TERRY PRATCHETT

JOHNNY AND THE DEAD

Chapter |

Johnny never knew for certain why he started seeing the dead.

The Aldernman said it was probably because he was too | azy not to.

Most people's minds don't let themsee things that night upset them he
said. The Al derman said he should know i f anyone di d, because he'd spent his
whole life (1822-1906) not seeing things.

Wbbbl er Johnson, who was technically Johnny's best friend, said it was
because he was nental

But Yo-less, who read medi cal books, said it was probably because he
couldn't focus his mnd |ike normal people. Nornal people just ignored al nost
everything that was going on around them so that they could concentrate on
i mportant things like, well, getting up, going to the |lavatory and getting on
with their lives. Whereas Johnny just opened his eyes in the norning and the
whol e universe hit himin the face.

Wobbl er said this sounded like 'mental’ to him

VWhat ever it was called, what it neant was this. Johnny saw things other
people didn't.

Li ke the dead peopl e hanging around in the cenetery.

The Alderman - at |east, the old Al derman - was

a bit snobby about nost of the rest of the dead, even about M Vicenti, who
had a huge bl ack marble grave with angels and a photograph of M Vicenti
(1897-1958) | ooking not at all dead behind a little wi ndow. The Al dernan said
M Vicenti had been a Capo de Monte in the Mafia. M Vicenti told Johnny that,
on the contrary, he had spent his entire life being a whol esal e novelty
sal esman, amat eur escapol ogi st and children's entertai ner, which in a nunber
of inportant respects was as exactly like not being in the Mafia as it was
possible to get.

But all this was later. After he'd got to know the dead a | ot better. After
the raising of the ghost of the Ford Capri.

Johnny really discovered the cenetery after he'd started |iving at
Grandad's. This was Phase Three of Trying Tines, after the shouting, which had
been bad, and the Being Sensi bl e About Things (which had been worse; people
are better at shouting). Now his dad was getting a new job sonewhere on the
other side of the country. There was a vague feeling that it nmight all work
out, now that people had stopped trying to be sensible. On the whole, he tried
not to think about it.

He'd started using the path along the canal in- stead of going home on the
bus, and found that if you clinbed over the place where the wall had fallen
down, and then went around behind the crematorium you could cut off half the
j our ney.

The graves went right up to the canal's edge.

It was one of those old ceneteries you got ow s

and foxes in and sonetines, in the Sunday papers, people going on about Qur
Victorian Heritage, although they didn't go on about this one because it was
the wrong kind of heritage, being too far from London

Wobbl er said it was spooky and sonetimes went hone the |ong way, but Johnny
was di sappointed that it wasn't spookier. Once you sort of put out of your
m nd what it was —once you forgot about all the skel etons underground,
grinning away in the dark - it was quite friendly. Birds sang. All the traffic
sounded a long way off. It was peacef ul

He'd had to check a few things, though. Sonme of the ol der graves had big
stone boxes on top, and in the wilder parts these had cracked and even fallen
open. He'd had a look inside, just in case.

It had been sort of disappointing to find nothing there.

And then there were the nausol euns. These were much bigger and had doors
in, like little houses. They |ooked a bit like allotment sheds with extra
angel s. The angels were generally nore lifelike than you' d expect, especially
one near the entrance who | ooked as though he'd just renenbered that he should



have gone to the toilet before he left heaven

The two boys wal ked t hrough the cemetery now, kicking up the drifts of
fallen | eaves.

"It's Hall omeen next week,' said Wwbbler. 'I'mhaving a disco.- You have to
cone as sonething horrible. Don't bother to find a disguise.’

' Thanks,' said Johnny.

"You notice howthere's a ot nore Hall oween stuff in the shops these
days?' said Wobbl er.

"It's because of Bonfire Night,' said Johnny. 'Too nany peopl e were bl ow ng
t hensel ves up with fireworks, so they invented Hal | oween, where you just wear
masks and stuff'

"M's Nugent says all that sort of thing is tanpering with the occult,' said
Wbbl er. M's Nugent was the Johnsons' next door nei ghbour, and known to be
unr easonabl e on subjects |ike Madonna played at full volume at 3 a.m

"Probably it is,' said Johnny.

' She says witches are abroad on Hal |l oween,' said Wbbl er

"What ?' Johnny's forehead winkled. 'Like . . . Marjorca and pl aces?
' Suppose so,' said Wbbl er
"Makes . . . sense, | suppose. They probably get special out-of-season

bargai ns, being old ladies,' said Johnny. 'My aunt can go anywhere on the
buses for al nost nothing and she's not even a witch.'

"Don't see why Ms Nugent is worried, then,' said Whbbler. "It ort to be a
| ot safer round here, with all the wi tches on holiday."

They passed a very ornate mausol eum which even had little stained-gl ass
wi ndows. It was hard to i magi ne who'd want to see in, but then, it was even
harder to imagi ne who'd want to | ook out.

"Shouldn't like to be on the sane plane as 'em' said Whbbler, who' d been
t hi nking hard. 'Just think, p'raps you can only afford to go on holiday in the
autumm, and you get on the plane,
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and there's all these old witches going abroad.’

'Singing "Here we go, here we go, here we go"?' said Johnny. 'And "Viva a
spanner"?'

"But | bet you'd get really good service in the hotel,' said Johnny.
' Yeah.'

"Funny, really,' said Johnny.

' What ?'

' | saw a thing in a book once,' said Johnny,' about these people in Mxico
or somewhere, where they all go down to the cenetery for a big fiesta at
Hal | oneen every year. Like, they don't see why people should be |left out of
t hi ngs just because they're dead.’

"Yuk. A picnic? In the actual cenetery?

"Yes.'

' Reckon you' d get green gl owi ng hands pushing up through the earth and
ni cki ng the sarni es?

"Don't think so. Anyway . . . they don't eat sarnies in Mexico. They eat
tort . . . something.'

"Tortoises.'

' Yeah?'

"I bet,' said Wobbler, |ooking around, 'I bet . . . | bet you wouldn't dare
knock on one of those doors. | bet you'd hear dead people |urchin' about
i nsi de/

"Way do they lurch?

Wobbl er thought about this.

' They always lurch,' he said. 'Dunno why. |'ve seen themin videos. And
they can push their way through walls.'

"Why?' said Johnny.

i

"Way what ?'

"Way push their way through walls? | nmean . . . living people can't do



that. Why shoul d dead people do it?

Wbbbl er' s not her was very easy-going in the matter of videos. According to
him he was all owed to watch ones which even people aged a hundred had to
watch with their parents.

"Don't know,' he said. 'They're usually very angry about something.'

' Bei ng dead, you nean?'

"Probably,' said Wbbler. "It can't be nuch of a life.'

Johnny thought about this that evening, after neeting the Al derman. The
only dead peopl e he had known had been M Page, who 'd died in hospi- tal of
somet hing, and his great-grandnother, who'd been ninety-six and had j ust
generally died. Neither of them had been particularly angry people. H's
great - grandnot her had been a bit confused about things, but never angry. He'd
visited her in Sun- shine Acres, when she watched a |l ot of television and
waited for the next meal to turn up. And M Page had wal ked around quietly,
the only man in the street still at hone in the middl e of the day.

They didn't seemthe sort of people who would get up after being dead just
to dance with M chael Jackson. And the only thing his great-grandnother woul d
have pushed her way through walls for would be a television that she could
wat ch wi thout having to fight fifteen other old | adies for the renmpte control
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It seened to Johnny that a |ot of people were getting things all wong. He
said this to Wbbl er. Wbbl er disagreed.

"It's prob'ly all different froma dead point of view ' he said.

Now t hey were wal ki ng al ong West Avenue. The cenetery was laid out like a
town, with streets. They weren't naned very originally —North Drive and South
Wal k joi ned West Avenue, for exanple, at a little gravelled area with seats
in. Akind of city centre. But the silence of the big Victorian nausol euns
made the place | ook as though it was having the | ongest early-closing day in
the worl d.

"My dad says this is all going to be built on,' said Whbbler. 'He said the
Council sold it to sonme big conpany for fivepence because it was costing so
much to keep it going.'

"What, all of it?" said Johnny.

"That's what he said,' said Whbbler. Even he | ooked a bit uncertain. 'He
said it was a scandal .’

"Even the bit with the poplar trees?

"All of it,' said Wbbler. '"It's going to be offices or sonething.'

Johnny | ooked at the cenetery. It was the only open space for mles.

"I'"d have given them at |east a pound,’' he said.

'Yes, but you wouldn't have been able to build things on it,' said Whbbler
"That's the inportant thing.'

"I wouldn't want to build anything onit. 1'd have given them a pound j ust
to leave it as it

is.

"Yes,' said Whbbler, the voice of reason, 'but people have got to work
somewhere. W Need jobs.'

"I bet the people here won't be very happy about it,' said Johnny. 'If they
knew. '

"I think they get noved sonewhere else,' said Wbbler. '"It's got to be
something like that. Other- wise you'll never dare dig your garden.'

Johnny | ooked up at the nearest tomb. It was one of the ones that | ooked
like a shed built of narble. Bronze lettering over the door said:

ALDERVAN THOVAS BOALER

1822-1906 Pro Bono Publico

There was a stone carving of - presumably - the Al derman hinmsel f, | ooking
seriously into the distance as if he, too, was wondering what Pro Bono Publico
neant .

"I bet he'd be pretty angry,' said Johnny.

He hesitated for a nmonent, and then wal ked up the coupl e of broken steps to
the netal door, and knocked on it. He never did know why he'd done that.



"Here, you nmustn't!' hissed Whbbl er. ' Supposing he conmes lurchin' out!
Anyway,' he said, lowering his voice a bit, "it's wong to try to talk to the
dead. It can lead to satanic practices, it said on television.'

‘"Don't see why,' said Johnny.

He knocked agai n.

And t he door opened.

Al derman Thomas Bowl er blinked in the sun- light, and then glared at
Johnny.

"Yes?' he said.

Johnny turned and ran for it.

Wobbl er caught himup hal fway al ong North Drive. Wbbler wasn't normally
the athletic type, and his speed woul d have surprised quite a | ot of people
who knew him

"What happened? What happened?' he pant ed.

"Didn't you see?' said Johnny.

"I didn't see anything!'

' The door opened!’

"I't never!'

"It did!

VWbbl er sl owed down.

"No, it didn't,' he nuttered. 'No one of 'em can open. |'ve |ooked at 'em

They' ve all got padl ocks on.'

'To keep people out or keep people in? said Johnny.

A |l ook of panic crossed Whbbler's face. Since he had a big face, this took
some tinme. He started to run again.

"You're just trying to wind ne up!' he yelled. 'I'"mnot going to hang
around practising being satanic! |I'm going hone!'

He turned the corner into East Way and sprinted towards the nmain gate.

Johnny sl owed down.

He t hought: padl ocks.

It was true, actually. He'd noticed it in the past.

Al'l the mausol euns had | ocks on them to stop vandals getting in.

And yet . . . and yet

If he shut his eyes he could see Al dernan Thomas Bow er. Not one of the
[urchin' dead fromout of Whbbler's videos, but a huge fat man in a
fur-trimred robe and a gold chain and a hat with corners on

He stopped running and then, slowy, wal ked back the way he had cone.

There was a padl ock on the door of the Alder- man's tonb. It had a rusty
| ook.

It was the talking to Whbbler that did it, Johnny decided. It had given him
silly ideas.

He knocked agai n, anyway.

'Yes?' said Alderman Thonas Bow er.

"Er . . . hah . . . sorry. '

"What do you want ?

"Are you dead?

The Al dernman raised his eyes to the bronze letters over the door

'See what it says up there?' he said.

"Er . .

"Ni neteen hundred and six, it says. It was a very good funeral,
understand. | didn't attend, nyself The Al dernman gave this sone thought.
"Rather, | did, but not in any position where | could observe events.
bel i eve the vicar gave a very moving sernon. \Wat was it you were wanting?

"Er.. .'Johnny | ooked around desperately. 'Wiat ... er ... what does Pro

Bono Publico nmean?
"For the Public Good,' said the Al dernman.
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"Ch. wWell . . . thank you.'Johnny backed away. ' Thank you very nuch.'’
"Was that all?
"BEr . . . yes.'



The Al derman nodded sadly. 'l didn't think it'd be anything inmportant,' he
said. 'l haven't had a visitor since nineteen twenty-three. And then they'd
got the name wongJ They weren't even relatives. And they were American. Oh,
wel | . Goodbye, then.'’

Johnny hesitated. | could turn around now, he thought, and go hone.
And if | turn around, 1'll never find out what happens next. ['ll go away
and I'lIl never know why it happened now and what woul d have happened next.

"Il go away and grow up and get a job and get married and have chil dren and
become a grandad and retire and take up bow s and go into Sunshine Acres and
wat ch daytine television until | die, and I'll never know.

And he thought: perhaps |I did. Perhaps that all happened and then, just
when | was dying, some kind of angel turned up and said would you like a w sh?
And | said, yes, I'd like to know what woul d have happened if | hadn't run
away, and the angel said, OK, you can go back. And here | am back again. |
can't let nyself down.

The world waited.

Johnny took a step forward.

"You're dead, right?" he said slowy.

"Ch, yes. It's one of those things one is pretty certain about.'’

"You don't | ook dead. | mean, | thought. . . you know . . . coffins and
things ..."

"Ch, there's all that,' said the Alderman, airily, '"and then there's this,
t0o.'

"You're a ghost?' Johnny was rather relieved. He could come to terms with a
ghost.

"I should hope I've got nmore pride than that,' said the Al dernan.

"My friend Wobbler'11 be really amazed to neet you,' said Johnny. A thought
crossed his mnd. 'You re no good at dancing, are you?' he said.

"I used to be able to waltz quite well,' said the Al derman.

"I meant . . . sort of. . . like this,' said Johnny. He gave the best
i mpression he could remem ber of M chael Jackson dancing. 'Sort of with your
feet,' he said apologetically.

'That | ooks grand,' said Al derman Tom Bow er.

'Yes, and you have to have a glittery gl ove on one hand—

"That's inmportant, is it?

'Yes, and you have to say "OM "'

"I shoul d think anyone woul d, dancing like that,' said the Al dernan.

"No, | nean |ike "OCooowwwmweeeeeah!", with

Johnny stopped. He realized that he was getting a bit carried away.

"But, look,' he said, stopping at the end of a groove in the gravel. "I
don't see how you can be dead and wal king and tal king at the sane tinme ..

"That's probably all because of relativity,' said the
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Al derman. He noonwal ked stiffly across the path. 'Like this, was it?
Qich!'
"Abit," said Johnny, kindly. 'Um Wat do you nean about relativity?

"Einstein explains all that quite well,' said the Al derman.

"What, Al bert Einstein? said Johnny.

" VWho?'

'"He was a fanous scientist. He . . . invented the speed of light and
t hi ngs.'

"Did he? | neant Sol omon Einstein. He was a fanmpous taxiderm st in Cable
Street. Stuffing dead animals, you know. | think he invented sone kind of

machi ne for maki ng gl ass eyes. Got knocked down by a notor car in nineteen
thirty-two. But a very keen thinker, all the sane.’

"I never knew that,' said Johnny. He | ooked around.

It was getting darker.



"I think I'd better be getting home,' he said, and began to back away.
"I think I"mgetting the hang of this,' said the A derman, moonwal ki ng back
across the path.

Til ... er ... I'll see you again. Perhaps,' said Johnny.
"Call any tine you like," said the Al derman, as Johnny wal ked away as
qui ckly yet politely as possible. 'I'malways in.'

"Always in,' he added. 'That's sonmething you learn to be good at, when
you' re dead. Er. Eeeeyooowh, was it?

Chapter 2

Johnny raised the subject of the cenmetery after tea.

"It's disgusting, what the Council are doing,' said his grandfather

"But the cenmetery costs a lot to keep up,' said his nother. 'No-one visits
nost of the graves now, except old Ms Tachyon, and she's barny.'

"Not visiting graves has nothing to do with it, girl. Anyway, there's
history in there.'

" Al derman Thomas Bow er,' said Johnny.

"Never heard of him | was referring,' said his grandfather, 'to WIliam
Stickers. There was very nearly a nonunment to him There would have been a
monurrent to him Everyone round here donated noney, only soneone ran off wth
it. And I'd given sixpence.'

"Was he fanmpus?'

"Nearly fanous. Nearly fanous. You've heard of Karl Marx?

"He invented comrmuni sm didn't he?' said Johnny.

"Right. Well, WIlliam Stickers didn't. But he'd have been Karl Marx if Karl
Marx hadn't beaten himto it. Tell you what . . . tonmorrow, |I'll show you.'
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It was tonorrow.

It was raining softly out of a dark grey sky.

Grandad and Johnny stood in front of a |arge gravestone which read

WIliam Stickers

1897- 1949

Wor kers of the

VWrld Unit

"A great man,' said Grandad. He had taken his cap off.

"What was the World Unit?' said Johnny.

"It should have been unite,' said Grandad. 'They ran out of noney before
they did the "E'. It was a scandal. He was a hero of the working class. He
woul d have fought in the Spanish Cvil War except he got on the wong boat and
ended up in Hull.'

Johnny | ooked around.

"Un' he said. 'Wat sort of a man was he?

"A hero of the proletariat, like | said.'

"I mean, what did he look Iike? said Johnny. 'Was he quite big with a huge
bl ack beard and gol d-ri med spect acl es?’

"That's right. Seen pictures, have you?

'"No,' said Johnny. 'Not exactly.'

Grandad put his cap back on.

"I"mgoing down to the shops,' he said. 'Want to cone?

"No, thanks. Er ... I'mgoing round to Wb- bler's house.'
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'"Righto.'

Grandad wandered of f towards the main gate.

Johnny took a deep breath.

"Hel lo,' he said.

"It was a scandal, themnot giving nme the "E",

He stopped | eani ng agai nst his nenori al

"What's your nane, conrade?

"John Maxwel | ,' said Johnny.

"I knew you could see ne,' said Wlliam Stickers. 'l could see you | ooki ng
right at me while the old man was tal king.'

said WIliam Stickers.



"I could tell you were you,' said Johnny. 'You look . . . um.
t hi nner .

He wanted to say: not thin like in thick. Just. . . not all there.
Transparent.

He said, "Un' And then he said, 'l don't under- stand this. You are dead,
right? Some kind of... ghost?

' Chost?' said dead WIlliam Stickers angrily.

"Well . . . spirit, then.'

' There's no such thing A relic of an outnoded belief system'

"Um only. . . you're talking to nme . '

"It's a perfectly understandabl e SC|ent|f|c phenonenon,' said WIIliam
Stickers. "Never let superstition get in the way of rational thought, boy.
It's time for Mankind to put old cul- tural shibboleths aside and step into
the bright socialist dawn. Wat year is it?

"Ni neteen ninety-three,' said Johnny.

"Ah! And have the downtrodden masses risen
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up to overthrow the capitalist oppressors in the glorious name of
comuni snf"’

"Um Sorry?' Johnny hesitated, and then a few vague nenories slid into

place. 'You nmean like . . . Russia and stuff? Wen they shot the Tsar? There
was sonet hing on tel evision about that.'
"Ch, | know that. That was just the start. Wiat's been happeni ng since

ni neteen forty-nine? | ex- pect the global revolution is well established,
yes? No-one tells us anything in here.’

"Well . . . there's been a lot of revolutions, |I think,' said Johnny. 'Al
over the place ..."
"Capital !

"Un' It occurred to Johnny that people doing quite a lot of the
revol uti ons- recently had said they were overthrow ng conmuni st oppressors,
but WIlliam Stickers | ooked so eager he didn't quite know how to say this.
"Tell you what . . . can you read a newspaper if | bring you one?

"OfF course. But it's hard to turn the pages.'

"Un Are there a lot of you in here?

' Hah! Most of themdon't bother. They just aren't prepared to make the
effort.’

"Can you . . . you know . . . walk around? You could get into things for
free.'

WIlliam Stickers | ooked slightly panicky.

"It's hard to go far,' he nunbled. 'It's not really allowed."'

"I read in a book once that ghosts can't nmove rnuch,' said Johnny.

"Chost? I'mjust . . . dead.' He waved a trans- parent finger in the air.
' Hah! But they're not

getting me that way,' he snapped. 'Just because it turns out that |I'mstil

here after |1'm dead, doesn't nean |'mprepared to believe in the whole
stupi d nonsense, you know. Ch, no. Logical, rational thought, boy. And don't
forget the newspaper.'

WIlliam Stickers faded away a bit at a tinme. The last thing to go was the
finger, still denonstrating its total disbelief in life after death.

Johnny waited around a bit, but no other dead people seemed to be ready to
make an appear ance.

He felt he was being watched in sone way that had nothing to do with eyes.
It wasn't exactly creepy, but it was unconfortable. You didn't dare scratch
your bottom or pick your nose.

For the first tinme he really began to notice the cenetery. It had a
| eftover | ook, really.

Behind it there was the canal, which wasn't used any nore, except as a
rubbi sh dunp; old prans and busted tel evisions and erupting settees lined its
banks |i ke nmonsters fromthe Garbage Age. Then on one side there was the
crematoriumand its Garden of Remenbrance, which was all right in a



gravel - pat hed, keep-off-the-grass sort of way. In front was Cenetery Road,

whi ch had once had houses on the other side of it; now there was the back wall
of the Bonanza Carpet (Save £££££11) Warehouse. There was still an old phone
box and a letter box, which suggested that once upon a time this had been a

pl ace that people thought of as hone. But now it was just a road you cut
through to get to the bypass fromthe industrial estate.
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On the fourth side was nothing nuch except a wasteground of fallen brick
and one tall chimey - all that remained of the Bl ackbury Rubber Boot Company
("If It's a Boot, It's a Blackbury' had been one of the nost famously stupid
slogans in the world.)

Johnny vaguely renenbered there'd been sone- thing in the papers. People
had been protesting about something - but then, they always were. There was
al ways so nuch news going on you never had tine to find out anything
i mportant.

He wal ked round to the old factory site. Bull- dozers were parked around it
now, although they were all enpty. There was a wire fence which had been
br oken down here and there despite the notices about Guard Dogs on Patr ol
Per haps the guard dogs had broken out.

And there was a big sign, showing the office building that was going to be
built on the site. It was beautiful. There were fountains in front of it, and
quite old trees carefully placed here and there, and neat people standing
chatting outside it. And the sky above it was a glorious blue, which was
pretty unusual for Bl ackbury, where nost of the tine the sky was that odd,
soapy colour you'd get if you lived in a Tupperware box.

Johnny stared at it for some time, while the rain fell in the real world
and the blue sky glittered on the sign

It was pretty obvious that the building was going to take up nore roomthan
the site of the old boot factory.

The words above the picture said, 'An Exciting Devel opment for United
Amal agamat ed Consoli- dated Hol di ngs: Forward to the Future!'

Johnny didn't feel very excited, but he did feel that 'Forward to the
Future' was even dafter than 'If It's a Boot, It's a Bl ackbury'.

Bef ore school next day he pinched the newspaper and tucked it out of sight
behind WIlliam Sticker's grave.

He felt nore daft than afraid. He wished he could talk to sonmeone about it.

He didn't have anyone to talk to. But he did have three people to talk
wi t h.

There were various gangs and alliances in the school, such as the sporty
group, and the bright kids, and the Conputer C ub Nerds.

And then there was Johnny, and Wobbl er, and Bi gmac, who said he was the
| ast of the well hard skinheads but was actually a skinny kid with short hair
and flat feet and asthma who had difficulty even wal king in Doc Martens, and
there was Yo- |ess, who was technically bl ack.

But at least they listened, during break, on the bit of Avail between the
school kitchens and the library. It was where they normally hung out —or at
| east, hung around.

' CGhosts,' said Yo-less, when he'd finished.

'No-00,"' said Johnny uncertainly. 'They don't like being called ghosts. It

upsets them for some reason. They're just . . . dead. | suppose it's |like not
cal li ng peopl e handi capped or backward.'
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"Politically incorrect,' said Yo-less. 'l read about that.'

"You nmean they want to be called,' Whbbler paused for thought, 'post-senior
citizens.'

"Breathily challenged,' said Yo-Iess.

"Vertically disadvantaged,' said Wbbler.

"What ? You nean they're short?' said Yo-Iess.

"Buried," said Wbbler.

' How about zonbi es?' said Bignac.



'"No, you've got to have a body to be a zom bie,' said Yo-less. 'You' re not
really dead, you just get fed this secret voodoo mi xture of fish and roots and
you turn into a zonbie.'

"Wow., Wiat mi xture?

"l don't know. How should | know? Just some kind offish and some kind of
root.'

"I bet it's a real adventure going down the chippie in voodoo country,
sai d Wobbl er.

"Well, you ought to know about voodoo,' said Bi gnac.

"Why?' said Yo-Iless.

' '"Cos you're West Indian, right?

"Do you know all about druids?

"No. ’

' There you are, then.'

"I 'spect your nmum knows about it, though,' said Bigmac.

"Shouldn't think so. My mum spends nore tine in church than the Pope,' said
Yo-less. 'My mum spends nmore tine in church than God.'

"You're not taking this seriously,' said Johnny severely. 'l really saw
them'

"It mght be sonething wong with your eyes,' said Yo-less. 'Perhaps
there's a—

" | sawthis old filmonce, about a man with X-ray eyes,' said Bignac. 'He
could use "emto see right through things.'

"Wren's clothes and stuff?' enquired Wbbl er.

' There wasn't much of that,' said Bignmac.

They di scussed this waste of a useful talent.

"I don't see through anything,' said Johnny, eventually. '|I just see people
who aren't ther—I nean, people other people don't see.'

"My uncle used to see things other people couldn't see,' said Wbbler.
"Especially on a Saturday night.'

"Don't be daft. I'mtrying to be serious.'

' Yeah, but once you said you'd seen a Loch Ness Monster in your goldfish
pond,' said Bi gmac.

"Al'l right, but—

"Probably just a plesiosaur,' said Yo-less. 'Just some old di nosaur that

ought to've been extinct seventy mllion years ago. Nothing special at all.""
"Yes, but—
"And then there was the Lost City of the Incas,' said Wbbler.
"Well, I found it, didn't 1I?

"Yes, but it wasn't that lost,' said Yo-less. 'Behind Tesco's isn't exactly
lost.'

Bi gnac si ghed.

"You're all weird,' he said.

"Al'l right,' said Johnny. 'You all cone down there after school, right?

"Wl | — Wobbl er began, and shifted uneasily.
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'Not scared, are you?' said Johnny. He knew that was unfair, but he was
annoyed. 'You ran away before,' he said, 'when the Al derman cane out.'

"I never saw no Al derman,' said Wbbler. 'Any- way, | wasn't scared. | ran
away to wind you up.'

"You certainly had me fooled,' said Johnny.

'Me? Scared? | watched Night of the Killer Zom bies three times —w th
freeze frane,' said Wbbler.

"Al'l right, then. You come. Al three of you conme. After school .’

' After Cobbers,' said Bignac.

"Look, this is a lot nore inportant than—

"Yes, but tonight Janine is going to tell Mck that Doral een took Ron's
sur f boar d—

Johnny hesit at ed.

"All right, then,' he said. 'After Cobbers."’



"And then | pronmised to help nmy brother | oad up his van,' said Bi gnac.
"Well, not exactly promised ... he said he'd rip ny arnms off if | didn't.’

"And |'ve got to do sonme Ceography hone- work,' said Yo-Iess.

"W haven't got any,' said Johnny.

"No, but | thought if | did an extra essay on rainforests |I could pull up
nmy marks average,' said Yo-I|ess.

There was not hing odd about this, if you were used to Yo-less. Yo-less wore
school uniform Ex- cept that it wasn't really school uniform Well, al
right, technically it was school uniform because everyone got these bits of
paper at the start of every year saying what the school uniformwas, but
no-one ever wore it much, except for Yo-less, and
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so if hardly anyone el se was wearing it, Wbbler said, howcould it be a
uni forn? Whereas, said Wbbler, since at any one tine nearly everyone was
wearing jeans and a T-shirt, then really jeans and T-shirt were the rea
school wuniform and Yo-less should be sent hone for not wearing it.

"Tell you what,' said Johnny. 'Let's nmeet up later, then. Six o' clock. W
can neet at Bignmac's place. That's right near the cenetery, anyway.'

"But it'll be getting dark,' said Wbbler

"Wl |l ?' said Johnny. 'You're not scared, are you?

' Me? Scared? Huh! Me? Scared? Me? Scared?

If you had to be sonewhere frightening when it got dark, Johnny thought,
the Joshua N O enment block rated a | ot higher on the Aaargh scal e than any
cenetery. At least the dead didn't nug you

It was originally going to be the Sir Al ec Dougl as- Hone bl ock, and then it
became the Harold WIson block, and then finally the new Council named it the
Joshua Che N O enment block after a fanmous freedom fighter, who then becane
president of his country, and who was now bei ng an ex-freedom fi ghter and
presi dent somewhere in Switzerland while some of his countrymen tried to find
hi m and ask hi m questions |ike: Wat happened to the two hundred mllion
dol lars we thought we had, and how conme your wi fe owned seven hundred hats?

The bl ock had been described in 1965 as' an over- whel mi ng and dynam c
rel ati onship of voids and solids, majestic in its unconmprom sing sinplicity".

O'ten the Bl ackbury CGuardi an had pictures of

peopl e conpl ai ni ng about the danp, or the cold, or the way the w ndows fel
out in high winds (it was always w ndy around the bl ock, even on a cal mday
everywhere el se), or the way gangs roaned its dank passageways and pushed
shopping trolleys off the roof into the Great Lost Shop- ping Trolley
Graveyard. The lifts hadn't worked properly since 1966. They lurked in the
basement, too scared to go anywhere el se.

The passages and wal kways ('an excitingly brutal brushed concrete finish')
had two snells, depend- ing on whether or not the Council's ninja caretaker
had been round in his van. The other one was disinfectant.

No-one |iked the Joshua N O enent block. There were two school s of thought
about what should be done with it. The people who Iived there thought everyone
shoul d be taken out and then the bl ock should be bl own up, and the people who
lived near the block just wanted it bl own up

The odd thing was that although the bl ock was cranped and fourteen storeys
high, it had been built in the mddle of a huge area of what was theoreti -
cally grass ('environnental open space'), but which was now t he hone of the
Conmon Crisp Packet and Hardy-Perenni al Burned-CQut Car

"Horrible place,'" said Whbbler

'Peopl e've got to live somewhere,' said Yo-Iess.

Reckon the man who designed it lives here?" said Johnny.

" Shoul dn't think so.'

"I"mnot going too near Bigmac's brother,' said

Wobbler. "He's a nutter. He's got tattoos and every- thing. And everyone
knows he pinches stuff" Videos and things. Qut of factories. And he killed
Bi gnac' s hanster when he was little. And he chucks his stuff out of the w ndow
when he's angry. And if dint's been let out—



dint was Bigmac's brother's dog, which had reputedly been banned fromthe
Rottweiler/Pit Bull Terrier Crossbreed Club for being too nasty.

" Poor old Bigmac,' said Johnny. 'No wonder he's always sending off for
martial arts stuff.’

"I reckon he wants to join the Arny so's he can bring his gun honme one
weekend,' said Yo- |ess.

Wobbl er | ooked up apprehensively at the huge towering bul k of the bl ock

"Huh! Bringing his tank hone'd be favourite,' he said.

Bi gmac's brother's van was parked in what had been designed as the
washi ng-drying area. Both the doors and the front wing were different col ours.
dint was in the front seat, chained to the steering wheel. The van was the
one vehicle that could be left unl ocked anywhere near Joshua N d enent.

"Weird, really,' said Johnny. 'Wen you think about it, | nean.'

"What is?" said Yo-Iless.

"Well, there's a huge cenmetery for dead people, and all the living people
are cranmed up in that thing,' said Johnny. 'I nean, it sounds |ike someone

got somet hing Wong .

Bi gmac energed fromthe bl ock, carrying a

stack of cardboard boxes. He nodded hopel essly at Johnny, and put the boxes
in the back of the van.

"Yo, duds,' he said.

"Where's your brother?

"He's upstairs. Cone on, let's go.'

'Before he cones down, you nean,' said Wbbl er

" Shut up.'

The breeze noved in the poplar trees, and whis- pered around the antique
urns and broken stones.

"I don't know as this is right,' said Whbbler, when the four of them had
gat hered by the gate.

"There's crosses all over the place,' said Yo-Iess.

"Yes, but I'man atheist,' said Wbbler

' Then you shouldn't believe in ghosts—

"Post-living citizens,' Bigmac corrected him

'Bi gmac?' said Johnny.

' Yeah?'

"What ' re you hol di ng behi nd your back?

" Not hi ng."

Wbbl er craned to see.

"It's a bit of sharpened wood,' he reported. 'And a hammer.

' Bi gnmac!"'

"Wl l, you never know—

'Leave them herel"’

"Ch, all right.'

"Anyway, it's not stakes for ghosts. That's for vanpires,' said Yo-Iess.

' Ch, thank you,' said Wbbl er

"Look, this is just the cenetery,' said Johnny.
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"It's got by-laws and things! It's not Transylvania! There's just dead
peopl e here! That doesn't nmke it scary, does it? Dead people are peopl e who
were |iving once! You wouldn't be so daft if there were living people buried
here, woul d you?

They set off along North Drive.

It was amazi ng how sounds died away in the cenmetery. There was only a set
of overgrown iron railings and sonme unpruned trees between them and the road,
but noi ses were suddenly cut right down, as if they were being heard through a
bl anket. In- stead, silence seemed to pour in —pour up, Johnny thought - |ike
breathabl e water. It hissed. In the cenetery, silence nade a noi se.

The gravel crunched underfoot. Sone of the nore recent graves had a raised
area in front of them which someone had thought would be a good idea to cover
with little green stones. Now, tiny rockery plants were flourishing.



A crow cawed in one of the trees, unless it was a rook. It didn't really
break the silence. It just underlined it.

' Peaceful, isn't it,"' said Yo-Iess.
"Quiet as the grave,' said Bigmac. 'Hah, hah.'
"Alot of people conme for wal ks here,' said Johnny. '|I nean, the park's

mles away, and all there is there is grass. But this place has got tons of
bushes and plants and trees and, and—
"Environnent,' said Yo-I|ess.

" And probably some ecology as well,' said Johnny.
"Hey, look at this grave,' said Wbbler
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They | ooked. It had a huge rai sed archway made of carved bl ack marble, and
a lot of angels wound around it, and a Madonna, and a faded photograph in a
little gl ass wi ndow under the nane: Antonio Vicenti (1897-1958). It |ooked
like a kind of Rolls- Royce of a grave.

' Yeah. Dead inpressive,' said Bignmac.

"Why bother with such a big stone arch?' said Yo-Iess.

"It's just showing off,' said Yo-less. 'There's probably a sticker on the
back saying "My Gther Grave Is A Porch".'

"Yo-less!' said Johnny.

"Actually, | think that was very funny,' said M Vicenti. 'He is a very
funny boy.'

Johnny turned, very slowy.

There was a man in black clothes | eaning on the grave. He had neat bl ack
hair, plastered down, and a carnation in his buttonhole and a slightly grey
|l ook, as if the light wasn't quite right.

"Ch,' said Johnny. "Hello.'

"And what is the joke, exactly? said M Vicenti, in a very solem voice.
He stood very politely with his hands clasped in front of him I|ike an
ol d- f ashi oned shop assi stant.

"Well, you can get these stickers for cars, you see, and they say "My O her
Car is A Porsche",' said Johnny. 'It's not a very good joke,' he added
qui ckly.

"A Porsche is a kind of car?" said dead M Vicenti.

"Yes. Sorry. | didn't think he should joke about things like that.'
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"Back in the old country |I used to do magi cal entertainnent for kiddies,’
said M Vicenti. 'Wth doves and simlar itens. On Saturdays. At parties. The
Great Vicenti and Ethel. | like to laugh.'

"The old country?' said Johnny.

'The alive country.'

The t hree boys were watching Johnny carefully.

"You don't fool us,' said Wobbler. 'There's - there's no-one there.’

"And | did escapol ogy, too,' said M Vicenti, ab- sent-mndedly pulling an
egg from Yo-less's ear.

"You're just talking to the air,' said Yo-I|ess.

' Escapol ogy?' said Johnny. Here we go again, he thought. The dead al ways
want to tal k about thenselves ..

"What ?' said Bignac.

"Escaping fromthings.' M Vicenti cracked the egg. The ghost of a dove
fl ew away, and vani shed as it reached the trees. 'Sacks and chains and
handcuffs and so on. Like the Great Houdini? Only in a sem -professional way,
of course. My greatest trick involved getting out of a | ocked sack underwat er
while wearing twenty feet of chain and three pairs of handcuffs.'

' Gosh, how often did you do that?' said Johnny.

"Nearly once,' said M Vicenti.

"Cone on,' said Whbbler. 'Joke over. No-one's taken in. Come on. Tinme's
getting on.'

"Shut up, this is interesting,' said Johnny.

He was aware of a rustling noise around him |ike someone wal ki ng very



slow y through dead | eaves.

"And you're John Maxwel|l,' said M Vicenti. 'The Al derman told us about
you.'

" Us?"

The rustling grew | ouder.

Johnny turned.

"He's not joking,' said Yo-less. 'Look at his face!’

I mustn't be frightened, Johnny told hinself

| rmustn't be frightened!

Why should | be frightened? These are just . . . post-life citizens. A few
years ago they were just mowi ng | awns and putting up Christnas decora- tions
and bei ng grandparents and things. They're nothing to be frightened of

The sun was well behind the poplar trees. There was a bit of mist on the
ground.

And, wal king slowy towards him through its coils, were the dead.
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Chapter 3

There was the Al derman, and WIlliam Stickers, and an old woman in a long
dress and a hat covered in fruit, and some small children running on ahead,
and dozens, hundreds of others. They didn't lurch. They didn't ooze any green
They just | ooked grey, and very slightly out of focus.

You notice things when you're terrified. Little details grow bigger.

He realized there were differences anong the dead. M Vicenti had | ooked
almpst . . . well, alive. WIlliam Stickers was slightly nmore col ourless. The
Al derman was definitely transparent around the edges. But many of the others,
in Victorian clothes and odd assortnents of coats and breeches fromearlier
ages, were alnmost conpletely with- out colour and al nbst without substance, so
that they were little nore than shaped air, but air that wal ked.

It wasn't that they had faded. It was just that they were further away, in
some strange di- rection that had nothing much to do with the normal three.

Wobbl er and the other two were still staring at him

"Johnny? You all right?" said Wbbler

Johnny renenbered a pi ece about over popu- lation in a school Geography
book. For everyone who was alive today, it said, there were twenty historica
people, all the way back to when people had only just becone people.

O, to put it another way, behind every living person were twenty dead
ones.

Quite a lot of themwere behind Wobbl er. Johnny didn't feel it would be a
good idea to point this out, though

"It's gone all cold,' said Bignmac.

"W ought to be getting back,' said Whbbler, his voice shaking. 'I ought to
be doi ng nmy honework.'

VWi ch showed he was frightened. It'd take zom bies to make Wobbl er prefer
to do homewor k.

"You can't see them can you,' said Johnny. 'They're all around us, but you
can't see them'

"The living can't generally see the dead,' said M Vicenti. '"It's for their
own good, | expect.'

The t hree boys had drawn cl oser together

' Come on, stop nucking about,' said Bignmac.

"Huh,' said Whbbler. "He's just trying to spook us. Huh. Like Dead Man's
Hand at parties. Huh. Well, it's not working. |I'moff hone. Cone on, you lot.'

He turned and wal ked a few steps.

'Hang on,' said Yo-less. 'There's sonething odd—

He | ooked around at the enpty cenetery. The rook had fl own away, unless it
was a Crow.

' Somret hi ng odd,' he munbl ed.
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'Look,' said Johnny. 'They're here! They're all around us!’

Til tell ny mum of you!' said Whbbler. "This is practising bein" satanic
agai n!'

"John Maxwel |!' boormed the Al derman. 'We nmust talk to you!'

"That's right!' shouted WIlliam Stickers. 'This is inmportant!’

'What about ?' said Johnny. He was bal ancing on his fear, and he felt oddly
calm The funny thing was, when you were on top of your fear you were a little
bit taller.

"This!' said WIlliam Stickers, waving the newspaper.

Wobbl er gasped. There was a rolled-up news- paper floating in the air.

'"Poltergeist activity!' he said. He waved a shaking finger at Johnny. ' You
get that around adol escents! | read something in a nmagazi ne! Saucepans flying
through the air and stuff! H s head' 11 spin round in a nminute!’

"What is the fat boy tal king about?' said the Al dernan.

"And what is Dead Man's Hand?' said M Vicenti.

"There's probably a scientific explanation,' said Yo-less, as the newspaper
fluttered through the air.

"What ?' said Bignac.

"I"'mtrying to think of one!’

"It's holding itself open!’

WIlliam Stickers opened the paper.
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"It's probably just a freak wind!' said Yo-less, backing away.

"I can't feel any wnd!'

"That's why it's freaky!'

"What are you going to do about this? the Al dernman demanded.

' Excuse nme, but this Dead Man's Hand. What is it?

"WIl everyone SHUT UP?' said Johnny.

Even the dead obeyed.

"Right,' he said, settling down a bit. 'Unm Look, um you lot, these .
people . . . want to talk to us. M, anyway—

Yo-1 ess, Wbbbler and Bigmac were staring in- tently at the newspaper. It
hung, motionless, nore than a netre above the ground.

"Are they... the breath-inpaired? said Wbbler.

"Don't be daft! That sounds |like asthma,' said Yo-less. 'Come on. If you
mean it, say it. Come right out with it. Are they . . .' He |ooked around at
t he darkeni ng | andscape, and hesitated. "Er . . . post-senior citizens?

"Are they lurching? said Whbbler. Now he and the other two were so cl ose
that they | ooked |ike one very wide person with six |egs.

"You didn't tell us about this,' said the Al dernman.

"This what?' said Johnny.

"In the newspaper. Well, it is called a newspaper. But it has pictures of
worren in the altogether! Wich may well be seen by respectable married wonen
and young children!’

WIlliam Stickers was, with great effort, holding

t he paper open at the Entertai nnent Section. Johnny craned to read it.
There was a rather poor photo of a couple of girls at Blackbury Swi mri ng Pool
and Leisure Centre.

' They' ve got swinsuits on,' he said.

"Swinm ng suits? But | can see alnost all of their legs!' the A derman
roared.

"Nothing wong with that at all,' snapped the elderly woman in the huge
fruity hat. 'Healthy bodi es enjoying calisthenics in the God-given sun- light.
And very practical clothing, I may say.'

"Practical, madan? | dread to think for what!’

M Vicenti |eaned towards Johnny.

"The lady in the hat is Ms Sylvia Liberty,' he whispered. 'Died nineteen
fourteen. Tireless suffragette.’

"Suffragette? said Johnny.



"Don't they teach you that sort of thing now? They canpai gned for votes for
worren. They used to chain thenmselves to railings and chuck eggs at policenen
and throw t hensel ves under the Prince of Wales's horse on Derby days.'

Vow, !

"But Ms Liberty got the instructions wong and threw herself under the
Prince of Wales.'

' What ?'
"Killed outright,' said M Vicenti. He clicked his disapproval. 'He was a
very heavy man, | believe.'

"When you two have ceased this bourgeois ar- guing,' shouted WIIiam
Stickers, 'perhaps we can get back to inportant matters?' He rustled the
paper. Wobbl er blinked.
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"It says in this newspaper,' said WIlliam Stickers, 'that the cenetery is
going to be closed. Going to be built on. Do you know about it?

"Un Yes. Yes. Um Didn't you know?

'WAs anyone supposed to tell us?

"What're they saying?' said Bignac.

' They' re annoyed about the cenmetery being sold. There's a story in the

paper.'

"Hurry up!' said Wlliam Stickers. 'l can't hold it much | onger '

The newspaper sagged. Then it fell through his hands and | anded on the
pat h.

"Not as alive as | was,' he said.

"Definitely a freak whirlwind,' said Yo-less. 'I've heard about them
Not hi ng super nal —

"This is our hone,' booned the Al derman. 'Wat will happen to us, young
man?

"Just a mnute,' said Johnny. 'Hold on. Yo-Iless?

' Yes?'

' They want to know what happens to people in graveyards if they get built
on.'

"The . . . dead want to know that?

"Yes,' said the Alderman and Johnny at the sane tine.

"I bet Mchael Jackson didn't do this,' said Bigmac. 'He—

"I sawthis film' gabbled Wbbler, 'where these houses were built on an
ol d graveyard and soneone dug a swi mm ng pool and all these skel etons cane out
and tried to strangl e peopl e—

"Why?' said the Al dernan.

'He wants to know why,' said Johnny.
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"Search ne,' said Wbbl er

"I think,' said Yo-less uncertainly, '"that the . . . coffins and that get
dug up and put somewhere else. | think there's special places.'

"I"'mnot standing for that!' said dead Ms Sylvia Liberty. 'l paid five
pounds, seven shillings and sixpence for nmy plot! | remenber the docunent
Distinctly. Last Resting Place, it said. It didn't say After Eighty Years
You' |l Be Dug Up and Moved just so the living can build . . . what did it
say?'

' Mbdern Purpose-Designed Ofices,' said WIlliam Stickers. 'Watever they
are.'

"1 think it nmeans they were designed on purpose,' said Johnny.

" And how shaneful to be sold for fivepence!' said dead Ms Liberty.

"That's the living for you,' said WIlliam Stickers. 'No thought for the
downt r odden nasses.'

"Well, you see,' said Johnny wetchedly, 'the Council says it costs too
much to keep up and the | and was wort h—

"And what's this here about Bl ackbury Minicipal Authority? said the
Al derman. ' \What happened to Bl ackbury Gty Council ?



"I don't know,' said Johnny. 'I've never heard of it. Look, it's not ny
fault. | like this place, too. | was only saying to Whbbler, | didn't like
what' s happeni ng."'

'So what are you going to do about it?" said the Al dernman.

Johnny backed away, but came up against M Vicenti's Rolls-Royce of a
grave.
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"Ch, no,'" he said. "Not nme. It's not up to ne!'’

"I don't see why not,' said dead Ms Sylvia Liberty. "After all, you can
see and hear us.'

' No- one el se takes any notice,' said M Vicenti.

"W've been trying all day,' said the Al dernan.

' Peopl e wal ki ng their dogs. Hah! Theyjust hurry away,' said WIIliam
Stickers.

'Not even old Ms Tachyon,' said M Vicenti.

"And she's nad,' said the Al derman. 'Poor soul .’

"So there's only you,' said WIlliam Stickers. 'So you nmust go and tell this
Muni ci pal whateveritis that we aren't . . . going ... to ... nove!'

"They won't listen to ne! I"'mtwelve! | can't even vote!'

"Yes, but we can,' said the Al dernan.

"Can we?' said M Vicenti

The dead clustered around him Iike an American football team

"W're still over twenty-one, aren't we? | mean, technically.'

"Yes, but we're dead,' said M Vicenti, in a reasonable tone of voice.
'You can vote at eighteen now,' said Johnny.

'No wonder people have no respect,' said the Aldernman. 'l said the rot'd

set inif they gave the vote to wonen—

Ms Liberty glared at him

" Anyway, you can't use a dead person's vote,' said WIlliam Stickers. "It's
call ed Personation. | stood as Revolutionary Solidarity Fraternal Wrkers
Party Candidate. | know about this sort of thing.'

"I"mnot proposing to |let anyone use ny vote,'
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said the Alderman. 'l want to use it myself. No | aw against that.'

' Good point.'

"I served this city faithfully for nore than fifty years,' said the
Al derman. 'l do not see why | should |l ose ny vote just because |'m dead.

Denmocracy. That's the point.'

' Peopl e' s denocracy,' said WIlliam Stickers.

The dead fell silent.

"Well . . .' said Johnny miserably. Til see what | can do.'

'Good man,' said the Alderman. 'And we'd also |like a paper delivered every
day.'

"No, no," M Vicenti shook his head. 'It's so hard to turn the pages.'

"Well, we nust know what is happening,' said Ms Liberty. 'There's no
telling what the living are getting up to out there while our backs are
turned.'’

Til... think of something,' said Johnny. 'Sone- thing better than
newspapers."'

"Right,' said Wlliam Stickers. 'And then you get along to these Counci
people and tell them—

"Tell themwe're not going to take this Iying down!' shouted the Al derman.

"Yes, right,' said Johnny.

And the dead faded. Again there was the sen- sation of travelling, as if
t he dead people were going back into a different world .

'Have they gone?' said Wbbl er

"Not that they were here,' said Yo-less, the scien- tific thinker
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'They were here, and they've gone,' said Johnny.

"It definitely felt a bit weird,' said Bignac. 'Very cold."'



"Let's get out of here,' said Johnny. 'I need to think. They want ne to
stop this place being built on.'

" How?'

Johnny |l ed the way quickly towards the gates.

"Huh! They've left it up to ne.’

"W'| | help,' said Yo-less, pronptly.

"WIl we?' said Wobbler. 'l nean, Johnny's OK, but ... | mean . . . it's
meddlin' with the oc- cult. And your num 11 go spare.’

"Yes, but if it's true then it's helping Chris- tian souls,' said Yo-Iess.
"That's all right. They are Christian souls, aren't they?

"I think there's a Jewish part of the cenetery,' said Johnny.

"That's all right/Jewish is the sane as Christian,' said Bigmac.

'Not exactly,' said Yo-less, very carefully. "But simlar.'

'Yeah, but . . .' said Whbbler, awkwardly. 'I nmean . . . dead people and
that ... | nean ... he can see 'em so it's upto him... | nean . '

"W all supported Bigmac when he was in juv- enile court, didn't we?' said
Yo- | ess.

"You said he was going to get hung,' said Whbbler. "And | spent all norning
doi ng that "Free the Bl ackbury One" poster.'

"It was a political crime,' said Bignac.
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"You stole the Mnister of Education's car when he was opening the school,"’
said Yo-Iess.

"It wasn't stealing. | neant to give it back,' said Bigmac.

"You drove it into a wall. You couldn't even give it back on a shovel .’
"Ch, so it was ny fault the brakes were faulty? | could have got badly
hurt, right? | notice no- one worried about that. It was basically his fault,

| eaving cars around with Noddy | ocks and bad brakes—

"I bet he doesn't have to repair his own brakes.'

"It's society's fault, then—

" Anyway,' said Yo-less, 'we were behind you that time, right?

"Wouldn't like to be in front of him' said Wbbler

"And we were right behind Wbbler when he got into trouble for conpl aining
to the record shop about the nmessages from God he heard when he played diff
Ri chard records backwards—

"You said you heard it too,' said Whbbler. 'Hey, you said you heard it!"’

' Only after you told me what it was,' said Yo-less. 'Before you told ne
what | was listening for, it just sounded |ike soneone goi ng ayi p-ayeep- mer p-
ayeep.'1

' They shouldn't do that sort of thing on records,’

1 But according to Wobbler it was really: 'Hey, kids! Go to school and get
a good education! Listen to your parents! It's cool to go to church!’

sai d Wobbl er defensively. "Gettin' at inpressionable ninds.'

" The point |I'm naking,' said Yo-less, 'is that you've got to help your
friends, right?" He turned to Johnny. 'Now, personally, | think you're very
nearly totally disturbed and suffer- ing from psychosomati ca and heari ng
voi ces and seeing delusions,' he said, 'and probably ought to be locked up in
one of those white jackets with the stylish long sleeves. But that doesn't
matter, 'cos we're friends.'

"I'"'mtouched, ' said Johnny.

"Probably,' said Wbbler, 'but we don't care, do we, guys?

H s nmother was out, at her second job. G andad was watchi ng Video Woopsy.

' G andad?’

' Yes?'

" How fanous was Wl liam Stickers?

"Very fampous. Very fampus nman,' said the old nman, w thout |ooking around.

"I can't find himin the encycl opedia.'

"Very famous man, was W/l liam Stickers. Haha! Look, the man's just fallen
off his bicycle! Right into the bush!’

Johnny took down the volune L-MN, and was silent for a few m nutes.



Grandad had a conpl ete set of huge encycl opedi as. No-one really knew why.
Sonmewhere in 1950 or sonething, Grandad had said to hinmself, 'get educated',
and had bought the massive books on hire purchase. He'd never
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opened them He'd just built a bookcase for them G andad was superstitious
about books. He thought that if you had enough of them around, educa- tion
| eaked out, like radioactivity.

' How about M's Sylvia Liberty?

"Who's she?'

'She was a suffragette, | think. Votes for wonen and things.'

" Never heard of her.’

"She's not in here under "Liberty" or "Suf- fragette".'

"Never heard of her. Woa, |ook here, the cat's fallen in the pond-'

"Al'l right . . . how about M Antonio Vicenti?'

"What? A d Tony Vicenti? What's he up to now?

'Was he fanous for anything?

For a monent, Grandad's eyes left the TV screen and focused on the past
i nst ead.

"He ran a joke shop in Alma Street where the nulti-storey car park is now
You coul d buy stink bonbs and itchy-powder. And he used to do conjuring tricks
at kids' parties when your mumwas a girl.'

"Was he a fanous man?'

"All the kids knew him Only children's enter- tainer in these parts, see.
They all knew his tricks. They used to shout out: "It's in your pocket!" And
things like that. Alma Street. And Paradise Street, that was there, too. And
Bal acl ava Ter- race. That's where | was born. Nunmber Twel ve,

Bal acl ava Terrace. All under the car park now. Ch, dear ... he's going to
fall off that building . . .’

"So he wasn't really fanous. Not like really fanous.'

"Al'l the kids knew him Prisoner of war in Germany, he was. But he escaped.
And he mar- ried . . . Ethel Plover, that's right. Never had any kids. Used to
do conjuring tricks and escap- ing fromthings. Al ways escaping fromthings,
he was.'

'"He wore a carnation pinned to his coat,' said Johnny.

"That's right! Every day. Never saw himw thout one. Always very snart, he
was. He used to be a conjuror. Haven't seen himaround for years.'

' G andad?'

"It's all changed around here now. | hardly see anywhere | recognize when
go into town these days. Someone told nme they've pulled down the old boot
factory.'

"You know that little transistor radi o?" said Johnny.

"What little transistor radi o?

' The one you' ve got.'

"What about it?

"You said it's too fiddly and not |oud enough?

"That's right.'

"Can | have it?

"I thought you'd got one of those ghetto- blowers.'

"This is ... for some friends.'Johnny hesitated.

He was by nature an honest person, because apart from anything el se, |lying
was al ways too conplicated

"They're quite old," he added. 'And a bit shut in.’

"Ch, all right. You'll have to put sone new batteries in —the old ones
have gone all nanky.'

"I've got sonme batteries.'

"You don't get proper wireless any nore. W used to get oscillation when
was a boy. You never get it now Hehe! There he goes - |ook, right through the
i ce—L'

Johnny went down to the cemetery before break- fast. The gates had been
| ocked, but since there were holes all along the walls this didn't nake a | ot



of difference.

He'd bought a plastic bag for the radio and had sorted out sone new
batteries, after scraping out the chem cal porridge that was all that was |eft
of the old ones.

The cenetery was deserted. There wasn't a soul there, living or dead. But
there was the silence, the big enpty silence. If ears could nake a noi se,
they'd sound like that silence.

Johnny tried to fill it.

"Um' he said. 'Anyone there?

A fox leapt up from behind one of the stones and scurried away into the
under gr ow h.

"Hello? It's ne?

The absence of the dead was scarier than see- ing themin the flesh - or at
| east, not in the flesh

"I brought this radio. It's probably easier for you than newspapers. Um |
| ooked up radio in the encycl opedia and nost of you ought to know what it is.

Un You tw ddl e the knobs and radio comes out. Um So I'Il just tuck it down
behind M Vicenti's slab, all right? Then you can find out what's going on.'

He coughed.

"I ... | did sone thinking last night, and . . . and | thought maybe if
peopl e knew about all the . . . fanbus . . . people here, they'd be bound to
leave it alone. | knowit's not a very good idea,' he said, hopelessly, 'but
it's the best | could cone up with. I'mgoing to make a list of names. |If you

don't m nd?

He'd hoped M Vicenti would be about. He quite liked him Perhaps it was
because he hadn't been dead as long as the others. He seemed friendlier. Less
stiff.

Johnny wal ked from gravestone to gravestone, noting down nanmes. Sone of the
ol der stones were quite ornate, with fat cherubs on them But one had a pair
of football boots carved on it. He made a special note of the nane:

STANLEY ' VRONG VWAY' ROUNDWAY

1892-1936 The Last Wistle

He nearly m ssed the one under the trees. It had a flat stone in the grass,
wi t hout even one of the ugly flower vases, and all it declared was that this
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was the |l ast resting place of Eric Ginm (1885- 1927)- No 'Just Resting',
no 'Deeply Mssed', not even 'Died , although probably he had. Johnny wote
t he name down, anyway.

M Gimmwaited until after Johnny had gone before he emerged, and gl ared
after him

54

Chapter 4

It was | ater that norning.

There was a new library in the Cvic Centre. It was so new it didn't even
have librarians. It had Assistant Information Oficers. And it had com
puters. Wbbl er was banned fromthe computers because of an incident involving
alibrary termnal, the tel ephone connection to the main computer, another
tel ephone line to the conputer at East Slate Air Base ten mles away, another
tel ephone line to a nuch bigger conmputer under a nountain sonewhere in
Anerica, and al most World War Three.

At |east, that's what Wbbbl er said. The As- sistant Information Oficers
said it was because he got chocolate in the keyboard.

But he was allowed to use the mcrofiche readers. They couldn't think of a
good reason to stop him

"What're we | ooking for, anyway,' said Bignmac.

"Nearly everyone that died here used to get buried in that cenetery,' said
Johnny. 'So if we can find sonmeone fanous who |ived here, and then we can find
themin the cenetery, then it's a fanobus place. There's a cenetery in London
with Karl Marx init. It's famous for himbeing dead in it.'
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"Karl Marx?' said Bignmac. 'What was he fampus for?

"You're ignorant, you are,' said Wbbler. 'He was the one who pl ayed the
harp.'

"No, Karl was the one who usedta talka lika dis,' said Yo-Iess.

"Actually, he was the one with the cigar,' said Wbbler

"That's a very old joke,' said Johnny severely. 'The Marx Brothers. Hah
hah. Look, 1've got the old newspaper files. The Bl ackbury Guardian. They go
back nearly a hundred years. All we've got to do is |look at the front pages.
That's where fanous people'd be.'

" And t he back pages,' said Bi gnac.

"Wy t he back pages?'

' Sports. Fampus footballers and that.'

'Yeah, right. Hadn't thought of that. Al right, then. Let's get started

"Yeah, but . . .' said Bignac.

"What ?' said Johnny.

"So this Karl Marx, then,' said Bigmac. 'What filnms was he in?

Johnny sighed. 'Listen, he wasn't in any filns. He was ... he led the
Russi an Revol ution.'

"No he didn't,' said Whbbler. '"He just wote a book called, oh, sonething
like It's About Tine There Was a Revol ution, and the Russians just fol- | owed
the instructions. The actual |eaders were a lot of people with nanes ending in
ski .

"Like Stalin,' said Yo-I|ess.

'"Right."'

"Stalin means Man O Steel,' said Yo-less. '|I read where he didn't like his
real name, so he changed it. It's Man of Steel in English.’

"What was his real nane?

"His secret identity, you nean,' said Yo-less.

"What are you tal king about now?' said Bignac.

"No, | get it. Man of Steel? Yo-less neans he could leap Kremins in a
singl e bound,’' said Johnny.

"Don't see why not,' said Whbbler. 'l always thought it was unfair, the way
t he Americans got Superman. They've got all the superheroes. | don't see why

we coul dn't have had Superman round here.'

They t hought about it. Wbbler then spoke for themall.

"Mnd you,' he said, 'round here he would have had troubl e even being O ark
Kent .

They di sappeared under the hoods agai n.

"What did you say the Alderman was called? said Wbbler, after a while.

" Al derman Thomas Bow er,' said Johnny. 'Wy?

"It says he got the Council to build a nenorial horse trough in the square

in nineteen hundred and five,' said Wbbler. "It came in useful very quickly
too, it says here.’

' \Why 2"

"Well ... it says here, the next day the first notor car ever to arrive in

Bl ackbury crashed into it and caught fire. They used the water to put the fire
out. Says here, the Council praised Al derman Bowl er for his forward thinking.'

They | ooked at the microfil mviewer.
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"What's a horse trough?' said Bi gnmac.

"It's that big stone trough thing that's outside Loggitt and Burnett's
Bui I di ng Society,' said Johnny. 'The one that's been filled with soil for a
tasteful display of dead flowers and | ager cans. They used to put water in
those things for coach horses to drink out of.’

"But if cars were just coming in,' said Bigmac slowy, 'then building
things for horses to drink out of was a bit—

'Yes,' said Johnny. 'I know. Cone on. Let's keep going.'
WHEEEsssh ... we built this city on ... ssshshhh ... on the phone
right now. . . wheeesshhh . . . that was at Number Two . . . ssshwupwup

told a meeting in Kiev . . . wsswssshsss . . . Prime Mnister . . . shsss



today . . . shhssss . . . scaranouche, can you . . . shssssss |, .

The tuning knob of the little radio behind M Vicenti's grave turned back
and forth very slowy, as if it was being noved with great effort.
Cccasionally it would stop on a programme, and then nove again.

ssshhhwwss . . . and the next caller . . . shhwasss . . . Babylon

And around it, for quite sone distance, the air was col d.

In the library, the boys read on. Silence surrounded them The Assistant
Information O ficers grew worried, and one of themwent to find the

cleaning fluid and the bent paperclip for get- ting chocol ate out of
keyboar ds.

"Let's face it,' said Wobbler, eventually, '"this is a town where fanpus
peopl e don't come from It's famous for it.'

"It says here,' said Yo-less, fromhis viewer, 'that Addi son Vincent
Fl etcher of Alma Terrace in- vented a form of tel ephone in nineteen twenty-
two. '

'"Ch, great,' said Wbbler. 'Tel ephones had been invented years before
that .’

"It says he said this one was better.' 'Ch, yes,' said Whbbler. He dialled
an imaginary nunber. 'Hello, is that—Who invented the real telephone,
anyone?

' Thomas Eddi son,' said Yo-less. 'Sir Hunphrey Tel ephone,’' said Bi gnac.

" Al exander Graham Bel I ,' said Johnny. 'Sir Hunphrey Tel ephone?

"Hello, M Bell,' said Whbbler, speaking into an inmagi nary nout hpi ece, ' You
know t hat tel ephone you invented years ago? Well, mine's better. And |I'm just
off to discover Anerica. Yes, | know Christopher Colunbus di scovered it first,
but I'mdiscovering it better.'

"It nakes sense,' said Bignac. 'If you're going to di scover somewhere, you

mght as well wait until there's proper hotels and stuff.’

"When did Col unbus di scover Anerica, any- way?' said Wbbler

"Fourteen ninety-two,' said Johnny. 'There's a rhyne: In fourteen hundred
and ni nety-two,
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Col unbus sail ed the ocean blue.’

Wobbl er and Bi gmac | ooked at him

"Actual ly, he could have got there in fourteen ninety-one,' said Yo-I|ess,
wi t hout | ooking up, 'but he had to sail around a bit because no-one coul d
think up a rhyme for "one".'

"It could have been Sir Hunphrey Tel ephone,' said Bigmac. 'Stuff gets naned
after inventors.'

'"They didn't nane the tel ephone after Bell,' said Wbbler

' They named the bell after Bell, though,' said Bignac. 'Tel ephone bells.
Proves my point.'

' Tel ephones haven't had bells on for years,' said Wbbler

"That,' said Yo-less, 'is due to the fanous inven- tion by Fred Buzzer.'

"I think it's inpossible for anyone fanous to cone fromhere,' said
Wbbl er, 'because everyone around here is nental .’

'CGot one,' said Bigmac, turning the mcrofiche knob.

"Who? Wi ch one?

'The footballer. Stanley "Wong Way" Round- way. He played for Bl ackbury
Wanderers. There's his obituary here. Anpst half a page.'’

" Any good?'

' Says he scored a record nunber of goals.'

' Sounds good,' said Wbbl er

"Oan goal s.'

' What ?'

'Greatest nunber of own goals in the history of any sport, it says. It says
he kept getting
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over-excited and losing his sense of direction.'



Coh.

"But he was a good footballer, it says. Apart fromthat. Not exactly a Hal
of Fanme, though—

"Here, look at this,' said Yo-Iess.

They clustered around his viewer. He'd found an anci ent group photograph of
about thirty sol- diers, all beam ng at the camera.

"Vell? said Whbbl er

"This is fromnineteen sixteen,' said Yo-less. 'They're all going off to
war . '

Wi ch one?" said Wbbl er

'"The first one, you nerd. Wrld War One.'

"I al ways wondered why they nunbered it,' said Bignac. 'Like they expected
to have a few nore. You know. Like Buy Two, Get One Free.'

'Says here,' Yo-less squinted, 'it's the Blackbury A d Pals Battalion
They're just going off to fight. They all joined up at the same tine

Johnny stared. He could hear people's voices, and the background noi ses of
the library. But the picture looked as if it was at the bottom of a dark
square tunnel. And he was falling down it.

Thi ngs outside the picture were inky and slow. The picture was the centre
of the world.

Johnny | ooked at the grinning faces, the terrible haircuts, the jug-handle
ears, the thunbs all up

Even today nearly everyone in the Blackbury Guardi an had their photo taken
with their thunb up, unless they'd won Super Bingo, in which case they were
shown doi ng what the photographer thought was a high kick. The newspaper's one
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phot ogr apher was known as Jereny the Thunb.

The people in the picture didn't | ook nuct ol der than Bignmac. Well, a
couple of themdie There was a sergeant with a noustache |ike scrubbing brush,
and an officer in jodhpurs, bu|] the rest of them | ooked |ike a school photo.

And now he was coni ng back from wherever! he'd been. The picture dropped
away agai n, canme just an oblong on a page on a screen. Hei blinked.

There was a feeling, |ike—

—+ike on an aeroplane when it's about to land, and his ears went
it was happening with his brain, instead.

" Anyone know what the Somme is?' said Yo- |ess.

"No. '

'"That's where they went, anyway. Some place in France.'

"Any of themw n any nedal s?' said Johnny, struggling back into the rea
world. 'That'd be fanmous. If there's sonmeone in the cenetery with a | ot of
nmedal s.

Yo-1 ess spun the wheels of the viewer.

Til | ook ahead a few issues,' he said. 'There's bound to be sonething if—
Hey . . . look at this

They all tried to get under the hood at once. Silence canme back as they
real i zed what he'd found.

| knew it was inportant, Johnny thought. Wat's happening to ne?

"Ww,' said Wbbbler. "I nean - all those names

everyone killed in this big battle . '

Wt hout saying anything, Johnny ducked into the other reader and wound it
backward until he found the cheery photograph

"Are they listed in al phabetical order? he said.

"Yes,' said Yo-I|ess.

pop' . But

Til read out the names under the photo, then. Um. . . Armitage, K
Atkins, T. . . . '

"Yes . . . no . ' said Yo-Iless.

'Sergeant Atterbury, F. . . . '

"Yes.'

"Hey, there's three from Canal Street,' said Whbbler. 'That's where ny gran
lives!'



"Blazer . . . Constantine . . . Fraser . . . Frobisher

"Yes . . . yes . . . yes . . . yes . '

They carried on to the end of the caption

"They all died,' said Johnny, eventually. 'Four weeks after the picture was
taken. Al of them

"Except for Atkins, T.,' said Yo-less. 'It says here what a Pals' Battalion
was. It says, people all fromone town or even one street could all join the
Arny together if they wanted, and all get sent to ... the same place.’

"I wonder if they all got there? said Yo-less. 'Eventually,' he added.

"That's dreadful ,' said Bi gnmac.

"It probably sounded Iike a good idea at the tine. Sort of. . .jolly.'
"Yes, but . . . four weeks . ' said Bignmac. 'l nean . '

"You're always saying you can't wait to join the
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Arny,' said Wobbler. 'You said you were sorry the Gulf War was over. And
all the legs of your bed are off the ground because of all them copies of Guns
and Ammo underneath it.'

"Wll . . . yeah . . . war, yeah,' said Bigmac. 'Proper fighting, with M 6s
and stuff Not just all going off grinning and getting shot.'

"They all marched off together because they were friends, and got killed,’
said Yo-Iess.

They stared at the little square of light with the names on it, and the
long, long line of cheery thunbs.

"Except for Atkins, T.,' said Johnny. '|I wonder what happened to hin®

"It was nineteen sixteen,' said Yo-less. 'If he's still alive, he'll be
dead."

"Any of themon your list? said Whbbler

Johnny checked.

'No-00,' he said, eventually. 'There's one or two people with the same nane
but the wong initial. Everyone round here used to get buried up there.'

' Perhaps he canme back fromthe war and noved away sonewhere else,' said
Yo- | ess.

"It'"d be a bit lonely around here, after all,' said Bignmac.

They | ooked at him

"Sorry,' he said

"I"'mfed up with this,' said Wbbl er, pushing his chair back. '"It's not
real. There's no-one special in there. It's just people. And it's creepy. Cone
on, let's go down to the mall."’

"I"ve found out what happens to dead bodies

when ol d graveyards are built on,' said Yo-less, as they stepped out into
t he Tupperware daylight. 'My mum knows. They get taken to sone kind of storage
pl ace called a necropolis. That's Latin for City of the Dead.'

"Yuk,' said Wbbl er

' Sounds |ike where Superman lives,' said Bignac.

"Necropolis!' said Whbbler, zoom ng his hands through the air. 'By day,

m | d- mannered corpse - by night . . . duh duh duhduh DAH . . . Zonbi eMan!'’

Johnny renenbered the grinning young faces, not much ol der than Wobbl er

"Wobbl er,' he said, 'If you nake another joke like that—

' What ?'
' well . . . just don't. Right? | nmean it.'
ssshhhh . . . nean, yo, youknowhatl'nsayin'? . . , sipsipsip
told the government that . . . sswwsss . . . fact the whal es enjoy being
hunted, Bob, and . . . wwwhhhhh
dick

"So that's wireless telegraphy, is it? Hah! So nuch for Countess Alice
Radi oni !’

"1 was an Ovalteenie when | was a little boy. That was during the war. The
one against the Germans. Did | ever tell you? W used to sing along with the
people on the wireless: "W are the Ov— WHAT? Who was Countess Alice
Radi oni ?'



"Whi ch war agai nst the Gernans?'

'What ? How many have we had?'
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"Two so far.'

"Now, come ON! Radioni? It was Marconi who invented the radiol!l’

'Hah! And do you know who he stole the idea fron?'

"Who cares who invented the wetched thing? WIl you listen to what the
living are doi ng?'

"Plotting to steal our cenetery, that is what they are doing!'

"Yes, but... | didn't know that all this was going on, did you? Al this
music and ... the things they were tal ki ng about! \Who i s Shakespeare's Sister
and why is she singing on the wireless? Wiat is a Batnan? And they said the
last Prime Mnister was a worman! That can't be possible. Wnen can't even
vote.'

'Yes, they can.'

"Hurrah!'

"Well, they couldn't in M tine!'

"There's so nuch we don't know'

'So why don't we find out?

The dead fell silent - or rather, nore silent than usual.

" How?'

"The man on the wireless said you can ring the wirel ess station on the
tel ephone to Di scuss Problems That Affect Us Al Today. A Phone-1ng Program
he said.'

Vel ?

'There's a phone box out in the street.’

"Yes, but . . . that's . . . outside

"Not far outside.'
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"Yes, but . . .'

"The little boy stood in front of us and talked to us. And he was so
frightened. And we can't walk six feet?

The speaker was M Vicenti. He | ooked through the crumbling railings to the
street outside, with the eye of a man who'd spent much of his life escaping.

"But this is our PLACE! This is where we BE- LONG'

"It's only a few steps . '

It wasn't really much of a nall. But it was all there was to hang out in.

Johnny had seen filnms of American shopping malls. They nust have different
sorts of people in Anerica, he'd thought. They all |ooked cool, all the girls
were beautiful, and the place wasn't crowded with little kam kaze
grandmot hers. Or nothers with seven children. O Bl ackbury United football
fans wal ki ng ten abreast singing the famus football song,' UFl RRurrr URRR- UH '
(dapdapcl ap). You couldn't hang out properly in a place like that. Al you
could do was hang on.

The four of them hung on in the burger bar. Yo-less carefully read the
panphl et about how no rainforests were chopped down to make beef- burgers.

Bi gnac had his favourite Megajunbo Fries with fifteen packets of relish.

"Wonder if | could get a job here? said Wbbler.

"No chance,' said Bigmac. ' The nanager'd take one | ook at you and see where
the profits would go.'
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"You saying I'mfat? said Wbbler.

"Gravitationally chall enged,' said Yo-less, with- out |ooking up.

" Enhanced,' sai d Bi gnac.

Wobbl er's |lips nmoved as he tried these out.

"I'"d rather be fat,' he said. "Can | finish up your onion rings?

" Anyway, there's |oads of people want jobs here,' said Bignac. 'You have to
have three A-levels.'

"What, just to make burgers?'

"No other jobs around,' said Bigmac. 'They're shutting all the factories



around here. Nothing to do. No-one's naking anything any nore.'

' Somreone' s maki ng sonet hing,' said Whbbler. 'Wat about all the stuff in
t he shops?

"That's all made in Taiwanal and or somewhere. Hah! What sort of future are
we going to have, eh? That's right, eh? Johnny?

' What ?'

"You' ve just been staring at nothing the whole time, you know that?'

' Yeah, what's happened?' said Wbbler. 'Sone dead people come in for a
t akeaway?'

"No,' said Johnny.

"What ' re you thi nki ng about, then?

' Thunbs,' said Johnny, still staring at the wall

' What ?'

"What ?' said Johnny, waking up

"What about thunbs?'

"Ch . . . nothing.'

"My nother said last night that there's a ot of people angry about the
cenetery being sold,' said
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Yo-1l ess. 'Everyone's noaning about it. And Pastor WIIliam says anyone who
builds on there will be cursed unto the seventh generation.'

'Yes, but he always says that kind of thing,' said Whbbler. 'Anyway, United
Amal agamat ed Consol i dat ed Hol di ngs probably don't worry about that sort of
thi ng. They've probably got a Vice- President in Charge of Being Cursed.'

"And he probably gets his secretary to deal with it,' said Bignmac.

"It won't stop anything, anyway,' said Yo-less. 'There's bulldozers just
the other side of the fence.'

" Anyone know what United Anal agamat ed Consol i dated Hol di ngs doT said
Vobbl er.

"It said in the paper that they're a nultinational information-retrieval
and enhancenent facility,' said Yo-less. "It said on the news it'll provide
t hree hundred jobs.'

"For all the people who used to work at the old rubber boot factory?' said
Bi gmac.

Yo-1l ess shrugged. 'That's how it goes,' he said. 'You all right, Johnny?

' What ?'

"You OK? You're staring at the wall.'

"What ? Ch. Yeah. I'm XK'

'He's upset about the dead soldiers,' said Wbbler

Yo-l ess | eaned across the table.

"Look . . . that's all in the past, right? It's just gone. It's a shane
they died but. . . well. . . they'd be dead anyway, wouldn't they? It's just
history. It's nothing to do with . . . well, with now'
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* * %

Ms Ivy Wtherslade was talking to her sister in the phone box on Cenetery
Road when someone knocked inpatiently on the glass, and that was odd, because
there was no-one there. But she felt very cold and suddenly uneasy, as though
she was wal ki ng on sonmeone's grave. She stopped telling her sister about her
| egs and what the doctor said about them and went hone quickly.

I f Johnny had been there, he would have heard what happened next. But he
wasn't, so everyone el se woul d have just heard the wi nd, and perhaps, just
per haps, the faintest of arguments:

"You should know, M Fletcher. YOQU invented it.'

"Actual ly, that was Al exander Graham Bell, Ms Liberty. | just inproved
upon it.'

"Well . . . make it work. Let me speak to the man on the wirel ess nachine.'

"Was it really Al exander G aham Bell?'

"Yes, Alderman.'

"I thought it was Sir Hunphrey Tel ephone.’



The tel ephone stayed on its hook, but there were a few electric crackles
and pops from sonewhere in the machinery.

7 think I have nastered the intricacies, Ms Liberty—

'Let ME do the tal king. The people's voice nust be heard!’

Frost was form ng on the inside of the tel ephone box.

"Certainly not. You are a bol shevik!'

"What did Sir Humphrey Tel ephone invent, then?'

70

"M Fletcher! Be so good as to expedite the electric conmmunication!'’

VWen there wasn't the burger bar to hang out in, and when they weren't
allowed in J& Software because of whatever Wbbler's |atest crinme was, there
was only the fountain area with the sad, dying trees in it or G oovy Sounds
record store, which was pretty much like any record store would be if it was
call ed Groovy Sounds.

Anyway, Yo-less wanted to buy a tape for his collection.

"Fanmous British Brass Bands,' said Wbbler, |ook- ing over his shoul der

"Yes, but this is a good one,' said Yo-less. "It's got the old Bl ackbury
Rubber Boot Factory Band pl ayi ng The Floral Dance. Very fanous piece.'’
"You're just basically not black, are you,' said Whbbler. '"I'"'mgoing to

report, you to the Rastafarians.’

"You |like reggae and blues,' said Yo-Iess.

"That's different.'

Johnny listlessly shuffled through the tapes.

And froze

There was a voice he recognized. It was crackly with static, but it sounded
alot like Ms Sylvia Liberty, and it was com ng over the radio.

The radi o was on the counter, turned to Wn- derful Radio Bl ackbury's M ke
M kes Radi o Show, which was as excellent and totally bodaci ous as two hours of
phone-ins and traffic reports fromthe Bl ackbury bypass coul d be.

This time it was different. The phone-in had been about the Council's
proposal to knock down the old Fish Market, which was going to happen no
matter what anyone said, but it was a good subject for people to noan about.

"Well, what | say is hello? Hello? This is Ms Sylvia Liberty speaking on
the electric tel ephone! Hello? not to be allowed, er, in ny opinion, er, it is
totally hello? (click . . . fizz . . . crackle) / demand to be heard this
| NSTANT! The Fish Market is of NO inportance whatsoever! er . . . er . . . and

In his little studio on top of the Blackbury and Sl ate | nsurance Society,
M ke Mkes stared at his engineer, who stared at his sw tchboard. There was no
way of cutting off the intrusive voice. It was coming in on all tel ephone
lines at once.

"Er, hi," he said. 'The caller on ... er ... all the lines

'Here, soneone's You listen to ne, young man! And don't cut ne off to start
pl ayi ng any nore of your phonograph cylinders! crossed line here, Mke, | Do
you realize that innocent citizens are being EVICTED (click . . . garble
whirr . . . fizz) many years of VALUED service to the comunity (wheeeowwwnh
. crackle) merely because of an ACCI DENT of birth (fizzle
whi pwhi pwhip . . . crackle) you listen to young Johnn (snap . . . fizz . . . )
The People's Shroud is Deepest Bl ack (wheeeyooowww . . . pop) We're Coning
BACK . . . stop that this mnute, WIlliam you are nothing but a bol shevik
agit...'
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But no-one heard the rest of the sentence be- cause the engi neer had pull ed
all the plugs and hit the switchboard with a hamer.

Johnny and his friends had gathered around the radio.

"You get some real |oonies on these phone-ins,' said Wbbler. 'You ever
listen to Mad Jinmls Late Night Explosion?

"He's not mad,' said Yo-less. 'He just says he is. And all he does is play
old records and go "yeah!" and "yowsahyowsah!" a lot. That's not mad. That's
just pathetic.'



"Yes,' said Wobbler.

"Yes,' said Bignmac.

"Yes,' said Yo-less.

They all | ooked at Johnny. They all |ooked |ike people with sonething on
their m nds.

" Ahem' said Wbbl er.

"Er,' said Bigmac.

'That was them was it?' said Yo-Iless.

"Yes,' said Johnny. 'It was them'

"It didn't sound like normal radio. How can they use the phone?

"I don't know. | suppose some of them knew how to use the phone when they
were alive. And nmaybe being dead's a bit Ilike . . . electricity or sonething.'

'They nearly said your nane,' said Wbbler.

"Yes.'

"Who was that one singing?

"I think it was Wlliam Stickers. He's a bit of a comunist.’
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"I didn't think there were any comuni sts |left these days,' said Yo-Iless.

"There aren't. And he's one of them'

"You know, any mnute now Rod Serling is going to come walking in here with
a big book,' saidBignmac. 'You know. Like in The Twilight Zone.'

' How cone they know what's on the radi o?" said Yo-I|ess.

"I lent them G andad's transistor."'

"You know what | think? said Yo-less. 'l think you' ve started sonething.'

"That's what | think, too.'

"Nah!' said Whbbler. 'Come on\ Voices on the radio? | mean! That's just
mucki ng about. Coul d be anything. Kids ringing up and nmessi ng about. Ch, cone
on! Ghosts don't phone up radio stations!'

"I sawthis filmonce where they came out of the tel ephone,
wi nner of the All- Blackbury M Tactful Chanpionship.

"Just you shut up! | don't believe you!'

It was very, very chilly inside the phone box. 'l rnust say, electricity is
very easy to naster when

you' re dead.'

"What are you doing, M Fletcher?

"Very easy indeed. Wio shall we talk to next?

"W nust speak to the Town Hall!'

"But it is a Saturday, Ms Liberty. There will be

no-one there.'

"Then try to find young Johnny. | don't know

what he neans about trying to find fanous people
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buried in the cenetery. WE' RE here, after all.'’

"Il keep trying. It's amazingly easy to understand.'

" Where's M Stickers gone?

"He's trying to listen to Radi o Moscow, what- ever that is. On the wirel ess
t el egraphy apparatus.'

"I say, this is rather invigorating, you know. |'ve never been out of the
cenetery before.’

"Yes. It's a new lease of life.'

"You can escape from al nost anything,' said M Vicenti.

There was a faint cough. They | ooked around.

M Gimmwas watching themthrough the railings.

The dead seened to sober up. They al ways be- cane nore serious in front of
M Ginmm

They shuffled their spectral feet.

"You're outside,' said M Ginmm 'You know that's wong."'

"Only alittle way, Eric,' said the Alderman. 'That can't do any harm It's
for the good of the—

"1t's WVRONG '

sai d Bi gnmac,



"W don't have to listen to him' said M Vicenti.

"You'll get into terrible trouble,' said M Ginmm

"No we won't,"' said M Vicenti

"It's dabbling with the Known,' said M Gimm 'You'll get into dreadful
trouble and it won't be ny fault. You are bad people.’

He turned, and wal ked back to his grave.

"Dial the nunber,' said M Vicenti. The others seened to wake up
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"You know,' said Ms Liberty, 'he nmay have a point—

'Forget about M Gimm' said M Vicenti. He opened his hands. A white dove
shot out of his sleeve and perched on the phone box, blinking. '"Dial the
nunber, M Fletcher.'

"Hell o, directory enquiries, what nanme please?

"He's called Johnny Maxwell and he lives in Bl ackbury.

"I'mafraid that is not sufficient information—

"That's all we— (Listen, | can see how it works, there's a
connecti on—(How many of us are there in here?)(Can | try, please?)(This is a
| ot better than those seances)

The operator rubbed her headset. For some reason, her ear had gone cold.
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She ripped it off

The operator on her right |eaned over

"What's up, Dawn?'

"It went - it felt—

They | ooked at the swi tchboard. Lights were com ng on everywhere, and it
was beginning to be covered in frost.

The point is—

—that all through history there have been people who couldn't invent things
because the rest of the world wasn't ready. Leonardo da Vinci hadn't got the
motors or materials to make his helicopter. Sir George Cayley invented the
i nternal conbustion
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engi ne before anyone el se had invented petrol.1

And in his life Addison Vincent Fletcher had spent |ong hours with notors
and relays and gl ow ing valves and bits of wire, pursuing a dreamthe world
didn't even have a nane for yet.

In his phone box, dead M Fletcher |aughed. It had a name now. He knew
exactly what a computer was when he saw one.

| So he ran it on pellets of gunpowder. Really. It was nearly the externa
conbusti on engi ne.
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Chapter 5

Johnny went hone. He didn't dare go back to the cenetery.

It was Saturday evening. He'd forgotten about the Visit.

"You' ve got to conme,' said his nother. 'You know she |likes to see you.'

'"No she doesn't,' said Johnny. 'She forgets who | am She calls nme Peter.
mean, that's ny dad's nane. And the place snells of old I adies. Anyway, why
doesn't G andad ever conme? She's his wife.'

'"He says he likes to renenber her as she was,' said his nmother. 'Besides,
it's Markie and Mo's Saturday Spectacul ar. You know he doesn't like to mss
it.'

"Ch ... all right.’

"W don't have to stay long.'

About ten minutes after Johnny had gone, the phone rang. G andad dealt wth
it in his normal way, which was to shout 'Phone!' while not taking his eyes
off the screen. But it went on ringing. Eventually, grunbling and | osing the
renote con- trol down the side of the cushion where it wouldn't be found for
two days, he got up and shuffled out into the hall

"Yes? He's not here. Gone out. Wio? Wl

"1l ... is it? Never! Still doing the conjuring tricks, are you? Haven't



seen you about the town rmuch lately. No. Right. That's right. | don't get out

much nyself these days. How are you, in yourself? Dead. | see. But you've got
out to use the telephone. It's wonderful, what they can do with science. You
sound a long way off. Right. You are a long way off. | renenber that trick you
used to do with the handcuffs and the chains and - Well, nearly did. Yes. Yes.
Right. 1'Il tell him N ce to hear fromyou. Goodbye.'

He went back and settled down in front of the TV again.

After a few minutes a small worried frown crossed his face. He got up and
went and glared at the tel ephone for a while.

It wasn't that Sunshine Acres was a bad place. As far as Johnny could see,
it was clean enough and the staff seened OK. There were bright murals on the
wal I s and a big tank of goldfish in the TV room

But it was nore gloony than the cenetery. It was the way everyone shuffled
around quietly, and sat waiting at the table for the next neal hours before it
was due, because there wasn't anything else to do. It was as if life had
stopped and being dead hadn't started, so all there was to do was hang around.

Hi s grandnot her spent a ot of time watching TV in the main | ounge, or
wat chi ng her begonias in her room At |east, his grandnother's body did.
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He was never certain where her mind was, except that it was often far away
and | ong ago.

After a while he got even nore depressed at the conversation between his
nmot her and his grand- nother, which was exactly the same as the one | ast week
and the week before that, and did what he always did, which was wander out
into the corridor.

He moboched towards the door that |led out into the garden, staring vaguely
at not hi ng.

They never told you about this ghost stuff at school. Sonetines the world
was so weird you didn't know where to start, and Soci al Education and GCSE
Mat hs weren't a |l ot of help.

Wy didn't this sort of thing happen to anyone else? It wasn't as if he
went |ooking for it. He just tried to keep his head down, he just tried to be
someone at the back of the crowd. But sonmehow everything was nore conplicated
than it was for anyone el se.

The thing was .

M T. Atkins.

He probably woul dn't have noticed it, except that the nane was in the back
of his mnd

It was witten on a little curling piece of paper stuck in a frane on one
of the doors.

He stared at it.

It filled the whole world, just for a second or two.

Wl |, there could be lots of Atkinses . .

He'd never find out unless he knocked, though . . . would he? ..
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'Open the door, will you, love? Mhands are foil.'

There was a | arge bl ack woman behind him her arnms full of sheets. Johnny
nodded mutely and turned the handl e.

The roomwas nore or |ess bare. There was certainly no-one el se there.

"I see you come up here every week to see your gran,' said the nurse,
dunpi ng the sheets on the bare bed. 'You're a good boy to cone see her.'

"Un. Yes.'

"What was it you were wanting?

"Uh. | thought I'd . . . you know . . . drop in to have a chat with M
Atkins? Uh.' Inspiration seized him 'I'mdoing a project at school. About the

Bl ackbury Pal s."

A project! You could get away with anything if you said you were doing a
proj ect .

"Who were they then, dear?

"Ch . . . some soldiers. M Atkins was one of them | think. Unh . . . where
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"Well, he passed away yesterday, dear. Nearly ninety-seven, | think he was.
D d you know hi n?'
"Not ... really.’

'"He was here for years. He was a nice old nan. He used to say that when he
died the war'd be over. It was his joke. He used to show us his old Arny pay
book. "Tommy Atkins," he'd say. "lI'mthe one, |I'mthe boy, when I'mgone it's

all over." He used to | augh about that."
"What did he nean?
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"Don't know, dear. | just used to smile. You know how it is.'

The nurse snoothed out the new sheets and pulled a cardboard box from under
t he bed.

"This was his stuff,' she said. She gave himan odd | ook. 'I expect it's
all right for you to see. No-one ever visited him except a man fromthe
British Legion regular as clockwork every Christmas, God bless them They' ve
asked for his nmedals, you know. But | expect it's all right for you to have a
look. If it's a project.’

Johnny peered into the box while the nurse bustled around the room

There were a few odds and ends —a pipe, a tobacco tin, a huge old
penkni fe. There was a scrap- book, full of sepia postcards of flowers and
fields of cabbages and sinpering French | adies dressed in what soneone mnust
once have thought was a very daring way. Yellow ng newspaper cuttings were
stuck between the pages. And there was a small wooden box lined with toilet
paper and containing several nedals.

And there was a photograph of the Blackbury Pals, just like the one in the
ol d newspaper.

Johnny lifted it out very carefully, and turned it over. It crackled.

Soneone had witten, in violet ink, a long tine ago, the words: dd

Conrades!!! W're the Boys, Kaiser Bill! If You Know A Better 'ole, Go To IT!
And there were thirty signatures underneath.

Besi de twenty-nine of the signatures, in pencil, sonmeone had nade a snall
Cross.
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"They all signed it,' he said, quietly. 'He nust have got a copy fromthe
paper, and they all signed it.’

"What was that, dear?

"Thi s photo.'

"Ch, yes. He showed it to ne once. That was himin the war, you know.'

Johnny turned it over again and found Atkins, T. He |ooked a bit |ike
Bi gnac, with jughandl e ears and a second-hand haircut. He was grinning. They
all were. Al the same kind of grin.

"He used to talk about thema lot,' said the nurse.

"Yes.'

"His funeral's on Monday. At the crem One of us always goes, you know.
Wl l, you have to, don't you? It's only right.’

He dreanmed, on Saturday night .

He dreanmed of Rod Serling wal king al ong Bl ackbury Hi gh Street, but as he
was trying to speak inpressively to the canmera, Bignac, Yo-less and Wbbl er
started to peer over his shoulder and say things |like, '"What's this book

about, then?' and 'Turn over the page, |'ve read this bit'
He dreaned of thunbs .
And woke up, and stared at the ceiling. He still hadn't replaced the bits

of cotton that held up the plastic nodel of the Space Shuttle. It was forever
doi ng a nosedi ve.

He was pretty sure other kids didn't have lives

like this. It just kept on happeni ng. Just when he thought he'd got a grip
on the world, and saw how it all worked, it sprang something new on him and
what he thought was the whole thing, ticking away nicely, turned out to be
just some kind of joke.



H s grandad had nunbl ed a very odd nessage when Johnny had arrived hone. As
far as he could understand, Wbbl er or soneone had been maki ng odd phone
calls. H's grandad had al so nuttered sonethi ng about conjuring tricks.

He | ooked at his clock radio. It said 2.45. There was no chance of going
back to sleep. He tried Radi o Bl ackbury.

' -yowsahyowsahyowsah! And the next caller on Uncle Mad Ji M s bodaaaaci ous
Probl em Corner iiiissss—

Johnny froze. He had a feeling

"Wlliam Stickers, Mad Jim

"Hi, Bill. You sound a bit depressed, to ne.'
"It's worse than that. |'mdead, Jim'
"Ww! | can see that could be a real downer, Bill. Care to tell us about

it?

"You sound very understandi ng, conrade. Well. . .’

O course he's understandi ng, thought Johnny as he struggled into his
dressi ng gown. Everyone phones up Mad Jimin the mddle of the night. Last
week he talked for twenty mnutes to a | ady who thought she was a roll of
wal | paper. You sound totally sane conpared to nost of them

He snatched up his Wl kman and switched on its radio so that he could go on
listening as
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he ran down the stairs and out into the night.

"—and now | just heard there isn't even ANY Sovi et Union any nore. Wat
happened?’

'Seens to ne you haven't been keeping up with current events, Bill.'

"/ thought | expl ained about that.'

'Ch, sure. You said. You've been dead. But you're alive again, right?" WMad
Jims voice had that little chuckle in it that it always got when he'd found a
real dingdong on the line and could picture all his insomiac |listeners
turning up the vol une.

"No. Still dead. It's not sonething you get better from Jim Now—-

Johnny pattered around the corner and sped al ong John Lennon Avenue.

Mad Ji mwas saying, in his special dealing-wth- |oonies velvet voice: 'So

tell us all out here in the land of the living, Bill - what's it |ike, being
dead?'

"Like? LIKE? It is extrenely DULL.'

"I"msure everyone out there would like to know, Bill ... are there
angel s?

Johnny groaned as he turned the corner into Eden Road.

" Angel s? Certainly not!'

Johnny scurried past the silent houses and dodged between the bollards into
Wodvi | | e Road.

'"Ch, dear,' said Mad Jimin his headset. '|I hope there aren't any naughty
men with pitchforks, then?

"What on earth are you bl athering about, man?

There's just me and old Tom Bowl er and Sylvia Liberty and all the rest of
t hem—

Johnny | ost the thread of things when a sticking- out piece of laurel hedge
knocked his headset off! Wien he managed to put it back on, it turned out that
Wlliam Stickers had been invited to request a record.

"Don't think I know "The Red Flag", Bill. Wwo's it by?
"It's the Internationale! The song of the downtrodden masses!’
"Doesn't fire a neuron, Bill. But for you and all the other dead peopl e out

there every- where, tonight,' the change in Mad Jim s tone suggested that
WIlliam Stickers had been cut off, 'and we're all dead sooner or later, ain't
that the truth, here's one fromthe vaults by M chael Jackson .
"Thriller"—

The streetlanp by the phone box was alight. And the little pool of Iight
was all there was to see, unless you were Johnny.

The dead had spilled out on to the road. They'd managed to drag the radio



with them Qite a few of them were watching the Al derman.

"This is how you have to do it, apparently,' he said, nmoonwal ki ng backwar ds
across the frosty street. 'Johnny showed ne.'

"It is certainly a very interesting syncopated rhythm' said Ms Liberty.
'Li ke this, you say?

The ghostly wax cherries on her hat bounced up and down as she twirl ed.

"That's right. And apparently you spin around

with your arms out and shout "ow",' said the Al derman, denonstrating.

Oh no, thought Johnny, hurrying towards them On top of everything el se,
M chael Jackson's going to sue ne—

"Cet down and —what was it the nan on the wirel ess said?" said the
Al der man

' Bogey, | believe.'

They weren't actually very good at it, but they made up for being eighty
years behind the tines by sheer enthusiasm

In feet, it was a party.

Johnny stuck his hands on his hips.

" You shouldn't be doing this!’

"Why not?' said a dancing dead.

"It's the mddle of the night!'

"Vl l? W don't sleep!'

"I mean, what would your . . . your descendants think if they could see you
acting like this?

"Serve themright for not visiting us!'

"W're naking carpets!' shouted Ms Liberty.

"Cutting a rung,' corrected one of the dead.

"Arug,' said the Alderman, slowing dowmn a bit. "A rug. Cutting a rug.
That's what M Benbow, who died in nineteen thirty-one, says it is called.
CGetting down and bogeyi ng.'

"It's been like this all evening,' said M Vicenti. He was sitting on the
paverment. In feet, he was sit- ting about half a netre above the pavenent.
"We've found sone very interesting stations. Wat exactly « a DJ?

"A disc jockey,' said Johnny, giving up and
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sitting dowmn. 'He plays the discs and stuff' 'Is it sone kind of
puni shment?' 'Quite a lot of people like to do it.' 'How very strange. They
are not nmentally ill, or

anyt hi ng?'

The song finished. The dancers stopped twirling, but slowmy and with great
rel uctance.

M's Liberty pushed her hat back. It had tipped over her eyes.

'That was extrenely enjoyable,' she said. 'M Fletcher! Be so good as to
instruct the nan on the wireless to play sonething nore!’

Interested despite hinmself, Johnny padded over to the phone box. M
Fl etcher was actually kneeling down with his hands inside the tel ephone. A
coupl e of other dead people were watching him One of themwas WIIiam
Stickers, who didn't | ook very happy. The other was an old man with a mass of
white hair in that dandelion-clock style known as Mad Scientist Afro.

"Ch, it's you,' said Wlliam Stickers. '"Call this a world, do you?

'"Me?' said Johnny. 'I don't call it anything.' 'Was that man on the radio
maki ng fun of me, do you think?

'"Ch, no,' said Johnny, crossing his fingers.

"M Sticker iz annoyed because he tel ephoned Moscow,' said the white-haired
man. ' They said they' ve had enough revol utions to be going on wiz, but vould
i ke some soap.'

"They're nothing but dirty capitalists!' said WIliam Stickers.
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"But at |east they want to be dean capitalists,' said M Fletcher. 'Where
shall we try next?

"Don't you have to put noney in?' said Johnny.



M Fl et cher | aughed.

"I don't zink we've net,' said the white- haired man, extending a slightly
transparent hand. ' Sol onbn Einstein (1869-1932)."'

"Li ke Al bert Einstein? said Johnny.

"He vas my distant cousin,' said Solonon Einstein. 'Relatively speaking.
Haha.'

Johnny got the inpression M Einstein had said that line a mllion tinmes,
and still wasn't tired of it.

"Who' re you ringing up? said Johnny.

"W're just having a ook at the world,' said M Fletcher. 'What are those
things that go round and round in the sky?

"l don't know. Frisbhees?

"M Vicenti just remenbers them They go round and round the world.'

"Ch. You nean satellites?

" Whee!'

'But how do you know how t o—

"I can't explain. Things are a lot sinpler, | think. | can see it all laid
out.'

"All of what?

"All the cables, all the ... the satellites . . . Not having a body nakes

thema lot easier to use, too.'

"What do you nean?'

'For one thing, you don't have to stay in one place.’

"But | thought you—
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M Fl et cher vani shed. He reappeared a few seconds |ater.

"Amazing things,' he said. 'MWy word, but we shall have fun.'

"l don't underst—

" Johnny?'

It was M Vicenti.

Soneone |iving had managed to get through to Mad Jim The dead, with nuch
| aughter, were try- ing to dance to a Country-and-Wstern numnber.

"What's going OW?' said Johnny. 'You said you couldn't |eave the cenetery!’

' No-one has explained this to you? They do not teach you in school s?

"Well, we don't get lessons in dealing with ghos—Sorry. Sorry. Wth dead

people, | nean.'
"W're not ghosts, Johnny. A ghost is a very sad thing. Oh, dear. It's hard
to explain things to the living. | was alive once, and | know what | 'm

t al ki ng about .’

Dead M Vicenti |ooked at Johnny's bl ank face.

"W're . . . sonething else,' he said. 'But now you see us and hear us,
you're making us free. You're giving us what we don't have.'

"What's that?

"I can't explain. But while you're thinking of us, we're free.'

"My head doesn't have to spin round and round, does it?

' That sounds like a good trick. Can you nake it do that?

"No.
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"Then it won't.'

"Only I'ma bit worried I'mdabblin'" with the occult."’

It seened daft to say it, to M Vicenti in his pin- stripe trousers and
little black tie and fresh ghostly carnation every day. O Ms Liberty. O the
bi g bearded shape of WIlIliam Stickers, who woul d have been Karl Marx if Karl
Marx hadn't been Karl Marx first.

"Dear me, | hope you're not dabbling with the occult,' said M Vicenti.
' Fat her Kearny (1891- 1949) wouldn't like that at all.’

"Who' s Fat her Kearny?'

"A few nonents ago he was dancing with Ms Liberty. Ch dear. W do m x
t hi ngs up, don't we?

" Send hi m away.'



Johnny turned.

One of the dead was still in the cemetery. He was standing right up against
the railings, clasping themlike a prisoner mght hold the bars of his cell
He didn't look a lot different to M Vicenti, except that he had a pair of
gl asses. It was amazing that they weren't nelting; he had the strongest stare
Johnny had ever seen. He seened to be glaring at Johnny's left ear

"Who's that?' he said.

"M Gimm' said M Vicenti, w thout |ooking around.

"Ch, yes. | couldn't find anything about himin the paper.'

"I"'mnot surprised,' said M Vicenti, in a low

and | evel voice. 'In those days, there were things they didn't put in.'

'You go away, boy. You're neddling with things you don't understand,' said
M Gimnm 'You're inperilling your imortal soul. And theirs. You go away, you
bad boy.'

Johnny stared. Then he | ooked back at the street, at the dancers, and the
scientists around the tele- phone box. A bit further along there was Stanley
Roundway, in shorts that cane down to his knees, showing a group of sonewhat
ol der dead how to play football. He had 'L' and 'R stencilled on his footbal
boot s.

M Vicenti was staring straight ahead.

"Um— said Johnny.

"I can't help you there,' said M Vicenti. 'That sort of thing is up to
you.'

He must have wal ked home. He didn't really renenber. But he woke up in bed.

Johnny wondered what the dead did on Sundays. Bl ackbury on Sundays went
t hrough some sort of boredom barrier and out the other side.

Most peopl e did what people traditionally do on Sundays, which was dress up
neatly and get in the car and go for famly worship at the Megasuper Saver
Garden Centre, just outside the town. There was a kind of tide of potted
pl ants that were brought back to get killed off by the central heating in tine
for next week's visit.

And the mall was | ocked up. There wasn't even anywhere to hang around.

' The point about being dead in this town,' said Wbbler, as they nooched
along the towpath, '"is that it's probably hard to tell the difference.'

'Did anyone hear the radio |last night? said Johnny.

No-one had. He felt a bit relieved.

"When | grow up,' said Whbbler, '"I'mgoing to be out of here like a shot.
Just you watch. That's what this place is. It's a place to come from It's not
a place to stay.'

"Where're you going to go, then?' said Johnny.

"There's a huge big world out there!' said Whbbler. 'Muntains! Americal
Australia! Tons of places!’

"You told ne the other day you' d probably get a job working at your uncle's
pl ace over on the trading estate,' said Bi gnac.

"Yes . . . well ... | mean, all those places' 11 be there, won't they, for
when | get time to go,' said Wbbler

7 thought you were going to be a big man in conmputers,' said Yo-Iess.

"l could be. | could be. If |I wanted.'

"If there's a miracle and you pass Maths and English, you nean,' said
Bi gmac.

"I"'mjust nore practically gifted,' said Wbbler

"You mean you just press keys until something happens.'

"Wl l? Often things do happen.'

"I"'mgoing to join the Arny,' said Bigmac. 'The SAS.'

"Huh. The flat feet and the asthma will be a
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big help there, then,' said Wbbler. 'l can just see they'll want you to
[inp out and wheeze on terrorists.'

"I "mpretty certain | want to get a |law degree and a nedi cal degree,’
sai d Yo-less, to keep the peace.

'That's good. That way they won't be able to sue you if you chop the wong
bits off,' said Bignmac.

No-one really lost their tenmper. This was all part of hangi ng around.

"What about you?' said Wobbler. 'Wiat do you want to be?

" Dunno,' said Johnny.

"Didn't you go to the careers evening | ast week?

Johnny nodded. It had been full of Geat Futures. There was a Geat Future
inretail marketing. There was a Great Future in wholesale distri- bution
There was a Geat Future in the armed forces, although probably not for
Bi gnac, who'd been allowed to hold a machi ne gun and had dropped it on his
foot. But Johnny couldn't find a G eat Future with any future init.

"What | want to be,' he said, 'is sonething they haven't got a nanme for
yet.'

' Ch, yeah?' said Whbbler. "Like, in two years' time someone's going to
i nvent the Wurgl esplat, and when they start |ooking around for Vurgl espl at
operators, you're going to be first in the queue, right?

They went through the cenmetery. The others, w thout saying anything,
bunched up slightly. But there were no dead peopl e around.

"You can't just hang around waiting for G eat
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Futures, that's the point,' Johnny nurnured.

'"Hey,' said Yo-less, in a dismally jolly voice, 'nmy mum says why don't you
guys cone to church tonight?

"It won't work,' said Whbbler, afterawhile. 'You say that every week.'

' She says it'd be good for you. Especially Sinon.'

"Sinon?' said Wobbl er

'Me,' said Bigmac.

' She says you need | ooking after,' said Yo-Iess.

"I didn't know you were called Sinmon,' said Wbbler

Bi gmac si ghed. He had ' Bl ackbury Skins' on his T-shirt, a suede haircut,
great big boots, great big braces and LOVE and HAT in Biro on his knuck- |esl
but for sone reason Yo-less's mum thought he needed a proper hone. Bi gnmac
lived in dread that Bazza and Skazz, the only other Skins in Blackbury, would
find out and confiscate his official braces.

'She said you're all growi ng up heathens,' said Yo-Iess.

"Wll, I"'mgoing to a funeral at the cremtonor- row,' said Johnny. 'That's
al nost church."’

" Anyone inportant?' said Wbbl er

"I'"'mnot sure,' said Johnny.

Johnny was amazed that so many people had cone to Thomas Atkins's funeral
but that was because they'd really cone to the one before it. Al there was
for Atkins's was hinmself and a stiff-Iooking old

1 Th'e '£ kept rubbing off.
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man in a blazer fromthe British Legion and the nurse from Sunshi ne Acres.
And the vicar, who did his best, but had never nmet Tomry Atkins so had to put
toget her his sernmon out of a sort of kit of Proper Things to Say. And then
some recorded organ nusic. And that was it.

The chapel snelled of new wood and fl oor polish

The three others kept |ooking at Johnny in an enbarrassed way, as if they
felt he shouldn't be there but didn't know exactly how to put it.

He heard a faint sound behind him just as the recorded nusic started up

He turned around, and there were the dead, seated in rows. The Al derman had
taken his hat off and was sitting stiffly at attention. Even WIliam Stickers
had tried to | ook respectable. Solonmon Einstein's hair stood out |ike a halo.

The nurse was talking to the man in the blazer. Johnny | eaned back so that



he coul d speak to M Fl etcher

"Why are you here?' he whi spered.

"It's allowed,' said M Fletcher. 'We used to go to all the funerals in the
cenetery. Help themsettle in. Make themwel conme. It's always a bit of a
shock. "'

" Oh.

"And . . . seeing as you were here... we thought we'd see if we coul d make
it. M Vicenti said it was worth a try. W're getting better at it!’

The nurse handed Tomy Atkins's box to the British Legi on man and wal ked
out, waving at Johnny uncertainly as she went past. And then

the vicar ushered the man through anot her door, giving Johnny another funny
| ook.

Qut si de, the October sun was shining weakly, but it was managi ng to shine.
Johnny went outside and waited.

Eventual Iy the man cane out, holding two boxes this tine.

"Uh,' said Johnny, standing up. 'Um'

"Yes, lad? The lady fromthe Hone said you' re doing a project for school .’

Doing a project. It was amazing. |If Saddam Hussein had said he was doing a
school project on Kuwait, he'd have found Iife a | ot easier

"Um yes. Unh. Can | ask you some stuff?

"OfF course, yes.' The man sat down heavily on one of the benches. He wal ked
with a linmp, and sat with one leg stretched out straight in front of him
Johnny was surprised to see that he was probably as old as G andad, but he had
that dried- out, suntanned | ook of a man who keeps hinself fit and is probably

still going to be captain of the bow s club when he's eighty.
"Well . . . when M Atkins said . . .' Johnny began. '| mean, he used to
say that he was "the one". | know about the Bl ackbury Pals. | know they al

got killed except him But | don't think that's what he nmeant . . .'

" You know about the Pals, do you? How?'

"Read it in an old newspaper.'

'Ch. But you don't know about Tonmy Atkins?

"Well, yes, he—
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"No, | nean Tommy Atkins. | neant, why he' so proud of the nane. What the
nanme nmeant ?

"I don't understand that,' said Johnny.

"What do they teach you in school these days?

Johnny didn't answer. He could tell it wasn't* really a question. j

"You see - in the Great War, the First Wrld War . . . when a new recruit
joined the Arny he had to fill in his pay book, yes? You know? Name and
address and that sort of thing? And to help themdo it, the Arny did a kind of
guide to howto fill it in, and on the guide, where it said Name, they put:
Thomas Atkins. It was just a nane. Just to show themthat's where their nane
shoul d be. Like: John Smith. But it ... well, it became a sort of joke. Tonmy

Atkins came to mean the average sol dier—
"Li ke The Man In The Street?

"Yes . . . very much like that. It was a nicknane for a soldier, | do know
that. Tommy Atkins —the British Tommy.'

"So . . . inawy . . . all soldiers were Tonmry Atkins?

"Yes. | suppose you could put it like that. OF course, that's a rather

fanci ful way of —
'"But he was a real person. He snoked a pipe and everything.'

"Well, | suppose the Arny used it because they thought it was a conmon sort
of name. So there was bound to be a real Tommy Atkins somewhere. | know he was
very proud of his name. | do know that."'

'"Was he the last man alive who fought in the

war ?'

'"Ch, no. Good heavens, no. But he was the |l ast one fromaround here, that's
for certain. The last of the Pals.'



Johnny felt a change in the air.

'"He was a strange old boy. | used to go and see himevery year at—
There was a noi se that mght be made if a handful of silence was stretched
thin and then plucked, like a guitar string.

Johnny | ooked around. Now there were three people sitting on the bench
Tommy Atkins had his peaked hat on his knees. The uniformdidn't really
fit. He was still an old man, so his skinny neck stuck out of his collar like
a tortoise's. He had an ol d-fashi oned sort of face - one designed to wear a
cloth cap and work in the rubber boot factory. He saw Johnny staring at him
and wi nked, and gave himthe thunmbs-up sign. Then he went back to gazing

intently at the road |l eading into the car park

Behi nd Johnny, the dead filed quietly out of the building, the ol der ones
com ng through the wall, the younger ones still using the door out of habit.
They didn't say anything. They just stood and | ooked expectantly towards the
mai n road.

VWere, marching through the cars, were the Bl ackbury Pals.
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Chapter 6

The Pal s swung up the road, keeping perfectly in step.

None of themwere old. They all |ooked like their photograph

But then, Tommy Atkins didn't | ook old any nore. It was a young nan who got
to his feet, marched out into the car park, turned, and sal uted Johnny and the
dead.

Then, as the Pals strode past, he stepped neatly into the gap they'd left
for him Al thirty nen wheel ed about, and marched away.

The dead streaned after them They appeared to walk slowy while at the
same time nmoved very fast, so that, in a few seconds, the car park was enpty
even of its ghosts.

'"He's going back to France,' said Johnny. Sud- denly, he felt quite
cheerful, even though he could feel the tears running down his face.

The British Legion man, who had been tal ki ng, stopped.

"What ?' he said.

"Tomrmy Atkins. He's going back.'

"How di d you know t hat ?

Johnny realized he'd been tal king al oud.

" Uh—
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The British Legion man rel axed.

"I expect the lady fromthe Home told you, did she? He nentioned it in his
will. Wuld you like a handkerchief?

"Uh. No. I'mall right," said Johnny. 'Yes. She told ne.'

'Yes, we're taking himback this week. He gave us a map reference. Very
precise, too.' The man patted the second box he'd been given which, Johnny
suddenly realized, probably contained all that was left in this world of
Atkins, T, apart froma few medal s and sone faded phot ographs.

"What will you have to do?' he said.

"Just scatter his ashes. W'll have a little cerenony.'

"Where ... the Pals died?

"That's right. He was al ways tal king about them | do know that."'
"Sir?

The nman | ooked up.

' Yes?'

"My nane's John Maxwell. What's yours?

"Atterbury. Ronald Atterbury.’

He extended a hand. They shook hands, solemly.

"Are you Arthur Maxwell's grandson? He used to work for me at the boot
factory.'

"Yes. Sir?

' Yes?'



Johnny knew what the answer was going to be. He could feel it |oom ng ahead
of him But you had to ask the question, so that the
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answer could exist. He took a deep breath.

"Are you related to Sergeant Atterbury? He was one of the Pals.’

'"He was ny father.’

Coh.

"I never saw him He married nmy nmot her before' he went off to the war.
There was a lot of that sort of thing. There always is. Excuse me, young nan,
but shouldn't you be in school ?'

"No,' said Johnny.

'Real y?'

"I should be here. |I'm absolutely sure about that,' said Johnny. 'But |'d
better be getting to school, anyway. Thanks for talking to ne.'

"I hope you haven't m ssed any inportant |essons.'

"History.'

"That's very inportant.'

‘Can | ask you one nore question?'

' Yes?'

"Tormy Atkins's medals. Were they for any- thing special?

' They were canpai gn nedals. Soldiers got them really, for just staying
alive. And for being there. He went all the way through the war, you know
Right to the end. Didn't even get wounded.'

Johnny wal ked back down the drive barely no- ticing the world around him
Sonet hi ng i nportant had happened, and he alone of all the living had seen it,
and it was right.

CGetting medals for being there was right, too. Sometines being there was
all you could do

102

He | ooked back when he reached the road. M Atterbury was still sitting on
the bench with the two boxes beside him staring at the trees as if he'd never
seen them before. Just staring, as if he could see right through them all the
way to France.

Johnny hesitated, and then started back

"No,' said M Vicenti, right behind him

He'd been waiting by the bus shelter. Haunting it, al nost.

"I was only going to—

'Yes, you were,' said M Vicenti. 'And what would you say? That you'd seen
t hen? What good woul d that do? Perhaps he's seeing themtoo, inside his head.'

"Vl —

"It wouldn't work.'

"But if |+

"If you did sonmething like that a few hundred years ago you'd probably be
hung for witchcraft. Last century they'd lock you up. | don't know what they'd
do now.'

Johnny relaxed a little. The urge to run back up the driveway had faded.

"Put me on television, | expect,' he said, walking al ong the road.

"Well, we don't want that,' said M Vicenti. He wal ked too, although his
feet didn't always neet the ground.

"It's just that if | could nmake people see that—

' Maybe,' said M Vicenti. 'But naking people see anything is a |long, hard
job - excuse ne . S

He jerked his shoulder a bit, like a man trying to
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find a difficult itch, and then pulled a pair of doves frominside his
j acket.

'"They breed in there, I'msure,' he said, watching themfly away and
di sappear. 'What are you going to do now?'

'School. And don't say it's very inportant.'

"l said nothing.'



They reached the entrance to the cenetery. Johnny could just see the big
sign on the old factory site next door, its blue sky glow ng again the dustier
bl ue-grey of the real sky.

"They'll start taking us out the day after tonmorrow,' said M Vicenti.

"I"'msorry. Like |l said, | wish there was something | could do.'

"You may have done it already."'

Johnny si ghed.

"If I ask you what you nean, you'll say it's hard to explain, right?

"I think so. Cone. You mght enjoy this.'

There wasn't even a dead soul in the cenetery. Even the rook had gone,
unless it was a crow

But there was a | ot of noise coming fromthe canal

The dead were swinmng. Well, some of themwere. Ms Liberty was. She was
wearing a long swiming costune that reached fromneck to knees, but she stil
kept her hat on.

The Al derman had stripped off his | ong robe and chain, and was sitting on
the canal bank in his shirtsleeves and sone braces that could have

nmoored a ship. Johnny wondered how t he dead changed cl othes, or felt the
heat, but he supposed it was all habit. If you thought your shirt was off,
there it was . . . off

As for swming . . . there was no splash when they dived, just the
faintest of shimrers, that spread out like ripples and vani shed very quickly.
And when they surfaced they didn't ook wet. It dawned on Johnny that when a
ghost (he had to use that word in his head) junped into the water, the ghost
didn't get wet, the water got ghostly.

Not all of them were having fun, though. At |east, not the usual sort. M
Fl etcher and Sol onon Einstein and a few others were clustered around one of
t he dunped tel evisions.

"What are they doing?" said Johnny.

"Trying to make it work,' said M Vicenti.

Johnny | aughed. The screen had been smashed. Rain had dripped into the case
for years. There was even grass growi ng out of it.

"That' Il never— he began

There was a crackle. A picture formed in the air, on a screen that wasn't
there any nore.

M Fl etcher stood up and sol enmmly shook Sol oron Ei nstein's hand.

" Anot her successful nmarriage of advanced theor- etics and practica
know how, M Einstein.'

"A shtep in the right direction, M Fletcher.'

Johnny stared at the flickering inages. The pic- ture was in beautiful
col our.

Enl i ght enment dawned.

"It's the ghost of the television? he said.
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"Vot a clever boy!' said Sol onbn Einstein.

"But with inprovenents,' said M Fletcher

Johnny peered inside the case. It was full of; old |eaves and stai ned,
twisted metal. But over the top of it, shimering gently, was the pearly
outline of the ghost of the machine, purring away wi thout electricity. At
| east, apparently without electricity. Who knew where the electricity went
when the Iight was swi tched off?

"Oh, wow.'

He stood up and pointed to the scumy green surface of the canal

' Somewhere down there there's an old Ford Capri,' he said. 'Wbbler said he
saw sone nen dunp it in there once.'

"I shall see to it directly,' said M Fletcher. 'The internal conbustion
engine certainly could do with some inprovenents.'

"But. . . look . . . machines aren't alive, so how can they have ghosts?'

'"But zey have existence,' said Einstein. 'Fromnop- nment to nmonent. Zo, we



find the right nonent, yes?'

'Sounds a bit occult,' said Johnny.

"No! It is physicsl It is beyond physics. It is— he waved bot h hands
excitedly, 'netaphysics. Fromthe G eek nmeta, meaning "beyond", and physika,

meaning . . . er . . .
"Physics,' said M Vicenti.
"Exactly!"
'Not hi ng ever finishes. Nothing's ever really over.'
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It was Johnny who said that. He was surprised at hinself.
"Correct! Are you a physicist?

'Me?' said Johnny. 'l don't know anythi ng about science!’
"Marvel | ous! ldeal qualification!' said Einstein.
' What ?'

"Ignorance is very inportant! It is an absolutely essential step in the
| ear ni ng process!’

M Fletcher tw ddl ed the ghost of a tuning knob

"Wll, we're all right now,' he said, watching a programe in what sounded
i ke Spani sh. 'Over here, everyone!’

'"How very interesting,' said Ms Liberty, dress- ing herself in the blink
of an eye. 'Mniature cinemat ography?'

VWhen Johnny left they were all in front of the busted tel evision, arguing
over what to watch

Except for M Gimm He stood a little apart, hands fol ded obediently,
wat chi ng t hem

"There will be trouble because of this,' he said. 'This is disobedience.
Meddl ing with the physical.'

He had a small noustache as well as gl asses and, in daylight, Johnny saw
that the | enses were those thick ones that seemto hide the person's eyes.

"There'll be trouble,' he said again. "And it will be your fault, John
Maxwel I . You're getting themexcited. Is this any way for the dead to behave?
Two invisible eyes followed him 'M Gim?' said Johnny. 'Yes? 'Wo are
you?'
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"That's none of your business.'

"No, but it's just that everyone el se always tal ks | about—

7 happen to believe in decency. | believe |life J should be taken seriously.
There is a proper way ; to conduct oneself. / certainly don't intend to
indulge in this foolish behaviour.'

"I didn't nean to—

M Gimmturned around and wal ked stiffly to his little stone under the
trees. He sat down with his arnms folded, and glared at Johnny.

"No good will cone of it," he said.

He said he'd been to see a specialist. That was al ways a good one. Teachers
generally didn't ask any nore questions.

At break, Wobbl er had News.

"My numsaid there's going to be a big neet- ing about it in the Gvic
Centre tonight, with television there and everything.'

"It won't do any good,' said Yo-less. 'It's been going on for ages. It's
too late. There's been all kinds of inquiries and stuff.'

"I asked ny num about building things on old graveyards and she says they
have to get a vicar in to desecrate the site first,' said Whbbler. 'That
shoul d be worth seeing.'

"It's de-consecrate,' said Yo-less. 'Desecrate is all to do with
sacrificing goats and things.'

Wbbl er | ooked wi stful

"l suppose there's no chance—

' None!'
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"I"'mgoing to go along tonight,' said Johnny. 'And you | ot ought to cone.'



"It won't do any good,' said Yo-Iess.

"Yes it will,' said Johnny.

"Look, the place has still been sold,' said Yo-less. 'l know you're sort of
wound up about it, but it's all over.'

'"Going along will still do some good.' He knewit, in the sane way he'd
known the Pals were inportant. Not for reasons. Just-because it was.

"WIl there be any. . . freak winds?' said Bignac.

"How do / know? Shouldn't think so. They're all watching tel evision.'

The ot her three exchanged gl ances.

' The dead are watching tel evision? said Wbbler

"That's right. And | know you're all trying to think of funny things to
say. Just don't say them They're watching television. They' ve made an old TV
set work.'

"Well, | suppose it passes the time,' said Wbbler

"I don't think they experience tine like we do,' said Johnny.

Yo-less slid down of f the wall

"Talking of time,' he said, 'I'mnot sure tonor- row would be a good tine
to go hangi ng around ceneteries.'

"Why not?' said Bi gmac.

"You know what day it is?

' Tuesday,' said Johnny.

'Hal | oween,' said Wbbler. 'You're all coming to ny party, renenber?
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" Whoops,' said Bignac.

"The principle is astonishingly sinple,' said M Fletcher. 'A tiny point of
light! That's all it is! Wizzing backwards and forwards inside a gl ass
bottle. Basically it's a therm onic valve. Mich easier to control than sound
waves—

'Excuse me,' said Ms Liberty. 'Wen you stand in front of the screen you
make the picture go blurred."'

"Sorry.' M Fletcher went back and sat down. 'What's happeni ng now?'

The dead were ranged in rows, fascinated.

"M MKenzie has told Dawn that Janine can't go to Doraleen's party,' said
William Stickers, with- out taking his eyes off the screen

"I must say,' said the Alderman, '| thought Australia was a bit different.
Mor e kangaroos and fewer young wonen in unsuitable clothing.'

"I"'mquite happy with the young wonen,' said WIIliam Stickers.

"M Stickers! For shame! You're deadV

"But | have a very good nenory, Ms Liberty.

"Ch. Is it over? said Solonon Einstein, as the credits rolled up the

screen and the Cobbers theme tune rolled over the canal. 'But there iss the
nmystery of who took the noney from M ck's coat!’
"The man in the television just said there will be another performance

tomorrow,' said Ms Liberty. 'W nust be sure not to miss it.'
"It is getting dark,' said M Vicenti, fromthe back of the group. 'Tinme we
were getting back.'

no

The dead | ooked across at the cenmetery. 'If we want to go, that is,' he
added. He was snmiling faintly.

The dead were silent. Then the Alderman said, 'Well, I'mblowed if I'm
goi ng back in there.' 'Thonas Bow er!' snapped Ms Liberty. '"Wll, if a man
can't swear when he's dead, it's a poor |ookout. Blowed, blowed, blowed. And
damm,' said the Alderman. '| nean, |ook, will you? There's radio and
television and all sorts. There's things going on! | don't see why we should

go back in there. It's dull. No way.' 'No way?

WIlliam Stickers nudged Ms Liberty. 'That's Australian for "certainly
not",' he whispered.

"But staying where we're put is proper' said Ms Liberty. 'W have to stay
where we' ve been put— ' Ahem

It was M G imm The dead | ooked at their feet.



"I entirely agree,' he said. "Oh. Hello, Eric,' said the A derman col dly.
Eric Gimnfolded his hands on his chest and beanmed at them This worried even
the dead. The thickness of his glasses sonehow made his eyes get |ost, so that
all that was on the other side of themwas pinkness.

"WIl you listen to what you are saying? he said. 'You re dead. Act your
age. It's over.' He waved a finger. 'You know what will happen if you | eave.
You know what will happen if you're too |ong

in

away. It's dreadful to think about, isn't it? You' re letting this idiot
child get you all upset.’

The dead tried not to neet his gaze. Wien you were dead, there were sone
things that you knew, in the same way that when you were alive you knew about
breathing. It was that a day would cone. And you had to be prepared. There'd
be a final sunrise, and you had to face it, and be ready.

A final sunrise. The day of judgenment. It could be any day. You had to be
ready.

"Not gallivanting offapeing your juniors,' said M Gimm who seened to
read their thoughts. 'W're dead. So we wait here, |ike decent people. Not go

dabbling in the Ordinary.' - The dead shuffled their feet.
"Well, I've waited eighty years,' said the Alderman, at last. "If it
happens tonight, it happens. |1'mgoing to go and have a | ook around. Anyone

el se com ng?

"Yes. Me,' said WIlliam Stickers, standing up

" Anyone el se?

About hal f the dead stood up. A few nore | ooked around and decided to join
them There was sonet hing about M Ginmmthat made you want to be on the other
si de.

"You will get lost!" warned M Ginm 'Some- thing will go wong, you know
And then you'll be wandering around forever, and you'll . . . forget.'

"I"ve got descendants out there,' said the Al dernan.

"W've all got descendants,' said Ms Liberty.
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"And we know what the rules are. And so do you.' She | ooked enbarrassed.

There were rules. You were never told them any nore than you were told
t hat things dropped when you let go of them They were just there.

But the Al dernman was unbudgeable in a sullen kind of way.

'"At least 1'mgoing to have a | ook around. Check out ny old haunts,' he
nut t er ed.

"Haunts?' said WIIiam Stickers.

' Check out?' said Ms Liberty.

"That's nmodern talk for— WIIliam Stickers began

"I"'msure | don't want to know' Ms Liberty stood up. 'The very idea!

"There's a world out there, and we helped to make it, and now | want to
find out what it's like,' said the Al derman sul kily.

'Besides,' said M Vicenti, '"if we stick together no-one will forget who
they are, and we'll all go further.'

M's Liberty shook her head.

"Well, if you insist on going, then | suppose someone with sonme Sense

shoul d acconmpany you,' she said.

The dead nmarched off in, as it were, a body, down the canal path and
towards to the town centre. That left only M Einstein and M Fl etcher, stil
sitting happily beside their tel evision

"What's got into then?' said M Fletcher. 'They're acting al nost alive.'

"It is disgusting,' said M Gimm but sonmehow

in a triunphant tone of voice, as if seeing people acting badly was very
sati sfying.

' Sol omon here says that space is a delusion,' said M Fletcher. 'Therefore,
it is inpossible to go anywhere. O to be anywhere, either.'

Ei nstein spat on his hands and tried to smooth down his hair.

'"On ze other hand— he said, 'there was a nice little pub in Cable Street.'



"You woul dn't get a drink, Solly,' said M Fletcher. 'They don't serve
spirits.'

"I used to like it in there,' said Einstein, wistfully. "After a hard day
stuffing foxes, it wass nice to relax of an evenink.'

"You did say space was a delusion,' said M Fletcher. 'Anyway, | thought we
were going to do sone nore work on the television. You said there was no
t heoretical reason why we shouldn't be able to nake—

"I zink,' said M Einstein carefully, 'I would like to fool nyself a
little.'

And then there was only M Ginm He turned back, still smling in a glassy
ki nd of way, and settled down and waited for themto return.
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Chapter 7

The Frank W Arnold Civic Centre neeting roomwas about half full.

It smelled of chlorine fromthe swi nm ng baths, and of dust, and fl oor
pol i sh, and wooden chairs. Occasionally people would wander in thinking the
nmeeting was the AGM of the bowls club, and then try to wander out again,
pushi ng on the bar on the door marked 'Pull' and then glaring at it as if only
an idiot would put '"Pull' on a door you pulled. The speakers spent a | ot of
the tine asking people at the back if they could hear, and then holding the
nm crophone too close to the | oudspeakers, and then soneone tried to make the
PA system work properly, and blew a fuse, and went to find the caretaker,
pushing on the door for a while Iike a hanster trying to find the way out of
its treadm||.

In fact, it was |like every other public neet- ing Johnny had ever attended.
Probably on Jupiter seven-legged aliens had nmeetings in icy halls snell- ing
of chlorine, he thought, with the nicrophones how ing, and creatures
frantically TZaing' at doors clearly marked 'pnr'.

There were one or two of his teachers in the audi ence. That was anmazing.
You never really thought of them doing anything after school. You

never knew about people, |ike you never knew how, deep a pond was because
all you saw was the top. And he recogni zed one or two people he'd seen in the
cenetery wal king their dogs or just sitting' on the seats. They | ooked out of
pl ace.

There were a couple of people fromUnited Amal gamat ed Consol i dat ed
Hol di ngs, and a man fromthe Council planning office, and the chairnman of
Bl ackbury Muni ci pal Authority, who |ooked a lot |like Ms Liberty and turned
out to be a Mss Liberty. (Johnny wondered if Ms Liberty was her
great - grandnot her or sonething, but it would be hard to ask; you couldn't very
wel | say, 'Hey, you look like this dead | ady, are you related?")

They didn't ook out of place. They | ooked as though they were used to
pl at f or is.

Johnny found he couldn't listen to them properly. The pock-pock fromthe
squash court on the other side of the wall punctuated the sentences |like a
rain of full stops, and the rattling of the door bar was a sem -col on

"—better. Future. For the young; people of our city—

Most of the people in the audience were nid- dle aged. They listened to al
t he speakers very intently.

'—assure the good. People, of Blackbury; that. We. At United Consoli dat ed;

Hol di ngs val ue. Pub- lic. Opinion nost highly: and have no intention. OF—
Words poured out. He could feel themfilling up the hall.
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And afterwards - he told hinself, in the priv- acy of his own head —
afterwards, the day after tonorrow, the cenetery would be shut, no matter what
anyone said. It'd vanished into the past just like the old boot factory. And
then the past would be rolled up and tucked away in ol d newspapers, just like
the Pals. Unl ess soneone did sonet hing.

Life was difficult enough already. Let someone el se say sonet hing.

'—Aot even a particularly fine exanple. O Edwardi an funereal scul pture.
Wth—



The words would fill up the hall until they were higher than people's
heads. They were snooth, soothing words. Soon they'd close over the top of al
the tril bies and woolly hats, and everyone would be sitting there |like sea
anenones.

They'd cone here with things to say, even if they didn't know how to say
t hem

The thing was to keep your head down.

But if you did keep your head down, you'd drown in other people's words.

'"—fully taken into. Account; at every stage of the planning process—

Johnny stood up, because it was that or drown- ing. He felt his head break
t hrough the tide of words, and he breathed in. And then out.

' Excuse me, please?' he said.

The White Swan in Cable Street, known for years as The Dirty Duck, was a
traditional English pub, with a 'Nuke the Gook' video nmachi ne that Shakespeare
hi nsel f ni ght have played. It was crowded, and
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noi sy with el ectronic expl osions and the jukebox.
In one corner, wedged between the video quiz gane and the wall, in a black

felt hat, nursing half a pint of Guinness, was nmad old Ms Tachyon.

Mad is a word used about people who've either got no senses or several nore
t han nost ot her people.

M's Tachyon was the only one who noticed the drop in tenperature. She
| ooked up, and grinned a one-toothed grin.

The patch of chilly air drifted across the crowded roomuntil it came up
agai nst the jukebox. Frost steaned off it for a second.

The tune changed.

' "Roses are Blooming in Piccardy",' said Ms Tachyon happily. 'Yes!'

She watched carefully as people clustered around the nachine and started to
thunp it. Then they pulled the plug, which made no difference.

The barmai d screaned and dropped a tray of drinks when the ganmes nachi ne
expl oded and caught fire.

Then the lights fused.

A minute or two later, Ms Tachyon was left in the dark, listening to the
barman cursing some- where in a back roomas fuses kept bl ow ng

It was quite pleasant, sitting in the warm gl ow of the melted machinery.

Fromthe weckage on the floor, the ghosts of two pints of beer detached
thenmsel ves and fl oated across to the table.

' Cheers!' said Ms Tachyon
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The chai rnman of the Council | ooked over her gl asses.

"Questions at the end, please.’

Johnny wavered. But if he sat down, the words would cl ose over his head
agai n.

"When is the end, please? he said.

Johnny felt everyone | ooking at him

The chai rman gl anced at the other speakers. She had a habit, Johnny
noti ced, of closing her eyes when she started a sentence and openi ng t hem
suddenly at the end, so that they'd | eap out and surprise you.

"When [cl ose] we've fully. Discussed. The situa- tion. And then | wll call
for [open!] questions.'

Johnny decided to swimfor the shore.
"But 1'll have to | eave before the end,' he said. '|I have to be in bed by
ten.'

There was a general murmur of approval fromthe audi ence. It was clear that
nost of them ap- proved of the idea of anyone under thirty being in bed by
ten. It was alnost true, anyway. He was generally in his roomaround ten
al t hough there was no telling when the lights actually went off.

"Let the lad ask his question,' said a voice fromnear the front.

' He's doing a project,' said another voice. Johnny recognized M



Atterbury, sitting bolt upright. "Ch . . . very well. Wat was it, young nman?

"Um ' Johnny felt themall [ooking at him 'Well, the thing is ... the thing
want to knowis ... is there anything that anyone can say here,
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tonight, that's going to make any difference?

"That [close] hardly seenms an appropriate sort of [open!] question,' said
t he chai rman severely.

' Seens damed good to ne,' said M Atterbury. 'Wiy doesn't the man from
United Amal agamat ed Consol i dated Hol di ngs answer the boy? Just a sim ple
answer woul d do.'

The United man gave Johnny a frank, open snile

"W shall, of course, take all views very deeply into consideration,' he
said. 'And—

"But there's a sign up saying that you're going to build anyway,' said
Johnny. "Only | don't think many people want the old cenetery built on. So

you'll take the sign down, will you?
"W have in fact bought the—
"You paid fivepence,' said Johnny. 'I'Il give you a pound.'

Peopl e started to | augh.

"I"ve got a question too,' said Yo-less, standing up

The chai rman, who had her mouth open, hesi- tated. Yo-less was beani ng at
her, defying her to tell himto sit down.

"W' || take the question fromthe other young man, the one in the shirt -
no, not you, the— she began

' The bl ack one,' said Yo-less, helpfully. "Wiy did the Council sell the
cenetery in the first place?

The chai rman brightened up at this one.

"I [close] think we have covered that very fully [open!],' she said. 'The
cost of upkeep—
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Bi gmac nudged Johnny, pointed at a sheet of figures everyone had been
gi ven, and whispered in his ear

"But | don't see how there's much upkeep in a cenmetery,' said Yo-Iless.

' Sendi ng sonmeone in once or twice a year to cut the branbles down doesn't
sound |i ke nuch of a cost to ne.'

"W'd do it for nothing,' said Johnny.

"Wul d we?' whispered Wbbler, who liked fresh air to be something that
happened to other people, preferably a | ong way off

Peopl e were turning round in their seats.

The chairman gave a loud sigh, to make it clear that Johnny was being just
too stupid but that she was putting up with himneverthel ess.

"The fact, young man, as | have explained time and again, is that it is
sinmply too expensive to maintain a cemetery that is—

As he listened, red with enmbarrassnment, Johnny renenbered about the chance
to have another go. He could just put up with it and shut up, and for ever
after he'd wonder what woul d have happened, and then when he died that angel -
al t hough, as things were going at the noment, angels were in short supply even
after you were dead —woul d say, hey, would you have |liked to have found out
what happened? And he'd say yes, really, and the angel would send hi mback and
maybe this was—He pulled hinmself together. 'No,' he said, "it isn't sinmply
t oo expensive.' The wonman stopped in md-sentence. 'How dare you interrupt
me!' she snapped.
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Johnny pl oughed on. "It says in your papers here that the cenetery nmakes a
|l oss. But a cemetery can't make a loss. It's not |ike a business or sonething.
It just is. My friend Bigmac here says what you're calling a loss is just the
val ue of the land for building offices. It's the rates and taxes you'd get
from Uni ted Amal agamat ed Consol i dated Hol di ngs. But the dead can't pay taxes
so they're not worth anything.'

The man from United Amal agamat ed Consoli- dated Hol di ngs opened his nouth



to say sonething, but the chairnman stopped him

"A denocratically el ected Council — she began

"I"'d like to raise a few points concerning that,' said M Atterbury. 'There
are certain things about this sale which | should |like to see nore clearly
explained in a denocratic way.'

"I"ve had a good | ook round the cenetery,' said Johnny, plunging on. 'l've
been . . . do- ing a project. |I've walked round it a lot. It's full of stuff
It doesn't nmatter that no-one in there is really fanobus. They were fanous
here. They lived and got on with things and died. They were people. It's wong
to think that the past is sone- thing that's just gone. It's still there. It's
just that you've gone past. If you drive through a town, it's still there in
the rear-viewmrror. Time is a road, but it doesn't roll up behind you.
Things aren't over just because they're past. Do you see that?
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Peopl e told one another that it was getting chilly for the tine of year
Little points of coldness drifted around the town.

Screen K at the Bl ackbury Odeon was showi ng a 24-hour, non-stop Hall oween
Speci al , but people kept coming out. It was too cold in there, they said. And
it was creepy. Arnpit, the manager, who was one of Wbbbler's nortal enem es,
and who | ooked like two men in one dinner jacket, said it was supposed to be
creepy. They said not that creepy. There were voices that you didn't exactly
hear, and they - well, you kept getting the inpres- sion that people were
sitting right beh—Well, let's go and get a burger. Somewhere brightly- lit.

Pretty soon there was hardly anyone in there at all except Ms Tachyori
who' d bought a ticket because it was somewhere in the warm and spent nost of
the time asl eep.

"Elm Street? Elm Street? Wasn't there an Elm Street down by Beech Lane?
"I don't think it was this one. | don't renenber this sort of thing going
on.'

She didn't mind the voices at all

"Freddie. Now that's a N CE nane.'

They were conpany, in a way.

"And that's a nice junper.'

And a | ot of people had |eft popcorn and things behind in their hurry to
get out.

"But | don't think THAT' S very nice.'

The next filmwas Ghostbusters, followed by Wdnesday of the Living Dead.
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It seened to Ms Tachyon that the voices, whicl didn't exist anyway, had
gone very quiet.

Everyone was staring at Johnny now.

"And . . . and,' said Johnny, ' ... if we forget; about them we're just a
ot of people living in ... in buildings. W need themto tell us who we are.
They built this city. They did all the daft human things that turn a | ot of
buildings into a place for people. It's wong to throw all that away.'

The chai rman shuffled the papers in front of her

"Neverthel ess [cl oseJ, we have to deal with the [open!] present day,' she
sai d brusquely. 'The dead are no |onger here and | amafraid they do not
vote.'

"You're wong. They are here and they have got a vote,' said Johnny. 'l've
been working it out. In ny head. It's called tradition. And they outvote us
twenty to one.'

Everyone went quiet. Nearly as quiet as the unseen audience in Screen K

Then M Atterbury started to clap. Someone else joined in -Johnny saw it
was the nurse from Sunshine Acres. Pretty soon everyone was clapping, in a
polite yet firmway.

M Atterbury stood up again.

"M Atterbury, sit down,' said the chairman. 'I amrunning this neeting,
you know. '

"I amafraid this does not appear to be the case,’ said M Atterbury. 'I'm



standing up and I'mgoing to speak. The boy is right. Too much has been

taken away, | do know that. You dug up the High Street. It had a | ot of
smal | shops. People lived there. Nowit's all wal kways and plastic signs and
people are afraid of it at night. Afraid of the town where they live! 1'd be
ashaned of that, if I was you. And we had a coat of arms for the town, up on
the Town Hall. Now we've got some kind of plastic |ogo thing. And you took the
old allotnents and built the Neil Arnstrong Shopping Mall and all the little
shops went out of business. And they were beautiful, those allotnents.’

' They were a ness!’

'"Ch, yes. A beautiful mess. Home-made green- houses made of old w ndow
frames nailed together. Ad nen sitting out in front of their sheds in old
chairs. Vegetables and dogs and children all over the place. | don't know
where all those people went, do you? And then you knocked down a | ot of houses
and built the big tower block where no-one wants to live and naned it after a
crook.'

"I didn't even live here in those days,' said the chairnman. 'Besides, it's
general |y agreed that the Joshua N O enent block was a ... misplaced idea.’

"A bad idea, you nean.'

"Yes, if you nust put it like that.'

So mi stakes can be made, can they?
Nevert hel ess, the plain fact is that we have to build for the future—
I"'mvery glad to hear you say that, madam chairman, because |I'm sure

you'll agree that the nobst successful buil dings have got very deep
foundations."'
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There was anot her round of appl ause. The people on the platform]looked at
one anot her.

"I feel | have no alternative but to close the neeting,' said the chairnman
stiffly. 'This was sup- posed to be an informative occasion.'

"I think it has been,' said M Atterbury.

"But you can't close the neeting,' said Johnny.

"I ndeed, | can!'

"You can't,' said Johnny, 'because this is a public hall, and we're al
public, and no-one's done any- thing wong.'

'Then we shall |eave, and there will really be no point in the nmeeting!’
said the chairman. She swept up her papers and stal ked across the plat- form
down the steps and across the hall. The rest of the platformparty, with one

or two hel pl ess gl ances at the audi ence, followed her

She led the way to the door. Johnny offered up a silent prayer.

Sonmeone, sonmewhere, heard it.

She pushed when she shoul d have pulled. The rattling was the only noise,
and it grew frantic as she began to | ose her tenper. Finally, one of the nen
from Uni ted Amal agamat ed Consol i dated Hol di ngs yanked the bar and the door
jolted open.

Johnny risked | ooki ng behind him He couldn't see anyone who | ooked dead.

A week ago that woul d have sounded real |y odd.

It didn't sound nuch better now.

"I thought | felt a draught,' he said. 'Just now?

'They've left the wi ndows open at the back,' said Yo-Iess.

They' re not here, Johnny thought. 1'mgoing to have to do this by myself.
Oh, well

"Are we going to get into trouble? said Wbbler. 'This was supposed to be
a public nmeeting.'

"Wll, we're public, aren't we?' said Johnny.

"Are we?'

Wiy not ?'

Everyone sat for a while |ooking at the enpty platform Then M Atterbury
got up and linped up the steps.

' Shall we have a neeting? he said.



Cold air swirled out of the cinena.

"Well, THAT was an education.'

'Some of those tricks nmust have been done with mirrors, if you want MY
opi ni on."'

"What shall we do now?

"W shoul d be getting back.'

' Back where?

'"Back to the cenetery, of course.’

' Madam the night is young!'

"That's right! W've only just started enjoying ourselves.'

'Yes! Anyway, you're a long tinme dead, that's what | always say.'

"I want to get out there and enjoy life. | never enjoyed it much when | WAS
alive.'

' Thomas Bow er! That's no way for a respectable man to behave!'’

The crowd queui ng outside the burger bar drew closer together as the chilly
wi nd drove past.
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' Thonras Bowl er? Do you know . . . | never really enjoyed bei ng Thonas
Bow er .

The audience in the Frank W Arnold Civic Cen- tre | ooked a bit sheepish,
like a class after the teacher has stormed out. Denocracy only work very well
if people are told howto do it.

Sonmeone raised a hand.

"Can we actually stop it happening? she said. 'It all sounded very .
official.’

"Officially, | don't think we can,' said MH Atterbury. 'There was a proper
sale. United Anal agamat ed Consol i dated Hol di ngs coul d get unpl easant.'

"There's plenty of other sites,' said sonmeone else. 'There's the old jam
works in Slate Road, and all that area where the old goods yard used to be.'

"And we could give themtheir nmoney back.'

"W could give them doubl e their noney back,' said Johnny.

There was nore | aughter at this.

"It seens to nme,' said M Atterbury, 'that a conpany like United
Amal agamat ed Consol i dat ed Hol di ngs has to take notice of people. The boot
factory never took any notice of people, | do know that. It didn't have to. It
made boots. That was all there was to it. But no-one's quite certain about
what UACH does, so they have to be nice about it." He rubbed his chin. '"Big
conpanies like that don't like fuss. And they don't |ike being | aughed at. If
there was another site . . . and if they thought we were serious . . . and if
we threaten to offer

them vyes, double their nmoney back .

"And then we ought to do something about the High Street,' said soneone.

" And get some decent playgrounds and things again, instead of all these
Amenities all over the place.’

"And bl ow up Joshua N C enment and get some proper houses built—

"Yo!' said Bigmac.

"Here here,' said Yo-Iess.

M Atterbury waved his hands cal my.

"One thing at a tine," he said. 'Let's rebuild Blackbury first. W can see
about Jerusal em tonorrow. '

" And we ought to find a nane for ourselves!'

' The Bl ackbury Preservation Society?'

' Sounds |ike sonething you put in ajar.’

"Al'l right, the Bl ackbury Conservation Society.'

"Still sounds like jamto ne.’

' The Bl ackbury Pals,' said Johnny.

M Atterbury hesitated.

"It's a good nane,' he said eventually, while lots of people in the hall
started aski ng one another who the Bl ackbury Pals were. "But . . . no. Not



now. But they were officially the Blackbury Volunteers. That's a good nane.'
"But that doesn't say what we're going to do, does it?
"If we start off not knowi ng what we're going to do, we could do anything,"

sai d Johnny. 'Einstein said that,' he added, proudly.

"What, Al bert Einstein? said Yo-|ess.
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'No, Solonon Einstein,' said M Atterbury. 'Hah! Know about himtoo, do
you?'

"BEr . . . yes.'

"I remenber him He used to keep a taxidernist and fishing tackle shop in
Cable Street when | was a lad. He was al ways saying that sort of thing. A bit
of a phil osopher, was Sol onbn Einstein.'

"And all he did was stuff things? said Yo-Iess.

"And think," said Johnny.

"Well, that kind of cogitation runs in the fanmly, you m ght say,' said M
Atterbury. 'Besides, you' ve got a lot of tine for abstract thought when you' ve
got your hand stuck up a dead badger.’

"Yes, you certainly wouldn't want to think about what you were doing,' said
Vobbl er.

"Bl ackbury Volunteers it is, then,' said M Atterbury.

Frost formed on the receiver of the public phone in The White Swan.

' Ready, M Einstein?

"Let's go, M Fletcher!'

The tel ephone clicked, and was silent. The air warned up again.

Thirty seconds later, the air grewcold in the little wooden hut twenty

es away that housed the controls of Blackbury University's radio tel escope.
"It works!'

"OFf course. Of all the forces in the universe, the hardest to overcone is
the force of habit. Gravity is easy-peasy by conparison.'

"When did you think of that?

"It came to ne ven | was working on a particularly large trout.'

"Real ly? Wll . . . let's see what we can do . '

M Fletcher |ooked around the little room It was currently occupied only
by Adrian 'Nozzer' MIller, who'd wanted to be an astrononer because he thought
it was all to do with staving up |late | ooking through tel escopes, and hadn't
bargai ned on it being basically about adding colums of figures in alittle
shed in the mddle of a windy field.

The figures the tel escope was producing were all that was left of an
expl oding star twenty mllion years ago. A billion small rubbery things on two
pl anets who had been getting on with life in a quiet sort of way had been
totally destroyed, but they were certainly hel ping Adrian get his Ph.D. and,
who knows, they m ght have thought it all worthwhile if anyone had asked t hem

He | ooked up as the tel escope motors ground into action. Lights flickered
on the control panel

He stared at the main switches, and then reached out for them They were so
cold they hurt.

Com

The big dish turned towards the noon, which was just over Bl ackbury.

There was a clattering fromthe printer beside him and the endl ess stream
of paper it was pro- ducing now read:

(oNoNoNooNoNoNoNoooNeoooNooooRNeoRNOO o NO

HEREGOESNOTHI NGGGGoooo00000i 1101111 WELLI MB*CKboooi 000i
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M Fletcher had just bounced off the noon

"Vot was it |ike?

"l didn't have time to see nuch, but | don't think I'd like to live there.
It worked, though. The sky's the limt, M Einstein!'

'Exactly, M Fletcher! By the vay, where did that young nan go?'

"I think he had to rush off somewhere.'

m



"Ch. Well. . . we should go and tell the others, don't you think?

It was a quiet night in Blackbury Central police station. Sergeant Conely
had time to sit back and watch the little lights on the radio.

He'd never really been happy about the ra- dio, even when he was younger
It was the bane of his life. He suffered from educati on, and he'd never been
able to renmenber all that 'Foxtrot Tango Piper' business - at |east when he
was, e.g., pelting down the street at 2 a.m in pur- suit of mscreants. He'd
end up sendi ng nessages about ' Phot ograph Teapot Psychological'. It had
definitely blighted his pronotion chances.

He especially hated radio on nights like this, when he was in charge. He
hadn't joined the police to be good at technol ogy.

Then the phones started to ring. There was the manager of the COdeon
Sergeant Conely couldn't quite nake out what he was saying.

"Yes, yes, all right, Halloween Spectacul ar,' he said. 'Wat do you nean,
it's all gone col d? \Wat
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do you want ne to do? Arrest a cinema for being cold? |I'ma police officer
not a central heating specialist! |I don't repair video machines, either!’

The phone rang again as soon as he put it down, but this time one of the
young constabl es answered it.

"It's someone fromthe university,' he said, put- ting his hand over the
nmout hpi ece. 'He says a strange alien force has invaded the radi o tel escope.
You know, that big satellite dish thing over towards Sl ate?'

Sergeant Conely sighed. 'Canyou get a descrip- tion? he said.

"I saw a filmabout this, Sarge,' said another policeman. 'These aliens
| anded and repl aced everyone in the town with giant vegetables.'

"Real | y? Round here it'd be days before anyone noticed,' said the sergeant.

The constabl e put the phone down.

"He just said it was like a strange alien force,' he said. 'Very cold,

t0o.'

"Ch, a cold strange alien force,' said Sergeant Conely.

"And it was invisible, too.'

"Right. Would he recognize it if he didn't see it again?

The young policenmen | ooked puzzlied. I'"mtoo good for this, the sergeant
t hought .

"Al'l right," he said. 'So we know the follow ng. Strange invisible aliens
have i nvaded Bl ackbury. They dropped in at The Dirty Duck, where they bl ew up
t he Space | nvaders machi ne, which nakes
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sense. And then they went to the pictures. Well, that nakes sense too. It's
probably years before new filns get as far as Al fred Centuri '

The phone rang agai n. The constable answered it.

"And what, we ask ourselves, is their next course of action?

"It's the manager of Pizza Surprise, Sarge,' said the constable. 'He says—

"Right!' said the sergeant. 'That's right! They drop in for a Nunber Three
with Extra Pepperoni! It probably |looks like a friend of theirs.’

"Wuldn't do any harmto go and chat to him' said the constable. It had
been a long time since dinner. 'You know, just to show a bit of -

/"1 go,' said Sergeant Conely, picking up his hat. "But if | come back as
a giant cucunber, there's going to be trouble.'

'"No anchovies on mne, Sarge,' said the con- stable, as Sergeant Comely
stepped out into the night.

There was sonething strange in the air. Sergeant Conely had lived in
Bl ackbury all his life, and it had never felt like this. There was an
electrical tingle to things, and the air tasted of tin.

It suddenly struck him

VWhat if it were real ? Just because they nmade silly filns about aliens and
things didn't actually nmean, did it, that it couldn't ever happen? He wat ched
themon late night television. They always picked small towns to | and near

He shook his head. Nah .
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WIlliam Stickers wal ked through him

"You know, you really shouldn't have done that, WIlliam' said the
Al derman, as Sergeant Conely hurried away.

"He's nothing but a symbol of the oppression of the proletariat,' said
WIlliam Stickers.

"You' ve got to have policenen,' said Ms Liberty. 'Qherw se people would
simply do as they liked."'

"Well, we can't have that, can we?' said M Vicenti.

The Al dernman | ooked around at the brightly lit street as they strolled
along it. There weren't many living people around, but there were quite a | ot
of dead ones, |ooking in shop windows or, in the case of some of the ol der
ones, | ooking at shop w ndows and wonderi ng what they were.

" | certainly don't renmenber all these shopkeepers fromny tine,' he said.
' They must have noved in recently. M Boots and M Mot hercare and M
Spudj ul i cay.'

"Whon?' said Ms Liberty.

The Al dernman pointed to the sign on the other side of the street.

' Spud-u-like,' said M Vicenti. 'Hm'

"I's that how you pronounce it?' said the Alderman. 'I| thought perhaps he
was French. My word. And electric light all over the place. And no horse -.

manure in the streets at all.’

"Real ly!" snapped Ms Liberty. 'Please remenber you are in conpany with a
Lady. "
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"That's why he said manure,' said WIliam Stickers, happily.

"And the food!' said the Alderman. 'H ndoo and Chi nese! Chicken from
Kentucky! And what did you say the stuff was that the cl othes are nmade of ?'

"Plastic, | think,' said M Vicenti.

"Very colourful and long-lasting,' said Ms Liberty. "And nmany of the girls
wear bl oomers, too. Extrenely practical and emanci pated.’

"And many of them are extremely handsone,' said WIIliam Stickers.

"And everyone's taller and | haven't seen anyone on crutches,' said the
Al der man.

"It wasn't always like this,' said M Vicenti. 'The nineteen thirties were
rat her gl oony.'

"Yes, but now..." The Al derman spread his arms and turned around. ' Shops
full of cinematography televisions! Bright colours everywhere! Tall people
with their owmn teeth! An age of miracles and wonders!'

' The people don't | ook very happy,' said M Vicenti.

"That's just a trick of the light,' said the Al derman.

It was al nost nidnight. The dead net in the aban- doned arcades of the

shopping mall. The grilles were up and | ocked, but that doesn't matter when
you' re dead.

"Well, that was fun,' said the Al dernan.

"I have to agree,' said Ms Sylvia Liberty. "I
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haven't enjoyed nyself so nmuch since | was alive. It's a shame we have to
go back.'

The Al dernman crossed his arns.
"G back?' he said.
'Now, then, Thonas,' said Ms Liberty, but in a rather softer voice than

she'd used earlier that evening, 'l don't want to sound like Eric Gimm but
you know the rules. We have to return. A day will cone.’
"I"mnot going back. 1've really enjoyed nyself. |I'm not going back!’

"Me neither,' said WIlliam Stickers. 'Down with tyranny!'

"W nust be ready for Judgenent Day,' said Ms Liberty. 'You never can
tell. It could be tonorrow. Supposing it happened, and we mssed it?

"Hah!' said WIIliam Stickers.

"More than eighty years |'ve been sitting there,' said A derman Bow er.



"You know, | wasn't expect- ing that. | thought things went dark for a noment
and then there was a nan handi ng out harps."'

" For shane!'’

"Well, isn't that what you expected? he demanded.

"Not nme,' said WIlliam Stickers. '"Belief in the survival of what is
| aughably called the soul after death is a primtive superstition which has no
pl ace in a dynam c socialist society!’

They | ooked at him

"You don't tzink,' said Solonon Einstein, care- fully, "that it is worth
reconsi dering your opinions in the Iight of experimental evidence?
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"Don't think you can get round ne just because you' re accidentally right!
Just because | happen to find nyself still . . . basically here,' said WIIliam
Stickers, 'does not invalidate the general theory!

M's Liberty banged her phantom unbrella on the floor

"I won't say it hasn't been enjoyable,' she said, 'but the rules are that
we nust be back in our places at dawn. Supposing we stayed away too | ong and
forgot who we were? Supposing tonorrow was Judgement Day?

Thormas Bow er si ghed.

"Well, supposing it is?" he said. 'You know what |I'd say? I'd say: | did
the best | could for eighty-four years. And no-one ever told ne that

afterwards 1'd still be this fat old man who gets out of breath. Wy do | get
out of breath? | don't breathe. | passed away, and next thing | knew | was
sitting in a marble hut like a man waiting an extrenmely long tinme for an
appoi ntnent with the doctor. For nearly ninety years! |I'd say: you call this
justice? Wiy are we waiting? Aday will cone. We all ... arrive knowing it,
but no-one says when!

"Just when | was beginning to enjoy life,' he said. 'I wi sh this night

woul d never end.'

M  Fl et cher nudged Sol onon Ei nst ei n.

"Shall we tell then?' he said.

"Tell us what?' said WIliam Stickers.

"Veil, you see— Einstein began

"Ti mes have changed,' said M Fletcher. "All that stuff about being hone at
dawn and not hearing the cock crow and stufflike that. That was all very well
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once upon a time, when people thought the Earth was flat. But no-one
bel i eves that now—

"Er— One of the dead raised a hand.

"Ch, yes,' said M Fletcher. 'Thank you, M Ronald Newton (1878-1934),
former chairman of the Blackbury Flat Earth Society. | know you have Vi ews.
But the point I'mtrying to nake is—

'—dawn is a place as well as a time,' said Ei nstein, spreading his hands.

"What on earth do you nmean?' said Ms Liberty.

'"On Earth, and around earth,' said Einstein, getting excited. 'One night
and one day, forever chasing one another.'

"There is a night that never cones to an end,' said M Fletcher. "All you
need i s speed . '

"Rel atively speaking,' said Einstein.
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Chapter 8

There is a night that never conmes to an end

The clock of the world turns under its own shadow. M dnight is a noving
pl ace, hurtling around the planet at a thousand mles an hour like a dark
knife, cutting slices of daily bread off the endl ess | oaf of Tine.

Ti me passes everywhere. But days and nights are little local things that
happen only to people who stay in one place. If you go fast enough, you can
overtake the clock

'How many of us are in this phone box?' said M Fletcher

"Seventy-three,' said the Al dernman.



"Very well. Were shall we go? Iceland? It's not even mdnight yet in
I cel and."'

"Can we have fun in Iceland?' said the Al dernan.

'How do you feel about fish?

"Can't abide fish.'

"Not Iceland, then. |I believe it's very hard to have fun in Icel and w thout
fish being involved in sone way. Well, now ... it'll be early evening in New
York. '

"Anerica? said Ms. Liberty. '"Wn't we get scal ped?

'"CGood grief, no!' said WIliam Stickers, who was
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a bit nore up to date about the world.

"Probably not,' said M Fletcher, who had been watching the news lately and
was even nmore up to date than WIliam Stickers.

"Look, we're dead,' said the Al derman. 'Wat el se have we got to worry
about ?

"Now, this may strike you as an unusual neans of travel,' said M Fletcher
as sonmething in the tel ephone began to click, 'but all you have to do, really,
is followne. Incidentally, is Stanley Roundway here?

The footbal l er raised his hand.

"W're going west, Stanley. For once in your death, try to get the
directions right. And now

One by one, they vani shed.

Johnny lay in bed, watching the stricken shuttle turning gently in the
nmoonl i ght .

It had been quite busy after the neeting. Some- one fromthe Bl ackbury
Guardi an had talked to him and then Md-Mdlands TV had filmed him and
peopl e had shaken his hand, and he hadn't got hone until nearly el even.

There hadn't been any trouble over that, at least. His mumhadn't cone in
yet and Grandad was wat chi ng a programe about bicycle racing in Germany.

He kept thinking about the Pals. They'd cone all the way from France. Yet
the dead in the cenmetery were so frightened of noving. But they were all the
same type of people, really. There had to be a reason for that.
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The dead in the cenmetery just hung around. Why? The Pals had marched from
France, be- cause it was the right thing to do. You didn't have to stay where
you were put.

"New York, New York.'

"Way did they nane it tw ce?'

"Well, they ARE Anmericans. | suppose they wanted to be sure.’

"The lights are extrenely plentiful. Wat's that?'

'The Statue of Liberty.'

"Looks a bit like you, Sylvia.'

' Sauce!"’

"I's everyone keeping a | ook out for those Ghost- breakers?

"I think that-was just cinematography, WIlliam'

' How | ong to norning?

'Hours, yet! Follow ne, everyone! Let's get a better view'

No- one ever did work out why all the elevators in the Wrld Trade Centre
went up and down all by thensel ves for al nbst an hour

Cctober the 3 ist dawned foggy. Johnny wondered about having a one-day
illness in preparation for what he suspected was going to be a busy evening,
but decided to go to school instead. They always felt happier if you dropped
in sonetines.

He went via the cenetery.

There wasn't a living soul. He hated it when it was like this. It was |ike
the bits in the fil mwhen you were waiting for the aliens to junp out.
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Sonehow, they were always nore dreadful than the bits with the fangs in.

Then he found M Grinm Anyone el se wal king al ong the towpath woul d have



just seen the busted set. But Johnny saw the little man in his neat suit,
wat chi ng t he ghost of the tel evision.

" Ah, boy,' he said. 'You have been causing trouble, have you?' He pointed
to the screen.

Johnny gasped. There was M Atterbury, very calnmy talking to a lady on a
sofa. There was al so one of the people from United Anal agamat ed Consol i dat ed
Hol di ngs. And he was having sone difficulty, was the Consolidated man. He'd
cone along with sone prepared things to say and he was having problens getting
his mnd round the idea that they weren't working any nore.

M Gimnmturned up the vol une control

'—at every stage, fully sensitive to public opinion in this matter, | can
assure you, but there is no doubt that we entered into a proper and | ega
contract with the relevant Authority.'’

"But the Blackbury Volunteers say too nmuch was deci ded behi nd cl osed
doors,' said the |l ady, who | ooked as though she was enjoying herself. 'They
say things were never fully discussed and that no-one listened to the |oca
peopl e."'

"OfF course, this is not the fault of United Amal agamat ed Consol i dat ed
Hol di ngs,' said M Atterbury, smiling benevolently. 'They have an envi abl e
record of civic service and co-operation with the public. | think what we have
here is a m stake rather than any near-crimnal activity, and

we in the Volunteers would be nore than happy to assist themin any
constructive way and, indeed, possibly even conpensate them'

Probably no-one el se but Johnny and the Consolidated man noticed M
Atterbury take a ten-pence piece out of his pocket. He turned it over and over
in his fingers. The man fromthe conmpany watched it |ike a mouse m ght watch a
cat.

He's going to of fer him double his noney back, Johnny thought. Right there
on tel evision.

He didn't. He just kept turning the coin over and over, so that the man
could see it.

'That seens a very diplomatic offer,' said the interviewer. 'Tell ne, M —

er—

" A spokesman,' said the Consolidated man. He | ooked quite ill. There was a
glint as light flashed off the coin.

"Tell me, M Spokesman . . . what is it that United Amal ganated

Consol i dat ed Hol di ngs ac- tually does?'

M Atterbury would probably have been a good nman in the Spanish
I nqui sition, Johnny told hinself

M Gimnturned the sound down again.

' \Were's everyone el se?" said Johnny.

'Haven't cone back,' said M Ginm wth horrible satisfaction. 'Their
graves haven't been slept in. That's what happens when people don't listen
And do you know what's going to happen to thent

"No. *
"They're going to fade away. GCh, yes. You' ve put
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ideas in their heads. They think they can go gaddi ng about. But people who
go gaddi ng about and not staying where they're put... they don't come back

And that's an end to it. It could be Judgenent Day tonorrow, and they won't be
here. Hah! Serves themright.'

There was sonething about M Gimmthat made Johnny want to hit him except
that it wouldn't work anyway and, besides, hitting himwould be like hitting
mud. You'd get dirtier for doing it.

"I don't know where they've gone,' he said, 'but | don't think anything
bad' s happened to them

" Thi nk what you like," said M Ginm turning back to the television

"Did you know it's Hall oween?' said Johnny.

'"Isit? said M Ginmm watching an advert for chocolate. 'l shall have to
be careful tonight, then.'



VWhen Johnny reached the bridge he | ooked back. M Gimmwas still there,
all al one.

The dead rode a radi o signal over Woning . .

They were al ready changing. They were still recognizable, but only when
t hey thought about it.

"You see, /told you it was possible,' said the person who was occasional ly
M Fletcher. 'W don't need wres!’

They ran into an electric storm high over the Rocky Muntains. That was
fun.

And then they surfed down the radio waves to California.

"What tinme is it?" 'Mdnight!’

Johnny was a sort of hero in school. The Bl ackbury Guardi an had a front
page story headed: COUNCI L

SLAMMVED | N CEMETERY SALE RUMPUS. The

CGuardi an often used words |ike 'slamed' and 'runpus'; you wondered how t he
editor tal ked at hone.

Johnny was in the story with his name spelled wong, and there was a quote
which ran: 'War hero Arthur Atterbury, president of the newy forned
"Bl ackbury Vol unteers", told the Guardi an: "There are young people in this
town with nmore sense of history in their little fingers than sone adults have
intheir entire conmttee-bound bodies". This is thought to be a reference to
Clr Mss Ethel Liberty, who was not available for conment |ast night.'

Even one or two of the teachers nentioned it; it was unusual for people
fromthe school to appear in the paper, except very close to headlines I|ike
T™D

FI NED AFTER JOYRI DE ESCAPADE

Even the History master asked hi mabout the Blackbury Pals. And then Johnny
found hinmself telling the class about the Al derman and Wl Iliam Stickers and
Ms Sylvia Liberty, although he said he'd got the information out of the
library. One of the girls said she was definitely going to do a project on Ms
Li berty, Champion of Wnen's Rights, and Wbbl er said, yes, chanpion of
worren's right to get things wong, and that started a good argu- nent which
lasted until the end of the |esson

Even the headnaster took an interest - probably out of aforesaid relief
t hat Johnny wasn't involved in one of those YOUTH GANG FI NED FOR SHOP- LI FTI NG
stories. Johnny had to find his way to his office. The recomended met hod was
to tie one end of a piece of string to sonewhere you knew and get your friends
to come and | ook for you if you were away nore than two days. He got a short
speech about 'social awareness', and was out again a minute later

He nmet the other three in the lunch break.

"Cone on,' he said.

"Where to?

"The cenetery. | think sonmething' s gone wong.'

"I haven't had ny lunch yet,' said Wobbler. '"It's very inportant for ne to
have regul ar neals. Oherw se ny stomach acid plays up.'

"Ch, shut up.'

By the time they raced one another across the heart of Australia, they
didn't even need the radio.

The dawn dragged its slow way across the Pacific after them but they were
runni ng free.

"Do we ever need to stop?

" No! *
"I always wanted to see the world before | died!
"Well, then, it was just a matter of timng.'
"What tine is it?

"M dni ght!'

The cenetery wasn't enpty now. There were a
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coupl e of photographers there, for one thing, in- cluding one froma Sunday
newspaper. There was a filmcrew from M d-M dl ands Tel evi si on. And the



dog-wal ki ng peopl e had been joined by others, just wal king around and | ooki ng.
In a neglected corner, Ms Tachyon was in- dustriously Viming a
gravest one.
'Never seen so nany people here,' said Johnny. He added, 'At |east, ones
who' re breathing.'
Yo- | ess wandered over fromwhere he'd been talking to a coupl e of
ent husi astic people in woolly bobble hats, who were peering through the huge
t hi cket behind Ms Liberty's grave.
' They say we've not only got environnent and ecol ogy, but sone habitat as
well," he said. 'They think they' ve seen a rare Scandi navi an thrush.'
"Yeah, full of life, this place,' said Bignmac.
A Council lorry had driven a little way up the towpath. Some men in donkey
jackets were har- vesting the old mattresses. The zonbie tel evision had
al ready gone. M Ginmwas nowhere to be seen, even by Johnny.
And a police car was parked just outside the gates. Sergeant Conely was
wor ki ng on the gen- eral assunption that where you got |ots of people gathered

toget her, sonething illegal was bound to happen sooner or |ater

The cenmetery was alive

' They' ve gone,' said Johnny. 'l can feel them. . . not here.’

The other three found that, quite by accident, they'd all noved cl oser
t oget her.
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A rare Scandi navi an thrush, unless it was a rook, cawed in the el nms.
' Gone where?' said Wbbl er

"I don't know'

"I knewit! I knew it!' said Whbbler. '"H s eyes'11 start to gl ow any
m nute, you watch. You've let "emout! There'll be lurchin' goin'" on before
this day's over, you wait and see!’

"M Gimmsaid that if they're away too long, they. . . they forget who
they were . ' said Johnny, uncertainly.

' See? See?' said Whbbler. 'You | aughed at ne! Maybe they're OK when they're
renmenberi ng who they were, but once they forget '

"Night of the Killer Zonbies? said Bignmac.

"W' ve been through all that,' said Johnny. 'They're not zonbies!'

' Yeah, but maybe they've been eating voodoo fish and chips,' said Bi gnac.

"They're just not here.'

' Then where are they?

"I don't know'

"And it's Hall oween, too,' noaned Wbbl er

Johhny wal ked over to the fence around the old boot works. There were quite
a few cars parked there. He could see the tall thin figure of M Atterbury,
talking to a group of men in grey suits.

"1 wanted to tell them' he said.' | nmean, we mght win. Now People are
here. There's TV and every- thing. Last week it | ooked hopel ess and now
there's just a chance and last night | wanted to tell them and now they' ve
gone! And this was their hone!’

149

'Perhaps all these people have frightened them away,' said Yo-Iess.

"Day of the Living,' said Bignac.

"I should have had my lunch!' said Wobbler. 'My stomach's definitely
pl ayi ng up!"’

'They' re probably waiting under your bed,' said Bi gnac.

"I"'mnot scared,' said Whbbler. '"I've just got a stomach upset.’
"W ought to be getting back,' said Yo-less. 'I've got to do a project on
projects.’

"What ?' said Johnny.

"It's for Maths,' said Yo-less. 'How many people in the school are doing
projects. That kind of stuff Statistics.'

"I"'mgoing to look for them' said Johnny.

"You'll get into trouble when they do the register.'



"I"ll say |'ve been doing sonething . . . social. That'll probably work.
Anyone conming with nme?

Wobbl er | ooked at his feet, or where his feet would be if Whbbler wasn't in
t he way.

"\What about you, Bignmac? You' ve got your Everlasting Note, haven't you?

"Yeah, but it's going a bit yell ow now . '

No- one knew when it had been witten. Ru- nour had it that it had been
handed down through the generations in Bigmac's famly. It was in three
pi eces. But it generally worked. Although Bi gnac kept tropical fish and
generally out of trouble, there was somnething about the way he | ooked and the
way he lived in the Joshua N d enent bl ock that
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saw to it no teacher ever questioned the Note, which excused himfrom doi ng
ever yt hi ng.

" Anyway, they could be anywhere,' he said. 'Anyway, | can't |ook for
can |? Anyway, they're probably just inside your head.'

"You heard themon the radiol!’

"l heard voices. That's what radio's for, innit?

It occurred to Johnny, not for the first tine, that the human m nd, of
whi ch each of his friends was in possession of one al nost standard sanple, was
like a conpass. No matter how much you shook it up, no matter what happened to
it, sooner or later it'd carry on pointing the same way. If three- netre-tal
green Martians | anded on the shopping mall, bought sone greetings cards and a
bag of sugar cookies and then took off again, within a day or two people would
believe it never happened.

"Not even M Gimms here, and he's always here,' said Johnny.

He | ooked at M Vicenti's ornate grave. Sone people were taking photographs
of it.

"Always here,' he said.

'He's gone weird again,' said Wbbler

em

"You all go back,' said Johnny, quietly. "I just thought of something.'
They all | ooked round. Their brains don't believe in the dead, Johnny
t hought, but they keep getting outvoted by all the rest of them
"I"'mOK,' said Johnny. 'You go on back. 1'Il see you at Wobbler's party
tonight, all right?
'Remenber not to bring any. . . you know. . . friends,' said Whbbler, as

the three of themleft.

Johnny wandered down North Drive.

He'd never tried to talk to the dead. He'd said things when he knew t hey
were |istening, and sonetimes they' d been clearly visible, but; apart from
that first time, when he'd knocked on the door of the Al derman's mausol eum for
a joke . .

"WIl you |l ook at this?

One of the people who'd been exam ning the grave had picked up the radio,
whi ch had been | odged behind a tuft of grass.

' Honestly, people have no respect.’

"Does it work?

It didn't. A couple of days of danp grass had done for the batteries.

"No.

' Gve it to the men dunping the rubbish on the lorry, then.'

"I'l1l do it,' said Johnny.

He hurried off with it, keeping a |lookout, trying to find one dead person
anmong the |iving.

" Ah, Johnny.'

It was M Atterbury, |eaning over the wall of the old boot works. 'Exciting
day, isn't it? You started sonething, eh?

"Didn't mean to,' said Johnny, automatically. Things were generally his
fault.

"It could go either way,' said M Atterbury. 'The old railway site isn't so
good, but . . . things look promsing, | do know that. People have woken up.'’



"That's true. A lot of people.’

"United Consolidated don't |ike fuss. The District Auditor is here, and a
man from the Devel opment Conmi ssion. It could go very well.'

"Good. Un.'

' Yes?'

"I saw you on television,' said Johnny. 'You called United Consolidated
public-spirited and co- operative.'

"Well, they mght be. If they' ve got no choice. They're a bit shifty but we
m ght win through. It's amazing what you can do with a kind word.'

"Ch. Right. Wll, then ... |I've got to go and find soneone, if you don't
mnd . '

There was no sign of M Gimmanywhere. O any of the others. Johnny hung
around for hours, with the birdwatchers and the people fromthe Bl ackbury
Wldlife Trust, who'd. found a fox's den behind WIlliam Stickers' nenorial,
and some Japanese tourists. No-one quite knew why the Japanese tourists were
there, but Ms Liberty's grave was getting very well photographed.

Eventual | y, though, even Japanese tourists run out of film They took one
| ast shot of them selves in front of WIlliam Stickers' nmonunment, and headed
back towards their coach.

The cenetery enptied. The sun began to set over the carpet warehouse.

M's Tachyon went past with her | oaded shopping trolley to wherever it was
she spent her nights.

The cars left the old boot works, and only the bull dozers were left, |ike
prehistoric nonsters sur- prised by a sudden cold snap.
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Johnny sidled up to the forlorn little stone under the trees.

"I know you're here,' he whispered. 'You can't |eave |ike the others. You
have to stay. Because you're a ghost. A real ghost. You're still here, M
Gimm You're not just hanging around like the rest of them You' re haunting.'

There was no sound.

"What did you do? Were you a nurderer or sonething?

There was still no sound. In fact, there was even nore silence than before.

"Sorry about the television,' said Johnny nervously.

More silence, so heavy and deep it could have stuffed mattresses.

He wal ked away, as fast as he dared.
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Chapter 9

"This fuss over the cenmetery's certainly breathed a bit of life into this
town,' said his nmother. 'Go and give your grandad his tray, will you? And tell

hi m about it. You know he takes an interest.’

Grandad was watching the News in Hindi. He didn't want to. But the thingy
for controlling the set had got |ost and everyone had forgotten how to change
channel s wi thout it.

' Brought you your tray, G andad.'

'"Right."'

"You know the old cenetery? Were you showed me WIliam Stickers' grave?'
'"Right."'

"Well, maybe it won't be built on now There was a meeting |ast night.'
'R ght ?'

"l spoke up at the neeting.'

'"Right."'

"So it mght be all right.’

'"Right."'

Johnny sighed. He went back into the kitchen.

"Can | have an old sheet, Mn®'

"What on earth for?

"Wobbl er's Hall oween party. | can't think of anything el se.’
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"There's the one | used as a dustcover, if you're going to cut holes in



it.'

" Thanks, Mum

"It's pink.'

' Aaaaooow, Mum'

"It's practically washed out. No-one' 11 notice.'’

It also, as it turned out, had the renmains of some flowers enbroidered on
one end. Johnny did his best with a pair of scissors.

He'd pronised he'd go. But he went the long way round, with the sheet in a
bag, just in case the dead had come back and might see him And there was M
Gimmto think about now

After he'd been gone a few mnutes, the TV started showi ng the News in
Engli sh, which | ooked | ess interesting than the Hi ndi News.

Grandad watched it for a while, and then sat up.

"Hey, girl, it says they're trying to save the old cenetery.

"Yes, Dad.'

"It looked like our Johnny on the stage there.'

"Yes, Dad.'

'"No-one tells nme anything around here. What's this?

' Chi cken, Dad.'

'"Right."'

They were sonewhere in the high plateaus of Asia, where once canel trains
had traded silk across five thousand nmiles and now madmen wi th guns shot one
another in the various names of God. 'How far to norning?
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"Nearly there

"What ?'

The dead sl owed down in a mountain pass, full of driving snow

"W owe the boy sonething. He took an interest. He remenbered us.'

'Zat's absolutely correct. Conservation of energy. Be- sides, he'll be
worrying. '
"Yes, but . . . if we go back now. . . we'll becone |ike we were, won't

we? | can feel the weight of that gravestone now.'

"Sylvia Liberty! You said we shouldn't |eave!’

"I'"ve changed nmy mind, WIliam

"Yes. | spent half ny life beingjrightened of dying, and now |I'm deadJ' m
going to stop beingjrightened,' said the Alderman. 'Besides . . . I'm
remenbering things . '

There was a murnur fromthe rest of the dead.

7 think ve all are,' said Sol onon Einstein. 'All the zings we forgot when
we were alive . '

"That's the trouble with life,' said the Alderman. 'It takes up your whol e

time. | mean, | won't say it wasn't fun. Bits of it. Quite a lot of it,
really. Inits own way. But it wasn't what you'd call living . . .'

"W don't have to be frightened of the norning,' said M Vicenti. 'W don't
have to be frightened of anything.'

A skel eton opened the door. 'It's me, Johnny.'

"It's me, Bigmac. What're you, a gay ghost?' 'It's not that pink.' 'The
flowers are good.'
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"Come on, let me in, it's freezing out here.'

"Can you float and mnce at the sanme tine?

' Bi gnmac!"'

' Cone on, then.'

Sonehow, it |ooked as if Whbbler hadn't really put his heart into the
decorations. There were a few streamers and sone rubber spiders around the
pl ace, and a bow of the dreadful punch you always get in these circunstances
(the one with the brownish bits of orange in it) and bow s full of nibbles
with names |like Curly-Wgglies. And a vegetable marrow that | ooked as though
it had wal ked into a conbi ne harvester

"It was sposed to be a Jack-o'-Lantern,' Wbbler kept telling everyone,



"but | couldn't find a punpkin.'’

'Met Hanni bal Lecter in a dark alley, did it? said Yo-Iless.

'The plastic bats are good, aren't they,' said Whbbler. 'They cost
fifty-pence each. Have sone nore punch?

There were ot her people there, too, although in the sem -darkness it was
hard to make out who they thought they were. There was someone with a | ot of
stitches and a bolt through his neck, but that was only Nodj, who | ooked |ike
that anyway. There were a bunch from Wbbl er's conputer group, who could get
drunk on non-al coholic al cohol and woul d then stagger around saying things
like, "I"'mtotally mad\' There were a couple of girls Wbbler vaguely knew It
was that sort of party. You just knew soneone would put sonething daft in the
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punch, and everyone woul d tal k about school, and one of the girls' dads'd
turn up at eleven o' clock and hang around | ooki ng deterni ned and put a danper
on things, as if they weren't soaking wet already.

"W could play a game,' said Bi gnac

'Not Dead Man's Hand,' said Whbbler. 'Not after |ast year. You're supposed
to pass around grapes and stuff, not just anything you find in the fridge.'

"It wasn't what it was' said one of the girls. "It was what he said it
was. '

"All right,' said Johnny to Yo-less, 'I've been trying to work it out. Who
are yew?'

Yo-1 ess had covered half his face with white make-up. He wasn't wearing a
shirt, just his or- dinary string vest, but he'd found a piece of fake
| eopard- skin-pattern material which he'd draped over his shoul ders. And he had
a bl ack hat.

'Baron Sanedi, the voodoo god,' said Yo-less. 'I got the idea out of Janes
Bond.

"That's racial stereotyping,' soneone said.

"No, it's not,' said Yo-less. "Not if I'mdoing it.'

"I"'mpretty sure Baron Samedi didn't wear a bow er hat,' said Johnny. 'I'm
pretty sure it was a top hat. A bow er hat makes you look a bit like you're
going to an office sonewhere.’

"I can't help it, it was all | could get.'

' Maybe he's Baron Sanedi, the voodoo god of chartered accountancy,' said
Vobbl er.

For a monent Johnny thought of M Ginm his face was all one col our, but
he | ooked Iike a
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voodoo god of chartered accountancy if ever there was one.

"In the filmhe was all mixed up with tarot cards and stuff,' said Bi gnmac.

"Not really,' said Johnny, waking up. 'Tarot cards are European occult.
Voodoo is African occult.'

"Don't be daft, it's American,' said Wbbler

"No, American occult is Elvis Presley not being dead and that sort of
thing,' said Yo-less. 'Voodoo is basically West African with a bit of
Christian influence. | looked it up.'

"I've got sone ordinary cards,' said Wbbler

'"No nessing around with cards,' said Baron Yo- |ess severely. 'My numd go
Spare.'

"What about the thing with the letters and gl asses?

' The post man?

"You know what | nean.'

"No. That could lead to dark forces taking over,' said Baron Yo-less. '"It's
as bad as ouija boards.'

Soneone put on a tape and started to dance.

Johnny stared into his glass of horrible punch. There was an orange pip
floating in it.

Cards and boards, he thought. And the dead. That's not dark forces. Making
a fuss about cards and heavy nmetal and goi ng on about Dungeons and Dragons



stuff because it's got denon gods in it is |like guarding the door when it is
really coming up through the fl oorboards. Real dark forces. . . aren't dark
They're sort of grey, like M Ginmm They take all the colour out of life;
they take a town |ike Blackbury and turn it into frightened streets and
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pl astic signs and Bright New Futures and towers where no-one wants to live
and no-one really does live. The dead seemnore alive than us. And every- one
becomes grey and turns into nunmbers and then, sonewhere, someone starts to do
arithmetic

The Denon God Yot h-Zi ggurat nmight want to chop your soul up into little
pi eces, but at |least he doesn't tell you that you haven't got one.

And at |east you' ve got half a chance of finding a magi c sword

He kept thinking about M G inmm Even the dead kept away from hi m

He woke up to hear Wbbbler say, 'W could go Trick or Treating.'

"My nother says that's no better than begging,' said Yo-Iess.

"Hah, it's worse than that around Joshua N Clenent,' said Bignac. 'It's
called, "G ss five quid or kiss your tyres night-night".'

"W could do it around here,' said Wobbler. 'O we could go down the mall."’

"That' Il just be full of kids in costume running around screaning.'

"Afewnore won't hurt, then,' said Johnny.

"Al'l right, then, everybody,' Wbbler said. 'Cone on

In fact Neil Arnmstrong Mall was full of all the other people who' d run out
of ideas at Hall oween parties. They wandered around in groups |ook- ing at one
anot her's clothes and tal ki ng, which was pretty nmuch what people did normally
in
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any case, except that tonight the nmall |ooked |ike Transyl vania on
| at e- shoppi ng ni ght.

Zombi es | urched under the sodiumlights. Wtches wal ked around in groups
and giggled at the boys. Ginning punpkins bobbed on the escal ators. Vanpires
gi bbered anobng the sad i ndoor trees, and kept funmbling their false fangs back
in. Ms Tachyon rummged for tins in the litter bins.

Johnny's pink ghost outfit caused a |ot of interest.

' Seen any dead around lately?' said Baron Yo- |ess, when Wbbl er and Bi gnmac
had gone of f to buy sone snacks.

"Hundreds,' said Johnny.

"You know what | nean.'

"No. Not them'

"I"mworried sonething nmay have happened to them

"They're dead. If they exist, that is,' said Yo-less. '"It's not as though
they could get run over or something. If you' ve saved their cemetery for them
they probably just aren't bothering to talk to you any nore. That's probably
what it is. | think—-

" Anyone want a raspberry snake?' said Wbbler, rustling a | arge paper bag.

' The skulls are good, too.'

"I'"'mgoing home,' said Johnny. 'There's sone- thing wong, and | don't know
what it is.'

A ten-year-old Bride of Dracula flapped past.

"I'"ve got to admit, this isn't big fun,' said Wbbler. 'Tell you what
there's Night of the Vanmpire Nerds on TV. W could go and watch that.'

'What about everyone el se?' said Bigmac. The rest of the party had drifted
of f.

"Ch, well, they know where | live,' said Wbbler philosophically, as a
bl ood-streaked ghoul went by eating an ice cream

"I don't believe in vanpire nerds,' said Bigmac, as they stepped into the
night air. It was a lot colder now, and the m st was com ng back

"Ch, | dunno,' said Whbbler. '"It's the sort we'd have round here."'

"They'd suck fruit juice,' said Yo-Iess.

"Their num d make themgo to bed late,' said Bigmac, but they had to think
about that.



"Way are we going this way?' said Whbbler. 'This isn't the way back.'
"It's foggy, too,' said Bignac.

"It's just the mst off the canal,' said Johnny.

Wobbl er st opped.

"Ch, no,' he said.

"It's quicker this way,' said Johnny.

'"Ch, yes. Quicker. Onh, yes. Because |'mgonna raw'

"Don't be daft.’

"It's Hall oween!"’

So what? You 're dressed up as Dracula - what 're you worried about!"’
" mnot going past there tonight!’

It's no different than going past during the day.'

"All right, it's the sane, but I'mdifferent!’

' Scared?' said Bignmac.

"What ? Me? Scared? Huh? Me? |'m not scared.'’

"Actually, it is a bit risky,' said Baron Yo-Iess.

"Yes, risky,' said Wbbler hurriedly.
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"I mean, you never know,' said Yo-I|ess.

"Never know,' Wobbl er echoed.

"Look, it's a street in our town. There's |lights and a phone box and
everything,' said Johnny. 'I just... | won't be happy until |'ve checked, OK?
Anyway, there's four of us, after all.’

"That just means sonething bad can happen four times,' said Wbbler

But they'd been wal king as they tal ked; nowthe little light in the phone
box loomed in the fog like a blurred star

The other three went quiet. The fog hushed all sounds.

Johnny |istened. There wasn'vt even that blotting- paper silence that the
dead made.

' See?' he whispered. 'l said—

Soneone coughed, a long way off. Al four boys suddenly tried to occupy the
sane spot.

' Dead people don't cough!' hissed Johnny.

' Then someone's in the cenetery!' said Yo-I|ess.

' Body snatchers!' said Wbbl er

"Burke 'n Head!' said Bignac.

"I'"ve read about this in the papers!' whispered Wbbler. 'People digging up
graves for satanic rites!’

" Shutup!' said Johnny. They sagged. 'Sounded to me like it canme fromthe
ol d boot factory,' he said.

"But it's the mddle of the night,' said Yo-Iess.

They crept forward. There was a dimshape pulled on to the pavenent where
the streetlights barely shone.

"It's a van,' said Johnny. 'There. Count Dracula never drove a van.'
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Bigmac tried to grin. 'Unless he was a Vanpire—

There was a netallic clink somewhere in the fog.

"Wobbl er?' said Johnny, in what he hoped was a cal mvoi ce.

' Yes?'

"You said you were going to run. Go round to M Atterbury's house right now
and tell himto come here.'

"What ? By nysel f?'

"You'll run faster if you're by yourself.'

"Right!’

Wobbl er gave them a frightened | ook and vani shed.

"What, exactly, are we doing? said Yo-less, as the other three peered into
t he fog.

There was no mistaking the noise this tinme. It was wapped about with fog,
but it was definitely the sound of a big diesel engine starting up



' Sormreone' s nicking a bulldozer!' said Bignmac.

"I wish that's what they were doing,' said Johnny, 'but | don't think they
are. Cone on, will you?

"Listen, if someone's driving a bulldozer without lights in the fog, I'm
not hangi ng around!' said Yo-I|ess.

Lights came on, fifty metres away. They didn't show rmuch. They just lit up
two cones of fog.

"I's that better? said Johnny.

"No. '

The lights ground forward. The machi ne was bunpi ng towards the cenetery
railings. Ad buddleia bushes and dead stinging nettles

165

smashed under the treads, and there was a clang as the blade hit the | ow
wal | .

Johnny ran al ongsi de the machi ne and shouted, 'G !’

The engi ne stopped.

"Run away!' hissed Johnny to Yo-less. 'Go on! Tell soneone what's
happeni ng!"'

A man unfol ded hinmself fromthe cab and junped down. He advanced towards
t he boys, waving a finger.

"You kids,' he said, "are in real trouble.’

Johnny backed away, and someone grabbed his shoul ders.

"You heard the nan,' said a voice by his ear. '"It's your fault, this. So
you' d better not have seen anything, right? Because we know where you |ive—
Ch, no you don't.' A hand shot out and grabbed Yo-less as he tried to back
away.

" Know what | think? said the man who had been driving the bulldozer. 7
think it's lucky we happened to be passing and found 'em nessing around, eh?
Shanme they'd driven it right through the place already, eh? Kids today, eh?

A hal f-brick sailed past Johnny's face and hit the man besi de himon the
shoul der.

"What the—

Til smash your **** head in! 1'll smash your **** head in!'

Bi gmac energed fromthe fog. He | ooked ter- rifying. He reached beside him
yanked a railing fromthe broken wall and started to whirl it round his head
as he advanced.
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"You what? You what? You what? |'m MENTAL, ne!’

Then he started to run forward.

' Aaaaaaanrrr—

And it dawned on all four people at once that he wasn't going to stop
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Chapter 10

Bi gmac bounded over the rubble, an enraged skin- head skel eton

"Get him'

"You get him

The railing smacked into the side of the bull- dozer, and Bignmac | eapt.
Even fighting mad, he was still Bigmac, and the driver was a | arge nman. But

what Bi gnac had going for himwas that he was, just for a few seconds,

unst oppable. If the man had managed to get one good punch in that would have
been it, but there seemed to be too many arnms and |l egs in the way, and al so
Bi gnac was trying to bite his ear.

Even so—

But a pair of headlights appeared near the gate and started to bounce up
and down in a way that suggested a car being driven at hi gh speed across rough
ground.

The man hol di ng Johnny | et go and vani shed into the fog. The other one
t hunped Bi gmac hard in the stomach and fol | owed him

The car skidded to a halt and a fat vanpire | eapt out, shouting ' Make ny
ni ght, make my night!’



M Atterbury unfolded hinself a little nore sedately fromthe driver's
seat .

"It's all right, they're gone,' said Johnny. '"We'Il never find themin this
fog.'

There was the sound of an engine starting sone- where in the distance, and
t hen wheel s skidded out on to the unseen road.

"But | got the nunmber!' shouted Wobbl er, hop- ping fromfoot to foot." |
dint have a pen so | huffed on the wi ndow and wote it in the huffl!’

'They were going to drive the bulldozer into the cemetery!' said Yo-I|ess.

"Right in the huff, |ook!"'

'"Dear me, | expect a bit nmore than this of United Consolidated,' said M
Atterbury. 'Hadn't we better see to your friend?

Bi gmac was kneeling on the ground, nmaking small 'oof, oof noises.

"I"ll have to keep huffing on it to keep themthere, nind!'

"You all right, Bignac?

They knelt down beside him He was wheezing with his asthma.

"I ... | really frightened him. . . yeah?' he managed.

"Right, right,' said Johnny. 'Come on, we'll give you a hand up ...

"I jus' saw themthere—

' How do you feel ?'
Jus' w nded."'

"Hang on, 1've got to go and huff on it agai n—
"Help himinto the car.'

"Sall right—

"I"lIl drive himto the hospital, just in case.'
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" No! *

Bi gmac pushed them away, and rose unsteadily to his feet.

" 'mall right,' he said. 'Tough as old boots, ne.

Red and blue lights blooned in the fog and a police siren dee-dahed once or
twi ce and then stopped out of enbarrassnent.

"Ah,' said M Atterbury. 'l rather think my wife got a bit excited about
t hi ngs and phoned the police. Er... Bigmac, isn't it? Wuld you recogni ze
those nen if you saw t hem agai n?'

"Sure. One of '"em s got teethmarks in his ear.' Bigmac suddenly had the
hunted | ook of one who has never quite seen eye to eye with the constabu-
lary. "But | ain't going in any police station. No way.'

M Atterbury straightened up as the police car crunched to a halt.

"I think it mght be a good idea if | do nost of the talking,' he said,
when Sergeant Conely stepped out into the night. 'Ah, Ray,' he said. 'dad you
could drop by. Can | have a word?'

The boys stood in a huddle, watching as the nen wal ked over to the
bul | dozer, and then in- spected the remains of the wall.

"W're going to be in trouble,’ said Bigmac. 'Ad Conely's probably going
to do ne for ear-biting. O pinching the bulldozer. You wait.'

Wobbl er tapped Johnny on the shoul der.

' You knew sonet hi ng was goi ng to happen,' he said.

"Yes. Don't know how.'

They wat ched the policenen peer into M Atterbury's car for a noment.

"He's reading ny huff,' said Wbbler. 'That was | ateral thinking, that
was. '

Then Comely went back to the police car. They heard hi m speaking into the
radi o.

"No! | say again. That's H for Hrsute, Wfor \Wagner - WAgner! Wagner! No!
Was in Wstphalia, A for Aardvark—

M Atterbury appeared fromthe direction of the bulldozer, waving a pair of
pliers.

"I don't think it's going to nove again tonight,' he said.

"What's going to happen?' said Johnny.



"Not sure. We can probably trace the van. | think I've persuaded Sergeant
Conely that we ought to deal with this quietly, for now He '11 take
statenments fromyou, though. That night be enough.'

"Wre they from United Consolidated?'

The ol d man shrugged.

' Per haps someone thought everything mght be a lot sinpler if the cenetery
wasn't worth saving,' he said. 'Perhaps a couple of likely |ads were slipped a
handful of notes to do ... er ... a Halloween prank—

There was a burst of noise fromthe police radio.

"W' ve stopped a van on the East Slate Road,' the sergeant called out.

" Sounds |ike our |ads.'

"Well Done, Said PC Plonk,' said Yo-less, in a hollow voice. 'You Have
Captured The Whol e Gang! Good Work, Fumbling Four! And They Al Went Hone For
Tea And Cakes.'
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"It would help if you'd cone along to the police station, Bigmac,' said M
Atterbury.

'"No way!'

"I''"l'l come along with you. And one of your friends could come, too.

"It'"d really help,' said Johnny.

"I"ll go with you,' said Yo-Iless.

"And then,' said M Atterbury, 'I'mgoing to take considerable pleasure in
ringing up the chairman of United Consolidated. Considerable pleasure.’

It was ten minutes |ater. Bigmac had gone to the police station
acconpani ed by Yo-less and M Atterbury and an assurance that he wasn't going
to be asked any questions about certain other minor matters relating to things
like cars not being where the owners had expected themto be, and other things
of that nature.

The sodiumlights of Blackbury glowed in the fog, which was thinning out a
bit now. They made the darkness beyond the carpet warehouse a | ot deeper and
much darker.

"Well, that's it, then,' said Whbbler. 'Gane over. Let's go hone.'

The fog was being torn apart by the wind. It was even possible to see the
nmoon t hrough the flying streaners.

' Come on,' he repeated.

"It's still not right,' said Johnny. "It can't end like this."'
'Best ending,' said Wbbler. 'Just |like Yo-Iess
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said. Nasty nen foiled. Kids save the day. Everyone gets a bun.'

The abandoned bul | dozer seermed a | ot bigger in this pale light.

The air had a fizz to it.

' Somet hing' s going to happen,' said Johnny, run- ning towards the cenetery.

" Now, | ook—

" Come on!'

"No! Not in therel’

Johnny turned around.

"And you're pretending to be a vanpire?

' But —

"Come on, the railings have been knocked down.'

"But it's nearly mdnight! And there's dead people in there!’

"Vell? W' re all dead, sooner or later.'

"Yeah, but nme, I'd like it to be later, thank you!’

Johnny could feel it all around him—a squashed feel to things, like the
air gets before a thunder- storm It cracked off the buckled gravestones and
tingled on the dusty shrubberies.

The fog was pouring away now, as if it was trying to escape from sonet hing.
The noon shone out of a danmp bl ue-black sky, casting darker shadows on the
ground.

North Drive and East Way . . . they were still there, but they didn't |ook



t he sane now. They be- | onged somewhere el se —sonewhere where people didn't
take the roads of the dead and give themthe names of the streets of the
living .
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"Wobbl er?' said Johnny, wi thout | ooking around.

' Yeah?'

"You there?

' Yeah.'

' Thanks. '

He could feel sonething lifting off him 1ike a heavy bl anket. He was
amazed his feet still touched the ground.

He ran along North Drive, to the little area where all the dead roads net.

There was soneone al ready there.

She spun around with her arnms out and her eyes blissfully shut, the gravel
crunchi ng under her feet, the nmoonlight glinting off her ancient hat. Al
alone, twirling and twirling, Ms Tachyon danced in the night.

Not all alone .

The air sparkled. Gowing lines, blue as elec- tricity, thin as snoke,
poured out of the clear sky. Were they touched the fingers of the danc- ing
worman t hey stretched out and broke, then re-forned.

They crawl ed over the grass. They whirred through the air. The whol e
cenetery was alive with pale blue conets.

Alive ...

M's Tachyon's feet were off the ground.

Johnny | ooked at his own fingers. There was a blue gl ow crackling over his

right hand, like St Elmp's Fire. It sparkled as he waved it towards the stars
and felt his feet | eave the gravel path.
" Coowwwwah! '

The lights spun himaround and et himdrift gently back down.

"Who are you?

Aline of fire screamed across the night and then expl oded. Sparks flew out
and traced lines in the air, which took on, as though it was outlined in neon
a fam liar shape

"Well, until tonight,' it said, blue fire sizzling in his beard, 'l thought
I was WIlliam Stickers. Watch this!'

Bl ue gl ows arched over the gravestones again and clustered around the dark
bul k of the bulldozer, flowing across it so that it gl owed.

The engi ne started.

There was a clash of gears.

It noved forward. The railings clanged and cart- wheel ed away. The brick
wal | crunbl ed.

Lights orbited around the bulldozed as it ploughed onward.

'Hey! Stop!'

Met al groaned. The engi ne note dropped to a dull, insistent throbbing.

The lights turned to | ook at Johnny. He could feel their attention

"What are you doing' ?

A light burst into a glittering diagram of the Al dernan.

"Isn't this what people wanted?' he said. 'We don't need it any nore. So if
anyone's going to do it, it should be us. That's only right."'

"But you said this was your place!' said Johnny.

Ms Sylvia Liberty outlined herself in the air.
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"W have left Nothing there,' she said, 'of any Inportance.’

'"Force of habit,' said WIliam Stickers, 'is what has subjugated the

working man for too long. | was right about that, anyway.'
' The_ di sgusting bol shevi k, although he needs a shave, is Qiite correct,’'
said Ms Liberty. And then she laughed. 'It seens to me we've spent Far too

| ong nopi ng around because of what we're not, w thout any Consi deration of
what we m ght be.’
"Chronologically gifted," said M Einstein, crack- ling into existence.



' Di mensi onal | y advantaged,' said M Fletcher, sparkling Iike a flashbulb.

"Bodi |l y unencunbered,' said the Al derman.

"Into Extra Time,' said Stanl ey Roundway.

' Enhanced,’ said M Vicenti.

"W had to find it out,' said M Fletcher. 'You have to find it out. You
have to forget who you were. That's the first step. And stop being fright-
ened of old ghosts. Then you've got roomto find out what you are. Wat you
can be.’

"So we're off,' said the Al derman.

"Where to?

"W don't know. It iss going to be very inter- esting to find out,' said
Sol onon Ei nst ei n.

"But . . . but . . . we've saved the cenetery!' said Johnny. 'W had a
meeting! And Bigmac . . . and | spoke up and . . . there's been things on the
tel evision and peopl e have really been tal king about this place! No-one's
going to build any- thing on it! There's been birdwatchers here and

everything! Turn the machine off! W' ve saved the cenetery.

"But we don't need it any nore,' said the Al derman.

"W do!’

The dead | ooked at him

"W do,' Johnny repeated. 'W . . . need it to be there.'

The di esel engi ne chugged. The machine vi- brated. The dead, if that's what
they still were, seened to be thinking.

Then Sol onon Ei nstei n nodded.

"This iss of course very true,' he said, in his excited squeaky voice. "It

al |l bal ances, you see. The living have to renenber, the dead have to forget.
Conservation of energy.'

The bul | dozer's engine stuttered into silence.

M Vicenti held up a hand. It glowed like a firework.

"W cane back to say goodbye. And thank you,' he said.

"I hardly did anything.'

"You listened. You tried. You were there. You can get medals just for being
there. People forget the people who were just there.'

"Yes. | know.'

"But, now ... we must be sonmewhere else.’

"No . . . don't go yet,' said Johnny. 'I have to ask you—

M Vicenti turned.

' Yes?'

"Un . . '
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' Yes?'

"Are there . . . angels involved? You know? O . . . devils and things? A
| ot of people would Iike to know.'

"Ch, no. | don't think so. That sort of thing . . . no. That's for the
living. No.'

The Al derman rubbed his spectral hands. 'I rather think it's going to be a

ot nmore interesting than that.'

The dead were wal ki ng away, sone of them fading back into shining snoke as
t hey moved.

Sone were heading for the canal. There was a boat there. It |ooked vaguely
like a gondola. A dark figure stood at one end, |eaning on a pole that
vani shed into the water

"This is nmy lift,' said WIliam Stickers.

"It looks a bit ... spooky. No offence neant,' said Johnny.

"Well, | thought I'd give it atry. If I don't like it, 1'll go sonewhere
else,'" said WIlliam Stickers, stepping aboard. 'Of we go, conrade.'

Rl GHT said the ferryman.

The boat noved away fromthe bank. The canal was only a few netres wide,
but the boat seened to be drifting off a |long, |ong way.



Voi ces cane back over the waters.

"You know, an outboard notor on this and it'd go like a bird."

| LIKEIT THE WAY IT IS, MR STI CKERS

"What's the pay |ike?

SHOCKI NG

"I wouldn't stand for it, if I was you—
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"I"mnot sure where he's going,' said the Alderman, 'but he's certainly
going to reor- ganize things when he gets there. Bit of a traditional thinker
our WIliam

There was a click and hum from further along the bank. Einstein and
Fl etcher were sitting proudly in sone sort of - well, it |ooked partly like an
electronic circuit diagram and partly like a ma- chine, and partly like
mat hematics would look if it was solid. It glowed and fizzled.

"CGood, isn't it," said M Fletcher. 'You' ve heard of a train of thought?'

"This is a flight of the inagination,' said Sol onon Einstein.

' W 're going to have a good | ook at sone things.'

"That's right. Starting with everything.'

M Fl et cher thunped the machi ne happily.

"Right! The sky's the linmt, M Einstein!'

"Not even that, M Fletcher!’

The lines grew bright, drew together, becane nore |ike a diagram And
vani shed. Just before they vani shed, though, they seemed to be accel erating.

And then there were three.

"Did I see them waving?' said Ms Liberty.

"And particling, | shouldn't wonder,' said the Al derman. 'Cone, Sylvia.
feel a nmore down-to- earth node of transport would be suitable for us.'

He took her hand. They ignored Johnny and stepped on to the black waters of
t he canal

And sank, slowy, leaving a pearly sheen on the water which gradually faded
away.

Then there was the sound of a motor starting up
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Qut of the water, transparent as a bubble, the spirit of the dead Ford
Capri rose gently towards the sky.

The Al derman wound down an invisible w ndow.

"Ms Liberty thinks we ought to tell you some- thing,' he said. 'But
it's hard to explain, you know.'

"What is?'" said Johnny.

"By the way, why are you wearing a pink sheet?

"Urn—

"l expect it's not inportant.’

"Yes.'

"Wel|l — The car turned slowly; Johnny could see the moon through it. 'You

know t hose ganes where this ball runs up and bounces around and ends up in a
sl ot at the botton®

" Pi nbal | machi nes?’

'"I's that what they're called now?

"I think so.’

"Ch. Right.' The Al derman nodded. 'Well . . . when you're bouncing around
frompinto pin, it is probably very difficult to know that outside the gane
there's a roomand outside the roomthere's a town and outside the town
there's a country and outside the country there's a world and outside the
world there's a billion trillion stars and that's only the start of it ... but
it's there, d you see? Once you know about it, you can stop worry- ing about
the slot at the bottom And you m ght bounce around a good deal |onger."'

"Il . . . try to renenber it.’
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'Good man. Well, we'd better be going .

Ghostly gears went crunch. The car juddered.



"Drat the thing. Ah ... Be seeing you
It rose gently, turned towards the east, and sped away and up ..
And then there was one.

"Well, | think I mght as well be off;' said M Vicenti. He produced a top
hat and an ol d-fashi oned wal ki ng cane out of thin air.
"Why are you all |eaving? said Johnny.

"Ch, yes. It's Judgenent Day,' said M Vicenti. 'W decided.’

"I thought that was chariots and things.'

"I think you'll have to use your own judgenent on that one. No point in
waiting for what you've already got. It's different for everybody, you see.
Enj oy | ooking after the cemetery. They're places for the living, after all.’

M Vicenti pulled on a pair of white gloves and pressed an invisible lift
button. He began to rise. Wite feathers cascaded out of his sleeves.

'Dear me,' he said, and opened his jacket. 'Go on, away with you! Al of
you! Shoo!"

Hal f a dozen ghostly pigeons untangled them selves and rocketed off into
t he dawn.

'There. That proves it. You can escape from anything, eventually,' he
call ed down. Johnny just managed to hear him add, ' al though I will
admt that three sets of manacles, twenty feet of chain and a canvas sack can
present a considerable anmbunt of difficulty in certain circunstances . '

The light glinted off his hat.
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And then there was . . . one.

Johnny turned around.

M Gimmwas standing neatly in the mddle of the path, with his neat hands
neatly fol ded. Darkness surrounded himlike a fog. He was watching the sky.
Johnny had never seen such an expression

He renenbered the time, many years ago, when Bignmac had a party and hadn't
invited him He'd said afterwards, 'Wll, of course not. | knew you'd cone,
you didn't have to be asked, you didn't need to be asked, you could just have
turned up.' But everyone el se was going to go, and was tal ki ng about going,
and he'd felt like a pit had opened up in his life! That sort of thing was
pretty awful when you were seven

It | ooked rmuch, much worse when you were dead.

M Gimmsaw Johnny staring at him

"Huh,"' he said, pulling hinself together. 'They' Il be sorry.

"I"'mgoing to find out about you, M Gimm' said Johnny.

"Nothing to find out,' snapped the ghost.

Johnny wal ked through him There was a chilly noment, and then M Gi mm was
gone.

And then there were none.

Real night flowed back in. The sounds of the town, the distant hum of the
traffic, filled the space taken up by the silence.

Johnny wal ked back al ong the gravel path.

"Wobbl er?' he whi spered. ' Wbbl er?
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He found hi mcrouched behind a gravestone with his eyes shut.

' Come on,' said Johnny.

"Look, |I—

"Everything's K

"It was fireworks, right? said Wbbler. H's Count Dracul a make-up was
streaked and snudged, and he'd | ost his fangs. ' Someone was letting sone
firewrks off, yes?

"That's right.'

'O course, | wasn't scared.’

"No.

"But those things can be dangerous

"Ch, that's right.’

They turned as a rattling sound started up behind them Ms Tachyon



appear ed, pushing her shop- ping trolley; the wheels bounced and ski dded on
the gravel.

She ignored both of them They stepped aside hurriedly as the trolley, one
wheel squeaking, van- ished into the gl oom

Then they wal ked home, through the nmorning msts.
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Chapter n

As Tommy Atkins had once said, things aren't necessarily over just because
t hey' ve st opped.

There was Bigmac, for a start. Yo-less had gone home with him and Bignac's
brot her had been waiting up and had started on at himand Bi gnmac had | ooked at
himstrangely for a few seconds and then hit himso hard that he knocked him
out. Yo-less said, with awe in his voice, that it'd been so hard that the word
"TAH was printed in Biro on the brother's chin. And then he'd grow ed at
dint and the dog had hid under the sofa. So Yo-less had to get his nother out
of bed to bring her car round to carry Bigmac's suitcase, three tropical fish
tanks and two hundred copies of Guns and Ammo back to her spare room

And there was the generous donation to the Bl ackbury Vol unteers by United
Amal gamat ed Consol i dated Hol dings. As M Atterbury said, it's amazing what you
can do with a kind word, pro- vided you've also got a big stick

The cenetery was already | ooking nore lived- in. There were endl ess
argunents between the Volunteers who wanted it to be habitat and the ones who
wanted it to be ecology and a niddle group who just wanted it to be clean and

tidy, but

184

at least it was wanted, which seemed to Johnny to be the nost inportant
t hi ng.

It took Johnny a week to find what he wanted, and when he found it he took
it along to the cenetery after school, when no-one was about. There was frost
on the ground.

M Gim?

He found himby the canal, sitting staring at the water

"M Gim?

'CGo away. You're dangerous.'

"I thought you'd be a bit... lonely. So | bought you this.'

He opened the bag.
"M Atterbury hel ped,' he said. 'He phoned around sone of his friends

who' ve got electrical shops. It's been repaired. It'll work until the bat-
teries die, and then | thought maybe it'd work on ghost batteries.'

"What is it?

"Avery small television,' said Johnny. 'l thought | could put it right in

a bush or sonewhere and no-one' 11 know it's there except you.'

"What are you doing this for?" said M Ginm suspiciously.

'Because | | ooked you up in the newspaper. May the twenty-first, nineteen
twenty-seven. There wasn't very much. Just the bit about them finding
you in the canal, and the coroner's inquest."'

' Ch? Poking around, eh? And what do you think you know about anyt hi ng?'

" Not hi ng."
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"I don't have to explain.'

"I's that why you couldn't |eave with the others?

"What? | can | eave whenever | like,' said the ghost of M Gimm very
quickly. "If I'"mstay- ing here, it's because | want to be here. | know ny
pl ace. | know how to do the right thing. | could | eave whenever | want. But



|'ve got nmore pride than that. People |ike you don't understand that. You
don't take life seriously.’

It hadn't been a long report in the paper. M Vicenti was right. In those
days, some things didn't get a lot of reporting. M Ginmhad been a
respectable citizen, keeping his head down, a man at the back of the crowd,
and then his business had failed and there'd been sone other trouble involving
nmoney, and then there'd been the canal. M Gimmhad taken life very
seriously, starting with his own.

People didn't tal k much about that sort of thing in those days. Suicide was
agai nst the | aw. Johnny had wondered why. It nmeant that if you m ssed, or the
gas ran out, or the rope broke, you could get |ocked up in prison to show you
that life was really very jolly and thoroughly worth Iiving.

M Gimmsat with his hands cl asped around his knees.

Johnny realized that he could think of nothing to say, so he said nothing.

I nstead, he wedged the little pocket television deep in a bush, where
no-one, not even the keenest birdwatcher, would find it.

"Can you turn it on with your m nd?" he said.
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"Who says | shall want to?

The picture cane on, and there was the faint tinkly sound of the famliar
signature tune.

"Let's see,' said Johnny. 'You ve missed a week . . . Ms Swede has just
found out Janine didn't go to the party . . . M Hatt has sacked Jason from
t he shop because he thinks he took the noney. . . and . '

"I see.'

"So ... I'lIl be off, then, shall I?

'"Right."'

Johnny backed away.

"I"msure the hours'11 just fly by.'

'"Right."'

"So ... cheerio, then.'

'"Right."'

"M Gim®?' Johnny wanted to say: you can |eave any tinme you want. But
there seened to be no point.

'"Right."'

Johnny watched for a while, and then turned and wal ked away. The ot her
three were waiting for himby the phone box.

"Was he there? said Yo-I|ess.

"Yes.'

"What's he doi ng now?

"Watching television,' said Johnny.

"l expect ghosts do that a lot,' said Whbbler

' ' Spect so.'

"You all right?

"Just thinking about the difference between heaven and hell .’
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' That doesn't sound like "all right" to ne.'

Johnny blinked. And | ooked around at the world.

It was, not to put too fine a point on it, won- derful. Which wasn't the
same as nice. It wasn't even the same as good. But it was full of... stuff.
You'd never get to the end of it. It was always springing new things on you

'Yeah,' he said. "All right. Wat shall we do now?
THE END



