clive Barker

pread

e

Clive Barker is the only h‘orror yvriter of the 1980s to catapult to prominence
and popularity on the basis of his short fiction, the six stunning volumes called
The Books of Blood. His work has been called the wave of the future in horror
by Ramsey Campbell and Stephen Knng, among others. Nothing could
justrate the profound changes in horror fiction over the past decade more
clearly than that Barker is the on/y major writer to emerge through short fiction,
while others aré primarily novelists. Fashion and economic pressure have
moved him recently toward the novel form in The Damnation Game (1985), but
his success in the short story form has created manifest excitement among
other short story writers and has pointed out new directions for a new
generation in horror. Rarely fully polished, the stories in The Books of Blood
have a raw power that is undeniable, especially for the audience built for horror
by the generally crudely executed novels of the previous decade. And,
significantly, Barker's influences do not include a majority of the classics of
horror from the past except, perhaps, King and Ellison—but rather the graphic
horror of the famous E.C. comics of the 1950s, horror films and those same
novels of the seventies mentioned above. A new hybrid tradition seems in the
process of formation. “Dread” is one of the best stories from the six
collections, moving at first in the direction of an examination of the nature of
reality, then turning toward psychological monstrosities and heightened grand
guignol violence. For Barker, powerful impact is all.

'I\here is no delight the equal of dread. If it were possible to sit, invisible,
between two people on any train, in any waiting room or office, the
®Onversation overheard would time and again circle on that subject.
thertamly the debate might appear to be about something entirely different;
State of the nation, idle chat about death on the roads, the rising price of
Ntal care; but strip away the metaphor, the innuendo, and there, nestling at
© heart of the discourse, is dread. While the nature of God and the
g?ssﬁ.’lhty of eternal life go undiscussed, we happily chew over the minutiae
g Misery. The syndrome recognizes no boundaries; 1n ‘bath-house and
, Minar-room alike, the same ritual is repeated. With the inevitability of a
Ngue Ieturning to probe a painful tooth, we come back and back and back

1 10 our fears, sitting to talk them OVer with the eagerness of a hungry

m
M before a fyl] and steaming plate.

* kX
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340 The Dark Descent

. \
While he was still at university, and afraid to speak, Stephen Grace Was
taught to speak of why he was afraid. In fact not simply to talk about jt, but
to analyze and dissect his every nerve-encgng,_:lookmg for tiny terrors,
uaid.

In this investigation, he had a teacher: o,
It was an age of gurus; it was their season. In universities up and down

d women were looking east and west for people to

England young men an ' )
fol{gclaw 1ik¥: lambs; Steve Grace was just one of many. It was his bad luck that

Quaid was the Messiah he found.
They'd met in the Student Common Room.,
“The name’s Quaid,” said the man at Steve’s elbow at the bar.

“Oh.”

“You're—?”

“Steve Grace.” .

“Yes. You’re in the Ethics class, right?”

“Right.” ; .

“I don’t see you in any of the other Philosophy seminars or lectures.”
“It’s my extra subject for the year. 'm on the English Literature course, |

just couldn’t bear the idea of a year in the Old Norse classes.”
“So you plumped for Ethics.”

G‘Yes.9’
Quaid ordered a double brandy. He didn’t look that well off, and a double

brandy would have just about crippled Steve’s finances for the next week.
Quaid downed it quickly, and ordered another.

“What are you having?”

Steve was nursing half a pint of luke-warm lager, determined to make it
last an hour.

“Nothing for me.”

“Yes you will.”

“I'm fine.”

“Another brandy and a pint of lager for my friend.”

Steve didn’t resist Quaid’s generosity. A pint and a half of lager in his

unfed system would help no end in dulling the tedium of his oncoming

iefrriltinars on “Charles Dickens as a Social Analyst.” He yawned just to thi

Quaid studied his brandy a
(13 L mo 1
: ?r as oblivion,” he oo g ment, then downed it.
mixteu‘;z lg?‘éﬁiﬁt ﬂllle man. Perhaps five years older than Steve’s twenty. Th
grey-white shis te}? ?1 Wwore was confusing. Tattered running shoes, cords, &
) at had seen better days: and over it a very expensive blac

the common currency of a stude
Wwithout something to imply ho¥
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. .Was he a P :
pis pleasures gay, feminist, save-the-whale campaigner; Or a
0ok B Cetarian? What was he into, for God's sake? g

it Vege .
juscist V8 uld have been doing Old Norse,” said Quaid.

“You S8
~'Wh)’? on’t even bother to mark the papers on th 9 ¢ .
e dn't hear;ih abo;llt s, Onaidl droned on at course,” said Quaid.
e oy just throw them all up into the air. Face up ~
011:‘l i¥ was a joke. Quaid was being witt .agf Uy s dewn
= e remained unmoved by hi y. Steve attempted a laugh, but
Qua;ds fgfoc e in Old I:If)rse}’l’ hllls own attempt at humor. ’
o 9 (*] 1 (1) P
Bcrkglgy anyhow. Or Plato. Or—" said again. “Who needs Bishop
¢ 'Or?”
ot's all shit.”
“Yes.” ;
“T've watched you, in the Philosophy Class—”
Steve began 0 wonder about Quaid.
«_You never take notes, do you?”
“No.”
carellt;g,l’l’ght you were either sublimely confident, or you simply couldn’t
“QNu;@?a. I’:n dj,ust gompletely lost.”
grunted, and pulled out a pack i .
not‘Ithe done thing. You either smolljced (gg;ﬁzepsc%ﬁt;ﬁ;ffgﬁrg att v;121ls
“It's not true phil B Lokl at al.
i contompt osophy they teach you here,” said Quaid, with unmistak-
“Oh?” /
“We get spoonfed a bit of Plato, or a bi
: ; t of Bentham— al fe T60
gotall the right marki el no real analysis. It's
Eke the beasgthto e :Exgl; ?tfl' :':)el:lrie. It looks like the beast: it even smells a bit
“What beast?” .
“Philo H ) ,
{ ha d;?i):; True Philosophy. It’s a beast, Stephen. Don’t you think?”
« t’s Wlld It bites.”
He or; y €s.
“Yef.nltnli)ei(ti, Sdeenly Y‘Lﬂpine.
Oh, that ICS, he replied.
Stephen go%aéﬁ 1}1{11:1 Again, for luck: “Bites.”
Ithink we shoy] e metaphor was beyond him.
Whole subiect of uld feel mauled by our subject.” Quaid was warming to the
mutilation by education. “We should be frightened to juggle

€ ideas
“Why?’ye should talk about.”

uBecause :

:?ademic pleg we were philosophers worth we wouldn’t be exchanging

Tickery ¢, mvsantﬂes. We wouldn’t be talking semantics; using linguistic
Wy . cOVer the real concerns.”

Steve ;‘avg’“ld we be doing?”
d(")‘3‘1’t in g jg‘l"(glnmng to feel like Quaid’s straight-man. Except that Quaid
"0 10 tiny d;rtlsg mood. His face was set: his pin-prick irises had closed
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«We should be walking close to the beast, Steve, don’t yoy thin
Reaching out to stroket,l [ie_t lttfl;nélel;;:;’-’-
« ...what 1s ! .
What . . . ilrearlyv; little exasperated by the pragmatism of the enquiry,
(‘)u’ald i biect of any worthwhile phllosophy,,Stephen. It’s the thing
‘ I; ez.r th%escl:\ ﬁ'se we don’t understand them. It’s the dark behing the
we A
door.” f the dark. He began to see what Oy.;
door. Thought of th . Quaig
aitedvrei \}il:%u%?tigf gis ‘;abyrinthine fashion. Philosophy was a way 1o
w

abf?{,‘&efiif;uld discuss what’s intimate to our psyches,” said Quaid. “If y,

't...werisk...” .
do&tléid’s loquaciousness deserted him suddenly.
113 2 ; - .
QV::S( was staring at his empty brandy glass, seeming to will it to be fy]]
in. :
ag;":lWant another?” said Steve, praying that the answer ‘would be no.
“What do we risk?” Quaid repeated the question. “Well, I think if we
don’t go out and find the beast—"
Steve could see the punchline coming, i
“—sooner or later the beast will come and find us.

There is no delight the equal of dread. As long as it’s someone else’s.

Casually, in the following week or two, Steve made some enquiries about
the curious Mr. Quaid.

Nobody knew his first name.

Nobody was certain of his age; but one of the secretaries thought he was
over thirty, which came as a surprise.

His parents, Cheryl had heard him say, were dead. Killed, she thought.

That appeared to be the sum of human knowledge where Quaid was
concerned.

“I owe you a drink,” said Steve, touching Quaid on the shoulder.

He looked as though he’d been bitten.
“Brandy?”

“Thank yoy,”

Steve ordered the drinks,
“Did I startle you?” =
“;Iwas thinking, »

“No philosoph, i »
“Onepwhat?’l’) er should be without one,
“Brain.”

They fell to talking
€ man was tep ye
probably intimidat,
relentless talk of be

- Steve didn’t know why he’d approached Quaid agall'z’:‘
ars his senior and in g different intellectual leagu¢- id’s
ed Steve, if he wag to be honest about it. Qua!
asts confused him, Yet he wanted more of the same: ™
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pors: more of that humorless voice telling him how useless the tutors
metaP w weak the students.
Welre’Quaid’s vgqud there were no certainties. He had no secular gurus and
inly nO religion. He seemed Incapable of viewing any system, whether it
= political or philosophical, without cynicism.
¥ Though he seldom laughed out loud, Steve knew there was a bitter humor
in his vision of the world. People were lamb§ and sheep, all looking for
chepherds. Of course these shepherds were fictions, in Quaid’s opinion. All
ot existed, in the darkness outside the sheep-fold, were the fears that fixed
2 the innocent mutton: waiting, patient as stone, for their moment.
Everything was to be doubted, but the fact that dread existed.
aid’s intellectual Aarrogance was exhilarating, Steve soon came to love
e iconoclastic ease w1th which he demolished belief after belief. Sometimes
it was painful when Quaid formulated a water-tight argument against one of
Steve's dogmas. But afjcer a few weeks, even the sound of the demolition
seemed to excite. Quaid was clearing the undergrowth, felling the trees,
razing the stubble. Steve felt free.

Nation, fgmily, Church, law. All ash. All useless. All cheats, and chains
and suffocation.

There was only dread.

“I fear, you fear, we fear,” Quaid was fond of saying. “He, she or it fears.
There’s no conscious thing on the face of the world that doesn’t know dread
more intimately than its own heartbeat.”

One of Quaid’s favorite baiting-victims was another Philosophy and Eng.
Lit. student, Cheryl Fromm. She would rise to his more outrageous remarks
like fish to rain, and while the two of them took knives to each other’s
arguments Steve would sit back and watch the spectacle. Cheryl was, in
Quaid’s phrase, a pathological optimist.

. “And you’re full of shit,” she’d say when the debate had warmed up a
g;tée’.’ “So who cares if you’re afraid of your own shadow? I'm not. I feel

b She certainly looked it. Cheryl Fromm was wet dream material, but too
"ght for anyone to try making a move on her. _
We all taste dread once in a while,” Quaid would reply to her, and his

Silky tyes would study her face intently, watching for her reaction, trying,

§ o)
t?“ie knew, to find a flaw in her conviction.

Jdomt,»

o fears? No nightmares?”
0 way. I’ve gota gOOd family;
on’t iVen - meat, so I don’t feel bad when
“It ave any shit to put on show. Does tha‘l‘t‘ mean
m roeans,” Quaid’s eyes were snake-slits, “'1t means yo
«p Ding big to cover.”

“ aCk .tO nightmares‘”

« lg nlgl'.ltmares.”

U gaporoiic: define your terms.”
t tell you What you fear.”

Dread 343

1 loset. I
’t have any skeletons in my C
il I dri\Z: past a slaughterhouse. I
I’'m not real?”
ur confidence has

d0n’t
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iy at you fear then.”

Ql:z:.}(;ntleeggteg. “Finally;” he said, “it’s beyond analysis.”

= analysis, my ass!” . s

T%?cl%rll'gught Zn involuntary smile to Steve’s lips. Cheryl’s ass wag indeeg
beyond analysis. The only response was to kneel down and worship,

Quaid was back on his soap-box. :

«“What I fear is personal to me. It makes 1O sense in a 1a{ger context,
signs of my dread, the images my brain uses, if you like, to illustrate o

. . f
those signs are mild stuff by comparison with the real horror that’s };t t?lré

rsonality.” )
rogtl’gi ’ggﬁemages,” ysaid Steve. “Pictures from childhood that make me
think of—" He stopped, regretting this confessional already.

«What?” said Cheryl. “You mean things to do with bad experienceg?
Falling off your bike, or something like that?” Ay

“Perhaps,” Steve said. “I find myself, sometimes, tlpnkmg of those
pictures. Not deliberately, just when my goncentratlon’s idling. It’s almost as
though my mind went to them automatically.” :

Quaid gave a little grunt of satisfaction. “Precisely,” he said.

“Freud writes on that,” said Cheryl.

“What?”

“Freud,” Cheryl repeated, this time making a performance of it, as though
she were speaking to a child. “Sigmund Freud: you may have heard of
him.” ;

Quaid’s lip curled with unrestrained contempt. “Mother fixations don’t
answer the problem. The real terrors in me, in all of us, are pre-personality.
Dread’s there before we have any notion of ourselves as individuals. The
thumb-nail, curled up on itself in the womb, feels fear.”

“You remember, do you?” said Cheryl.

“Maybe,” Quaid replied, deadly serious.

“The womb?”

Quaid gave a sort of half-smile. Steve thought the smile said: “I have
knowledge you don’t.”
‘I}YVOVS;“‘ a W?_lfd, unpéeasant smile; one Steve wanted to wash off his €yes-
re a har,” said Cheryl : . down
her nose at Quaid ryl, getting up from her seat, and looking

“Perhaps I am,” he said, suddenly the perfect gentleman.

After that the debates stopped.

No more talking about nigh : - t g0
. : tmares, no more debating the things that 8
E:rg%‘gg;eigl‘%g;- iSI:S;’:iS%\iV Quaid irregularly for the ne)%t month, and(‘l?"?v?;
» g ably in the co . Quat
polite with her, even deferential, H et 1(1263f jacket

H . *
€ was also jealous, though he wouldn’t entirely admit that to himself He
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/T;t—h; fact that th
sented 1 ¢ wet drea i i
guaid’s G M genius was taking up so much of
ere was another feeling; a curious sense he
eryl for his own strange reasons. Sex was not

Nor was it respect for Chery!’s intelligence that ; .
pe Was cornering her somehow; that was Steve’s 1Irrxl:1t(11§ctt1 uél}f: alt';gntwe. b
being rounded up for the kill. . Cheryl Fromm was

Then, after @ month, Quaid let a remark about Cheryl drop in conversa

had that Quaid was courting
Quaid’s motive, he felt sure.

tion. .

«She’s a vegetarian,” he said.

«Cheryl?”

«0f course, Cheryl.”

«] know. She men}ioned it before.”

«Yes, but it isn’t a fad with her. She’s passionate a i '
10 look in a butcher’s window. She wonr’)t touch megﬁﬁﬁtéuc ;r:;;tel? g

«0Oh.” Steve was stumped. Where was this leading?

«Dread, Steve.”

“Of meat?” -

«The signs are different from person to person. She fears meat. She says
she’s so healthy, so balanced. Shit! I'll find it—"

“Find what?”

“The fear, Steve.”

“You're not going to . . . 7 Steve didn’t know how to voice his anxiety
without sounding accusatory.

“Harm her?” said Quaid. “No, I'm not going to harm her in any way. Any
damage done to her will be strictly self-inflicted.”

Quaid was staring at him almost hypnotically.

“I’s about time we learned to trust one another,” Quaid went on. He
leaned closer. “Between the two of us—”"

“Listen, I don’t think I want to hear.”

“We have to touch the beast, Stephen.”

“Damn the beast! I don’t want to hear!” _ .

Steve got up, as much to break the oppression of Quaid’s stare as to finish
the conversation.

“We're friends, Stephen.”

“Yes .. .”

:‘Then respect that.”
‘What?”
“Silence. Not a word.”
g Steve nodded. That wasn’t a difficult prorflis;l;codkgsp. There was nobody
¢ could tell his anxicties to without being 1augnet C ,
Quaid looked satisfied. He hurried away, le2vine lftf "‘i,f"i‘;‘;%,:i},hu?ﬁ
he had unwillingly joined some secret society, for ‘g '? vgasr?mnerving
in to tell. Quaid had made a pact e t1 f his seminars Notes
w For the next week he cut all bis 1ecture§v;;t1:lertln (gnothe two occasions he
ent uncopied, books unread, essays un 3 a0 ot around like a cauticus

Atually went into the university building
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ing he wouldn’t collide with Quaid. i .
m‘;}leseﬁgerg}t %ave feared. The one occasion he did see Quaid’s stoq in
shoulders across the quadrangle he was involved in a smiling e;;tghange with
Cheryl Fromm. She laughed, musically, her pleasure echoing off the wall of
theelr{yistory Dei)artment The jealousy had left .Ste\t/e al@f[)feﬁlil;r. He Wwouldp’t

i “ne: aid, so intimate wi '

s, pzﬁd ioetx)li S-:ﬁo?xeedrat»sagl}rom the bustle of lectures and overfy]
corl!ar}ilgotrlsmgeavee ét%ve’s mind time to idle. His thoughts returned, like tongue
tb tooth, like fingernail to scab, to his fears.

And so to his childhood. L The Tafiad

‘ : ix, Steve had been struck by a car. Y e not

. i?lir?%%g(fi sll));t concussion left him parthlly deaf. It was a profoundly
Icjll'n.ttrlecssing'expel"ience for him; not understanding why he was suddenly cut
og from the world. It was an inexplicable torment, and the child assumed it

- al.
Waé:et:e;loment his life had been real, full of shouts and laughte;. The next
he wés cut off from it, and the external world became an aquarium, full of
gaping fish with grotesque smiles. Worse still, _therevs{ere_ times when he
suffered what the doctors called tinnitus, a roaring or ringing sound in the

the ringing had begun in his sleep. S
His eyes would jerk open. His body would be wet with sweat. His mind

would be filled with the most raucous din, which he was locked in with,

beyond hope of reprieve., Nothing could silence his head, and nothing, it

;c;emed, could bring the world, the speaking, laughing, crying, world, back to
im,

He was alone,
at was the beginning, middje and end of the dread. He was absolutely
alone with his cacophony, I ock

: : ed in this house, in this room, in this body, 1
this head, a prisoner of deaf, blind flesh,

It was almogt unbearable. In, the n; - out,
i . ¢ times cry Ou!
not knowing he wa night the boy would some

$ making any sound, and the fish who had been his
parents would tyr on the light : i
his bed making facer theirgh and come to try and help him
attempts to help. Thej

soothi i i
A week before hj othing away the panic that swept over him.

t
seventh blrthday his hearin t d, not perfectly, bu
well enough for jt ¢ ' : g returned, not per OCUS;
and life bagay afre(s) hs.eem like a miracle. The worlq snapped back into fi .
It took severa] months for the boy to trust his senses again. He would il
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mg%t" half-antlclpating the head-noises
put though his ears would ring at the slightest volume of
reventiog Steve from going to rock concerts with the rest of e of sound,
gow lytfev eran?ced his slight deafness, et ol dte adents, b
remembered, of course. Very well. H .

e feel of the iron band around his head. Ay Fooe e 25t of his
P there; of the flark, of being alone. a residue of

But then, wasn t everyone afraid to be alone? To

steve had another fear now, far more difficult to

Quaid. . .

a drunken revelation session he had told Quai is chi
a bg:l i deafnegS, f:bﬁ?m th:knight oy Quaid about his childhood,
uaid knew about his weakness: the clear route into th ’
dfad, He had a weapon, a stick to beat Steve with, shoulfl l11te :rte? fcc?:;‘e]etg
that. Maybe that was why he chose not to speak to Cheryl (warn her, was that
what he wanted to do?) and certainly that was why he avoided Quaid.

The man had a look, in certain moods, of malice. Nothing more or less.
He looked like a man with malice deep, deep in him.

Maybe those four months of watching people with the sound turned down
nad sensitized Steve to the tiny glances, sneers and smiles that flit across
people’s faces. He knew Quaid’s life was a labyrinth; a map of its
complexities was etched on his face in a thousand tiny expressions.

be utterly alone.
pin down.

The next phase of Steve’s initiation into Quaid’s secret world didn’t come
for almost three and a half months. The university broke for the summer
recess, and the students went their ways. Steve took his usual vacation job at
his father’s printing works; it was long hours, and physically exhausting, but
an undeniable relief for him. Academe had overstuffed his mind, he felt
force-fed with words and ideas. The print work sweated all of that out of him
rapidly, sorting out the jumble in his mind. .

It was a good time: he scarcely thought of Quaid at all. P

He returned to campus in the late September. The students were still thin
on the ground. Most of the courses didn’t start for another week; and there
was a melancholy air about the place without its usual mélée of complaining,
lirting, arguing kids.

_Steve was in the library, cornering a few important books before others or}

s course had their hands on them. Books were pure gold at the beginning O
term, with reading lists to be checked off, and the university book §h1§>lp
orever claiming the necessary titles were on order. They would invariably
arrive, those vital books, two days after the seminar i which the author was
tobe discussed. This final year Steve was Jetermined to be ahead of the rush
or the few copies of seminal works the library possessed.

The familiar voice spoke.

ly to work.” LT g

Steve looked up to meet Quaid’s pin-prick €yes.

“I m impressed, Steve.”.

What with?”

Our enthusiasm for the job.”



348 The Dark Descent

660h.’,
Quaid smiled. “What are you looking for?”
“Something on Bentham.” AL e =
“P've got ‘Principles of Morals and Legislation.” Will tha’f do?
It was a trap. No: that was absurd. He was offering a book; how could thy
imple gesture be construed as a trap? S Al .
} “gon%e to think of it,” the smile broadened, “I think it’s the library copy
Pve got. I'll give it to you.”

“Thanks.”

“Good holiday?”

*“Yes. Thank you. You?”

“Very rewarding.” i )

Ther.Zmile had decayed into a thin line beneath his—

“You’ve grown a moustache.” . ] .

It was an unhealthy example of the species. Thin, patchy, and dlrty-blon(_i,
it wandered back and forth under Quaid’s nose as if looking for a way off his
face. Quaid looked faintly embarrassed.

? “Was it for Cheryl?”
’ He was definitely embarrassed now.
“Well . . .”
“Sounds like you had a good vacation.”
The embarrassment was surmounted by something else.
“I've got some wonderful photographs,” Quaid said.
“What of?”
“Holiday snaps.”
5 Steze couldn’t believe his ears. Had C. Fromm tamed the Quaid? Holiday
; snaps?

;{ou won’t believe some of them.”

ere was something of the Arab selling dirty postcards about Quaid’s

?aizﬁfrgeﬂigtﬁiggl were these photographs? Split beaver shots of Cheryl,

“I don’t think of );ou as being a photo »

become a passion of miﬁe.”p Srapher.
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“Tonight. And p;
“Thanks,” Pick up the Bentham at the same time.”

“I've got a house f;
Maternity Hospital, inoﬁﬂrgxlgéggfe days. Round the corner from the

’ nim;;?” Number sixty-four. Some time after
| [13 igl'lt. Thanks_ . . -
QIuaid iodded. Pilgrim Street,
“I didn’t know there w . )
‘Number sixty-four» 21 inhabitable houses in Pilgrim Street.”

%* * *

b
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Mn its knees. Most of the houses were already rubble. A
e in the process of being knocked down. Their inside walls were
aturally exposed; pink and pale green wallpapers, fireplaces on upper
ﬂ,ﬁ panging over chasms of smoking brick. Stairs leading from nowhere
gtor where, and back again.
{0 nombcr sixty-four stood on its own. The houses in the terrace to either
Nu -molished and bulldozed away, leaving a desert of impacted
hardy, and foolhardy, weeds had tried to populate.

sidgk'ﬁust which a few arey;

bnA reer ed white dog was patrolling its territory along the side of

aty-four: leaving little piss-marks at regular intervals as signs of its
rship- :

owﬂsai d's house, though scarcely palatial, was more welcoming than the

yrrounding wasteland. :
5 They drank some bad red wine together, which Steve had brought with
i, and they sn;oked some grass. Quaid was far more mellow than Steve
pad ever Seen. him before, quite happy to talk trivia instead of dread;
aughing occasionally; even telling a dirty joke. The interior of the house was
pare to the point of being spartan. No pictures on the walls; no decoration of
any kind. Quaid’s books, and there were literally hundreds of them, were
piled on the floor in no particular sequence that Steve could make out. The
Litchen and bathroom were primitive. The whole atmosphere was almost

monastic.
After a couple of easy hours, Steve’s curiosity got
«Where’s the holiday snaps, then?” he said, aware t
words a little, and no longer giving a shit.
“Oh yes. My experiment.”
“Experiment?”
“Tell you the truth, Steve, ’m not so sure I should show them to you.”
“Why not?”
“I'm into serious stuff, Steve.”
«“And I'm not ready for serious stuff, is that what you’re saying?”
Steve could feel Quaid’s technique working on him, even though it was
transparently obvious what he was doing.
:I didn’t say you weren’t ready—"
What the hell is this stuff?”
“Pictures.”
“of?”
“You remember Cheryl.”
EICtures of Cheryl. Ha.
“How could I forget?”
‘%1;:",}”001 be coming back this term.”
She l}ad a revelation.”
Quaid’s stare was basilisk-like.
What do you mean?”
't she?” Quaid was talking about her as

thoshe was always so calm, wasn
gh she were dead. “Calm, cool, and collected.”

*

the better of him.
hat he was slurring his
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\
“Yes, 1 suppose she was.” - od fuck”
“Poor bitch. All she wanted was a go . . )
Steve smirked like a kid at Quaid’s dirty talk. It was a little shocking; |,
seeing teacher with his dick hanging out’f)f his trousers.
“She spent some of the vacation here.
“Here?”
“In this housei:’}’l :
g i T Cn.” ’ ; 9 .
gﬁ::l :g ilgorant cow. She’s pretentious, she s,yveak, she’s stupid. But she
wouldn’t give, she wouldn’t give a fucking thing.
“You mean she wouldn’t screw?”
“Oh no, she’d strip off her knickers soon as look at you. It was her fears
she wouldn’t give—"
Same old song. S
“But I persuaded her, in the fullness of time.” :
Quaid pulled out a box from behind a pile of philosophy books. In it was a
sheaf of black and white photographs, blown up to twice postcard size. He
passed the first one of the series over to Steve. _
“I locked her away you see, Steve.” Quaid was as unemotional as a
newsreader. “To see if I could needle her into showing her dread a little bit.”
“What do you mean, locked her away?”
“Upstairs.”
Steve felt strange. He could hear his ears singing, very quietly. Bad wine
always made his head ring.
“I'locked her away upstairs,” Quaid said again, “as an experiment. That’s
why I took this house. No neighbors to hear.”
No neighbors to hear what?

§teve looked at the grainy image in his hand. .
. (Soncealed camera,” said Quaid, “she never knew I was photographing
er.

Photograph One was of a small, feat ; o iture.
“That’s the room. To , featureless room. A little plain fu -

of th i oise.
No moise. p e house. Warm. A bit stuffy even. No n

Quaid proffered Photograph Two.

Same room. Now most of the furniture had been removed. A sleeping b

was laid along one wall. A i s
“That's how 1 1uid g5 outtable. A chair. A bare light bulb.

“It 1_ooks like a cell.”
Quaid grunted.

cof;mto%raph Three. The same roo
m \;lil of the room, a bucket, roughly covered with 1
Vhat's the bucket for?” i A
“%he had to piss.”
es.”

(13
All amenities provyi
) S pro ”
imal » ided,

Even in his drunk,
e
to reduce her to ap .

said Quaid. T didn’t intend to reduce her t0 an

state, Steve took Quajd’s ; 't intend
animal, Howgper Q aid’s inference. He didn’t !

m. On the table a jug of water. In B
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Shotograph Four. On the table, on an groar——— D351
patterned plate, a g

ne sticks out from it.

«Beef,” said Quaid.

«But she’s a vegetarian.”

“So she 1S. It’s Sllghtly Saltcd’ Well-Coo

i k ”»
photograph Five. The same. Cheryl is inet(llm’egr%%?n beef.

kicking the .door, her foot and fist a - The door is ¢lo
«[ put her in the room about five ]113 tfﬁge r; blur of fury. e

.ed her over the threshold myself. Very rom Orning. She w,
o hell was going on.” antic. She did

«ypu locked her in there?”

«Of course. An experiment.”

«She knew nothing about it?”

«We’d talked about dread, you know me. Sh :

T . She k

discover. Knew I wanted guinea-pigs. She soon caughlieg; vg‘:ctel l‘:’ anted to
what I was up to she calmed down.” ' e resiized

Photograph Six. Cheryl sits in the corner of the r inki

«I think she believed she could out-wait me.” i

li’lhotograph Seven. Cheryl looks at the leg of beef, glancing at it on the
table.

“Nice photo, don’t you think? Look at the expression of disgust on her
face. Sl,l,e hated even the smell of cooked meat. She wasn’t hungry then, of
course.

Eight: she sleeps.
Nine: she pisses. Steve felt uncomfortable, watching the girl squatting on

the bucket, knickers round her ankles. Tearstains on her face.
Ten: she drinks water from the jug. _
Eleven: she sleeps again, back to the room, curled up like a fetus.

“How long has she been in the room?” e _
“This was only fourteen hours in. She lost orientation as to time VeTy

quickly. No light change, you s€¢. Her body-clock was fucked up pretty

soon.”
“How long was she in here?”
“Till the point was proved.”
glTwelve: Awake, she cruises the meat o1 t
ancing down at it.
.“Thig was tal?etn tthe following morning. I was aslee
Pictures every quarter hour. Look at her €yes - - oh. There was a certain

Steve peered more doscly . th% r\i/l;logcl)ﬁ.) The way she stared at the

desperation on Cheryl’s face: a haggar®, ..
beef she could have been trying to hypnotize 1t. .
ned, but it seemed just to

“She looks sick.” : " eme
“She’s tired, that’s all. She slept 2 LOtgiilﬁlS:frg know now if 1t's day or

make her more exhausted that Y s been a day and a half. She’s more than

night. And she’s hungry of cOurse: It
i to an even tighter ball, as though she

a little peckish.” .
Thirteen: she sleeps again; curled 1
Wanted to swallow herself.

is
as sleeping; |
n’t know w%lat

he table, caught surreptitiously

p: the camera just took




o ) e . 4

i
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—
: drinks more water. :
f;) l:;t elzlcl:éshtehe jug when she was asleep. She slept deeply: I coylq hay
done a?ig in there and it wouldn’t have woken her. Lost to the worlq »

| i he man’s mad.
i ned. Mad, thought Steve, t '
| ‘I“I(e‘xogcli’l I}t stank in there. You know how women smell sometimes:

> 1S noy
sweat, it’s something else.

e i e e

Heavy odor: meaty. Blczf)dy. She came on towardg
the end of her time. Halclin’t pla;nned it that way.
i ; ouches the meat. et : ) ]

‘F”IIEESIIS gllsetre the cracks begin to show,” said Quaid, with quiet triumph
in his voice. “This is where the dread begins.” o

Steve studied the photograph closely. The grain of the print blurreq th,
i detail, but the cool mama was In pain, that was for sure. Her face was
! knotted up, half in desire, half in repulsion, as she touched the food,

Sixteen: she was at the door again, throwing herself at 1t, every part of
her body flailing. Her mouth a black blur of angst, screaming at the blan
door.

“She always ended up haranguing me, whenever she’d had a confrontatjop
with the meat.”

“How long is this?”

“Coming up for three days. You’re looking at a hungry woman.”

It wasn’t difficult to see that. The next photo she stood still in the middle
of the room, averting her eyes from the temptation of the food, her entire
body tensed with the dilemma.

“You’re starving her.”

“She can go ten days without eating quite easily. Fasts are common in any
civilized country, Steve. Sixty percent of the British population is clinically
obese at any one time. She was too fat anyhow.”

}:nghteen: she sits, the fat girl, in her corner of the room, weeping. x

About now she began to hallucinate. Just little mental ticks. She thought |

she felt something in her hair, or on the back of her hand. I'd see her staring
Into mid-air sometimes watching nothing.”
! Nineteen: she washes herself. She is stripped to the waist, her breasts are

1 heavy, her face is drained f . : .
Hi the previous photographs. Ot expression. The meat is a darker tone than in

“She wash 1
washing fromegegsrfoelfozegmaﬂy- Never let twelve hours go by without
“The meat looks . . »
| | “Ripe?,, &
}; | “Dark.”

T o TR e S

“It’s 3 . y .

her. Th?;}t'z v;:;fl:ldll:hher little room; and there’s a few flies in there With

nicely,” © Mmeat: laid their eggs. Yes, it’s ripening up quit¢

ésur thatI Ffift of the plan?”
€. :

rotted meat? 'I?hg;?sa :hrevolted When it was fresh, what about her disgust

cat, the more disgusteg c{,“" of her dilemma, jspt it? The longer she waits t0

She’s trapped with hers € becomes with Wwhat she’s been given to feed 00
OWn horror of meat on the one hand, and B¢
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f dying on the other. Which is goj _ .
d’gﬁgvg w£ no less trapped now. £01ng to give first?

one hand this joke had
Otll.mtf:xt had become an éxercise in i?ﬁcg (%oni too far, and Quaid’s
cxr;(enoW how far this story ended. There was at? : edott.‘er hand he wanted
0 ching the woman suffer. undemable fascination in
waT he next seven photographs—twenty, twenty-one, -two
" _six_—plctured the same circular routine. Sleeping,
eat-WﬁltChmg- Sleeping, washing, pissing—

Then twenty-seven.

“See?”

She picks D . her face full of b

es, she picks it up, her face full of horror. The haun
weﬁ.ripened now, speckled with flies’ eggs. Gross. Q) Beck Toaky

«She bites it.”

The next photograph, and her face is buried in the meat.

Gteve scemed to taste the rotten flesh in the back of his throat. His mind
found a stench to imagine, and created a gravy of putrescence to run over his
tongue. How could she do it?

Twenty-nine: she is vomiting in the bucket in the corner of the room.

Thirty: she is sitting looking at the table. It is empty. The water-jug has
been thrown against the wall. The plate has been smashed. The beef lies on
the floor in a slime of degeneration.

Thirty-one: she sleeps. Her head is lost in a tangle of arms.

Thirty-two: she is standing up. She is looking at the meat again, defying it.
The hunger she feels is plain on her face. So is the disgust.

Thirty-three. She sleeps.

“How long now?” asked Steve.

“Five days. No, six.”

Six days. _

Thirty-four. She is a blurred figure, apparently flinging herself against a
wall. Perhaps beating her head against it, Steve couldn’t be sure. He was past
asking. Part of him didn’t want to know.

Thirty-five: she is again sleeping, this time
Egg has been torn to pieces, shredded cloth and

om,

Thirty-six: she speaks to the door, through the door, knowing
no Taﬁl_swer.

irty-seven: she eats the rancid meat. = ulls at

g she S e the e e 8 P o

with her incisors. Her face 1s 3§ st "t the hunger disappears,

dent to the purpose of the moment. To eat. TO :
til the agony irII: her belly and the sickness in her head disappear.

Steve star

« ed at the photograph. , e
It startled me,” sailc)i Qufiil, «how suddenly she gave 1. Ontetll?eozlr:::)nr was
Seemed to have as much resistance as €ver. The monologue 2

’ 1 i ut.
€ same mixture of threats and apologies as she d delivered day in, day ©

tWo, -three, -four, -five
PIg, washing, pissing,

beneath the table. The sl_eeping
pieces of stuffing littering the

she will get
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—_—
————-mhat. Squatted qnder :l,l’e table and ate the beef
Then she br%()er;e as though it were a Chmcefil;ﬁt A
dowt 19 tt%Zm- sh;: sleeps. The door 1s open. p .
.+ _eioht: .

¥gli?t§f1ine: the room 15 empty.

“Where did she gO?wnstairS. She came into the kitchen, . drank

“She wanciere(;ng()sat in a chair for three or four hours without g

r

glasses of water,

W(glq).id you Sp%\f;ﬁgnhz{;?: started to come 01{5 of her fugue state. The
“Ev'emﬁfl \lga;s over. I didn’t want to hurt her.
exge\{llgt: did she say?”
NTogii?é °t believe she was even aware of my
“II:Igthipg tal;[ealléfr(r)lr. %lllcc)arlllgltlcrggklegztclntneel;gtatoes, which she ate.”
pl‘f‘:‘sseél:e dign’t try and call the police?”
“No.” )
II:II?) Vsil?lleel]:;?;v what I'd done, and why I’d done it. It wasn’;rls);:i-grlgmse&
but we'd talked about such experiments, in abstract conv

i i that
hadn’t come to any harm, you see. She’d lost a bit of weight perhaps, but
was about all.”

“Where is she now?”

“She left the day after. I don’t know where she went.
“And what did it all prove?”

§ ; investiga-
“Nothing at all, perhaps. But it made an interesting start to my 1
tions.”

S€vera]
dying a

“Start? This was only a start?”

There was plain disgust for Quaid in Steve’s voice.
“Stephen—>

“You could have killed her!”
[4 GN 0 i 2

“She could have lost her mind. Unbalanced her pel‘manintly.
“Possibly. But unlikely. She was a strong-willed woman.
“But you broke her.” ing to fact
“Yes. It was a journey she was ready to take. We’d talked of gﬁl;ing much
herlfea,q. So here was I, arranging for Cheryl to do just that. No
really.”
“You forced he
“True. It was
“So now you’

T 10 do it. She wouldn’t have gone otherwise.
an education for her.”

' re a teacher?”
Steve wished he’d been able to
was there. Sarc

> , asm; anger; and 3 little fear. . his €Ye
Yes, I'm a teacher,” Quaid replied, looking at Steve obliquely

not focussed. “I'm teaching people dread. ” t7”

Steve stared at the floor. “Are you satisfied with what you’ve taugh




ed, Steve. I've learned tog, Itsa Dread 355

56And] o o .
1o investigate. Especially with intellio.o? SkCitin
I ntion—" intelligent subjects. pyon reor. 4 Wrd
stood up- I don’t want to hear any m N 1n the face of
" ore.,9

“Oh? OK.
oJ've got classes early tomorrow.”
“NO-” 99
.$What? .

peat, faltering.
“NO' DOH’F go yet' s
awhy?” His heart was racing. He feared Quaid, he’d neve

) I realized how

“I,Ve gOt SOIIIC morec bOOkS to give yOu.”

teve felt his face flush. Slightly. What had he thought i |
.Qualq was gt?.mg to bring him down with a rugb lftl tlll(at moment? %
expenmentmg on his fears? gby tackle and start ‘

No. Idiot thoughts.

«'ve got a book on Kierkegaard you’ll lik A _

smiling, Quaid left the room. ! tke. Upstairs. I'll be two minutes.”

Steve squatted on his haunches and began to she

: af through th

phs again. It was the moment when Cheryl first picked o e roting
meat that ﬂ_asqmated him most. Her face wore an expression COmpletelg
uncharacteristic of the woman he had known. Doubt was written there ang

confusion, and deep—
13 en. ”

Dread. ,
It was Quaid’s word. A dirty word. An obscene word, associated from this

night on with Quaid’s torture of an innocent girl.
own face, as he

For a moment Steve thought of the expression on his
there not some of the same confusion

stared down at the photograph. Was
on his face? And perhaps some of the dread too, waiting for release.
He heard a sound behind him, too soft to be Quaid.
Unless he was creeping.
Oh, God, unless he was— i
A pad of chloroformed cloth was clamped over Steve's mouth and o2
:}(])strils, Involuntarily, he inhaled and the vapors stung his sinuses, made his
€s water. i
A blob of blackness appeared at gk
and it started to grow, I:lll)is stain, T

heart,
In the center of Steve’s head he could se€ Quaid’

Dame,
“Stephen.”
fgain.
“‘ephen . .
“\phen. »

\hen : %

uen 55

f the world, just

the corner O .
e rhythm of his

pulsing t0 th
g voice asa veil. It said his
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The stain was the world. The world was dark, gone away. Oum
of mind. G

Steve fell clumsily amongst the photographs.

When he woke up he was unaware of his consciousness. There wag
darkness everywhere, on all sides. He lay awake for an hour with hjg eyes
wide before he realized they were open. J

Experimentally, he moved first his arms and his legs, then his heaq_ He
wasn’t bound as he’d expected, except by his ankle. There was deﬁnitely a
chain or something similar around his left ankle. It chafed his skin whep b,
tried to move too far.

The floor beneath him was very uncomfortablg, and when he investigateq
it more closely with the palm of his hand he realized he was lying on a huge
grille or grid of some kind. It was metal, and its regular surface spread i,
every direction as far as his arms would reach. When he poked his arm dowy,
through the holes in this lattice he touched nothing. Just empty air falling
away beneath him.

The first infra-red photographs Quaid took of Stephen’s confinement
pictured his exploration. As Quaid had expected the subject was being quite
rational about his situation. No hysterics. No curses. No tears. That was the
challenge of this particular subject. He knew precisely what was going on;
and he would respond logically to his fears. That would surely make a more
difficult mind to break than Cheryl’s.

But how much more rewarding the results would be when he did crack.
Would his soul not open up then, for Quaid to see and touch? There was so
much there, in the man’s interior, he wanted to study.

Gradually Steve’s eyes became accustomed to the darkness.

He was imprisoned in what appeared to be some kind of shaft. It was, he
estimated, about twenty feet wide, and completely round. Was it some kind
of air-shaft, for a tunnel, or an underground factory? Steve’s mind mapped

the area around Pilgrim Street, trying to pinpoint the most likely place for

Quaid to have taken him. He could think of nowhere.
Nowhere.

He was lost in a place he couldn’t fix or recognize. The shaft had 10

corners to focus his eyes on; and the walls offered no crack or hole to hide his
consciousness in.

Worse, he was lying spreadeagled on a grid that hung over this shaft. His

eyes could make no impression on the darkness beneath him: it seemed tha!

the shaft might be bottomless. And there w i k of the
i . i as only the thin netwoIk

%;ﬂll%;,g and the fragile chain that shackled his ankl¥: to it, between him af
He pictured himself poised under an empty black sky, and over an infinit?

darkness. The air was warm and sta] ; 4 sud-
: . It dried up the tears that ha
denly sprung to his eyes, leavi Y P ut for
help, which he did a);'te} caving them gummy. When he began to sho

easily. the tears had passed, the darkness ate his WOr




/il d hi
Having yelle imself ho_arse, he lay back
put imagine that beyond his frajl beq (e qom e lattice. He couldn por
d. of course. Nothin » the darkpe © couldn’t hel
psurd, & 80€s on forever h ent on forever, I .
o e never ko he sid gl T vas
And yet, he’d never know. If he fell ip, 11,
; e ab
he'd fall an%‘ﬁlllkag? 15311 and not see the bottorlsloélflttehbla(:kness beneath him
he tried to think of brighter, more positive, imageg, v COMing Though
cascading down this horrible shafy wi.c oy’ S Mind conjured his

. : fi,
his hurtling body and his eyes not seeingv litth }tlt:: gg‘.tom a foot from
. > 1n

t. , not predicti
" Until he hit. ing
Would he see light as his head was dashed
: . open on impact?
derstand, in the moment that his b, pact? Would he
U{L ? ody became offal, why he’d lived and
Then he thought: Quaid wouldn’t i ) .
«Wouldn’t dare!” dare. “Wouldn’t dare!” he screeched.

The dark was a glutton for words. As s ¢ o it §

{hough he’ dhever mads et oon as he’d yelled into it, it was as
~And then another thought: a real baddie. Suppose Quaid had found this

circular hell to put him in because it would never be found, never be

investigated? Maybe he wanted to take his experiment to the limits.

To the limits. Death was at the limits. And wouldn’t that be the ultimate
experiment for Quaid? Watching a man die: watching the fear of death, the
motherlode of dread, approach. Sartre had written that no man could ever
know his own death. But to know the deaths of others, intimately—to watch
the acrobatics that the mind would surely perform to avoid the bitter
truth—that was a clue to death’s nature, wasn't it? That might, in some
small way, prepare a man for his own death. To live another’s dread
vicariously was the safest, cleverest way to touch the beast.

Yes, he thought, Quaid might kill me; out of his own tetror

L AT : . -
1 in that thought. That Quaid, the imparti
T ' bgslgssed with terrors because his

experimenter, the would-be educator, was 0
Own dread ran deepest. i
That was why he had to watch cthers deal wit
solution, a way out for himself.

Thinking all this through took hours. difficult to keep one train of

‘s found it
quick-silver, but uncontrollableligll'lltffS were like fish, small .

argument for very long. His tho
out of his grasprZs soon as he took a hold of ﬂtlg;ni(nowledge hat he must
erp iy At st 0 ﬂ}lfurgnhnisyg: calm; prove himself a useless
out-play Quaid. That was certain. 1€ ‘
y Q phen lying with his eyes closed

subject for Quaid’s analysis. .
The photographs of these hours shO,Wetfi SeeOCcasionall){, paradoxxcal.lt)_',h 2;
on the grid, with a slight frown 08 B % ag impossible 10 know i

- es it was 1
Smile would flit across his 1pS- Somgtrl;g;sli;g.
WE\(S2 sleeping or waking, thinking Of g
uaid waited. . -ker under 1
Eventually Steve’s eyes began 10 e

their fears. He needed a

s lids, the unmistakable
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sign of dreaming,. It was time, while the subject slept, to turn the wheg] of
rack— the

Steve woke with his hands cuffed together. He could see a bowl of wage,
a plate beside him; and a second bowl, full of luke-warm unsalted porridon
beside it. He ate and drank thankfully. &,

As he ate, two things registered. First, that the noise of his eating seem,
very loud in his head; and second, that he felt a constriction, a tightnegd
around his temples. ) 4 .

The photographs show Stephen clumsily reaching up to his heaq A
harness is strapped on to him, and locked in place. It clamps plugs deep fi %
his ears, preventing any sound from getting 1n.

The photographs show puzzlement. Then anger. Then fear.

Steve was deaf. ' o

All he could hear were the noises in his head. The clicking of his teeth, The
slush and swallow of his palate. The sounds boomed between his ears like
guns.

Tears sprang to his eyes. He kicked at the grid, not hearing the clatter of his
heels on the metal bars. He screamed until his throat felt as if it was bleeding,
He heard none of his cries.

Panic began in him.

The photographs showed its birth. His face was flushed. His eyes were
wide, his teeth and gums exposed in a grimace.

He looked like a frightened monkey.

All the familiar, childhood feelings swept over him. He remembered them
like the faces of old enemies; the chittering limbs, the sweat, the nausea. In
desperation he picked up the bowl of water and upturned it over his face.
The shock of the cold water diverted his mind momentarily from the
panic-ladder it was climbing. He lay back down on the grid, his body a
board, and told himself to breathe deeply and evenly.

Relax, relax, relax, he said aloud.

In his head, he could hear his tongue clicking. He could hear his mucus
too, moving sluggishly in the panic-constricted passages of his nose, blocking
and unblocking in his ears. Now he could detect the low, soft hiss that waited
under all the other noises. The sound of his mind—

It was like the white noise between stations on the radio, this was the sam®
whine that came to fetch him under anesthetic, the same noise that WO
souqd in his ears on the borders of sleep.

His limbs still twitched nervously, and he was only half-aware of the way
E_e wrestled with his handcuffs, indifferent to their edges scouring the skin at
1S WrISts. :

The photographs recorded all these reactions precisely. His war with
l}lly.stena: his pathetic attempts to keep the fears from resurfacing. His te4™

is bloody wrists.

Eventually, exhaustion won over panic: as i ild. HoY
) J panic; as it had so often as a child.
many times had he fallen asleep with the salt-taste of tears in his nos and
mouth, unable to fight any longer?

The exertion had heightened the pitch of his head-noises. Now, instead o

a lullaby, his brain whistled and whooped him to sleep.
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oblivion wzsis%g;))%inted It was clear from th
. was nted. clear from the spee i
stg’lll‘iln Grace was going to break very soon ipdeeg. Ig t%fcth,liéevsvgggse b
Froken, only a few hours into the experiment. And Quaid ha(? %Ood
aslying on Stephen. After months of preparing the ground, it seemed een
re_s qbject Was going to lose his mind without giving up a single 1e st
Qac word; one miserable word, was all Quaid needed. A little s? ue.
- ature of the experience. Or better still, something to suggest a 8%111 as to
 ealing totem, 3 prayer even. Surely some Savior comes to the lips uuo}? ’
onality S swept away 1n madness? There must be something sy
PCQ 1aid waited like a carrion bird at the site of some atrocity, co.unting the

piutes jeft to the expiring soul, hoping for a morsel.

teve woke face down on the grid. The air was
pars bit into the flesh of his cheek. H JU 9 e ian il
_ ( . e was hot and uncomfortable

He lay still, letting his eyes become accustomed to his s di i
The lines of the grid ran off in perfect perspective to mlel:gotlll)g vlsggl? a%%clklll.
chaft. Tge simpée l:lei[_worlg ofkcriss-crossed bars struck him as prettyo Ye:se
pretty. He traced the lines bac and forth, ’til he tired of the Bored, he
olled over onto his back, feeling the grid vibrate under his gggf-wgsr??i;es
stall;letnové? It sefmgsctl to rocl]; a little as he moved.

Hot and sweaty, Steve un uttoned his shirt. There was sleep-spittle on
g:?chm but he didn’t care to wipe it off. What if he drooled? \%hlc)) was to
otl}llei,half pulled off his shirt, and using one foot, kicked his shoe off the
poil:os% lattice: fall. Sluggishly, his mind made the connection. He sat up. Oh
Bt (;e. His shoe would fall. It would slip between the bars and be lost.
e it § fthvzatsri?(liely balanced across two sides of a lattice-hole; he could still

Tﬁerzﬁgléeget:f htis plpor, poor shoe, and his movement shifted the grid.

“Pl b an to s .lp‘

is pf?ﬁ;’shhe begged it, “don’t fall.” He didn’t want to lose his nice shoe,

ek oe. It mustn’t fall. It mustn’t fall.

and fe] imetChed to snatch it, the shoe tipped, heel down, through the grid

16l Otthe darkness.

Oh, if 0:111 ahcry of loss that he couldn’t hear. _
Gescen To K € could listen to the shoe falling; to count the seconds of its
know, how fa:?lr it thud home at the bottom of the shaft. At least then he’d
; He ¢q dn't ¢ had to fall to his death.
h{}:ISt both g ngglctiﬁlre léh ang longer. He rolled over on to his stomach and

1 rough the grid o

He1 g?ﬂ ?9! 1l go too!” grid, screaming:
iy o f?) ﬁ(?ealrli waiting to fall, in the dark, in the whining silence, he just
< have the w: s shoe down, down, down the dark shaft to extinction,

Ble’g ol I '01? game finished once and for all.

ath hirﬁo.ﬂzen g%noc'l he st(lineked. He pleaded with gravity.
) moved.
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: i i hat held the grid in pogis:
thing had broken. A pin, a chain, a ropet #rid in posig;,
ha?iosl:ll:pl;:(% He was no longer honzontlz(ll; already he was sliding acrogg thl;
hey tipped him off into the dark. .
ba{?SVii; tshegcl:%% realized his limbs were no longer chained.

"}l“ltelewn(igldvler:ied him to fall. The bad man—what was his name? Quake?
Q‘j\a:llz)r?l:grcfllly he seized the grid with both hands as it tipped even further
over. Maybe he didn’t want to fall after his shoe, after all? Maybe life, a Jjffj,
moment more of life, was worth holding on to—

The dark beyond the edge of the grid was so deep; and who could gyeg,

in 1t? : f

whlit ﬁirﬁigd the noises of his panic multiplied. The thumping of his bloody
heart, the stutter of his mucus, the dry rasp of his palate. His palms, slick
with sweat, were losing their grip. Gravity wanted him. It demal}ded its
rights of his body’s bulk: demanded that he fall. For a moment, glancing over
his shoulder at the mouth that opened under hlm, he thought he saw
monsters stirring below him. Ridiculous, loony things, crudely drawn, dark
on dark. Vile graffiti leered up from his childhood and uncurled their claws
to snatch at his legs.

“Mama,” he said, as his hands failed him, and he was delivered into
dread. :

“Mama.”

That was the word. Quaid heard it plainly, in all its banality.

“Mama!”

By the time Steve hit the bottom of the shaft, he was past judging how far
he’d fallen. The moment his hands let go of the grid, and he knew the dark
would have him, his mind snapped. The animal self survived to relax his
body3 saving him all but minor injury on impact. The rest of his life, all but
g:: :rllmpleSt responses, were shattered, the pieces flung into the recesses of

emory.
M(\)Yxhen thek light came, at last, he looked up at the person in the Micke)li
P lif‘utlﬁzs fat tllll'e door., and smiled at him. It was a chilgl’s smile, Oglilgs
il hslfn oor 15 comical rescuer. He let the man take him by the a <
ut of the big round room in which he was lying. His pat

were wet, and he knew he’d dirt: . 7nich . Funny
Mouse would kiss him bef d dirtied himself in his sleep. Still, the

. ter _
His head lolled on hj ' ure-
chamber. On the ﬂorclyrhl;i shoulders as he was dragged out of the tort

: ide his head w h And en Or eight ec
above him was the grid fSI : as a shoe. And sev
gn}eant nothinggalrtl allfﬂom Which he had fallen.
¢ let the st ps . A .
hitt his g é\;lguse sit him down in g bright room. He let the Mouse gIve

the world withok’ though he didn’t r eally want them. It was funny watchi®é

ut i .
He drank sopae sound, it made him laugh.

-, 4 v v\

Lo T I N o Sl o ¥
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O 3 flutter up an
writing. Some were pictures Horrid picntl € 1ace up. Some were cor\)/ereg
fecl very strange. ures. Pictures that made him

They were all pictures of dead

! : eopl
pictures were of little children, Othgrs vgei;i,vfery one of them. Some of the

iying down, or half-sitting, and there wer BTOWn-up children. They were
ot showed s mes undrncu & oy 5 2 i
oozy bits. AD around the dead people: black paint NOto' shiny bits and
put splashed all around, and finger-marked, and haind_ In neat puddles,
messy- printed and very

In three or four of the pictures the thi ,
He knew the word for it. ing that made the cuts was still there.

Axe.

There was an axe in a lady’s face buried almost to the handle. There was

an axe in a man’s leg, and another lying on the floor of a kitchen beside a
dead baby.

This man collected pictures of dead people and axes, which Stevie thought
was strange.

That was his last thought before the too-familiar scent of chloroform filled
his head and he lost consciousness.

The sordid doorway smelt of old urine and fresh vomit. It was his own
vomit; it was all over the front of his shirt. He tried to stand up, but his legs
felt wobbly. It was very cold. His throat hurt.

Then he heard footsteps. It sounded like the Mouse was coming back.
Maybe he’d take him home.

“Get up, son.”

It wasn’t the Mouse. It was a poli?CtI?ma_rcll- b

“What are you doing down there? I said get !

Bracing hirzself agaignst the crumbling brick of the doorway Steve got t0
his feet. The policeman shone his torch at him.

“Jesus Christ,” said the policeman, disgust writte

in a right fucking state. Where do you live?”” L #
Steve shook hi% head, staring down at his vomit-soaked shirt like a sham

schoolboy.
“What’s your name?”
EISI couldn’t quite remember.
ame, lad?” , .
}'Ie was trying. If only the policeman wouldn’t shout -
,;%Ome ol tale e o yo‘lllmt::lgse Steve could feel tears pricking the
e words didn’t make much SCES%
backs of his e
. yes.
NHome.” iffling snot fecling utterly forsaken. He wahtct
ow he was blubbering, smiffiing = '
0 die: he wanted to lie down ant die.

"
.

n over his face. “You’re




362 The Dark Descent

et
The policeman shook him.

“You high on something?” he demanded, pulllng Steve into the glare of
the streetlights and staring at his tear-stained face.

“You'd better move on.” ;

“Mama,” said Steve,ﬁ‘l‘l want n?elrhgsglr?e.l ;

d the encoun : .

gg;;g{;}s tlfg a;1>no%ieceman found the _spectacle more than d{Sgu§ting; e |
than pitiful. This little bastard, with his bloodshot eyes and his dinner doyy,
his shirt, was really getting on his nerves. Too much money, too much dirt i,

is vein: ittle discipline. |
hls“;:;ﬁ;’t??vg tganadieslcstpstraw. He punched Steve i.n the stomach, 3 neat, |
sharp, functional blow. Steve doubled up, whimpering.

“Shut up, son.” %o )

Another blow finished the job of crippling the child, and then he took 3

gstful of Steve’s hair and pulled the little druggy’s face up to meet his, |
“You want to be a derelict, is that it?” | |
“No. No.”

Steve didn’t know what a derelict was; he just wanted to make the
policeman like him.

“Please,” he said, tears coming again, “take me home.”

The policeman seemed confused. The kid hadn’t started fighting back and
calling for civil rights, the way most of them did. That was the way they
usually ended up: on the ground, bloody-nosed, calling for a social worker.
This one just wept. The policeman began to get a bad feeling about the kid.
Like he was mental or something. And he’d beaten the shit out of the little

snot. Fuck it. Now he felt responsible. He took hold of Steve by the arm and
bungled him across the road to his car.
“Get in.”

“Take me—"
I'll take you home, son. I'll take you home.”

: d:;t':-lhe Night Hostel they searched Steve’s clothes for some kind'Of
The Il)ocl?;on, found none, then scoured his body for fleas, his hair for nltft-
liked the ml::;?1 left him then, which Steve was relieved about. He had?

ogtlrlxe 'Fiokg}f ?)tothe Hostel talked about him as though he wasn’t in th‘f
his ai)pearan:e %tlhow young he was; discussed his mental-age; bis qlothese’
showers. He St(;od en they gave him a bar of soap and showed him if

: tOWelImf‘{er the cold water for ten minutes and dried hlfl‘ils; q
forgotten how to do it © didn’t shave, though they’d lent him a razo™

en et .

ad Peogllee,yeggﬁtptf; some old clothes, which he liked. They Were"? suck
them c€ven Smile d at 1‘3{ 1d talk abOUt him as though he Wasn’t there' On
would at a dog

. ; ¢
'm; a burly man with a grizzled beard. Smiled 2 b
They were odd ¢

loth i : .
yellow socks, dirty e\?vllllli Was given. Either too big or too small. Al co;gcﬂ
€ shirt, pin-stripe trousers that had
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. Sweater, i
utting on two vests and two pairs of socgsall};;? ?ﬁs' He liked dressing up
ey weren’t ’

{filttnassured with several thicknesses of cotton and wool looking. He
) . : 0l wrapped
Then they left him with a ticket f; pped around

Jormitories to be unlocked. H or his bed in his hand, to wait for the

. ; : € was not impatient 1;
he corridors with him. They yelled incorilere?lzi;lkren:(r)lr;eo?ft{lhe me?l .
5 em, their

ccusations laced with obscenitie
?ﬁm. All he Wflnted was to sleep_szrgnl?etg‘:)}v’v;p:t 3‘( ea )
At eleven o’clock one of the warders unlockeéll thséeep.
a‘.‘d all the lost men ﬁled. through to find themselvegsagent‘0 the darritory,
pight. The dormitory, which was large and badly lit stank of oo
and old people. , stank of disinfectant

Avoiding the eyes and the flailing arms of the i

' s ! i other d

nimself an ill-made bed, with one thin blanket tossed acfggllfttsérsizle;f fgund
to sleep. All around him men were coughing and muttering’ and w)el:e Oi;m
One was saying his prayers as he lay, staring at the ceiling, on his grey pilljlov%

Gteve thought that was a good idea. So he said his own child’
“Gentle Jesus, meek and mild, n child’s prayer.

Look upon this little child,

Pity my—

What was the word?

Pity my—simplicity,

Suffer me to come to thee.”

That made him feel better; and the sleep, a balm, was blue and deep.

Quaid sat in darkness. The terror was on him again, worse than ever. His
body was rigid with fear; so much so that he couldn’t even get out of bed
and snap on the light. Besides, what if this time, this time of all imes, the
terror was true? What if the axe-man was at the fioor in flesh and bloqd?
Grinning like a loon at him, dancing like the devil at the top of the stalrszi
as Quaid had seen him, in dreams, dancing and grinning, grinning an
dancing, o :
\ Nothing moved. No creak of the stair, N0 giggle in the shadows. It wasn't

im, after all. Quaid would live ’til morning. . d
oody had.relaxed a lite now. He swung bi lﬁgshgﬁieogv:se Sient
switched on the light. The room was indeed empty. Tteirs There was N0
Through the open door he could see the top of the stair>
axe-man, of course. -
| : . 1t know how long D¢

Steve woke to shouting. It was still dark. }13: d?;drélbows on his pillow, he
been asleep, but his limbs no longer ached Soto see.What all the commotion
half-sat up and stared down the dormitory were fighting. The bone

. n .
was about, Four bed-rows down fmmTl;::, t'\:s?t ;nr;ppled with each o'chetrh 1;}«:
of contention was by no means clei.:lfl-em) chreeching and pulling each 0

8urls (it made Steve laugh to watch ther
bair, By moonlfght th%hblood on their faces

d hands was black: One of
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two, was thrust back across his bed, screaming; «|

hem, the older of the . 1, scr
:u; go to the Finchley Road! You will not make me. Don’t strike me! 'y, o

your man! I'm not!” 4 tupid
d listening; he was t00 STEPIC, OF 100 mag
The other was beyon sgbegging to be left alone. Urged ¢y [:(;,

tand that the old man was D¢ . .
zgedcetgstors on every side, the old man's assailant had taken off his shoe ang
was belaboring his victim with it. Steve could hear thp crack, crack of his
blows: heel on head. There were cheers accompanying each strike, apq
ing cries from the old man. .

lesgfllclilcxilegnly, the applause faltered, as somebody came into the dormit,
Steve couldn’t see who it was; the mass of men crowded around the f gh{
were between him and the dqor. . : ;

He did see the victor toss his shoe mnto the air however, with a final shoy
of “Fucker!”

The shoe. . : _
Steve couldn’t take his eyes off the shoe. It rose in the air, turning as it rose,

then plummeted to the bare boards like 2 shot bird. Steve saw it clearly, more
clearly than he’d seen anything in many days.

It landed not far from him.

It landed with a loud thud.

It landed on its side. As his shoe had landed. His shoe. The one he kicked
off. On the grid. In the room. In the house. In Pilgrim Street.

Quaid woke with the same dream. Always the stairway. Always him
looking down the tunnel of the stairs, while that ridiculous sight, half-joke,
half-horror, tip-toed up towards him, a laugh on every step.

He’d never dreamt twice in one night before. He swung his hand out over
the edge of the bed and fumbled for the bottle he kept there. In the dark he
swigged from it, deeply.

Steve walk,ed past the knot of angry men, not caring about their shouts Of
the old man’s groans and curses. The warders were having a hard tme
dealing with the disturbance. It was the last time Old Man Crowley WOl}ld be

let in: he always invited violence. This had all the marks of a near-iot i
would take hour§ to settle them down again.
'?I ObOdY questioned Steve as he wandered down the corridor, through 7
%2111 teic le:nd Into the vestibule of the Night Hostel. The swing doors were closed
€ night air, bitter before dawn, smelt refreshing as it seeped in-

The pokey reception off ad
Steve €O

see the fire-extingui ce was empty, and through the door it

was a long blackgl‘lgzg,e r hanging on the wall. It was red and bright. Besid®

DL led up on a red : : ake. Besid®
that, sitting in tw. S p on a red drum like a sleeping sn
A very pretty a?{el.)raCkets on the wall, was an axe.

Stephen walked j

to the ofhx : . runnlng
feet, shouts, a wh; > ce. A little distance away he heard p
friends with the ﬁ:fle' But nobody came to interrupt Steve, as b e

First he smileqd at it.




T

The curve of th

e curve of the blade ¢ Dread 3¢

Then he touched it. f the axe smileq back 5

The axe seemed to like bejp .
. g touched. |

in a long while. Too long. It want - 't Was dusty, and hadn’

at. Steve took it out of its bracketest?r}l?eggligll;ed up, and stroicelzll talr):le:n‘llislgg
, and ’

keep warm. Then he walked back slid it under his j
swing-doors and out to find his o thgrts tfl)(fethe reception office, thig)?lzll()ett ﬁz

Quaid woke again.

Was a spring in his
; . - He felt like a clown,
1 OPPY trousers, such silly boots.

comical. » wasn’t he? He made himself laugh, he was so

The wind began to get into him, whippj : .

: ) , pping him up into a fren i
scooted through his hair and : zy as 1t
e gh made his eyeballs as cold as two lumps of ice in

He began to run, skip, dance, cavort through the i
) [ 4 ) ’ streets, white under th
lights, dark in between. Now you see me, now you don’t. Now you see mee
now you— ’

Quaid hadn’t been woken by the dream this time. This time he had heard
a noise. Definitely a noise.

The moon had risen high enough to throw its beams through the window,
through the door and on to the top of the stairs. There was no need to put on
the light. All he needed to see, he could see. The top of the stairs were empty,

as ever.
Then the bottom stair creaked, a tiny noise as though a breath had landed

on it.

Quaid knew dread then. : e
; tairs towards him, the ridiculous dream.
Another creak, as it came up the s - e.Killers. So how

It had to be a dream. After all, he knew no clowns, no & .
could that absurd image, the same image that woke him night after night, be
anything but a dream? .

Yet, perhaps there were some dreams SO prepos
true.

rous they could only be

1 i tching the door, and the
s, nea e spotli ke gﬁ%zﬁeiv or%ly fragile minds, so

stai ight of the mOOR. oin. or to the cure
wearlzvtagléya?glﬂtg;’i?‘t’lég;m a clue to the nanui:ilto tcllliilovl:f;nl;rzrak? crumble
for the panic that now et ltllilm illilghtezsl?'silzl’: ofezhe dread at the heart of
into dust, when faced with the

life, uld
ever had, never WOU = . ess in the light of the
He knew no clowns, b ' of a fool. Pale t0 Whnffnes- s smile open like 2

» , fa , 1t
Then it appeared; the bruised, unshaver an‘i p‘;nz Blood was smeared

moon, its young features DIYS0: = 4
child’s sm)ille. I% had bitten 118 lip in 1S
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across its lower jaw, and its gums were a!most_black mthm
clown. Indisputably a clown even to its ill-fitting clothes, so 1ncongruOusas Sg
athetic. . ,
° Only the axe didn’t quite match the smile. .
It caught the moonlight as the maniac made small, chopping Motion
it, his tiny black eyes glinting with anticipation of the fun aheaq, th
Almost at the top of the stairs, he stopped, his smile not faltering for g

moment as he gazed at Quaid’s terror. .
Quaid’s legs gave out, and he stumbled to his knees.

The clown climbed another stair, skipping as he did so, his glitteri
fixed on Quaid, filled with a sort of benign malice. The axe rocked b
forth in his white hands, in a petite version of the killing stroke,

Quaid knew him. _ .

It was his pupil: his guinea-pig, transformed into the image of pjs own
dread.

Him. Of all men. Him. The deaf boy. .

The skipping was bigger now, and the clown was making a deep-throateg
noise, like the call of some fantastical bird. The axe was describing wider and
wider sweeps in the air, each more lethal than the last.

“Stephen,” said Quaid.

The name meant nothing to Steve. All he saw was the mouth opening, The
mouth closing. Perhaps a sound came out: perhaps not. It was irrelevant to
him.

The throat of the clown gave out a screech, and the axe swung up over his
head, two-handed. At the same moment the merry little dance became a run,
as the axe-man leapt the last two stairs and ran into the bedroom, full into
the spotlight.

Quaid’s body half turned to avoid the killing blow, but not quickly or
elegantly enough. The blade slit the air and sliced through the back of
Quaid’s arm, sheering off most of his triceps, shattering his humerus and
opening the flesh of his lower arm in a gash that just missed his artery.

Quaid’s scream could have been heard ten houses away, except that those
houses were rubble. There was nobody to hear. Nobody to come and drag
the clown off him.

Slt"l}l\e axe, eager to be about its business, was hacking at Quaid’s thigh ;(;g;v,
ough it was chopping a log, Yawning wounds four or five inches 0
%ﬁ%szgcg’e:h}(ny lslteall( of the philosopher’s muscle, the bone, thed %argfs
stroke the clo i nd Qu
body would jerk like a pggpvevtc.) P T

Quaid screamed, Quaid begged . .
The clown didn’t hear a w grgd. . Quaid cajoled.

All he heard was the noise in his 1 ' he howl
ead: the whistles, the whoops, t
21‘1’: rh lflTsh He had taken refuge where no rational argument, no threat, ¥ thg
- etch Bim out again. Where the thump of his heart was lav, 4%
wl};ne of his blood was music, fof
ow he danced, this deaf-boy, danced like a loon to see his tormenthe

gaping like a fish, the deprayi s ; How
» Vb depravity of his intell d forever.
blood spurted! How it gushed and t‘ounta.ige((;!ct i

0g eyeg
ack ang



- 1he axe was his friend forever, keen and
e, It would cut, and cross-cut, it i

1 Cra could slice and amputate, yet still they
could keep this man alive, if they were cunning enough, alive for a long, long
while.

Steve was happy as a lamb. They had the rest of the ni

ght ahead of them,
| the music he could possibly want was sounding in his head.
angm acll Quaid knew, meeting the clown’s vacant star

e through an air turned
oody, that there was worse in the world than dread. Worse than death
bloody,
itself. :

ithout hope of healing. There was life that refused to
Thg;;;?;:rp taﬁg rrlvilnd had begged the body to cease. And worst, there were
ﬁ?fa’ms come true.




Edited by
DAVID G. HARTWELL




