
Chapter 4 

The first time I ever actually hooked the device up directly into a brain other than my 

own, as opposed to using sensors on the temples, was with Silver Shee. She had asked me 

for it. Well, not specifically to have the device plugged directly into her brain, she hadn't. 

But I did explain the options. You see, she was dying. Not that I use that as justification. 

But cancer was in all her bones and had spread to virtually every other part of her body, 

and she had long since failed to respond to what pathetic scraps of treatment that the NHS 

had thrown at her. She was now existing away her last days at home, with enough 

morphine to soothe a small town's worries. Though she preferred her own home-grown 

organic ciggies. 

—I don't trust them processed ciggies. If I doesn't grows it, I doesn't smokes it. An 

orgasmic farmer, that's me. And they know where they can shove their morphine. Don't 

want nothing to do with no bastard poppies! 

I had taken a device and a camcorder to Shee's. Between both appliances, their plugs and 

their chargers, there was a veritable octopus of cables for me to untangle before we could 

get down to business. Shee'd agreed to the camcorder, given the activity we were getting 

ourselves into. As well as hooking up Shee to the device, I was going to camcord 

everything. The tape would be for the authorities, as would the letter I'd drafted, which 

Shee was now reading through while I wrestled with my octopus. My hands were shaking 

so much that I was getting nowhere. So I stopped for a second and served Shee an Aussie 

white. Shee had several bottles of Aussie white next to her bed, together with neat bunches 

of her ciggies, all immaculately rolled. Then I poured a large dock for myself. 

—What have you got to be nervous about? laughed Shee. I'm the one going under the 

knife, remember. Mind you, I've got more anaesthetic than Soft Mick, she added as she 

slugged down her wine and smilingly sniffed her ciggie.  
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She wasn't what anyone would call a remarkable woman, her life having been cut to the 

same pattern as so many people's of her post-World War II generation in Liverpool, as far 

as I knew. And the rest of the country, for that matter. Leave school at 14 and flog your 

guts out for the rest of your natural till you drop. That seemed to have been the order of 

the day, with no welfare support or social infrastructure during times of hardship. And with 

nothing for the lucky survivors to look forward to but a miserable pittance of a disgrace of 

an insult of a pension not fit to decay on, never mind live on. Except that Silver Shee had 

managed to bypass the miserable pittance stage, her cancers having fortunately spared her 

the ignominy of that particular insulting reward from her ingrate nation. 

—Shee, you could get the Council to send a social worker round and you could dictate 

your story to them. The Echo might even do a piece on you. I could get some journalism 

student at the uni to bring a tape recorder. My… our device… 

She stuck to her own agenda. 

—Does it work? 

I ummed and ahhed. 

—You need a guinea pig. I wanna lay some ripples down. 

—There's no guarantee that it'll work. 

—No guarantee? Listen, Denis. You know why the doctors gave me so much morphine? 

To ease their conscience, 'cos they had no guarantees for me. I'm used to no guarantees. 

Never had one in all my born days! What good would a guarantee do me? Wouldn't trust 

one if I had it. But I'll tell you what… if a miracle happens in the next few hours… should 

the Devil and his God sidekick decide neither of them wants me… or should the doctors 

find a cure… and should it turn out your box don't work… I'll fucking sue you, you 

bastard! 

—It might even… 
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—Denis, I'm already there. That God bastard had me measured me up for it a long time 

ago. Quick, it's last orders, the towels are going on for me. Get me a few large ones in for 

the trip. 

You see, I'd blabbed about our little device to countless people in countless pubs. I was 

obsessed, and most people just edged away, unaware that I wasn't spouting a load of 

rubbish with my drunken talk of total wrap-around surround transfer. Any one of them 

with a bit of nous could have easily plied me with drinks and got all the information 

necessary to either ruin our business before it even got off the ground or steal a march on 

us. But as it was such a weird concept, I was generally left alone. One person who had 

listened was Silver Shee. She had seen one possible use for it that none of us had. I had 

argued early on against her undergoing our device. 

She said she wanted me to use the device on her because she wanted a chance to leave 

some kind of testimony behind. She'd never been one for writing, and she just felt that she 

had to leave her story behind somehow. Not because she had anything noteworthy to tell. 

Just that once she was dead, her experience and experiences would vanish off the face of 

the earth, as had been the case with so many people she'd known and lived and worked 

with. 

I'd just set the camcorder up and switched it on before Shee had just finished reading 

what I'd given her. She then signed and handed it over to me. I signed it too, folded it, put 

it into an envelope and sealed it. All camcorded. I mentioned Spen to Silver Shee, while I 

was putting off hooking her up to a device. I even showed her a camcorder screenshot of 

how Spen had ended up. That would surely put her off. 

—Lucky bastard! Still, beats feeling cancer chomping its way through your bones every 

second of every day! Sounds great to me! When do we start? Hope you've brought enough 

blanks. Health & Safety won't have any objections to me drinking and smoking, I take it. 
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Not in my own fucking house, they better fucking hadn't, or I'll be seeing them in that 

Court of Inhuman Wrongs! 

Shee looked at her glass, sniffed the contents, nodded to herself, smiled, and took a slug. 

—You know, friends of mine have had to do some things to get by that you youngsters 

wouldn't believe. But they're dead now, and everything they ever done has been lost and 

forgotten. None of them ever wrote anything down. No-one ever interviewed them. One 

fellah I was at school with was a miner who got called up, got stationed in Egypt and was 

sent to Argentina as a spy. He got into drugs, made a fortune, retired and bought his way 

into the Cuban mafia in Miami. Never looked back. The fellah who lived opposite got out 

of priest school by going off to lay water pipes all over the Middle East and Africa. Picked 

up Arabic, Portuguese, French, Swahili and a Zulu chief's daughter, was apprenticed to the 

medicine man before the tribe was wiped out by British-backed South African mercenaries. 

Him, his missus and their eldest daughter ran guns against Franco in Spain and were killed 

by Mussolini in Eritrea. Their other kids moved over here, the older ones brought up the 

youngest, taught them themselves, and now they're all working for charities and drugs 

cartels all over the world, one of them is high up in the UN and the youngest is one of the 

top political prisoners in Zimbabwe. My next-door neighbour was married to an asthmatic 

drunk when she was 14 who was always beating up on her whenever he was conscious. But 

she begged and stole all the coal she could, blocked the flue then burnt the coal while he 

slept the ale off and rested his knuckles. She killed him with a sulphur overdose, tore his 

lungs to shreds it did, then she ran away and ended up starting a school for battered 

homeless deaf kids in Colombia. Mind you, some kids down our street did go through 

school. They had all their fight and ambition beaten out of them, like that Johnnie Lennon 

sang in that working-class tune of his. Their get-up-and-go got up and went. They gave up 

the struggle and got normal crap jobs. Like the rest of us. Like me. Still, I'm not bitter, me. 
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She had obviously had this on her chest for some time. She wasn't boasting about the 

achievements of these people she'd known, but I am ashamed to admit I couldn't help 

wondering when she would get round to 'young people today'. She did, but she had no 

bitterness in her. More regret and pity than anything else. 

—Young people today are kept so bleeding drugged by the bleeding government 

conspirators, that they can't see the metal battery cages they live in, for the barbed wire 

bars the bleeding government puts round them. None of them get to live the things my 

generation went through, for better or worse. What little fight they've got in them is 

directed at the wrong people. At us, instead of at them. How them bleeding Nazi Windsors 

have never been booted out, I'll never know. Bleeding disgrace, it is! When they wake up 

every morning, the first thing they must do is peek out the window to check there's no 

angry mob with guns and pitchforks waiting to lynch the bleeding leeches. They must 

thank their God every day, oftener than any Muslim. That's why they've got so many 

bleeding chapels in all their bleeding houses, more chapels than bleeding khazis, them 

bleeding Windsors, with hotlines to their upper-class twit bleeding blue-blood WASP God. 

If only the fucking proles in this country would take the blinkers off their eyes and wake up 

to fact that they're being shafted up the arses! There'd be some fun round here, believe you 

me. But I won't bleeding be here to see it! Still, je ne regrette rien, it'd never happen 

anyway. Never did and never will. 

She still hadn't lit up. She was still absent-mindedly waving her first ciggie in the air, like a 

conductor, waving her baton in time with her thoughts. What must Silver Shee be like after 

one of her organic ciggies, I wondered. I was about to find out. 

—Take that First fucking World War. How many innocent lads went over the top for 

king and country? A million? Two million? Depends what expert you're listening to. 

She lit up. First couple of drags. 
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—Innocent, defenceless, prime, noble little British lambs, frolicking off to the continent 

to be slaughtered by the Germans while fighting to keep democracy in their homeland and 

in the free world. That's the official spin, innit? 

I said nothing. I suspected from Shee's tone that she would have a different spin to the 

official one. Another couple of drags and a couple of slugs of Aussie white. I waited. She 

didn't disappoint. It came. 

—Don't make me fucking puke! Stupid cunts, more like, ignorant dick-heads slaughtered 

by their own gentlemen generals and upper-class twit politicians, never mind the Germans! 

The bunch of fucking bastards! 

—Who? The Germans, the politicians or the lambs? 

—Still, I'm not bitter, me. You know why? It was their own fucking fault that they got 

killed, stupid fucking cunts. They've only got themselves to blame. Two million young men, 

all with rifles and ammo. That's not very innocent, is it? Not very defenceless, if you ask 

me. No, not by any stretch of the definition. Now, 85-year-old blind Mary Mac from 

number 45, who got her head smashed in by crackhead burglars last week. They raped her, 

stuffed paraffin-soaked rags in her mouth, her arse and her cunt and set fire to her. 'Juss 

for the krak, luv, no ard feelins' they sprayed all over her back kitchen. She's what I call 

innocent. As in 'defenceless, in no shape to fight back'. But two million young men, in the 

peak of their prime, all armed. That ain't innocent! Defenceless, my arse! Don't make me 

fucking weep! That's power, that is. Raw power. That's a power as can stand up and be 

reckoned with. That's lethal. Demands from a force like that would have to be given some 

serious consideration. But by agreeing to go over the top, they all let themselves be shafted 

up the arse by their commanding officers. That's what I call fucking stupid! What a ripping 

yarn! They deserve what they got, the cunts. They could have used their force and their 

ammo to stop the war. They could have had a word with their German oppos, and 
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between them called off the whole shebang. Then marched on parliament, all two million 

of them with their rifles, grabbed the fucking prime Kaiser minister and his politicians by 

the balls. Lined them up against the wall, and they could have said to them, 'Listen you 

useless fucking fat cat bastards, me and my two million mates here are gonna count to ten, 

and either youz lot pull your fucking fingers out of each other's arses and start addressing 

once and for all the social injustices in this country, get rid of unjust privileges and sort this 

fucking war of yours out another way, or we'll shove our two million rifles up your fucking 

arses and fucking shoot your fucking livers out though your fucking eye sockets!' Couldn't 

they? They fucking should of. They had the force. Two million people with rifles. I'd sit up 

and take notice of two million angry people with rifles coming at me, forcing me to change 

my ways. Wouldn't you? The Germans could have gone home and done the same with 

their fucking Kaiser. But no, what did they all choose to do instead? Go over the fucking 

top for fucking king and shitting country, like fucking baa-baas to the slaughter. 

Shee stopped for a breath and a drag. She forgot the breath and just went for the drag. 

Then another and another. And another. 

—And what gets me is that the stupid cunts are still fucking remembered! Like heroes! 

Every fucking November the fucking queen, or king or whatever the fuck they've got these 

days, and the fucking government laying fucking wreathes of fucking flowers down. What 

the fuck for? Remembrance from a grateful nation? Fuck that. The nation might feel 

gratitude, I don't deny that. All the old bags who aren't dead yet, who you see wearing their 

gongs and selling poppies, might feel a genuine sense of remembrance, fair enough. But 

what you see the government doing in front of that bleeding Cenotaph on that bleeding 

Sunday is thanking their fucking fat cat God that those soft dead bastards were too fucking 

stupid to ever realise they were being used. And we porking fall for it, being too fucking 

pig-shit thick to porking cotton on! We fall for the whole Honour Our Noble Dead shite, 
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with the telly service and the whole palaver with the wreathes and poppies. And why 

fucking poppies? 

—I don't know. Which I didn't. But I was sure this gap in my knowledge was about to be 

filled, Silver Shee-style. 

—You know what governments does with poppies? Turns them into opium and heroin 

and crack. And what does governments do with opium, heroin and crack? Gets their secret 

services to train teams of drug-dealing secret agents to flog the shit to the plebs. Why? Why 

not? Haven't we always fucking proved to them that we're porking thick as porking pig 

shit? And they has to somehow claw back all the porking dole money doled out in state 

benefit handouts to porking scroungers, don't they? And they want us to be too fucking 

drugged up to our eyeballs to notice the governments all conspiring to shaft us proles up 

the arse and keep us in our place and them in their places with our wealth stuffed in their 

pockets. Makes sense! Nice little earner for governments, drugs is. All thanks to fucking 

poppies. Then comes… Remembrance Sunday! One big government promo for hard 

drugs, that is. A call-up for anyone who wants to join the pusher army and earn serious 

money. And the governments flaunt these tools of our own destruction right in our faces. 

Like wiping a dog's nose in its own shite, which is about as much as we deserve, with them 

conning us into believing the fucking poppies represent our gallant selfless dead. Thanking 

their fucking collaborator upper-class twit God that us proles were too fucking stupid to 

cotton on to the power we would have to change things if only we weren't thick as pig shit. 

That's what happens once a year. And we think they're showing solidarity with the proles, 

respecting us for one day a year! Remembrance? The only fucking remembrance I gives 

them stupid fucking dead wankers every year is I goes down to that fucking Cenotaph 

down town and I fucking spits on the graves of all two million of them, fucking cannon 

fodder. 
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Quick breather. I had by now hooked Silver Shee up. She hadn't flinched for a second, 

nor had her pace faltered. Her increasingly vitriolic outburst might have been her brain's 

way of channelling her senses away from the pain and anaesthetising her against it. Then 

again, any pain from my brain probes might have been child's play compared to Shee's 

cancers gnawing their way through her like unstoppable Pacmen. 

—And I spits on the graves of their stupid porking fucked-up mothers, who should have 

known better. They should have steered their sons into social disobedience and forced 

them to march on parliament. Instead, they let them get fucking wasted in the trenches. 

But that's not the worst of it! Worse than stupid, you know what they were? Fucking 

selfish! By not thinking, by letting themselves be conned into going over the top, they were 

selfish, they deprived this country of a work force. A vital, two-million-manpower driving 

force. Two million men who should have been here, helping to pull this country together 

to build a better future. But no, they went and took the easy way out, they let the fucking 

upper classes use them for fucking target practice like fucking birds on a fucking pheasant 

shoot. Great War! Who called it Great? What the fuck was Great about it? What a brilliant 

bit of fucking spin that was, eh! Whoever coined the Great War probably got a knighthood. 

Only the fucking upper classes and the politicians called it Great. Bleeding trying to 

brainwash us plebs into thinking we done good. Stopping us realising that it was a fucking 

war crime against humanity and the politicians should have been hung, drawn and 

quartered. Great Con, more like! Would have been called the Fuckingest Load of Shite War 

Ever, if I'd had anything to do with it. Anything but fucking Great. But the spin worked 

and the Great Con did its job. Even those that survived the war and came back started 

calling it the Great War. They had to buy into the lie, didn't they? They chose to believe the 

government spin, 'cos if they hadn't, they'd have been forced to acknowledge the truth. 

And that would have involved taking action and bringing about a fucking revolution. But 
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they preferred to carry on being led like sheep. Like sheep, over the top. Like sheep, into a 

depression. Into degrading living conditions. 'This is the way, youz poxy, proley, working-

class, plebby, porking, crab-infested sheep. We knows best, youz load of manky, low-life, 

twatty bastards'. 

This mightn't necessarily be Shee's ciggies talking. They mightn't be having any actual 

effect on her, the pain must be so far-gone. The ciggies might just be a kind of prop, to 

help bring her out of her shell and be able to express herself. 

—And we're still fucking peasant sheep today, as far as I can see. Fucking drugged sheep, 

to boot. The Government deliberately refuses to legalise certain substances. The more they 

do, the more us fucking drugged sheep use them, thinking we're being cool! Stupid cunts! 

Playing into the Government's hands, we are. So it's no surprise we can't do fuck-all today, 

fucking fucked-up and drugged-up to fucking fuck as we porking are. If we didn't do 

anything then when we had the chance and were all healthy. Well, healthy. Apart from TB, 

scrofula, mange, rickets and plagues. Plebs' diseases. You wouldn't get no fucking Windsor 

queen or fucking prince getting fucking TB or fucking rickets, would you? Their teeth don't 

drop out from lack of vitamins. They don't catch anything proley. Oh no, their diseases is 

all in-bred. I've been to so many ordinary people's funerals, where you remember the 

buggers over a few whiskeys too many, after the fuckers have fucking died and taken 

everything they ever did with them, sinking without trace, without no ripples. What's the 

point in bloody living, if you haven't managed to leave a few ripples behind you by the time 

they dump you, with the cockroaches carving your soul up, and other people's gods and 

devils nibbling your nipples off? Wasted, innit, all that experience? All that living. Lived for 

what? Still, won't be bitter much longer, me. 

I couldn't bring myself to mention my own sessions. Spen's were bad enough. 
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Chapter 5 (part of) 

I witnessed hardly any of Silver Shee's internal session. She'd expected to be giving some 

sort of dictation into a mike. I had told her I wouldn't be staying, that I wouldn't actually be 

her audience and she wouldn't be talking. I was just setting her up and would leave her. It 

would be just her and the device: her thoughts, her orgasmics and her Aussie white. I 

refrained from saying that it would be just like going to confession, that she would be 

meeting her Deus ex Machina, in the shape of our Device-like Maker. I knew how much 

she abhorred absolutely everything religious. Plus, I didn't want to take her mind off the 

task in hand. Nor belittle her last wishes. 

Shee's session had started out like my first, except she was a million times braver. You 

feel you should be dictating and there should be a mike, so you start off talking. You soon 

overcome this. Then you think you are taking part in something notable, so you compose 

your thoughts. But none of this does any good. You have to chill out and let your mind go 

walkabout. It may be mental fatigue which sets you into a rhythm of thinking, as you think 

you can feel your energy being sapped. That's all you do. All Spen did, and all I did. You 

think. That is, I think you think you're thinking. 

Chapter 7 (part of) 

Chris's friend Nadira came up with the goods. She'd come to visit Chris, but nobody had 

told her that he'd died. She had missed the inquest, but she soon caught up on the ins and 

outs. Not knowing what to do, she had let herself into his flat to take stock of the situation. 

It was our flat actually. Chris, Spen and me had splashed out and bought a whole building's 

worth of flats in one of those flash inner-city renovated ex-derelict Edwardian warehouses. 

—When you've got it, flaunt it baby, flaunt it! That was Max Bialystock's philosophy in 

The Producers. I had persuaded Chris and Spen to let it be ours. After all, the fact that we did 
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without a company name, logo and advertising slogans didn't commit us to living like new 

age travellers and buying into a hermit lifestyle, did it! 

Anyway, as Nadira had time on her hands, she patiently started to wade through the 

accumulated mess of his belongings, in particular the devices and session discs scattered 

over his desk, the scene of his last moments. 

Nadira's English was already really spot on, but she had decided to come here to do a 

doctorate and improve her English at the same time. Chris was a part of her reason for 

being here, too. Or had been. They'd finished up. He had had no time for her any more, 

she said. He was too busy. She knew he was obsessed with our device, and that there 

wasn't another woman. Which bothered her. Very unChrislike. Having known what he was 

like before getting involved with him, she'd have found another woman more natural to 

contend with. But a stupid obsession! A machine! Understandably, Nadira was in the 

middle of reassessing whether she wanted to carry on her studies here, or make a clean 

break and go somewhere Chrisfree. Or home. Now Chris had gone and unwittingly wiped 

himself out of her equation definitively. And here she was, alone and Chrisless. In the 

company of what had robbed from her the attention and time he should have been 

devoting to her. This device he had set so much store by. 

She later told me that the first session she played back was one from when we were 

celebrating moving into the warehouse we'd taken over and had renovated. I didn't 

remember the occasion very clearly, and I certainly never played back that particular 

session. That isn't surprising, as the three of us took to sessing virtually everything, 

amassing tons of sessions. This particular ambiente was Nadira with Chris, Spen and me in 

better times, in Chris's immaculate flat, slap-bang in the city centre, with magnificent 

landmark buildings everywhere to be seen. There was bunting strung around the flat, with 

banners proclaiming 'Congratulations', 'Bugger buggering word of buggering mouth!', 
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'Against the odds', 'When you've got it, flaunt it baby, flaunt it!' and '……. would be our 

motto if we had one'. The real Nadira said she wept as she saw a beaming session Chris, 

champagne bottle and Leicester City mug in hand, put some music on very loud on a state-

of-the-art music system, as session Spen cracked open an umpteenth bottle of champagne, 

which he ritually poured over a group of already sodden devices on a coffee-table they 

were standing around. Nadira told me one of the devices had a red light on, so it must have 

been sessing that ambiente. Session me apparently opened another bottle of champagne and 

sprayed it Formula 1-style all over everyone, which sounds like a Denis thing to do. Session 

Chris came over to session Nadira, put his arm around her and kissed her on the cheek. 

Though not drinking with them, session Nadira took a bottle of champagne and sprayed it 

over the three of us. The real Nadira said that by now she had lost herself in the session's 

irreality, and reached out to touch session Chris just as the session cruelly flickered and 

faded. The device sessing that particular ambiente must have shorted due to the champagne 

being poured over it. 

Nadira wasn't one for drinking. Never touched the stuff, in fact. She had resigned herself 

to the fact that whenever she went out in this country with friends from here, drinking was 

to feature very large in the proceedings. She would go along with them, but not surprisingly 

their alcohol intake during the course of an evening would distance them from her. She 

thought it was a pity they needed such a crutch, while they thought she was even sadder 

than they thought she thought they were. But Nadira confessed to me that on that first 

night alone in our building, she started on Chris's stock of tequila. And played back the 

other session discs. She hoped there would be a message on one of them. How was she to 

know of the differences between internal and ambiente sessions? All attempts by everybody 

to understand brain sessions had failed, but how was Nadira supposed to be put off by that 

if she didn't know? Sure, Chris's notes were there. But hey, only saddoes read User's 
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Manuals before having a go at a new device, right? She longed to be enlightened as to why 

the device had held a greater attraction for Chris than she had. The alcohol lullabied her 

unconscious, and she woke up few times during the night as the tequila wore off. Each 

time she would then put another session on and drink herself back away from reality. 

And that in a nutshell was all that was needed. Sleeping Nadira's subconscious had simply 

absorbed our internal sessions. The mistake that Chris, Spen, me, the police, the courts and 

the tabloids had made with our brain sessions was to be conscious when trying to make 

sense of them. Nadira woke up at one point in the early morning, and decided to check out 

Spen's flat and mine. She tells me she hadn't realised she hadn't seen me since she had 

arrived. She said Chris and Spen had each warned her that I might be trying to do the same 

as them. When she came into my flat she found me slumped silently over the worktop. 

I am still having hospital treatment for the damage to my eyes and ear, the torn optic 

nerves should scar over, and there seems to be only minor loss of vision, though that might 

right itself, they tell me. And it is too early for them to tell about my ruptured eardrum. As 

for the holes I tried burrowing through my skull into my brain, they're fewer and less deep 

than the ones Spen and Chris hollowed out. Nadira had caught me during one of my first 

attempts, whereas the Dynamic Duo must have had at least a dozen attempts apiece. It is 

still too early to know whether my various paralyses are a kind of temporary knee-jerk 

trauma reaction from my poor body or whether I will have to get used to it long-term. As 

far as I am concerned, anything less than total death and less painful than the pain I 

experienced is a consolation, so even permanent paralysis would be a boon. There doesn't 

seem to be any permanent memory impairment, nor language loss other than speech 

articulation. And none of my various paralyses interfere with my ability to communicate by 

writing, though my sensory response is very limited. 
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Once I had come round in hospital after Nadira's rescue, I listened to her account of how 

she came to look in on me, and at first I failed to take in what she said about Chris and 

Spen warning her. I thought maybe she meant some written notes that she had unearthed 

which the coroner's reports had overlooked. When she started talking about Silver Shee, 

however, I felt cold shivers creep across my skin. The sessions that the three of us had 

perpetrated on ourselves were our individual business. If Chris, Spen and me had chosen 

self-abuse, that was our sordid business. But to put another person through a process that 

in some small measure might have speeded up her death was something that the police 

surely couldn't ignore. 

—How do you… Silver Shee…? I asked Nadira cagily. 

—From her 'session', as you call them, my dear. 

This was bad. Very bad. God, things could hardly get any worse. 

—When you say everything…, I didn't want to come right out and ask Nadira what, if 

anything, she knew about Silver Shee's death and whether there had been an inquiry. I 

rather thought there couldn't have been, otherwise the police surely would have been to 

question me in hospital. Fuck! Maybe they already have, and I was unconscious! Fuck! 

Fuck! What will I say when they come back! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! 

I remembered sneaking back to Shee's when I judged her session would be well over. 

Shee looked dead, though some slight breathing was perceptible. I gingerly set about 

removing the cables and unhooking Shee from the device. She didn't react. I switched the 

camcorder off, removed the tape and left it on her bed with the envelope. 

I was bursting with questions, but had to play it cool and hope Nadira would feed me 

titbits of information. That Nadira had played back Shee's session, I had no doubt. But had 

Shee's body been discovered yet? Her will and letter of consent should cover me. But even 

 15



so, the camcording I left as evidence must make me look like some macabre Hammer Film 

renegade, prime villain numero uno… 

—What a life that woman had! Even so, she thought of herself as being comparatively 

lucky, for a woman outsider in this country at that time. Unusually for a poor woman, she 

never got herself shackled to the typical burdens for women in those times. 

Nadira must have perceived a puzzled look on my face behind all the bandages, as she 

expanded on this. 

—No millstones around Shee's neck. None of the life sentences endured by many 

women: degrading housing, feckless husbands and hordes of screaming kids to thanklessly 

drag up and feed day after day until we drop dead from exhaustion. Not for our Shee. She 

worked her way through private houses then went into the restaurant and pub trade, did 

you know? Managed lots of pubs. She was a truly independent woman at a time in your 

country when even native women seldom achieved any independence, never mind 

immigrants. She had to be tougher than men. 

—Just knew her as a friend of the family. But as for her life… 

—You could do worse than play back her session. She eventually rose to maitresse d' 

after working as a silver service waitress with the White Star line. That's where her 

nickname came from, you know. Hardly anyone knew how she got it. She told everyone 

she was the only silver miner in California at a time when everyone else was prospecting 

for gold. Travelled all over the world. And as for the famous people she met and had 

affairs with… 

—I know she never did do what was expected of her. 

—It's a shame more ordinary people don't get a chance to leave behind some record of 

their experiences. She told me everything, had me crying all night. I wish I'd met her. I bet 
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if my mother and father cut sessions I would learn more things about them than they have 

ever told me. There'll still be things about them I won't know after they are dead. 

—I wouldn't call Shee ordinary… but I know what you mean. 

Nadira actually felt Silver Shee's presence as if it had been real! As if she had been side-

by-side with Shee during those experiences. None of it could have been more vivid to 

Nadira if she had downloaded information direct to her brain. Or experienced an external 

ambiente session. And despite the traumas she has been through -losing Chris and Spen, and 

coming across me on death's door- Nadira can still talk about how beneficial a brain 

session could be. She obviously doesn't mean to put her parents through the trauma of a 

real session, but she would like the outcome. That was exactly what Shee had wanted, and 

Nadira too lamented the fact that so few of the people she knew had ever had the chance 

to leave behind some record of their experiences. Interesting, very interesting. Hang on! 

Nadira's English is shit-hot, yes. But Shee's accent? Not to mention her unique expressions 

and customised grammar! 

—She had me crying with laughter, though, most of the time. How on earth she ever 

managed to bite her tongue while waiting on rich people, I'll never know. And how her 

employers tried to tame her spirit! But she was too good at her job and too popular with 

the men she served. The very ones who were maintaining the status quo she so abhorred, 

maintaining the infrastructure that perpetuated privileged resources in the hands of the few. 

Those superior caste generals and aristocrat idiot statesmen never once found out what 

Shee used to put in their food. She had them eating out of her hands, and out of a lot of 

other places! She seemed more chilled out and docile when she was younger, before she 

started devoting her energies to her tobacco orgasms and her Australian sherry. 

Orgasms? Oh, yes, I remember. But maitresse d's and doing things to the food? I was 

only present at Shee's session till the time she became subdued and went silent, so what 
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Nadira is talking about must be from the rest of Shee's session. What the hell am I talking 

about! All of this means Nadira must have managed to decipher the session and understand 

Shee! I must be delirious. Wait a minute! Didn't Nadira say immigrant? Outsider? Silver 

Shee? Wonder why! What else did Nadira know about Shee that I didn't? 

—Aussie white, Nadira, not sherry. Shee would never have called… 

—Whatever. Shee said she was infamous for her Remembering Sunday displays. Is that 

right? 

—Remembering? Oh, Poppy Day! Yes, for the first twenty or so Novembers after the 

end of the war they used to try and arrest her. But they gave up on that and the BBC 

became very reluctant to broadcast any proceedings from the Liverpool Cenotaph. Radio 

broadcasts were even banned. 

—Really? 

—Frankie Goes To Hollywood even sampled her. There were a few 'Two Tribes Silver 

Shee Cenotaph RantMix' white label promos pressed up, but the band themselves 

withdrew it at the last minute. Too controversial, they said. Relatives and family friends 

would never have spoken to them again. Worth a fortune now, though. 

—Now everyone who she offends no longer has to look the other way and pretend she 

isn't there. The few that have outlived her, that is. 

I thought back for a second to how fired up Shee had been during the session, ranting on 

all cylinders as if she was on her first legs, never mind her last. I remembered how hard it 

had been for me to follow her. I had just nodded, saying yes and no in what seemed to be 

appropriate places. 

—Listen, Nadira, don't take this too personally, and I don't mean to offend you… 

—So dying on me isn't offence enough! There's worse to come? Then she laughed. No, 

go on, Denis, I'm only kidding. 
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—How can you be sure about what Shee said? 

Nadira looked at me blankly. 

—Well, she wasn't the easiest person in the world to understand. Even I… And your 

English… 

—My English? What are you talking about? 

—How could you understand Shee? 

—Shee? Nadira went to laugh at the mere suggestion, but frowned at the monitors I was 

hooked up to. 

—Shee wasn't English! She spoke Arabic! You have heard of Arabic? And of course I 

understood every word. 

Nadira then sarcastically waved her hand in front of my eyes. 

—Hello, Sleeping Beauty Denis, shall I wake you up with a kiss? Sorry to shock you, but 

Arabic is my mother tongue, my dear. 

I took the blank expression from Nadira and put it on myself. A perfect fit. 

—She must have lived in England so long that I admit I couldn't place her Arabic accent. 

That's not surprising. English? Have you played back her session? And you were there? 

—Only for a while, at the start. 

—Are we even talking about the same person? Maybe I should call a doctor, you need 

more drugs! 

She smiled at that, and it relieved a little tension. 

—Yes, you British like that, don't you! 

—Well, what about Spen and Chris? They each warned you I might be trying the same 

experiments, didn't they? 

—Yes, of course. 

—And that's how you thought to check in on me? Did they write notes to you? 
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—No. Nadira paused, and looked worried again. I played back their sessions. I was 

looking for help, information. Anything! I was desperate! I didn't want the same to happen 

to you. You can't all leave me, selfish men! 

—And… 

My throat was dry, my heart pounding, my hands sweating, my face going scarlet, burning 

up… 

—… do you remember what language their sessions were in? 

—Eng-…no… Ara-… 

Nadira checked herself, puzzled, not believing what she was about to say. She had 

genuine fear in her eyes. I could tell she felt the same ghosts breathing all over her that I 

did. 

—Nadira, Shee was from Liverpool. As Scouse as they come. 

—And Chris and Spen didn't speak Arab-… 
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