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Bol d as Love
a short story by Gwneth Jones

Not e
"Bold As Love" was witten for Paul MAul ey and Ki m Newran's ant hol ogy

Dreans (Gollancz 1992; see also G eg Egan's Wirthless fromthe sane
anthology). This story is heavily based on a factual account of a night

Brighton's clubland in the eighties that appeared in Fuck The Tories
(Septenber 1989, edited by Judith Hanna and Joseph N cholas) and is

republi shed in the nonfiction area of infinity plus.
Bol d as Love
At m dnight there was soneone in a coma, voniting into the toilet floor

wat ched her for a while, but her boyfriend seened a capable type for a
deat hshead. He said his Dad was a psychiatric nurse, and he'd got her

the unconscious position all right. A boy in a black basque, tattered
fishnets and stilletoed ankl e boots cane in, staggered to the basins

clung there, white arns braced and oversized hands gri pping the
ain.

He stared at hinmself in the mrror. Through the spots and a starburst

di anond |ines around an inpact crater, his face was beautiful: carven
chal k white cheekbones, enormous purple pits under his eyes, a soft,

brui se-col oured nouth. On his bone flat breast his nipples, lifting out
the torn I ace and boning, were |ike brownish coins. He was shaking from
head to foot. "I'mexperiencing this," he repeated, madly earnest. "I'm
experiencing this |I'mexperiencing this." | saw a split in the satin,
across his ribs on the left. It was crusted with something |Iike dark
mud (in this light); there was nore of the stuff moving thickly out of

slit. It was blood. Bl ood had been pouring out of him until it slowed

its own accord.
|'d been about to |leave, but | didn't know what to do now. Maybe

make himlie down? The sensi bl e young deat hshead | ooked up and sai d:
okay Fio, he's just done a bit of stig."

More people know Jill fool than Jill fool knows. "Ch yes. O course.

of ne."

My mother is a WASP. My father is of perfectly cool Afro-Ilrish descent,
but | take after her. | mght be tenpted to lie about ny ethnic
background: but there's no point. | give nyself away all the time; and

just by the shape of ny nose. Contrary to popul ar belief, however, the
hi pcats are no bigots. If | really want to be here, that's enough
The Ladies toilet at the San is a heroic nonunment. No one woul d change



hide its raddl ed beauty. Qutside, | walked into a duchess's draw ng
room

a warehouse full of |ooted poshery and finery, some of it piled as if
t he

renovers had dunped it there; sone of it arranged in inpronptu
t abl eaux.

Sone nights, there would be riotous behaviour in here. Spiked rings
woul d

scour the gl owi ng mahogany and wal nut, toecaps ramthrough oil-crusted

canvas; snot boogers get sneared on the brocades. Bl ood from broken
heads

and noses woul d pour over the slippery silk rugs. Ri ghteous fanatics

and
hel pl ess gonzos woul d defecate into the nassive silverware. Tonight the
punters were being fairly sedate. | saw someone nashi ng chocol ate
nousse
into a patch of carpet with his face and hands and bum that was about
all.
Around the drawing roomthere was a jungle. The trees, | inmagi ned, nust
be

rooted through the floor into hydroponic vats. There nust be somne
system
of shifting flats to let daylight or gro-lanps through the ceiling; and
the rain. It nmust be so, because the managenent at the San woul d never
hurt a living thing and the trees were certainly alive. There were
hal f-tame olive green birds with orange heads fluttering in the
undergrowt h. Bl ack and gol d nonkeys shifted about in the branches.
st ood
and tried to coax a bird froma creeper onto ny wist. At ny eye |evel

a
tiny russet creature stood on the wet open palmof a leaf. Its slender
trunk was weaving a delicate dance, follow ng not the beat of the nusic
but the rhythm of heated bodies, the riff of salt sweat... | junped a
mle. It was the WASP in me com ng out again. Wat's disgusting about a
| eech? Nothing is disgusting, to the truly cool. The chocol ate nmousse
bl oke was sitting up and paying attention, from across the floor. He

had
seen this little error of mne, and | aughed -- a horribly sane and

party
[ine | augh.
| felt annoyed with myself and put on ny dark glasses. It's easy to get
carried away. But | wasn't in the nood.
The jungl e bar was |lined with knobby young shave-headed girls in | atex
and

gauze and nonster boots, armin armand eyeing up the talent. They
checked
nmy hair and ny painted skirts pityingly. I wasn't worried by that: you

can't please everyone. | saw a dead ringer for Ralph Churchill on the
TV!

talking to a skinny bloke in gilded |l eather. My boy fromthe toilet,

| ooking green fromhis taste of near-death, was talking to a group of

friends. The hit doesn't last long and (those who like it say--) you

al ways have to have nore. He'd probably be back in the toilet with one
eye

dangling on his cheek in an hour. | got myself another drink and heard

someone whi sper "Ax is going to get stigged "

I had ny glasses on, but | hadn't tuned them The bar's sound track had

retreated to a distant brawling noi se and ny head was full of echoes of

conversations fromall over the San. The Insanitude is a big place,
I've



rarely seen it packed out. The halls upon halls of under-the-hil
fant asy
rising up around the Snake Pit are for some only the anteroons. There

are

ratty stairways, if you know which door to open, |eading to the booths

wher e bl ackcan things are organi sed. Further up still there are cold
and

desol ate bal I roons, where ska bands ramon with their infectious beat
in

front of a handful of flailing drunks; where punters huddle in twos and

threes on dirty torn vinyl furniture in chill corners. Bad things
happen

there. No one inposes any sanctions on the deals that are made, it's
tradition that nmakes them hide away. Certain transactions are only at
home
in some kind of outer darkness.
| knew ny whi sper came fromup there, from somewhere very far fromthe
heat and the beat. | pulled ny glasses off: like a true WASP, | didn't
want the dirt near ne. The lad next to nme at the bar was blond, plunp
and
narrow eyed, with Rorschach butterflies of sweat spreading over his
raggy
Marl on. He had a peaked bl ack | eather cap with an SS badge. His friend
was
bl ack, taller and unremarkabl e.
Bl ondi e had a | ong ponander sachet. (The fact is, it stinks in here, no
matter what the |ightshow does: old beer, old vonmt, traces of piss and
red wi ne; the usual bouquet). It didn't look right for himas an
accessory. But they check their weapons at the door. The lads -- and
t he
girls -- love doing that, it's a cerenpbny. You see them cone in and
spread
open the blj, and there are flick-knives, clasp-knives, bow e-knives,
knuckl edusters, ranked in little custom nade pockets |like a toolkit.
You
very rarely see a firearm Quns are not... not meaty enough. However,
after he's turned in the armoury a boy often feels the need of a
substitute; a synmbol of the synbol. Blondie swng his tool between his
knees, and | eered at ne.
| caught a glint of sonething bright, probably sone illicit kind of
fractional gear. | pretended not to notice, much to his annoyance.
"Hall o darling, ginme nmnd?"
M nd?
"Trashy track," | said. "If they're going to recreate the Stones, why
can't they do good Stones. Like Hi gh Tide and Green G ass. Like
'S
Banquet. They never did anything but shit after.
"You're true, you're true."
Hooki ng the sachet on his belt, he lurched an arm around my shoul ders,
fumbl ed a nipple through ny pearl satin blouse. N pples never lie (mne
don't, anyhow). He pulled back, affronted.
"Fuck off, then. Frigid."
So | fucked off, with nmy drink, wondering what kind of sociopath
riffraff
this was, that didn't even know when he was listening to the totally
sacred original Exile On Main Street.
The jungle was mlling with astral bodies, strangers fromfar away
who' d
been queuing for hours to log on. Fractionals are all right but you
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talk to them Essentially they're fans, religious fanatics. They're

the bands, they're with the friends who | ogged on with them Oherw se
it's doo-wop-a-lula. | saw Ax, before he saw ne: solid as a rock. He

wearing, as usual, far too many clothes, and carrying a worn plastic
that bulged with paper. | remenbered that there was sonething | ought
tell him but forgot what it was. | stood and watched and hal f w shed

woul dn't ook round. But | didn't wal k away.
"Hi, Fiorinda."
Hi s mouth brushing nmy |ips was genuinely cold, though when | canme in

long ago was that?) it had been a hot sunmer night outside. | wondered
where he'd been. | didn't ask. Ax has few stigmata: but an invincible

to obfuscate is one of the unholy relics he carries around.
W were in the mddle of a fight. It was about a singer called Sam

who had stayed at mnmy house whil e passing through on tour: a skinny boy
with hair |ike seaweed and a nouth that tasted of the air on a nountain
top. It was one of those fights that starts with sonething rational and
limted like: you fucked himin our bed; Excuse ne, that's ny bed..

then the little rip in the surface begins to unravel the whole fabric.

chaos; all the anger and the grievance in the world pours through

Ax and | tend to have fights of that kind.

He wanted to | eave a coat or two. W joined the |ine at the cl oakroom
hat ch, which was already |Iong. | considered ny half-nurdered, bleeding
boy. He wasn't so crazy, conpared to these characters. | do feel that

taking the fashi onabl e pretence of real presence so far as handing in

i magi nary overcoat is well out of order. But why not, if it anuses

Ax grunbl ed, wondering why nobody had work that required, at |east
fractionally, their presence el sewhere. "The country's going to the
dogs..." Ax is genuinely hopeless. He cannot tell unless he touches

t hi ngs, or people.

He used the time, industriously, to thrust his archaic handbills at
certain passers by. Mst of the papers fell to the jungle floor, caught

creepers and craw ed upon by giant gl ossy nmaroon mllipedes. A few were
carried off.

We didn't talk. By the tine we reached the hatch Ax had decided to shed
three or four layers of his carapace, but he was unsure about the
handout s.

"Are they state docunents? O world-shattering inportance?"

He gave ne a | ook that said, oh, | see. Cool but civil. He was wearing
gl asses at this point. I could see his eyes, pleading with me out of

cl ear, bl ood-brown depths. Maybe mi ne were pleading too, but not on
Fiorinda's orders. Let these two pairs of eyes get on with it, |

t hought .

"' mnot playing.

"I't's about the Free Danube."

That's what | thought he said. | put my glasses on again, |osing the
jungle too abruptly for confort. | w sh soneone woul d i nvent something



and

wor d,

it

that brought on these changes gradually. (Mist ask Ax).

"I's this nmore of the Bal kan Psychobabble |I'm supposed to get excited
about ?"

"It's freeing the Danube."

He told ne about these Romani an heavy netal operators, and how their
astoundi ng rendition of Unchai ned Mel ody on giant earthnoving equi prent
woul d knock my socks off and permanently inprove ny life, ny health,

the state of major gl obal weather systens... | wasn't hearing every

but | caught the guarded enthusiasmof Ax onto a good act.

"I"'d like to give thema booking." He frowned, that totally inward,
unsel f consci ous ponder which I love in him Ax can concentrate like a
three year old child with a chocolate ice. But he can do it for weeks.
"CGot to build themup a bit, first. Got to educate the punters..."
"Anyt hi ng you say, Ax."

He began to tell me about another good act, fromthe Seychelles... or

could have been Sheffield. | wasn't listening. That's why we need

soneone

sort

Fi o.

turns

of

ranbl i

of

really

t he

like Ax, so we won't have to listen to everything. You don't have to

the enornous wash and wei ght of information that cones throbbing in,
beating up through your breastbone, vibrating in your nmolars. You can
trust him He is technically capable of knowi ng what is going on: al

have to do is be there or be square.
"I'f I can get the trendy buggers going, |eaders of society. Like you,

A solid piece of paper, people appreciate that. It's a free gift, it

themon. Then it spreads like... like..." He gazed into space.

"JanP"

"Snot . "

He delved in a pocket, blew his nose ferociously, and opened the griny
tissue to see what he'd brought down. "Wen your snot turns green, you
know you're in trouble... I'"ve got this cold you see. Suddenly |'m ful

snot, every cavity. There was nothing there yesterday. That's what made

think of it." So he kept the state docunents, after cautiously and
earnestly laying one on the cloakroom attendant -- along with his

ng

spi el about the heavy metal Romani ans.

"She's a machine, Ax."

"She's still a human being." He considered the queue: but had a glimer

intuition. "They're not in a receptive node."
The San serves enornmous neasures. Way not? No one is going to cripple
their liver, or even get a hangover, unless that is sonething they

want to do. As | watched Ax mpseying diffidently through the crowd at

service bar, a friend of m ne passed by. She | ooked tw ce, and gl ared.
"You don't know you're born, Fiorinda. If I could find nyself a
babysitter, | don't know where |'d find the energy..." She has two
children under five, poor sod. "Cone on, I'Il buy you a drink. You can
tell me what it tastes like." Allie was wearing sonme great |ight

effects,

she | ooked like a dragonfly with a human head. She saw Ax com ng back



AX
i neffably nondescript in the tumult of fractional finery, with his

br own
fringed | eather-1 ook jacket, broken kneed jeans and raggy nousebrown
pigtail. Allie is a revered local stylist. She couldn't afford to be
seen
near sonmeone |ike that. She gave nme a nmildly amazed gl ance -- a very
cl ubby glance -- fromher faceted eyes.

"Catch you later, Fi. "

W went to sit with Smrelly and The O der Generation of Hipsters:
Smelly's

old | ady Ann Marie, Aoxamaxoa with the deat hshead skull, Snelly in the

claymatted vi ntage dreadl ocks and the tiedye, Beef the black I eather,

Chip
the S&M buckl es and weal s. Snake, an outfit of incredibly shiny blue,
with
cufflinks and a hot white shirtfront. Verlaine, with his ringlets and
velvet -- like a Vel asquez cavalier who is not ashaned to be beautiful
Candroid, as drab as Ax and very tongue-tied.
Usually, | feel wonderful when I'mw th these people. W're sitting in
t he
jungle clearing at a scuffed and grease | ayered table, wearing our dark
gl asses and talking |l ow, |eaving the nusic and the floorshow to the
ki ds.
Allie is a crass snob (in my WASP dial ectic). The knobby little girls
up

at the bar are infants who can't yet live without rules. W're
different.
No one around this table judges ne, wants nme to change the way | dress,
the way |I think, the way | dance. |I'mpart of the rich tapestry. I'ma
voi ce in the harnony.
But | was sickening for another round of my fight with Ax, and |I'd been
drinki ng too nmuch because | didn't trust nyself wth anything nore
i magi native. So tonight, even w thout my glasses, | was seeing things
t hat
aren't supposed to be seen. The only other wonan at the table was
Smelly's
old | ady, and she wasn't contributing nmuch to the conversation, or the
consunption. She was listening for occult baby voices. (Snelly, to be
fair, says bring them why not? Anne-Marie won't consider it. People

have
been known to snoke tobacco cigarettes in here. And besides, Snelly
t hi nks
he woul d sit cuddling the baby, one hour on, one hour off. But he
wouldn't. It was AM s choice, after all. They're her kids. She accepts
that).
Roxane, Chip's off and on dominatrix, doesn't count. She spends too
nmuch
time with the boot girls. But her weight (and there's plenty of it)
never

shifts the bal ance even when she's here.

Smelly's el dest daughter, Para, (short for Paralytic, which is what
Smrel 'y

was the night she was born), wanted to | eave home and join the Pel ham

Square People. They're extrem sts of squal or. They've given up cl ot hes.

They don't wash. If you wash, you get cold.

"Let her go," someone ordered himearnestly. "If she's not serious, if
she's not ready for their life, she'll soon be back."
"As long as they cover their shit --" said Chip, curling a lip. He

believes in civilisation



Ghost Shirt began to rant.
"It's all so fucking fal se. Fucking naked hernits. Wiy do we never do
anyt hing real ? \Wat's happened to the death and the pai n? Peace sucks.

wite songs about sex and viol ence and never do it You see bl okes going

round with skulls instead of heads on their shoul ders, you hear about

street fighting and gang violence but it doesn't nean anything. Wat's

happened to the runble? | nean the Big Runble. What's happened to

organi sed violence? | want to see death in large nunbers. | want to
hear

the tank crews scream ng as they burn. You can't have art w thout pain!

You can't have art without... hatred ... Wthout macro violence..."

"You can take downers when you're drunk a-and forget and take sone
nor e,

so you barf and sleep through it and choke on your own vomt,"
suggest ed

Aoxa, in his serious little voice

"You can eat nothing but your own turds til your guts can't cope and
you

die of peritonitis. That would be very pure.”

"You can fuck with my girlfriend," offered Snake, nagnani nously. "W
still

got nurder around here."

Gnhost Shirt tried to break a beer bottle on the edge of the table, but

fail ed because he wasn't drunk enough.

"I'mtelling the truth and you are full of shit." He began to weep and

staggered off, nuttering.

"I't's funny," remarked Ax, "the knobby-I| ooki ng people are always the

stupi d buggers. Have you noticed that?"

The others didn't respond. Ax can be cruel sonetinmes. He doesn't get
any

encour agenment . Poor Chost Shirt probably had sonething on his mind

Everyone gets raving bitter occasionally. It's not a crine. If its a

friend of yours you let it rip, and protect himfromthe worst ideas he

gets.

Once, | visited Aoxa's house, and | started to do the washing up. Yes.
I

did the washing up. Have you ever seen that Japanese anime, where the
boy

and girl spacejocks find themselves in a ruined city? It's
post - hol ocaust ,

and there's a deserted house, Marie Celeste sort of thing. The
gi rl -wonder

sees some ancient washing up piled in a sink. She tries to resist, but
t he

pull is too strong. She goes sidling across the screen, succunbing to
t he

forces of evolution. That was ne. | ploughed through the grease and the

filth and the stink, feeling like Wendy in Never Never Land. About
three

weeks down | found the pathetic corpse of a baby nobuse. What a triunph.
I

knew | had them "Look at this, boys. Look what you've done!" The

deat hshead community was totally devastated. They vowed there and then
to

give up running water in the kitchen

Sonetimes they go crazy. Sonetines they beat up their girlfriends when

they're drunk. But these boys are seriously gentle people.

Ax was bangi ng on about the Danube act. Snelly was resisting. He
reckons
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all this activity Ax plans for us is blocking our emergent paranornal
powers... But Ax would win. He knows nore ways of maki ng peopl e do what

wants themto do, than any nass-market dictator in history. Basically,
says, it comes down to nagging. You just keep at it, for |onger than

can believe possible... | watched Hugh's old lady, the girl with the
faraway eyes, and got angrier. They're all such nice blokes. Ax is such

simple soul. | could feel him while he argued, giving off whipped
puppydog vibrations in nmy direction. H's dunb, personal interpretation

what was goi ng on between us made ne want to smash his sweet little

in.

Ax touched ny hand. "G me m nd. You | ook pissed off."

"Squalor," | said, berating nyself. "It gets me down. | want to cl ean
in here. I want to scrub floors and open w ndows. "

"Li ke a hurricane." He nodded. "Hurricane Fio, yeah. | always |iked

skirt. Not many wonen your age could wear a skirt like that." Dear Ax,
what an idiot. This was supposed to soften ne up. "But what's w ong.
You're so angry. It's not just us..."

No one should ever ask me what's wong? when I'mhalf drunk. | forget

to make conversation
"For one thing," | began, very seriously. "For one thing, you're a

Ax cracked up. He laughed and snorted until they all got started..
Anne Marie.

He followed nme into the starlite ballroom above the hall of plundered
furniture. An Elvis rig was on the stage. There were coupl es danci ng,

slowy, under a twirling mrror ball. Ax gets mi sty eyed over this sort

t hi ng.
"You're right, Fio. My Fiorinda, you don't belong indoors. Wen | think

you, | see a rainbow | see the colour of the sky before a

t hunder st orm

river,

up.

and

be

say

trees all the different shades of green in July. | see a steel blue

wi ndi ng through flat brown fields. Snow, earth, fire..."

He tried to ease ne onto the floor. | threw himoff.

"I knowit's irrational." | yelled. "No one asked ne to do the washing
No one has to get pregnant. No one has to play nother. The lost girls

the | ost boys can eat beans cold out of the can together. No one has to

the breadw nner, no one has to wait at home. There's no pressure..

Sonetimes, | go off to the toilet and | eave you, and | don't powder ny
nose and | don't talk girltalk and | don't retire ritualistically to
i ngest sonmething that's no longer illegal. | stare in the mrror and

to nyself non sumnon sumnon sum This is not my world, Ax."
"Ch," he said. "You want to have a baby."



"Aarrgh. You can't fucking do this, Ax. Forget about ne, think about

your

brothers. It's not possible. The Insanitude is a knife-edge. You want
to

live like aninmal s? You can. But you can't stop the clock. You can't
bui I d

a world around the self-destructive nomentum of young rmale animals in
rut.

That piston beat, the noise, the rush of aninmal beauty and energy: it
only

has one neani ng. Once the young bucks start strutting, then nost of
t hem

have to die. That's nature. That's what's always going to happen, if it

gets half a chance. And then what will you do? I'Il tell you what
you' |

do. You'll try to be the one who comes out on top, the cock and bul
who

survives, and wins the right to order the wonen and children around
unti |

he gets old..."

My eyes were sw nming. AX was coming apart and shrinking, little
dit-dots

of that terribly banal light trailing through him scissoring himup.

heard himwailing faintly "I'll do the night feeds..." | started
I aughi ng

hysterically. The male mnd. Wiy do they always take things so
per sonal | y?

"That's not the point! You and ne, however we behave, we don't nmake any
di fference. You' re an anachronism Ax. You're trying to hold things
together that have to be allowed to fall apart..."

This rel ati onship, for one.

| prowl ed the Insanitude, ankle high to m sty kal ei doscope gi ants,
br oodi ng on sol utions.

| could become a separati st.

coul d have six kids, and get to know Ann Marie really well.
could have ny brain renoved, and get to know Allie really well
coul d have the other operation, and get to know Roxane.

ain't got no boyfriends, | ain't got no girlfriends... Nobody
under st ands.

AX has no taste in nmusic. He once told ne rock and roll is |ike sex.
Pri or
enthusiasmisn't essential, in fact it often nesses things up with
di sappoi ntnment. You don't have to be on fire. You can make sonething of
the act froma standing start. It doesn't matter if you don't know
what ' s
goi ng on inside the machi ne. The machi ne works. You only have to plug
yoursel f in.
In the duchess's drawi ng room there was a Candroid experience. It had
been advertised on the wong boards. Handfuls of puzzled sw ne wandered
about, scratching their |eather arnpits while a cerebral aura of
scientific sound floated overhead. In the (Qass Hall, a Tam a Mt own
ganel an orchestra call ed Behind A Painted Smile was doubl ebooked with
Manel | es de Dieu. The cult-fanobus Eurothrash outfit was badly
out nunber ed,
but Mama Manelle (a big nuscular woman in a beetle suit) wasn't goi ng
to
give up without a fight. She spread her | egs and squirted sonme fou



snel ling orange goop, from her enbroidered orifice. The punters had
started to take sides.
The main event was warmng up in the Rubbish Dunp. The Dunp is a big
floor, with a stage at one end and spreading fromthe other a sensel ess
collection of junk: bits of rusted car body with the paint stil

cl i ngi ng,
di senbodi ed engines, piles of old tyres.
| let nyself be pulled in, through the thickening cromd. The sound was
stunni ng. The bass came up through ny feet and thrumed in ny sol ar

pl exus. | slid between a skull-headed boy and a woman in purple |ace,
who

was swaying with a toddler asleep in her arns. Mvenent all around ne
now,

and ny anger changed.

Darkness isn't passive, it isn't female. It belongs to everyone. The
way

we live, when It wells up inside, you can't fucking escape fromlt into

normality, into routine, into the limts of your daily disguise. You
have

to find some other way. Unappeasable fury ran into the piston punping
of

nmy arns and legs. | felt the sweat begin to run. | pushed on
i nsensi bly,

needi ng full comruni on tonight.

| reached The Edge. There was not hi ng between ne and the stage but a

churni ng agape of glistening young nmal e bodi es. They dance naked from
t he

wai st down. The Marlons stay on, to sop up sweat. Sex and vi ol ence,

screanmed the singer. Sex and viol ence sex and viol ence sex and vi ol ence

sex... COccasionally you see an upright prick sticking out like a
washi ng

pole. But mainly the naked genitals stay soft as the bodies grapple.
Fucki ng goes on in a dancing crowd at the San, and wanking, but it's
further back. It's something deeper than sex makes the boys I|ose
thensel ves and formthis heaving mat of flesh
Ax hates the Rubbish Dunp. | love it. When I'min here, | stop thinking.
I
know that this is why we overturned the world: to rediscover this
magi ca
potion. And anytinme you need it you can have it, even if you're a girl
I
stunbl ed and was hauled to ny feet by gentle, anonynmous hands. |
al r eady
began to count the bruises that would flower, but inside nmy poundi ng

body,
i nsi de the pounding beat, | was at peace.
| saw the plunmp blond boy in the SS cap, on his mate's shoul ders. They
were right up at the stage. The band, known as DOG NO SE, were unknown
to

me except for the singer, a likeable kid called Nick Arthur. He was
usi ng

a nout h-projector. A skein of silvery tinsel strands taped to his
bot t om

lip converted his singing into a streanmi ng chord of |ight and col our

bursting round his head or spilling out into space as Nick tongued his
controls.
The SS cap pair weren't dancing. | noticed that, because sonething told

they needed the agape. | punped away, thinking | have a bad feeling
about



t hose two.

Bl ondi e got hold of a handful of projector strands, and would not |et
go.

VWen | glinpsed Ax at the edge of the agape, | knew N ck nust have
cal l ed

for help. | pushed off fromthe human wave, went under and fought ny
way

back. | arrived in the front row at the nonent when DOG NO SE' s current

nunber ceased with a scream ng protest fromthe sound system

Three naked dancers were struggling to hold the black bl oke (who was
still

fully clothed; a bad sign). The rest of DOG NO SE were trying to hau
N ck
Arthur and the blond apart. They succeeded and threw the blond in the

SS

cap off the stage. N ck's nouth was bl eeding. Blondie got to his feet

clutching the projector, it looked as if he had a silver jellyfish

struggling in his fist.

He pull ed a knife.

I was looking right into his eyes. He was in that state when nothing
can

be done: when the only treatnment is an anaesthetic dart fromhalf a
mile

away. The dancers parted in waves and scuffl ed backwards from around
t he

Ax. There wasn't one of themwho hadn't tried to snmuggle a frax-sinle

weapon in here at some tine, but tonight they were all being good boys.

There was silence in the jungle. The crinmson and purple giants stood
like

guardian spirits. It was fragile, but the peace was hol ding: the al

i mportant gentleness of this violence we've created. Ax noved in. |

couldn't hear what he was saying but he | ooked in control, soothing and

confident. |1'd seen the Insanitude com ng quietly unravelled tonight:
AX

is not infallible. But | saw anot her shape of things to cone, in the
way

the dancers stood and watched. Wn or lose, | thought. Who cares? He's

lost to ne.

| got that far. Then, | don't remenber how | crossed the | eaf and
creeper

tangl ed space between. | junped on blondie's back, slamred an arm round

his throat and hauled. | got a glinpse of Ax's expression, gaping in

di shelief at nmy betrayal. Behind nme, of course the boys broke | oose.
The

ranks behind surged forward. The dancers, drunk and crazy and naked,
wer e

hitting out in all directions. The real nud, in which Nick wallows in
one

nunber, started flying along with the bl ood and the beer. A giant
ki cked

me in the face, | saw a boy next to me go down grappling with a
| eopard.

The nonkeys screaned, the birds shot about in panic, their w ngs
rattling

like gunfire. The whol e vast floor of the Rubbish Dunp was one archaic

mel ee, the Runble of the year

Finally, Candroid' s people upstairs had the brilliant idea of turning
on

t he sprinkl ers.

The bl ond boy left, a struggling starfish, with four or five punters



one

hol ding up each Iinb. It is amazing how nany people it takes to subdue

smal I i sh bl oke: if weapons aren't allowed, and nobody is to get hurt.
Ax and | were sitting on the floor. Belatedly, | put on ny gl asses.
Between us lay a bowie knife. We |looked at it for a while, then

r eached

you

pl asti

like

SO

out and touched it. The netal was real

"Holy shit," said Ax. "How did you know?"

Blondie's friend had come back. He was wandering around the dispersing
crowd, conplaining. "He's lost his hat. My mate's lost his hat... Have

seen it?" A couple of dancers pulled on their pants and tried to help,
ki cking around in the rags of torn clothing and nud and tranpl ed

c

beer mugs.

I could still see Blondie's eyes. The look in them of terrible, utter
desol ati on: beyond hope, beyond hel p, beyond reason. Mn senbl abl e, non
frere...

"Femal e intuition."”

We handed in the knife, and went up to the dass Hall. Behind A Painted
Smile had won the stage. They were utterly fab. W sat on the floor

hi ppi es, |eaning agai nst each other; and listened to the
nmoonl i ght - on-wat er chimng of the ganelan until the sky above the gl ass
grew pink and gold with the dawn.

Qutside in the grey norning, the punters were departing. In an hour or

the San would take on its daytime persona, in which it is a rea

asyl um

goi ng
I

t he

doesn'
to

have

your

W need a lot of those. Wth all these millions of full blown human
personalities suddenly bursting out in panpered profusion, out of the
qui et desperation of the past: tending the crazies is our one growh
i ndustry. | stood outside on the broken pavement awash w th sunmer

wi | df  owers, and thrust Free the Danube handouts at the crowd. It's

to be a great show, better than Deconstructing The Severn Bridge, a gig
greatly enjoyed. In time we'll break down all the dans, dismantle al

steel girdered constrictions, let all the rivers run free.

There is no reason why we shouldn't have the tine. The way we live

t

pl ace much of a burden on the earth's resources. W' ve discovered how

get rid of the starvation canps: sinply, we've joined them W don't

to live like refugees, we do it because we like it. W're so wild and
free, we need so little in the way of washing nachi nes and fridges and
detergents and carpets and three piece suites and this year's node
executive car. All we ask is a griny bowl of vegetable stew or deeply
dubi ous curry. The only technol ogy we still breed, the sound and vision
magi ¢, costs hardly anything. The rock and roll Reich could last for a
t housand years.

Chip and Verl ai ne appeared, armin arm "Ah, Fiorinda..." Ver swept ne

bow. "J'ainme de vos longs yeux la lumere verdatre..."
They envied ny handouts. W'd all hate to be wage slaves, but there's
status in a little job that requires your physical presence. Lending



head and a few nmuscle twitches to a distant Russ-production plant isn't

the sane.

"Where's the Ax?"

| shrugged.

He was in the crowmd somewhere. There's a tradition anong us that none
of

the punters knows who the Ax is, nor cares. |I'mnot sure. | renenber
once,

| was standing at a takeaway booth with him The people waiting to be

served were the usual rich crop of |oonies, ranters, amateur

levitationists. An old bloke -- a perfect stranger -- started
grunbl i ng,

sayi ng he thought he was the only normal person left on earth. Ax,

nodestly, silently pointed to hinself. "Yeah," said the old chap
"You're

okay. But your foreign policy is pure fruit and nutcase."

In the G ass Hall, he had said, only half joking, "Wy did you do it?
You

coul d have been rid of ne."

"Your enemies are ny enemes," | told him "I'mnot stupid. | know that.

Ax gazed at me dolefully, and sighed right down to his toes.

"But nothing's changed."

"Some things have inmproved. But nothing' s changed."

That was the way it ended. | ought to be glad, because at last 1'd
managed

to get some glimer of understanding out of him But in the cold Iight
of

day, the political becones the personal. | wasn't an outraged cosmc

archetype now, or the |eader of the opposition. | was just Fiorinda. GCh

wel | . Maybe next year, when I'mtwenty five, I'Il be wiser.

Maybe next tine, 1'Il get himdrunk and take hi mdancing. My kind of

danci ng, not that cissy wal ki ng- backwards numnber.

| split ny pile of handouts, gave the boys half each and wal ked hone

al one.
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