth. He, and

six of his very closest friends, decided to usher in his twentyfifth year by
goi ng on a Monopoly board pub-crawl around London. They'd hitched a ride in a
frozen-meat truck from Liverpool, and arrived at lunchtime in the A d Kent
Road. A drink at each of the squares was the plan. They started with hot
toddies to revive themfromthe ride. In VWitechapel they had pina col adas.
King's Cross station, double vodkas. In Euston Road, pints of Quinness. The
Angel Islington, mezcals. Pentonville Road, bitter laced with rum and

bl ackcurrant. And so they continued around the board. By the time they'd got
to Oxford Street, only four of themremined. And only two of the four stil
had the power of speech

Hs last real nenory was of telling the others be was going to buy a Monopoly
board, because no one could remenber what the next square was, and stepping
out into the cold night air clutching two-thirds of a bottle of sake.

There was a vague, very vague, poorly-lit menory of an advert on the back of a
cab seat; sonething about cheap space travel on Virgin's new batch of

dem -1ight-speed zippers. Sonething about Saturn being in the heart of the
sol ar system and busi nesses were uprooting all the tine. Sonething about it
bei ng nearer than you think, at half the speed of |ight. Something about two
hours and ten mnutes. And then a thick, black, gunky fog.

He' d woken up slunped across a table in a McDonal d's burger bar on M mas,
wearing a lady's pink crinplene hat and a pair of yellow fishing waders, with
no money and a passport in the name of 'Enmily Berkenstein' . Wat was nore, he
had a worrying rash.

He was broke, diseased and 793 nmillion mles from Liverpool

VWhen Lister got drunk, he really got drrrrr-unk,

He brought the hopper to a crunching halt on the corner of
hundred-and-fifty-second and third, outside a garish neon sign pron sing
"Grls, Arls, Grls' and 'Sex, Sex, Sex'.

"l understand,' said the man in the navy-blue officer's coat, surreptitiously
re-gluing his noustache, 'there are some excellent restaurants in this area,
of fering authentic M m an cuisine.'

'Look,' said Lister as he short-changed the officer, 'd you want ne to pick
you up?' He really didn't feel like cruising around in the bone-juddering
hopper for another fare. | don't mnd waiting.'

The of ficer glanced down the street at the various pinpy types with
poorly-conceal ed weaponry under their coats.

'"Fine. Wait round the corner.'



"How long will you be?

"Wll, I"'mled to believe the Mm an bladderfish is particularly exquisite,
and | would be insane if | didn't at least try the | egendary inky squid soup
Pl us, of course, pudding, brandy and cigars. Say... ten mnutes? Call it

twenty to be on the safe side.'

Li ster took the hopper round the coner, and saw his fare tride purposefully
towards a M nian restaurant, pause outside, studying the nenu, then turn and
wal k straight into the building with the neon sign boasting '"Grls, Grls,
Grls' and 'Sex, Sex, Sex.'

Li ster | ocked the door of the hopper. He wasn't totally crazy about this area,
safety-wi se. He poured what renmained of the coffee into the flask lid, and lit
a cigarette. What could be nicer, he thought, than snoking Spanish tobacco and
drinki ng real Spanish coffee? Except, possibly, having your whol e body

vi gorously rubbed by a man with a cheese grater

He was sick of this arnpit of a noon.

He'd spent the last six nonths trying to get the eight hundred dol |l arpounds he
needed to buy a shuttle ticket home. So far he'd saved fifty-three. And he was
probably going to blow that tonight.

Maki ng noney on M mas wasn't easy. For a start you needed a work permt, and
Lister didn't have a work permt because, officially, he didn't exist.
Oficially, Lister wasn't here. Oficially, he was a space bag | ady called

Em |y Berkenstein. Hence his problem Wich he attenpted to solve by stealing
taxi hoppers.

Each evening, or at |east each evening he felt in the nood, which turned out
to be about one evening in four, he'd hang around taxi hopper ranks and wait
for the drivers to converge for warmh and conversation in a single cab. \Wen
he was convinced it was safe, he'd steal the rear-nost hopper and bounce
around the seedier districts of the colony, where few taxi cabs and absol utely
no police ever went, and pocket the night's takings before abandoning the
hopper at a busy rank back at M mas Central

If he'd set about his hopper scamin a slightly nore business-like way, the
chances are he'd have been off Mmas within a month. Unfortunately, he found
M mas so deeply depressing - quite the nost hideous place he'd ever been

wor se, even than Wbl verhanmpton - that quite regularly he felt conpelled to hit
the bars and drinking clubs, and bl ow every single pennycent he'd saved. In
some hal f-assed, subconscious way, he felt, if only he could get drunk enough
he was sure to wake up back outside the Marie Lloyd public house, off Regent
Street in London, trying to hail a cab to get a Monopoly board.

Sadly, the price of alcohol on Mmas was so outrageously prohibitive, he could
only ever buy enough M nian sangria to get himin the mood to start drinking
seriously, before his noney ran out and he'd have to slope back to the shuttle
port, where he'd hire a left-luggage | ocker, and sleep in it.

"Life,' thought Lister, 'sucks.'

Qut si de the hopper two pinps were having a mnor disagreenent about a girl
naned Sandra. It was brief and, for the nost part, friendly. It ended when the
severed ear of the taller pinp landed with a soft, wet plop on the hopper's

wi ndscr een.

Li ster doubl e-checked t he door |ocks, and suddenly found it inmportant to read
the Ato Z of Mmas with fierce concentration. He was only hal f-aware of the
hopper rocking gently fromside to side as the two nen rolled on its bonnet.
Suddenly there was anot her soft, wet plop, and a second, slightly snaller, ear
joined the first on his w ndscreen

VWhat the hell's happening? thought Lister. It's raining ears on ny w ndscreen,
He turned on the wi pers, and used his w ndow

wash. When the w ndscreen cleared, the ears had gone, and so had the pinps.

Sat urday nights on Mnmas were wild. So wild, mfact, the Mm ans had

i nstigated an ei ght-day cal endar, so that everybody coul d have two Sundays to
recover from Saturday night. Sunday one and Sunday two, then back to work on
Monday.

Li ster | ooked at the hopper clock. Forty mnutes since the nman in the blue



officer's coat had gone for his '"neal'. He slipped his taxi-driver's night
stick up the armof his jacket, stepped over the body of a dead, one-arned
pi np, and dashed across the trotter towards the building with the "Grls,
Grls, Grls' sign

FOUR

Denis and Josie were lovers. Not that they actually nmade |ove. Not any nore
They hadn't made love for the |ast four years; neither of them had been
capable of it. Denis was into Bliss, and Josie was a Gane head

Deni s huddl ed in the shop doorway, tugging the remmants of his plastic
macki nt osh around his knees for warnth, his hangdog eyes searching the busy
Mman street for a '"roll'. Even chough it was cold, he was sweating. Hs
stomach had bunched itself into a fist and was trying to punch its way out of
his body. He hadn't eaten for two days; his last nmeal had been a slice of

pi zza he'd stolen off a drunken astro. But it was a different kind of hunger
that was gnawi ng at hi mnow. He took out a |ong-enpty pol ythene bag, and
licked pathetically at its already well-licked insides. Denis had a
second-cl ass degree in Biochem stry. Though, if you asked hi m now, he probably
couldn't even spell Biochem stry.

Josie was sitting by his side, |aughing. She'd been | aughing for nearly an
hour. Her |ong, once-blonde hair was matted into a series of whips which

| ashed at her pale, griny face as she tossed her head, giggling idiotically.
O the two, she was the really smart one. Josie had a first-class degree in
Pure Mathematics. Only, right now she couldn't even have counted her |egs.
They'd met at the New Zodi ac Festival six years earlier, when the Earth's
pol ar star had changed and the entire zodiac had to be realigned. Everybody
shifted one star sign forward. Josie had noved fromLibra to Scorpio, and
Deni s had changed from Sagittarius to Capricorn. It was a turning-point in
both their lives: they both felt so rmuch happier with their new star signs
and, along with the other five thousand-or-so space beatni ks who' d gat hered
for the four-day festival in the Sea of Tranquillity, they'd taken many, many
drugs, and tal ked about how profoundly the shifting constellations had changed
them and how naybe the druids were the only dudes who'd ever really got it
right.

Now they were on their way to Neptune, for Pluto's solstice, when Pluto took
over from Neptune as the outernost planet of the solar system They'd been
travelling for five years, and so far they'd only managed to bumtheir way up
to Saturn. Still, they weren't in a particular hurry - the solstice wasn't
goi ng to happen for another fifty years. So Denis scanned the street for a
roll while Josie sat beside him |aughing. Across her brow gleaned the neta
band of a Game head. Underneath it, needle-thin el ectrodes punctured the skul
and burrowed into her frontal |obes and hypot hal anus.

The Gane started out actually as a game. It was intended to be the zenith of
conput er gane technol ogy. Tiny conmputer chips in the electrodes transnitted
signals directly to the brain. No screens, no joysticks - you were really

t here, wherever you wanted to be. Inside your head, your fantasies were

fulfilled. The Gane had been marketed as 'Better Than Life'. It was only a
nmonth after its release that people realized it was addictive. 'Better Than
Life' was withdrawn fromthe market, but illicit electronic |abs began to make
copi es.

It was the ultimate hallucinogen, with only one real mjor drawback

It killed you.

Once you entered 'Better Than Life', once you put on the headband and the
needl es wornmed into your mind, it was al nbst inpossible to get out.

This was partly because you weren't even aware you were in 'Better Than Life
inthe first place. The Gane protected itself, hid itself fromyour nmenory.
Your conscious mnd was totally subverted, while your body slowy wthered and
died. At first, well-nmeaning friends tried to rescue Gane heads by yanking the



headset out of the skull, but this always resulted in instant death from
shock. The only way out of the Gane was to want to leave it. But no one ever
wanted to | eave

Most Ganme heads, unable to | ook after thenselves, died very quickly. But Josie
had Denis. And Denis at |east shared his food with her, and kept her alive.
When Josie first bought the headset froma South African Gane deal er on
Callisto, she'd urged Denis to get a set too. She wanted to try 'multi-using'
when two or nore headsets were connected together, so the users could share

t he sane fantasy.

But Denis was into Bliss.

Bliss was a uni que designer drug. Unique for two reasons. The first was that
you could get addicted to Bliss just by looking at it. Wich made it very hard
for the police to carry out drug busts. The second was its effect. It nmade you
beli eve you were God. It nmade you feel as if you were all-seeing, all-know ng,
eternal and omni potent. Wi ch was | aughable, really, because when you were on
Bliss you couldn't even | ace your shoes. The Bliss high lasted fifteen

m nutes; after coming down, the resulting depression |asted twenty-five years.
Few people could live with it, so they had to take another belt.

Deni s took off his boot, unrolled a second pol yt hene bag, which contained a

t easpoonful of the soil-col oured substance, and toyed with it pensively. He

al ways saved a final belt for when he needed to roll soneone for noney. Wich
is what be was going to do right now

Li ster should have known better. He'd been on M mas | ong enough to know not to
turn round when he heard the voice. He should have put his head down and run
But he didn't. And by the time he worked out what was happening, it was too

| at e.

"Stop, ny son!' the voice bellowed, and Lister twisted to see the Bliss freak
in the plastic mackintosh swaggering towards himin a Mysterious Vy.

' Dost thou knoweth who | an®?

Lister's eyes darted fromside to side, |looking for an exit, but the Bliss
freak edged himinto a doorway, and there was nowhere to go.

' Dost thou knoweth who | an®?' he repeated.

Yes, thought Lister, you're a smegging Bliss freak.

"Yes,' he said aloud, 'you're God, right?

Deni s beamed and nodded sagely. The nmortal had recognized H m Not everybody
di d.

"That's right. | am God. And | have conmeth to thee for a mghty purpose.
need sonme of your nortal noney.'
Li ster nodded. 'Look, |I'mconpletely strapped, man. |'ve got absolutely

not hing on ne. Not a bean.'

The Bliss freak sighed heavily, trying to contain H's wath.

"Would you like Me to call down a mighty plague, and lay waste this entire
wor | d?'

"No."' Lister shook his head.

"Would you like to be turned into a pillar of salt?

"No.' Lister shook his head again.

' Then give Me sone noney.'

"Look, I've told you. |I'm broke."'

The Bliss freak stuck his right hand into die pocket of his ragged raincoat.
|'ve got sonmething in here that can hurt you.'

Li ster eyed himup and down. He wasn't that big, actually.

And what did he have in his raincoat pocket that could hurt hinf? A lightning
bolt? He decided to stand his ground.

| don't believe you,' he said, smiling pleasantly.

The Bliss freak took his hand out of his pocket and showed Lister what he had
in there that could hurt him

It was his fist.

He swng it round, hitting Lister on the side of his face. The punch had no
strength, but it took Lister by surprise. He banged his head against the edge



of the doorfranme, and went down.
When he came to, barely thirty seconds later, his fifty-three doll arpounds had
gone, and so had God.

Fl VE

Li ster made his way shakily down the brothel's dusky staircase and stepped
onto the red, thick-pile carpet of the main reception area. Plastic palmtrees
encircled a vast, artificial, heart-shaped lagoon in pink tile. Phallus-shaped
di ving boards cast frightening shadows onto the softly gurgling water, while
Chi nese chi mes, bedecked with glass erotica, tinkled in the strawberry-scented
breeze of the air conditioner. A black, fake narble staircase led up to a
nmezzani ne | evel, where twenty-odd cl am shaped doors marked 'Love Suites
circled the room Misic, which sounded as if all its charm and energy had been
surgically renoved, trickled out of a number of breast-shaped speakers.
Various fat nmen of various nationalities sat around the |agoon in white
towel s, sipping fake chanpagne cocktails.

In front of Lister a small red-haired man, with a porky rol

of flesh above his towel-top, was exanmining a line of girls.

"This one's face...'

"Jeanette's face...' The Madane foll owed behind him taking notes.

"This one's breasts...'

" Candy's bosom An excellent and nost popul ar choice.'

"Legs: 1'lIl have the right one fromher, and the left one fromher.'
The Madane scribbl ed furiously.

'"Barbie's right... Tina's left. And what would sir like, bottomw se?
"Uh... | think this one.’

"Mandy's derriere.’

The Madane cl apped her hands, and two engi neers began dismantling the android
girls then re-assenbling themaccording to the client's order

Li ster watched, trying to keep his lunch in his stomach, as |inbs were changed
and buttocks swapped, much to the apparent excitenent of the small red-haired
nman.

The Madane turned to Lister. 'Sorry to keep you waiting, sir. Wuld you like a
pick' n"m x or an off-the-peg?

"No, | don't want a girl...*
"That's absolutely no problemat all, sir - we have some beauti ful
boy-droids."

"No, - uh, this is kind of, uh, enbarrassing...’

"I understand.' She smled. Before Lister could stop her, the Madane cl apped
her hands and a flock of android sheep baa-ed their way noisily into the
reception area.

"No, look... listen...'
' Baa.'

"Yes, sir?

' Baaaaaaaaa. '

"You don't understand...’

One of the sheep turned, wi nked at himcoquettishly, and wi ggled off, hips
swayi ng provocatively, towards the marble staircase.

"Ch ny God, no. |I'mlooking for soneone. |'m supposed to collect him

Li ster described his fare, and the Madame led himthrough to a rest room

The man with the fal se moustache was sitting in a Jacuzzi, having a heated
conversation with a nenber of staff.

"I want ny noney back.'

" Absolutely sir. This has never happened before.'

' She nearly pulled the damed thing of f.'

There was a slight circuitry problem..’

"She wouldn't stop. It was like being trapped in a mlking machine.'



"Well, if sir would care to nake another choice, at the expense of the
managenent -'

"Are you insane? It'lIl be out of comm ssion for at |east twelve nmonths! If you
hadn't heard ny screans...' He | ooked up and saw Lister for the first tine.
There was an extraordinarily | ong pause.

"You know,' he continued, pretending he hadn't seen Lister, 'l don't think
this is a restaurant at all. | haven't seen so nuch as a soupcon of the spicy
bl adderfish for which M nas enjoys such asplendid reputation. | thought it was
a bit strange the way you insisted | take off my clothes and wear this skinmpy
towel. In fact, if you want to know what | think: | don't think this 15 a
smal |l bijou eaterie. | think it's a smegging brothel.’

The of ficer continued his protestations of innocence all the way back to the
docks.

The hopper lurched to a halt outside the shuttleport hopper rank. Lister's
fare clinbed painfully fromthe cab, paid up, and | eaned conspiratorially into
Li ster's w ndow.

'Look,' said the officer, his noustache still skewwhiff and curling at the
edges fromthe heat of the Turkish bath, 'Space Corps-wise, |'mpretty nuch a
high-flier; and career-w se' - he |ooked around - 'it mght not be such an Al

wonderful idea if this little adventure were to go any further.'

Lister held out his hand, and the nan pressed one dollarpound into his palm
and wi nked.

'"Go on,' he said, 'enjoy yourself on ne.'

Lister let himlinp up to the automatic doors in the docking port before he
| eaned out of the w ndow and shout ed.

' Hey, whor enonger!"’

The man raced back. 'Keep your voice down, for nercy's sake - people can
hear .’

"You nmade a nistake. Instead of a hundred dollarpound tip, you' ve only given
nme a one dol |l arpound tip.'

"Right,' said the officer, |oosening the buckle on his noney belt and
extracting a brown |eather purse, 'it's a dirty world, and | suppose |'m going
to have a pay the toll.' He handed over a stale-snelling note.

"You're very kind.' Lister took the note and stuck it behind the upturned
earmuffs of his |eather deerstalker. 'Very kind.'

"Just provided we understand; this is the end of the matter.'

"Sure.’

"Don't try conming back for nore. Don't cross ne, OK?

"Sure.’

' Nobody crosses Christopher Todhunter and gets away with it.'

He cl osed his purse, which was nonogranmed: 'Arnold J. Rnmrer, B Sc, S Sc',
and wal ked back across the forecourt.

Li ster | eaned out of the wi ndow 'See you, Rinmer.'

'Yeah. 'Bye,' said Rinmmer, absently.

SI X

Ceorge McIntyre placed the antique Smith and Wesson in his mouth and pul | ed
the trigger. Hs last thought was: | bet this doesn't work. But he was w ong.
The bul | et passed through the back of his head, killing himinstantly, before
it sailed through his rubber plant and ended its brief but eventful journey in
the wall of his office.

The rubber plant was surprised. If the rubber plant could have spoken, it

woul dn't have said anything. That's how surprised the rubber plant was. Over
the last few weeks it had w tnessed the gradual deterioration of MlIntyre's
nmental health, but if the rubber plant had had a name it woul d have said:
'Ceorge Mcintyre is not the kind of guy to conmit suicide, or nmy nane's
not...' - whatever its nane woul d have been, had it had one.

Three nedical orderlies duly arrived, followed by two doctors, the Captain,



the Morale Officer, and the ship's Head of Security. They put Mlntyre's body
on a stretcher and took him away.

Ei ght people in all passed through McIntyre's room and not one of them the
rubber plant reflected rather bitterly, had expressed the slightest interest
in the gaping bullet hole which went straight through the mddle of his
favourite leaf. Hi s biggest and greenest |eaf. The only |leaf he was truly one
hundred per cent happy wth.

The humans nuttered darkly about why MIntyre would have done such a thing.
The rubber plant knew, but it wouldn't have told them even if it could have.

Saunders lay on the brown | eather couch in the nedical unit. O so it appeared
to the naked eye. In actuality, he was suspended half a mllinmetre or so above
it. The hologramatic illusion of Saunders' body was provided by a |ight bee.
The light bee, a minute projection device the size of a pin head, hovered in
the mddl e of his body receiving data fromthe Hol ogram Si mul ati on Suite,
which it then transmitted into a 3-D form

The effect was so convincing, so real, that all hol ograns bore a two-inch
high, metallic-looking 'H on their foreheads, so they could never be m staken
for living people. The stigma of the Dead. Not the mark of Cain, the killer
but the nmark of Abel, the slain.

And so Saunders | ay suspended an infinitesiml distance above the brown

| eat her couch in the nedical unit, trying to fend off a vision of his wife's
seduction of the entire offensive line of the London Jets' Zero-Cee foot bal

t eam

' There was a Being,' the netaphysical psychiatrist was saying, 'and this Being
was called "Frank Saunders". Now, that Being died.'

'Yes,' said Saunders, 'he was hit on the head by a four thousand kil ogram
denolition ball. He couldn't be deader.’

The good doctor shifted in his seat, re-crossed his thin | egs, and tugged

t houghtfully on his long nose. 'Frank,' he said eventually, let me ask you a
guestion. Do you believe man has an eternal soul ?'

"I don't know,' Saunders said, w de-eyed with exasperation. |I'mfrom Sidcup
"' man engi neer.'

"l do, Frank.'

'Do you?'

"Yes, | do. And | believe, as we speak, Frank, your eternal soul has passed on
to the next plane of existence, where it's very happy.'

"The point is,' Saunders said, 'if you have an eternal soul, then there's got

to be something badly wong when it's having a ot nore fun than you.'

' Look, ' the metaphysical psychiatrist continued unabashed: 'you are not the
Bei ng call ed Frank Saunders. The Being called Frank Saunders no | onger exists
in this dinmension.'

'So, who's lying on this brown | eather couch talking to you, then?*

"You, Frank, are a simulation of Frank Saunders. You act in the way the
conput er estimates Frank Saunders woul d probably have acted. You are a

simul ati on of a possible Frank Saunders, or, rather nore accurately, a
probabl e Frank Saunders.' He said this very slowy, as if he were talking to a
snal | baby who'd splattered nmashed appl e and apricot dessert over the jacket
of his father's new suit.

So Saunders was a conputer simulation of a probability of a possible person

He didn't feel like a conputer sinulation of a probability of a possible
person. He also didn't feel like listening to another phil osophical discussion
about the nature of Reality.

What he did feel |ike doing was taking a small ball-peen hamer and tapping it
several tinmes on top of the balding pate of the nmetaphysical psychiatrist who
was now twittering on about tables - in particular, tables which had a quality

of 'tableness'. And then, - when Saunders was conpletely |ost, the balding
counsel l or asked himif he was familiar with ' The Cartesian Principle'.

'Yes,' Saunders nodded. 'Didn't they get to number five with Baby, | want your
Love Thing?



'"No, Frank. The Cartesian Principle is: "I think, therefore | am" And

al t hough you're not thinking, the conputer is just making you think you're
t hi nki ng, neverthel ess, you think you' re thinking, therefore you possibly
are.'

"l possibly are?

"Yes, Frank.' The psychiatrist smled, believing Saunders had grasped the
concept at | ast.

For a short tinme Saunders listened to the relentless clicking of the clock in
t he corner.

"l possibly are what?

" You possibly are!

"Ah! | possibly are!’

"Yes!' The Counsel | or beaned.

"Well, thank you for all your help.' Saunders got up and made his way to the
exit hatch. If | have any other little difficulties, any other little problens
I don't understand, rest assured I'll be round in a shot.'

"l really have been of hel p?

"None at all.' Saunders smiled for the first tine in two weeks. 'You're a

usel ess bi g-nosed goit."'

As Saunders turned to go, Weiner raced through his hol ogramatic body, and into
the nedical unit.

"Sorry, Frank,' she said, turning to Saunders.

"Doesn't matter, it's not as if | am- | only possibly are, anyway.'

Wi ner crossed into the room her face flushed from running.

"I'"ve got sone bad news, Frank. You'd better sit down.'

Saunders was a little benmused as to what could possibly constitute bad news
for a dead nan.

As Weiner relayed the news of McIntyre's suicide, the consequences began to
dawn on Saunders. McIntyre was a flight co-ordinator. He outranked Saunders.
Hol ogram sinul ation of a full human personality took up forty per cent of the
conputer's run-tinme, and burned up enough energy per second to illum nate
Paris for three years, which was why Red Dwarf was only able to sustain one
hol ogramat a tine. Wth his superior rank, MlIntyre woul d take precedence
over Saunders and becone the ship hol ogram

'"So,' he said, slowy, '"I'mgoing to be turned off."'

' Maybe not,' said the psychiatrist, 'He conmitted suicide. Maybe he's
unstabl e; not suitable for revival.'

'"Of course he is,' Saunders said firmy. I'"'mgoing to be turned off. |I'm going
to die for a second tine in a fortnight. He gave the air a celebratory
uppercut and danced a little jig of joy. 'Snegging great!’

SEVEN

Sur nane?'

"David.'

"First name?'

"I told you: David.'

" Your name's David David?

"No, it's David Lister.'

Cal di cott sighed and reached for the Tipp-Ex.

Li ster gazed out onto the busy Mmnian street and tried to read the sign on the
wi ndow. ' ERTNEC TNEMIT URCER NO TAROPROC GNI NI M RETI PUJ' .

On a poster on the wall of the newl y-painted office, two crisply uniforned
officers, male and female, linked arns and smilingly invited all and sundry to
"Join the Corps and see Space'

Cal dicott Tipp-Exed out 'David fromthe surname box on the recruitnment form
and, in his nmeticulously neat handwiting, replaced it with 'Lister'.

'Date of birth?

" Unknown. '



"What d'you mean, unknown?'

"I was found.'
"I'n what way "found"?
"I'n a pub. Under the pool table.' Lister paused. 'In a cardboard box."'

Cal dicott eyed hi mdubiously. Caldicott spent his entire working day sitting
in his inmmacul ate white uniformin the wi ndow of the recruitnent centre,
projecting the Space Corps' corporate imge. VWich was white and brave, strong
and smling. Once the suckers had signed up, they'd learn the truth soon
enough. In the neantinme, it was his job to be white and brave, strong and

sm ling.

He | ooked at the object sitting opposite him presently working some
unspeakabl e substances fromthe tracks on the soles of bis boots with one of
Caldicott's pencils. Four or five gangly, matted plaits dangl ed from under the
fur-rimred | eat her deerstal ker atop a podgy face built for a perpetual smle.
Short, fat fingers, the nails blotched white from zi nc deficiency, scratched
at the gap between the top of green, nud-stained conmbat trousers and the
bottom of a T-shirt, whose original colour was long lost in the msts of tine.
He | ooked like a casualty in a catering war: as if all the world' s chefs had
had a gigantic food fight, and somehow he'd got caught in the mddle. If his
daught er had brought hone this specinen, Caldicott reflected, he would have
shot them both wi thout a second's reflection.

'Do you know when you were found?' He smiled whitely.

"Some time in Novenber. 'Fifty-five.'

"Wll, | need a date of birth for the form Wen do you cel ebrate your

bi rt hday?'

'Most of the tinme, actually.'

"Il put 1st Novenber, 2155.°

' Not Novenber. | was about six weeks old then. It was probably sonme tinme in
Cct ober .’

Cal dicott reached for the Tipp-Ex again.

' How about 14th Cctober?

"Brutal .’
"Way do you want to join the Space Corps?
Li ster thought for a monment, 'I want,' he said, 'to visit strange new worlds,

to seek out new life and new civilizations. To boldly go where no person has
gone before.'

Caldicott smiled wanly and wote: 'Possible Attitude Problem in the coments
box.

"Qualifications?

' Techni al Drawi ng.'

"What | evel ?

"What d' you nean?'

"Master's degree, perhaps? said Caldicott, alnost inperceptibly raising his
left eyebrow 'Ph.D., naybe?

' GCSE. '

Caldicott wote "1 GCSE, Technical Draw ng' .

It doesn't really count, though, that, does it?" Lister picked at a flap of
rubber hanging fromthe sole of his boot

"Way not ?'

"I failed.'

Cal dicott took out the Tipp-Ex again and obliterated the word ' Possible'.

If you'd just like to read through this, and sign where |I've indicated.'

Cal di cott pushed over the application papers, picked up the phone and stabbed
in a ten-digit nunber.

Li ster cast his eyes over the conditions of enploynment. He was signing up for
five years. Five long years. Wen he got out, he'd be pushing thirty. An old
nman.

Ha! Want to bet?

He wondered why he hadn't thought of this before. Join the Space Corps, get on
an Earth-bound ship, and as soon as he got hone: thank you, goodnight.



Lister, David, AWOL.

He signed and pocketed the pen, including its netal chain and hol der

"OK,' said Caldicott, putting down the phone, 'the situation is this: there
are fourteen ships in dock, but no vacancies for anyone with your..
abilities.'

"What are ny abilities?

"You haven't got any. You'll have to enter at third technician |evel.'

' Techni ci an?' repeated Lister, inpressed.

"That's right,' said Caldicott, smling.

A third technician's duties basically consisted of naking sure the vendi ng
machi nes didn't run out of chicken soup, mopping floors, and a

t housand- and- one ot her tasks considered too nenial for the service droids.
Caldicott didn't feel this was absolutely the best time to put Lister in the
pi cture.

" Tech-nishern,' said Lister, putting on a pseudo-swanky voice. He glanced up
at the white uniformed officer with the Burt Lancaster smile in the poster
"I"ma bl eedi ng technishern, don't yew know.'

'"As soon as sonething crops up, well let you know. Leave your address.'

" Address?' Lister wondered what to put.

He settled on: 'Luggage | ocker 4-179, Mmas Central Shuttle Station.'

El GHT

"Shuttle Flight JMC159 for Wiite G ant now boarding at gate number five,' the
tannoy announced, and proceeded to make the sane announcenent m Esperanto,
German and three different dialects of Chinese.

A group of mners stubbed out their cigarettes and finished their beers, then
reluctantly swung their kit-bags over their shoul ders before joining a group
of white-suited officers and sone grey-suited technicians in the queue to gate
five.

Two Shore Patrol officers strode through the mlling crowds, casually sw nging
their argument-settlers. People pretended not to |l ook at them You didn't ness
with the Shore Patrol. Not unless you wanted your skull rearranged to resenbl e
arelief map of Mars, canals and all.

"This has got to be a joke.'

"This is the address we were given,' said the bl onde.

They stopped at the huge bank of |uggage | ockers and | ooked around, searching
for nunber 4179. The dark-haired one banged on the door

"This has got to be a joke,' she repeated.

Li ster was awakened from a dream about a pickle | andwi ch that spoke fluent
Italian by the deafening netallic clanging, as Shore Patrol woman Hender son
beat the luggage | ocker door with her steel truncheon

"It's a joke. I'mtelling you.'

"Hang on,' called Lister. '"Let ne get dressed.' In the confined space of the

| ocker, which was designed to accommodate two smallish suitcases, he groped
around in the blackness, located his clothes, and pulled on his

cof f ee- and- uphol stery polish-stained trousers. "W is it?

' Shore Patrol. We're looking for a guy called "Lister".'

"I"ll see if he's in,'" called out Lister, stalling for time. "Uh... why'd you
want hi n?'

'"He's been assigned. They've found hima ship.'

The door opened and Lister junped the six feet down to the ground. He cupped
his chin in one hand, placed the other on the back of his neck and snapped his
head to one side, to the acconpani nent of a series of stomach-churning cracks.
' Your papers have cone through,' said Henderson, 'and -'

"Wait a minute,' said Lister; 'I can't see yet. Gve ne a mnute.

He biinked a few tines and rubbed his eyes. Slowy, the two Shore Patrol wonen
cane into focus.



"Hi,' said Lister. I'd invite you in, but it's a bit of a ness. It's nore of a
bachel or 1 uggage-I| ocker than -'

'How | ong have you been sleeping in there?" Henderson interrupted.

"Since ny second night on Mnmas. | tried sleeping on a park bench, but |I woke
up in the mddle of the night conpletely naked, and this old Chi nese guy was
licking ny foot. So, conpared with that, this is the Mmas Hilton.'

"No work permt, right?

"I have, actually, but it belongs to a woman called Enily Berkenstein. It's a
long story.'

"CGet your stuff together.'

|'"ve got ny stuff together.'

"Waere is it?

"In ny pocket.'

They wal ked back across the shuttle | ounge towards the departure gates.
'"We've got to deliver you to gate nine.'

"Tinme for breakfast?

"I'f you make it quick."'

Li ster peeled off fromhis escort and, w thout ever stopping, wal ked through
the Nice' n' Noodly Kw k-Food bar, picking up a half-eaten soya sandwi ch and a
t hree-quarter finished noodl e burger that people wi th weaker constitutions had
| eft behind.

"You're probably thinking I"'ma slob,' said Lister, finishing off a

qui ntupl e-t hi ck m | kshake and hoovering around the base with the straw 'But
["mnot - |I'mjust hungry, OK?

"Hey, it's areal pity you' ve got to go on this ship, and everything,' said
Hender son; 'because, otherw se, you could maybe have taken ne out for dinner
You know, a couple of half-eaten egg rolls. Maybe root through a bin for the
remmants of a Kentucky Fried Chicken. Then back to your place for half a
bottle of paraffin. It could have been so romantic.'

"Well, listen,' said Lister, totally mssing the irony, |I'mnot exactly
married to this spaceship idea. Wiy don't we do it? Just prom se not to bring
your steel truncheon.'

'To Ganynmede and Titan
Yes, sir, |'ve been around,
But there ain't no place
In the whol e of Space,
Li ke that good ol' toddlin' town..

Lunar City Seven
You're ny idea of heaven
Qut of ten, you score el even
You good ol"' artificial terra-forned
settlement. ..’

Through the shuttle's tinny sound system Perry N Kwono, the African ballad

si nger, was crooning one of the many 'easy listening' hits fromhis
best-selling album N ce 'n' Nauseating.

Li ster sat in the packed shuttle with the rest of the new recruits on the
twenty-five mnute jag up to their assigned ship, gazing out fromhis w ndow
seat as M nmas dropped away below himlike a bad taste he'd spat into the

ni ght .

He thunmbed through the shuttle's in-flight magazine, Up, Up, And Away! He
stared for a brief noment at the blisteringly unpronising contents page: 'Salt

- An Epicure's Delight'; 'Classic Wnes of Estonia'; and 'Waving the
Tradi tional Way' were just sonme of the nore fascinating articles. Howis it
possi bl e, Lister wondered, to fill a hundred-and-twenty-page nagazi ne w t hout

actual ly including anything renotely readabl e? He tucked it back into the
netting of the seat in front of him and decided to read the plastic card



contai ning the crash-landing instructions for the second tine.

The shuttle buzzed slowy through the groups of gargantuan space freighters
that bobbed in orbit Iike a bunch of clumsy ball oons.

Aer odynam cs was never a consideration in starship design. Al the ships were
constructed in orbit, designed never to |land, never to encounter w nd

resi stance or gravity, and were consequently, a variety of bizarre and

out | andi sh shapes.

For five full minutes the shuttle ran al ongside a supply ship called the
Arthur C Carke: a two-mile length of dirty grey steel, orange lights dotting
t he huge, bul bous cargo hold, out of which sprang a |ong, thick, tubular nose
section, curling and twisting like the stemof an oriental hookah

Eventual ly the shuttle reached the cusp of the star freighter's bulb, and

t ur ned.

Lister's window was filled with red.

And red.

And red.

He couldn't see where it started and he couldn't see where it finished. But it
was big. No, it was BIG

A big, red, red, big clenched-fist of netal.

As the shuttle accelerated towards the redness, details slowy energed through
the thick gl oomof space. Gradual ly, Lister nade out the thousands of tiny

pi n-pricks of windows and a tooth floss-thin line of light ringing the ship:
the vessel's nmetro system

A huge, shadowy carbuncle jutted out a nmile or so from the red nonster's
belly - a small noon, torn out of orbit, had flung itself into the ship's

sol ar pl exus and was now enbedded In the hull, hanging there Iike a giant
stone | eech.

As the shuttle swung out to align itself for docking, the red ship's nose-cone
| ooned into view - six half-nmile steel poles, bound by magnetic cable, as if
the fist were clutching a huge shuttlecock. This was the scoop. The scoop
sucked hydrogen fromthe currents of space and converted it into fuel
theoretically nmaking the ship capable of travelling forever

Li ster was aware of the hot whisky breath of the burly astro beside him who
was now | eaning over himto share his w ndow.

'The Dwarf,' he said in a Danish accent, ripping open another can of den
Fuj i yama.

'The what?' Lister tried not to inhale.

' Red Dwarf .

"How big is it?

"It could eat Copenhagen,' said the Dane, 'and have Hel singor for afters.’

Li ster accepted a belt fromthe whisky can, and they swapped nanes.

"It's got to be five niles long.'

"Sonmething like that,' said Petersen

Li ster squinted out of the wi ndow again. 'And God, is it ugly!’

"Ugly as ny nother.' Petersen smled through bar-brawl broken teeth. 'First
trip?

Li ster nodded.

Pet er sen bel ched, crunpled up the whisky can, tossed it into the aisle, and
fished in his knapsack for another. I'd offer you one,' he said

apol ogetically, '"but I have only twelve |left. Been on M nas | ong?'

"Six months.'

"It's a bit of a dunp, right?

"It's a lot of a dunp.'

"Wait till we get to Triton. Triton's OK.'

"Triton?' Lister's brow furrowed. 'W're going to Earth.'

"Sure, we're going to Earth. But first we've got to go to Triton to get the
ore to take to Earth.'

Lister closed his eyes. '\Were's Triton?

" Round Neptune.'



"Ch,' said Lister. 'Neptune. Right.' He took a swig fromPetersen's
nearly-enpty whi sky can. 'Wiere's Neptune?'

'"From here?' Petersen took out a calculator. 1'll tell you exactly.' He
punched a | ot of numbers into the nmachine. '"It's two billion, seven hundred
and seven mllion mles away.'

Lister sighed like a burst tyre. "How long is that going to take?

' Say, eighteen nonths,' said Petersen. 'Ei ghteen nmonths, not counting Custons.
And Triton Immigration Control is a son-of-a-bitch. It's worse than New York.'
' Ei ght een nont hs?'

' Then twel ve nonths' mning,'

' Twel ve nonths' mning?

'Then two nore years to get back to Earth.'

Four - and- a- hal f - years?

It's an old ship. It only does two hundred thousand niles an hour.'

Four - and-a-hal f-years,' Lister repeated |like a nantra,

Four - and- a- hal f -years."'

He turned and | ooked out of the wi ndow at the shuttle ducked into the trench
cut deep into Red Dwarf's back. On either side, buildings flitted past:
skyscrapers, tower blocks a hundred storeys high; nonoliths of steel and
glass. One mnute it was as if they were flying through Manhattan; then

wi t hout warning the architecture changed, and it |ooked Iike Mscow, then
fluted pillars and el aborate neo-classic arches, and they could have been in
New At hens: a tastel ess m sh-mash of styles fromthe decades upon decades the
vast mining ship had taken to build.

For a tantalizing nmonment, between a huge nosque-shaped donme and a line of

i ndustrial chimeys, the tiny blue light that was Earth w nked and flickered
invitingly in the glow of the distant Sun, then just as suddenly was gone, as
t hey swooped towards the yawni ng doors of the docking bay.

' Four - and- a-hal f-years,' said Lister catatonically.

NI NE

Li ster pushed through the crowded docking bay, fighting his way to the Intake
Cl earance Zone, a now noronically drunk Petersen in tow. They'd been stopped
at Red Dwarf custons and Petersen had been bag-searched. Hi s possessions had
conpri sed a toothbrush, one pair of underpants, three socks and el even cans of
whi sky. Inforned that he couldn't bring the |iquor aboard wi thout paying duty,
he had stood in the green channel and downed all el even cans, one after the
other, offering Lister a sip a can

Now Pet ersen was wal ki ng si deways, his head cocked at a curious angle, singing
a | ewd Dani sh fol k song, punctuated with appropriate gestures and sl obbering

| eers, as Lister dragged himby his | apel towards the noving wal kway.

H gh above, doninating the ship's shuttle port, was a nonitor screen the size
of a football pitch, fromwhich a disenbodi ed head was | ugubriously dispensing
information. The head was a digitalized reproduction of a balding
forty-year-old man, with a voice that had a slight East London twang.

'The floor's stopped noving,' said Petersen as they reached the end of the

wal kway; 'that's a very good thing.'

Li ster scanned the various nane-cards that Red Dwarf induction staff were
hol di ng above the heads of the jostling crowd.'

"Hi, 1'm Chonsky."'

' Chonsky? Pierre, right?' Rogerson ticked his clipboard. 'OK stand there a
second. We're still looking for a Burroughs, a Petersen, a Schnidt and a
Lister.'

"I"'ma Lister,' said Lister.

"I"'mgoing to be sick,' said Petersen. And he was. Exorcist sick
Yerrrrrrrrrgh.

" YAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARGHHHHHH.



A pause. A sigh.

' YuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUuur h

"Yurgh.' Petersen smacked his lips and wi ped his face with the back of his

sl eeve. 'That's better.’

Two skutters, claw headed service droids which | ooked |ike mniature amputee
giraffes on notorized bases, swept into view and cl eaned up the nmess. Petersen
tried to tip them

"We're still looking for a Burroughs and a Schmidt,' Rogerson said, trying to
di sgui se his disgust.

"What's that thing? asked Lister, pointing up to the disenbodi ed head on the
noni tor screen

"Holly, the ship's conmputer. He's got an I Q of six thousand. You want to ask
hi ma question?

' Li ke what ?'
'Li ke anything at all.' Rogerson called up to the ceiling; 'Hey, Holly - this
is Lister...'
The huge eyes rolled down in their direction, 'l know Lister, David. Date of

birth, 14th Cctober, 2155. Qualifications: GCSE, Technical Draw ng, failed.
Rank: Technician, Third dass. Anbitions: to visit strange new worlds, to seek
out new life and new civilizations: to boldly go where no person has gone
before. Al right, Dave?" A huge eyelid rolled over the digital eye and w nked
at Lister.

" Ask hi m sonet hing,' Rogerson urged.

"Who holds the all-time record for three-dinmensional yardage in a single
Zer o- Cee footbhall season?

" Ji m Bexl ey Speed, London Jets Roof Attack, season '74-'75. Four thousand, six
hundred and thirty-six square yards in the regular season.'

"And what colour tie was he wearing when be was interviewed by Mark Mt heson
after Megabow 1027

" Aquamarine, with a diagonal |enon stripe.'’

"Brutal.' Lister grinned.

Chonsky chi pped in: 'Wo was the Chinese Enperor of the Mng dynasty in 16207
"T'ai-ch'ang,' Holly replied i mediately; 'also known as Chu Ch'ang-lo Kuang
Tsung. Born 1582.'

They all began shouting questions: 'Wo was the...?" 'How many...?" 'Wen
did...?" and, one by one. Holly got themright.

Finally Petersen asked a question. 'Wiy is the room going round and round?'

' Because you're drunk,' said Holly.

"That's riiiight!' Petersen clapped, delighted.

Burroughs and Schnmidt finally arrived, and the ten of themwere herded onto
the Red Dwarf's Northern Line, one of a network of tube trains which
criss-crossed the length and breadth of the ship. Spread evenly throughout the
carriage were nore nonitors displaying the genius conputer, who was capabl e of
conducting several thousand conversations sinultaneously, ranging from what
was on the ship's novie channel that night to discussing the nelding of
guant um nmechani cs and general relativity.

Sone thirty mnutes |later they boarded the Xpress super lift, which whisked
themup to Floor 9,172, where they were net by a ship rover - a three whee

el ectric buggy-bus - and driven down two niles of corridors towards the

sl eeping quarter. Area P.

'"OK,"' said Rogerson, showing Lister into his sleeping quarters. 'Mke yourself

at home. I'Il just go and fix up the other guys.'
Li ster | ooked round the room which was going to be his honme for the next
four-and-a-half years. Dull, gunnmetal grey walls reflected his nood. Neon

strips around the walls sinmulated the tinme of day. Dirty yellow at the nonent
signalled the nmddle of the afternoon. A dirty orange would signal early
evening, and a dirty blue would indicate night.

Two bunk cubicles were carved into recesses in the wall, one above the other
To the right stood a sinple pedestal wash basin and nirror, which, when

voi ce-activated, swivelled on its base to reveal an antiquated chenical toilet



bearing the | egend: 'Now pl ease irradiate your hands'. Lister began to wi sh he
was in his nice, cosy luggage | ocker back at M mas Central

Behi nd hi mwas a bank of fitted al um ni um wardrobes, and two steps | ed down to
what was | aughingly sign-posted 'Lounge Area'. The | ounge area was about two
nmetres square, with a three-seater reinforced steel settee, and a tiny coffee
table welded to the fl oor

Ni ce, thought Lister. Very honely.

The ot her occupant of the roomleft very little evidence of his existence.
What ever he did possess was neticulously tidied away. On the wall of his bunk
the | ower one, hung a homenade revision tinmetable in worryingly neat
handwiting, and an array of startlingly conplex colour codes. Beside it were
a nunber of certificates, neatly franed, and a series of cut-out newspaper
headlines, all along the Iines of: '"Arnie Does It Best'; 'Arnie Cones Qut On
Top'; and 'Arnold - A Living Legend'.

Li ster scanned the titles in the bookcase built into a recess above the video
screen: Astronavigation and Invisible Nunmber Theory Made Sinple; Conceptua
Foundati ons of Quantum Mechani cs Made Sinple; Hei senberg's Uncertainty
Principle for Beginners; An Introduction to the Liar Paradox and the

Non- Mechani zabitity of Mathematics; and How to Get More Grls by Hypnosis.,

He opened his bunk-nate's wardrobe and peered in. Twenty pairs of identical
mlitary blue underpants hung on coat hangers in protective cell ophane
sheaths, next to seven pairs of pale blue pyjanmas, wth dry-deaning tags
pinned to the collars. Lister was disturbed to see that the pockets of the

pyj amas bore an insignia of rank. Brightly polished boots stared unblinkingly
inrows on the floor. A pair of nobnogrammed slippers on the shoe-trees stood
besi de t hem

Li ster closed the wardrobe, struck a match on the 'No Snoking' sign, lit up
and sat down on the netal settee.

"Nice. Very, very nice.'

Roger son cane back in. 'Ch, David, neet your bunknate...'

Li ster | ooked up. Behind Rogerson stood a grey-suited technician; tall and
rangy, flared nostrils and wide, slightly manic eyes and a hyperactive,
constantly jiggling right Ieg that always seened to want to be sonewhere el se.
Even without his fal se noustache, there was no mistaking the 'officer' who'd
hired his hopper

"He's al so your shift |leader, so he's the guy who'll be show ng you the ropes.
Lister, this is First Technician -'

"Arnold Rinmer,' said Lister. 'W've already net.'

'"No, we haven't' said Rimmer, smling too nuch.

"You're a technician,' said Lister, surprised. 'l thought you said you were an
officer.'

"Shut up,' said Rinmer, punping his hand and smling even harder

TEN

On the first norning into space, Lister sat in the lecture theatre, with the
ot her eleven nmenbers of Z Shift, in his brand new technician's uniformwhich
made himitch in nineteen different places, while his left armand his right
buttock conpeted for the title 'Mdst Painful Appendage', followi ng his twelve
i nocul ation jabs.

The rest of the previous norning and the whole of the afternoon had been a

| ong process of nultifarious humiliations: hours standing around in backl ess
surgi cal gowns (Wiy backl ess? Wien did a surgeon ever need to get to your
bottomin a hurry?) giving various bodily fluid sanples - Petersen had, in
fact, delivered rather nore bodily fluid sanples than was absol utely
necessary, and nobody was pleased; 1Q tests; genetic fingerprinting;
hand-t o- eye coordi nation work; centrifugal weightl essness sinulation; then
finally, they'd all been narched |ike a serpent of school children down to the
conput er decks, where they each had their personalities recorded for storage



in the hologramlibrary. Lister had sat in the suite, a netal skull-cap bolted
to his head, while his every menmory and personality trait had been | ogged onto
a depressingly small conputer slug. His entire life; his whole personality
copi ed and duplicated on a piece of conputer hardware the size of a
suppository. Petersen's recording had crashed three tines, with an
error-message which read ' Non- Human Lifeform . In the end, they had to
drip-feed himcoffee and subject himto several very cold showers before his
brain was functioning sufficiently well to be recorded. If, in the highly
unl i kely circumnmstance of Petersen achieving the status of 'Indispensable
Personnel ', and then dying, he would be retrieved as a hologramwi th the nater
and pater of all hangovers.

The lecture theatre hatchway breezed open, and R nmer clicked up to the podi um
in boots so brightly polished yon could see infinity in them

The previous evening in the sleeping quarters, no nmention had been nmade of the
incident in the brothel. In fact, R mer had played the part of a man who'd
never met Lister before very credibly indeed. He was, he had decl ared, not
exactly in love with the idea of bunking out with a subordinate, but it was
somet hing that they both had to put up wth.

"There's just one rule,' he'd maintained, polishing his boots for the third
time, 'and that rule is K-1-T. D you know what K I.T. stands for?

"Ken |I's a Transvestite? Lister had offered.

"Keep It Tidy. And if you KI.T., then we'll GOJ.F.' He'd left this hanging
inthe air for effect before translating: 'Get On Just Fanously.'

Li ster spent the rest of the evening trying to take advantage of the fact that
he now had a proper bed, of sorts, for the first time in six nonths. Though
curiously, he'd discovered he couldn't drop off to sleep until he sat up in
bed and wrapped both arnms around his knees, |uggage |ocker-style. Meanwhile,
Rimer sat at his slanting architect's desk and whiled away the tinme unti

Li ghts Qut reading a book called: How to Overcone Your Fear of Speaking in
Publi c.

Ri mrer gripped the podiumtightly, the inside of his wists pointing out
towards the new intake, a trick which, his book told him would nake his

audi ence trust him and began his speech to Z Shift.

"My nanme,' he said, 'is Arnold J. Rimrer. You will call me "sir" or "First
Technician". | amyour shift |leader. This is nmy very first conmand, and

don't intend it to be ny last. What | do intend is for Z Shift to becone the
best, the fastest, the tightest, the nost efficient Routine M ntenance,

Cl eaning and Sanitation Unit this ship, or any other ship in the Space Corps,
has ever seen.' He paused.

Sil ence. The book said silence could be as effective as speech, if used
judiciously. Use silence, it urged. Rinmmer stood there, being silent. Enough
silence, he decided. More speech

"When we do sonething, we do it fast and we do it right.'

More sil ence.

Still nore silence

No, this was a dunmb place to have silence. It just nade himl ook Iike he'd
forgotten what he was saying. "This ship is three miles wide, four niles deep
and nearly six mles long. But...' he paused again - a nost excellent and
petite silence, be congratulated hinself. Very telling. '...if anywhere on it
a vendi ng machi ne so nmuch as runs out of chicken soup, | want a nmenber of Z
Shift to be there within four nminutes.'

More silence. The best silence yet.

"You used to think your nother was your best friend. Not any nore. From now
on, your best friend is this...' he held aloft a three-foot-long netallic
tube, with a van-twi st grip and seven detachable heads. It's called a sonic
super nop. It washes, it steamcleans, it nmops and it vacuunms. And from now
on, it never |eaves your side. Werever you go, the SSM goes with you. You
work with it, you eat with it, you sleep with it.'



The new nmenbers of Z Shift exchanged gl ances.

Ri mer gave them anot her shot of silence. It had gone well, he thought. Nice,
poi nty speech. Sone good silences. No! Some great silences. And he was
especially proud of the macho bit at the end about the sonic super nop, which
he'd lifted shanel essly fromhis favourite novie, God, | Love This War,

Li ster stood up and snapped a salute. 'Sir, permission to speak, sir!'’

Sl oppy salute, Ri mrer thought. He'd have to teach themall his own salute -
the one he'd invented. The one he'd drawn di agrans of and sent off to the
Space Mnistry, in the hope that it would replace the passe, old-fashioned
standard one. It was a great salute, and one day it would make himfanous. It
went thus: fromthe standard attention pose, the saluter brought his right arm
sharply out in front of him at a perfect angle with his body. He then twirled
his wist in five circles, to synbolize the five arns of the Space Corps, then
snapped his arm back, fingers rigid, to forman equilateral triangle with his
forehead; he then straightened the el bow, so the armwas pointing sideways
fromthe body, from which position it was snapped smartly back down to his
side. There were also variants: the 'Double-Ri mer' for dress occasions, where
the salute was performed with both arns sinmultaneously, and the 'Half-R nmer',
with only one arm and only three circles for energency situations, when there
wasn't time to carry out the 'Full-R nmer'.

'"Perm ssion granted,' said Rinmer, returning Lister's salute with a five-1oop
Ful | - Ri mmer .

"Sir...

'Yes, Lister?

'"Is it possible to get a transfer to another shift, sir?

'y 2"

"Well, with respect, sir, | think you're nmentally unstable.'

"Sit down.' Rimer shook his head. 'There's always one, isn't there? One wag.
One clown. One inbecile.’

"Yes, sir,"' Lister agreed, 'but he's not usually in charge, sir.
Laught er.

This was a tricky situation. Rebellion, a loss of respect. It had to be
stanmped on, it had to be crushed. H s book on 'Poweramn cs' was quite clear on
that. To crush a nminor mutiny, you choose the | eader: the toughest, the

bi ggest, the strongest; and you humiliate him And the rest follow |like | anbs.
Don't | ook angry. Smile. Real power, true power, is unspoken - understated.
Rimrer smiled. Slowy they stopped | aughing.

Excellent. Tinme to strike.

Wt hout warning be wheel ed round and pointed. 'You

On your feet!'

A man with a face like noon rock haul ed his two hundred and fifty pound frane
onto its feet. Rinmmer clinbed down fromthe podiumand slowy, casually,
strolled over to face him He |ooked up at the small black shark eyes, the
bal d bull et head, the long, matted nostril hair. He was a good ei ghteen inches
taller than Rimer. And R nmer was tall.

"What are you chewi ng?' R nmer said, after a suitable anpbunt of silence.

' Tobacco. "

' Tobacco?' A grin.

' Yeah.' Defiance.

Ri mer smled and nodded, |ooking around the |lecture theatre.

"Well. | hope you brought enough along for all of us.' The others | aughed. On
Rimrer's side. 'Well?

"Nope.' Slightly nonpl ussed.

"Nope, sir.' Victory! "Get rid of it.'

The big man chewed thoughtfully for a few seconds. Then, suddenly, a |ong

pl ume of brown sputum pl opped onto the polished toe-cap of Rimrer's left boot.
Ri mer | ooked at his left boot, then slowy raised his head.

' Sorme people's respect |I've won already. | can see with you it's going to take
alittle longer. Now, get on the floor and give ne fifty, mster.'

"Ppt,' said the big man, and a second stream of hal f-chewed tobacco arrived on



Rimer's right boot. Ri mmer rocked back and forth on his heels, nodding his

head and still smling.
"Right. OK ' he said, pleasantly, 'l think that's about everything. Shift
di smi ss.'

Slowy, Z Shift began to meander out of the lecture theatre.

"Ch, by the way...' Rimer called after the tobacco chewer. As the man

hal f-turned, Ri mrer |eapt through the air and, with a kanm kaze scream w apped
his arms and | egs round the big man's frame, and they crashed into a row of
chairs.

As Lister left the theatre, R nmer was having his head rhythm cally beaten
agai nst one of the desk tops.

BONK.

"Fine," R nrer was sayi ng.

BONK.

'There's nothing wong...'

BONK.

'...with your reactions.'

BONK.

" Just checking.'

BONK.

'So you like chew ng tobacco, eh?
BONK.

"Well, that's absolutely fine and dandy."
BONK.

"Perhaps you'd like ne to run down to Supplies and buy you sone nore.'
BONK.

"I think I"'mgoing to | ose consci ousness now.'

BONK.

BONK.

BONK.

ELEVEN

Everyone agreed it was a splendid funeral, but no one enjoyed it nore than the
deceased hinsel f.

"I can't tell you how great it is, being dead,' he told everyone who woul d
listen. It's solved all ny problens."’

Every off-duty nmenber of the el even thousand, one hundred-and-si xty-nine
strong crew had packed into the vast ship canteen

McIntyre sat at the top table, a huge coffin-shaped cake containing his own
effigy in marzipan before him and listened, his ego aglow, while bis fellow
of ficers sang his praises.

Saunders, much to his own personal delight, had finally been turned off, and
although initially there had been sone concern about hol ogramatically reviving
a man who had killed hinself, those doubts were allayed when the reasons for
Mclntyre's suicide were discovered

Mclntyre rose to the sound of tumultuous appl ause, and fingered the 'H

enbl azoned on his hol ogramati c forehead, as over eight thousand peopl e stanped
on the fl oor and banged w ne glasses with forks and spoons.

"Well, first I want to thank the Captain for the beautiful eulogy - uh, it was
very flattering and deeply noving, and it was well worth all that time | spent

witing it.'
A huge | augh echoed round the canteen, and MIntyre smled happily.
"On a serious note, | know there's a runour going around that | conmtted

suicide. I'd like to try and explain why | didit...'

McIntyre started to tal k about his ganbling debts. Debts he'd incurred during
his ship leave in bars on Phoebe, Dione and Rhea playing ' Toot".

'Toot' was a banned bl oodsport, involving a fight to the death between two
speci al ly-bred Vernisian fighting snails. The feroci ous gastropods, with



hand- shar pened horns, would nmeet in a six-foot square pit, and bets would be
taken on the eventual victor. 'Eventual' was the word; a single butt froma
Venusi an fighting snail could take upwards of three hours to deliver, and the
whol e conbat often took days. Meanwhile, the baying spectators got drunker and
drunker, placing bets of wilder and wilder proportions. You could |ose a |ot
of nmoney playing 'Toot'. And Mcintyre had. Mcintyre adnmitted it was a crue
and pointless sport, which said much about man's inhumanity to just about
everything to which he could be i nhuman. But the buzz fromwatching two killer
snail s charging about slowly in the concrete pit; the roaring of the crowm as
one snail drew bl ood, and the other retreated into its shell for hours on
end... well, you had to be there to believe it

Before he knew it, MlIntyre had debts anounting to alnost five tinmes his
annual salary. In desperation to pay off the Ganymedi an Mafia who ran the
snail pits, he'd taken a nassive |oan fromthe Gol den Assurance Friendly and
Caring Loan Society, which, as it turned out, was also run by the Ganymedi an
Mafia. He didn't know it when he signed, but they charged an annual percentage
rate (APR) of nine thousand ei ght hundred per cent.

The clause in the contract which specified this took the term'small print

i nto a whol e new di nensi on.

The cl ause was concealed in a m crodot, occupying the dot of the 'i' on page
three of the |loan agreenment, in the phrase: 'Wl conme, you are now a nenber of
t he Gol den Assurance famly.'

Startled to discover his first nonthly install ment was sone seven tines nore
than the original |oan, he ganbled what was left, and lost that, too.

McIntyre wote to the Society, explaining the situation, and a nunber of

i ncreasingly anxious letters were exchanged during Red Dwarf's tour of the
Saturnian satellites. Eventually, MlIntyre agreed to neet a representative
fromthe company's head office when the ship docked over Mnas, to discuss a
repaynent plan.

Duly, on the first evening in orbit round M mas, Mintyre donned his dress

uni form and went to the coffee |ounge of the Mmas Hilton, where he nmet three
gentl enen, representatives of the CGolden Assurance Friendly and Caring Loan
Society who arrived in Mmas's one and only five star hotel brandishing a pair
of industrial cable clippers.

There, before the eyes of hotel guests casually taking coffee and scones with
clotted cream Mlntyre was force-fed his own nose.

He needed little further persuasion before deciding to try a new repaynment
plan, and finally plunped for the Gol den Assurance Friendly and Caring Loan
Soci ety's Pay-By- Thi s- Eveni ng- And- Don' t - Get - Murder ed Super Di scount Schene.

Hal f-crazed with fear, he staggered back to his office aboard Red Dwarf
briefly explained his predicanent to his rubber plant, and killed hinself.

The beauty part of this schene was of course that, as a hol ogram he was now
safe fromreprisals. He could continue his life, dead and untroubled. Wich is
why he was telling everyone who would listen how great it was to be dead, and
how it had solved all his problens.

Ml ntyre finished his speech by thanking everyone for their understandi ng, and
ki nd words, and concl uded by paraphrasi ng Mark Twai n. ' Runmours of ny death,'
he said, 'have been greatly understated.' Qut of the eight thousand assenbl ed,
only five people got this joke, and none of themlaughed. Mintyre didn't even
understand it hinself; he'd been told to say it by the ship's netaphysica
psychi atri st who assured himit would get a 'big |augh'.

After the toast, the Captain, a short, dunpy Anerican wonman who' d had the

m sfortune to be born with the surname 'Kirk', made a short yet very boring
speech wel coning the new intake aboard and outlining the schedule for the jag
to and from Triton, before sitting down and thus signalling the beginning of
McIntyrc's death disco

The huge sound system vi brated and shook as it punped out a Hi p-hop-a-Billy
reggae nunber from a band which had been red hot for two weeks, five years
previously.



Two t housand crew nmenbers stood on the dance floor, swaying and sweati ng,
while the rest sat around tables, drinking and sweati ng.

Though they'd been aboard | ess than two days, all the lowlifes,

ne' er-do-wells and slobs in general bad sonehow found each other, kindred
spirits, and were sitting around in noisy, nmoronic pockets having drinking
conpetitiom Equally, all the anbitious career-types had sonmehow been sucked
toget her, and were drinking | ow al cohol white wine, or slimine mneral water,
and tal king intensely about work.

Except for Phil.

For sone reason, Phil Burroughs had accidentally got hinmself attached to
Lister's group. Phil was a serious-m nded acadeny undergrad on a two-year
attachrment. It would be a full twenty-four hours before he realized he had
joined the wong group, and had absolutely nothing in conmon with any of the
peopl e with whom he was presently sharing his evening. In the neantine,

Pet ersen was pouring a pint of beer into his jacket pocket.

"That's my beer! What the hell are you doing? screanmed Phil.

"It's just ny way,' Petersen beamed charmngly, 'of saying it's your round,
pal .'

Phil got up and staggered to the bar. Although there were only five of them at
the table, Lister, Petersen, Chen, Selby and hinself, he'd been told to order
twenty pints of beer. For sone reason he couldn't understand, every round
consi sted of four pints each. 'Saves on shoe |eather,' Petersen had pointed
out. It didn't seemto natter whether or not you wanted them either. Each
round Phil had requested a | ow al cohol white wi ne, and each round he'd been
delivered four pints of foam ng Japanese |ager. He knew for a fact Chen and
Petersen were filching at least two of his four pints, but that was absolutely
fine with him his top linmt was three pints a night, and he'd had seven

al r eady.

Three identical barnmen asked for his order. He asked for twenty pints, laid
his head in a beery pool on the bar, and pronmptly fell asleep

Back at the table. Lister finished his story about how he'd been shanghai ed
aboard. He'd enmbellished it only slightly. In his version, for instance, both
t he Shore Patrol woren had seduced himin a Photo-U Kwi k booth, and that's why
he had that slightly shocked expression on his passport photograph

Petersen took his turn. He'd arrived on Mnmas on a nucl ear waste dunp ship
called Pax Vert, which had ejected its putrid | oad on the Saturnian noon of
Tet hys, and was now returning to Earth. He was trying to work his passage
across the solar systemto Triton, where he'd bought a house. As he expl ai ned,
since Triton was on the very edge of the solar system being over
two-and-a-half billion nmles away from Earth, house prices there were really
reasonabl e. For just two thousand dol | arpounds, Petersen had bought a
twenty-five bedroom hone done, with twelve en-suite bathroons and a zero-gee
squash court.

"At first | thought there was sonething wong with it,' he said, show ng

Li ster a sketch he'd been sent by the estate agent, 'but look, it's
beautiful .’

'They didn't send you a photograph?' said Lister, his eyes narrow ng.

'"No, you can't photograph in a nethane atnosphere.’

"You're telling me they haven't installed an oxygen at nosphere yet?

"No. I'll have to wander around my house in a spacesuit. But that's why it's
so cheap!' He quickly downed two pints. 'You ought to nove there. There's a
pl ot of about two thousand miles right next door to me. I'mtelling you - it's

a great investment. Ten, twelve years, they have plans to install oxygen. Can
you i magi ne what will happen to house prices once the atnosphere's breathabl e?
They' Il rocket, baby!’

Li ster | ooked at him Was he serious? Yes, he was.

"No, listen,' Petersen continued. 'Do you know Triton is the only noon in the
whol e sol ar system which rotates in the opposite direction to the planet it's
orbiting? Petersen denonstrated the scientific principle by rotating his head
and swooshing his beer glass around it the other way. Thin, fizzy |ager



cascaded onto the already sodden table.

' Maybe,' said Lister, who was seriously beginning to wonder whet her Petersen
was brai n-damaged, 'but that's no reason to buy a house there.'

"True,' agreed Petersen, 'but if ever you have guests, it's a nice talking
poi nt.'

The nusic changed; a Johnny Col ogne nunber: Press Your Lunps Against Mne. It
was snooch tine.

There was a |l oud scraping of chairs as people stood up and gui ded their
partners onto the already packed dance floor. A huge, nulti-Iinbed beast

ri ppl ed, ebbing and flow ng, contracting and expanding to the gentle sway of
the nusic.

Li ster suddenly found hinself alone at the table, the others lost in the
undul ati ng, pul sating mass of snoochi ng bodi es. He squinted drunkenly around
the vast disco. So nmany people. People dancing, people touching, people

| aughi ng, peopl e talking, people Kissing.

So many peopl e.

In just over seven nonths, every one of them would be dead.

TVELVE

Five nonths later. Lister stared out of the sleeping quarters' viewport w ndow
and saw not hing. Just a few, very distant stars, and an awful |ot of black. It
was pretty nmuch the sanme view he'd had for the past twenty-one weeks. At first
he'd found it awe-inspiring. Then, slowy, that had given way to just plain
dull. Then very dull. Then deeply dull. And now it was sonet hi ng bel ow deeply
dull, and even bel ow deeply, hideously dull: a word for which had yet to be
devised. It was, he thought, even nore m nd-nunbi ngly, deeply, hideously dul
than an all-nighter at the Scala, watching a twelve-hour season of
back-t o- back Peter G eenaway novies.

If you went to the British Library and changed every word in every single book
to the word "dull', and then read out all the books in a boring nonotone, you
woul d conme pretty close to describing Lister's life on board Red Dwarf .

He | ooked at his watch. 19.50 ship time. He was waiting for Petersen to show
up, and they were going to go down to the Copacabana Hawaiian Cocktail Bar to
spend the evening exacly in the sane way they'd spent one hundred and
thirty-three of the Iast one hundred and forty-seven evenings: drinking hugely
el aborate San Franci sco Earthquakes from plastic coconuts, with Chen and

Sel by, and failing to neet any interesting wonen. O, nore to the point, any

i nteresting wonmen who were interested in them

Dul | and gruesonely nonotonous as his social life was, Lister knew for a fact
it was at |east four hundred and seventy-four tines nore interesting than his
working life on Z Shift under Ri nmer

Rimrer was sitting at his slanting architect's desk, under the pink gl ow of
his study lanp, with a tray of watercol ours, naking out a revision tinetable
in preparation for his astronavigati on exam

In all, he'd taken the exameleven tinmes. Nine tines, he'd got an 'F for
fail, and on two occasions he'd got an 'X for unclassified.

But he persevered. Each night be persevered, under the pink glow Each night
he ni bbl ed away at his skyscraper-high stack of files which stored his

| oose-1 eaf revision notes. He nibbled away, trying to digest little norsels of
know edge. Little norsels that stuck in his gullet, that wouldn't go down. It
was |like trying to eat wads of cotton wool. But be persevered. R nmer wanted
to become an officer. He ached for it. He yearned for it. It wasn't the nost
inmportant thing in his life. It was his life.

G ven the opportunity, he would gladly have had his eyes scooped out if it
meant he coul d beconme an officer. He would happily have inserted two red hot
needl es sinultaneously through both his ears so they net in the mddle of his
brain, and tap-danced the title song from 42nd Street barefoot on a bed of



nmolten lava while giving oral sex to a male orang-utan with dubi ous persona
hygiene, if only it meant attaining that single, elusive golden bar of an
Astronavigation O ficer, Fourth O ass.

But he had to do sonething nuch nore demandi ng, nmuch nore inpossible, and nuch
nore unpl easant. He had to pass the astronavigati on exam

Born on lo, one of Jupiter's nmoons, thirty-one years earlier, he was the
youngest of four brothers. Frank was a gnhat's wi ng away from becomn ng the
youngest captain in the Space Corps. John was the youngest captain in the
Space Corps. Howard had graduated third in his class at the acadeny and was
now a test pilot for the new generation of dem -light speed Z ppers at

Houst on, Eart h.

"My boys,' his nother would say, 'ny clever, clever boys. Johnny the Captain,
Frankie the First Oficer, Howie the Test Pilot, and Arnold... Arnold, the

chi cken soup machine cleaner. |f you could sue sperm |'d sue the spermthat
nmade you.'

"I'"ll doit, Mother. One day, | will becone an officer.’

"And on that day,' his nother would say, 'Satan will be going to work in a
snow pl ough.'

If R nmrer hadn't been such a dedicated anal retentive, he would have realized
the sinple truth: he wasn't cut out for Space.

He wasn't cut out for it.

He woul d have realized he wasn't the slightest bit interested in
astronavi gati on. O quantum mechanics. O any of the things he needed to be
interested in to pass the exans and becone an officer

Three times he'd failed the entrance examto the Acadeny. And so, one night
after reading the life story of Horatio Nelson, he'd signed up with a mnerchant
vessel as a lowy Third Technician, with the object of quickly working his way
t hrough the ranks and sitting the astronavi gati on exam i ndependently, and

t hereby earning his conm ssion: the glimrering gold bar of officerhood.

That had been six years ago. Six |long years on Red Dwarf, during which he'd

| eapt frombeing a lowy Third Technician to being a lowy First Technician

In the nmeantime, his brothers went for ever onward, up the ziggurat of

command. Their success filled himw th such bitterness, such bile, that even a
Christmas card fromone of them-just the rem nder that they were alive, and
successful - would reduce himto tears of jeal ousy.

And now he sat there, under the pink glow of his student's table I anp

(" Reduces eyestrain! Pronpotes concentration! Aids retention!' was the |anp
manuf acturer's proud boast), preparing to sit the astronavi gari on examfor the
thirteenth tine.

He found the process of revising so gruellingly unpleasant, so galling, so
noxi ous, that, l|ike nost people faced with tasks they find hateful, he devised
nore and nore el aborate ways of not doing it in a "doing it' Kkind of way.

In fact, it was now possible for Rimmer to revise solidly for three nonths and
not learn anything at all

The first week of study, he would al ways devote to the construction of a
revision tinmetable. At school R nmmer was always at his happiest colouring in
geogr aphy maps: under his loving hand, the ice-fields of Europa would be
shaded a delicate blue, the subterranean silica deposits of Ganymede woul d be
rendered, centimetre by painstaking centinetre, a bright and powerful yellow,
and the regions of frozen nmethane on Pluto slowy became a luscious, inviting
green. Up until the age of thirteen, he was constantly head of the class in
geography. After this point, it becane necessary to know and understand the
subject, and Rimrer's marks plunged to the murky depths of 'F for fail

He brought his |love of cartography to the naking of revision tinetables. Weks
of patient effort woul d be spent planning, designing and creating a revision
schedul e whi ch, when finished, were minor works of art.

Every hour of every day was subdivided into different study periods, each
labelled in his lovely, tiny copperplate hand; then painted over in

wat ercol ours, a different col our for each subject, the colours gradually
becom ng bol der and nore urgent shades as the examtine approached. The effect



was as if a myriad tiny rainbows had splintered and sprinkled across the
poster-sized sheet of creamwve card.

The only problemwas this: because the tinetables often took seven or eight
weeks, and sonetinmes nore, to conplete, by the tinme R nmer had finished them
the examwas alnost on him He'd then have to cram three nonths of

astronavi gation revision inlo a single week. Gipped by an al nost derangi ng
panic, he'd then decide to sacrifice the first two days of that final week to
t he maki ng of another timetable. This time for soneone who had to pack three
nmont hs of revision into five days.

Because five days now had to accommodate three nonths' work, the first thing
that had to go was sleep. To prepare for an unrelenting twenty-four hours a
day sl eep-free schedule, Rimmer would spend the whole of the first remaining
day in bed - to be extra, ultra fresh, so he would be able to squeeze three
whol e nonths of revision into four short days.

Wthin an hour of getting up the next norning, he would feel inexplicably
exhausted, and start early on his supply of Go-Double-Plus caffeine tablets.
By lunchtime he'd overdose, and have to make the journey down to the ship's
medi cal unit for a sedative to help him cal mdown. The sedative usually sent
himoff to sleep, and he'd wake up the following norning with only three days
left, and an anxiety that was so crippling he could scarcely nove. A nonth of
revision to be crammed into each day.

At this point he would start snoking. A lifel ong non-snoker, he'd becone a
forty-a-day man. He'd spend the whol e day pacing up and down his room snoking
three or four cigarettes at a time, stopping occasionally to stare at the
titles in his bookcase, not know ng which one to read first, and popping tw ce
t he recommended dosage of dog-worm ng tabl ets, which be erroneously believed
to contai n anphet am ne

Real i zi ng he was getting nowhere, he'd try to get rid of his soul-bending
tension by treating hinself to an evening in one of Red Dwarf's quieter bars.
There he would sit, in the plastic oak-beanmed ' Happy Astro' pub, nursing a
smal |l beer, grimy trying to be light-hearted and totally rel axed. Two smal
been and three hours of stomach-knotting relaxation later, he would go back to
hi s bunk and spend half the night awake, praying to a God he didn't believe in
for a mracle that couldn't happen.

Two days to go, and ravaged by the conbi nation of anxiety, nicotine, caffeine
tabl ets, alcohol he wasn't used to, dog-wornming pills, and overall exhaustion
he woul d sleep in till mid-afternoon

After a long scream he would rationalize that the day was a total witeoff,
and the rest of the afternoon woul d be spent shopping for the three best al arm
docks money could buy. This would often take five or nx hours, and he woul d
arrive back at his sleeping quarters exhausted, but knowi ng be was fully
prepared for the final day's revision before his exam

Waking at four-thirty in the norning, after exercising, showering and
breakfasting, he would sit down to prepare a final, final revision tinetable,
whi ch woul d condense three nmonths of revision into twelve short hours. This
done, he woul d give up and go back to bed. Maybe he didn't know a single thing
about astronavigation, but at |east he'd be fresh for the exam the next day.
Wiich is why Rinmer failed exans.

Wiich is why he'd received nine "F's for fail and two ' X' s for unclassified.
The first 'X he'd achi eved when he'd actually nmanaged to get hold of sone
real anpbetam nes, gone into spasm and coll apsed two mnutes into the exam
and the second when anxi ety got so nmuch the better of himhis subconscious
forced himto deny his own exi stence, and he had witten 'l ama fish* five
hundred tines on every single answer sheet. He'd even gone out for extra
paper. What was nore shocking than anything was that he'd thought he'd done

quite well.
Wll, this time it was going to be different, he thought, as he sat carefully
colouring all the quantum nmechani cs revision periods in diagonal |ines of

Prussi an blue on a yell ow ochre background, while Lister stared out of the
vi ewport w ndow.



Pet ersen dunped noisily into the roomand did his traditional parody of the
full Doubl e-Ri mrer salute, which ended with himslapping his face severa
times and throwi ng hinself onto the floor. The first time Lister had seen it,
it was funny. This was the two hundred and fifty-second tine, and it was

begi nning to |l ose its appeal

Li ster and Petersen then went down to the Copacabana Hawaiian Cocktain Bar for
the hundred and thirty-fourth time. Only, this tine Lister did sonething

i ncredi bly stupid.

He fell in Iove.

Hopel essly and hel plessly in |ove.

THI RTEEN

Third Console Oficer Kristinc Kochanski had a face. That was the first thing
Li ster noticed about her. It wasn't a beautiful face. But it was a nice face.
It wasn't a face that could | aunch a thousand ships. Maybe two ships and a
smal | yacht. That was, until she snmiled. When she smled, her eyes lit up like
a pinball machi ne when you win a bonus gane. And she smiled a |lot.

Li ster could perhaps have survived the smle. But it was when he found the
smle was attached to a sense of humour that he becane irretrievably |ost.
They were both standing at the bar, queuing to get a drink, and Lister was

| ooking at her in a not-Ilooking-at-her kind of way: in the bar mrror, in the
reflection in his beer glass, over his shoulder, pretending to | ook at
Petersen, at the ceiling just above her head, and occasionally, because it was
permtted, directly at her. His heart sank when a tanned, white-unifornmed

of ficer, who obviously knew her, came up and touched her on the shoul der.
Touched her on the shoulder - just like she was some kind of ordinary person
It really made Lister nad.

The tanned, white-uniformed officer noticed a book sticking out other black
jacket pocket. Lister had noticed it too. It was called Learn Japanese, by Dr
P. Brew s.

""Learn Japanese"?' the officer snorted. 'Talk about pretentious!’

What she said next tipped Lister over the edge.

"Pretentious? she placed her pal mon her chest, 'Watashi ?'

Li ster didn't know any Japanese but he guessed, rightly, that it was an
adaptation of the 'Pretentious? Mi?" joke.

The officer just |ooked at her bl ankly.

She got her drinks and went back to her seat, while Lister was still trying to
thi nk of sonething to say which would start a conversation

For the next hour Petersen droned on about the supply station at die Uranian
moon, Mranda, where Red Dwarf was due to stop off for supplies in seven
weeks. It was to be their only shore | eave between Saturn and Triton, and
Petersen was telling himwhat a great tinme they were going to have. But Lister
wasn't |istening. He was | ooking across the crowded cocktail bar, trying to
cal cul ate the anount of drink left in the glasses of the girl with the pinbal
snmle and her fermal e conpani on, so he could be at the bar just as she arrived,
and casually offer to buy her a drink

Who was he ki ddi ng? How do you casually offer to buy sonmeone a drink, without
making it sound like 'l want you to have ny babies'? If he hadn't been crazy
about her, it wouldn't have been a problem Lister never had any trouble
aski ng wonen for a date, provided he wasn't too keen on them When he was,

whi ch didn't happen too often, he had all the charm wt, and self-possession
of an Al satian dog after a head-swap operation

She got up to go to the bar. Lister got up, too. They exchanged smil es,
ordered drinks and went back to their separate tables.

Damm.. Snmeg. Blewit.

She got up agai n.

"My round,' said Petersen, rising. Lister thrust himback in his chair and
went to the bar. They exchanged smiles and 'Hi's this tine, ordered their



drinks, and went back to their separate tables.

Dam. Sneg. Blew it again.

She'd hardly sat down before she was getting up again. The two girls' gl asses
were full.

She's going for peanuts, thought Lister.

'You want sone peanuts?' he asked Petersen

'No, thanks.'

"I'"ll go and get sone.'

They stood at the bar again. They exchanged sniles again. Then she introduced
hersel f and asked himout for a date.

And so it began

Li ster becane a wal king cliche. H's senses were hei ghtened, so even the foul
recycled air of the ship tasted crisp and spring-like. He went off his food.
He stopped drinking. Pop lyrics started to nean sonething to him Magically,
he becane better-looking; he'd heard that this happened, but he'd never really
believed it. He got out of bed before his alarmclock went off - unheard of.
He started to marvel at the view out of the viewport w ndow.

And his face acquired three new expressions. Three expressions which he'd
stolen from her. Three expressions which, on her, he found adorable. He wasn't
aware of even copying them and he certainly wasn't aware how stupid he | ooked
when he pulled them And even if he had been aware, he wouldn't have cared.
Because Third Console Oficer, Kristine Kochanski, a.k.a. 'Babes', a.k.a.

' Ange' (short for Angel), a.k.a. "Krissie', a.k.a. 'K K', 'Sweetpea', and a
host of others too nauseating to recount, was madly, electrically in love with
hi m

Lister's all-time favourite novie was Frank Capra's It's A Wonderful Life,

and, just to make things totally perfect, it happened to be Kochanski's too.
They sat in bed - Kochanski's bunk-nmate, Barbara, had been chased away to the
ship's cinema yet again - eating hot dogs doused in nustard, and watching, for
the third consecutive night, It's A Wnderful Life on the sleeping quarters

vi d- screen.

Suddenly, in the mddle of the scene where Jimy Stewart's father dies. Lister
found hinmself for the first tine in his life talking about his own father's
deat h.

It wasn't, of course, his real father, but he was only six at the tinme and he
didn't know then that he'd been adopted. It had been a gloriously hot day in

m d- sunmer, and the six-year-old Lister was given toys and presents by
everyone. It was better than Christmas. He renenbered wishing it the time that
a few nore people would die, so he could conplete his Lego set.

She held his hand and |i stened.

"My grandnother tried to explain. She said he'd gone away, and he wasn't

comi ng back. So | wanted to know where, and she told ne he was very happy, and
he'd gone to the same place as ny goldfish.' Lister toyed absently with his
plaited locks. | thought they'd flushed himdown the bog. | used to stand with
ny head down the loo, and talk to him | thought he was just round the U bend.
In the end, they had to take me to a child psychol ogi st, because they found ne
with ny head down the pan, reading himthe football scores.'

Thi s had never stuck Lister as being funny. But when Kochanski started roaring
with [aughter, he started laughing too. It was |ike a geyser going off.
Sonet hi ng was exorcized. And as they lay in the crunb-1aden sheets, wapped in
each other's arns, giggling like idiots - and even though they'd only been
dating for three-and-a-half short weeks - Lister knew nore certainly than he'd
ever known anything in his |life before that they'd be together, forever

FOURTEEN

Seven nonths out into space, while Rimmer sat at his slanting architect's desk
under the pink glow of his study |anp. Lister stared out of the sl eeping



quarters' viewport w ndow, |onging to be bored again.

He' d been not going out with Kochanski now for three weeks.

The whol e affair, the glorious 'forever' he'd imgined, had |asted just over a
nmont h. Then one evening in her sleeping quarters, as Lister arrived to take
her to a novie, she'd told him she wanted to break it off. He'd |aughed. He
thought it was a joke. But it wasn't.

She' d been seeing 'Tom (or was ie '"Tim?), a Flight Navigation Oficer, for
al nrost two years. Tomor Tim (it may have been Tony) had left her for a fling
with some brunette in Catering. And Lister had been a rebound thing. She
hadn't realized it at first, but when Tom Tim Tony or Terry, or whatever the
sneg he was called, had turned up at her door, having dunped the brunette in
Catering, she'd gone scurrying back

There were tears, there were apol ogies, and pathetic cliched platitudes: they
could still be friends; if he met Trevor, he'd really like him she w shed she
were two people, so she could |ove both of them ad nauseum

She'd returned the blue junper he'd left. She'd returned his DAT tapes, and

of fered to give back the necklace he'd bought her, which, of course, he'd
decl i ned.

And that was that.

Except it wasn't. Because now she was everywhere. Everything he did, he did

W thout her. Everywhere he went, he went W thout her. Wen he went shopping,
he didn't go shopping, he went shopping w thout Kochanski. Wen he went to the
bar, he didn't go to the bar, he went to the bar without Kochanski, She'd
infected every part of his life. Hs nental map of the ship now judged al

di stances in relation to her sleeping quarters, or the Drive Room where she
wor ked. He wasn't wal ki ng on such-and-such a corridor, he was wal ki ng on
such-and-such a corridor which was n floors above or n floors bel ow where she
was. at that precise nonent.

So he lay on his bunk, staring out of the viewport w ndow, |onging for the
anaesthetic of the stupifying nonotony which he used to feel two short nonths
earlier.

Hs only relief fromthe Kochanski blues had been three days' planet |eave on
the al cohol -dry Urani an noon, Mranda, when Red Dwarf had docked for supplies.
Three days drinking cola and playing video nmachines with Petersen. Petersen
who' d got drunk every night of his life since he was twelve, was so thrilled
with the benefits of being sober, he'd gone teetotal overnight. So their
excursions down to the Copacabana were a thing of the past, denying Lister his
one | ast refuge.

He sighed like a senile dog and | ooked down at R nmer, hard at work

"Do you fancy going for a drink? he asked, knowi ng the answer would be ' No'
even before he'd finished saying the word 'Do'.

"No,"' said Rimrer, without | ooking up

'"That's a surprise.'

"As it happens, | am going out tonight. Just not with you.'

'What about your revision?

Ri mer had deci ded to change.

His |latest diree-nonth revision tinetable had been constructed within two
hours. And four hours a day, conme what may, he read his course books, nade
notes, and revised in a sensible way. And revising in a sensible way obviously
nmeant an adequate provision for leisure tine.

"Well, where are you going, then?'

‘Qut.'

" Wher e?

Ri mer ignored him He was going to spend the evening not getting any ol der

He was going to spend it in a stasis booth.

Red Dwarf, |ike nost of the ol der ships, was equi pped with stasis booths for
interstellar travel. A hundred years earlier, travelling to other star systens
had been consi dered econonically and philosophically interesting. But not any
nor e

To travel the vast distances involved, even with craft which could achieve



dem -1ightspeed, took decades. Necessity being the nother of invention, the
stasis booth was duly invented. Basically, it was a fool -proof form of
suspended ani mation, but instead of freezing the body cryogenically, and
having all the attendant revival problenms, the stasis booth sinply froze tine.
Once activated, the booth created a static field of Time; in the same way
X-rays can't penetrate lead. Time couldn't penetrate a stasis field. An object
caught within the field becane a non-event nmass with a quantum probability of
zero.

In other words, the object remained in exactly the same state, at exactly the
same age, until it was released. Mst of the inportant groundwork for

Ti me-freezing and stasis theory had been done by Einstein in the 1950s.
Unfortunately, just as he was on the verge of a breakthrough, he started
dating Marilyn Monroe, and basically lost interest in the project. Even after
their short affair was over, he found it difficult to concentrate on quantum
t heory, and spent much of the rest of his life taking cold showers.

H s notes on the theory were later discovered and devel oped - and the stasis
boot h was born.

For a period, ships full of astros in stasis booths were hurled out of our
solar system and interstellar travel enjoyed its gol den age. The big hope, of
course, was that they'd contact intelligent life.

They didn't.

Not even a noderately intelligent plant. Not even a stupid plant.

Not hi ng

And it was surnised correctly, although it wasn't confirnmed for a further two
t housand years, that Mankind was conpletely and totally and inexplicably

al one.

In all of the universe.

In all of the universe, the planet Earth was the only planet with any life
forns.

That's all there was.

Interstellar travel was abandoned as a total waste of time. And the returning
stellarnauts tried to reintegrate into society and cope with the fact that
many of themwere now fifty years younger than their own children. This led to
curious generation gap problens, of which the greetings cards industry took
full advant age.

Rimrer had a keycard to one of Red Dwarf's stasis booths, which he used
whenever he coul d.

Wiile norons like Lister and Petersen were urinating their lives down the
gutter in the Copacabana Hawaiian Cocktail Bar, he was in a stasis booth, not
exi sting, not getting any ol der.

It made great good sense to Rinmer. Take tonight. There was nothing he
particularly wanted to do. He'd achieved all the ainms on his daily goal Ilist,
and under normal circunmstances he'd just |ounge around, doing not very rnuch
and eventually go to bed. As it was, when they took to their bunks that night,
Ri mrer woul d be three hours |l ess older than Lister. Because he woul dn't have
lived those three hours: he'd have saved them Saved them for when he really
needed them

True, technically, he wouldn't be Iiving.

But he didn't particularly want to live tonight. He wasn't in the nood.

It was just like a bank, only, instead of saving up noney, he was saving up
tine. He'd been doing it, on and off, for about five years, and in this way he
used up nost of his free leisure tinme. Mst Sundays were spent boothing. And
then, usually, three evenings a week, for three hours or so. And obviously, if
there were any bank holidays, he'd take full advantage of the facility not to
exi st, and pinch back a few hours from Father Tine.

In just five years he'd saved three hundred and sixty-nine full days. Over a
full Earth year. In five years, he'd only lived for four. Al though his birth
certificate said he was thirty-one, technically he was still only thirty.
Occasionally Rinmer reflected that his boothing could possibly be the reason



why he didn't have any friends, but, as he pointed out to hinmself, if having
friends meant having to hang around and get older with them then he wasn't
sure he wanted any. Especially since the perks were so astonishing. He often
| ooked in the full-length mrror, when Lister wasn't there, and reflected
that, although he was thirty-one, he still had the body of a thirty-year-old.
If he could maintain this routine, by the time his birth certificate said he
was ninety he'd actually only be a very sprightly seventy-eight-year-old.
Pretty a-smeggi ng-mazi ng, eh?

Li ster slunped off to try and persuade Peterson to go for a drink. Ri mer
wat ched hi m go, then showered and changed, treated hinmself to a little
aftershave, and went off to spend the very last evening of his life not
exi sting.

FI FTEEN

On the very last norning of his life, Rimmer strode into the | ecture theatre
to give Z Shift their work schedul e for the day.

"OK, men,' he said as always, 'Listen up.’

As always the whole of Z Shift inclined their beads to one side and pointed
their ears at the ceiling. But, as always, Rimmer missed this as he turned his
back to pull down the bl ackboard he'd prepared the day before. As always his
schedul e wasn't there. \Wat was there was a crudel y-drawn cartoon of a man
maki ng | ove to a kangaroo, wearing hugely exaggerated footwear covered in
brown spit, and underneath, in the sane crude hand, ' d Tobacco Boots goes
down under!’

Nobody | aughed. Ri mmer | ooked round at a sea of blank faces. He'd |ong since
given up referring to the bl ackboard insults.

"OK,' he said, consulting his notes, 'Today's schedule. Turner, W|Ikinson:
we' ve had a nunber of reports that nachi ne 15455 is di spensing bl ackcurrant
juice instead of chicken soup. While you' re down there. Corridor 14: al pha 12
needs new Crunchi e bars. Thereafter, | want you to go down to the reference
library and hygi enize all the headsets in the | anguage | ab. Saxon and
Burroughs: continue painting the engineers' nmess. And | want that finished
today. MHul Il ock, Schm dt, Palner: as yesterday. Burd, Dool ey, Pixon

| aundrettes on East al pha 555 report no less than twenty-four driers out of
conmi ssion. | want themup and drying by nightfall. Al so, there's an
unconfirmed rumour that the cigar machine in the officers' club is nearly
enpty. Now, it may be nothing, but just in case: for pity's sake, stay by a
phone.'

A paper dart whistled past his head.

"OK, roll out. Lister, you're with ne today.'

The nen began to shuffle out.

"Why nme?' Lister npaned.

'Because it's your turn,’

As al ways, just before the first man reached the door, R mrer called out his
team chant, which he hoped woul d catch on

'Hey, and renenber: "We are tough, and we are nmean - Rinrer's Z Shift gets

t hi ngs clean".'

Z Shift shuffled out silently.

Two of the three worst things that ever happened to R mer happened to Ri mer
on this day.

The worst thing that ever happened was, of course, his death. But that was a
cl ear twel ve hours away.

The second worst thing that ever happened had happened thirteen nonths earlier
and it was so horrible his subconscious had created a new sub-departnment to
hide it fromhis waking thoughts. It involved a bow of soup

The third worst thing that ever happened to R mer happened to R mrer shortly



after ten o' clock, as he and Lister nmade their way towards Corridor |: gama
755. to check, just to put Rmrer's mnd at ease, that there was enough shower
gel in the wonen's wash-room

At first it was Lister who had a horrible thing happen to him as he pushed
hi s squeaky four-wheel hygiene truck along the steel nesh floor. First
Techni ci an Petrovitch rounded the corner

Rimer didn't like Petrovitch. Petrovitch, three years his junior, was his
equal in rank, and |l eader of A Shift - the best shift. A Shift got all the

pl um j obs, the serious, technical work, repairing porous circuits, and, if
that weren't bad enough, Petrovitch had taken and passed the astronavigation
exam the exact sanme tinme Rinmmer had nade his clains to fishhood, and was now
merely waiting for his orders to be processed before he got his gold bar and
took up the rank of Astronavigation Oficer, Fourth Cass. A so, he was
good- | ooki ng, popular, charmng and anmable. Al in all, as far as R nmer
could see, there wasn't a single thing to |ike about Petrovitch.

There'd been a wild runour some nonths back that Petrovitch was a drug deal er
And Ri mrer did whatever he could to spread it. He didn't know whether it was
true, but, God, he hoped it was. Wenever he was feeling | ow, he entertained
hinsel f with visions of Petrovitch having his badges of rank ripped fromhis
uniform and being led away in manacles. Still, there was no evidence that it
was true, so all Rinmer could do was keep spreadi ng those malicious runours,
and hopi ng.

"What the smeg is wong with your bleepers? |I've been trying to get hold of
you for an hour,' said Petrovitch. 'Lister, the Captain wants to see you.'

Ri mer | ooked dunbfounded. Wy should the Captain want to see Lister? In the
ordi nary course of things. Lister, being a lowy Third Technician, should go
the whole trip w thout ever neeting the Captain.

Unl ess, thought Rinmer, brightening, he's in very, very deep snegol a i ndeed,
And by the slightly sick | ook of Lister's smile, R nmer confidently surm sed
the very sanme thought had occurred to him

"Why does she want to see ne?

"I think you know why,' said Petrovitch, his usual geniality conpletely
absent .

Li ster dragged hinself off towards the Xpress lift.

'Oh dear,' said Rinmer, breezily. 'Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear.' He tutted and
shook his head. 'Dearie nme. Dearie. dearie, dearie ne.'

Petrovitch didn't snmile; he made to follow Lister, but then stopped and
turned. 'What are you doing with Lister, anyway? It's five past ten.'

'So0?' said Ri mrer.

"I thought you were taking the astronavi gati on exam

'That's Novenber the twenty-seventh, you square-jawed chunp,' said R nmer,
wi t h naked contenpt.

"No, it's Cctober the twenty-seventh.'

"I think, Petrovitch, | know when ny own examis, thank you so very, very
nmuch. '

"My bunk-mate is taking it today.'

' Hol | er bach?'

'Yeah. He went up at ten.'

Rammer's smile remained exactly where it was, while the rest of his face
sagged |i ke a bl oodhound's. He | ooked at his watch. 10.07. He tapped it a
coupl e of times, and wal ked of f wi thout sayi ng anyt hi ng.

Ri mer arrived, breathless, back at the sleeping quarters. He skidded to a
halt in front of his timetable. H s eyes scanned

the chart for an error. He couldn't find one. He couldn't find one for a whole
two minutes. Then he froze. In his haste not to dwell on the construction of
the chart, sonmehow he'd included two Septenbers.

" August, Septenber, Septenber, Cctober, Novenber', ran the new R merian

cal endar.

How coul d | have included Septenber tw ce, and not noticed? thought Ri nmer,



sucking on his fist. This is what happens when you spend nost of your soci al
life not existing.

He | ooked at his watch. 10.35. He'd missed thirty-five mnutes of a three-hour
exam

A strange cal mess overtook him

Wll, he could still get to the exam by, say, 10.45.

If he kept his answers short and pertinent, it was still nore than possible to
pass. So far, so good. What would be slightly trickier was cramm ng a whol e
month's revision into mnus thirty-five mnutes. Thirty-five mnutes was hard
enough, but mnus thirty-five mnutes - well, you' d have to be Dr Who.

As always at crisis tines in his life, R nmer asked hinself the question

'What woul d Napol eon do?'

Sonet hi ng French, he thought. Probably munch on a croissant, and decide to

i nvade Russia. Not realty relevant, he decided, in this particular scenario.
What, then... what, then?

The seconds ticked away. Then it cane to him He knew exactly what he nust do.
Cheat .

Ri mer took out a black felt tip pen, stripped off his shirt and trousers, and
began work. He had, he estimated, twenty minutes to copy as nmuch of his

t ext books onto his body as humanly possible.

SI XTEEN

Li ster had never been up to the Drive Room before.

It was enornous.

Hundr eds of people scurried along the network of gantries stretching above
him Banks of programmers in white officers' uniforms clacked away at conputer
keyboards, in front of multi-coloured flashing screens arranged in a series of
hor seshoe shapes around the nassive chanber. Skutters, the small service
droids with three-fingered clawed heads, joined to their notorized bases by
triple-jointed necks, whizzed between the various conputer term nals,
transporting sheets of data.

Cccasionally a voice could be heard above the unrelenting jabber of hundreds
of people tal king at once.

'Stop-start oA3! Stop-start oA3! Thank you! At last! Stop-start oAd' |Is
anybody listening to nme?!"

Lister followed Petrovitch as he zigzagged through a maze of towering col ums
of identical hard disc drives and peopl e pushed past them desperate to get
back to wherever they had to get back to.

Up above them Holly's bal d-headed digitalized face dom nated the whol e of the
ceiling, patiently answering questions and sol ving quandaries, while

di spensing rel evant data updates from ot her areas of the ship.

Thr ough the conputer hardware Lister caught sight of Kochanski, expertly
clicking away at a conputer keyboard, happily goi ng about her business, just
as if nothing had happened. Lister didn't exactly expect her to be sobbing
guiltily onto her keyboard. But smiling? Actively smling? It was obscene.

Li ster remenbered reading in one of Rimmer's Strange Science mags that an
Earth bi ochemi st clainmed he'd isolated the virus which caused Love. According
to him it was an infectious germwhich was particularly virulent for the
first few weeks, but then, gradually, the body recovered.

Looki ng at Kochanski merrily tippy-tapping away. Lister was inclined to
bel i eve the biochenm st had a point. She'd shrugged himoff |ike a bout of
dysentery. She'd recovered fromhimlike he wax a dose of 'flu. She was fine
and dandy. Back to nornal .

They clinmbed the gantry steps to the Admn |level, where glass-fronted offices
wound round the entire chanber, like the private boxes which skirted the
London Jets Zero-Cee football stadi um

Five minutes later they arrived outside the Captain's office. Petrovitch
knocked, and they went in.



"Lister, sir,' said Petrovitch. and left.

The office | ooked like it had been new y-burgled and freshly-bonbed. The
Captain was nunbling into a phone buried beneath gigantic reans of conputer
print-out, surrounded by open | edgers and piles of nenoranda.

Li ster shifted unconfortably and waited for her to finish her call.

"Well, you see he does exactly that,' finished the Captain, and before the
phone had even hit its holder, and wi thout |ooking up, she said: 'Were' s the
cat ?'

"What ?' said Lister.

"Where's the cat?' repeated the Captain.

"What cat?'

'"I"mgoing to ask you one last time,' she said, finally | ooking up: 'Were is
the cat?

"Let me get this straight,' said Lister. 'You think I know sonethi ng about a
cat, right?

'"Don't be smart.' The Captain was actually smling with anger. 'Were is it?
"I don't know what you're tal king about.'

"Lister, not only are you so stupid you bring an unquarantined ani mal aboard.
Not only that,' she paused, 'you have your photograph taken with the cat, and
send it to be processed in the developing lab. So, let's nake this the | ast
chorus. \Were's the cat?

"What cat?'

"This one,"' she shouted, pushing a photograph into Lister's face. 'This goddam
cat!'

Li ster | ooked at the photograph of himself sitting in what were unm stakably
his sl eeping quarters, holding what was unm stakably a snmall black cat.

"Ch, that cat.'

"Where'd you get it? Mnmas?

"M randa. When we stopped for supplies.’

"Don't you realize it could be carrying anything? Anything. Wat were you

t hi nki ng of ?'

"I just felt sorry for her. She was wandering the streets. Her fur was all
hanging of f...'

"Her fur was hanging off? Ch, this gets better and better.'

Two of the Captain's phones were ringing, but she didn't answer them

"And she had this linp, and she'd walk a few steps, then let out this scream
then wal k a few nore steps and scream again.'

"Wll, now I'm screamng, Lister. | want that cat, and | want it now D you
thi nk we have quarantine regulations just for the hell of it? Just to nake
life a bit nore unbearable? Wll, we don't. W have themto safeguard the

crew. A spaceship is a closed system A contagi ous di sease has nowhere else to
go. Everybody gets it.'

'She's better now. Fur's grown back. |'ve fixed her leg. She's fine.'
"It's inpossible to tell. You got the cat froma space colony. There are
di seases out there, new di seases. The locals develop an imunity. Now, get
that cat down to the |lab. Double-tine.'

"Sir...t

"You're still here, Lister.'

"What are you going to do with the cat?

"I'"'mgoing to have it cut up, and run tests on it.'

"Are you going to put it back together when you' ve finished?

The Captain closed her eyes.

"You're not, are you?' persisted Lister. 'You're going to kill it.'
"Yes, Lister, that's exactly what |'mgoing to do. I'mgoing to kill it.’
"Well, with respect, sir,' said Lister, taking a cigarette fromhis hat band,

"what's in it for the cat?

Lister snmled. The Captain didn't.
"Lister, give ne the cat.'

Li ster shook his head.

"We'll find it, anyway.'



'No, you won't.'

"Let me put it like this' - the Captain reclined back in her chair - 'give ne
the frigging cat.'

'Look, she's fine, there's nothing wong with her.’

"G ve nme the cat.

"Apart fromanythitig el se, she's pregnant.'

"She's what? | want that cat.'

Li ster shook his head again.

"Do you want to go into stasis for the rest of the jag and | ose three years
wages?'

" No.

'"Do you want to hand over the cat?

" No.

' Choose. "'

SEVENTEEN

11.05

Rimer hurried out of the lift and down Corridor 4: delta 799 towards the exam
hal I .

Under his high-neck zipped flightsuit he had everything he needed to pass the
exam On his right thigh, in tiny script, were all the basic principles of
gquantum mechani cs. Tinme dilation formul ae covered his right calf. Heisenberg's
uncertainty principle took up nmost of his left leg, while porous circuit

t heory and conti nuum hypot heses filled his forearns.

Ri mer had never done anything illegal before. He hadn't so much as got a
parking ticket on his honme nmoon, lo. He'd never even fiddled his expenses,

whi ch, quite frankly, even the Captain did.

He' d never cheated; never. Not because he was of high noral character, but
simply because he was scared. He was terrified of being caught.

He wal ked into the clinically white examroom The adjucating officer glanced
at his watch and nodded towards the one enpty desk, where an exam paper |ay
face-down, and returned to reading his novel

He knows, thought Rinmer, his face glowing like Jupiter's Red Spot. He knows
fromthe way | walked into the room He knows.

Ri mrer ducked his body lowinto his chair, so just his head remrai ned above the
tabl e top, and peered past the backs of the exam nees in front of him waiting
for the adjudicator to make his nmove. Waiting for himto leap forward and rip
off his flinsy flightsuit, exposing his shane: his illustrated body, R mer's
cheating frane.

For a full ten nminutes Rinmer watched the officer quietly eading his novel

Al right, thought Rimer, play it like that. The old cat and nouse gane.
Another ten minutes went by. Still the officer taunted himby doi ng nothing.
Not hi ng.

At 11.45 Rimmer decided the adjudicator didn't know, and it was safe to begin.
Safe to... cheat!

He turned over the exam paper and started to read the questions. Sonething
appeared to be sucking oxygen out of the room and he seened to have to take
two breaths to his usual one, just to keep consci ous.

Buh- BUB.

Buh- BUB.

Buh- BUB!

H s heartbeat was deafening; when sonmeone turned round, he was convinced they
were going to say: 'Can you keep your heartbeat down a bit? I'mtrying to
concentrate.'

' ASTRONAVI GATI ON EXAM NATI ON - PART ONE,' he read. Then underneath: 'ANSWER

FI VE QUESTI ONS ONLY.'

Just five, thought Rinmer. |'mnot going to make that nistake again.

" QUESTI ON ONE'



As he | ooked at the question, the letters seened to cone off the page and
sway, out of focus, like distant figures disappearing in a heat haze on a
desert road. He blinked. Two tears of sweat ran past his eyes and tunbled onto
t he page. He

ran his hands through his hair and wi ped the perspiration off his face with
his pal ms, then biinked twice nore, and brought

t he question into focus.

' ID(:8[E-MD:CVF2;U60+:;;MMZC'HAMNU+UGNJ/'3<;!G!

Ch God, thought Rinmmer, |'ve forgotten how to read.

He biinked several nore tines.

" DESCRI BE, USI NG FORMULAE WHERE APPROPRI ATE, THE APPLI CATI ON OF DE BURGH S
THEORY OF THERMAL | NDUCTI ON I N POROUS Cl RCU TRY. "'

That was his left forearm The answer was there! The formul ae were there! Al
he had to do was slide back his sleeve, copy it all down and he was one-fifth
of his way into that officers' club

He | ooked at the other questions. There were three others he could do. And he
could do them perfectly. Eighty per cent. He only needed forty! There was a
whol e hour to go

HE WAS AN OFFI CER! !

Arnold J. Rinmer, Astronavigation Oficer, Fourth Cass. Already, in his
mnd' s eye, ticker-tape was cascading fromrooftops as he sat in the open-top
I i mousi ne waving to the adoring |onian crowds.

He snapped out of it. No tine for conplacency. Fifteen minutes per question

It was enough.

Let's go-0-0-0-0! he screaned, silently. He gl anced nonchal andy around. No one
was wat chi ng

Casually he rested his hand on his wist, and slowy slid back the sleeve. The
adj udi cating officer taned a page in his novel

Ri mrer | ooked down at his arm

An inky black blob stared up at him

H s body had betrayed him It had conspired to drench himin sweat; it had

di ssol ved his best chance ever of getting that glinmering gold bar

He | ooked at his right hand. The answer to the question 'Describe, Using

For nul ae Where Appropriate, the Application of De Burgh's Theory of Thernmal

I nduction in Porous Circuitry' was there, sonmewhere, hiding in the bl ack

bl obby ness.

Ri mrer decided to take a chance in a million. It was the

| ongest of |ong shots.

Wth careful precision he placed his inky hand on the answer sheet and pressed
as hard as he could. Maybe, just maybe, when he renoved his hand, his riny
copperplate witing would reassenble itself |egibly on the page.

He renoved his hand.

There in the mddle of the page was a perfect palmprint, with a single mddle
finger raised in nocking salute.

An idiotic grin spread across RRmer's face as he picked up his pen and signed
t he bottom of the page

Slowy he clanbered to his feet, saluted the adjudicating officer, and woke up
on a stretcher on his way to the nedical bay.

El GHTEEN

Petrovitch led the way and Lister followed, flanked by two unnecessary
security guards. They stopped at the door to the stasis booth.

'Last chance. Lister, Were's the cat?

Li ster just shook his head.

'"Three years in stasis for some stupid flea-bitten noggy? Are you crazy?
Li ster wasn't crazy. Far fromit.

He'd first heard about the stasis punishment from Petersen. Now that the
boot hs were no longer used for interstellar travel, their only official



function was penal. Lister had spent six |ong, boring evenings, shortly after
Kochanski had finished with him poring over the three-thousand-page ship
regul ation tone, and had finally tracked down the obscure cl ause.

The | east serious crinme for which stasis was a statutary puni shnent was
breaki ng quarantine regul ati ons. \Wen Red Dwarf had stopped for supplies at

M randa, he'd spent the last afternoon of his three-day ship |l eave and all his
wages buying the smallest, healthiest animal with the best pedigree he could
find. For three thousand dol |l arpounds he'd purchased a bl ack | onghaired cat
with the show nane ' Frankenstein'. He'd had her inoculated for every known

di sease, to ensure that she didn't actually endanger the crew, and snuggl ed
her aboard under his hat.

A week later he started to panic. The ship's security systemstill hadn't
detected Frankenstein's presence.

It was tricky.

On the one hand he wanted to get caught with the cat, but he didn't want the
cat to get caught and dissected. Eventually he hit on the idea of having his
phot ograph taken with the cat, and sending off the filmto be devel oped in the
ship's | ab.

Finally, and nuch to his relief, they'd caught him Three years in stasis was
everything he'd hoped for. OK, his wages would be suspended, but it was a
small price to pay for walking into a stasis booth, and wal king out a

subj ective instant later in orbit around the Earth.

He' d hi dden Frankenstein in the ventilation system The systemwas so vast she
woul d be inmpossible to catch, and al so provided her with access for foraging
raids to the ship's food stores.

So, all in all, as Lister stepped into the stasis booth, he was feeling pretty
pl eased with hinself, or, at |east, as pleased anyone coul d expect to feel who
was actually as miserable as hell.

Petrovitch gave himone |ast, last chance to surrender the cat, which Lister
natural ly refused.

As the cold nmetal door slanmed behind him he sat on the col d snoot hness of
the booth's bench and exhal ed. Suddenly a warm green light flooded the
chanber, and Lister becane a non-event mass with a quantum probability of

zero.

He ceased, tenporarily, to exist.

NI NETEEN

20. 17.

Ared warning light failed to go on in the Drive Room beginning a chain of
events which would lead, in a further twenty-three mnutes, to the total

anni hilation of the entire crew of Red Dwarf.

20. 18.

Ri mer was rel eased fromthe medical bay, and told to take twenty-four hours
sick leave. He was hal fway along Corridor 5: delta 333, on his way back to his
sl eeping quarters, when he changed his nind and decided to spend the evening
in a stasis booth.

The nedi cal orderly had informed himof the Lister situation, and that just
about capped a perfect day in the life of Arnold J. RRmer. On top of
everything, Lister was about to gain three years on him By the tine they got
back to Earth, Lister would be exactly the sane age, while he would be three
years older. Even with his illicit stasis-boothing, R nmer could only hope to
snatch three nonths; four at best. So Lister would gain two-and-three-quarter
whol e years, and he was al ready younger than Rimmer to start with. It seened
totally unfair.

To cheer hinself up, he decided to spend the evening in a state of non-being,
and vowed to begin work in the norning on an appeal against Lister's sentence,
so he could get himout of the stasis booth and rmake himstart agei ng again.
20. 23.



Navi gation officer Henri DuBois knocked his black cona coffec with four sugars
over his conmputer consol e keyboard. As he nopped up the coffee, he noticed
three red warning blips on his nonitor screen, which he wongly assuned were
the result of his spillage.

20. 24.

Ri mer got out of the Iift on the main stasis floor and made a deci si on which
in retrospect, he would regret forever

He decided to conb his hair.

20. 31.

The cadmium 11l cool ant system |ocated deep mthe bowels of the engine
corridors, stopped funtioning.

20. 36.

Ri mrer stood in the main wash-roomon the stasis deck and conbed his hair. He
conbed his hair in the usual way, then decided to see what it would | ook |ike
if he parted it on the opposite side. It didn't |ook very good, so he conbed
it back again. He washed his hands and dried themon a paper towel. |If be had
left at this point and gone directly to a stasis booth, he woul dn't have died.
But, instead, he was seized by one of his frequent superstition attacks.

He rolled the paper towel into a ball and decided if he could throwit
directly into the disposal unit, be would eventually beconme an officer. He
took careful aim decided on an overarm shot, and tossed his paper ball.

It mssed by eight feet.

He retrieved the paper and decided if he got it in the disposal unit three
times on the run, it would make up for the mss. The miss would then be struck
fromthe superstition record, and not only would he become an officer, but
within three weeks he woul d get to have sex with a beautiful woman.

Standi ng directly above the disposal unit, he dropped and retrieved the paper
ball three tines. Conmbing his hair one last time, he left the wash-room idly
wondering just who the beautiful girl mght be, and headed for a stasis booth.
20. 40.

The cadmium 11l core reached critical mass and unl eashed the deadly power of a
neutron bonb. The ship remai ned structurally undamaged, but in 0.08 seconds
everyone on the Engineering Level was dead.

20.40 and 2.7 seconds.

Ri mer placed his band on the wheel |ock of stasis booth 1344. He heard what
sounded like a nuclear wind roaring down the corridor towards him It was, in
fact, a nuclear w nd roaring down the corridor towards him

VWhat now? he thought, rather irritably, and was suddenly hit full in the face
by a nucl ear expl osion.

0. 57 seconds before he expired, R nmer realized he was going to die. His life
didn't flash before him He didn't think of his parents, or his brothers or
his home. He didn't think of the failed exans or the wasted tine in the stasis
booths. He didn't even think about his one, brief love affair with Yvonne

McG uder, the ship's femal e boxi ng chanpi on

What he did, in fact, think of was a bow of soup. A bowl of gazpacho soup
Then he di ed.

Then everyone died.

TVEENTY

Deep in the belly of Red Dwnarf, safely sealed in the cargo hold, Frankenstein
ni bbl ed happily froma box of fish paste, while four tiny sightless kittens
suckl ed noi sily beneath her

Part Two

Alone in a Godl ess uni verse, and out of Shake'n'Vac



ONE

The hatch to the stasis booth zuzz-zungged open, and a green 'Exit now sign
flashed on and off above Lister's head.

Holly's digitalized faced appeared on the eight-foot-square wall nonitor

"It is now safe for you to enmerge fromstasis.'

"I only just got in.'

' Pl ease proceed to the Drive Roomfor debriefing.” Holly's face nelted into
the snmooth greyness of the blank screen

"But | only just got in," insisted Lister
He wal ked down the enpty corridor towards the Xpress lift. What was that
snell? A nusty snell. Like an old attic. He knew that snell, it was just like

the snmell of his grandnother's cellar. He'd never noticed it before.

And what was that noise? A kind of hissing buzz. The air-conditioning? Wy
could he hear the air-conditioning? He'd never heard it before. He suddenly
realized it wasn't what he was hearing that was odd, it was what he wasn't
heari ng.

Apart fromthe white noise of the air-conditioning, there was no other sound.
Just the lonely squeals of his rubber soles on the corridor floor. And there
was dust everywhere. Curious mounds of white dust lying in random patterns.
"\Where i s everybody?

Hol |y projected his face onto the floor in front of Lister

'They' re dead, Dave,' he said, solemmly.

"Who is?' asked Lister, absently.

Softly: 'Everybody, Dave.'

"What ?' Lister sniled.

' Everybody' s dead, Dave.'

"What ? Everybody?

'Yes. Everybody's dead, Dave.

'What ? Pet ersen?

"Yes. They're all dead. Everybody is dead. Dave.'

' Burr oughs?'

Hol |y sighed. 'Everybody is dead, Dave.'

' Sel by?

"Yes.'

' Not Chen?'

' Cordon Bennet!' Holly napped. 'Yes, Chen! Everybody. Everybody's dead, Dave.'
' Even the Captain?

" YES! EVERYBODY.'

Li ster squeaked along the corridor. Atic in his left check pulled his face
into staccato smles. He wanted to | augh. Everybody was dead. Wy did he want
to laugh? No, they couldn't all be dead. Not everybody. Not literally

ever ybody.

"What about Ri mmer?'

'"HE'S DEAD, DAVE. EVERYBODY |S DEAD. EVERYBODY |S DEAD, DAVE. DAVE
EVERYBODY | S DEAD.' Holly tried all four words in

every possible permutation, with every possible inflection, finishing with:

' DEAD, DAVE, EVERYBODY |S, EVERYBODY IS, DAVE, DEAD.'

Li ster | ooked blankly in no particular direction, while his face struggled to
find an appropriate expression

"Wait,' he said, after a while. 'Are you telling nme everybody's dead?

Holly rolled his eyes, and nodded.

The enormous Drive Room echoed with silence. The banks of conputers on

aut opi | ot whirred about their business.

"Holly," Lister's snmall voice resonated in the giant chanber, 'what are these
pil es of dust?

The dust lay on the floors, on chain, everywhere, all arranged in small, neat
dunes. Lister dipped his finger in one and tasted it.

"That,' said Holly fromhis huge screen, 'is Console Executive Inran Sanchez.'



Lister's tongue hung guiltily fromhis nouth, and he wi ped the white particles
whi ch had once formed part of Consol e Executive Inran Sanchez onto his jacket
cuff.

' So, what happened?'

Holly told himabout the cadmiumlIl radiation | eak; how the crew had been

wi ped out within seconds; how he'd headed the ship pell-nell out of the solar
system to avoid spreadi ng nucl ear contam nation; and how he'd had to keep
Lister in stasis until the radiation had reached a safe background | evel.

'"So... How long did you keep ne in stasis?

"Three mllion years,' said Holly, as casually as he coul d.

Lister acted as if he hadn't heard. Three nillion years? It had no neaning. If
it had been thirty years, be would have thought 'Wiat a long time.' But three
mllion years. Three mllion years was just... stupid.

He wandered over to the chair opposite the console he'd seen Kochansk

oper at e.

'So, Krissie's dead,' he said, staring at the humrock of dust. 'I always...'

H s voice tailed away.
He tried to renmenber her face. He tried to remenber the pinball snile

"Well, if it's any consolation,' said Holly, 'if she had survived, the age

di fference woul d be insurmountable. | nmean, you're twenty-four, she's three
mllion: it takes a lot for a relationship with that kind of age gap to work.'
Lister wasn't listening, 'l always thought we'd get back together. I, ah, had
this sort of plan that one day |'d have enough

money to buy a farmon Fiji. It's cheap |land there, and... in a half-assed
kind of way, | always pictured she'd be there with ne.'

This was getting norbid. HoUy tried to Iighten the atnosphere.

"Well,' he said, 'she wouldn't be nuch use to you on Fiji now.'

"No," said Lister.

"Not unless it snowed,' said Holly, 'and you needed something to grit the path
with.'

Li ster screwed up his face in distaste. 'Holly!'

"Sorry. |I've been on my own for three mllion years, |'mjust used to saying
what | think.'
For sonme tine now, well, the last two hundred t housand years to be exact.

Hol Iy had grown increasingly concerned about hinself. For a conputer with an

| Q of six thousand, it seems to himhe was behaving in a nmore and nore erratic
way.

In fact, he'd I ong suspected he'd gone a bit peculiar. Just as a bachel or who
spends too nuch time on his own gradually devel ops quirks and eccentricities,
so a computer who spends three million years alone in Deep Space can get,

well, set in his ways. Becone quirky. Go a little bit... odd.

Hol |y decided not to burden Lister with this anxiety, and hoped his oddness
woul d eventually sort itself out now he had a bit of conpany.

Anot her slight concern which he tried to put to the back of his RAM was that,
for a computer with an 1 Q of six thousand, there was a rather al arm ng anount
of know edge he seened to have forgotten. It wasn't, on the whole, inportant

t hi ngs, but was nonetheless fairly disturbing.

He knew, for instance, that |saac Newton was a fanous physicist, but he
couldn't remenber why.

He couldn't renenber the capital of Luxenbourg.

He could recall pi to thirty thousand digits, but he couldn't say for absolute
certain whether port was on the left side, and starboard on the right, or

whet her it was the other way round.

Who knocked Swansea City out of the FA Cup in 1967? He used to know. It was a
nystery now.

Oovi ously none of this missing informati on was absolutely vital for the snooth
running of a mining ship three nillion years out into Deep Space. But
technically he was supposed to know nore-or-Iless everything and, frankly,
there were sonme worrying gaps. He could remenber, for instance, that in the
second i npression, 1959 publication of Lolita by Vladi mir Nabakov, printed in



Great Britain by the Shenval Press (London, Hertford and Harrow), page 60 was
far and away the dirtiest page. But was Nabakov German or Russian? It totally
el uded hi m

Maybe it wasn't inportant. OF course it wasn't inportant.

Still, it was for Holly a source of perturbation

It's a source of perturbation, he thought. Then he wondered whet her there was
such a word as 'perturbation', or whether he'd just nade it up. He didn't know
that either. On, it was hopel ess.

Lister sat in the enpty Copacabana Hawaiian Cocktail Bar and poured a triple
whi sky into his double whisky, then topped it up with a whisky. Absently, he
it the filter end of a cigarette and tried to assinmlate all the information
Holly had thrown at him

Ever ybody was dead.

Ever ybody.

He'd been in stasis three nmillion years.

Three million years.

Si nce one drunken night outside the 'Marie Lloyd off Regent Street, London,
every step he'd taken had Ied himfurther and further fromhone. First it was
M mas, then Mranda, and now he was three million years away. Three mllion
years out into Deep Space. Further than any hunman bei ng had ever been before.
And he was totally al one.

The enornity of all this was slowy beginning to sink in when Holly dropped

his final bonbshell. The one about the human race bei ng extinct.

"What d'you nmean, "extinct"?'

"Wll, three mllion years is a very good age for a species. | nean, your
average genus only survives a couple of hundred thousand years, max. And
that's with a clean-living species, |ike dinosaurs. Dinosaurs didn't totally
screw up the environment. They just went around quietly eating things. And
even then, they didn't get to clock up the big one mill. So the chances of the

human race making it to the big three-oh-oh-oh-oh-oh-oh are practically
non-exi stent. So I'mafraid you

just have to face up to the very real possibility that your species is dead.'
Mich to his surprise. Lister had |let out a sob

"Were you very close? Holly tilted his bead synpathetically. 'Wll, yeah, |
suppose you nust have been, really.' That was a bit of an odd thing to say, he
t hought .

Li ster took out his shirt-tail and blew his nose. 'So, |I'mthe |last hunan
being alive?

"Yeah. You never think it*s going to happen to your species, do you? It's

al ways sonet hi ng that happens to sonmebody el se's.'

Li ster spent the next few days going to pieces.

There seened little point in getting dressed, and so he wandered around naked,
swigging froma bottle of whisky.

He didn't know what to do.

He didn't know if there was anything to do.

And worst of all, he didn't nuch care.

He sl ept wherever he fell, a painful, dream ess sleep. He hardly ate, and
drank a small |och-worth of whisky. He didn't even like whisky, but beer was
too cunbersone to carry around in sufficient quantities to achi eve oblivion

He | ost a stone in weight, and started shouting at people who weren't there.
Every evening, at around 5 p.m he'd stagger, stark naked, into the Drive Room
and, wavi ng his whisky bottle dangerously in the air, he'd belch incoherent
obscentities at Holly's huge visage on the gigantic nonitor screen

Sonetimes Lister inmagined he'd heard the phone ring, and he'd rush to pick it
up.

On the evening of the fifth day as he staggered through the Red Dwarf shopping
mal |, toasting invisible croms, be keel ed

over and bl acked out.



When he woke up in the nedical unit, a man with an 'H on his forehead was
| ooki ng down at himw th undi sgui sed contenpt.

WO

"You're a hologram' said Lister

"So | am' said R mmer

"You died in the accident,' said Lister

"So | did,' said R mmer.

"Waat's it like?

"Death?” Rimmer nused. 'It's like going on holiday with a group of Germans.'
He cradled his head in his hands. |'m so depressed | want to weep. To be cut
down in my prinme - a boy of thirty-one, with the body of a thirty-year-old.
It's unbearable. Al ny plans; ny career, ny future; everything hinged on ny
being alive. It was nmandatory.

"What happened to ne? Did | black out?

"Excuse me. |I'mtal king about my being dead.'

"Sorry. | thought you'd finished.'

I'"'mso depressed,' repeated Ri mer, 'so depressed.’

Over the next couple of days. Lister slowy recovered in the nedical bay. One
nmorning, while Rimrer was off reading the How to Cope Wth Your Oamn Death
bookl et for the fifteenth tine. Lister took the opportunity to ask Hol Iy why
he'd brought Ri mmer back

"You'd gone to pieces. You couldn't cope. You needed a conpanion.'

' But R nmer 27

"I did a probability study,' lied Holly, "and it turns out Rinmer is
absol utely the best person to keep you sane.'
"R mmer ?'

Hol | y's di senbodi ed head tilled forward in a nod.

"Why not Petersen?

"A man who buys a nethane-filled twenty-four bedrooned bijou residence on an
oxygenl ess noon whose only distinction is that it rotates in the opposite
direction fromits nother planet - you seriously expect ne to bring himback
to keep you sane? Gordon Beinett - he couldn't even keep hinsel f sane, |et

al one anyone el se.'

' Yeah, but at |east we had things in conmmon.'’

'"The only thing you had i n common was your nutual interest in consum ng

ridi cul ous anmounts of al cohol .’

' Sel by? Chen?'

'Ditto.’

"What about Krissie?

' Dave, she finished with you.'

' But Rinmer ?? Anyone woul d have been better than R nmer. Anyone. Hernmann
Goering woul d have been better than Rimmer. Al right, he was a drug-crazed
Nazi transvestite, but at |east we could have gone dancing.'

It was Jean-Paul Sartre,' said Holly, thinking it may very well actually have
been Al bert Camus, or Flaubert, or perhaps

it was even Sacha Distel, 'who said hell was being trapped for eternity in a
roomw th your friends.'

"Sure,' said Lister, '"but all Sartre's mates were French.'

"I think I"'mthinking, therefore | mght possibly be,' R mer said aloud as he
padded silently around the sleeping quarters in his hologramatic slippers. Try
as he might, he couldn't even begin to grapple with the nmetaphysics of it all.
"I think I might be thinking, therefore | nay possibly be being.' It was
nmunbo-junbo to Rmer. It was worse than Enerson, Lake and Pal ner |yrics.
"I"'mso depressed.’

He hated bei ng dead.

When he was a boy on lo, he renenbered w tnessing an 'Equal rights for the



Dead' march, where holograms fromall the nmoons of Jupiter had rallied for
better conditions.

The Dead were generally given short shrift throughout the solar system They
were banned from nost hotels and restaurants. They found it al nbst inpossible
to hold down a decent job. And, even on television, although hol ograns
featured occasionally, they were generally only included as token deads. Not a
single golf club throughout known space had a dead nenber.

The living had a very unconfortable relationship with hol ograms in general
rem nding themas they did of their own nortality. Also there was a natura
resentment towards 'Deadies' - to become a hol ogram outside of the Space
Corps, you had to be one of the mega-rich. The horribly expensive conmputer
run-time, and the nassive power supply that was needed, kept hol ogramatic
afterlife very exclusive indeed.

Sitting on the shoulders of his brother. Frank, the six-year-old R nmrer had
booed and jeered with the rest of the crowd. Encouraged by Frank, he'd
actually personally thrown a stone, which had passed silently through the back
of a hol ogram woman marching in |ine.

' Deadi es! Dirty Deadies!’

And now he was one of them

A dirty Deady.

Wll, he wasn't going to let it get himdown any nore. He wasn't going to |et
it stand in his way. He was dead, there was no use bl oating about it. Was that
a reason to quit? Did Napoleon quit when he was dead? Did Julius Caesar quit
when he was dead?

Vell... yes.

But that was before the hol ogram was invented. And that was the advantage he
had over two of the greatest nen in history. He may not have been the npst
successful person who ever |ived when he was alive but, by God, he'd make up
for that in his death.

There was still that ziggurat to clinb. There was still that gold bar to

achi eve.

Nel son had one eye and one arm Caesar was an epileptic. Napol eon, the man

hi nsel f, suffered so badly from gonorrhoea and syphilis, he could barely pee.
It seened a veritable boon to Rimrer that the only disability he appeared to
have was bei ng dead!

First thing tonorrow, he thought. I'mgoing to get the skutters to paint a
sign to hang over ny bunk. And he pictured it in his mnd s eye, on polished
oak:

' TOMORROW | S THE FI RST DAY OF THE REST OF YOUR DEATH.'

THREE

HNNNn nnn NNNNNKRHHhhhhhhh HHHHHH
HNNNn nnn NNNNNKRHHhhhhhhh HHHHHH

A sound |ike a buzz-saw played through an open-air rock festival's PA system
awoke Rimmer from a dream about his nother chasing himthrough a car-park with
a sub- machi ne-gun.

He swung his |l egs over the bunk, and tried to locate the sound of the buzz-saw
pl ayed through an open-air rock festival's PA system It was Lister, snoring.

HNNNn nnn NNNNNKRHHhhhhhhh HHHHHH
HNNNn nnn NNNNNKRHHhhhhhhh HHHHHH

The snore drilled into Rinrer's skull - perfectly even, up and down, foll owed
by a catarrhy trill, and then the worst part of all: the silence. The silence
t hat al ways nmade hi mthink Lister had stopped snoring. One second. Two
seconds. Three seconds. He has, he has stopped snoring! Four seconds. Fi..
then, the snort, then the revolting sem-choking sound as the nucus shifted



around hi s cavernous nasal system and back onto the perfectly even snore.

HNNNnnnn NNNNNKRHHhhhhhhh HHHHHH
HNNNnnnn NNNNNKRHHhhhhhhh HHHHHH

Ri mer stood up and | eaned over Lister's sleeping form There was a hal f-enpty
metal curry tray lying on his chest, which rose and fell in rhythmw th his
grinding snore. Rimmer's first inmpulse was to reach over and pinch his nose,
but, of course, he couldn't. He couldn't shake himeither, or turn himon his
side. He couldn't even take a thin piece of piano wire and slowy garrotte
him If he hadn't been a hologram this would definitely have been his
favourite option.

He arched over, until his mouth was in whispering distance of Lister's ear
Then he screaned: ' STOP SNORI NG YOU FILTHY SON OF A BASTARD S BASTARD S
BASTARD! ! 1"

Li ster jerked awake. 'What?'

' You were snoring.'

' Eh?'

' You were snoring.'

'Oh,' said Lister, lying back down. 'Sorry.

Wthin three seconds Lister was back asleep. And within ten, he was snoring
agai n.

HNNNnnnnNNNNNKRHHhhhhhhh HHHHHH
HNNNnnnnNNNNNKRHHhhhhhhh HHHHHH

The man was inpossible to live with! He was an animal! He was an orang-utan

He was a hippo! He was like one of those little grey nonkeys you see at the
zoo who openly nasturbate whenever you go round with your great-aunt Florriel
He was quite the nost revoltingly heinous creature it had ever been Rimer's
m sfortune to encounter. Wiat further proof did you need that God did not
exist? As if He'd allowthis... this onion! to become the |ast surviving
menber of the human race. He synbolized everything that was cheap and | ow and
nasty and tacky about Mankind. Wy hinm? A man whose i dea of a change of
clothing was to turn his T-shirt inside out, so that the stench was on the
out si de! Who used orange peel and curry cartons as makeshift ashtrays. Wo
woul d frequently tug out a huge great lunp of rotting, fetid meat from one of
the cavities in his teeth and announce proudly that it could feed a famly of
four! Who bit his nails - his toenails! He would actually sit there, with his
foot in his nmouth, and trimhis nails by biting them And then - the nost

hi deous thing of all - he would eat the cuttings! Eating your toenails, for
God' s sake! This was the Last Man. The Last Human Being. A Person who could
bel ch La Banba after eleven pints of lager. A nan who ate so many curries he
sweat ed Madras sauce. Revolting! H's bed sheets | ooked |ike soneone had just
given birth to a baby on them And he destroyed things! Not on purpose: he was
just such a clunsy, slobby, hamfisted son-of-a-prostidroid sonehow he al ways
destroyed things. R nmer renenbered once showi ng hi ma photograph of his

not her and, five seconds later, turned round to see himabsently using it as a
t oot hpi ck! He once lent himhis favourite al bum and when it cane back there
was a footprint over Janes Last's face! And raspberry jam seeds buried in the
groove. How is that possible? To get jamon a record? Wwo listens to James
Last and eats raspberry jan? And the inner sleeve was nissing! And there was a
t el ephone nunber and a doodle on the lyric sheet! Destroyed!

HNNNn nnn NNNNNKRHHhhhhhhh HHHHHH
HNNNn nnn NNNNNKRHHhhhhhhh HHHHHH

How coul d anyone possibly live with this nman??

HNNNn nnn NNNNNKRHHhhhhhhh HHHHHH



HNNNnnnn NNNNNKRHHhhhhhhh HHHHHH

How could it be that here, snoring |like an asthmatic warthog, was the | ast
representative of the human race? How was it possible that this nan was alive,
whil e he was dead?

How???

HOWP 2?2

HOWP 2?2

FOUR

Only two days earlier Lister had finally got round to collecting all his
personal bel ongi ngs from Vacuum St orage, and now here he was, sitting on his
bunk, packing themall up again to take them back to Vacuum Storage.

He'd asked Holly to turn the ship around and head back to Earth. Maybe the
human race was extinct, maybe it wasn't. Maybe they'd evolved into a race of
super - bei ngs. Maybe they'd wi ped one another out in sonme stupid war and the
ants had taken over. But where el se was there to go?

Earth was home. He had to find out if it still existed, even if it did take
another three mllion years to get back. So he'd decided to go back into
stasis. Wat else was there to do? He certainly had no intention of hanging
around with only a highly neurotic dead man for conpany.

He | ooked down at his vacuum storage trunk. He really did have a pretty feeble
col l ection of belongings: four cigarette lighters, all out of gas; a copy of
the Pop-up Karma Sutra - Zero gravity version; a hard ball of well-chewed gum
whi ch he'd bought at a bar in Mms froma guy who guaranteed it had once been
chewed by Chel sea Brown, the fanpus actress; a pair of his adoptive

grandnot her's fal se teeth, which he'd kept for two reasons: (a) sentinental,
and (b) they were just the thing for opening bottles of beer; his bass guitar
with two strings (both G; three hundred and fifty Zero-Gee foot bal

nmagazi nes; and his entire collection of Rasta-Billy-Skank DAT tapes.

And, of course, there were his gol dfish.

He wandered over to the three-foot-1ong oblong tank and peered into the nurky
green water. At first, he couldn't see a thing through the sliny silt. He
flicked on the underwater illum nation switch and pressed his face to the side
of the tank. Gradually, through the gloom he made out a noving silhouette. As
his eyes adjusted, he saw it was Lennon, swiming happily in and out of the
fake plastic Vatican. But he couldn't see MCartney.

He rolled up his sleeve and swirled his armaround in the stagnant filth,

rel easing a pungent, evil smell. Finally he |located the missing fish, |odged
in the papal bal cony above St Peter's Square. It was dead.

He shook his head, and smacked the fish violently against the corner of
Rimrer's slanting architect's desk, then held the fish to his ear and

i stened. Not hing.

Pi cking up Rinmrer's Space Scout knife, he flicked out a blade and opened up
the fish like a watch.

There was the problem A |oose battery. He prodded it back into place and
snapped the fish closed. McCartney blinked back into Iife. He dropped the
piscine droid into the water and watched as it happily swam of f t hrough the
arch of the plastic Sistine Chapel, backwards.

'Ye-es,' said Lister. 'Brutal.’

Ri mer wal ked in through the hatchway and spotted Lister's vacuumtrunk. 'What
are you doi ng?'

Rimer listened in nounting disbelief as Lister outlined his plan. 'Wat about
me? What am | supposed to do on ny own for three nmillion years?

"Well, | dunno. | haven't really thought about it.'

'"No. Exactly.'

'Come on ~ you can't expect ne to hang around here. Wiy don't you get Holly to
turn you off till we get honme?



' Because, dingleberry brain," Rimrer rose to his feet, 'if by some gigantic

fluke the Earth still exists, and if, by an even greater stretching of the

| aws of probability, the human race is still alive, and if during the six
mllion years we've been away they haven't evolved into some kind of super
race, and we can still understand them if all that conmes to pass - when | get
back to Earth the reasons for me being brought back as a hologramw Il no

| onger apply, and ny personality disc will be neatly packed away in some dusty
vault that nobody ever goes in. And that will be the end of Rinmer, Arnold J.'

' You never know. \When we get back, it might turn out that they' ve found a cure
for Death.'

Ri mer sucked in his cheeks and rolled his eyes around in their sockets.

"Well, you never know,' said Lister, feebly.

"Ch yes. | expect doctors' waiting roonms are absolutely heaving with cadavers.
"Ah, Ms Harrington. Dropped dead again, eh? Never mind."' R nmrer nined
scribbling a prescription. '"Take two of these, three times a day, and try not
to get run over by another bus."'

'"I"'mgoing into stasis,' said Lister, picking up his vacuumtrunk, 'and that's
that. You don't seriously expect ne to spend the rest of ny life al one here
with you.'

"Way not ?'

'"Fifty-odd years? Alone with you?'

"What's wong with that?

Li ster stopped and put down his trunk, 'l think we shoul d get sonething
straight. | think there's sonething you don't understand.'’

"What ?' said R mer.

"The thing is,' said Lister as kindly as he could: 'l don't actually I|ike
you.'

Ri mer stared, unblinking. This really was news to him He didn't |ike Lister
but he always thought Lister liked him Wy on lo shouldn't he like hinf? Wat
was there not to |ike?

'Since when?' he said, with a slight crack in his voice.

"Since the second we first net. Since a certain taxi ride on Mmas.'

'That wasn't me! That guy in the fal se nbustache who went to an android

brot hel ? That wasn't ne!’

Ri mer was outraged at Lister's accusation. Even though it was true, he felt
it was so out of kilter with his own image of hinself, he was able to sunmon
up genuine indignation. As if he, Arnold J. Rimmer, would pay nmoney to a |lunp
of metal and plastic to have sexual intercourse with him 1t just wasn't |ike
hi m

True, he did it, but it wasn't like him

"I"ve never been to an android brothel in ny Iife. And if you so nmuch as
mention it again, I'lIl..." Rinrer faltered. He suddenly realized there wasn't
very much he could do to Lister

"I don't get it. What point are you trying to nmake?'

"The point I'mtrying to make, you dirty son of a fetid whorenonger's bitch
is that we're friends!" Rimrer sniled as warmly as he could to hel p disguise
the massive incongruity he'd wal ked strai ght into.

"Sniff your coffee and wake up, Rinmrer, we are not friends.'

"I know what you're referring to," R mmer nodded his head vigorously. "It's
because | gave you a hard time since you cane aboard, isn't it? But don't you
see? | had to do that, to build up your character. To change the boy into a
man. '

'"Ch, do smeg off.'

"l always thought you saw nme as a sort of big brother character. Heck - we
don't always get on. But then, what brothers do? Cain didn't always get on
with Abel ...’

"He killed him'

" Absol utely. But underneath all that they were still brothers, with brotherly
affection. Heaven knows, | didn't always get on with ny brothers - in fact
once, when | was fourteen, | needed nmouth-to-nmouth resuscitation after al



three of themheld ny head down a toilet for rather too long - but we |aughed
about it afterwards, when |'d started breathing again.'

"You're not going to persuade me not to go into stasis. | amnot spending the
rest of ny life with a man who keeps his underpants on coat hangers.'
Ri mer held up his outspread palns in a gesture of innocence. 'I'mnot trying

to persuade you.'
'Then what's all this about?

"I don't know. |'mnot sure what anything' s about any nore.’

Here comes the enotional blackmail, thought Lister

"It's not easy, you know, being... dead.'

"Uhn,"' Lister grunted.

"It's so hard to cone to terns with. | mean... death. Your own death. | mnean
you have plans... so many things you wanted to do, and now. ..

"Look - I'msorry you' re dead, OK? It was cruddy luck. But you've got to put
it behind you. You're conpletely obsessed by it.'

' Cbsessed??’

"It's all you ever talk about.'

"Well, pardon nme for dying.'

Frankly, Rinmmer, it's very boring. You're |like one of those people who are

al ways tal king about their illnesses."'

"Well!' said Rnmer, his eyes wide in astoni shnent.

"It's just boring. Change the disc. Flip the channel. Death isn't the handicap
it once was. For sneg's sake, cheer up.'

"Well!' said Rinmer. And he couldn't think of anything else to say. So he said
"Vell!' again.

"And quite honestly, the prospect of hanging around and having to listen to
you whi ni ng and noani ng, and bl eati ng and whi ngeing for the next three
quarters of a century, because you happen to have snuffed it, docs not exactly
knock me out.'

"Well!' said R mer.

"Fifty years alone with you? |1'd rather drink a pint of ny own diarrhoea."’
Vel

'Or a pint of sonebody else's, cone to that. Every hour, on the hour, for the
next seventy years.'

"I can't believe' - Rimer was shaking - 'you've just said that.'
Hol ly faded into focus on the sl eeping quarters' vid-screen
"G,"' he said, rather un-conputerlike, |'ve just opened the radiation seals to

the cargo decks. And there's sonething down there.'

'What do you nean?'

"Sone kind of life-form

"What is it?

"I can only see it on the heat scanner. | don't know what it is - | only know
what it isn't.’

"What isn't it, then?

"It isn't human.'

FlI VE

Li ster clutched the bazookoid - the heavy portable rock-blasting nining | aser
- to his chest, and checked again that the pack on his back was registering
"Full Charge'

Light flitted through the wire mesh of the rickety lift as it clunsily
juddered its way down into the bowels of the ship.

Three mles of Iift shaft. Over five hundred floors, nmpost of them stretching
the six-mle length of the ship.

These were the cargo decks, where all the supplies were stored.

The tiny, exposed cage shuddered and rocked slowy past floor after floor
Down.

Per haps twenty floors of food, vacuum seal ed, tin nountains, stretching out



beyond vi si on

Down.

Four floors of wood - a mllion chopped trees stacked in silent pyram ds.
Down.

Fl oors of m ning equipnent.

Down.

Fl oors of raw silicates, mned from Ganynede.

Down.

Fl oors of water, stored and still in enornous glass tanks.

And down.

And the only sound was the netallic squealing of the lift cable as it plunged
t hem deeper and deeper into the gl oony abyss.

"I don't know why |I'mscared. |I'ma hologram Watever it is, it can't do
anything to me.'

' Thanks. That makes me feel really secure.’

The gl oom envel oped them The light on Lister's mning helnmet cut only twenty
feet into the darkness. Lister flipped down the helmet's night-visor and
switched the beamto infra red

Down.

Then, something strange. These floors were enpty. Hundreds of cubic mles of
supplies were m ssng! Food, netal, wood, water - m ssing.

"I't's gonel!l'

"What has?'" Rimmer squinted blindly into the darkness.

' Everything.'

"What d'you mean, everything?

"Al'l the supplies. The last ten floors - they were all enpty.

'"I"'mso glad I'"m already dead. I'mso, so glad.’
"You want to shut the smeg up?

Down.

D
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In the bottomright hand corner of Lister's visor a small green cross began to
flicker.

"Oh, sneg. There is sonething here.'

" Wher e?

The cross crept up the visor. Lister wanted to say: 'The next floor,' but he
couldn't. He couldn't speak

The Iift coughed to a stop. The whine of the notor faded to nothing.

There it was.

Stretching before them six miles in length, half-1it and desol ate.

A huge, inpossible city.

A city!

The lift doors folded open - cher-chunk! - and they stepped out onto the rough
cobbl ed street.

Crudel y fashioned igl oo-shaped dwellings lined the roadway, humobcks of carved
wood, wi thout doorways. Each had only a slit, perhaps a yard wide and | ess
than a foot high, cut six feet fromthe ground.

Li ster checked the charge on the bazookoid back pack, and they both started
cautiously down the street. Before themwas a crossroads. The igl oo hunmocks
stretched out in every direction. The flashing cross in Lister's visor
throbbed nore insistently, and indicated they should turn right.

"What is this place?

Li ster slung the bazookoid over his shoul der and scranbl ed up one of the
hummocks. He poked his head through a slit and peered into the diminterior
'Some kind of house. But it's tiny. Just enough roomfor two people to crouch
in and peer out of the gash at the top. Watever lived here really I|iked
confined spaces.' Built into atiny recess in the wall was a snmall bookcase
contai ning six books. Lister reached in and nanaged to grab three of them He



dropped down from the hunmock.

Ri mer peered over his shoul der as he opened each book in turn. Every single
page in every book was blank. Lister slipped the books into his haversack
grabbed the bazookoi d, re-checked the charge, and they noved off again.

After five minutes or so, they reached a square. Rows of benches faced a

tel evision screen attached to a video recorder. Lister ejected the disc. It
bore the ship's regulation supply | ogo.

"What is it?" asked Ri mmer.

""The Flintstones".'

They turned left. Mre hunmocks. Another square, but this tine set out like a
street cafe: tables with parasols; wooden chairs. And in the centre: a table,
fully laid, with two gold candel abra, both lit. A meal, half-eaten, sat
steam ng on a

pl at e.

The blip on Lister's visor was pul sing faster than ever.

"It's here!' Lister's finger tightened on the beam button of the bazookoi d.
"Whatever it is, it's right here!’

A flash.

A pink blur flashed fromthe top of a humrock, pinning Lister to the floor
and sendi ng the weapon skittering across the cobbl es.

Rummer wat ched, hal f - paral ysed, as the pink neon-suited man with i mmacul at e
coiffeur sniffed Lister, |looked up with a puzzled expression, sniffed himnore
deeply, then finally got to his feet, took out a clothes brush and snoot hed
out his suit.

"Sorry, Man,' he said, 'l thought you were food."'

SI X

From t he monent he di scovered that the cadmum 1l had achieved critical mass.
Holly had less than fifteen nanoseconds to act. He sealed off as nuch of the
ship as possible - the whole cargo area, and the ship's supply bay.

Si mul t aneously, he set the drive conputer to accelerate far beyond the dul
green-blue disc of Neptune in the distance, and out into the abyss of unknown
space. Then he read the Bible, the Koran, and other nmjor religious works: he
covered |slam Zoroastriani sm Mzdaism Zarathustriani sm Dharma, Brahmani sm
H ndui sm Vedanta, Jainism Buddhism Hi nayana, Mhayana, Sikhism Shintoism
Taoi sm and Confusianism Then he read all of Marx, Engels, Freud, Jung and
Einstein. And, to kill the remaining few nanoseconds, he skipped briefly

t hrough Kevin Keegan's Football - It's a Funny O d Gane.

At the end of this. Holly came to two conclusions. First, given the whole
sphere of human know edge, it was still inpossible to deternmine the existence
or not of Cod. And second, Kevin Keegan should have stuck to having his hair
per ned.

In the hold, Frankenstein's four offspring began to breed. Each litter
produced an average of four kittens, three tines a year. At the end of the
first year, the second generation of kittens started to breed too. They al so
produced three annual litters of three to four kittens.

When Frankenstein died, at the great old age of fourteen, she left behind one
hundred and ni nety-ei ght thousand, seven hundred and thirty-two cats.

198, 732 cats, who continued to breed.

Still Red Dwarf accel erated.

Holly witnessed at first hand phenonena whi ch had never been w tnessed before.
He saw phenomena whi ch had only been guessed

at by theoretical physicists.

He saw a star form

He saw another star die.



saw a bl ack hol e.

saw pul sars and quasars.

saw twin and triplet sun systens.

saw si ghts Copernicus would have torn out his eyes for, but all the white
couldn't stop thinking how bad that book was by Kevin Keegan

cddFE

The cats continued to breed.
Red Dwarf continued to accel erate.

The forty-square mle cargo hold was seething with cats.

A sea of cats.

A sea of cats, sealed fromthe radi ati on-poi soned deck above, with nowhere to
go.

Only the snmartest, the biggest and the strongest survived.

The mut ant s.

The nmutants who had rudi mentary fingers instead of claws, who stood on their
hind | egs, and clubbed rivals to death with crudel y-made cl ubs. Who found the
best breedi ng nmates.

And bred.

Felis erectus was born.

Red Dwnarf, still accelerating, passed five stars in concentric orbits,
perform ng a breathtaking, nmind-boggling stellar ballet.

Not that Holly noticed.

He' d been on his own now for two mllion years and was no |longer interested in
m nd- boggling stellar ballets. Wat he was really into was Netta Miskett
novel s. The young doctor had just told Jemma she had only three years to live,
as he held her in his powerful masculine grip, his dark broodi ng eyes piercing
her very soul. CQutside, the suns danced into a perfect pentagon and span, end
over end, like a gigantic Catherine wheel

But Holly didn't see it. He was too busy readi ng Doctor, Darling.

Then there was a pl ague.

And t he pl ague was hunger

Less than thirty Cat tribes now survived, roam ng the cargo decks on their
hind |l egs in a desperate search for food.

But the food had gone.

The supplies were finished.

Weak and ailing, they prayed at the supply hold's silver mountains: huge
towering acres of nmetal rocks which, in their pagan way, the mutant Cats
bel i eved wat ched over them

Anid the wailing and the screeching one Cat stood up and held al oft the sacred
icon. The icon which had been passed down as holy, and one day would nake its
use known.

It was a piece of V-shaped netal with a revolving handle on its head.

He | ook down a silver rock fromthe silver nountain, while the other Cats
cowered and screaned at the bl aspheny.

He placed the icon on the rimof the rock, and turned the handl e.

And the handl e turned.

And t he rock opened.

And inside the rock was Al phabetti spaghetti in tonmato sauce.

And in the other rocks were even nore delights. Sugar-free baked beans.

Chi cken and nushroom Toastie Toppers. Faggots in rich meaty gravy. Al seal ed
in perfect vacuuns, preserved fromthe ravages of Tine.

God had spoken.

And Felis sapiens was born



Hol Iy was gurning. He was pulling his pixelized face into the nost bizarre and
| udi crous expressions he could nuster. He'd been gurning now for nearly two
t housand years. It wasn't nuch of a hobby, but it hel ped pass the tine.

He was beginning to worry that he was going conputer-senile. Driven crazy by
| onel i ness. \What he needed, he decided, was a conpani on

He woul d build a wonman.

A perfectly functioning human worman, capabl e of independent thought and

deci si on-maki ng. ldentical to a real wonman in the

m nut est detail .

The problemwas he didn't know how.

He didn't even know what to nmake the nose out of.

So he gave the whole scheme up as a bad idea, and started gurning again.

And there was a war between the Cats.

A bl oody war that |aid waste many of their nunber

But the reason was good.

The cause was sensi bl e.

The principle was worth fighting over.

It was a holy war.

Sone of the Cats believed the one true father of Catkind was a man called

Cl oister, who saved Frankenstein, the Holy Mther, and was frozen in tine by
the evil nen who sought to kill her. One day Coister would return to | ead
themto Bearth, the planet where they could nake their hone.

The other Cats believed exactly the sane thing, except they naintained the
nane of the true Father of Catkind was a man called Cister

They spent the best part of two thousand years fighting over this huge,

i nsuper abl e t heol ogi cal chasm

M11lions died.

Finally, a truce was called

Conmandeering the fleet of shuttles fromthe docking bay, half the Cats flew
off in one direction, in search of Coister and the Prom sed Planet, and the
other half flew off in the opposite direction, in search of Cister and the
Prom sed Pl anet.

Behind themthey left the ones who were too weak to travel: the old, the I|aneg,
the sick and the dying.

And one by one, they died.

Soon only two remai ned: one a cripple, one an idiot.

They snuggl ed together for warnth and conpani onshi p.

And one day, to the cripple and the idiot, a son was born

SEVEN

So the last human being alive, a man who had died, and a creature who'd

evol ved fromcats, stood around the netal table that was bolted to the floor
of the sleeping quarters and listened to a conputer with an I Q of six

t housand, who couldn't renenber who'd knocked Swansea City out of the 1967 FA
cup, explain what the hell was happeni ng.

"So he's a Cat,' said Lister for the fourteenth tine.

The Cat took a small portable steamiron out of his pocket and started
pressing the sleeve of his jacket.

Qutwardly, at least, he was human in appearance - there was a slight
flattening of his face: his ears were a little higher on his head; and two of
his gl eam ng upper teeth hung down | onger and sharper than the others, so they
peeked, whitely, over his |ips whenever he grinned. Wiich he did a lot.

He didn't seemto have a trace of super-ego. He was all ego and id -
nonurental |y self-centred and, if he'd been hunman, you woul d have descri bed



himas vain. But you couldn't apply human values to Cats - there seened to be
very little connection between the two cultures. The invention which proved
the turning point in Cat history wasn't Fire or the Weel: it was the

St eam oper at ed Trouser Press.

Getting information out of the Cat wasn't easy: if you asked himtoo nany
guestions, he just got bored, and went off to take one of the five or six
showers he appeared to need daily.

He didn't have a nanme. He found it difficult to understand the idea. He was of
t he unshakeabl e conviction that he was the absolute centre of the entire

uni verse, the reason for its being; and the notion that soneone night not know
who he was was beyond hi s conprehension

"What about in relationships? Lister had persisted.

"Re-la-tion-ships? The Cat rolled the word around on his tongue. The Cats had
| earned English fromthe vast nunber of video discs and training filns that
were stored in the cargo decks, waiting for delivery to Triton. But npbst human
concepts el uded them

' Yeah, you know, between a man cat and a woman cat. \Wat do you call each

ot her ?'

' Hey, you.'

"What? In the entire relationship, you never refer to each other by nane?
"You know how long a Cat relationship lasts? Three minutes. First nminute's
fine; second mnute, you feel trapped! Third minute, you ve got to |eave.'

The very thought of a relationship which |asted |onger than three ninutes
brought the Cat out in a cold sweat, and he had to go and take anot her hot
shower .

And so the eveni ng progressed.

When the Cat wasn't showering or snoozing, he was preening. He appeared to
have secreted about his imuacul ate person an arsenal of conbs and brushes,
none of which seenmed to spoil the line of his immcul ate pink suit.

For the nost part, details of the Cat's background remai ned obscure. He found
t he concept of 'parents' bew ldering. He couldn't believe there was ever a
time he wasn't born. Wien he put his mnd to it, he did recall two other Cats
who used to be around, but nost of the time they' d avoided each other. One of
them he reckoned, had probably been his nother - because she wouldn't sleep
with him In fact. she'd got quite angry at his approaches and hit himon the
head with a large frying pan.

The ot her must have been his father; a deeply religiomCat who was constantly
reciting the Seven Cat Commandments: ' Thou shalt not be cool; Thou shalt not
be in vain: Thou shalt not have nore than ten suits; Thou shalt not partake of
carnal know edge with nore than four nenbers of the opposite sex at any one
session; Thou shalt not slink; Thou shalt not hog the bathroom and Thou shalt
not steal another's hair-gel.'

In the Dark Ages of religious intolerance, these aws were |aid down by Cat
priests to keep their race in check. It was only through denying certain
lusts, certain natural urges to be cool and stylish, they said, that a Cat
could find redenption. Strict punishnents were neted to transgressors: Cats
caught slinking in public would have their shower units renoved; Cats
condemmed as vain would have their hair-driers confiscated, and be forced to
wear fashions sonme two or three seasons ol d.

"Paisley? Wth thin |apels and turn-ups?? But that was |ast spring! Please,
no! Have nercy!’

The Cat finally tired of the relentless questioning and announced it was tinme
for its main mid-evening snooze. He casually leapt up on top of Rinmer's

| ocker, curled up in the inpossibly small space and fell imediately into a
deep and satisfying sleep

"What are we going to do with hin?' R mer asked. Lister sat at the table,
playing with his | ocks. He was thinking. Watching Lister thinking always

rem nded Ri mrer of a huge, old, rusty tractor trying to plough furrows in a
concrete field.

Finally, he | ooked up. "He's coming with us. Back to Earth.'



Di sappointrment filtered through Rimer's brittle smile. "You're still going
into stasis then? You're taking himw th you?

"Way not ?'

No reason, he thought. No reason at all. So I ong as you don't give two short
snegs about Arnold J. R nmer.

El GHT

"Junp here, junp back... Waaah.'
The Cat slinked down the corridor, pulling a clothes rack on wheel s which was
packed with suits. Blue suits, green suits, red suits. Polka dots, stripes,
checks. Silk suits, fur suits, plain suits. Each one he'd nmade hinsel f during
the years he'd been trapped down in the cargo hold.

"Junp up, junp down...' The cat spun round and did a little dance, w thout
breaki ng stride.

He reached the Vacuum Storage floor, where Lister was waiting inpatiently.
'What are you doi ng?'

"I"mdoing what you said do.'

"I said "Bring a few basic essentials you can't |eave behind.

'"Right,' agreed the Cat, 'and this is all |I'mtaking. Just this and the other
ten racks. Travel light, nove fast. Waaaaah.' He spun on the spot.
"You can't pack all this in Vacuum Storage - it'll take ages.'

The Cat's face drooped. He'd spent the last two hours trying to whittle his
enornous col lection down to his favourite hundred suits. He'd been cruel with
hi nsel f. The yellow DJ with green piping had gone. The imtation walrus hide
with the fake zebra collar was history. And his red PVC norning suit with

mat chi ng top hat and cane - down the tube!

"You can take two suits,' Lister said firmy, "and that's it.'

"Two suits?' the Cat |aughed nockingly. 'Two? Then |'m staying, buddy.'

"You can't stay. When | cone out, you'll be dead.'
"Two suits is dead.
"Pick.'

The Cat wal ked up and down the racks, then he wal ked up and down the racks
again. Then he went behind the racks and wal ked up and down them on the ot her
side. 'How nmany did you say it was? Ten?

' Two. '

"Ch, man.' The Cat wal ked up and down the racks again.

Li ster wal ked up to the rack, grabbed two suits, and thrust themroughly into
the vacuumtrunk. 'OK, those are the two you're taking.'

The Cat picked up the armof the first suit on the rack and shook it by the
sl eeve. 'Bye, man.' He tapped it on its padded shoul der and went to the next
one.

Lister sighed. 'I'd better say so-long to R nmer.'

'Bye, baby,' said the Cat to his next suit; 'gonna nmiss you.'

Li ster wal ked off down the corridor. 'W're going into stasis in ten mnutes.
"Il nmeet you in the sleeping quarters.'

"Hey,' the Cat called, "if | cut off ny leg and | eave it behind, can | take
three?

It didn't nake sense

As Holly flicked through the four zillion nmegabytes of naviconp data, and

si mul t aneousl y cross-checked the information agai nst all the sensor status
dat abanks, he found it inpossible to avoid the condusion that Red Dwarf was
0. 002 seconds away from doi ng sonet hing conpl etely inpossible.

It was about to break the light barrier

True, the average cruising speed for a vessel the size of Red Dwarf was
200,000 m |l es an hour

True, they had been accelerating constantly for the last three mllion years.
True, the ship was now cl ocki ng up 669, 555,000 m | es an hour, which was just



45,000 m |l es an hour bel ow the speed of |ight.

And true, in 0.0019 seconds they would break the |ight barrier.

The thing was: it wasn't possible.

Light is the speed limt for the universe.

Not hi ng travel s faster than |ight.

Al of which was good. What wasn't so good was that Red Dwarf was about to do
exactly that.

In 0.0017 seconds.

It didn't nake sense

Hol Iy reprogrammed the Drive conmputer to slow down. Wich the Drive conputer
did. But because they were accelerating so fast, slow ng down nerely neant
they were accelerating slightly less quickly than they were before. However,
they were still accelerating. So they were slow ng down, but still going
faster.

That didn't make nuch sense to Holly either

The only thing that was clear was that by the tinme they'd sl owed down enough
to be actually slowing down, in the sense of going slower - rather than the
ki nd of slowing down that nmeant they were actually getting faster, albeit
faster more slowy - they would already have broken the light barrier

Whi ch was i npossi bl e.

And they were due to do this in 0.0013 seconds.

Hol 'y hunmmed softly.

Hol Iy had only uncovered all this when he'd tried to chart the ship's return
course to Earth.

At first he'd assumed it was possible to do a three-point turn or |loop the

| oop, but according to his calculations it would take the best part of three
hundred and fifty thousand years just to do a fairly sharpish U-turn

Then Holly got his plan. If he could manoeuvre Red Dwarf into orbit around a
pl anet, they could use the gravitational pull to slingshot out 180° later on a
headi ng back to Earth.

Brilliant!

Who said he was getting conputer-senile?

O course, this Fancy Dan astrobatics talk was all a tiny bit

irrelevant, because they were about to break the light barrier

and Holly was fairly convinced that in so doing they would

all be instantly reduced to their conponent atons.

And as far as he could tell this was going to happen in

0. 000 seconds.

Oh dear.

That was now.

At the sane instant. Lister was everything and he was not hi ng.

His mass was infinite and his nass was non-existent.

As he watched, his legs stretched out beneath him as if he

were teetering on the top of the Wrld Trade Centre, staring

down at his tiny feet miles bel ow

H s face huckled and rippled. H's eyel ashes hung down

over his checks |ike huge pal mtrees.

He was all colours and he was no colours. Instinctively, he

reached out an armto steady hinself, and it tel escoped away

across the nowinfinite space of the sleeping quarters as if it

were el astic.

He turned to get his bearings, and found hinsel f |ooking at

the back of his own head.

And then he was falling, falling into hinmself, and when he

opened his eyes he discovered his head was in his stonach;.

then just as quickly he mushrooned back out, and his head

was the shape and size of an Egyptian pyram d.

He tried to wal k. A nmistake. His | egs becane hopel essly

tangl ed. He forgot how nmany he had, and where they shoul d

go. Each step was like trying to construct a wayward deck-



chair. And then he fell over. But he didn't go down., he

went up.

He fol ded round on hinmself, to forma perfect cylinder
and everywhere he | ooked there was him

Hi m hi m hi m him himhimhimhimhimhimhimhim

hi m hi m him him .

And all the hirmstarted scream ng as they spun, cutting
orbits around themsel ves, |ike electrons.

And then it stopped.

And he was just standing in front of the washbasin, his
razor in his hand, |ooking at his soaped-up face in the nmirror
Hol | y appeared on the sl eeping quarters' nonitor
"\Whoops!' he said: 'MWy fault,* and grinned contritely.
*\What happened?*

"W've broken the light barrier.*

"I thought that was inpossible.’

"Nah/ said Holly.

'So are we travelling at |ight speed, now?

*Faster.'

I s everyone CK?'

"Rimmer's a bit shaken up. He's still running around in
circles in the technical library.'

"\What about the ship?

"Well, nowit's got back to its original mass, it's feeling

much perkier,' said Holly, and left to devote all his available
run-time to navigating a ship that was now travel ling beyond
measur abl e speed.

Li ster stepped into the northern hatchway of the recreation
room on his way to the technical libary to find Ranmer.

Down the centre of the recreation roomwere dozens of

bai ze-covered tables in various shapes and sizes: pool, snooker
cuarango and flip. The walls were lined with 3-D video

booths - Italian Driver was Lister's favourite: one of the nost
thrilling and dangerous ganes around, the object of which

was to park a car in Rome. Rimer stepped in through the

sout hern hat chway.

"Rimer, we've broken the light barrier.
"What ?' said R mer.

"We're going faster than the speed of light!’

"How did | do what ?*

*\VWhat d'you nean: "How did | do what ?"'

"Lister, don't be a ginboid."'

*I'"mnot being a ginboid.'

"How could 1? |I've just been in the library, thinking.

Anyway, |'ve decided . " Ri mrer paused for no discernible
reason, then yelled, equally inexplicably: 'Shut upt*, wheeled
round r8o0°, and appeared to be addressing a dartboard. 'As I

was saying, before | was so rudely interrupted: |'ve decided
when you go into stasis | want to be left on. | want to stay
behi nd."

"Are you all right, R mrer?

"What things? said RRmer with a puzzl ed expression

' Eh?'

*| said what? Rimmer turned his head slowy, follow ng
some unseen object with his eyes.

"What's going on?' Lister passed his hand in front of
Rimer's eyes. Rinmer stared bl ankly ahead.

"You're space crazy,* R nmrer said.

"I"mspace crazy? You're the one who's space crazy.



"Well, it probably is deja vu,' said R nrer. 'Sounds I|ike
it.* He scratched the hologramatic 'H on IMS forehead with
his long, thin finger, shook his head, then wal ked across to
t he northern hatchway and stepped out.

Si mul t aneousl y, another Ri nmer stepped in through die

sout hern hat chway.

Li ster whipped round just intime to sec the fir<t Rmer's
back di sappearing round the corner

"Rimmer!' he said to the Rimmer who'd just cone in,

*Youj ust this second wal ked out of that door.'

"What ?' said this other Rinmmer.

"How did you do that?" Lister's head was flicking fromexit
to exit.

"How did | do what?

"Rimer, you just went out of that door,' Uster pointed at
the north exit, 'and you' ve just cone in through this one.'
"Lister, don't be a ginboid."'

"Look, | swear on ny grandnother's life, as you wal ked

out there you cane in here.'

"How could 1? |I've just been in the library, thinking.
Anyway, |'ve decided . . .*

"Rummer! I'mtelling you . Li ster wal ked to the centre
of the roomand stood with his back to the dartboard.

*Shut up!* R mmer yelled, wheeling around to face him

"As | was saying before | was so rudely interrupted: 1've
deci ded when you go into stasis | want to be left on. | want to
stay behind. *

"Rimer - you've just been in and said exactly these

t hi ngs.

"What t hings?

"You said that. You said "Wat things?"

1 said what"'

"And that. You said that too.

"You're space crazy,' said Ramer.

"Yes!' said Lister, nodding, *And then you said it was
probably deja vu.'

"Well, it probably 15 deja vu,' said R nrer. 'Sounds I|ike
it.'

"Wll go on then. Scratch your "H', shake your head and
wal k out .’

Ri mer scratched the hologramaric '"H on his forehead

with his long, thin finger, shook his head, then wal ked across
to the northern hatchway and stepped out.

He'd caught the lift and was headi ng back towards the

sl eeping quarters before Lister caught up with him

"Rinmmer! Wait! Listen to ne . .

Suddenly, the Cat raced out fromthe sleeping quarters,

and ran past them clutching a bl oodi ed handkerchief to bis
nout h.

"My tooth! My tooth! I think I lost nmy tooth!'

Li ster stopped. 'Cat - what happened?’

The Cat raced by) ignoring him

R inmer stood in the entrance to the sleeping quarters.
"Look,' he said quietly.

The Cat was standing notionless by the bunks, his Iips
slightly parted in a half-smile of disbelief.

"Correct me if I"'mwong,* said Rinrer, 'but the Cat just
rushed past us, and now he's standing here.'

'"Did you get hinP' said the Cat to Lister

Lister turned to Rinmrer. 'You see? Sonething weird is hap-



peni ng. *

1 was just sitting here,* said the Cat, 'just waiting, like you
said to wait. Then this appallingly handsome guy who was an
exact replica of me appeared, and started singing about fish.'
It's something to do with |ight speed,' said Lister

Rimer called for Holly.

Hol | y was busy. He was busy worrying.

He'd given up trying to navigate the ship at super-1light
speed. He was fairly certain they'd already passed directly

t hrough the niddl e of seven planets, and at |east one sun. It
was conpletely inpossible to avoid them because they only
appeared on his naviconp after the event.

Still) for some reason the ship seenmed to have survived
intact, $o he decided not to worry about it.

Anot her slight concern was that Red Dwarf seened to be
foll ow ng another Red Dwarf. And they, in turn, seenmed to

be being followed by yet another. In fact, when Holly
examned it closely, they seened to be flying in a convoy of
at least twenty-six Red Dwarfs. Holly reasoned he couldn't do
much about it, so he decided not to worry about this either
In fact, there was nothing he could do about anything. At

| east, not until they dropped bel ow |ight speed, which, accord-
ing to his calculations, was seventy-eight hours away. But
Holly had a very | ow opinion of his own cal cul ations, *so he
wasn't going to put too nmuch faith in that.

138

"What ? What? What? What is it? I'"'mbusy. I'mtrying to

navi gate.* Holly's digitalized face appeared blurry and ill-
defi ned.

"What's the probl en? You' ve got an 1 Q of six thousand,

haven't you?

"Look, 1've got to steer a ship the size of a small South
Ameri can republic at speeds hitherto unencountered in the
real m of human experience. We're travelling faster than the
speed of light - we pass through things before |I've even seen
them Even with an 1Q of six thousand, it's still brown
trousers tine.*

"Just tell us whac's happening.'

"You're seeing future echoes. Because we're travelling faster
than light, we're overtaking ourselves in tine. You re catch-
ing up with things you're about to do, before you've actually
done them Future echoes,* he repeated. 'OK?*

'"So,' said Lister, '"the Cat is going to break his tooth sone
tinme in the future?

"\What tooth? Nobody's going to break ny tooth.'

"How long is this going to last?

"Until the reverse thrust takes effect and we drop bel ow
light speed.* Holly's imge cl osed one eye and did sone
mental arithmetic which was probably wong. 'Seventy-three
hours and fourteen mnutes, 'he said as confidently as he coul d.
' Nobody is going to break ny tooth.*

"Look! Look" Rinmmrer spluttered. 'There's another one!*

A phot ograph was slowy materializing on Lister's bunk-

si de table.

It was a photograph of Lister. A photograph of Lister
wearing a white surgi cal gown, standing outside the ship's
medi cal unit. H s eyes were dark and weary, but he was
grinning. in his arnms, wapped in silver blankets, were two
new bor n babi es.

' Two babi es?* Lister |ooked up at the Cat who was craning



over his shoul der.

He reached out to pick up the photographi but his hand
passed through it, and the picture slowly evaporated.

"Where do we get two babies fron) wi thout a woman on

boar d?

Li ster was having an argunent with die di spensing machi ne
when he heard the expl osion

It was a sinple dispute, and the di spensi ng machi ne was com
pletely in the wong. Lister had ordered his customary breakfast
of prawn bangal ore phall, half-rice, hal f-chips, seven spicy
poppadons, a |ager-flavoured m | kshake and two Renni es.

The machi ne had delivered a raspberry pavlova in onion gravy.
' There's sonet hing wong with your voice recognition

unit.*

'"Coming right up,' said the dispensing machi ne, and served
up two lightly grilled kippers.

'"No, you don't understand. There's a nal function sone-
where.'

"No problemat all,' said the machine. *Rare, medium or

wel | done?' then dispensed foity-threc pounds of raw calf's
liver.

'Forget it. Forget the food. Can you just give ne a coffee?
*No sooner said than done/ said the nachi ne pleasantly,

and a Christmas pudding, flanbed in brandy, rolled out of

t he di spensing hatch, onto the floor, and set fire to Lister's
trouser bottons.

Lister was still stamping out die Christmas puddi ng when

t he expl osi on rocked the ship.

When be arrived breathless in the Navi conp Chanber,

Rimer was staring, still in shock, at the Drive panel

"What was that? shouted Lister.

Slowy Ry mer tumed his head and | ooked up

'Brace yourself for a bit of a shock: | just saw you die.*
' You saw what ??*
"Well, | did warn you to brace yourself.'

"\What ? When? You didn't give ne much of a chance.*

1 gave you anple bracing tine.'

*No you didn't. You didn't even pause.*

"Well, I"'msorry. 1've just had a rather disturbing experi-
ence. |*ve just seen soneone | know die in the nost hideous,
hi deous way. '

' Yeah! Me!*

*I't was horrible.' |IUmer screwed up his face and shud-
dered in distaste. 'You were standing by the naviconp .

"I don't want to know'

"You don't want to know how you die?'

"No. 'Course | snegging don't.'

Suddenly the room seened very dark and cold to Lister

"Was it quick? he asked quietly.

"We-ell. | wouldn't say it was super fast. Not if you count
t he thrashi ng about and the agoni zed squeal ing.' He shud-
dered agai n.

"You're enjoying this, aren't you?*

"VWhat a horrible thing to $ay.*

It was definitely me?

"Yup!'" Ri mer grinned.

1 don't want to know about this.' He sucked absently at
one of his locks. "How old did | |ook?

'How ol d are you now?*

"Twenty-five. How old did | | ook?*



"I'"d say . Ri mer clicked his tongue .md-twenties.*
*Smcg!' Lister got up and kicked the naviconp. |'m not

ready.' He kicked it again. 1 mnot smegging ready!*

"Yes, you did seemsurprised. Especially when the arm

canme off.'

*So you saw ny face? You got a good |ook at ny face? It

was actually nme? it was ny face?

"Yes, you were wearing your stupid |eather deental ker

with the furry earmuffs.*

Li ster snatched off his | eather deerstalker with the furry
carmuf Ts. "OK. I'll never wear a hat. |I'll never wear it again.
Then it can't happen.* He flung the cap across the navi conp,
and it scudded al ong the floor

R mtr smiled. *But it has happened. You can*t change it,

any nore than you can change what you had for breakfast

this nmorning.'

"But it hasn't happened, has it? It has will be have go-

ing to have happened, but it hasn't actually happen
happened. *

'"The point of it is, it has happened. It's just it hasn't taken
pl ace yet.'

Li ster stared blankly into space, playing with his hair,
while Rimrer tried to westle back the smrk that was naking
a break for his face.

"All right. OK OK The Cat, right?'" Lister got to his feet.
'The Cat broke his tooth in a filture echo, right?
I"mlistening.'

If I can stop himbreaking it . . .*

"Can't be done.’

. . . then I can stop nme fromdying!*

"Can't be done. Unfortunately.'

"So . . . how would the Cat break his tooth?

Lister sat quietly, tugging at a | oose piece of rubber on the
t oecap of his boot

Ri mer watched him whistling a Dixieland jazz version

of Death March in Saul .
'Eating sonething .
'Can't be done, me old buckeroo. Your nunber is up'.

"Eating sonething hard . '

'Can't be done-a-roonied. Sadly.*

Li ster stood up, his eyes alive, and pelted out of the navi-
conp chanber.

'\Where are you goi ng?* Rimmer got to his feet.

"My goldfish!' Lister's voice echoed fromthe corridor
"Trying to eat ny robot gol dfish!’

Pl op.

Pl op, kerplop, plop . . ,

The Cat lay listlessly on Rinmer's bunk. Several of his
shirts were slung on a line across the sleeping quarters, drip-
ping noisily into receptacles.

Pl op.

Pl op, kerplop, plop .

He hated | aundry day. It always made himtired. Warily

he picked up another dirty shirt, unfurled his tongue and
started cleaning it with | ong, nethodical, rough, wet licks,
stopping occasionally to top up his tongue wth washi ng-up
powder .

When it was finished, he hung the shirt on the line with

t he ot hers.

Pl op, kerplop, plop .



He really didn't feel like attacking his sock pile right now,
so he got up and started noochi ng around the quarters, | ook-
ing for sonething else to do.

He pi cked a book from R mrer's shelf and ran his nose

across one or two pages, but he couldn't make any sense of it.
It appeared to be covered in funny little blobs, which didn't
snel | of anyt hi ng.

Cats didn't comunicate by witing. They communi cat ed

by smell. To 'read' a piece of Cat literature, you ran your
nose along a line, which rel eased various inpregnated scents
fromthe page.

There were two hundred and forty-six smell-synbols in

the Cat |exicon. Each could be qualified by smaller, subtler
snel s which altered the neaning. Synbols could al so nean
conpletely different things in different contexts. For instance,
the snmell for Tear' in a different setting could al so nean 'very
bad', 'noxious', 'toilet' or sonetines even 'estate agent*.
The Cat decided to anuse hinself by trying to read the
contents of Lister's dirty laundry basket. Miuch to his surprise
some of it translated quite well into Cat prose. In fact one T-
shirt contained a sentence about a fearful, very bad estate
agent going to a noxious toilet.

Then he noticed the gol dfish

He watched themfor a while. One of them was sw mi ng
backwards. He'd never actually seen a live fish, bat he was
aware of some primal instinct they stirred deep within his

st onmach.

Even though he'd eaten |l ess than an hour ago, he found a
l[ittle hunger pain squeaking 'Lefs eat thejish'. He had a snall,
hal f - hearted di al ogue with the hunger pain, but it was fairly
i nsi stent.

"Cone on, let's eat thefish!’

"' mnot hungry.'

"Eat it, eat it, conme o-o0-o0-o0n.*%*

The Cat put his hand into his jacket pocket and pulled out

an already buttered roll. He usually kept one handy.

He began his food ritual by singing nockingly at the snack

"I" mgonna eat you little jishie

| ' mgonna eat you Uttledishie .

Fm gonna eat you little jishie

"Cause | like eating fish.'

To give the fish a fighting chance, he stood with his back to
them Then in a single nmoverment he swivelled round, flicked
one of the fish out of the tank with the back of his hand, and
caught it in the bread roll

"Too stow, little fishie,' he chided his gol dfi sh sandw ch.
Too slow for this Cat.'

He raised the squirming roll to his mouth and started to

bite down through the bread.

' Noooooooo! ' screaned Lister

The Cat half turned and saw Lister flying towards himlike

a berserk caber, his face contorted, his nmouth formng a
distorted, elliptical '0'.

' Noo0000000000000000000000000000000000000000"

The Cat was still smiling, in anticipation of his fisbie

ni bbl e, when Lister crashed into him They smacked into the
table and tunbl ed onto the hard, grey deck

The fish roll skidded across the floor. Lister sprang off the
softly-moani ng Cat, grabbed the roll, and | ooked inside
McCartney was still wriggling away.



I nt act .

Unbi tten

1 didit," Lister said quietly. 1 DIDIT!" he screaned,

not so quietly. 1 didit. I got the fish. I"'mnot going to die"
He did a victory dance, like a Zero-Gee ceiling receiver

who' dj ust scored the w nning touch-up.

Ri mer stood in the doorway.

The Cat clanbered to his feet. 'My tooth" He put a
handkerchief to his mouth; it cane away bl oody. 'You're
crazy!'

Li ster cane towards him 'Let ne see
The Cat raced out of the sleeping quarters. *My tooth! M
tooth!" he was yelling. 1 think | lost ny tooth!’

Lister stared at the floor, at the small piece of white enanel
that was |ying under the chair taunting him A one-toothed
gnn.

"Wll, Rmer's smirk was as big as Yankee Stadi um

*allow me to be die very first to offer nmy deepest comm ser-
ariuns.’

ELEVEN

Li ster spun the cap off the bottle of den Fujiyama, Japan's
finest malt whisky, and poured a generous neasure into a

pint nug. | Umer lay on his bunk, whisding pleasantly, his
hol ogramati c eyes a-twi nkle. Every opportunity he got, he
tried to catch Lister's eye and wink at himcheerily.

Li st ert ookagul pof whi sky. *You' rel ovingthi s, aren'tyou?'

*0h, you're not still going on about your inpending

death, are you? For heaven's sake,' fake Scouse accent: 'change
der record. Fhp der channel. Death isn't der handicap it once
was. For snmeg's sake, cheeer up.*

"You are, aren't you? You're loving it.'

"Holly - I'd like to send an internal meno. Bl ack border

Begi ns: "To Dave Lister. Condol ences on your inmm nent
death.*" Rimmer half closed his eyes. 'What's that poenf?

Ah, yes

Now, weary tTnetler,

Rest your head,

For, just like ne,

You' |l soon be dead.*

"You're really sick, you know that ?'

'Come 0-0-0-o0n, -' Rimrer nmade the 'on* | ast three ful

seconds - 'it's all you ever talk about. Frankly, Lister, it's

very booeori ng*

"You are, you're loving it.*
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"You' re obsessed.'

"You realize when | die, you're going to be on your own
"Can't wait.'

1 thought you didn't want that. | thought that's what you
wer e bieating on about before.'

'No, what got nme down before wasn't being on ny own.

It was the idea that you were doing so rmuch better than ne.
Stayi ng young, and being alive; it was all too nmuch to take.
Now, nme ol d buckeroo, the calliper's on the other foot.'

Li ster gave up trying to argue. It was just adding to

Ri mer' s pl easure.

1 remenber ny grandnother used to say: "There's always

some good in every situation.'"

" Absol utely, absolutely,' agreed RImmer; *and | ooking on



the bright side in this particular situation, you are about to do
the largest splits you' ve ever done in your life.'

'So, | get blown up, right?

"Bits of you do. What's that thing -1 think it's part of your

di gestive system- the long purply thing with knobbly bits?

You only ever sec them hanging in Turkish butcher shops.

Vel l, whatever it is, that fair flies across the Navi conp
Chanmber. It was |like a sort of wobbly boomrerang. *

' Smeg of T"

' Tenper . *

1 don't want to die.'

"Neither did 1.'

"But it's not fair. There's so nmuch | haven't done.’

Lister started to think about all the things he hadn't done.
For sone reason one of the first things that came to his nind
was the fact that he'd never had a king prawn biriani. Wen-
ever he'd seen it on the menu. he*d al ways pl ayed safe and
ordered chicken or |anb. Now he never woul d have a king

prawn biriani.

And books. There were so many he'd neant to read, but

hadn't found the tine.

"I"ve never read . . . I've never read . . .* Actually, when he
t hought about it, he realized he'd never read any book. It
wasn't that he didn't like literature, it was just that generally
he waited for the filmto conme out.

And a famly. He'd al ways assuned one day he'd have a

famly. Areal fanily, not an adopted one. A real one. And
he'd al ways wanted to spend a ot of time doing the thing

you had to do if you wanted to get a famly. He hadn't done
nearly enough of that. Not nearly enough. A lot, but not

nearly pl ough.

He was dimy aware that R mmer was speaking, and Lister

grunted occasionally to give the inpression he was |istening.
But he wasn't. He was renenbering his old job, back on

Earth. His old job parking shopping trolleys at Sainsbury's
nmegamarket, built on the sice of the old Anglican cathedral

One time the manager had caught himasleep in the ware-

house. He'd constructed a little bed out of bags of salt, hidden
fromview behind a wall of canned pil chards. The manager

had two GCSEs, a conpany car and a trainee noustache.

He'd |l ectured Lister for an hour about how, if he apphed
hinself, within five years he could be a manager hinself,

with a company car - and, presumably, a trainee noustache.

On the other hand, the trainee noustache warned him if he
didn't apply hinself he'd be parking shopping trolleys for the
rest of his natural

Li ster, who knew he was no genius, also knew for absolute
certain he was one hundred and forty-seven tines smarter

than the nanager. Nonet hel ess, he'd found this pep-tal k
extraordinarily disturbing. He knew he didn't want to spend

all his life parking shopping trolleys, and equally he coul dn't
get excited about becom ng stock control manager at Sains-
bury's Megastore, Hope Street, Liverpool

The manager took himby the | apels and shook him He

told Lister he had to make the grade and become an SCM

or his Bfe would 'never anount to shit.'

And now, as he sat there knowi ng he'd probably only got

a few hours to live, it occurred to himfor the first rine ever
that the ponpous goit with the trai nee noustache woul d
probably turn out to be right. And that hurt. That really



hurt.

And that was how he spent nost of the evening. Tuggi ng

at the whisky bottle, reviening his cnimry life. And it

wasn't the mnistakes he made that haunted him it was the

m st akes he hadn't got round to naking. He flicked through
the catalogue of mssed opportunities and unfulfilled
prom ses. He thought about the magnificently unlikely string
of coi nci dences which had brought him into being. The Big
Bang; the universe; life on Earth; nmankind; the zillions-to-
one chance of the particul ar egg and sperm conbi nati on

which created him it had all happened. And what had he

done with this incredible good fortune? He'd treated Tine
like it was urine, and pissed it all away into a big enpty pot.
But no, it wasn't true: he'd had triunphs, a little voice
fromthe whisky bottle was telling him He'd been at the
Superdone that night in London when the jets played the
Berlin Bandits in the European divisional play-offs, when Jim
Bexl ey Speed, the greatest player ever to wear the Roof
Attack jersey, had the greatest ganme of his great career. He*d
seen that fanobus second score when Speed had gone round

ni ne nen, |eaving the conmentators totally speechless, for
the first time in history for fully nine seconds. That was a
triunph. Just being there. He was alive and there that night.
How many nen couJdd say that?

Then there was that time at the I ndiana Takeaway in St

John's Precinct when he'd tasted his first sham kebab, and
become hopel essly and irrevocably hooked on this Indian hors
d' oeuvre. True, he'd dedicated a good deal of the rest of his life
searching for another truly perfect shanm kebab. And, true,
he*d never found one. But at |east he'd tasted one. One food- of -
t he- gods, perfect sham kebab. How many nmen coul d say that?
And then there was K K True, they'd only dated for five
weeks. And the |ast week had been a bit sour. But four weeks
of Kri srine Kochanski being madly in love with him Krisrine
Kochanski, who was so beautiful she coul d probably have

got a job on the perfume counter at Lewis's' And she'd fallen
inlove with himi For four weeks! Four whol e weeks. How

many nen could say that? Not that many, probably.

And that night in the Aigburth Arns when he played

pool . That night when, for sone unknown reason, everything

he tried came off. The CGoddess of Bar Room Pool | ooked

down fromthe heavens and bl essed his cue. Every shot tnuk\
Straight in the back of the pocket. They couldn't get him off
the table. He was unbeatable. Three and a half hours. Seven-
teen consecutive wins. He becane a | egend. He never played
pool again, because he knew he wasn't that good. But that
night in the Aigburth Arns he becane a | egend. A | egend at
the Aigburth Arms. How many nen could say that?

The whi sky bottle clanked enptily against the rimof his
glass. He'd drunk half a bottle of whisky in two hours. How
many nen could say that?

He was drunk. How many men coul d say that?

He fell asleep in the chair. How many nen could say that?

At three in the norning he was woken up by Holly.

' Emergency. There's an energency going on. It's stil

going on, and it's an energency.'

Ramer sat up in bed, his hologranmaric hair pointing

stupidly in every conpass direction. "Wat is it?

' The navi conp's crashed. It can't cope with the influx of



data at |ight speed. We've got to hook it up to the Drive
conput er and nake a bypass.'

Li ster slung his | egs over the bunk. 'The navi conmp? The
navi conp in the Naviconp Chanber ?'

If we don't fix it, the ship will blow up in about fifteen
m nutes and twenty-three seconds.'

Li ster junmped down to the floor. "This is it, then.*

Ri mer | ooked at him 'Don't go.'

"What d'you nean "Don't go"? You said yourself | can't
avoid it. Let's get it over with. Wat was | wearing?
*Your | eather deerstal ker, and that grey T-shirt.’

Lister pulled on his deerstal ker with deliberate precision
Then he wal ked across to the washbasin and lifted the netal
towel rail off its support. 'Let's go.'

"What's that for?

Lister patted the towel rail against his left palm |'m going
out like I came in - scream ng and ki cking.*

"You can't whack Death on the head.*

If he cones near ne, I'Il rip his tits off."’

Then he was gone.

TVELVE

The Navi comp Chanber was fogged with acrid snoke from

the nelted insulating wires, and a thick cable swng fromthe
ceiling, junping and sparking like a dying electric python. A
mani ¢ hi gh-pitched screeching fromthe wounded navigation
conputer rose and fell as around the perinmeter of the chanber
nmoni t or screens popped and shattered one by one.

Lister, his eyes stream ng, funbled for the bypass unit
strapped to the wall and, following Holly's shouted instruc-
tions, dragged it across the broken glass and hooked it up to
the main term nal

He opened the bypass casing. Inside were twelve switches.
"Start at the one nunbered twelve,' Holly was yelling,

"and | eave a one second gap between each switch.'

He cl osed his eyes and rested his finger on the twelfth
Swi t ch.

He flicked it down.

The pitch of the wailing naviconp increased by an octave.

A green light flickered on beside the nunber twelve.

He noved his finger across to the eleventh switch

dick.

Eeeeeeceef. Anot her octave higher

A green light.

The tenth switch.

dick.

The consol e nonitor above Lister's head expl oded, and

vom ted shards of glass into the snoke.
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Anot her green |ight.

The switch nunbered nine.

Anot her green |ight.

Ei ght.

Then seven.

And that was half way.

Nunber si x.

dick.

Ared light.

"Turn it off/ Holly said. *Tumit offbefore . . .*

Lister flicked it off, waited, and flicked it back on



Eeecceeeeeeeece.

G een.

Five to go.

A maxi mum of five seconds before his purple knobbly
thing was destined to fly across the room

aick.

aick.

aick.

Just two left. Two little switches.

Lister wanted it to happen now. The penultimte sw tch.
He didn't want to have to flick on the | ast one know ng.
Knowi ng it would be the one to kill him He wanted to have
that slight element of surprise. But he was di sappoi nted,
aick.

Green light.

E EEEE EEEEEEEEEEE

The pitch of the screeching naviconp was now so high it
was al nost beyond his hearing threshold. Hardly a noise -
nore a feeling. A pointed squeal, a maniac sawi ng away at
the top of his skull. Black snmoke thrust its armdown his
throat and started to yank out his |lungs.

Lister stared at the |last switch.

He rested his finger on it and felt its snoothness.

Then he screamned.
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He screaned and pressed it.

And not hi ng.

Just sil ence.

Then a red light, that flickered to green, then back to red.
And then steady, steady green.

GREEN.

There was a huge BOOM

Fol | owed by a second huge BOOM

And a third.

And Lister realized it was his heartbeat.

He sucked deeply at the foul, snoke-laden air. It tasted
good.

And for the second time in twenty-four hours he did the
touch-up shuffle. Hs feet rooted to the spot, he swayed from
his wai st and noved his arns m counter-notion.

He was alive.

TH RTEEN

The Red Dwarf' Central Line tube hissed to a halt, and Lister
danced out onto the platform He had a sudden urge for
chocolate - white milk chocol ate, which he hadn't had since
he was a kid - so he slipped a fifty pennycent bit into the
machi ne and tugged on the drawer, but the drawer was

stuck. For sone reason this filled himw th delight. The
drawers were always stuck on station platformchocol ate
machi nes. Sone things don't change. He | aughed too nuch,
then jumped on the escalator and | eapt three steps at atine to
catch up with R mrer.

They stood on the escalator. Every advert they passed,

Li ster sang the advertising jingle.

1 don't know why you're so chirpy.'

["malive!’

"But it's going to happen: | saw it happen. It just hasn't
happened when we thought it woul d happen.'



"Who cares? The point is: it hasn't happened.'

"Correction: it has happened. It just hasn't happened yet.'
"Don't let's get into that again.*

"Lister -1 sawit. | saw you die. It was you. |I'msure it was
you.'

'What about the photograph? The two babi es? That hasn't
happened yet. Maybe none ofit's going to happen.'’

It's going to happen.'

"It's really browning you off, isn't it, that | haven't died
yet ?*

The escal ator pushed themoff at the top. Lister |eapt over
the turnstile barrier, and FUmer wal ked through it.

"No, it's not that. It-'s just your dunderheaded refusal to
accept the pointless cruelty of existence. That's what gets ny
goat .'

Li ster shook his head sadly.

When they wal ked into the sleeping quarters an old man

was |ying on Lister's bunk

When he smiled his age lines crinkled like wapping paper

He raised his robotic left arm The hand was a netallic
prosthesis, but the little finger had been custom zed so its top
joint was a bottle opener. He used it to flick open a bottle of
sel f-heating sake, and took a healthy swig. Hs white hair was
plaited into three-foot |ong | ocks, and his right eye was
mssing. Inits place was a tel ephoto | ens, which zoonmed and
clicked, and focused in unison with his good eye.

And it was quite clear the old man was Lister.

He | ooked towards the door, but didn't appear to see

t hem

The watch on the future echo's good right armenitted a

series of squeaks. He turned it off and smled. Lister nmade out
a curious tattoo on his future self's forearm It appeared to be
burned into the flesh; some kind of formula. It was fading,

but it looked like "U = BIL". Lister was craning closer to read
it when the old man spoke.

*So, you're here,' he said. Lister's voice, but with a slight
gquaver, *| can't see you, and | can't hear you, but | know
you're here. Rimmer, you're going to say it's impossible.'

It Is inpossible," said RImmer, 1 saw you die.'

The old man | ooked, nore or less, in Lister's direction
"Hell o, Dave. This is me, | nean, you. | mean, | amyou. |
mean, | amyou as an old man. | know you're here, because

when | was your age | saw ne at ny age telling you at your

age what |'mabout to tell you. And you've got to tell you,
too, when you get to be ne.’

"Wll,' said Rinmer, *thaiik heavens you've still got al

your marbles."'

*The person you saw die, Rimer, was Bexley's son.'

R mer frowned. *Who's Bexl ey?

1 was always going to call nmy second son Bexl ey, * said

Li ster, *afterJi m Bexl ey Speed.'

"Dave - it wasn't you that R nmer saw in the Naviconp

Chanber, it was Bexley's boy. It was your grandson.'

Li ster sat heavily into a chair. It was too much to take in.
He wasn't going to die in the naviconp accident. He was

going to have a son, who was al so going to have a son. And

so his son's son woul d die.

'You have two sons,* the old Lister was saying, *and six
grandchil dren."'

But one of themdies.'



*Everyone dies,' said the old Lister. 'You' re born, you die.
The bit in between is called "Life". And you have all those
times together still to come. Enjoy.' He sniled.

The old man's watch went off again, *I haven't got rmnuch
time. Get your canera and go to the nedical unit.’

"What's at the nedical unit? Lister funbled in his |ocker
for his camera.

Lister's older self began to grow transl ucent.

'What about ne?' Rimmrer wal ked up to the bunk. 'What
happens to nme?

*Hc can't hear us, Rimmer - he*s fromthe future.*

"Ah, but if I ask you what happens to me now you'l

renenber it, and when you get to be himyou'll be able to
tell ne.’
"Brutal.' Lister grabbed the canera fromhis vacuum stor-

age trunk and raced out.

"Don't waste tine. Run,* the old Lister called after him
"What happens to me. O d Man? Do | becone an officer?

Do | ever get a body again? Do we get back to Earth?

The. ol d man took another swi g of sak6 and stared,

unseei ng, through Rimer's inploring face.

"Ch, Rinmrer,* he said suddenly, 'you wanted to know

what happened to you.'

' Yes! What happened to ne?

*Come close,* the old Lister beckoned; 'Cone close. doser.'
Rimrer inclined his ear to the old man's nouth.

"You wanted to know your future?*

'Yes please,* R mrer whispered reverently, and stood on
rip-toe so his car hovered barely mllimetres fromthe future
echo' s nout h.

The old Lister breathed in deeply, then bel ched loudly into
Rimmer's ear.

He was still |aughing when he vani shed.

Ri mer caught up with Lister just outside the nedical unit.
Li ster was hastily fitting an instafilminto the canera.

A jolt rocked the ship, and Lister went crashing against a
wal |, dropping the film 'Snegging hell.* He picked it up and
fumbled it into the camera. *Smeg!' It was upsi de down.
Holly flicked up on the wall rnonitor

'Decel eration achi eved! W' re sl owdng down, dudes. W'l

be below light speed in thirty-five seconds precisely."'
"What's going to happen now? Are we going to sec ny

funeral or sonethi ng?*

"No - we're rfecelerating now,' said Holly. *Thc faster we
were going, the nore into the future the future echoes were
But since we've just started slowi ng down, the future echoes
shoul d get nearer to the present.’

A baby started crying.

Then anot her baby started crying.

Standi ng in the doorway of the nedical unit was anot her
Lister - nmore or less the same age Lister was now. He was
wearing a white surgical gown. And in bis arnms were two
babi es wapped in silver thermal bl ankets.

*| can't see you, and all that guff,' Lister's future echo said,
w

*pbut 1*d like you to neet your twin sons. This is Jim and this
is Bexley.'

Li ster brought theminto focus in the viewfinder, and

rested his finger on the canera trigger

'Say "cheese", boys.' The future echo struck a pose and



gri nned.

The two babies wail ed | ouder than ever.

dick.

The future echoes faded away.

The canera ejected the qi k-pik, and an image of Lister

hol ding two babies in silver blankets slowy coloured into
f ocus.

Li ster turned, and started to wal k back to the sl eeping
quarters. Rimrer followed him 'How are you supposed to
get two babi es when we don't have a woman on boar d?*

1 dunno,' Lister grinned, '"but it's going to be a lot offtin
finding out.'

FOURTEEN

Captain Yvette Richards ran her fingers through the bristles
of her crew cut, and craned forward to | ook at the spectra-
scope of the sun they were approaching. It was perfect. She
et out a Texan yel p.

"W got it!'

Fl i ght Co-ordi nator El ai ne Schuman | eaned over her shoul -
der and peered at the console. It's a supergiant?

'You betcha!' said Richards, and yel ped agai n.

*Time to celebrate,' said Schuman.

Kryten, the service mechanoi d, handed round styrof oam

cups of dehydrated chanpagne, and topped themup with

wat er .

The ei ght-wonman, two-man crew yel ped and cheered

and partied, while Kryten handed round nore chanpagne

and irradi ated caviare niblets, which he'd been saving
speci al | y,

It had taken the crew of Nova 5 six nonths to find a bl ue
supergiant - a star teetering on the edge of its final phase in
the right quadrant of the right gal axy. Another nonth, and

t hey woul d have ruined the whol e canpaign. They certainly
felt they had good reason to cel ebrate.

Si ppi ng her chanpagne Kirsty Fantori, the star denolition
engi neer, started programming the nebulon mssile. It had to
expl ode at just the right nonent to trigger off the reaction in
the star's core which would push it into supernova stage. A
star in supernova would light up the entire galaxy for over a
nmont h, giving off nore energy than the Earth's sun could in
ten billion years. It would be a hell of a bang.

One undetected bug in Fantozi's programrming could ruin
everything. Not only did she have to push the star into
supernova, she had to time it so the light fromthe expl osion
woul d reach Earth at exactly the right nmonent. The right
nmonent was the same nonment as the light fromthe other

one hundred and twenty-seven supergi ants, which were al so
bei ng i nduced into supernovae, reached Earth.

For anyone living on Earth the result would be m nd-
fizzlingly spectacul ar. One hundred and twenty-ei ght stars
woul d appear to go supernova simultaneously, burning with
such ferocity they would be visible even in daylight.

And the hundred and twenty-ei ght supernovae woul d

spel | out a nessage.

And this would be the nmessage:

' COKE ADDS LI FE!''

For five whol e weeks, wherever you were on Earth, the

huge tattoo woul d be branded across the day and ni ght

ski es.



Honeynmooners in Hawaii would stand on the peak of

Mauna Kca, gazing at sunsets stanped with the slogan. Com
muters in London, stuck in traffic janms, would peer through
the grey drizzle and gape at the Cola constellation. The few
primtive tribes still untouched by civilization in the jungles
of South Anmerica would | ook up at the heavens, and certainly
not think about drinking Pepsi

The coat of this single, three-word ad in star witing across
t he universe would anpbunt to the entire mlitary budget of

the USA for the whole of history.

So, ridiculous though it was, it was still a marginally nore
sensi ble way of blowing trillions ofdoUarpounds.

And, the Coke executives were assured by the advertising
executives at Saachi, Saachi, Saachi, Saachi, Saachi and Saachi
it would put an end to the Cola war forever. Cuaranteed.

Pepsi woul d be buri ed.

K, it wasn't wonderful, ecologically speaking. OK, it

i nvol ved the destruction of a hundred and twenty-ei ght stars,
whi ch ot herwi se woul d have | asted another twenty-five nil-
lion years or so. OK, when the stars expl oded they would
gobble up three or four planets in each of their solar systens.
And, OK, the resulting radiation would | ast |ong past the
lifetime of our own planet.

But it sure as hell would sell a lot of cans of a certain fizzy
drink.

Fantozi finished the programand fired the nebulon mssile

off into the heart of the star. She finished her styrofoam cup
of chanpagne and flicked on her intercom

"Let's turn this son-of-a-goit around and go hone.'

The nose cone of Nova 5 slowy swung around to begin

the jag back to Earth.

The seven crew nenbers who were in stasis didn't survive

the crash.

As the ship bellied onto the cratered surface of the ice-

clad moon, it caught the edge of a jagged precipice which

ri pped open the port side like a key on a sardine can, and the
st asi sees spewed out into the deadly nethane atnosphere.
Captain Richards, who'd taken the first three-nonth watch

al ong with Schuman and Fantozi, had been pl aying solo

squash when Kryten had dropped in to the leisure suite to
informher politely that the ship's steering system had gone
all cockamani e, and the conputer had gone doo-lally.

She'd raced up to the Drive Roomto find chaos. The

conputer was reciting fifteenth-century French poetry, and

the steering systemwas on fire.

"What in hell is happening?

'~toilette, J'e te vois . . .' the conputCT said soothingly.
Kryten sprayed the steering systemw th a portable ex-
tinguisher. 1 don't understand what's going on. Mss Yvctte.'

" Schuman' Fantori!' Richards barked into the intercom

*Gct in here- we're in deep sneg!*

*It's a conplete nystery,* said Kryten

'"Que la tune trait & soi '

'One mnute he was fine,* Kryten shook his head, *thc next

he was acting like this.'

Ri chards tore at the panel housing to engage the back-up

coni put er.

"Nicotette est avec toi. . /

"I mean, if I'd known he was going to go mad on us, |

woul dn't have bot hered cl eaning him



' Say what, Kryten?

1 nean, what is the point of treating himto a conplete
spring-cl ean, polishing aU his bits and bobs w th beeswax, and
scrubbing his terminals with soapy water, if he's going to go
all peculiar?

' You cl eaned the conputer?

"What? Can't you tell? He's absolutely sparkling. Just |ook

i nsi de.'

Ri chards peered into the conputer's circuit board casing.

Foam ng, soapy water bubbled and snmoked beneath the

gl oam ng, new y-polished innards.

"Mamette aie blond poit,' the conmputer gurgled, and bl ew
soap bubbles out of its voice simulation unit.

"Kryten - did you clean the back-up computer too?

Kryten | ook away nodestly.

'Did you, Kryten?*

*Pl ease, Mss Yvette -1 don't want thanks.'

'Did you?' She grabbed himroughly by his shoul ders.

"The only thanks | need is know ng that you appreciate a

job well done.' His lipless mouth twisted into a plastic grin.
Schuman burst into the Drive Room wearing a towd,

rat-tails of wet hair bouncing behind her

"What ' s happeni ng?"

Fantozi raced past her and up to the fizzling flight console.
Her eyes darted over the digital read-outs. She typed quickly
on the ol d-fashioned five-button keyboard.

"There's no way in!'" She tried again. 'W can't get manua

- the flight console won't let us in!*

"Well, it should be working one hundred and ten per cent,*
Kryten said; *it's even cleaner than the conputers.’

Nova s dug a three and a half nile smoking furrow like a
giant, twisted grin in the icy surface of the nmoon, and finally
cane to rest in two separate pieces at the bottomof a
mount ai n range. The red-hot nmetal of the hull screaned and

hi ssed, warped and twi sted in the cruel suddenness of its icy
bath. Gradually it stopped protesting, and with a sigh sur-
rendered to its final resting place.

Si |l ence

Kryten | ooked down ac his legs. They were thirty feet away, at
the other end of the Drive Room Nova 5 tilted like a dry-sk
sl ope. He dragged his torso down the incline, over to the body
of Yvette Richards. Bl ood punped froma gash in her thigh

and her leg was twitching involuntarily. She was breathing.
Just.

Kryten | ooked down at the nmess of wires chat were hangi ng

out of the end of his torso, located one he didn't need very
much, yanked it out, and tied it in a tourniquet round the top
ot her thigh.

Ri chards' eyes biinked open. 1s everyone OK?'

Fantozi was groaning under a pile of debris. Kryten haul ed
his half-body to the nound of twi sted netal, and started

pul ling her out. Both her |egs were broken. Kryten nade

rudi mentary splints out of his hip rods, and bound themwith
wires torn fromhis mdriff.

' Thanks, Kryten.' Her mouth split into a dry snmile, then

she passed out.

Schuman crawled in fromthe corridor, her ankle tw sted

al nrost backwards, with cuts on her face and hands. 'Hey,

Ri chards,' she grinned, 'nice |anding. Reinind nme never to

| end you ny car.*



Kryten lugged what was |left of hinself over to Schuman

and, w thout warning, snhapped her tw sted ankle back into

pl ace. She screaned and punched himin the head.

'"W've lost the others' - Richards was |ooking at the
security canmeras - 'and half the ship. W've still got the stores
and the medical unit. And, since we're all sriU breathing, we
can assume the atnosphere generator is stiU operational and
the crash seal held. | guess Kryten hadn't gotten round to
cleaning it yet.*

"W'd better get you all down to the nedical unit,' said
Kryten. 'Excuse ne, Mss Elaine: wuld you be so kind as to
pass ne ny |egs?

FI FTEEN

Holly was | ost.

When he'd finally managed to westle Red Dwarf down to

bel ow I'i ght speed, he'd found a small electric-blue noon

with a suitable gravity, plunged into its orbit and perforned
t he 180° slingshot manoeuvre needed to turn the ship around.
But now he was | ost.

The thing about being in Deep Space is the universe | ooks
exactly the same fromwherever you are. It's a sort of gigantic
versi on of the Barbican Centre. And although they were

now supposed to be on a course heading back for Earth, Holly
wasn't totally one hundred per cent convinced his cal cul ati ons
were absolutely, right-on-the-button correct.

There are two ways to cope when you're lost: the first way
you get out a map, discover where you are, work out where

you want to go, and plot out a route accordingly. The second
nmet hod was the nmethod Holly was using. Basically, you keep

on goi ng, hoping that sooner or later you'll come across a
fam liar | andmark, and nuddl e through fromthere.

So far nothing had | ooked very famliar. Cccasionally he
spotted a constellation he thought they may have passed
before, but he couldn't swear to it; and every so often they
passed the odd multi-ringed gas giant with a red spot at the
pole, but, frankly, multi-ringed gas giants with red spots a-
their poles were ten a penny.

On his way out of the solar system all those years ago,

he'd started to conpile what he hoped woul d be the definitive
A to Z of the universe, with gal axies, planets, star systens,
street nanes and everything. But he'd fallen behind in the |ast
couple of nmillennia, and had | ost heart in the whole project.
It was the same with his diary. Each year he began to | og

the events of the voyage in eloquent detail. But every year
by January the thirteenth, he'd generally forgotten to keep it
up, and the rest of the diary just conprised a few inportant
birthdays: his creator's, his own, Netta Muskett's and Kevin
Keegan's. And the only reason he included Kevin Kcegan's

was to remnd hinself not to send hima card, because he'd
witten Football - It's A Funny O d Gane.

So, until he spotted a star or a planet he recognized. Holly
anmused hinmsel f by devising a systemtotally to revol utionize
nusi c.

He decided to decinalize it.

Instead of the octave, it becane the decative. He invented
two new notes: 'H and *J'.

Hol |y practised his new scale: 'Doh, ray, me, fah, sob, |ah
woh, boh, ti, doh.' It sounded good. He tried it in reverse.

" Doh, ti, boh, woh, |ah, soh, fah, me, ray, dob.'



It woul d be a whole new sound: Hoi Rock

Al the instrunments woul d have to be extra large to in-
corporate the two new notes. Triangles, with four sides.

Pi ano keyboards the | ength of zebra crossings. The only
drawback, as far as Holly could see, was that wonmen woul d
have to be banned from playing the cello unless they had
birthing stirrups, or elected to play it sid~saddle.

This exercise in restructuring the eight-note nusical scale
hel ped keep his nmind off a nunber of major perturbations.

One of these was that they were running worryingly | ow of

a nunber of major supplies which had been consumed by

Catkind during Lister's stay in stasis.

Checking the supply list was a bit |ike opening a bank
statenment. Sonetines, when you're feeling good and things

are going well, you can take the news, even though you

know it's going to be hideous. ther times, nost of the tine,
t hat bank statement can stay unopened for weeks. The ranks

of figures lurk inside the mssive |ike warped hobgoblins;
evil, deranged, waiting to | eap out and suck out your life
force. Pandora's box in an envel ope.

That's pretty nuch how Holly felt about the ship*s in-
ventory. The last time he'd mustered enough courage to take a
peek, he'd di scovered sone goose-pinplirig shortage*. Al-

t hough they had enough food to last fifty thousand years,
they'd conpletely run out of Shake'n'Vac. They had little
fruit, few green vegetables, very little yeast, and only one
After Eight mint, which he was sure no one woul d cat

because they*d all be too polite to take it.

So. to take his mind off the problem Holly began ringing

his first decative conposition. Quartet for nine players in H
sharp mnor. He'd just reached the solo for tronbone player
with three lungs when the inconmi ng nessage reached the

shi p's scanni ng system

Since Lister realized he couldn't possibly go into stasis, on the
grounds that the future echoes of hinmself had told himthat
he didn't, he decided he wouldn't, and instead he'd tried to
make the best of a difficult situation. Wile he waited for the
babi es to show up, whenever and however that was, he

el ected to have some fun

He'd found a jet-powered space bi ke in the docking bay,

and was overhauling it vnth a viewto going on a joy ride

t hrough an asteroid belt.

Wth a rag soaked in white spirit, he sat on his bunk

nmet hodi cal | y cl eaning the greasy machi ne parts which were
scattered all over his duvet, while R mer paced up and

down the metal-grilled floor of the sleeping quarters.

"M esperas ke kiamvi venos la vetero estos mlda,' said the
| anguage instructor on the vid-screen, and left a pause for the
transl ation.

R rmmer paced.

"Gime, . uhhhh .. ¢ uhmunm. . . Wait a mnute ... |
know thi* . . . OGoooh . .. hang on ... don't tell me ..
Unh. . .°

Wthout |ooking up fiomthe jet manifold he was fervently
greasing. Lister chined: 1 hope when you come the weat her
will be denent.’

1 hope when you cone the weather will be denent,' the
woman on the vid-disc concurred.
"Don't tell nme. | would have got that.' -

"Bonmlu dinkti mi" nl Koinstela hotcla? the recorded in-



Brnct oT pronpted

" Ahbh, yes . . . this is one fromlast time . . . | remenber
this.. . OGoooh . . .'

Uster took the screwdriver out of his nouth. *Please could
you direct ne to a five-star hotel ?

'Wong, actually. Totally, conpletely and utterly, totally
wrong, '

' Pl ease could you direct ne,
star hotel ?

"Lister - would you pleaM shut up?

" mjust hel ping you.'

1 don't need any help.'

RImer had decided to put his dem se behind him and

vowed to make his death as rich and fulfilling as was humanly
possi bl e. And so, he had taken up again his Esperanto | anguage
st udi es.

Al t hough technically Esperanto wasn't an official iequile-

ment for pronotion, officers were generally expected to be
reasonably fluent in the international |anguage.

'La man~o cstas bntga! Mnjn kmajn grcrtulojn at lo lcuiristo.'
Ri mer snapped his fingers. '[ would like to purchase the
orange infiatable beach ball, and that small bucket and spade.’
"The meal was splendid!' the woman translated. ' My

beartiest congratul ations to. the chef.'

[ Umrer Hiuniced. 'b it??* He ulced the vid to piu".

*You' vc been studying Esperanto for eight years, |Umer.

How cone you're "o hopel ea?'

'"Ch, really? And how many boob have you read in your

entire life? The same number as Chanpi on, The Wonder

Horse. Zero.'

|'ve read booki,* Ued Lister

'"W're not tal king about booki where the main character

ix 3 dog called "Ben". Not books with five cardboard pages,
throe words a page, and a guarantee on the back which says:

the instructor said, 'to a fivo

"This book ii waterproof and chewabl e. *

Li ster sprayed sonme WD~0 onto a spark plug. | went to
art college.'

*You?'

* Yeah. *

*How did you gee into art coll ege?*

"Usual way. The usual, nornmal, usual way you get into art
college. Failed all ny exans and applied. They snapped ne

up. '

*Did you get a degree?* Rinmer'r pul se qui ckened: Pl ease

Cod, don't let himhave a degreel!l

*Nah. Dropped out. Wasn't there |ong.*

*How | ong?"

Li ster |l ooked up and tried to work it out. 'Nincty-seven
mnutes. | thought it'd be a good skive, but | took one | ook at
the tinetable and checked out. It was ridiculous. | had lectures
first thing in die mddle of the afternoon. Half past two every
day. Who's together by then? You can still taste the toothpaste.'
He shuddered at the nmenory and went back to cl eaning

his bi ke parts.

| Umrer shook his head and restarted the | anguage tape.

'La nenuo aspektas bonege - m prows |a kokidajon.’

*Ah, now this one | do know. . .*

Hol ly's image repl aced the woman's on the nonitor, and

snoot hly delivered the correct reply.

"The mean | oob exedfait; IIl try the chicken.'



'HoUy, as the Gspenuitnos would uy,* RIU nmer nade die
lonian ugn for 'Sitieg of T with hia two dninmbi: '"Bonvol u
al sendi la pordistw - laaeajnrr estai rano en ma bidro", and
think we all know what that neans.*

"Yea,' laid Holly, "it ntaiH "Could yon send up the Hal
Porter - there appears to be a frog mny bidet?*’

*Does it?" Rinuner was genuinely suiprised. ~011, what's
that one: "Your father was a baboon's runp, and your

not her spent nost of her life with her pants round her
ankl es, up against walk with astros"?

"Look,' said Holly, suddenly renenbering why he was
there, 'you'd better conme down to the Communicati om
suite. We're getting an S OS call.'

S| XTEEN

Li ster grabbed a. cup of tea Fromthe di spensi ng machne, they
coll ected the Cat and caught the Xpress lift down to Coi nm

| evel 3.

"Aliens,* said RRmer, his eyes gleaming with the possi-
bilities; "it*s aliens.*

RImer believed passionately mthe existence of aliens.

He was convinced that, one day, Red Dwarf would encounter

an alien culture with 3 technology so far in advance of

manki nd's they would be able to provide himwith a new

body. A new start.

*It*s aliens,* he repeated; *I knowit.'

*Your explanation for anything slightly odd is aliens,* said
Lister. 'You |l ose your keys, it*s aliens. A picture falls off the

wall, it's aliens. That time we used up a whole bog roll in a
day, you thought that was aliens.*
"Well, we didn't use it all.' Ranmer shot himhis best Rod

Sterling Twilight Zone |ook. 'Wo did?

"Aliens used up our bog roll?

"Just because they're aliens, it doesn't nmean they don't have
to visit the smallest room Only, they probably do something
wei rd and alienesque; like it comes out of the top of their

heads, or sonething.'

Li ster sipped his tea and mulled the concept over. 'Well,'

he concluded, 1 wouldn't like to get stuck belund one in a

ci nema. *

A huge screen a. hundred netres square hung down over the
conmuni cati on consol es, and four speakers, each the size of a
fairly roomy Kensington bedsit, throbbed gently xs Holly
tried to establish contact by repeating a series of standard
i nternational distress responses over and over again in a variety
of different |anguages.

It's froman Anerican ship, private charter, called Nova 5,
said Holly lonelessly. 'They've crash-landed. I'"'mtrying to
get themon optical.’

"Ch.* Rimmrer sighed with disappointnment. 'So it's not
aliens.’

'"No. They're fromEarth. | hope they' ve got a few spare

odds and sods on board. W're a bit short on a few supplies.’
Li ster sipped his tea. 'Like what?

"Cow s mlk," said Holly. "W ran out of that yonks ago.
Fresh and dehydrated. *

"What kind of milk are we using now, then?

' Emer gency back-up supply. We're on the dog's mlk.*

Li ster froze, the styrofoamcup resting on his lips, the tea



hal f-way down his throat. He swall owed. 'Dog's mlk?

"Not hing wong with dog's milk. Pull of goodness, fuH of
vitam ns, full of marrowbone jelly. Lasts |onger than any
other kind of mlk, dog's mlKk.*

" \Why 2

'"No bugger's drink it. Plus, of course, the advantage of
dog's mlk is: when it's gone off, it tastes exactly the sanme as
when it's 6esh.'

Li ster dropped his cup into a waste chute. 'Wwy didn't yon
tell me, man?

"What ? And put you of Tyour tea?

' Somret hi ng' s happeni ng!' R mrer pointed at the Comm

screen, which fizzled and buzzed with static.

Slowy an inmage formed: the flat angular features of a
nmechanoi d face, the head wi thout curves, the nouth w thout
lips.

"Thank goodness, thank goodness. Bl ess you!* Kryten

cl apped his hands together. 'We were beginning to despair
'W?' aaid the Cat, arching his brow

1 amthe service nechanoid aboard Nova 5. W've had a
terrible accident. Seven of the crew died oft inpact; the only
survivors are three female officers, who are injured but
stable.’

*Femal e?* The Cat |ooked at Lister. Is that "fermale" as in
"soft and squi dgy" ?*

1 amtransmitting nmedical details.*

Digitalized pictures of Richards, Schuman and Fantoz

flashed up on the screen, followed by reans of nedical data.
Rl CHARDS, Yvette. Age 33. R-ank: Captain. Com

pound fracture, left fibula. Blood type 0 . . .

FANTQZI, Kirsty. Age 25. Rank: Star Denvolition

Engi neer. Multiple fractures, both |l egs. Blood type A .
SCHUMAN, El ai ne. Age 23. Rank: Flight Co.

ordinator. Severe fractures, right ankle. Blood type O .

The Cat's eyes darted across the significant details. 'Three. Al
i njured and hel pless. This is trenendous!’

Ri mrer turned fromthe screen and snoot hed down his

hair. 'Tell them* he said, a new tone of authority in his voice,
'"Tell themthe boys fromthe Dwarf xre on their way! O ny
nane's not Captain A J. R mmer, Space Adventurer!’

' Ch, thank you, Captain. Bless you. I'll tel} them*

Kryten shut down transm ssion

"Captain?' Lister inclined his head forward and | ooked up

at Rimrer through his eyebrowl, as if peering over a pair of
i magi nary spectacl es. 'Space Adventurer?

It's good psychol ogy. What am | supposed to say? "Fear

not, we're the blokes who used to clean the gunk out of the
chi cken soup machi ne? Actually we know snpg-all about

space travel, but if you' ve got a bl ocked nozzle we're your

| ads"? That's going to have them oozing wi th confi dence,
isn't it?

'Hey, Head,' the Cat said to Holly, 'how far are we away?
"Not far. Twenty-eight hours? he guessed.

*Only twenty-cight hours!* The Cat leapt to ha feet. Td
better start getting readyl I'mfirst in the shower room
WaBaaBh" he screaned with delight. 1'mso excited, all six of
nmy ni pples are tingKng!'

"Look,' said Lister, "this is a mission of nmercy. We*re taking
an injured crew urgently needed nedi cal supplies. W're not
goi ng down the disco on the pull.*



*Dum dum dum dum dum dum dum dum . . .*

Di sco nusi c thundered out of Lister's eight-speakered port-
abl e wax-bl aster, which vibrated and slid across the netal
surface of the sleeping quarters' table.

" Dum dum dum dum dum dam dum dum ..."' Lister

m m cked the synth-tynp as he glided rhymically over to his
nmetal | ocker and pulled out his underwear drawer. One sock
remai ned. He cutted, and grooved across to his dirty laundry
basket .

*Dum dum dum dum . . *

He pulled out two very hard, very stiff, rather dangerous-

| ooki ng yel |l ow socks. Holding themat armis |length, he
sprayed themliberally with Tiger deodorant, then put them
on the table and hit them several tines with a snall toffee
hanmer .

" Dum dum dum dum dum dum . .*

He noon-wal ked back to the | ocker, reverendy took out

an ol d brown paper bag, and fished out his |ucky-scoring
under pant s.

They had at one time been blue. Now they were a

yel lowy-grey with holes in the cheeks, and the clastic hung out
of the waist band. He held themin bis arns |ike he was
hol di ng the Turin Shroud. These were the underpants he'd
happened to be wearing the night he nmet Susan Warrington
Susan had got himdrunk, and taken advantage of his tender
years on the ninth hole - par four, dogleg.-of Bootle
Muni ci pal Gol f Course

He'd worn them again the night Alison Brcdbury*s dad

had to be rushed off to hospital with a heart attack, |eaving
himalone with Alison, the key to the drinks cabinet and her
parents' doubl e bed.

Fromthen they'd achieved in his mind a nystic quality.

He'd worn them sparingly, not wanting to use up their

magi ¢ powers.

Qoviously they'd not always been successful. In fact, a |ot
of the time they hadn't been successful. And slowy the
dreadful thought began to occur to himthat they m ght be
just a rather ordinary pair of dog-eared Y-fronts, and not
some talismanic, spell-kissed, warl ock-woven, sorcery-spun
article of enchantnent. They were just a pair of knickers.
But then...

Then he discovered if he wore them backwards ... al

their magi cal properties returned!

Kri st me Kochanski

For four whol e weeks she was madly in love with him For
four whol e weeks he'd worn his backward boxers. Not

daring to risk an ordinary pair, he'd washed them each ni ght
and worn t hem backwards throughout their relationship.
Naturally she'd asked hi mwhy. He told her he had twenty-
one pairs of identical briefs, and he always dressed in a hurry.
She bought himnew pairs, and forced himto wear them Like
a fool, he did. And soon after their relationship had ended.
"Dum dum dumdum . .."' He slipped on the sacred shorts,
backwar ds and i nsi de-out.

"No prisoners,' he said aloud, and glided over to the

i roni ng board.

He lifted the iron off his best green canoufl age pants and
pulled themon. He felt air on his buttock, and when he
checked in the rnil Tor he found an iron-shaped hol e cl ean

t hrough the right cheek.



*Dum dum dum dum dum dum . .*

He rifled through his | ocker, found the col our he was

| ooking for, and sprayed the exposed buttock with green car
t ouch-up paint.

He | ooked in the nmirror again. Froma distance you

honestly couldn't tell. True, he snelled |like a new y-painted
Cortina, but that would fade in tine. He slipped on his
favourite London Jets T-shirt and stood back to take in the
whol e picture: the freshly hamered socks, the cleverly

i nverted underpants, and the neatly sprayed trousers. Hey, he
knew it wasn't perfection, but Cod, it was close.

*0h, you're not on the pull, eh?" R nmer stood in the
doorway wearing a dashing white officer's uniform conplete
wi t h banks of gl oam ng medal s, and gol d hoops of rank
which ran the Iength of his left arm which Holly had
grudgingly sinmulated for him

Look at him Rimer thought. He's really trying- He's
wearing all his |east smeggy things. That T-shirt with only two
curry stains on it-he only wears that on special occasions. Those
canoujtage pants with the fly buttons m ssing.

"You're toffed up to the nines!' he said out I|oud.

"That's rich, comng from soneone who |ooks |like Cive
ofindia.'

"Ch, it's started.* R mer dusted sone imagi nary dust off
his gold epaulette. 1 knewit would.*

"What has?*

' The put-downs. It's always the sane every tinic we neet
worren. Put ne down, to mamke yourself | ook good.*

' Li ke when?'

' Remenber those two Htde brunettes from Supplies? And

| said I'd once worked in the stores, and they were very

i nterested, and asked me exactly what | used to do there?*
"And | saidyou were a shelf.* ‘e

"Right. Exactly.'

' So? They | aughed. *

*Ycs! At ne. At ny expense. Just don't do it, O K? Don't
put inc down when we ineet them*

"How d' you want nme to act then? How d*you want ne to
behave?'

Just show a little respect. For a start, don*t call ne

Ri mmer .

" Why not ?*

' Because you always hit the UMM at the begi nning.

RIMer. You make it sound like a lavatory disinfectant.'
*Wll, what should I call you?

1 don't know. Sonething a bit nore pally. Arnie? Am

maybe? Something a bit nmore. . . | don't know. How about:
"Big Man"?'

*Big Man?'

' How about "Chief'*, then? "The Duke"? "Cap", even.

What about "Ad Iron Balls"?*

Ri mer could see he wasn't really getting anywhere. '0 K,
then,' he tried, 'how about the nickname | had at school ?'

" What ? Bonehead?'

| mpossi bl e! Lister couldn't possibly have known his nick-
name at school was 'Bonehead'. No one-knew this. Not even
his parents. 'Wat on | o makes you think my nicknanme at
school was Bonehead!'

"Well, it had to be, didn't it?

' What ?'



*I't was a guess.*
"Well, it was a guess, as it turns out, that was conpletely
way of Fthe fairway and into the long grass. The nicknane to
which | was referring was "Ace".'
"You' re ni cknanme was never "Ace". Maybe "Ace-hole".*
"There you go agai n! Knock, knock, knock. Wy can't
you build me up instead of always putting nme down?*
Tor instance?*
"Well, | don't know Perhaps if the chance occurs, and it
cones up naturally mthe course of the convenation, you
could possibly drop in a mention of the fact that I'm well.
very brave.'
' Do what ?*
*Don't go crackers. Just, perhaps, when my back's turned
you m ght steer the dialogue round to the fact that I. .. died.
and, well, | was pretty gosh-dam brave about it."'

"You're pretty gosh-dam out of your snegging tree,
Ri nmer .
'"Or you could bolster up ny sexual past. Wiy don't you
just casually hint that 1've had tons of wonen? Wul d that

break your heart, would it? Wuld that give you |ung cancer
to say that?

Ri mer arched threateningly close to Lister's face, his eyes
bul gi ng: 'Just don't put me down, 0 K?'

SEVENTEEN

*Cone on, everyone - they're here! They're in orbit! Heavensi
There's so much to do.' Kryten nished down the sl oping
corridor, pausing only to water a lusciously green plastic pot
pl ant .

Thi ngs were going very well. Very well indeed. The girls

had been quiet and really nost forlorn of late. Being

mar ooned |ight years fromhome with scant hope of rescue

had been very trying, to say the least. He'd done his best to
keep thementertained, to keep their spirits high, but over the
| ast few weeks, he'd felt intuitively that they were | osing
hope-

Even his Friday night concert partics, usually the highlight
of the week, had begun to be greeted with grow ng apat hy.

M ss Yvette was especially guilty of this. She hadn't par-
ticularly enjoyed them fromthe beginning, and had told him
so.

The concert parties always began in the sane way. After

hat hs and supper Kryten would clear the decks while the girls
pl ayed cards, or read. At nine sharp the lights would be

di ned, and Kryten woul d tap-dance onto a nakeshift stage

in the engi ne-room singing Fm a Yankee Doodl e Dandft
juggling two cans of beeswax. And then he'd go into his

i npressions. H's best one was of Parkur, the nechanoid

aboard the Neutron Star, but none of the girls knew him so it
never went down that well. Then there were the magic

tricks. O, to put it nore accurately, the magic trick. He
would lie in a box and saw hinself in half. It wasn't nuch of
a trick because he actually did saw hinself in half. And then
the evening suffered a sUght hiatus while they waited the
forty mnutes it took for Kryten to reconnect his circuitry.
Then he'd round off the evening with a selection of hits
from Tht Student Prine. And then they'd play prize bingo.

The prize in the prize bingo was always a can of Ji f Ty W ndo-



Kl een. Nobody ever wanted a can of Jiffy Wndo-Kl een. so
Kryten al ways got it back and was able to use it as the next
week's prize.

In an odd kind of way Kryten was grateful for the accident.
Hs life had taken on a new vitality. He was needed. The girl*
depended on him His days were full. There was the cooking,
die changitig of the bandages, the physiotherapy, the concert
pani cs. And, of course, thch was the cl eaning.

Kryten took al nost orgasmic delight in housework. Piles

of dirty dishes thrilled him Munds of unwashed | aundry
filled himwith rapture. An unnmopped floor left himdry-

mout hed with lust. He | oved cl eaning things even nore than

he | oved things being clean. And things being clean sent him
into a frenzy of ecstasy.

And at night, when everyone was safely tucked in bed and

all the chores were done and there was absolutely nothing |eft
to clean, then, and only then, he'd sink into his favourite
chair, cushions aplunp, and watch Androids.

Andrffitfs was a soap opera, ainmed at the |arge ntchanoid
audi ence who had huge buyi ng power when it cane to

househol d goods. Kryten had all one thousand, nine hundred
and seventy-four episodes on disc. He'd seen themall many
times, but he still wi nced when Karstares was killed in the plane
crash. He still wept when Rozc |eft Benzen. He still |aughed
and sl apped his nmetal knee when Hudzen won the nechanoid
lottery and hired his human master as a servant. And he al ways
cheered when MoUee took on theandroid brothels, put the

pinps into prison and set the prosridroids free.

Androi ds, he told hinself, was his .one vice. That, and the
si ngl e chocol ate he all owed hinsel f each view ng, to conserve
supplies. Wien he wat ched Androids he wasn't just a nech-
anoi d, marooned |ight years fromnowhere, with three de-
mandi ng dependants and a never-endi ng schedul e of work.

He was somewhere different. Sonewhere gl anorous.

Sonmewher e el se.

He was Hudzen, winning the lottery and hiring a human

to serve him He was Jaysee, swi nging the nega-qui dbuck
deals, dining in die best restaurants, living in his vast pent-
house atop the Juno Hilton

He was soneone el se.

Kryten rushed down the slope and onto the main service

deck, where the girls were breakfasting.

' Conme-on! They're here!' He clapped his hands.

Ri chards, Schuman and Fantori didn't nove. They hadn't

nmoved, in fact, for alnmost three mllion years.

The three skeletons sat round the table, in freshly-I|aundered
uni forms, and grmed.

1 don't know what's so funny,' said Kryten. "They'll be

here any noment, and there's so nuch to do" He cl ucked

and shook his head. 'Mss Elaine, honestly: you haven't even
made an effort. Look at your hair.*

He fussed over to the table, and took out a hairbrush

"What a mess you | ook.* He hunmed Stay Young And

Beauti ful, and conmbed her |ong blonde wig with snoot h,

gentl e strokes. Wen her hair was just so, he stood back and
eyed her critically. He wasn't quite satisfied. He took out a
lipstick that matched her uniform and touched up her make-

up.

"Dazzling. You could go straight on the cover of Vogue.*

He shuffled down the table.



"M ss Yvette!l You haven't touched your soup. It's no

wonder you're | ooking so pasty.' He patted her gingerly on

t he shoul der. There was a | ong, slow creaking noise, and the
skel eton slunped face down into the bow of tomato soup
Kryten threw up his hands in horror. *Eat nicely. Mss Yvette!
VWhat will that nice Captain RRmer think if he sees you
caring like that?' He hoisted the skel eton back onto the chair,
sprayed her with a squirt of Wndo-Kl ear, and gave her head

a qui ck polish

"Now then. Mss Kirsty.* He waddl ed over to the renain-

i ng skel eton and | ooked her up and down: the trendy knee-

| ength boots, the chic, deep red mni-skirt and the peaked

vel vet cap cocked at a racy angle.

*No/ he beanmed, putting the hairbrush away. ' You | ook

absol utely perfect”

El GHTEEN

The Cat slinked down the docking bay gantry in his gold,
hand-stitched flightsuit, carrying a two-feet-high, cone-shaped
mat chi ng space hel met under his arm

He clinbed up the boarding steps into Blue Mdget, where

Lister and Rimrer were sitting in the drive seats waiting for
him He junped into the cranped cabin, struck a pose like

Ki ng of the Rocket Men, |egs splayed, chest puffed out, hand
on one hip, and said: *Put your shades on, guys. You're

| ooking at a nuclear explosion in lurex.' He gleaned a snmile

at themand fluttered his eyes.

" You*re | ooking good/ said Lister, craning round.

' Looki ng good?" Did | hear the man say, "Looking only

BODd?!' | ( Buddy, | ama plastic surgeon's nigktnaie. Throw

away the scal pel; inprovenents are inpossible.*

"A spacesuit,* said Rinmrer, *with cufflinks?

"Listen,"” said the Cat, dusting the consol e seat before arrang-
ing himself on it, *you ve got to guarantee me we don't pass
any mrrors. If we do. I'"'mthere for the day*

Lister flicked on the renote link with Holly.

Hol | y appeared on the screen | ooking sonmehow dififerent.

Li ster scrutinized the imge. He couldn't quite work out

what it was.

"Al'l right, then, dudes? Everybody set?

Li ster twi gged. *Holly, why arc you wearing a toupe?*

Hol |y was upset. He spent some considerable tine com pt-

ing his digital inmage to give hinself a fuller head ofbai T. ' So
it*" not undetectable, then? It doesn't blend in naturally and
scemessly with my own natural hair?

*I't | ooks,' said Lister, *like you've got a small, furry ani nal
nesting on top of your head.'

"What is wong with everybody?* R nmer strai ghtened

his cap. 'Three nillion years w thout a worman, and you al

go crazy.'

He's right, thought Holly, who am| trying to inpress? fma
conputer! How humiliating to have that pointed out by a hol ograni
Qut of spite he instantly sinulated a |arge and painful boil on
the back of R mmer's neck, and nmade it start to throb

Bl ue M dget, the powerful haul age transporter originally
designed to carry ore and silicates to and fromthe ship,

| ooked strangely graceful as it flickered between the red and
blue lights of the twin sun system above the howing icy

green wastel and of the noon that had becorme Nova;' & grave-
yard.



Li ster peered through the furry dice dangling fromthe

wi ndscreen. 'Nice place for a skiing holiday.'

Rumer stared unblinkingly at the tracking nonitor

"Not hing yet,' he said helpfully. He slipped his finger down
the collar of his shirt where a large boil was really begi nning
to hurt.

Li ster struggl ed hopelessly with the twel ve gear |evers.

Each provided five gears, making it sixty gears in all, and

Li ster hadn't yet been in the right one throughout the
twenty-nmnute jag.

The tracking nonitor started delivering a series of rapid

bl eeps.

"W've got iti' Rinmer cried. *Lat. twenty-seven, four

Long. seventeen, seven.*

Li ster |l ooked at himlike he was speaking Portuguese.

"Left a bit, and round that glacier.'

*Ch, right.’

Li ster landed appallingly in forty-seventh gc"r. Blue M dget
italled, bounced and rocked, before settling to rett with an
exhausted sigh. Lister pushed in the buttom marked *C . The
caterpillar tracks, telescoped out of their houring, rotated
down to the icy enmerald surface and houted the transporter

ten feet above the ground.

*Hey/ said the Cat, inprc"cd, ?lou really can drive this

t hi ng. *

"Actually,* said Lister, *I thought that wa" the cigarette ligh-
ter.'

The red-hot .w per blades nelted green slush fromthe

wi ndscreen as Blue M dget rose and fell over a scries of icy
dunes. As they reached the peak of the next range, they saw, in
t he hol | ow bel ow t he broken wreck, jutting out of the

| andscape |like a child' s discarded toy,

The gearbox groaned and rattled as they made thdr slip-

pery descent down into the crater

' Yoo-hoo!* the Cat squealed in fal setto, and waved madly

out of the port side w ndow.

"Ah, cone in, come in.* Kryten ushered themin fromthe
airlock. 'How lovely to nmeet you,' he said, and bowed

deeply.

*C<irmfal said Rimrer, speaking too loudly. *Wat a
delightful craft - remnds me of ny first comuand.* He

turned and hissed to Lister: 'Call nme Ace.’

Li ster pretended not to understand and wal ked of f down

the spotless, newy painted white corridor after Kryten, who
was chattering banalities about the weat her

*&recn slush again. Tut, tut, tut.*

The Cat fiossed his teeth one last tinme, and followed them
Kryten, used to the strange tilt, wal ked speedily down the
thin corridor, listing at an odd angl e.

He went through a | arge, pear-shaped hatchway, and they

foll owed hi macross what nust have been the ship's Enginc-
Room Even Lister, who hiew next to nothing aboat theic
things, could tell Nova j\ technol ogy was far in advance of

Rel Dwurfs. Talong np thnbquarters of the roomwas the
strangest piece of machinery Lister had ever seen: it was like a
huge series of merry-go-rounds stacked one on top of the

other and turned on their sides. Each of these was filled with
silver discs joined by thick gold rods, alJid at the end was what
| ooked |i ke an enornous cannon

*What's that?' asked Lister



It's the ship's Drive,' Kryten replied. It's lhe Dnility
Junp. '

"What's i Duality Jump?

"Don't be thick. Lister. Everybody knows what a Duality

Jump is,' said Rmer, lying

Kryten scurried through the pear-shaped exit, and Lister
piactically had to sprint out of the engine-roomto catch np
with themtwo corridors |later

Suddenly, the Cat sw velled, as they passed a fall-length
mrror recessed in the wall. H's heart pounded, his pul se
qui ckened. He felt silly and giddy. He was in |ove.

"You're a work of Art, baby,' he crooned softly at his reflec-
tion.

Li ster turned and shouted: 'Cone on!'

1 can't. You're going to have to help ne.*

Li ster picked up his gol den-booted foot and started to

yank hi mdown the corridor. Unable to help hinmself, the Lit
hung on to the mirror. H s gloved fingen squeaked across the
gl ass surface as Lister pulled himfree.

"Thanks, Man,' the Cat said gratefully. "That was a bad

"I"mso excited,* &id Kryten, shuffling along and absently
dusting a conpletely clean fire-extinguisher. *W all are. The
girls can hardly stop thensel ves fromjunping up and down.'
'Ha ha haaa,* brayed Rinmmer, falsely. '"Carmita, larnita,"’
"Ah! * sai dKrytcn, * Viparol asEsperantM Kapl unoRi nmi cr?
"I"'msorry?

*Vi parol as Esperanton, Kapitafw R mer?

*Cont agai n?

*You "peak Esperanto, Captain R mrer?*

*Ah, 0"i, OH, oui. jawdt. Si, JlI.* R mer icarched dcaper-
atdy through hi$ nenory for the appropriate phrase. Merci-
fully it came to him 'Bonvolu alsendi la pordiston |autajfte
estas ramen MM bi deo."'

*A frog?* said Kryten. In which bidct?*

*Ha ha huaaa,* brayed Rimerf even less convincingly. *[t
doean*t matter. t'U deal with it nyxelf.*

Kryten wal ked round the comer and down the ranp on to

the service deck.

*WM here they are,' he said.

Wt hout | ooking where Kryten was beckoni ng, R mmer

bent down on one knee and swept his cap in a snmooth arc.
"Carmita!* he purred.

Lister and the Cat tunbled in behind him

Their eyes nmet the holl ow sockets of the three grinning

skel etons sitting around the table.

There was a very, very long silence*

It was followed by another very, very long silence.

*Well,' said Kryten, a little upset, 'isn't anybody going to
ny "Hello"?

*H .' said Lister, weakly. Tm Dave. This is the Cat. And
this here is Ace.*

Rimer still hadn't closed his nmouth fromformng the

final vowel ofCarmita. Lister |eaned over and whispered to
himconspiratorially: 1 think that little bl onde one's giving
you the eye. Cap.'

"Now, " Kryten cl apped his hands, *you all get to know one
another, and 1*11 run off and fetch some m'' He staggered off
upt her f opc.

*| don*t believe this,' said R nmer, massaging the *H* on



hi s forehead.

Li ster |l ooked at him 'Be strong. Big Man.*

"Qur one contact with intelligent life in over three mllion
years, and he turns oat to be an android version of Nornman
Bat es. *

"So, they're a little ofi the skinny side,* said the Cat, ever
hopeful . *A few hot dinners, and who knows?'

Li ster wal ked up to the table and put his arns around two

of the skel etons* shoul ders.

1 know this may not be the tine or die place to say this,
girls, but my mate, Ace here, is incredibly, incredibly
brave. ..’

' Sneg of f, dogfood face!’

"And he's got tons and tons ofgirifriends.’

' mwarning you. Lister.*

Kryten raced back down the slope, carrying a tray which

hel d several plates of triangul ar-shaped sandw ches, a pot of
steanming tea, and a plate with seven of his precious chocol ates
onit. As he laid out the cups on the table, he | ooked up
suddenly aware of the lack of conversation

1s there sonething wong? he asked.

' Somet hi ng wong??" said Rimmer, aghast. 'They're dead.’
"Who' s dead?' asked Kryten, pouring some mlk into the

cups.

'They're dead,* R nmer waved at the three skel etons.

"They're all dead.’

"My God!" Kryten stepped back. in horror. 1 was only

away two m nutes!*

' They' ve been dead for centuries.'

' No!

*Yes!'

' Are yon a doct or?*

"You only have to | ook at them* R niner whined.

"They' ve got | ess neat on themthan a chicken nugget!’

"Wauh . . . whuh . .. well, what am| going to do?" Kryten
itamrered. 'I'm programmed to serve them'
"Well, the first thing we should do it, you know . . . bury

diem' said Lister quietly.

"You're that sure they're dead?

"Yes!* RJi nmer shout ed.

Kryten waddl ed over to Richards's |eering skel eton. *What
about this one?

Ri mer sighed. 'Look. There's a very sinple test.' He

wal ked up to the head of the table. "AU right.' he said, 'hands
up any of you who arc alive.'

Kryten | ooked on anxiously. To his dismay, there was no
response. He nade frantic signals, coaxing the girls to raise
t hei r hands.

' 0 K? said Rmrer finally.

Kryten's shoul ders buckl ed, and he dropped linply into a
chair, totally defeated

*| thought they might be . . . but I wouldn't allow nyself
| didn't want to admt . . . | . . . |I'mprogrammed to serve
them . . It's all | can do. . . | let themdown so badly. . . 1.

Li ster shuffled unconfortably.

"What am | to do?' Kryten said plaintively. A buzzer went

off in Kryten's head. It was his internal alarmclock telling
himit was tine for Mss Yvette'i bath. Automatically he

rai sed hinself, and then, remenbering, sank back down

again. He took a sonic screwdriver fromhis top pocket,



flipped a series of release catches on his neck, renoved his
head and pl onked it down uncerenoniously on to the table.
"What are you doi ng?' said the Cat.

I"mprogrammed to serve.' said Kryten's head. ' Theyte
dead. The programre is finished. |'mactivating nmy shut-
down disc."'

*Wyah!' said Lister. 'Sl ow down.'

Kryten's hands twi sted the right ear off his disenbodied
head and pressed a latch which flipped open his skull
"Kryten - listen to me. . .*

Kryten started renmpoving the mnute circuit boards from

i nside his brain, and stacking themneatly on the table.
"Kryten...'

He tugged out several batches of interface | eads, neatly
wr apped them up and placed themtidily beside the rest of
his mnd

Finally he | ocated his shut-down programre. 'Sorry about
die mess,' he said, and swi tched hinself off.

H s eyes rotated bade into the plastic of his skull; his body
slunped forward in his seat and crashed onto the fl oor

NI NETEEN

*It*s driving me batty. Mist you do it here?* R mer
surveyed the array of android organs spread higgi edy-

pi ggl edy all over the sleeping quarters. *What's this on ny
pillow? It*s his eyes!'

"I"'mtrying to fix him?* said Lister, holding Kryten's nose

i n one hand and poking a pipe cleaner soaked in white spirit
up his nostril with the other

It had taken thema week to transport the two broken

hal ves of the Nova $ back to Red Dwarf. They had needed al
six of the remaining transporter craft, operating on auto pilot,
to wench the ship free of the centuries-old nethane ice, but
after five days of maxi mumthrust the small transporters had
finally yanked the weck dear, and hauled it slowy and
precariously up to the orbiting Red Dwarf.

The Drive section of Nova 5 held few surprises - Kryten

had meticul ously updated the inventory every Tuesday even-
ing for two mllion years. Mst of the food was still vacuum
stored. Lister had been delighted to discover they had
twenty-five thousand spicy poppadons and a hundred and

thirty tons of mango chutney; enough, he pointed out at the
time, to keep him happy for the best part of a nonth.

There was, thankfully, nearly two thousand gall ons of
irradiated cows mlk, and Lister had insisted the dog's mlk
be flushed out into the vacuum of space, where it had instantly
frozen, leaving a huge dog-mlk asteroid for sone future
speci es to ponder over.

"Why d' you have to keep his bits all over ny blink?*

*So | know where they arc.'

*Ycs, well, Fmsorry, but | refuse to have sonmebody el se's
eyes on ny pillow *
"Look - 1'Il have himfinished by this aftenpon.*

'You' ve been sayng that for two nonths. What's this in

my coffee nug? It's a big toe.'

"Rimmer, will you just smeg of Fand | eave nme to it?*

*What the sneg do you want to repair himfor anyway?

He's just a mechanoid. A nechanoid that's gone conpletely
bar ki ng mad."

1 want to find out about that duality drive - | want to



know if we can fix it. And . . . | dunno. . . | feel sorry for him

"Sorry for hin? He's a machine. It's like feeling sorry for a

tractor.*

It's not. He's got a personahty.*

"Yes, a personality that should be severely sedated, bound

in a netal straightjacket and | ocked in a rubber roomw th a

stick between his teeth.'

1 think I can fix that.*

*You think it's just like repairing your bike, don't you?

Spot of grease, clean all his bits, re-bore his carburettor, and

bang! he's as good as new.'

' Same principle.’

"He's got a defect in his artificial intelligente. You' d need a

degree in Advanced Mental Engineering from Caltech to

set himto rights.*

Li ster prodded one ofKryten's circuit boards with a sol der-

ing iron. The nosel ess head fizzed nonentarily into life.
"Ah-ha,' it said, in rapid falsetto, 'elephant rain dingbiat

VietNam' The eyes on Rinroer's pillow rotated and bli nked.

' Tel ephone sandwi ch kerplunk armadill o Runpicstiltskin

purple.’

*Well,' said Rinmer. *Once agam you' ve proved ne

wrong. "'

HNNNNf t i i nNNNNNKRHHhhhhbhHHHHHHH

HNNNmi- nn NNNNNKRHHhhhhhhh HHHHHH

Ri mer | ooked at his bunkside clock. 2.34 s>'(tme

HNNNni i i mNNNNNKRHHhhhhhhhHHHHHH

HNNNnnnn NNNNNKRHHhhhhhhh HHHHHH

Ri ni mer cl anbered down from his bunk and | ooked over at

Li ster's sl eeping body. He was still hol ding one of Kryten's

circuit boards in one hand, and a sonic screwdriver in the other

And |' m supposed to keep you sane? he thought. Wio the sneg

i s supposed | o keep ME sane?

Ri mer closed his eyes and tried to sleep.

HNNNnnnnNNNNNKRHHhhhhhhh HHHHHH

HNNNni nm NNNNNKRHHhhhhhhh HHHHHH

It was useless. He got Holly to simulate his red, black,

white, blue, yellow and orange striped skiing anorak, and

decided to check out the salvage operation in the shuttle bay.

Ri mer voice-activated the huge corrugated | ead doors of

bay 17, which yawned open to reveal the two halves of the

wreck of Nova J.

Even though it was the early hours of the norning, the

massi ve sal vage operation was in full flow R nmer |ooked

down fromthe gantry at the battalions of skutters who were

still unloading supplies from the nmainly undanaged front
section. Another group of skutters w elding | aser torches
were still trying to cut their way through the hull of the rear

section. Even with the npbst powerful bazookoid l|asers, their
progress had been slow - barely two centinetres a day

t hrough the netre-thick strontiun agol all oy.

But what really interested Rimer was the second hal f of
Nova J. He'd gone through some of the ship's computer files,
and had every good reason to suspect that the 'dead* segment
cont ai ned sonething that mght very well change his life.

He stood on the gantry, hands in his ski anorak pockets,

wat ching the skutters lasering their way through the hull
"How | ong before we're in?" he asked Holly.

- *Two, maybet hr eedays. *

There was a noi se: the sound of creaking nmetal buckling



and ripping as the huge, arch-shaped door, which the |aser

torches were cutting into the craft's hide, slowy teetered

forward and fell |ike a medieval drawbridge, crushing al

ei ght skutters.

' Maybe even sooner,* added Hol Iy unconvi nci ngly.

Ri mer. raced down the gantry steps and across the stee

floor of the hangar, to the newy burned entrance in the stern

section of the hulk of Nova 5.

He peered into the dusty gloom Floor lights gl owed

dimy down the length of the corridor. He sumoned two

skutters away fromtheir unloading duties and, sending them

ahead, stepped inside. The corridor was still warmfromthe

| aser torches. Electric cables and di snmenbered circuitry hung

down fromthe ceiling like dead tubers in a petrified forest.

| Umrer inched his way along the corridor as the skutters

headl i ghts cut swat hes through the nurky gl oom Mst of

t he doors were open, or hanging of T their hinges. There was a

sensation, a feeling he couldn't explain, that the ship wasn't

dead - that there was sonething there. Something alive.

Slow y he worked his way around the tortured topography

of the first deck, then cl anbered down the broken spira

staircase, and found hinself on the stasis corridor

Most of the booths had been scooped cl ean by the scal pel -

sharp corner of the glacier in the crash. Three remai ned. Two

of them were punctured and, inside, the once-human occu-

pants had been fossilized into the walls by centuries upon

centuries of patient ice.

The third was occupi ed.

Skeletal legs jutted through a gash mthe staris booth door

The inmpact of the crash had driven the incunbent's |inbs

t hrough the reinforced gl ass.

Ri mer peered mthrough what remained of the obser-

vation wi ndow. Sonmehow the rest of the body had been

preserved, wedged half in and half out of the stasis booth. The

|l egs had withered with age, while the upper body renai ned

i n suspended ani mati on

Ti nel ess.

Unagi ng.

Unhar ned.

Rimer's voice activated the door. Surely he couldn't be
alive. The door lock twirled and the door arced open

The man opened bis eyes and | ooked down at his legs. Hs

scream cut through Rimmer |ike a shaid of jagged gl ass.

Then he stopped scream ng and di ed of shock

Rimer's heart went on a cross-country run around his

body. It bounced off his stomach, caroned into his ribcage,

and tried to make a forced exit through his wi ndpipe. It was

still hammering around his chest cavity like ft deranged pi nbal
when he finally stopped nming four decks up

He fell into a twilit recreation roomand was on his

haunches, still trying to suck air into his reluctant |ungs,

when he turned and saw the figure standing by the fruit

machi ne.

H's brain uttered a silent expletive, and his heart put on its
spi ked shoes and went for another |ap

TVENTY

The figure turned to face him The hol ogramatic *H on her
forehead glinted fluorescently in the blue light of the Ganmes
Room



"Ah, there you arc,' she sniled. "Were*a Yvette? We been
wai ting for ages.*

"Yvette who?

1 needed those course cal Cul ationi.* She wal ked six paces
towards himand held out her hand.

' Thank you,* she said, and di sappear ed.

Suddenly she reappeared at the fruit nmachine with her

back to him

"Are you OK?' said Rinmer, getting to his feet.

She turned.
"Ah, there you are,' she sniled; '\Were's Yvette? Fve been
waiting for ages. | need those course cal cul ations.'

Yet again she stepped towards him held out her hand -

and vani shed reappearing once nore at the other side of the
room

"Ah, there you arc,* she smled agam and Ri mer left.

*Quar k di ngbat fizzigog Netherlands,' said Kryten's dis-
enbodi ed head. ' Smirk Wido- Kl een doubl e- hel i x badger. *

Then there was theJd~zzzt of a circuit shotting, and his eyes
bii nked cl osed. A thin whisp of smoke curled up fromhis

open skul .

Li ster cursed. He peeked into Kryten's ntchanoid brain,
tutted, and fished out a half-eaten three-day-old cheese sand-
wich with chilli dressing. He prodded around with his sol der-
ing iron, absently hiring into the sandw ch.

The Cat walked in with his lunch on a tray, and sat down

at the table.

If you try and take this food, you're in serious persona
danger . *

I"'mnot going to try and take it."'

"Just don't even think about it.* The Cat pulled an em

broi dered | ace | obster bib out of his top pocket and tied it
around his neck. From his inside pocket he produced a solid
silver case, lined with velvet and contai ning an exquisite set
of gold cutlery with hand-carved nother of pearl handl es,

whi ch he placed either side of his plate. He nibbed his hands
toget her and went into his food-taunting eating ritual

' mgonna eat you, little chickic,' he chanted at the chicken
marengo; 'I'mgoing to eat you, little chickie. |*m gonna eat
you, little chickie. *Causc | |ike eating chicks."'

The song finished, he | ooked away fromthe food like a
basebal | pitcher checking the bases, then suddenly flicked the
chicken off the plate and, in the sane, snooth novenent,
caught it in md-aii with the same hand, and put it back on

t he pl ate.

Too sl ow. Chicken marengo,* he eluded. 'Too sl ow for

this Cat.'

"Way don't you just eat it?*

"It"s no fiinif you don't give it a chance.'

"But it's dead. It's cooked.'

"Whah!' The Cat sl apped his hand down on the plate,

sendi ng the chicken spinning into the air and over his shoul -
der. He kicked away fromthe chair, somersaulted backwards,
and caught it in his nouth before it hit the ground.

"Hey - this chicken is faster than | thought!' He pat the

chi cken back on the plate, and bad just started to juggle the
pot at oes when Ri nmer wal ked i n.

199

%l emm' he beamed broadly, 'there's soneone 1'd |ike

you to neet. Sonmeone who's a deep personal friend of nine.



Soneone who. |'msure, will enrich all our lives. Soneone,
|'ve decided, who will be a nmore interesting and stimnul ating
bunk-mate for myself, which is why | intend to nove in with
this someone to the spare sl eeping quarters next door. Gentle-
men .. .*

Rumer gestured |ike a medieval courtesan, and into the

open doorfrane stepped sonmeone Lister and the Cat rec-

ogni zed instantly.

There in the hatchway, standing beside Arnold J. R mmtr,

was anot her, conpletely identical AnmoldJ. R nmer.

TVENTY- ONE

After Rimrer |left the woman by the fruit machi ne, he
rounded up the skutters, and they made their way down the
broken stairwell to Nova J'S hol ogram si nul ati on suite.

Her personality disc, scarred and warped, spun round and
round in the drive, aimessly projecting her through the sane
pi ece of dialogue for the ziU onth tine. in pointless perpetua
noti on.

The wonman's nane had been Nancy O Keefe. A Flight

Engi neer, Second C ass, she'd been the hi ghest ranking cas-
ualty mthe ship's rear section. Wat renai ned of the com
puter's intelligence had automatically recreated her, even
t hough her dat abase was corrupted beyond repair in the

acci dent .

Rimer told the skutter to eject the disc, and started
searching through the rest of NwdJ's personality library.
One by one he went through the cight-wonman, two-nan

crew. One by one the skutters' clunsy claws placed each of
the discs in the drive, and booted them up. And one by one
all ten nenbers of Nova $ were resurrected before him Each
in sone way was corrupted.

Al ten discs were unpl ayabl e.

The frustration of it!

For two cruel hours, while he went through each of the
dues, he'd been able to entertain the prospect that at |ast he
could acquire a conpanion. A hol ogramati c comnpani on

who coul d understand how it felt to be dead. How it felt to
be a hologram How it felt. Someone who could touch him
Yes - hol ogranms coul d touch. Soneone he could touch. To
touch again! To be touched!

But, no.

Denied. Al ten discs warped, scratched, ruined. Al ten

di scs destroyed in the crash.

Ri mrer sat down and tried to think. What if. . . what if

he could copy his own disc fromdie Red Dnarf hol ogram
library, and then use Nwaf's disc drive to sinulate a duplicate
hi n?

Two Aol d Ri nmrers.

Two hi ms.

Who better as a companion than his own sel f!

Arnold J. Rimmer i and Arnold J. R nmera.

Bri U-aneggi ng-illiant.

TVENTY- TWD

'"How To Be a Wnner - an Introduction to Poweranmics.'
"Qurs,' said the two Rimmers sinultaneously.

Li ster tossed the book onto the conputer trolley, with the
rest of the R mmers* bel ongingi, and picked another off the
shel f.



' Cooking Wth Chillier he read.

"Yours,* the Rimmers chanted m uni son

Lister tossed it back on the shelf, then turned and opened the
| ocker marked 'Rimrer, A.J. BSc, SSc', which |ong ago

Li ster had | earned stood for 'Bronze Swimming Certificate*

and 'Silver Swinming Certificate', and started to heap all the
contents onto the trolley. Twenty pairs of identical mlitary
bl ue underpants, all on coat hangers in protective cell ophane
wr appi ng, the pyjamas with the dry-cleaning tags pinned to the
- collars, the piles of Survwal i st weaponry magazi nes, and his one
CD - Billy Benton and his choir sing the Rock'n'rotl greats.
'What about these posters?* asked the duplicate R mer.
"They're mine,' said Lister

*| know they're yours, but the Blu-Tack isn't.*

*You want to take the Bl u-Tack?

"Well, it is mne," pointed out the original; 1 did pay for it,
with nmy noney.'

*I think there's one of your old finger-nail clippings onder
the bunk. 1'Il put that in too, shall 1?

Rimer Mark 2 eyed himnarrowy. *Don't try and be

anusing, Lister; it doesn't suit you.'

For no reason that Lister could see, both R mrers hewt ed

with laughter at this last remark, bending at the wai st and

t hunpi ng their knees.

'Great put-down, Arne,* said the original R ner

t hrough a mask of tears.

Li ster | ooked on, benused.

The duplicate stood up, still giggling. 1'll go and check

how t he skutters are coping with the redecoration plans.*

* Sec you. Big Man, * said the copy, stepping out of the hatch-
way.

*Catch you later, Ace,' said Rmrer, with a | ook of total

i nfatuation.

*YDU*re a very, very weird person,' said Lister, droppng a
wedge of neatly ironed bl ack socks onto the trolley. In fact,
both of you arc.*

Ramrer was oblivious to criticism 'Wat an idea. "Wat a
genius idea. Using Nwa g's hologramunit to generate a
duplicate ne. That's the best snegging day's work |I ever did.'
*0f all the people you could have brought back - anyone

in the Red Dwarf crew - you decide to copy your own disc,

and bring back another you? That's turning narcissisminto a
sci encel *

*| wanted a conpani on. Who nore interesting and sti nu-

[ ati ng than mysel f?

"Way didn't you bring back one of the girls?*

'Because all the girls thought | was a prat.'

"Well, one of the guys, then?*

'They all thought | was a prat, too. Everybody thought I

was a prat: except for me. Which is why | brought back the
Duke. Add Iron Balls hinself.'

' Bonchead 2 - how could there be only one?*

‘I don't have to take this any nore,* R nmer sighed
happily; 1 don't have to take the put-downs, the smart-al ec
qui ps, the oh-so-clever snide asides. It's the dawmn of a new era
for me, Listy. No nmore you, with your stupid, annoying

habits. No nore yon, holding ne back, dragging nme down.'

'Me? How did | drag you down?*

"Ch, let me count the ways.'

"What ways?'



*Humm ng. *

" Humm ng?*

"You hunmmed persistently and nmaliciously for eight

nmont hs, every tine | sat down to do some revision.'

'So, you're saying you never becane an officer because

you shai-ed your quarters with soneone who humed oc-
casional ly?

*Not occasionally. Constantly.*

*You failed your Astronavigation exam eight times before
we even net.'

' There you go again - always ready with the smart-al ec
qui p/

"That's not a quip, it's a fact.*

' There you go again, putting ne down.*

'So, what else did | do, besides hunt

'Everything. Everything you ever did was calculated to
hol d ne back, put me down and annoy ne.'

' Li ke what ?'

' Exchanging all the synbols on ny revision tinetable, so
that instead of taking my Engineering finals I went sw m
m ng. "'

"They fell off. | thought 1'd put themall back in die right
pl ace.'

' Swappi hg ny toothpaste for a tube of contraceptive jelly.'
*That was aj oke!'

*Yes. The sane kind of joke as putting ny nane on the
waiting list for experimental pile lurgery. The point is: you
have al ways stopped me from bei ng successfill -" that is a
scientific fact.*

"Rimer, you can't blame nme for your lousy life.'

"Not just you. It's been all ny bunk-nmates. Penberton
Lcdbettcr,Daley. . . all of you.'

It's always the sane. It's never yi"*,uit? It'i always
someone or sonething el se. You never had the right set of
pens for G& E Drawing . . . your dividers don't stretch far
enough. ..

"Well, they don't!' protested R nmeT.

"In the end, you can't turn round and say: "Sorry I
buggered up ny life - it was Lister's fault".'

It's too late, ny life's already been buggered up. It's ny
deat h that concerns ne now, and | have no intention of
buggering that up' - Rimer turned on his heels - 'because
I"mgetting out of here and nmoving in with nyself.'

TVENTY- THREE

Bl ackness.

Not hi ngness.

Then a sound.

"Juii)dt”

Then the sound agai n:

"Jliii)dt”

What did that sound nean?

The sound again, but this tine it wai different. He rec-
ogni zed the sound. He remenbered hiring it before. It was
| anguage. But he'd forgotten what it meant.

"Krym ldt.'

A nane. A nane he shoul d have known.

*Kryiijdtn.'

Hi s nane!

"Kryten? Kryten?*



A flash of green light. Then black |ines drew thensel ves
across his field of vision. Then the lines nelted away, and he
was | ooki ng at a nessage:

' Mechanoi d Visual System Version | X 0$. (c) Infonmax

Dat a Cor poration 2296."

And t hen sight.

Fl oods of brilliant colours: blues, reds, yellows dancing
nonsensi cal ly before him

He focused. There was a man's face grming at him

| YoCS! - said the face. 'Bni-taaaaaH

"Hgvd Munmber Daffd.' said Kryten.

Li ster twi ddl ed aboat inside his head with a sonic screw
driver.

"Hello, M David,' said Kryten

"Ye-cs!* said Lister again. Tve done it! You' re back in
action.* He put Kryten's skull-piece back into place, fastened
the I atches and replaced his car. *How d' you fee] ?*
'Everything seens to be functioning,' said Kryten flatly.
"Listen', said Lister, |leaning over him 'there's something
need to know what's the duality junp? What is it? \Wat

does it do?*

A plastic frown rippled across Kryten's brow. *It powers the
ship. It's a quantumdrive - it allows you to |l eap from one
point in space to another. Wy?

*How does it work?*

Tnjust a nechanoid. | don't know these things.'

*How does it work, Kryten?* Lister insisted.

It's something to do with Quantum Mechani cs and | n-
determ ni sni'. Sonet hi ng about when you neasure el ec-

trons, they can be in tw places at the sane tine.'

Kryten seemed strangely reluctant to tal k about it, and

kept stressing it was a *humaH matter* and not really the kind
of thing nmechanoi ds shoul d concern thensel ves with, but, bit
by bit, Lister wheedl ed what he could out of Kryten, and
doggedl y pi eced toget her what he needed to know

When you nade a duality junmp, it seened, you tenpor-

arily coexisted at two points in the universe; you then 'chose’
one of these points to "be* in. In this way you could | eapfrog
across the liniverse, not bound by the limts of Space/Tine.
'So, how long,' Lister pressed, 'would it take a duality

junp to get back to Earth?

"Ch. . . along tine.'

' How | ong?*

*You' d have to nake about a thousand junps.
' How | ongY

"Two. . .* Kryten nused per haps even three nonths.'
Three nonths!' Lister was already into the touch-up shuf-
fle.

"But there's no fuel! It decayed centuries.ago.'
"What kind of fuel does it need? -
*| don't know. |'mjust a nechanoid.*

"Kryten, pleecease.' .

Kryten, shifted on the bench and tw sted his fingers un-
confortably. '"I'mjust a mechanoid. |just clean things.'
'But you know, don't you?

'"Only because | heard M ss Yvette tal k about it once. But
' mnot supposed to know.'

"What is it?

"Urani um 233- Whatever that i$.'

*Ye-e-e-es?' Lister thunped the table. 'Ni ce one, Krytic.*



"Well, if that's all, M David' - Kryten smled his |lipicss

smle - 1'd like to be shut down agai n now, please.’
"What are you tal king about? It took ne four nonths to
fix you.'

"But there's no point in ny being on-line. | was pro-

grammed to serve the crew of Nova f. They're dead now,
therefore, nmy programis conpleted.'’

*So0? You've got to start a new program*

Kryten tilted his head and arched a hairl ess eyebrow. 'To
serve whon®'

'To serve no one. To serve yourself.*

"But | have to serve soneone. | was created to serve. |

serve, therefore | am'

Li ster forced back bis fur-lined | eather deerstal ker with the

heel s of his palns in exasperation. 'Kryten - chill out, 0 K?
Loosen up. Re-lax. Just hang, will you? Chill the snmeg out.'
* Wy ?'

' Because | say so.*
Kryten's face seened to brighten, *Is that an order? he said

hopeful | y.

" \Why 2

"We11, ifit'san order, that's difFerciat.*
It is an order,' Lister imled. "Chill out.*

Kryten wai perched sriffly on a tall bar stool mthe Copaca-
bana Hawaiian Cocktail Bar, staring at the dry martini cock-
tail, stirred, two olives, standing before him He didn't really
like dry martinis, shaken or otherw se, but he'd ordered it
because it was the drink Hudzen al ways had when he went to

the H -Life Club in Androids and to Kryten it was the zenith

of sophistication

He knocked back the martini in a single gulp, paused a few
seconds, then regurgitated it back into his glass and stirred it
round for a while with his cocktail stick. He wasn't very

good at enjoying hinmself, he decided. He'd much rather have
been cl eani ng sonet hi ng. He woul d nuch rather have been

re-varni shing the dance fl oor or shanpooing all two thousand,
five hundred and seventy-two crushed vel vet seats.

Still, Mster David had ordered him to *chiB out', to

"hang', so 'hang* wai what he nust do. He sank the cocktai

once nore, and brought it back up again.

He flicked through his vocabul ary database for a definition

of '"hang (vb. slang)'. 'Reduce tension' he read once again;
lose rigidity; cease working, worrying etc.; allow nuscles to
becorme linp; relax, enjoy oneself.' Kryten relaxed liis

nmuscl es. Hi s head |olled back, his arns hung | oosely by his
sides, and be fell off the bar stool onto the purple carpet.
He clinbed back onto the stool, and started to worry that

he hadn't ceased worrying. He | ooked around at the flashing
disco lights on the enpty dance floor. He becane aware for
the first time that nusic was punping out of the soakers. If
he was really to carry out Mster David's orders to the letter
he supposed, he was obliged to get down and dance. Wth i
sigh of resignation he took his martini cocktail and waddl ed
over to the dance floor. The only dance he knew was the tap
dance to Yankee Doodl e Dandy,

The nusi c pl ayi ng was Hugo Lovepol c*s sexy ballad Hey

Baby, Don't Be Ovulatin' Tonight. Kryten set his drink on the
fioor, stamped his right foot until he got in time with the
snoochy beat, and began tap-dandng furiously.

And that was how the two RImmtrs found him as they



strolled through the recreation decks, taking their early even-
i ng constitutional

It had been a very pleasant stroll - quite the nicest evening
Ri mer had spent for years. Hs duplicate was a total dehght.
They had each other in tucks; remniscing, talking over old
glories, old girifriends. The sinple, manly joy of chew ng the
fat with a like-m nded, right-thinking coll eague.

At |ast he had soneone with whom he could share ideas

he'd al ways been to enbarrassed to propound before. Such

as his French dictation theory of life.

Rirnmer believed there were two kinds of people: the first
kind were history essay people, who started life with a bl ank
sheet, with no score, and accumul ated points with every
success they achieved. The other kind were the French dic-
tation people: they started off with a hundred per cent, and
every m stake they nmade was deducted fromtheir origina
perfect score. Rimmer always felt bis parents had forced him
firmy into the second group. Everything he'd ever done was
somehow i nperfect and flawed - a di sappointrment. Years

bef ore, when he'd been pronoted to Second Technician, he

felt he hadn't succeeded in becom ng a Second Techni ci an
rather, he'd failed to beconme a First Technician. VWile he
expounded t he theory, his double nodded in agreenment and

mur mur ed encour agenents, such as ' Absol utel y* and 'Vary

true.*

Ri ght now, though, the conversation bad shifted and

Rimer was listening with nmounting glee as his double

rem nded himof their one-night stand with Yvonne M-

G uder.

"What a body! What a body!* the double was chuckling.

*And hen wasn't bad either"” R mrer guffawed.

They paused as across the disco floor they caught sight of
Kryten clickety-clacking frenetically.

*What on | o do you think you' re doing?* the double said,
benused.

Tmchillmg out, sirs/ said Kryten
click, click, tap, tippy-tap, tip.
"You're what?' said Rammer.
I"mgetting mellow - clicky-clack, tip, tip - 'lI'mcoasting.
[*mchilling out.'

Kryten suddenly felt ridiculous, and stopped.

*How | ong have you been fixed?' R mmrer asked.

Kryten was wondering why there were two identical -

| ooki ng Rimrers addressing hirti, but he felt that as a nech-
anoid it would have been inpertinment to ask. 'Since 12.15
hours, sirs.'

It's seven-thirty in the evening. Have you been\ nessing
about all that time? said the double.

1 was carrying out M David's orders, M Arnold, sir. He
ordered ne to rel ax.'

*0h, and | suppose you do everything you' re ordered to?
"Yes, sir. | do, sir.'

"Real | y?* The two Ri mmers hi ked eyebrows at each ot her

' m hangi ng.* Cick

"Yes. |'mprogrammed to serve, sirs.'

The double pointed to Kryten's drink. 'Eat that cocktai

gl ass."

'"Right away, sir,' said Kryten, and ate the gl ass.

'"So,* Rimrer mused, 'if | said to you "spring-clean the
entire sleeping quarters deck," | suppose you'd do that too,

woul d you?'



"Of course, M Arnolds.’

"Splendid!'' said R nmer.

' Spl endi ssino!* said his digital doppl eganger
TVENTY- FOUR

The Iift doors split open and disgorged a tired but happy

Li ster onto the habitati on deck corridor. He'd spent the | ast
two days and a night down mthe technical library, then
another nmorning liaising with Holly in the geology lab. In
the last fifty-six hours he'd |l earned many things. He'd started
of f thinking that the structure and conposition of planet
crust and rock formations were incredibly boring. But now

he was absolutely certain of it. Sdll, be now knew nore

about urani um production and mining techni ques than he

knew about the London Jets Megabow -w nni ng team of '75

-and he knew what the entire LondonJets Megabow -wi nni ng
team of '75 had for breakfast on the day of the gane.

This was the way it went: fissile uranium 233 could be

synt besi zed fromthe non-fissile thoriumisotope: thorium
232. And this was the best part: thorium 232 wasn't even
rare. It was abundant in the universe. It abounded! There was
lots of it! And this was confirnmed when his radionetric-
spect rographi ¢ survey turned up seven likely moons in this
sol ar system al one.

Fi ve of them woul d have required underground m ning,

so he had to rule themout. O the remaining tw, one, the
nore |ikely one, "was seven nonths* travel away. But on the
nearer nmoon, |ess than five days* journey away, there was an
ei ghty-seven per cent probability that the ore deposits he
needed were lying close to the surface. No shafts, no pit-
props, no radon gas ventilation problens. Maybe he could do
it. Red Dnmarf was a mining ship - it had all the equipnent:
the earth-moving vehicles, the processing plants, the whole en-
chi | ada!

When he turned into his sleeping quarters, it took severa
nmonents before his tired brain registered what it was that
was different.

At first he assuned he nust have got out of the lift on the
wrong floor, and he was now standi ng on the wong deck.

Then he saw his gol dfish, only the water was cl ean, and you
could see the plastic Vatican quite clearly. He | ooked around.
The dull grey netal wails had vani shed behind a Victorian
floral print in various pretty pinks. The bedspreads were in
delicate cream | ace, festoon blinds in a m xture of rosebud
patterns huftg over the viewport w ndow. A sal non-tinted
Aubusson rug swept fromunder the bunks to the new por-

cel ain pedestal wash basin. The | ounge area was curtained off
fromthe bunks by red silk drapes, with gold tie-backs. The
table in the mddle of the roomwas covered in a briar rose,
short-skirted circular cloth, on top of which stood rows of
new y polished boots and piles of neat, crisply folded |aundry.
It was appal ling.

It was an atrocity agai nst machi sno.

*What the smeg is going on?

Krytcn | ooked up fromhis ironing.

*CGood afternoon, M David, sir.'

'What have you done?

*A spot oftidying.*

*What are these?' Lister snatched an unrecogni zable item
fromthe pile of |aundry.



" Your boxer shorts, M David.*

*No way arc these my boxer shorts,* said lister. "They

bend. What have you done to this place? Wat is this? This
bow of scented pencil shavings?

' Pot pourri, sir.'

' Pope who? Where is cverythng? \Where's ny orange ped

with the dg dinps mit? Were's the remmants of |ast Wdnes-
day's curry? | hadn't finished eating it! \Were's ny coffee
mug with the nould in it?*

1 threwit away, sir. | threwit all away.*

"You what? | was breeding that nould. It was called
"Albert". | was trying to get himtwo feet high.*
Wy, sir?*

'Because it drove Rimer nuts. And driving Ri nrer

nuts is what keeps ne going. Wiat did you do it for?

'"The two M Rimers ordered ne to, sir. They even
recommended the decor. They said it was very you.'

Li ster sat down on the apple-green chintz-covered chaise

| ongue, next to the potted plastic w steria, and wondered
where he coul d begin. There was sonething about Kryten

that really disturbed him but he wasn't quite sure what. He
was a slave, and Lister hated that. For sone reason, mankind
seened to be obsessed with ensl aving soneone: bl ack sl avery,
cl ass slavery, housew fe slavery, and now nechanoid sl avery.
Then it hit him it wasn't so nuch slavery that got to him
though get to himit did; it was the happy slave. It was the
acqui escence, the assent to serve, the willingness to be a sl ave.
'What about you?* Lister |ooked up as Kryten pl oughed
through the ironing. 'Don't yoa ever want to do sonething
just for yoursel f?

"Mysel f?' Kryten sniggered. "That's a bit of a barny notion
if you don't mnd ny saying so, sir.*

"Isn't there anything you | ook forward to?

Kryten stood, the steanming iron in his hand for a ful

mnute, trying to think of an answer.

"Androids,' he said, at last. 1 |ook forward to Androids.*

' Besi des Andr oi ds?

Kryten had anot her think. 'Getting a new squi dgy nop?*

he vent ured.

' Besi des dunb soap operas and even dunber cl eaning uten-

sil s?*

Kryten fell silent.

*What do you think of thorium m ning?*

Kryten | ooked baffl ed.

"Fol  ow ne.’

They found the Cat on Corridor onmega 577, sleeping peace-
fully on top of a narrow netal |ocker, a hairnet protecting his
ponpadour .

'Hey, Cat-wake up.' Lister rocked the | ocker

The Cat opened one eye. 'This'd better be good. | was

sl eeping. And sleeping is ny third favourite thing.'

' Cone on. Follow ne.’

A yawn split the Cat's face and nmade his head appear to
double in size. He sprang down fromthe | ocker, arched his
spine and stretched until the back of his head was touching
the heels of his gol d-braided sleeping slippers, and yawned
again. He opened the | ocker door, reached inside, and draped
an imtation King Penguin filr smoking jacket casually over
hi s shoul ders, before popping the top off a magnum of nilk
and filling a crystal goblet. He gargled peritcly, urinated in



die | ocker and followed Lister and Kryten down the cor-
ridor.

*Wbcre are we goi ng?*

*M ni ng/

TVENTY- FI VE

The two RimmtTs, dressed in identical P.E. Hi sjunmped up
inthe air, flapping their arns sinultaneously in time to the
musi ¢ and yel li ng encouragenent at each ot her

' Come on - keep it up!'

*You too!'

They | anded, crouched like bullfrogs, and | eapt off up into
the air again.

"Junp!’

"Stretch!*

"Junp! *

"Stretch!*

Jump"

"Stretch!*

The Rainmers were al one aboard Red Dwarf.

Lister, Kryten, the Cat and twel ve skutters had gone off in
Bl ue M dget, |oaded with surface mining equipnment, in
search of the uranium deposits on the black desert noon

bel ow. The two Rimmers were to stay behind to supervise

di e wel di ng together of the two hal ves of Nova J by the

ci ghty-four remaining skutters. They were to oversee the
restoration of the ship, to render it space-worthy again.
They were in charge!

In charge of a nmjor operation, a gargantuan engi neering
chal |l enge. And they were in charge

Hol Iy had estinmated the operation would take two nonths

to conplete, at the very least. Wll, the two Rimmers woul d
see about that. They would do it in half that time, they
decided. No, a quarter of that time. Under the excellent
management of two Arnold Js, those skutters were going to
work their little claws of FI' That ship would be ready in a
fortnight. It would be ready, new and gl eam ng, by the tine

Lister returned with hi" uranium haul. Imagine his stupid
little porky face, hardly able to conceal his grudging admr-
ation. 'lI've got to admit it,'" he would say, 'you guys really arc

a great team'

In the nmeantime they were getting fit, getting in shape,
getting prepared for the ordeal ahead. This was day one of
t he new regime

"Junp!’

"Stretch”

"Junp!’

*Stretch”

*And ... rest!* The original R nmer collapsed on the

fl oor.

'No, keep junping" the double yelled, finding new
strength fromhis other self's weakness. Red-faced, R mer
started up again.

"You're right,* he shouted, 'keep going. Through the pain
barrier.’

*Junp"

"Stretch”

' Junp”

"Stretch”

"And. . . rest" said R mer again.



"\What are you doi ng, man?' screanmed his copy, still |eap-
i ng.

Tmresting, It*s all going grey.*

"That's the pain barrier - beat it"

' Absol utely" He started junping again. *Up, up, up
' More, nore, nore"

*Junp, jump, junp”

SCTCtchb., stretch, stretch!

'"Rest, rest, rest? pleaded Runmer.

"No, no, no!' insisted the double.

They continued | eapi ng up and down for a further mnute,

both too breathless to speak

"And. . . rest!* whispered the double finally.

Ri mi ner | anded on the floor and his | egs sagged beneath

him He staggered backwards towards the bunk, and fel

forward onto his knees. The gl ands at the back of his throat

wer e producing saliva by the bucket-load. 'Geat sesh,' he

gurgled, '"that little bit extra, that's what it's all about. Driving
t hrough the pain barrier, to the brink of unconsci ousness.

G eat sesh.’

"You. . . owe ne . . . seven,* said the double on all fours,
wheezing |ike an eighty-year-old bronchial bagpi pes pl ayer.

*What ?' panted R imrer, his face quite yell ow

*I . . . did seven extra jerks . . . while you were . . . resting.'
*Conme on. We're not down to counting jerks, are we?

What's a coupl e of jerks between duplicates?

It's for . . . your own good. I'm. . . seven jerks fitter

than you. W can't . . . have that, can we?

"Il do themfirst thing in the norning, while you' re asleep.*
'"Now ' rasped the double.

Ri mer haul ed hinself onto his wobbly white | egs and

started to leap up in the air again. "One . . .' he counted, 'two
. ' he counted, 'three . ..*

That wasn't a full one. Call it a half.*

"Three and a half. . .* he counted.

"And that wasn't a full one either; call it three.*

"Four!' Rinmer leapt a full six inches off the floor
*Three and one eighth!' the double corrected.

Tour and one eighth!’

*Three and a half,' was the verdict.

Finally, after twenty-five |leaps, Rinmer's duplicate agreed
he' d done seven

"You see,' said the double, '"it's about teamaork. | drive
and encourage you. '

"And | drive and encourage you,' gasped Ri nmrer. And

then he was sick.

"Right* - the double rubbed his hands - *what tinme shal
we get up?

'That's a good question, |JB. Early. Very early. Half past
ei ght ?'

"What, and nmiss half the day? How about seven?' the
doubl e vent ur ed.

' How about six?* R nmer topped him

*No. Half past four!’

"Hal f past four? That's the middle of the night!’

*W want it to be ready in a fortnight, don't we?

"Yes, but half past four? R mrer noaned. *Tbat's ridicu-
| ous!"’

"Way's it ridicul ous? You think Napol eon on the eve of
the battle of Borodino said: "Wake ne tonorrow at nine



with two runny eggs and some toasric soldiers"?
"You're absolutely right. Duke.*

Ri mer voice-activated the digital alarmclock and
clinmbed thankfully onto his new bunk

'What are you doi ng?" The doubl e | ooked at hi m askance.
|"mgoing to bed. Ace.’

It's only two in the norning - we need to read up on
wel di ng techni ques.'

"But we're getting up in a minute,* Rmer said in a

smal |, pathetic voice.

"You take netallurgy and thyratron in heat-control iys-
tems, and |I'Il take nmagnesium arc-welding, and chenica
bondi ng techni ques. Then we'll test one another, and who-

ever does worst has to do anot her hundred junps before

bunk down.'

*Once again. Am | hate to say it, but you' re absolutely
right.'

The two Rimmers finally got to bed at 3.37 a.in., and got

up again fifty-three mnutes later to start their norning exer-
TVENTY- SI X

Li ster crunched his way through five gear changes, and Bl ue

M dget lurched like a drunken |ine-backer over the airless

bl ack desert of the unnaned noon. Helium w nds whi pped

the sand into huge, tapering swirls that tw sted across the dry,
featurel ess | andscape |ike a pack of children's spinning tops.
Li ster landed the mning Juggernaut with all the natura

grace of a suicidal elephant tunbling fromthe Eiffel Tower.
"Ni ce | andi ng, buddy,* said the Cat, digging his way out of
the pile of storage |ockers which had coll apsed on him

Lister threw the Cat a spacesuit. 'Put this on/

The Cat | ooked at the battered old dirty silver regul ation-

i ssue spacesuit with disdain. 'Arc you kidding? | wouldn't use
this to bufTny shoes.'

Li ster clanbered into his own. *Put it on.*

*Are you seriously telling me these shoul ders were ever in
styl e?*

"Put it on.*

The Cat held the suit at arm s |ength.

"Well, maybe if | widen the lapels, put in a couple of vents,
maybe sone sequi ns down the |egs . '

"W're going mning,* said Lister. "W're not in the heats of
"Comeldiving", we're going to work.*

"Hey -1 do not do the "W* word.*

'"W're all doing the "W word,' said Lister

Kryten stepped through the hatchway from Bl ue M dget's

galley, carrying a tray of tea things and a plate ofpetits fours.
*| thought we m ght have sone tea,* he said, setting the

cups in the saucers.

'"W're going snmegging mning!' Lister threw his spacesuit
gauntl et against the wall.

"MI1k or lemon?' Kryten smled.

"You*re in charge of processing! | can't do this all on ny
own. '

*l'"Il have milk," said the Cat.

1s nobody listening? W're going uraniummning. It's a

hel i um at nrosphere out there. It's going to be hard, and it's
goi ng to be dangerous.'

"All the nore reason,' said Kryten, 'to hive a nice hot cup

of tea inside you.'



Lister inflated his cheeks and expelled the air. He hunched
over the orange and green flashing display of the trace com
puter, which beeped and blipped with annoying regularity as
it processed soil sanples in search of the nmain seam

"Holly, have we found the nmain deposit yet?

"No,' said Holly. 1'd give it another twenty-five glinbarts.’
"What's a glinbart?

*It's fifty nanoteks.'

"You're just making this up, aren*t you?*

"No,' Holly protested feebly.

"Where is it, then?

1 dunno,' he confessed.

"I thought you were supposed to have an 1 Q of six thou-
sand. '

"Six thousand's not that much,* said Holly, aggrieved;
only the same | Q as twelve thouiand P.E. tochers.'
*Hey,* said the Cat, waving the cake tray, 'are there any
nore of these little pink ones?

"Coming right up,' said Kryten

Li ster banged his head gently against the screen of the trace
conputer and wi shed, not for the first time, that a different
i penn had fertilized his nmother's egg. -

TVENTY- SEVEN

it's

It was 10.30 a.m, and R nmcr had al ready been up for six
hours. He was standing on the deck of the cargo bay, calling
out pointless orders to a group ofskutters who were operating
the cantil ever crane, which was gently hoisting Nwa s's rear
section up into the air.

"Up a bit! Up! Up! Mre!’

The crane gingerly swng the huge tail section so it was
suspended hi gh above the ship's front half.

"Round! Round! Swing it round!* R nmer was calling,
redundantly. 'Swing it round, just |ike you are doing."'

This was the third day of the gruelling new reginme the

two Rimrers had instigated for thenselves. The tinetable
went t hus:

Rise at 4-30 a.m Exercises riH 5.00. Repair supervision
foll owed by lunch at 9.30. Planning neeting at io0.00. Super-
vision duties until supper at one o'clock in the afternoon
More supervision until second supper at $,00 p.m Technical
reading till 6.00, then it was repair supervision all the way
until supper three at 9.00. Then rest and recreation up to

m dni ght, followed by supper four, and planning neeting
until bed at 3.00 a.m

For sone reason the new regi me nmeant having six hol o-
gramatic nmeals a day, and only two-and-a-half hours sleep

Ri mer was near to cracking. H s patience threshold was
practically nonexi stent, but be certainly wasn't going to be
the one who said 'Let's ease off.' ITiat would be weak and
spineless - the old Arnold j.R nmer, not the new, high-
powered wi nner. Let his duplicate be the one to wi np out.
The huge chai ns noaned and creaked as the skutters began

to lower the tail into place against the front section
RImer ni bbed the grey rings around his eyes, thought

how tired his copy must be feeling at this nonent, and
suddenly got a new burst of energy.

'Down!' he shouted, unnecessarily; 'Down! Lower!*

"Big Man!' Rimmer's duplicate bounded down the gantry
stairwell onto the cargo deck. Ri mrer was aghast to see how



fresh-faced and alert his copy appeared. Had he been cheating?
Had he been secretly snoozing instead of supervising the
supply inventory? It was perfectly possible. He'd been away
three hours. And, quite frankly, he certainly | ooked a heck of
a lot better than he should have done. But surely he woul dn't
cheat him That would be like cheating hinmself. That woul d

be |ike cheating at patience. Wait a m nute. Ramer re-
nmenbered, | do cheat at patience.

'"Big Man,* the doubl e repeated, *you*re doing it wong.

You shoul d be noving the front section round to the rear
section, rather than swi nging the rear section round to neet
the front section.'

"What the snmeg difference does it nmake?* R nmer

shapped.
'Because if you weld themtogether in that position, the
ship will have to take offin reverse.'

Ri mer | ooked round. The double was right. The ship

was pointing in the wong direction. How could he have

made such a nmonunentally stupid error? It must be because

he was tired. Then, how cone his duplicate spotted it? Surely
he was just as tired . . . unless . . . He had! He had been cheat-
i ng!

"Stop!* the double was yelling at the two skutters operating
the cantilever crane; 'Take it up again and swing it back
round to where it came from*

*Excu"e me, this is ny area of responsibility.*

*Swrg it round! Back to where it cane from Start again”
*Stop!' yclied Rinuner. The crane shuddered and stopped.

The huge ship swung back and forth in its harness.

"No, swing it round!' the doubl e counternmanded. 'W've

got to start again.'

*Stop!!

' Round! *

"What are you doing? This is ny task! Haven*t you got to

rush off and have anot her huge great big sleep on the quiet?*
"What ?' The double's face crinkled into a half-snile that
announced he was lying, *I haven't been taking secret sleeps.*
'"Ch, really?* Rimrer sneered contenptuously and yelled

for the skutters to stop again.

The wei ght of the swi nging ship wenched the back | egs of

the crane of f the deck. The crane nmpaned and tilted; the ship
slithered out of its harness and plunmeted the four hundred
yards onto the cargo deck bel ow.

The two R mmers wat ched, paral ysed, as it bounced onto

the steel deck before coming to rest, tail up, dinted, but
structural |y unhar ned.

The crane eased lazily forward, then smashed down onto

Nova s's rear half, slicing it neatly in two like a spHt banana.
TVENTY- El GHT

Lister sat in the sealed cab of the earth renover, drumi ng
his gauntleted fingers inpatiently on the dashboard. After
four days of exploratory digging they'd finally found a
thorium | ode, and dug a trench seventy feet deep and fifteen
feet wide, which ran for a length of thirty yards. Once Lister
had dug out enough three-foot slabs of rawore to fill the

ei ght -wheel ed |l unar transport vehicle ( LT V), the Cat

woul d then drive the thoriumto the portal ab, where Kryten
woul d scrape away the waste soil and clay, then pack the
clean ore in scal ed cases aboard Blue Mdget, ready to be



transported back to Red Dwarf for refining.

At | east, that was die plan.

But there were sone hiccups in the procedure. And Lister

was experiencing just one of those hiccups right now as he sat
in the digger at the bottomof the trench with a full I oad,
waiting for the Cat to return with the LTV. So far he*d been
waiting for over an hour. He punched hel plessly at the

yel low furry dice dangling fromthe mrror, and wondered if

it woul d have been possible to find two nore inconpetent

and usel ess assistants in the entire universe to help himmne
for uranium GCeorge the Third and Brian Kidd were the only

two that sprang readily to nmind

The whol e of the first day bad been spent teaching the Cat

how to drive the LTV. Initially he had refused even to

listen to Lister's instructions, until the vehicle had been custom
ized to .his liking. Now it was painted jet black, with two
streaks offiame emanating fromthe wheel rims, twenty-four
mrrors, tinted wi ndows, and the Cat's own growing face

pai nted on the hood. Once the vehicle was to his taste, he'd
managed to pick up the basic driving skills fairly quickly, and
in fact could now do wheel i esand hand-brake turns even

when | oaded down with three tons of mineral ore.

The dashboard intercom buzzed in Lister's digger. Lister
pressed the 'send' button

"\Where the sneg have you been? |'ve been trying to get

t hrough for an hour.'

FJffzzzzt. . . 'Lunch,' said the Cat's voice.
" Lunch? Wej usthad | unch two hours ago!*
Fjffzzzzt. . . '"Had it again,' said the Cat.

This was one of the major hiccups in the operation. The Cat

i nsi sted on taking regul ar breaks throughout the day. Wen
he wasn't eating, he was snoozing. He took perhaps seven or
ei ght snooze breaks every day which, he claimed, were essen-
tial: otherwi se, he wouldn't have enough energy for his main
eveni ng sl eep. When he wasn't eating or snoozing or sleeping,
he was generally taking it easy. Lister had found himcountl ess
ti mes aboard Blue Mdget, listening to nusic on Lister's
headphones and idly thumbing his way through a sniffbook

In an average fourteen-hour working day the Cat could be
relied upon to put in fifteen mnutes* hard graft. So Lister
found hinmsel f doing pretty rmuch everything by hinself.

Kryten was terrific. A real godsend. Provided all you

needed was a pl ateful of triangul ar-shaped cucunber sand-

wi ches with the crust renoved and a pot of lenon tea. If, on
t he ot her hand, you needed someone to scrape urani um ore
free of waste and pack it in sealed cases, all you got was
anot her pl ateful of cucumber sandw ches and a second pot of

| enon tea. Uraniumrecovery wasn't nechanoid work, he

kept repeating. It was inportant and dangerous, and he
couldn't accept the responsibility; and by way of a peace

of fering, he'd nake another plate of sandw ches.

Lister finally persuaded himit was just cleaning work.
Slightly bizarre cleaning work, but cleaning work nevert he-

| ess. And eventually he'd reluctantly agreed to do it. At the
end of the third day, when Lister had gone across to the
portalab to see how he was doing, he found the huge stack of
raw ore piled up, largely untouched, in the holding tanks.

I nside he found Kryten still working on his first piece of ore.
" Al nost done,' said Kryten, spraying the uraniumwth

just one nore coat of beeswax, and buffing it to a gl eanm ng



finish.

Li ster had banged Kryten's head with a handy piece of ore,

and explained how it was inportant to do it a little nore

qui ckly. Since then he hadn't dared to go back and check on

t he ntchanoi d's progress.

In the meantine the Cat was back fromhia | atest break

Fffzzzzt ... 'Back on the caw now, buddy,* came the

Cat's voice; 'Let's workV

The Cat*s LTV | eapt off the brow of a dune, |anded

twenty feet beyond on its front wheels, ducking to the limt

of its suspension, then reared back, its hood in the air, as the
Cat wheelied up to the trench, spun on a sixpence and cane

to rest in a cloud of black [unar dust, in perfect parallel wth
Li ster's digger.

Pjffzzz ... Tma natural,' sighed the Cat, patting his
ponpadour in the rear-view nirror. 'Load me up. | have
anot her snooze break due in one nminute precisely.’
TVENTY- NI NE

Rimrer sat in the hard metal chair at the hard netal table,
readi ng the strategic account of the battle of Borodino, the
critical battle in Napoleon's abortive advance on Myscow.

He was taking full advantage of the fifteen mnute rest and
recreation period at the end of another exhausting day.
Lister's uranium party had been away now for three weeks,

a filll week over schedule. After the accident which smashed
Nova s into three pieces, the two Ramrers had gone into
overdrive. Fifteen of the eighty-four skutters had expl oded
due to overwork. But at |east Nova ; had been wel ded

together so that it nowlay in the original two pieces it had
been before Lister left. After three weeks of back-breaking,
skutter-blowing toil, they were finally back where they'd
start ed.

Ramer | ooked up at his double, who was sitting in die
quarters' one easy chair, bathed in the pink glow of die
student's study |anmp, studying the rude paintings of Renais-
sance wonmen in their book on Florentine art. VThen he'd

drunk in enough of one painting he nodded at a skutter, who
turned the page.

It was funny, the original R mer thought, staring at his
duplicate. He'd never realized before how big his Adam s
appl e appeared in profile, or how small and triangular his
chin was; he'd never been aware that his nostrils flared so

[ udi crously, or that his nose twitched |ike a dormpuse's when-
ever he was concentrating. It was a stupid-1ooking face really,
As he watched, his double slipped a hand into his pocket,

felt around and, pretending to cough, surreptitiously popped
a hologramatic mint into his nouth. Pathetic. Deeptyf deeply
pat hetic, thought Rimmer. They're cotHputer-sinulated nmints.
There's no linit to theif nuntber. So why doesn't he offer nme we?
Absently he slipped his chin below the table line and sucked a
hol ogramati c boiled sweet fromthe Iine of three on his knee.
Because he's nean, he thought, sucking silently; he's path-

ol ogi catty nean

The doubl e | ooked up and gave Rimmer a watery hal f-

smle, forcing himto return to his Napol eonic diaries. The
duplicate wondered idly if R nmer knew he was begi nni ng

to lose his hair on the back of his crown, and if he knew how
smal |l and triangular his chin | ooked fromthis angle, above
that megalithic Adam s apple, which bobbed up and down



[ udi crously, like a hamster caught in a garden hose. And why
did he never offer himone of his boiled sweets? Wy,

i nstead, did he go through that absurd charade of ducking
bel ow the tabl e and sucking themoff his knee? He was nean,
that was the top and bottom of it. Pathologically so.

Ri mer | ooked up again and noticed his doubl e watchi ng

him ' Good book? he asked.

"M nm®?' said the double, quickly Jwallowing his mnt.
'Yes, yes. Florentine art.'

Ri mrer smirked.

"What's funny?'

" Not hi ng, * said R nmrer, shaking his head.

"No, tell nme. What is it?*

"You're | ooking at the rude pictures of Renai ssance

worren. | just think it's funny.*
The doubl e snorted through his famliar, lying half-snile
"No, I*mnot. | just happen to be intrigued by sixteenth-

century art. True, there are several saucy portrayals of the
Madonna sans fig leaf, as it were. But | don't particularly
dwell on them*

"Yes, you do. You're a freak for Renai ssance bazongas,

And the pair on page 78 in particular.*

An anger ric tugged at the double's top Up. 'Do you really
think I"'mthe sort of pathetic, sad, weasly kind of person who
could get erotically aroused by | ooking at paintings of
matronly breasts?

1 doit, so you nust do it," Rimer said brightly. "It's just,
obviously, |'ve never seen it fromthe outside before. And
although it is sad, pathetic and weasly, | grant you, it's also
trenmendously anusing. Especially the way you keep on get-

ting the skutter to turn back to page 78 as if you've forgotten
somet hi ng."'

1 don't have to sit here and take this.*

'Yes. That's a good idea. Wiy don't you stand up and | et

me have a go on that chair?*

" Chhhh -' the double sniled and nodded - 'that's what this

is all about.’

It's just it*s ny favourite chair,* R nmer said petul antly,
"and you al ways seemto hog it.*

It's ny favourite chair too,* protested the duplicate.

1 used to be able to sit onit all the tine when | was with

Lister. Now |l'mw th you. I'mrelegated to this hard netal
chair, next to this hard metal table. And you get the student's
pi nk light.'

"Well, the students pink light just happens to be next to
die confy chair.’

"Which is why once in a while you mght offer to let ne

sit there.’

"Well, of all the stupid things to argue about, honestly.
You're tired -1 think you nust be working too hard."'

I'"mnot working too hard,’ R mer hissed; 1 can take it.'
'"Hey - it*s no disgrace to need nore than two-and-a-half
hours' sleep. True, a lot of the greatest people in history
survived on three hours or under, but it doesn't necessarily
mean you're a conplete failure if you need twelve or thirteen.'
1 don't need twelve or thirteen/

*Theii why are you getting so ratty?*

Tm not getting ratty,' R nmer whined.

*Why do you keep putting me down, then?*

A bitter silence descended on the room The thing that



Ri mer hated nore than anything was bei ng put down.

Lister did it to him the Cat did it to him and now he was
doing it to hinmself. Ri mrer began to regret his outburst. He
didn't like to see his other selfupset, and he even contenpl at ed
briefly going up to himand giving hima manly enbrace.

But in a nmonent of honobsexual panic, he thought his double

m ght get the wong idea. Not that he woul d, of course,
because he was himand he knew for a fact that he wasn't that
way sexually tilled; so obviously his double wasn't and obvi -
ously his double would know that he wasn't either, and it

was sinply a manly enbrace, nmeant in a sort of nano a nono
kind of way . . . Perhaps he was tired. He certainly had good
reason. He'd only had ten hours' sleep in the | ast twenty-one
days. He was practically hallucinating with fatigue.

And whose fault was that? H s double's. Rimmer didn't

know how it had started, but sonmehow they'd got involve

in a kind of 'tougher-than-you' gane. Every tinme R nmer
suggested a schedul e that was reasonably testing, his double
woul d have to top it. And Rimmrer could hardly | et him get
away with that, so he'd suggest sonething even nore diffi-
cult, and then his duplicate would top that too!

Now, after twenty-one days of this, they were down to
on~and- a- hal f hours' sleep a night. Al he needed was a lie-in.
Two or three days in bed and he'd be bis old self again. It
made sense! They'd blown up the skutters and broken the

ship. If they'd spent the | ast three weeks in bed doi ng abso-
lutely nothing at all, they'd be in exactly the same position as
they were in now. He decided to suggest they take. a couple
of days off. Who cared if his copy saw it as a sign of
weakness? He*d suggest it anyway.

*| was thnfcng,* he said al oud, *about tonorrow s getting-

up tine.'

"So was |,' said his double. 'How about tonorrow we only

have one hour fifteen m nutes?*

' How about one hour?' R mmrer found hinself saying auto-

matically.

"No, better still,* said his double, 'forty-five mnute.'
Ramer shut up, and w shed he'd never spoken

TH RTY

Bl ue M dget headed at breakneck speed towards the netal

wal | of Red Dwarfs hull. Just before inpact it flattened out
and bugged the body of the ship, before twisting into a | oop-
t h~l oop and zi pping snmoothly in through the open doors of

the cargo bay. It twi sted side over side |like a torpedo before
flipping upright and conming to rest on the |anding pad.

Li ster eyeballed the Cat. "That's the last time you drive,* he
sai d

They cl anmbered down t he boardi ng steps and stood on the

deck of the cargo bay.

There before them Nova 5 lay in one gl eani ng whol e.

Repaired, finished and space-worthy. Lister was stunned.

True, they had been away al nost three nmonths, collecting
enough thorium 232 for the jag home, but the Ri mrers had

done it! They'd actually done a job, and not screwed it up

It was only at a second gl ance that Lister becane aware of

t he burnt-out husks of eighty-or-so expl oded skutters sur-
roundi ng the ship. From Nova 5's hatchway a | one skutter
slowy emerged with a welding laser in its tired claw, and
made its way unsteadily down the boarding ranmp and onto



the cargo bay floor. It glided painfully across the deck

em tting a dangerous whining sound, and arrived in front of
Lister, Kryten and the Cat. It tilted its head |ike a quizzica
dog, and exploded in an orange fiare.

The three of them clunped noisily down the gantry steps on
to the habitation deck., and were half-way to the sl eeping
quarters when they heard the voices.

" Shhhl' Lister held up his hand.

Faindy at first, then gradually increasing in clarity, the
sound of a heated argunent filtered down the corridor

"What did you call ne?

'l said you were a bonehead, Bonehead!'’

"I'"'ma what?

It's no wonder Father despised you.'

*| was his favourite.'

"His favourite boneheady w npy wet!'

"You filthy, smegging liarl'

*Everyone hated you. Even Mt her.*

* Par don?'

"You're a hideous enotional cripple, and you fenowit.*

' Shut up*'

"What ot her kind of man goes to android brothels, and

pays to sleep with robots?

THAT WASN T MEEE! mi

*Of course it was you - Vmyou. | know.'

e Shut UP!H!!

'You' ve al ways been afraid of wonen, haven't yon?*

«Shut UPIIT!

The argument had begun at eight o'clock, shortly after
supper. It was now five hours later, and it was show ng no
signs of abating. Neither of themcould remenber why it had
begun or, indeed, what it was about. They just knew they

di sagreed with one another. It was all-out verbal warfare.
They' d gone beyond the snide sniping stage; they'd gone past
t he quasi -reasonabl e stage, when each pretended to put his
case cooly and logically, and would begin with phrases such
as: *What |'msayingis . . .', "The point I'mnaking is

and prevent the other from speaking with the perennial: If
you'd just let nme finish . ' They had made exactly the sane
points in a variety of different ways for nearly two hours,
before tiredness crept in and the argunent turned into a
nucl ear war.

Ri mrer' s doubl e had | aunched the first nuke: the bonehead
remar k. Bonehead. Rummer's nicknane at school. He was

really quite irrationally sensitive about it. The word yanked
hi m back to the unhappy school -yards; rem nded himof the

m ndl ess taunts of his cruel peers, of the dreadful nornings
when he ached to be ill so he wouldn't have to go on the
green school shuttle and have That Wrd daubed on his

bl azer in yellow chal k. He was branded. It was a brand that
m ght fade, but would never conpletely di sappear. He mi ght
be eighty years old, and successful as hell, but if he bunped
into an old classmate he would still be Bonehead.

Before the doubl e [ aunched the bonehead nuke, Ri nmer

was unquestionably on top in the argunment. The doubl e had
sai d somet hing stupid, and Di mmer had been at the stage of
saying: 'Gve ne an exanple of that,* knowing full well there
were no exanples to give. He was strutting up and down in
his pyjamas, arnms folded, a man in control, a man in com
mand, when the bonehead nuke | ooped across w t hout warn-



i ng and bl ew hi m awnay.

' Pardon ne, Bonehead. *

Ri mer actually physically staggered. Their argunents

had never escalated this far before. They'd gone up to Def
Cornm Three, but never past it. Rinmer had to enploy the

ti me- honoured device of pretending not to have heard him
properly, while his psyche's |one bugler sounded nuster, and
his tattered thoughts tried to regroup and | aunch an of -

f ensi ve.

But his double had capitalized on Rinmer's tenporary
silence by inmediately [ aunching three foll ow up nukcs in
qui ck succession. The one about bis Father hating him
KABOOM The one about hi m being a hi deous enotiona

cripple. KABOOM And the one about himbeing afraid

of wonmen. KABABABOOM

Ri mer was about to use a nuke of his own. His left leg

had gone into spasm caused by rage. H s eyes were w de and
crazed. And be didn't care any nore. He was going to use the
nuke. The nuke to end all nukes. The total annihilation

devi ce. When his double used it instead.

' Ch, shut up,* the duplicate sneered, *M Gazpacho"

Ri mtT stood, his nmouth hal f-open, swaying dizzily. He

felt as if someone had sucked out his insides with a vacuum
cl eaner.

"M What ?* he half-smiled in disbelief. 'M What??

1 said: "M Gazpacho," DEAFIE"

"That is the nost obscenely hurrful thing anyone has ever
said.. .*

1 know,' the double grinned evilly.

Ri mer's hatchway slid open

"That's the straw that broke the dronmedary'* Ri nmer
screamed back at bis double. Then he turned and padded into
the corridor where Lister, Kryten and the Cat were standing.
*Ah, Lister. You're back,' he said quietly.

"Everything all right, is it? Lister asked.

"For sure,' Rimmer smiled. 'Absolutely.'’

'"No probl ens) then?

' Nope. '

'Everything' s A OK?

"Yup! Things couldn't really be nmuch hunky-dorier."’

It's just - we heard raised voices.'

Ri mer |aughed. "That's quite an amusing thought, isn't

it? Having a blazing row with yoursel f.*

From the sl eeping quarters the double's voice screaned:

"Can you shut the smeg up, Rinmmer! Sone of us are trying

to sleep!’

*| mean,' Rimmer continued, ignoring the outburst, 'obvi-
ously we have the odd disagreement. It's |ike brothers,

mean . . . alittle tiff", an exchange of views, but nothing
mal i ci ous. Nothing with any side to it.*

The doubl e screeched: *Shut up, you dead git!'

Rimer smiled at Lister and, perfectly calm he said:
*Excuse nme -1 won't be a second.'

He wal ked sl oWy down the corridor, paused outside the

hat chway, and bel |l owed at maxi nrum vol une: ' Stop your

foul whining, you filthy piece of distended rectum

Lister, Kryten and the Cat shuffled unconfortably and

exam ned the floor.

*Look, it's pointless concealing it any longer,' said R mer,
wal ki ng back towards them 'My duplicate and I . . . we've



had a bit of a major tiff. | don't know how it started but,
obviously, it goes without saying: it was his fault.'
TH RTY- ONE

Lister's enpty supper plate lay on the floor. Only the red,
oily streaks of Bangal ore Phall and half of his seventh pop-
padom which he couldn't quite rmanage, bore evidence that
he'd had a five-course |Indian banquet for one.

Eart h!

As he lay on his bunk, cuddling his eighth can of Leopard

| ager, Jimy Stewart was asking the townfolk not to with-
draw their noney fromthe Bailey Building And Loan Com

pany on the sleeping quarters' vid screen

Eart h!

He was wat ching Frank Capra*s It's a Wnderjul Life, his
all-time favourite novie, but couldn't concentrate, even
though it was his favourite scene. The Wall Street panic
scene. The scene where Jimmy Stewart is trying to calmthe
hysterical nmob clanouring to withdraw all their noney after
the Wall Street crash. But the noney isn't there-the noney's
i nvested in the people's houses. Then Jinmy Stewart offers

t hem hi s honeynoon nmoney - he offers to divide out the

two thousand dollars be was going to spend on his honeynoon
- to keep themgoing rill the bank opened agai n on Monday.
But the fat guy in the hat steps up to the counter and stil
demands all his nmoney - two hundred and forty-two dollars

- and Stewarc has to pay it, and he's begging people just to
t ake what they need. And then a woman comes up to the
counter and says she can manage on twenty dollars. Then up
steps old Ms Davis and asks for only seventeen dollars and
fifty cents, which was the point where Lister usually started
to bl ubber, and tears wodid sting his eyes, and he woul dn't
dare | ook around the roomin case anyone was watching him
But not this tine.

Eart h!

The novie was as great as ever, and he woul d never get

tired of watching it, but he couldn't concentrate on anything
because he knew he was finally goi ng back hone.

Eart h!

He could taste it.

Nova 5 was fuelled and ready to go. The small band of
skutters they'd brought back fromthe mning expedition

were making the final checks and | oadi ng supplies. Tonor-
row they were | eaving. Wthin weeks Lister would be back

on Earth!

Eart h!

That septic orb. That dirty, polluted world he | oved. He
ached for the Brillo pad sting of a breath on a city street. The
oh-so-delicious stench of the oily, turdy sea in sumrer. The
grassy parks in spring, festooned with the thrilling vibrant
col ours of discarded chocol ate w appers and squi dgy condons
and squashed soft drink cans. He longed to | ook up at a

wi nter sky and see again the huge artificial ozone plug which
sat above the Earth |ike an absurd toupe, constructed in his
l[ifetime to repair the damage caused by two generations of
peopl e who wanted to flavour their sweat. Earth. It was a
dunp. It was a sty. But it was his hone, where he bel onged,
and where he was finally going.

He flicked off the vid and slipped down fromhis bunk. tt
was time to tell the RRmrers. It was tinme to tell themthat



when they left tonmorrow on Nova J, only one of them could
cone.

Ri mer had been avoi ding hinself since the argunment. He
didn't know how to begin a reconciliation conversation

Thi ngs had been aaid which . . . well, things had been said.
Hurtful things. Bitter, unforgivable things which could never
be Forgotten. Equally, he couldn't just carry on as ifnothing
had happened. So he spent the day mthe reference library,
keepi ng out of everyone's way.

It was 4.30 p.m when he finally swaUowed the bile and
slunped reluctantly into his sleeping quarters, |ooking curi-
ously unkenpt. His hair was unconbed and unwashed. A

t wo- day hol ogramati c grow h swat hed his normally marbl e-
snooth chin. Hs uniform was creased and ruf Sed. He fl opped
untidily into the nmetal arncthair.

H s doubl e sat on the bunk, |ooking moodily out of the

vi ewport wi ndow. As Rinmer entered he'd | ooked round

over his shoul der, then turned back wi thout acknow edgi ng
hi m

They sat there in silence. One nminute. Two m nutes.

Three mnutes. Bitter, accusing silence. They were both
masters at using silence, and right now they were using it in a
bitter, accusing way. After twenty nminutes of stonewalling,

Ri mrer coul d take no nore.

"Look . . .* he began, 1 want to apol ogi ze for R mrer
faltered, uncertain as to precisely what he was supposed to
apol ogi ze for. 'l want to apol ogi ze for everything.*

' Chhhhh, shut up,* his double said dismssively.

Rimer's eyes shrank, weasel-snmall. 'You don't |ike ne,

do you? Even though I'myou, you don't actually Iike ne.

Even though we're the sane person, you actively dislike ne.'
* Hi s double turned fromthe wi ndow. 'W're not the sane

person.'
"But we are. You're a copy of ne.'
The doubl e shook his head. I'ma recording of what you

were, what you used to be. The man you used to be before

t he accident. You've changed. Lister's changed you.'

Li ster? Changed hi n?? Preposterous.

1 haven't changed. In what way have | changed?

"Well, for a start, you veJUSt apol ogi zed. "

"What was it his father used to say? ' Never apol ogi ne -

never explain.*

I"msorry,' R nmer apol ogi zed again; *it'sjust -1 want us

to get on.*

'"Ch, don't be pathetic.'

Ri mer closed his eyes and | eaned back on his chair. Was

it just hin? Was it some dreadful flaw in bis personality that
prevented himfrom having a successful relationship even

with his own self? O would it be the same for nost people?
Woul d nost people find their own selves irritating and tire-
somely predictable? When he saw his face in the mirror in the
nmorni ng, that was the face he carried around in his head: he
never saw his profile; he never saw the back of his own head;
he didn't see what other people saw. It was the same with his
personality. He carried around an idealized picture of hinself;
he was the smart, sensitive person who did this good thing,

or that good thing. He buried the bad bits. He covered up

and ignored the flaws. Al his faults were forgiven and forgot-
ten.

But now he was faced with them all bis shortcom ngs,



personified in his other self.

Ri mer had never been aware how awesonely petty he

was. How al armingly i mmature. How selfish. How he coul d,

on occasi on, be inconprehensibly stupid. How sad he was;

how screwed-up and | onely.

And he was seeing this for the first tinme. It was like the first
time he'd heard his own voice on an answering machi ne. He
expected to hear dulcet tones, clear, articulate and accentl ess,
and was enbarrassed and nauseated to di scover only inco-

herent munblings in some broad |onian accent. In his head he
sounded like a newsreader; in reality, he sounded nasal and
dull and constantly depressed. And neeting hinself was the
same, only worse, raised to the power "°°.

And there were other things. He was at least thirty per cent
wor se- | ooki ng than he thought. He stooped. His right |eg
constantly jiggled, as if he wanted to be somewhere el se. He
snored! Not the |oud buzz-saw huni nk- hm nunk of Lister

his own snore was, if anything, nore irritating - a high-
pitched whiny trill, like a large parrot being strangled in a
bucket of soapy water. It was a terrible thing to admt, but he
was reachi ng the devastating, inescapable conclusion that he,
as a conpanion, was the very last person he wanted to spend

any time with. . .

Was this the same for everybody? Or was it just hin? He
didn't know.

So lost was he in this train of thought that he was only
vaguel y aware of Lister coming into the roomand announ-
cing that Nova 5 could only sustain one hologram and so one
of the RImmers would have to be switched off. Wo was it
goi ng to be? he was asking.

"Who what ?' asked Ri mmer.

"Who's going to cone on Nova f, and who*s going to be
turned of f?

"Well, obviously I'mcomng,* said R nmer.
*Why "obvi ousl y"?* said his double.
"Because |'mthe original. | was here first.'

'So what? We should toss for it.'

' Nooo, * said Ranmer through a disparagi ng | augh. ' Wy

should I want to toss for it? | mght |ose.’

Li ster took out a coin. 'Heads or tails?

"What ?' said Rammer.

"Fair's fair. You call.’

"You expect ne to call heads or tails as to whether or not |
get erased? Rinmmer's features fled to the perimeter of bis
face. 'No way. | stay.'

"You're the sane person. It's only fair. Call.* Lister flipped
the coin, caught it, and covered it with his hand.

I"mnot calling.'

Il call,' said the double.

"Il call,* RInmer said firmy. *Heads . . . no, tails. Tails,
nmean. No, wait, heads, heads.'

*It*s tails,' said Lister. 'You get erased.'

*| haven't finished deciding yet. | think | was going to
choose tails. Yes, | was. "Tails," in fact.*

"Too late,* said the double. 'Erase him*

"But | was here first,' protested RRmer. 'In a way, |

created you.'
"What difference does it make? You're identical,* Lister
said; 'you're the sane person.*



"But we'renot,' Rinmer whined balefully. 'Not any nore,
we're not.'
TH RTY- TWD

It was four in the norning and Ri nmer sat on the bunk, his

| ong arnms wrapped around his spindly knees, his brain fight-
ing off sleep. It was ironic, he thought, that he'd just about
cone to ternms with having di ed, and now here he was, about

to be erased forever.

On the toss of a coin.

But that was life, he thought. Life was the toss of a coin.
You're born rich; you're born poor. You're born smart:

you' re born stupid. You're born handsone; you're born with

a face like a post office clerk

Heads you are, tails you aren't.

Rimer felt that nost of his life had come up 'tails'.

Rel ati onships with wonmen: tails. Career success: tails. Friend-
ships: tails. Hs life, best out of three: tails, tails and tails.
He' d never been in | ove, and now he never woul d be.

He' d never been an officer, and now he never woul d be.

Hc*d never be anything, because he was about to be erased.

Al right, there soU would be an Anold Ri nmer, but it

wasn't him it was his so-called double. But he wasn't a
double - they were different.

He al l owed hinself an ironic snicker. He couldn't even
succeed at being Arnold Rimrer - there were two of them

and he'd cone second. Unbelievable.

Unbe- smeggi ng- | i evabl e.

What had he learned fromhis |ife? What? Except 'keep

your face out of the way of atom c expl osions' ? Not hing.

He' d | earned not hi ng. What had he achi eved? Agai n, not hi ng.
Hs life was a goal | ess draw.

In his entire life, thirty-one years alive and one year dead,
he*d nade |love with a real |ive woman once. One tinme only.
Uno. Ein. Une. Once. One raised to the power of one. What

Pl anck' s Constant can never be nore than. Pi divided by
itself.

W are tal king one here, ne old buckeroo, he thought. Once.
Yvonne McGuder. A single, brief liaison with the ship's
femal e boxi ng chanpion, i6th March, 19.31 hours to 19.43

hour s.

Twel ve m nut es.

And that included the tine it took to eat the pizza.

In his whole life he'd spent nore tinme voniting than he

ever spent maeking love. Was that right? Was that fair? That a
man shoul d spend nore tine with his head down a | avatory

than buried in the buttocks of the woman he | oved?

He' d al ways del uded hinself that the probl emwas he

hadn't nmet the right girl yet. Now, given that the human

race probably no |l onger existed, coupled with the fact that he
had passed on, even he had to admt there was nore than a
possi bihty he was leaving it a little bit on the late side.
He*d never had a break. Never. And so nuch of life was

[ uck.

Luck.

I f Napol eon had been born Wl sh, would his destiny have

been the same? If he'd been raised in Coiwn Bay, would he
have been a great general ? O course he wouldn't. He'd have
married a sheep and worked in the local fish and chips shop
But no - he'd had the luck to be born in Corsica, just at the



right monent in history when the French vrere | ooking for a
short, brilliant Fascist dictator
Luck.
Van Gogh. Wasn't it sheer good fortune that Van Gogh
was born raving mad? Wasn't that why his cornfields | ooked
like they did? Wasn't that why he did several hundred paint-
ings of his old boots? Wasn't that why his paintings were so
i nnovati ve? Because he had the happy chance to be born with
a leak in the think tank?
Luck!
And what about John Merrick? Thejamy bastard - born
| ooking Iike an el ephant. How can you fail ? You just stand
around whil e peopl e goggle at you, and you rake it in.
He was too normal, that was his problem Too ordinary,
and normal, and healthy and bland. A bit of madness, a spot
of deafness, the | ooks of an el ephant, a birthplace |ike Corsica,
and he could have been sonmebody. He coul d have been the
deaf, mad, el ephant Frenchman for a start.
He stood up and paced around the room HIS body wanted
to sleep, but his mind wanted to rant. This was torture. It was
Death Row. It was Hell. If it was going to happen, he wanted
to get it over with. He couldn't tolerate the agony of a day
knowi ng everything he did he would be doing for the | ast
tme.
Forget tonmorrow, he wanted to be erased now
*Porgct tomorrow,' he said, *I want to be erased now. *
*It*s half past four in the norning,' croaked Lister, scraping
the fuzz off his tongue with his top teeth.
Rimer's duplicate sprang out of his bunk. 'Geat! Let's
get it over with.*
"What d'you think you're doing?* Lister asked.
*"mconming to watch.'
Li ster shook his head. 'It's not a freak show'
The double forced air through his teeth di sappointedly.
"There's precious little entertainnent on this ship. If you can't
attend the odd execution, what've you got left?

Lister started to get dressed. Til see you in the disc library
inten mnutes.'
Ri mrer nodded and left.
When Rimrer arrived Lister was already there, sitting in
front of the generating console clutching a nug of steaning
bl ack cof Fee and a jam doughnut brushed wi th sugar
Great, thought Rimer. Come to My execution. Light refresh-
nments avail abl e.
Tancy a drink?* said Lister, sipping at his rumlaced cof Fee.
Ri mer grunted in the negative. He was wearing his best
blue First Technician boiler suit, with a row of wom | ooki ng
nmedal s dangling over the spanner pocket.
1 didn't know you had any nmedal s. What are they?*
Ri mer pointed to the first medal virith his forefinger
'Three years' long service.' He tapped the second: *Six years*
| ong service.* He touched the third: *Nine years* |ong ser-

vi ce, and . ' he hesitated, his finger over the final nedal
as if remenbering, *and . . . uh . . . twelve years' long ser-
vice.*

Lister didn't snile.

' Come on - one drink.'

Ri mer capitulated. 1'U have a whisky.'

Holly sinulated a | arge shot of den Fajiyam, and
Rimer took it in one belt.



' Anot her ?

Ri mer nodded, unable to speak, feeling as if the lining of
his larynx had been stripped |ike wall paper

A second malt arrived in a hologramatic gla~.. He tipped it
into his nouth.

Rimer was totally unused to drink. H's face gl owed
brightly. H's hair seenmed to uncoil and hang onto his face.
He swept it back with both his hands, and sighed a | ong,

wor | d-weary sigh. A sigh that had been inside him trying to
get out, for thirty-one years.

' Gaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh. *

He unfurled hinself into a spare nonitor seat andjiggled his
right |leginpatiently. 'Come on- |et*sgo! Let*sdoit! Cone on
- turn ne off. Let's do it! Erase ne. Wpe nme dean. Let's go.'
'49

Li ster finished his doughnut and dusted the sugar off his
hands. 'So what's this big thing about gazpacho soup?' he
said, casually taking a throatful of coffee.

' How do you know about gazpacho soup?'

*| heard the end of the argunent. And you' ve been yelling

about it in your sleep ever since | joined up. | just wondered
what it was.'

" Aahh! Wbul dn't you like to know?'

"Yeah. | would like to know. *

1 bet you would, Listy. |I bet you would.*

"Arc you going to tell me?

Ri mer wagged his finger. 'Secret.*

"Co on - tell me.’

1l can't. It's too terrible.* RIimer cl ai ped his hands and
rested them between his splayed knees, his back hunched, his
eyes fixed on the rubber-matting floor. He shook his head. 1
can't tell you. I'd like to tell you but | can't.’'

o Wy ?'

Ramer's eyebrows plaited. 'You're right. Wat's the

di fference? What does it matter now? Now |'m going to be
erased? You want to know about gazpacho soup? 1*11 tell you.'
He flung his head back and cl osed his eyes, and started to tel
Li ster about the greatest night of his life.

THI RTY- THREE

*I't was the greatest night of ny life,' he began. 'Every Friday
evening the Captain held a formal dinneT in her private

dining room in her quarters. Just a few of the top officers
and their partners, and one, maybe two, of the boys and girls
to watch. The young Turks. The upand-conen. The peopl e

who were happening. 1'd only been with the conpany five

nonths and the invitation hit the mat. | knew what it wai
before | opened it.

* " The Captain requests fke pleasure of the conpany of M A.j.
Ri mer and guest. 8.30 for 9.00. Black tie, evening dress. RSVP**
"W were in orbit round Ganynede; it was a | ong-term

dock for repairs. | didn't know what to do-1 didn't have 3
partner, and | didn't know any wonmen wel| enough to ask

them So, on the Friday norning, | caught the shuttle, found

t he best escort agency on Ganynede, and hired. " Rirnmer's
eyes m | ked over ' She was gorgeous. Nothing |I can say
now can begin to indicate howtruly dynamte this girl was.

She nade Marilyn Monroc | ook Iike a hippo. She was at the
university, doing a Ph.D. in stellar engineering, and did the
escort thing for extra noney. She had/our degrees. One of



the degrees was in sonmething | couldn't even pronounce -
that's how smart she was. | paid the agency fee, which was a
lot. | nmean, a lot lot. And then | tipped her double to pretend
we were dating on a regular basis, and to act as if she was
crazy about ne. Only in public,* R imer waved his hand, as
if to ward off evil thoughts, 'there was no funny busi ness.

' Si

Oh, how | longed for the fanny business! But that wasn '' the
deal. It was all above board.

"W went shopping, and | bought her a dress. Not just a
dress.

Adrrrfrrrrrffesssssssssssssss.

It probably cost about the same as the entire NASA

budget for the twenty-first century. | had to wite extra snall
to fit all of the nunbers into the box on ny chequebook
Then,' he made a trilling sound with his tongue, *then we

went out and picked a tuxedo for ne.
' She went hone to get changed, and we arranged to neet
at the shuttle port at six.

'Seven o' clock, she still hasn't shown up. | phone the escort
agency, which in the neantime has turned into a Chi nese
restaurant. | try the university. What do you know? There is

no university on Ganynede. |'ve been had. |'ve been taken

" 1've blown three nonths* salary and | haven't even got a date.
can't believe it. | catch the seven-thirty shuttle back to Red
Dwarf. | ask all five air hostesses, but they say they're all on
duty and can't come. So there's nothing for it: | have to go

on my own. |'m bum Hated before | walk in the door

*So, | turn up at the Captain's quarters conpletely by

nmysel f. Everyone el se has got partners. The table is all set

with place cards. | have to spend the whole evening sitting
opposite an enpty chair. They ask ne where my date is, and

| panic and tell themshe was killed in a road accident earlier
in the evening, but I'mover it now.

"W sit down, and dinner begins, I*mfeeling like |I've got

off to areally bad start, so I'mtrying desperately to be
charm ng as snmeg, but no one's warnming to ne. Then

renenber the joke. Ledbetter had told nme this joke about a

bear trapper in Alaska. It was funny, it was clean; it was
perfect for the dinner party. Oiginally I was going to save it
for the mints and coffee, but by this time I*mfeeling I m ght

not even nmake it to the nmints and coffee: the enpty chair's
staring back at nme, and the rest ofthe guests are convinced ny
girifriend' s lying in some norgue somewhere while | go out to

a dinner party. So | decide nowis the time to tell the joke. And
I"'mtelling the joke, and it's a long joke. and |I'm suddenly aware
no one's tal king and everybody's watching ne telling thejoke,

and I'mvery self-conscious all of a sudden, and | can feel ny ears
- I"'msuddenly really aware of ny ears - and the back of ny

neck's starting to prickle. Suddenly, for no reason at all, | forget
the end. | forget the punch line. | forget howit finishes. | just
stop tal king, and everyone's still looking at ne. | have to say;

"I"'mvery sorry, but that's as nuch as |I remenber."” There's this
pause. Horrible pause. Horrible. Horrible. And I can sec the
Captain's boyfriend |l ooking at ne with pity in his eyes, because
he thinks I'"mhalf-crazy with grief. And everyone starts talking.
But not to nme. Then the stewards wheel in the first course.

It's soup.

' Gazpacho soup

*While they're serving. |'mstudying the cutlery. 1'd bought



this etiquette book, and I know two things. One: never wear

di anonds before lunch, and two: with cutlery, start fromthe
out side and work your way in. | start fromthe outside. | start
so far fromthe outside, | inadvertently take the spoon of the
worman sitting next to ne. Eventually we sort it out, and

start to eat.

*My soup is cold. | nean, stone cold. | |ook up. Everyone
cisc's appears to be fine. Here's ny chance to nmake a mark.
call over the steward and very discreetly tell himmy soup is
cold. He looks at ne like |I'msonething he's just scraped off
his shoe. He takes the soup away and brings it back hot.
Everyone starts laughing. | start |laughing too. And the nore

| laugh, the nore they | augh.'

He stopped, and turned his closed eyes to the ceiling. He
sm | ed through clenched teeth and then, as if every word

were punctuated by the pulling of a dagger fromhis heart,

i nch by agoni zi ng i nch, he said: , .o
1. . . didn't . . . know. . . gazpacho . . . soup . . . was
neant. .. to . ..be... served. . . cold.’

H s head sl unped forward again, and he carried on

*And by now they're hysterical, uncontrollable. | still think

they're laughing at the steward, when all the tinme they're

| aughing at me as | eat ny piping-hot gazpacho soup.' The
menory washed over himlike a wave in an acid sea. He

bathed in its flesh-stripping agony. He cleared his throat.
"That was the last tine | ate at the Captain's table.' R imcr
opened his eyes. They'd been cl osed throughout the entire
story. "That evening was pretty nmuch the end of my career.'
There was a sil ence.

*Is that it?" Lister said eventually. 'Is that what you' ve been
torturing yourself with for the |last seven years? One dunb
nm st ake that anybody coul d have nade?

"If only they'd mentioned it in basic training. Instead of
clinmbing up ropes and craw i ng through tunnels on your

el bows. If just once they'd said "Gazpacho soup is served
cold", | could have been an admiral by now. | could. | really
could."'

' Come on - everybody has nmenories that nmake them

wi nce. And ninety-nine per cent of the tinme die only person
who renenbers the incident is you.'

'Ch, what does it nmatter now' Cone on. Let's get it over
with. Erase me.*

*And those things nearly always happen wi th people you

don't know very well, and don't see very often, so who gives
a snmeg anyway?

"Just turn ne off. Get on with it.*

Li ster swigged at his now cold coffee. Tvc already done it.

| wi ped the other one.*

Enoti ons westled for space on Rainner's brow ' You

wi ped. . . the duplicate? Wen?

'Before you wal ked in.'

"And you let me stand here. . . and . . . spill ny guts?*
*Yeah.* A big, broad gTin.

*Why ?'

*| wanted to find out about gazpacho soup, and | knew

you'd never tell nme.’

"OF course | wouldn't teU you - because you'd make ny

life hell with gazpacho soup jokes for the rest of eternity.
"Rinmer - | swear | will never nmention this conversation
again.'



Ramer regarded hi m dubi ously.

1 don't break my word. I'ma lot of things, but |*mnot a
liar.'

Ri mer | ooked at himthrough one eye. *All right, then. |
beli eve you. You're a disgusting rancid sl ob, but you keep
your word.'

' Thank you.'

Ri mer got up fromthe chair. 'So |I'm going back to

Earth, then?

Li ster nodded. 'W're all going back to Earth, then.'

Ri mer notioned drunkenly towards the hatchway.

'Come on. Let's go down the Copacabana, have a real drink.'
Lister got up to follow him

' Souper,' he said.

TH RTY- FOUR

Strange, but years |later, whenever Lister remenbered it, he
al ways remenbered it in black and white. And sonet hing
el se; the nenories canme in a rush: there were no insignificant
details, only significant ones. He renenbered his scalp
tingling as the cargo bay doors boomed open
He renmenbered his giddiness as Nova 5 taxied across the
cargo deck and bl asted into the bl ackness of space.
He renmenbered the silvery light that preceded each junp,
and the inconparable feeling of existing simultaneously at
two points in the universe - and then the jolt as all his cells
'dedded' to be in the new position
Per haps a thousand jolts.
And there it was - on the naviconp screen.
The pl anet Earth.
They were hore.
The big (Jock on the wall tocked round to five o' clock, and
Lister lifted up the flap on the counter and turned the sign on
the door to 'Closed*. Bailey's Perfect Sham Kebab Enporium
was shutting for the day. Lister rang up 'no sale' on the ol d-
fashi oned wought-iroo till, and counted the week's takings.
Fourteen dollars and twenty-five cents. Another great week.
He di pped his hand into the penny candy jar, picked out a
liquorice shoel ace, then grabbed his overcoat and scarf, pulled
on his fill-lined deerstal ker and nmittens, and wal ked out into
the crisp white snow. The bell on the door jangled behind
him there was never any need to | ock the shop, not here m
Bedford Falls. There was only one cop for the entire popo-
| adon of three thousand, and he spent npbst of his day asleep in
his patrol car.
Li ster crunched across the eiderdown street, chew ng
happily on his liquorice, and headed for die bank. A group of
carol singers were standing round the war nenorial, belting
out God Rest Ye Merry, Gentlenen, acconpanied by a four-
pi ece brass band. They all waved a cheery greeting, and Lister
stood with them and hel ped themfinish his favourite carol
"Merry Christmas,' he said, and dropped two dollars into
their can as Ernie, the cab driver, produced a hip flask from
the bell of his tuba and gave Lister a nip of brandy.
It being after five o' clock, and Christmas Eve, the bank
was cl osed, of course. Lister tried the door. It jangled open
"Hel | 0? Anybody hone?*

Money was stacked in neat piles on the wooden counter -
obvi ously Horace hadn*t got round to putting it in the safe



y" -

' Horace? Are you there?*

Hor ace stepped through the back door, holding a sheet of

wr appi ng paper and some string.

"Sorry, M Bailey, | was just wapping presents for the kids
up at the orphan hone. You ever tried to wap a Hul a-

Hoop? 1*11 be a nonkey's uncle if | can figure it.'

Li ster handed over ten dollars and asked Horace to put it in
hi s account.

"Ten dol |l ars! Business is good, M Bailey.*

Lister smled, and pulled out a handful of candy wal ki ng
sticks fromhis huge overcoat pocket. 1 didn't have tine to
wrap them Hope the orphanage doesn't mnd.'

"They won't mnd, George. Merry Christmas.*

"Merry Christmas, Horace,* said Lister, and turned to go.

" You know you should get a lock for this bank door or sone-

t hi ng."'

'That's what everybody says, but | figure what the heck -

I *d only | ose the key.'

Li ster |aughed, and wal ked back out into the street.

Last m nute shoppers exchanged Merry Christmasses with

hi mas he crossed back to the Enmporium where his rickety

old model 'A" Ford was covered in snow. He took the hand
crank fromthe bench seat and jerked the engine into splutter-
ing life. As he turned left at Martini's Bar his arns started to
hurt again, so he pulled over outside A d Man Gower's drug-
store.

H s arns had been giving himproblens for a few weeks

now. It was like a burning sensation down both his forearns

- excrudatingly painful at times, but Doc MacKenzie coul dn't
find anything wong with them There were no marks,

not hi ng showed up on the X-ray: it was a conplete nys-

tery.

He grabbed a tub of cooling ointment fromdd Mn

CGower's shelves and dropped twenty-five cents into the open
till, then hopped back in his old Ford and headed for hone:
220 Sycanore

A couple of birds - robins. Lister guessed - were singing in
the snow | aden U ac trees that lined the avenue. Life was
good. Everything seened . . . well, perfect. But, God, did his
arms hurt.

It had been two years since they returned to Earth. Two

years since Nova j had conpleted the duality junps which
brought them back to their own solar system Two years

since they'd skidded to a landing in the m ddle of the Sahara
desert. As they'd opened the airlock and stepped out into the
baki ng heat, there, like a nirage over the brow of a vast
dune, an arny of jeeps and helicopters had descended on

t hem

The worl d's press went crazy! The threc-m U on-year-old

men! Space adventurers!

Thi ngs hadn't changed that rmuch. The human race were

still there, a foot or so taller, but still there. And so was
everything that went with the human race: advertising, com
nmercialism marketing, huge dirty cities and people on the
make. And it had turned into a freak show interviews, book

of fers, chat shows, endorsenents, sponsorship deals . . . Lister
had hated it. He was a piece of neat that people wanted to
package and sell

Tmthree million years old - whafs ny secret? | eat Breadnan's



Fi sh Fingers.'

"I've been all around the universe, and Fve never cone across
anything quite AS good as Luton's Carpet Shanmpoo*

Rimer |apped it up, the Cat adored it, but Lister just

wanted to get away. He'd turned down all the often, changed
his name and opted for the peaceful anonymty of this back-
water town in the American md-west. He couldn't believe it
when he' d discovered there actually was a town call ed Bed-
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ford Falls. He'd gone there on a whim to take a | ook, arid
was stunned how simlar the place was to the Bedford Falls in
ifs & Wonderful Ltfe. It seened like fan" of the film had al
collected there to live out their lives in a self-created 1940s
Ameri can Shangri -1 a.

O course he couldn't keep his secret fromthe townfolk

for long; his face had been plastered all over magazine covers
and newspapers for six nonths, so he guessed nore or |ess
everyone knew who he was and where he'd cone from But

they pretended they didn't. They all called him'M Bailey',

or 'CGeorge', which was the pseudonym he'd chosen. They
respected his privacy, and guarded his secret, and he was |eft
in peace to live out the rest of his life in this quiet idyll.
But sonething was wong with his arms, and it was

begi nning to worry him

He turned the Ford into the tree-lined drive of his old house
and honked his horn three tines. The snow | ay thick and deep
on the | awn, and a huge, eight-foot snowran was grinning 3

wel cone in coal. Lister grabbed the Christmas presents off the
back scat and staggered under their weight up the drive to the
porch. As he pushed open the doorwith his back, he could heara
carol being nutilated on a cl apped-out old piano. He | oved that
sound. To Lister it was better than the London Phil.

He wal ked into the parlour. Alog fire was burning nerrily in
the grate. Jimand Bexl ey were smashing Silent N ght out of the
conpl ai ni ng pi ano, while Krissie was standing on a stepl adder
putting tinsel on the Christrmas tree. She turned and snil ed, and
bl ew hima kiss.

When the kids were in bed they sat snoorily in the big

| eather arncthair with the springs poking through the back
watching the fire splutter and splurt, and |listening to Hoagy
Carmi chael on the w nd-up phonograph. After Krissie

clinmbed the stairs to their draughty bedroomw th the | eaky
roof, he took out the ointment - he didn't want her to know
about his arns - and began to apply it to the sore areas.

It came as |lonmethng of a shock that, when he'd pnt the

cream specifically on the areas that throbbed and hurt, it spelt
out a word. Aword witten in pain down his forearm

The word was ' DYI NG .

The bl ack stretch Mcrccdes with the tinted, bullet-proof glass
glided al ong the Chanps El ysees, and pulled up outside the
canopy of the hundred-and-forty-fioor skyscraper. Ri mer
finished his phone call to his publicist, then stepped out of the
Hro. A string of bodyguards kept at bay the group of

teenage girls who'd canped out on the steps overnight, in the
hope of catching a glinpse of AJ.R He allowed thema thin
snmle as he wal ked under the canopy and up the narble steps
into the Rimrer Building (Paris). The Ri mrer Buil di ng

(Paris) was an identical copy of the Rimer Building
(London) and the Ri mrer Building (New York). He was

happy with the towering glass and steel architecture, so he



saw no need to vary the design. The electric doors purred

open and he strode across the thick white mnk carpet, trailed
by the gaggle of accountants and financial advisers who

seened to foll ow himeverywhere.

As he wal ked across the massive | obby, he dismissed his
financial advisers for the evening, and nodded al nost im
perceptibly at Pierre, the Sorbonne graduate he'd hired ex-
clusively to press the button that sunmoned the lift. Wile

he waited, he swung round to | ook at the col ossal white

mar bl e statue of hinself, captured in the mddle of a Ful
Doubl e- R mrer, whi ch the Space Corps had | ong accepted as

its standard official salute. The lift took a full ninety seconds
to arrive, so he fired Pierre and pressed the button hinself for
floor 14.0 - his luxury petithousc suite. The fact that he could
actually press the button at all was, in a way, the key to the
i mense fortune he'd amassed since his return to Earth two
years previously.

After the hero's welcone, his cunning business brain had

taken full advantage of the offers which flooded in daily.
Wth the noney he culled fromadvertising and the publi-
cation of his memoirs, he'd set up various multi-nationa

cor porati ons which had sponsored the Ramer Research

Centres, which had finally invented the Solidgram- a solid
body that housed his personality and intellect. He was now
exactly like any normal living person, with the added bonus
that he was nore or less immortal. The Solidgram had sold

in such quantities, his income fromthat alone allowed himto
buy the Bahamas for 'somewhere to go at the weekends*.

It anused himno end that he was now one of the three or

four richest men in the world, while Lister was stuck in a
dead- <nd burger bar in a dead-end town somewhere in the

m ddl e of nowhere.

He'd hired a private investigator who had taken fourteen
nonths to track himdown. Ri mer was now well into the
conplicated negotiations to buy up the entire town, which

he intended to turn into a huge naggot farm Just for the hel
of it.

He got out of the lift and wal ked past the sal ute-shaped

pool on the roof garden. Hugo, one of the gardening staff,

was aquavac-ing cherry bl ossoms fromthe surface of the

wat er .

'Monsi eur Rinmer!* he called, 'MadaneJuanita - she i"

unwel | again.'

Ri mer sighed. 'Unwell' was the code for throwing a

maj or Brazilian wobbly. H's wife was having one of her

regul ar tantrums. Juanita Chicata wai unquestionably die

nost beautiful worman in the world. Everything about her

was classic, fromthe tip other perfect nose to the toes of her
beautiful feet Eyes the colour of fire, panther-black hair,
dangerous |ips. Dangerous 'wol *Han. She'd nade two fortunes,
the first as the world' s nunber one nodel, the second as the
wor |l d's nunmber one actress. And she was a great actress - she
wasn't a nmodel who got by on her |ooks, she really was the
finest actress in the world. And she was ni neteen years ol d.
She had beauty, brains, talent, everything. God had finally
got it right.

Every man, every nan desired her

And she'd married Rimmer two sunmers earlier. This

was anot her source of amusement for Runmer. V-~hile Lister

had ended up with a very ordinary girl-next-door type, he'd



acquired the 'Brazilian Bonmbshell'.

Ri ght now the Brazilian Bonbshell was exploding in

t he master bedroom of their penthouse apartnment. Ri mmer
wander ed through the exotic Chinese roof garden, while

four hundred catering staff prepared for the customary

Sat urday night party. The marquee had been erected over-

| ooking the glistening Seine, the forty thousand fireworks
were all in place and prined, the three-hundred-yard-I|ong
buffet table was crammed to overflowing with food which

had been flown in fromaround the world earlier that day,

the centrepi ece of which was a replica ofJuanita's naked

body in caviar. He paused to admire it. Even like this,

even sculpted fromlittle black fish eggs, it was a body that
drove himcrazy. He couldn't help himself - he | eaned

over and nibbled at the splendid right breast - the real ones
were insured for ten million each, and she hadn't |et him
near them for over a year and a half. Wich was why

right now Rimer had his face buried deep in the ice-cold
cavi ar.

Suddenly, from above, there was a shattering of glass as a
Louis XV grand piano crashed out of the french w ndows of
their nmaster |aedroom and | anded on the roof garden, crushing
one of the catering staff.

It had anused Ri mmer when the private detective reported

that Lister had a piano - a clapped-out tuneless weck wth
dry rot which Lister had bought at a second-hand shop in
Bedford Falls for four dollars and thirty cents. Rimmer's

pi ano, which now lay in pieces on top of a screaning servant,
had cost hima mllion. It was a lot to pay for a piano that
nobody played, but his wi fe thought it would | ook *kinda
neat' in the bedroom so he'd got it. Now, of course, it
wasn't worth the price of a cup of tea, because she'd hurled it
out of the wi ndow because she was , . . 'unwell*.

Juanita was regularly "unwell' - perhaps two or three tines

2 week - and on each occasion it cost R mrer upwards of

three hundred thousand. SdU, he could afford it. And she was
the nost beautiful worman alive. And she was narried to

hi m

As he wal ked into the naster bedroom he found Juanita

hurling dollops of cold creamat an original Picasso, while
two maids swept up the remains of the fifth-century Mng

vase that she'd used to smash the nose of the M chel angel o
statue he'd bought her as a kiss-and-nmake-up gift.

RImer sighed and shook his head. Wiy had she gone

crazy this time? What was the reason for today's little sul k?
Was it because for the second nonth in a row she wasn't on

t he cover of Vogue? Was it because she was on the cover of
Vogue, and she didn't |ike the photograph? Was it because
she'd put on a pound in weight? O had she lost a pound in
wei ght ? Both, of course, were disastrous. Had the maid

acci dendy brought up Lapsang tea instead of Keema? Last

tinme she did that it had cost Rinmmer three Mcisses and his
entire collection of Iranian pottery. Was the tel ephone dirty
agai n? Was there nothing on TV she wanted to watch?

What ever it was she was obviously upset, because now she

had taken down Rimrer's twel fth-century sanurai sword

and was hacking away at the water bed. The liquid gurgled
happi |y over the irrepl aceabl e Persian rug.

"Nita, Nita,' be cooed soothingly as he spl oshed over

towards her, 'what is it? What has disturbed my little turtle



dove?*

She turned to face him ferocious, the sanurai sword

cl asped above her head. 1 can't tell you. You wouldn't
under st and eet F She skewered a Cezanne hangi ng above the
bed, and sliced it into thin shreds.

*You can tell ne anything,* R mer said softly.

"Not thees! | can't tell you thees!’

'Please. Tell nme what's made you so angry.*

' Hugo! * she screeched and, at the nention of his name, she
hurl ed the Koh-i-Nor out of the wi ndow and down onto the
Chanps El ysees bel ow

'What about Hugo?' said Rinmer, picking up the phone

to make arrangenents for the pool man's dism ssal

*He won't make love to ne any nore,' she baw ed. Then

she coll apsed into a sobbing heap in the soggy ness of the

denol i shed water bed. 'Not ever. He's afraid you'll find out
and sack heem *
"Well, he's got a point,* Rammer found hinmsel f saying.

Then it hit him

Wiat she'd said. He was stunned. He felt sick

He was nauseated. His wife unfaithful! juanita and Hugo!

H s hai ry-shoul dered pool attendant had caressed that fabu-
| ous bosom What woul d the insurance conpany say?

Hs wife had slept with his pool attendant. No wonder the
wat er was never at the right tenperature!

Rimrer felt . . . nunb.

THREE

Lister sat in the red glow of the firelight, |ooking dowm at his
arms and the nmessages in ointnment on each of them How

was it possible for pain to 'spell out' words? Wat was it?
Was it sonething inside hin? The nessage on his left arm
"DYING . What did that nean? tie was dyi ng? The sone-

t hi ng i nside hi mwas dyi ng?

He | ooked across at his right arm four letters and a synbol,
but he didn't know what they neant. Could it be that it was
just a coincidence that the pain happened to spell out two
nmessages that happened to be mBnglish on his forearns?

Unli kely, but not inpossible. After all, sone fairly bizarre
t hi ngs had happened since he returned to Earth. Finding
Bedford Falls the way he'd always imagined it. Finding
someone who was the exact duplicate of Kristine Kochanski
Exact. Down to the pinball snmile. Down to the | augh. Down

to the tiny nole on her bottom Wo just happened to be a
direct descendant of the Third Console O ficer he'd had an
affair with aboard Red Dwarf three nmillion years ago. Wo
just happened to fall in love with himal st instantly, and
give himtw n sons.

And the boys. Both beautiful, both perfectly-formed, never
any trouble. They never cried, they never whined; they even
changed one anot her's nappi es.

Wasn't that a bit odd? Sel f-nappy-changi ng babi es? Lister
didn't know nuch about babies, but Krissie had al ways
accepted it as normal behaviour, so he had coo. Also, he
didn't know exactly when babies started to wal k and talKk,

but Jimand Bexley were only fifteen nonths old yet they
could play the piano, converse |like adults, and even toss 2
Zer o-CGee ball about with himin the back garden

Previ ously, he*d never given these things much thought.

Hs life was pretty much perfect. He had everything he



want ed, and what was the use in worrying about how | ucky

hc*d been?

The Enporium - that was another peculiar thing. Now he

cane to think of it, every week he always took fourteen
dollars and twenty-five cents. Wich, as it happened, was the
exact anount he needed to pay for his nortgage, three
dollars; food, two dollars; petrol, twenty-five cents; the rent
on the shop, a dollar fifty; savings, five dollars; |eaving three
dollars fifty, which he could give to people in trouble.

He got up and started pacing the threadbare carpet. He

didn't like where his thoughts were | eading him How nany
tinmes had it been Christmas Eve since he arrived at Bedford
Fal | s? Five, six hundred? In fact, wasn't it always Christmas
Eve? How was that possible?

Bexl ey padded down the stairs in his Donald Duck sleepsuit
and Goofy slippers.

"Hi, Dad. Jimwants a drink of milk. W've run out - is it

X if | get sone?

Li ster | ooked at bis fifteen-nonth-old son as he struggl ed
into his quilted junp suit. He was big for his age, there was
no question. Fifteen nonths, he could tal k and dress hinsel f.
He was precoci ous.

I"mjust going to pop down to A d Man Gower's,' he

said, tugging on his Wellingtons. 'D you want anything?

Li ster shook his head. Bexley stood on tiptoe and opened

the front door.

Li ster heard the nodel 'A" Ford start up and Bexl ey roared
off into town. Everyone thought it was funny that Bexley
could drive Lister's car. Obviously it was illegal, but Bert, the
cop, thought it wai funny too. 'He's a bcttef driver than I
am' he used to say; 'why should | stop hinP*

Now that was weird. A fifteen-nonth-old baby driving

into town to get sone milk for his brother. It was barely
believable. Wll, it wasn't believable. It was inpossible.

Li ster | ooked down at the nmessage on his right arm Four
letters, one synmbol. A chill passed through him He knew

what it nmeant. "U==B T L.

He knew what it meant.

It was a gloriously warm sumrer's evening with just enough
breeze to nmake it perfect. The RIJmreri were having a party.
Arnie and Juanita were entertaining. And anybody who was
anybody, and anybody who was one day going to be any-

body, was there.

The four-hundred pi ece New York Phil harnonic O ch-

estra, flown in specially for the evening, were playing a
tribute to Janmes Last. The prima ballerinas fromall the

Eur opean Bal |l ets were arranged around the roof garden in
gi | ded cages, spinning and pirouetting to entertain the guests.
Fi ve thousand guests in all

The nmen in black DJs, and the women in fabul ously

out rageous ball gowns, m ngled anong the flocks of pink

flam ngos R nmer had hired for the evening.

Rimrer sat in his white dinner suit under the shade of a

gi ant parasol, sipping a glass of 1199 Chateau d' Yquem

hol ding court to only the nost fampus and influential. A

wai ter was serving soup froma giant golden tureen. One of

t he guests, a nenber of the British Royal famly, was com

pl ai ning that the soup was cold. R nmer |eaned over and

whi spered discreetly in his ear that it was gazpacho soup, and
gazpacho soup was al ways served cold - it was Spani sh



"Well, | didn't know that,' said the Prince of \Wales.

Ri mer waved his hand in a desultory fashion to dismss the
poor man's enbarrassnent.

' Not many peopl e do.*

Ri mer caught sight of the sw mmng pool, and it

pl unged himback into his depression. A fluttering started in
his stomach. He | oved his sal ute-shaped pool, but he'd never
be able to ook at it again wthout thinking of Hugo, the poo
attendant. Hugo, the caresser of twenty-mllion-doUar
bosons. He'd disnmissed him of course, then nmade a few

phone calls. Never again would Hugo be able to use a credit
card. Never again would he shop at any Marks & Spencer's
branch in the entire solar system And buying shoes from any
of the conpanies in the Burton group he would find strangely

i mpossi ble. Getting his haircut anywhere in France woul d be
out of the question. And a certain canned food conpany
beginning with 'H had guaranteed that a certain individual

al so beginning with *H*, would never be sold any of their
products in the future. Never again would the wetched man
ever enjoy beans on toast. At least, not really good beans on
toast. Only inferior supermarket brands. Not in itself punish-
ment to rival the auto de fos, but R mer had barely

begun pulling the strings and calling in the favours which
woul d ensure Hugo's |ife becanme unbearabl e.

Ri mer heard Juanita's tinkling |augh and, as he peered
through the milling party guests, he caught a tantalizing

gli npse as she stood on the Chinese bridge over the pool
dazzling some producer with her wit and beauty. He froze.

She was wearing that outfit! The one he'd expressly forbid-
den her to wear. The glass brassiere with the live goldfish
swimrng inside, the thin red belt, and nothing el se\ Just the
di anond hi gh heels and the gold anklet.

A red belt! That's all she was wearing. He shook w th rage.
She was uncontrol |l able. Everything was on display! Every-
thing! For all the guests to see

"But it's so chic!' she'd argued. 'Adrienne created eet especi-
ally for me. You' re such a prude.*

The nore he*d screamed at her to put sone clothes on, the
nore determined she'd been to wear it. To wear it and

hum liate him Her only gestures to nodesty were the two

gol dfish - one ui each bra cup - and they could hardly be
relied on to stay in a nipple-covering position all the time. He
hated her. But he | oved her

The Brazilian Bonbshell.

What coul d he do? She drove himcrazy. But he was stuck

with it. The third richest man in the whole of the world had a
wi fe who wore a coupl e of goldfish at dinner parties.

He tried to rip his eyes away from her and back to the

gane of RISK he was playing with his .three favourite

di nner guests. It was Julius's go. Wth his yellow counters
he'd established a foothold in Africa and was poised to throw
the dice and attack Sout hern Europe, where R immer*s blue
counters had their second front. The third player, the French-
man with the kiss curl, |ooked on earnestly. If the yellow
assault shoul d succeed, he could break out of South Anerica
with his red counters and swanp CGeorge's green counters,

whi ch were massed in the USA

Jul'ius shook the dice and rolled three threes. Ri nmer

rolled two fours. Julius attacked and Ranmer defended, unti

t he yel |l ow hordes had been reduced to only two counters.



The Italian rolled his eyes skywards. He was finished, and he
knew it.

"Well, Julius, ne old fruit,* R mrer grinned, |ooks like
you're a gonner.'

Caesar took of This laurel weath and scratched his bal ding

head. 'I"'mgoing to get a drink!* he stormed, and stal ked off
to the pool side bar.
'"So -' Riminer turned to his two remmining adversaries -

*jnst Messrs Patton and Bonaparte left in.*

' God damm you, you dirty son of a bitch!' General Patton
threw his huge cigar into the pool. 'Throw the dice and get it
over with.'

One of the waiters - Rimmer couldn't renmenber his

nane - | eaned over and whi spered discreetly.

*Therc*s-a gentlenman mthe main reception who insists on
seeing you, sir.*

' Send hi m away. *

*Hc insists, sir.'

"Send himaway. |*m busy.*

'"He says his nane is "Lister", sir. Cains he was your
cohort on Red Dwarf*

Li ster stood in the mahogany-panelled library, where the
man in the penguin suit had finally ushered him He hel ped
hinself to a foot-long Havana cigar, and sat in the huge

| eat her reading chair, his legs crossed on the polished wal nut
table. The twel ve feet high double doors swng open and

Ri rnmer strode in, grinmmg.

"Listy! Long tine no see. | was going to invite you, but.

| didn't really think it was your scene.*

"You' ve done pretty well for yourself. What arc you now,
the second richest man in the worl d?*

"Third,' said RRmier, nodestly. 'Long way to go before
I''m second."'

"And married toJuanita Chicata.*

I"mgetting by,* R mrer nodded. He reached into the

drawer behind his desk. 'So, two years. Has it really been two
years?'

"Yup.'

Tve missed you. First six months of ny marriage | coul dn't
get to sl eep because, for sone unfathomabl e reason, Juanita
doesn't snore like an adenoidal pig.'

Li ster lassoed Rinmrer with a huge grey snoke ring, and
grinned back.

'So,' said Rinmrer, taking out a cheque book a yard | ong,

wi th nore pages than a Janes C avell novel, 'you finally
cane to see ne. How nmuch do you want? One, two, three,

four pounds?* Ri mier threw back bis head and brayed

[ oudly.
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'You*re a smeg head, Rinmrer, you really are a sneg

head. "'

"But a rich snmeg head, eh?* R mrer brayed again.
"Seriously, what do you want?* he poi sed his pen over the
cheque, 'a couple of mll? Wiat do you want?

"I want,' Lister said, leaning forward, 'to go back to Earth.'
' Cor ne agai n?*

"This isn't Earth.'

Ri mer smil ed unconprehendi ngly.

I"'mafraid. Am' Lister continued, 'we've taken a wong
turning. We are in another plane of reality. Sonehow we've



wound up playing Better Than Life. W' rejust a couple of
Gane heads.'

It couldn't be. It was . . . well, it just couldn't be. RImer
foll owed Lister down the narrow white stone steps to the
roof garden, where the party was still mfuQ swing. Lister

was jealous, plain and sinple. Rammer didn't lifee to say it to
his face because it would be like rubbing it in. But it was only
natural he should feel jealous. R mer had everything. He'd
amassed a fifty billion doUarpound fortune, whereas Lister
had anassed a | eaky house, a silly car, and a wife and two
ki ds. The poor boy had flipped! He couldn't accept he was a
failure and Rimrer was a hit, so he was trying to persuade
everybody they were in the wong dinmension of reality.
Totally fliparooned.

"Heard fromthe Cat?' Lister was asking

"No. He's on sone island off Denmark. Haven't" heard
from him since we got back to Earth. You?

Li ster shook his head, grabbed a bottle of Dom Perignon
froma passing ice bucket, and they sat down. He rolled back
his sleeves. 'Let me show you ny arns.'

"Your arns?

"Both nmy arnms | ook perfectly normal, don't they?

Ri mer | ooked at his perfectly normal arms and nodded.

He started | ooking round for his bodyguards.

"But they hurt like hell. And when | put ointnent over the
spots that hurt, it spells out a nessage.'

Ri mer shook his head, smiling. 'Amazing.*

"Watch.' Lister took ajar of cold creamout of his jacket
pocket and daubed 'DYING on his left armand ' U==

BTV on his right.

"Now, | don't want to sound like |I'ma sceptic,* R nmer
rubbed die flat of his hand against his face, 'but you have to
concede that the effect |1've just witnessed could just as easily
be produced by an insane person with two arns and a pot of
cold cream’

"Yes, but |I'mjust covering the areas of pain! It's the pain
that spells out the message.*

* The pai n?*

In ny arns. Soneone's trying to get a nessage to us.'

'"On your arns, through the cold cream

"Look, if we are in the Gane, we won't know we're in the
Gane. It protects itself - it won't let you remenber that
you' ve started to play it.'

"But we didn't start to play it.

"No, we don't remenber starting to play it. That's differ-
ent.'

Rummer fl opped back in his seat and | ooked round the

roof garden. He | ooked at the two thousand peopl e dancing a
conga round the pool. He | ooked at the phal anx of waiters

hol ding the silver platters above their heads as they glided
about, serving the second course, of the banquet. He | ooked
across at the sous-chef, atop a | adder, carving generous por-
tions of neat fromthe barbequed giraffe which slowy rotated
on the forty-foot spit. Could this really not be real?

If we're in the Gane,* Lister continued, 'we're wandering
around somewhere with electrodes in our brains, totally
oblivious to the real world. Sormeone in that real world is
trying to tell us where we arc by burning or cutting or
scratching a nessage into my arns: "U==BTL": "You are



in Better Than Life", and "DYING': in reality. |I'mdying!
I'"ma Gane head. *

"But it doesn't mmke sense! | thought when you're in the
Gane all your fantasies were supposed to come true. But

| ook at you - stuck in some hick town in the back end of
nowhere with a wife and two kids, and no noney.*

'Money isn't inmportant to ne.’

Ri mrer snort ed.

'Bedford Falls and everything el se,' Lister shook his head
wi stfully, *that was everything |I al ways wanted.'

There was 2 scries of explosions and forty thousand fire-
wor ks burst in the night sky, fornmng a portrait of Ri nrer
and Juanita ma pink Valentine's heart. Wile the awe-struck
guests gazed in open-nout hed wonder, the fireworks portrait

animated: Rnmer's face wi nked down at them then turned

and ki ssed Juanita's image. Then two huge bangs - and the
two faces transformed into the Ri mer Corporation com

pany | ogo.

The standing ovation lasted for ten m nutes.

'Come on, Rimmer - face facts. Look at this place. The

Ri mrer Bui | di ng? Overl ooki ng the Chanps El ys6es? Your
conpany inventing the Solidgran? You' re married to the

nost famous actress in the world? Is any of it even renotely
credi bl e?'

Li ster stood up and pointed across the pool, his voice raised
an octave in incredulity. 'Wio the hell are they?

Ri mrer | ooked round.

Li ster was waving his arms excitedly. "The guys under the
par asol, appl audi ng?'

' Napol eon Bonaparte, Julius Caesar and Ceneral Patton.'

" And what are they doing here?

"Ch, that. There's a perfectly rational explanation for that,"'

Ri mer nodded vi gorously.

Li ster grabbed another bottle of chanpagne. 'Wich is?

"It's a bit hush-hush at the nmonent. [I'm not really
liberty to say.'

"Un-hush-hush it.*

Rimer mulled ic over. Well, it would be public know -

edge in a week or so. Couldn't do any harm He | eaned over
conspiratorially. 'R mrer Corporation Wrldw de pie have
devel oped a Tinme Machine. |'ve been playing around with it
for a few months, inviting famus people fromdifferent eras
in Tine to pep up a few dinner parties.'

Li ster was looking at himin a strange way.

"What's wwong with that?' Ri mrer protested. 'You don't

think that's believabl e?*

"No, | don't. | think you just wanted to neet these people,
so your inmagination had to cook up a nearly credible explan-
ation to bring them here.*

' Nonsenser said Rinmmer, but without conviction. Could

it be true? Could he have fantasized the invention of a Tine
Machi ne just so he could bring back Caesar, Bonaparte and
Patton - the three greatest generals in history - sinply in
order to beat themat 'Rl SK*, the strategic war gane for
ages fifteen and over? Could he really be that small-ninded?
*Conme on -* Lister stood up and drained the bottle -

"we've got to find the Cat.'

Ri mer picked up a phone and punched in three nunbers.
*Harry? Put the LearJet on stand-by. M R mrer and guest

at



will be going to Denmark this evening.* He put the phone

down and turned to Lister. '"Wait in the car - |1'd better say
goodbye to, uh . . .' And he wandered off.

'"Een the middle of our party, you are goi ng of Tweeth your
stupid friend to Denmark?"

Juanita, still naked fromthe wai st down apart fromthe

di anond stilettoes, stormed up and down the parquet fioor

of the roof garden's white bal ustraded gazebo. R mer thrust
hi s hands deep in his pockets and squirned.

"Darling, | knowit's awful, but the thing is: there's an
out si de chance . " Rimrer didn't know quite how to put

this '. . . there's atiny little possibility that you don't exist.'
1 don't what?

It's only a slight chance, and there's probably nothing to
worry about. But if Listens right, you're just a fignment of ny
i magi nati on. *

"And for this reason you are leaving ny party and fiying to
Denmar k?*

"Yes,* said RRmer, 'it's a sort of netaphysical energ-

ency.'

"Thees man cones here thees evening, with his stupeed

farry hat, and tells you your wife doesn't exist, and you go
wal t zi ng of Tweeth heemto Scandi navi a?’

"You're right, I won't go, I won't go. OF course you exist.
['"ll go down to the car and explain that we've talked it
t hrough, and we've come to the conclusion that we all do

exi st, and we don't want anything nore to do with him'
*You*re crazee! My nother was right. She al ways warned

me agai nst marrying adead man!'

Ri mer wat ched her naked, tanned bottom as she donped

down the summerhouse steps and wandered over to a group

of people eating their barbequed giraffe steaks. He scanned
the group. Lenin, Einstein, Archinedes, God and Norman

W sdom W sdom was staggering around, |aughing hys-

terically, with his jacket half off his shoul ders. Suddenly,
wi t hout warning, he threw himself up into the air and | anded
on the floor. Lenin, Einitemand Archinmedes | ooked down

rather disdainfully. God splurted out his mouthful ofG nzano
Bi anco and bel | owed uncontrollably, tears stream ng down

hi s face.

'That's conedy!' God was saying. "That is comedy!'’

Let's face it, R mmer thought, there was at |east a margi na
possibility that Lister was right.

The bl ack stretch Mercedes with the tinted, bullet-proof glass
purred onto the shiny black tarmacadanmed runway of

Rummer International Airport (AJR), and drew up al ong-

side the black LearJet. Ramer One.

The twenty-m nute journey had been conducted mainly in
silence. Lister had been watching MIV on one of the car's

TV sets, where a poll had procl ai ned R mier the Sexiest

Man OF Al Tine. Second was Clark Gable, and third was

Hugo Lovepole. Ry mrer had smiled wanly. It was turning

into a nightmare. If this was indeed his fantasy - and he was
still clinging onto a faint hope that Lister was wong - if it
was his fantasy, it was suddenly hideously enbarrassing. H's
psyche lain bare for all to sec.

The chauffeur clicked round the car and opened one of the

ei ght passenger doors, and they got out. Lister |ooked at the
chauf feur and al nost said 'hello', because at first he thought
he knew him Then he realized he didn't, but he'd seen his



face sonewhere

"Who's the driver? he whispered to Rimmer as they

wal ked across to the LearJet's steps.

It's a lovely evening, isn't it?

1s he sonebody fampous?' Lister persisted.

* Who?'

"The driver.'

" No.

*Wio is he, then?*

Rimer started to clinmb the steps. 'He*s ny dad,' he said
quietly. 1 brought himback in the Tine Machine.'

'To be your chaufFeur?!' Lister winkled his cheeks in dis-
bel i ef.

*Yes!* Ri nmmer hissed.

*"mvery proud of you. Son,' his father called. I'mso

proud I'mfit to burst.

" Shut up,' said R mrer.

As they got to the top of the LearJet's steps, the scream ng
started. Rimer had been dreading it. He'd hoped they

m ght be able to slip aboard unnoticed. But even this small
nmercy was denied him As Lister turned, hanging over the
observation bal cony of the airport terminal building, twenty
t housand teenage girls caught in the hel pless throes of R m
mer mani a waved i ntimate garnments and banners, screaned

and chanted uncontroll ably.

*Amol d!' W | ove you"

Ri mer shook his head in humliation, his cheeks gl ow ng
baboon- bottom red

They screeeeeeeeeeanctd as he hal f-nodded at them Lister
squinted, trying to read the banners. 'Arnie is brave' he could
make out. 'Arnie has had lots ofgirifriends'. 'Ame is FAB*.
He turned to R nmer.

"Basically,' he grinned) 'you just want to be adored, don*t
you?*

"Thank you, Signund,* said Rinmmrer without parting his

teet h.

It's really quite cute.'

"Look - we're still not a hundred per cent sure that this is a
fantasy. And if it turns out it's not, you're going to fee
plenty silly as you drive your clapped-out old hanger back to
Nowhere City.' Ri mrer ducked his head and di sappeared

into the body of the plane.

Rimer wmtt redly watching the in-flight novie, but he was
wearing the headset as a kind of sanctuary to avoid Lister's
accusing grin. The filmwas Darkness At Noon, which bad cuBed
Juanita her first Oscar. How well Rinmer renenbered that

eveni ng-the twenty-five mnute thank you speech she'd made,
saying it was all down to him He watched her play the scene in
the apartnent - the fanbus 'olives on the cocktail stick' scene.
Could he really have fantasized this wonman? It was absurd!
Why woul d he fantasize a worman, no matter how beauti f ul

who was Trouble with a capital *T' the size of the GP 0 tower?

Because he wanted the npbst exciting wonan in the world.

The nost desired, the nost beautiful, the npbst. . . dangerous.
But, having got her, why would he then fantasize she was
unfaithful? Wth Hugo the hairy-shoul dered pool attendant?
What the hell did that say about the state of his nind?
Mentally unwell, that's what it said. And why had he fanta-
sized his wife's refusal to nake love with himfor the past



ei ghteen nmonths? Why on Earth did he want that to happen?

Was it that even in his fantasies R nmer couldn't bring
hinsel f to believe anyone could truly [ove hinf That inevi-
tably she would reject him giving himthose pathetic excuses
that the insurance conpany wouldn't allow himto touch her
boson? And inevitably she would take a lover - a | over who
was nmore mascul i ne than he? More nmanly? Ch, ny god.

My god, ny god, mny god.

He noaned softly. The innards of his psyche were there for

all to see: putrid and rotten and ranrid. H s neuroses paradi ng
like grinning contestants in the M Universe contest!

He gl anced over at Lister, who had taken out a well-worn

| eather wall et and was | ooking sadly at sone dog-cared

phot ographs of his famly back in Bedford Falls.

Hadn't Lister's fantasy been even nore ridicul ous? A | eaky
house? A cl apped-out car? Alittle shop? It was so . . . corny.
A girl-next-door type wife, two kids. If they were playing
Better Than Life, he could have had anything he wanted.
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Absol utel y anyt hing be wanted. And this was his choice?

Sonet hing so ordinary, so smaU, so . . . normal?

Ch ny god, my god, ny god.

That was the truth, wasn't it? Lister's fantasy was so nuch
nore mature than his. Lister didn't need nega-wcalth to

make hi m happy. He needed fourteen dollars and twenty-

fivc cents. He didn't need a stunning-|ooking actress desired
by all. He just wanted someone who cared for him Even the
car. Rinmer had a twenly-five-foot black penis extension

Li ster had a cl apped-out old hanger. What did that mean,
then? That Lister had a |inousine inside his Y-fronts, while
Rummer had a 194-o0s Ford that needed hand-cranki ng?

Lister's was the fantasy of a nman at peace with hinself. A
man who felt he had nothing to prove. Rimer's was
twenty-five foot cars, hundred and forty storey buil di ngs,
airports, Lear Jets, a twenty mllion dollar bosom a forty
billion dollar fortune, his father as his own chauffeur . . . It
couldn't be a fantasy. No one could be that screwed-up!

Li ster sat there | ooking at the black-and-white dog-eared
snaps whi ch M Cal hoon, the photographer, had taken | ast
Christmas Eve with his old box Brownie on its tripod, with

t he magnesium flare. There was one in particular of himand
Kochanski with big cheesy grins.

So you don't exist, he thought. | just nade you exist and

fall in love with ne.

He was still hung up on Kristine Kochanski. A girl he

dated for five weeks and two days, three mllion years ago. In

ft way he was kind ofjealous of Rmer. If he'd have known

it was a fantasy, he'd have becone Ji m Bexl ey Speed and
dated lIda Lnpino. He'd have played vrith the Beatles: the Fab
Five -John, Paul, Ceorge, R ngo and Dave. But he hadn't.

Hc*d settled down in Bedford Falls and nmarried Kristine
Kochanski. He wanted to live his life in a novie. Wat ajerk
.What an even bigger jerk for falling in |ove with sonmeone
who, .if she'd been alive and real and wi th hi mnow, probably
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woul d give hima sweet little snmile and sit down at the back
of the plane with one of her wacky nates,

Sure, they'd had a great two years; but it hadn't been real -
none of it. Counterfeit delights. A pathetic hankering on
account of a crazy obsession. Unreal. |npossible. Ridiculous.



The air hostess | eaned over him

'"Can | get you anything? she smled. It was Ida Lupino.

I da Lupino was standing in the aisle, dressed as an air hostess.
"Anything at all?' she tw nkled.

Li ster shook his head. Tmnmarried. Fmnarried to sone-

one who doesn't exist, with two non-existent kids. | can't get
i nvol ved with soneone el se who doesn't exist. Life would

get too conplicated.*

The Lear | anded in Copenhagen. The Dani sh gover nnment

laid on a power boat to get themacross to the Cat's island.
They sat in the back of the boat as it cut through the

bi Uowi ng waves of the foul -tenpered sea. The island | ooned
through circles of mist, towering above the stormy waters: a
single, sea-ringed mountain, tapering into the clouds. As they
nmoved slowy closer, something at the very sumit caught

the sunlight and gli mered.

They noored the boat at a crumbling wooden jetty, and

| ooked around, trying to find a route up the unchnbabic
mount ai n. They heard a sound: a creaking steel chain. And
crashing out of the soggy nmist, a cable car lurched to a halt in
front of them

They sat, rocking in the dangerous wind, as the cable car
slowy squeaked its way up the nountain. The trip took

three hours. They went through cloud. The atnospheric
pressure changed. \Whatever the Cat's fantasy was, it certainly
didn't involve entertaining a great many visitors.

Finally the cable car wheezed into its mporing, and they

got out. Standing on a narrow nountain track were two

ri ckshaws attended by eight-foot tall, huge-breasted Anazon
Val kyries in scanty armour. Lister shook his head.
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*Yve really got to have a word with the Cat about his

sexual politics.'

Wrse was to foll ow because, as Lister clinbed aboard the

ri ckshaw, he realized that the two wing mrrors hc*d assuned
were for the giantesses to see behind themwere in fact
strategically placed so the passenger could spend the short trip
to the mountain top watching their cartoon-sized boobs
jiggling up the track. He shook bis head again.

*Who did he get this place fron? Benny H Il ?* He clinbed

out. 'Forget it-well walk.'

Rimer tried to hide his disappoi ntnent as they trudged

up the curving track. As they reached the crest, they sawit.
Any faint hopes that Rimer still entertained that they

were on Earth and in the world of reality gurgled noisily
down the plug hole as they gazed up at the Cat*s hone.

It was a thirty-lowered golden castle surrounded by a
moat filled with mlKk.

The tip of the highest golden tower was al most invisible to

t he naked eye. The battlenents were patrolled by nore of

t he hom hel meted, skinpily armoured Val kyri es.

Li ster and Rinroer clunped noisily across the wooden

dr awbri dge.

"Halt! Who goes there, buddy?* one of the Val kyries

shouted fromthe gate house.

"We've conme to see the Cat!* shouted Lister, his voice
soundi ng weak and ineffectual by comparison

They were led into the castle and through a naze of

chanbers. The Cat's portrait hung on every wall: here clad in
gl eam ng arnmour, there grinning froma rearing horse; there



wrestling a lion, here draped on top of a pink piano. They
foll owed the guards out into an ornanental garden that nade

t he grounds of the Palace of Versailles |ook |ike a w ndow box.
Ri mer began to regret the smallness of his own inagination
The guards were marching double tinme, and Lister and

Rimer felt conpelled to keep up. They were getting quite
tired by the time they reached the end of the gardens, which
l et out onto a courtyard surrounded by stables.

The Cat, in a red riding jacket, gleam ng white jodhpurs

and bl ack | eather boots, was nounted on a cream col oured,
fire-breathing, racing yak. There was a snell of sul phur hang-
ing in the air as the yak reared and tried to bolt. The Cat,

| aughing, deftly westled it under control as it haughtily
spouted two nore jets of fire fromits nostrils.

A dozen hunting dogs yapped and bayed and snapped at

the | eashes held by four Val kyries. As the dragon yak ceased
its protestations, the Cat turned and caught sight of Ri mtr
and Lister.

' Hey! What*s happeni ng?' He waved his black riding cap

and tooted his hunting horn, driving the dogs berserk

' Sydney" he called to the tallest of the Val kyries, 'Saddle
Dancer and Prancer! Guys,' he turned to Rammer and Lister
'grab a yak!'

Ri mer nounted his flane-col oured yak with nore than

alittle trepidation, and held timdly onto the reins.

I've never really ridden a ... fire-breathing racing yak
before,* he said unnecessarily.

Li ster patted the neck of his beast, and used the resultantjet
of flame to light one of the foot-long Havana cigars he'd
stolen fromRi mrer's study back in Paris. Then he hooked a
foot into the stirrup and cl anbered into the saddl e.

The Cat tooted his curved hunting horn and called to the

Val kyries restrai ning the hounds: 'Rel ease the dogs!*

The dozen hunting dogs streaned out of the courtyard.

The Cat reared on his yak and bellowed 'Tally ho!', and al
three of them thundered over the cobbl estones and out into

t he dank, mi sty wastel and that surrounded the castle.

Li ster clung desperately to the neck of the bouncing yak,

the reins hanging free as it splashed through the bog | and
whi ch was covered in a carpet of nist. Before him whenever
he dared to open his eyes, he could see the Cat, straight-
backed, holding onto the reins with his left hand, a silver
shooting pistol in his right, while behind himhe could hear
the occasional |ow nbans of Rinmmer as he recited various

i ncantations froma nunber of different religions.

They came to a | ow hedge. The dogs burst through it and

the yaks | eapt over. As they hammered across the hard, frosty
ground, Lister saw the Cat level his pistol. He couldn't see the
quarry, and he wasn't particularly keen to. They were riding
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fire-breathing dragon yaki. What on Earth woul d they be
huliting? He saw the Cat's shoul der jerk back, and a puff of
snoke, before he heard the crack of the pistol. In: the distance,
one of the dogs cartwheel ed twelve feet into the air and

| anded, dead, on the floor.

"No!" Lister yelled as the Cat quickly picked off the el even
remai ni ng dogs. He reined in the yak, raised his horn and
footed a victory call.

'You shot all the smegging dogs!* said Lister, gulping for
air.



"They're vermn,' laughed the Cat; *what did you think we
were shooting? He raised hinmself in his saddle and called to
t he entourage of Val kyries galloping up on horses sone way
behi nd them ' Moyre dogs, Sydney!'

They stood before the roaring fire in the vast inglenook
fireplace of the Cat's baronial dining hall, drinking hot nilk
| aced with ci nnanon from pewter nugs.

The Cat stood, a spat-covered foot resting on the gold
fender, his el bow crooked above his head on the narble
mant el pi ece, shaking his head, staring into the fire.

"You mean none of this is real? None of this actually

exi sts?'

'"OF course it doesn't" Rimer snorted in disgust. 'Fire-
breat hi ng yaks? Eight-foot tail Nordic goddesses? A castle
surrounded by a noat of milk? Is any of it even renotely
tinged with credibility? I don't understand how you coul d
even believe it was"

Li ster thought of the Ri mmer Buildings, Paris, New York

and London, but he didn't say anything.

1 nmean,' Rimer shook his head, 'at |east our fantasies

wer e possi bl e! Perhaps not |ikely, but possible. But yours is
just totally preposterous. It's like a Gothic fairy tale. How
cone you didn't suspect anything? Didn't you think it was a
little bit odd the way you just acquired all this?

"No. Ijnst thought | deserved it*

'Deserved it?" Lister tilted his head.

' Because |' m 30 good-| ooki ng. *

A naked, oiled Val kyri e banged the enornmus gong and
announced it was supper

As they took their places at the I ong oak banquet table, the
lights di med and a spotlight picked out Sydney hol ding a
large silver platter at the top of a stone staircase which led up
to the bal cony skirting the baronial hall.

The flagstones in the mddle of the hall slid apart, and from
beneath a seven-pi ece band rose up on a hydraulic pedestal
Mozart on piano, Jim Hendrix on lead guitar, Stephane
Grappelli on rhythm Charlie Parker on sax, Yebudi Menuhin

on violin. Buddy Rich on drums, andJellybean on conputer
programs. They began to play.

"Listen to these boys,' the Cat confided: 'they really kick
ass.'

They had never heard the tune before, but it was so .

perfect, so instantly classic. Lister and R mrer imediately
started tapping along with the heavenly beat.

Sydney danced down the stairs, flanked by forty |urex-

dad Val kyries, all bearing platters and singing:

'"He's going to eat you littkfishies,

He's going to eat you little fish

He's going to eat you litflefiskies,

Because he likes eating jtsh!'

Three platters were placed before them each containing a |arge
aquari um packed with withing shoals of vividly-coloured fish.
Ri mer eyed his dinner with disgust. 'Don't you prefer

t hem caught and cooked?'

*No, sir!* said the Cat, picking up the mni-fishing rod
which was laid out with the cutlery by his plate. 'I like ny
food to nove.'

*| dunk,* said Rinmer, draping his napkin over the fish
tank,, 'we've established beyond all reasonabl e doubt that we
are playing Better Than Life.'



*RJght,* Lister agreed, 'but the question is: how do we get
out ?

"Why do we have to get out?* asked the Cat as he sucked a
squi rm ng angel fish of Tthe hook of his rod.

'Because it's a conputer-induced fantasy, because it's not
real, and in the real world our bodies are wasting away.
W' re dying.'

'What are you tal ki ng about ?*

Li ster expl ai ned about the nessages on his arms, and how

it meant that soneone was trying to get through to them
*\Whi ch sonmeone?* asked the Cat.

"Holly, obviously,' said R nmer.

Li ster shook his head. 'Maybe. We don't know. W don't
know exactly at what point we started playing the Gane.

How much of this has been real? Did we get back to Earth?
Did we fix Nwa J? Did Nova 5 exist? Maybe | started playing
BTL back on M nas, and you two don't exist. Maybe our

whol e rel ati onship and everything that's happened has been
part of ny fantasy.'

"No, no, | exist,' said Rinmer. 'Honestly.

' Yeah, but you'd say that even if you didn't exist,' said
Li ster.

"He's right, said the Cat; 'maybe | don't exist either. That
woul d certainly explain why |I'm so unbearably good-

| ooki ng. *

"Ch, | don't believe this!" said Rjmrer. 'Not only am!|l
dead, | don't exist either! Thanks a |ot, God!'

"No, look. | think we have to assune* - Lister punctuated
*assume* with a circled thunb and forefinger - 'that we al

exist, and that we got into the Gane before Nova 5 |l eft Red

Dwar f .

*OK,* said Rimrer, *how do we get out?

1 think I can answer that,* said a fourth voice.

A famliar figure waddl ed through the stone archway and

up to the banquet table.

And he started to explain everything.

Ri mrer |urched happily down Corridor 4: gamm 311. 'It'sijunny
tht"g/ he slurred, 'even though |I've had so nuch to drink I'min
total confic of my mandul ties.'

"Where is he?" said Lister, poking his head into another of the

sl eeping quarters on the habitation deck. ' \Were the sneg is the Cat?
"Master Holly says he's on this deck,' said Kryten, peering

t hrough the hatchway of another enpty sleeping quarters.

* Then why the hell doesn't he answer?' said Lister, tugging the
ringputi on another bottle of self-heating sakf.

Ri mer*s duplicate had been erased that norning, just before the
gazpacho soup confession. Nova $ was reconstructed, fuelled and
ready to go. They woul d be back at Earth in three nonths, and
they'd spent the day cel ebrating down in the Copacabana Hawaii an
Cocktail Bar. The evening had gurgled by in a blurry haze of ever-
nore el aborate cocktails before either of themhad realized the Cat
had been missing for two days. Lister had |l ed the drunken safari up
to the habitation deck to find him

There were over three thousand separate sl eeping quarters on this
deck atone, and they had | ooked through nmore than half of them
before they staggered into Petrovitch's old room

The two | ockers had been pulled away fromthe wait, and in a
crudely chiselled recess was a stack of Cane headbands, Petrovitch
the high-fiying, career-mnded | eader of A Shift had been smuggling
Better Than Life, the illegal hallucinogenic brain inplant. He'd



been smuggling it to the richly paid, insanely bored terraformng
engi neers of Triton.

The rurnffurs were true.

This correct officer, this nodel, this paragon, was a lo~-1iJ'e,
scunbag Came dealer! At a glance Lister estinmated there nust have
been a hundred headbands. Petrovitch could safety have expected to
make ten years' wages if he found a hundred suckers who were
prepared to buy the cripplingly addictive nirvana offered by the
deadly Gane. And there always were suckers: plenty ofthem Not
one person ever entered the Game without believing he could take it
or leave it. Once inside,few ever nade the painful journey back to
reality.

The Cat gently rocked on the sleeping quarters arnchair, giggUttg
i nsanely. The silver headband gli mered nenadngly on his head,
the el ectrodes buried deep inside his brain. H s face was painted
with the harrowi nglyfaniliar vacant grin of the |lost soul of a Cane
head.

The three of them sat around the banquet table in the baronial
haH of the Cat's fantasy as Kryten recounted how Lister bad
followed the Cat into the Gane.

"But Better Than Life's addictive! | knew that.'

"You were drunk. M ster David; you thought you'd be

K just to go into the Ganme and tell the Cat what danger

he was in. But once you'd linked up to the Cat's headband,

yon didn't come out.'

"\What about ne?' said Rmrer. 'Why did | go in?

"You were drunk too. You said you had the willpower to

drag them both out. You got Holly to splice you into the

Gane. And that was the | ast we saw of you.*

Kryten told how they had wandered around Red Dwarf m

the twilight zonbie state the Ganme i nduced. How he'd done

his best to feed them and keep them from banni ng them

selves. But over the nonths the Cat's and Lister's bodi es had
begun to wither. Sonetimes they'd spend weeks in a single
position and devel op huge bedsores. They'd tunble down

stairs and get up, bloody and | aughing, believing they'd

made a. parachute junp or some such thing. How he'd once

seen Lister eat his own vomt with delight, obviously believ-

i ng he was enjoyi ng sonme sunptuous delicacy. How, in

desperation, he'd begun | asering the nessages into Lister's

arms to warn him of the danger. This had distressed Kryten
greatly. It was built into his software that be nustn't harm
human bei ngs. Months of cajoling by Holly had finally

persuaded himthat not to do it would hurt Lister even nore.

But still the three of themrenmained in the Gane. In the

end, Kryten had no choice but to enter hinself.

"But that's stupid,* said Listed. 'You'll get addicted too.'
Kryten shook his head. *Holly was right. |I'minmune |

could have come in right at the start and rescued you.*

"I mmune?' said R inmeT, 'Wiy are you imune?

Kryten cracked his face into a hollow grin. *I'ma mech-

anoid. | don't have dreams. | don't have fantasies the way

you do. | have very few expectations or desires.'

"Very few?' said Lister. Then you do have sone?

A Val kyri e appeared, bearing a brand-new, freshly

wr apped squeezy nop

*Only one,* said Kryten, accepting die gift and tearing off

t he paper. 'GCh, wonderful. A squeezy nop! Just what | *ve

al ways want ed. "'

' 0 K+, said Lister, leaning forward, 'the sixty-four mllion



doUar pound question: how do we get out?*

The wi ndscreen wi pers patted the now into neat white
triangici on the nodel A*s wi ndow as the car grunted past
the white-coated sign: 'Bedford Falls - 2 nal es*.

Li ster banged at the dashboard with a gl oved hand, and the
faltering heater whirred back from the dead, and un-
cnthusiastically started to de-m st the w ndscreen. Lister
craned over the steering colum and tried to nake eut the
grey ruts in the snow which served as a rough indication as to
where the road night be.

He was leaving the Game. It was easy to | eave the Gane.
Easi er than he*d have thought.

First you had to want to | eave. And, of course, to want to

| eave you had to know you were in the Gane in the first

pl ace. That was the hard part, realizing that this warn't
reality. Then it was only a matter of finding an exit. Just that.
A door marked 'EXIT' .

" And where arc these doors?' he'd asked Kryten

*I't's your fantasy,' Kryten had replied; *they*re wberever
you want themto be.'

So there it was. Al he had to do was inmagine an exit* and
go through it.

He' d pass through the exit and find hinself back on Red
Dwarf, probably thin and gaunt and wasted fromhis two
years in the Ganme but, neverthel ess, back in reality. Once
back, he could renove his headband-no, destroy his headband
Destroy themall? - then start the | ong haul bade to health.
But it was an individual matter. They all had to create
their own separate exits. Alone. You' re born alone, you die
al one, you | eave the Gane al one.

The glimrering lights of Bedford Falls twinkled in the
val l ey below as, for the last tine, he made his way down the
hill to his persona) Shangri-Ia.

Ever since he'd left Earth, every step he'd taken had | ed
himfurther away fromthe dirty polluted world he | oved.
First Mmas, then die outer reaches of the solar system then
Deep Space, and finally here - in the wong di nension of the
wrong plane of reality. It was hard to i magi ne how he could
ever be further away from hone.

The Fordjuddered down the main street under the strings

of lights that hung between trees down the avenue. He passed
Hor ace' s bank, and through the wi ndow saw the noney stil
stacked in neat piles on the counter. He passed A d Mn
CGower's drugstore. How could he have believed it existed?

He passed Martini's Bar, alive inside with joyful revellers
celebrating Christnas Eve. He headed the old car down
Sycanore Avenue, and slid to rest outside no. 220.

There, in the mddle of the street, a pink neon sign hung
over a shinmmering archway. There was his exit, just as he'd
imagined it. On the other side was reality.

it started to snow. Christnas Eve

How coul d he | eave them on Christms Eve?

What harm was one nore day? He turned away fromthe

di ssolving exit and crunched up the drive to 220.

One nore night of that pinball smle

Just one.

He couldn't |eave themon Christmas Eve.

But, of course, in Bedford Falls it was always Chri st mas

Eve. ..






