
        
            
                
            
        

    



	 

	 

	 

	ELIOT BEDINGFIELD, THE MAN WITH TWO HEADS

	Copyright © 2022 – Omer Arad

	All rights reserved.

	The content contained within this book may not be reproduced, duplicated, or transmitted without direct written permission from the author or the publisher.

	This book is copyright protected. This book is only for personal use. You cannot amend, distribute, sell, use, quote or paraphrase any part, or the content within this book, without the consent of the author or publisher.

	Under no circumstances will any blame or legal responsibility be held against the publisher, or author, for any damages, reparation, or monetary loss due to the information contained within this book. Either directly or indirectly. You are responsible for your own choices, actions, and results.

	This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, business, events and incidents are the products of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

	
Prologue

	The Eliots

	 

	 

	In 2592, in a small apartment located at Bezalel Yafe 7 street in Tel Aviv, lived a lonely and strange man with two heads who answered to the name of Eliot Bedingfield. There were few details that his neighbours, his random acquaintances and his co-workers really knew about him. He was known to be a 32-year-old Englishman from somewhere in south London, who worked at Toy Models on Allenby Street as a painter of mechanical dolls. His left head was called Eliot A and his right head was called Eliot B. That’s all. No one had any more information about Eliot, and no one bothered to explore in depth his dual nature and personality. 

	When they would stumble upon him by chance in the morning, for example, they would politely turn first to his left head and say, "Good morning, Eliot A", and then they would smile awkwardly at the other head and say something like, "Did you sleep well?" and then run quickly to their jobs and affairs without waiting for a proper answer to their question. They used to look at him from a distance, but never got too close because, after all, he was considered to be a perfect freak of nature. 

	It could be argued, in fact, that Eliot was two twins united in one body, instead of one individual person with two heads. Whatever the definition, Eliot A and Eliot B enjoyed each other’s company. As usual, they talked to each other, shared feelings and emotions, and read each other’s thoughts from time to time. Yes, they were good friends. 

	The Eliots had been working for the past five years at the doll factory Toy Models from 6:30 a.m. until midnight. Toy Models was an impressive factory in its shape, with a gothic appearance. It was a complex architectural work, surprisingly inspired by the best medieval cathedrals and churches. Anyone who saw it from the outside could have mistakenly assumed this was a European church due to the pointed spires that pierced the hazy sky like hot spears, and the virtual bell towers on the sides of the factory, whose prolonged ringing sound mesmerised its listeners every hour, from which strange harmonies emanated. 

	The interior of the factory was adorned with beautiful stained-glass windows, gargoyles and chimneys, which moved in a mechanical manner. There were sculptures illuminated with powerful spotlights and three-dimensional holograms that took the shape of the various dolls. The factory had six floors and two huge basements underground. In the basements, the dolls were created in 3D printers. They were meant to be companions, mainly for teenagers and children, but also for older, disabled and incapacitated people. They were like human friends in every way and were able to play and entertain their owners and help them with their studies, work and various household chores if necessary. 

	When the dolls were ready, they gathered in rows on the track and were transported via an advanced teleportation machine to the second, third and fourth floors. Here they were repopulated in symmetrical rows, a variety of dolls of different sizes and shapes, and waited for a personal software transplant. The software came via a chip, which was glued by dozens of robotics workers to the centre of each doll’s third eye. The software contained all the necessary information and enrichment, depending on the service that each specific doll was supposed to provide. Suppose a doll were to assist a child in arithmetic studies, personality software with extensive knowledge in mathematics such as algebra, geometry and computer science would be implanted in it. If another doll was intended primarily for the needs of play, sports and entertainment, software with knowledge related to various sports such as mileage running training, football, basketball, tennis and more was implanted in it.

	On the fifth floor, most of the announcers and actors worked. Some were humans and some robots, who recorded their voices for the various dolls and even contributed their personalities and body language, which was copied using digital scanners to the dolls’ personal software. 

	The sixth floor was administrative, and was where the glorious office of Adam Liberman, the factory manager, could be found. Adjacent to his office was the office of Helen Hershkovitz, a robot and the artistic designer of the factory, who designed the physical shape of the dolls, their personality and purpose in detail. There were also other junior offices here, where Adam Liberman’s deputies sat. 

	The first and ground floor was the colouring and packing floor, where the Eliots worked on a highchair next to the paint machine and painted the dolls with great talent. The Eliots had mastered the intricate operating mechanism of the paint machine, despite its complexity. Eliot A started with his left hand using the thin paint brushes, which moved like hidden snakes on each specific doll, and added each time to their soft porcelain faces another aesthetic flourish. Eliot B, who controlled the right hand, focused on the rest of the doll’s body. He painted the vital organs in vibrant colours and, using a special laser brush, painted the unique attire for each doll, which appeared at the end as an impressive three-dimensional simulation. 

	After colouring, the dolls went through a special drying machine and were packed by dozens of human workers and robots. They were then sent to the waiting room, from which they would soon be distributed to various stores across the country. 

	The Eliots’ craft of painting was especially vital, as they gave the electronical dolls the final artistic touch they needed. Adam Liberman had moved the Eliots and the machine to a hidden place, so that their interaction with the other workers would be minimal. He didn't want the Eliots to attract attention; it was, as he called it, "Bad for business". He even moved their food breaks to a dark corner, away from prying eyes. The Eliots themselves were not keen on interacting with their co-workers, so they found his arrangement reasonable and sensible. Eliot B called Adam Liberman by the name of “Job”. "This guy just answers the description,” he had told the amused Eliot A after their job interview with the boss five years ago. Eliot A immediately adopted this nickname and even expanded it to "Jobs", perhaps to reflect the infinite variety of tasks and hard work that the tough Adam Liberman gave to his hundreds of workers in the factory. But the Eliots had been outstanding employees for the past five years, so they had nothing to worry about. 

	When the two identical twins, with their captivating, delicate look, feminine skin and sensitive brown eyes concentrated on their work, they worked wonders on the colour machine and turned the thousands of dolls into marvellous works of art. The Eliots liked to listen to classical music while operating the paint machine. Adam Liberman let them play the music on their mobile phones on the condition that they would promise to shut up, make no contact with the other employees and concentrate solely on their work. They agreed to his conditions. Eliot A admired Mozart, especially his piano concertos. Eliot B, on the other hand, loved Schumann’s symphonies. The Eliots didn't argue about the playing time. They had a simple schedule. From morning to noon: Mozart; from noon to midnight: Schumann. 

	The factory workers on the first floor could hear every day the music coming from the strange man with the two heads who was sitting away from them on the highchair next to the paint machine. They knew that Eliot was there but they didn't grasp what kind of creature he was, since they had never talked to him. The annoying classical music that was heard along with the noise of the machine was the strangest and most puzzling thing about him. But the Eliots were vital and important to the Toy Models factory, and this ensured their service all these years.

	The Eliots were pleased with their creative achievements. After all, they devoted all their waking hours to work. But, at the point where our story begins, in the summer of 2592, all that was about to change... 

	
CHAPTER 1 

	Dreams

	 

	 

	The early morning birds sang a soft tune through the Eliots’ bedroom window at 5:30a.m. Eliot A and Eliot B suddenly woke up as if they had just come out of a terrible nightmare. They moved their confused heads slowly, strangely.

	"I had a bizarre dream" said Eliot A. Eliot B looked at him thoughtfully and did not respond. Eliot A continued, "I drowned in quicksand, yellow and deep. I drowned to death. But it was just me. You survived in some form and managed to get out of the sand, scared and agitated with a look of terror in your eyes." 

	Eliot B sighed and said, "I’m not surprised. I too had a terrible dream about drowning. But my dream was more detailed than yours. In my dream, I walked alone for no apparent reason on golden sand, on an abandoned island near a black lake inhabited by deadly fishes. Suddenly, out of nowhere, I saw a beautiful woman walking beside me. She was festively dressed and looked glamorous. She smiled at me. I could feel her longing for me. She may have squinted at you with real affection, but she really wanted me, you know ... We held hands and ran together towards the black lake. We were about to jump into the mysterious, dangerous water, but when we reached the shore of the lake, the woman suddenly stopped running. I stopped too. 

	“We looked at each other for a long minute. We had a silent conversation. Then, she brought her sensual lips to my right ear and whispered something. I don't remember the words, but I remember that they penetrated my heart and melted it with warmth and tenderness. Her tone of voice sounded like music I had never heard. So I closed my eyes and imagined her glowing in the dark, dressed as an angel to visit the humid earth, accompanying me straight to the fields of happiness ... I was so grateful. It was the closest thing to spiritual ecstasy than any other experience I had had in my routine life. I opened my eyes and smiled at her. 

	But then, to my amazement, I saw that she had disappeared, and with horror I noticed a monstrous fish with wings, coming out of the black water of the lake and flying toward us with its huge mouth wide open, smiling wickedly. Its sharp teeth were ready to lustfully bite its innocent victims. I shouted at you with all my might to be careful, to run away, to do something, but you were quiet and frozen. You just waited there, with no clear emotion, without activating the left side of our body to run away from the evil beast. I myself could barely move. 

	I tried to call the mysterious woman to help us, hoping she would reappear. But unfortunately, she was nowhere to be seen – as if she had never existed. It was too late. The monster approached us and with one bite swallowed us whole and alive. We drowned in its ugly and disgusting belly, surrounded by horrible little creatures from a different, parallel universe. We were supposed to die for sure. It was only a matter of time. But instead of dying an unnatural death, we just thought, "God, what a waste, why do we even bother to stay alive, to face such a horrible death near the end?" After that depressing thought, we woke up.”

	Eliot A laughed. "I don’t know why, but for some reason, your detailed dream, which sounds to me like the beginning of a routine horror story, sounds more optimistic than my dream. Think about it: at least you experienced the first blossom of coveted love. You walked alongside a woman who adored you." 

	Eliot B smiled. "Can you still see her? I mean in detail, what did she look like? " 

	Eliot A concentrated for a long minute. "Her hair was blue right?"

	"Yes, that’s right," replied Eliot B. 

	Eliot A continued to concentrate on his train of thought. "She was wearing a black skirt and a light green scarf over her shoulders, which shone through the magical sand, which by the way was very similar to the yellow sand of my dream." 

	"Now that you mention it," said Eliot B, yawning, "I can see the sand from your dream, but it looks more like blond spaghetti than a yellow swamp". 

	Eliot A laughed. "Are you hungry?"

	  "More or less," said Eliot B, butting Eliot A’s head gently. "Let’s take a shower – we don't want to miss breakfast, do we?"

	"No, we don't," said Eliot A with a wink, nodding his head. 

	The Eliots entered the bathroom. They wanted to take a hot shower to cleanse the bad taste the dreams had left in their minds, but when they pressed the dosh chip system, frozen water from hell came out of some rectangular holes scattered in the tub and froze their bodies in a storm. At that moment they remembered they had long ago ordered their cleaning robot ADR12 to repair the broken boiler. 

	"But ADR12 itself is broken!" shouted Eliot A in bitter disappointment. 

	"I wish we had time to fix it too, damn it!" replied Eliot B. 

	Eliot A was particularly sensitive, and frozen water made his head tremble. All the left side of his body shivered violently, and it also affected Eliot B. They could not stay there for more than one minute. 

	They quickly turned off the system using the chip and dried themselves by pressing on the twin drying chip next to it, which pulled out hot, dry air. After that quick torture, the Eliots brushed their teeth at the speed of light, hoping it would warm them up a little more. 

	Back in their room, the Eliots ate their traditional breakfast – sandwich with ciziki and yellow cheese – and went to get dressed. The wide, magnetic brown work shirt with tight grey pants that fit both their heads had electronic waves that came with fast signals. These had been programmed by their creator to adapt to any weather. 

	"Thank God we live in that age," said Eliot B, who adjusted the shirt with special buttons on the front to a warm and pleasant temperature that suited the morning chill. Indeed, it was an icy summer morning, before the sun shone in full lobe through the filthy sky, that the Eliots encountered as they left their apartment at Bezalel Yafe 7 at exactly 6:20a.m. On their way down the stairs, they encountered no neighbours. They were glad they didn't, as it prevented them from the usual embarrassment that such a confrontation involved. When they were out on the street, they walked to the Toy Models factory on Allenby Street. They didn't notice whether the people or robots who took human form walking down the street looked at them in embarrassment. They looked straight ahead, just as they had trained themselves to walk for years, since they were two soft-spoken children who shared one common body. 

	After ten minutes, they stood in front of the main entrance gate of Toy Models, the place where they had worked impressively and exceptionally for the past five years, the place where they felt protected. The Eliots reached out and pressed their two thumbs on the fingerprint chip in the centre of the gate. The main gate opened, and they entered the factory. 

	
Chapter 2 

	Bell 

	 

	 

	One of the workers who arrived early in the morning at the Toy Models factory, even earlier than the Eliots themselves, was a short but muscular and charismatic middle-aged man named Meni. Meni was the overseer in charge of the human workers on the first floor and the dozens of robots, which had lots of different cleaning tasks to perform at the same time. He was one of the lucky workers who had the privilege of seeing the Eliots face to face. 

	Meni greeted the Eliots, "Good morning," with his usual dry and cold tone of voice, without looking at either of them. It seemed that Eliot B was the one who tried harder to impress Meni because he always answered "Good morning" back or shook his head politely. Eliot A looked directly at Meni without answering. He didn't bother because he thought Meni didn't really mean a word he uttered. 

	The Eliots walked, as they did every morning, towards their big chair next to the paint machine. Only, to their great astonishment, the precious chair that always stood nobly and waited patiently for their arrival, was occupied. On the Eliots' chair sat a giant woman-shaped robot. The robot was painted in shades of coloured rainbow from head to toe, with hair made of special nylon threads, pure silicone with gilded clay as breasts, and purple glass eyes that shone with a blood-freezing spark when they caught a man's look. In short, the female robot had the perfect shape of a sexy femme fatale. No soul could resist her powerful charms. She was created to rule man, make them bend to their knees and crawl in pain and anguish. Yes, she was an electronic mistress in every sense of the word, and had incredible physical strength. 

	The Eliots stared in disgust at the robot that was sitting in their chair and ran the beloved paint machine. 

	"What the hell is that?!" whispered Eliot A to Eliot B. 

	"I have no idea, but it doesn't look good." Eliot B replied. 

	The Eliots approached the robot. "Excuse me, this is our chair," said Eliot A politely, though he was angry as a demon. 

	The robot didn't answer. All its attention was on operating the paint machine. 

	It was Eliot B's turn to speak, but he was less polite and more assertive. "Hey! This is our chair and work. Can you please stop doing what you’re doing and move aside?" 

	The robot didn't answer to him either. "Come on, hurry!" said Eliot B angrily. 

	"Does Mr. Liberman know about this scandal?" asked Eliot A. "Will you do us a big favour and fly off our chair?!" 

	Finally, the robot responded. She stopped the paint machine and turned to the angry Eliots. "Hello," she said in a thin, calm voice. "My name is Bell. Mr. Liberman asked me to let you know that from now on I am in charge of the paint machine. Your job at the factory is not defined at the moment, but you can serve as my assistants until further notice. 

	The Eliots were furious. "Are we your assistants?!" Eliot B asked in astonishment. 

	"Is this a joke?" shouted Eliot A.

	"Mr. Lieberman will never allow it – you're lying!" said Eliot B. "I demand to see Mr. Liberman immediately!"

	The female robot who answered to the name "Bell" said in the same quiet and annoying tone, "Unfortunately, Mr.Liberman won't be here today." 

	"So let someone bring him please!" demanded Eliot B.

	"Yes, what’s this bullshit?!" murmured Eliot A. 

	Meanwhile, the hundred workers began to arrive at Toy Models, slowly, intuitively, as the fictional night children go to their mother-dawn. They were beginning on another routine day, as always, but couldn't ignore the unfamiliar noises coming directly from the hidden corner, where the two-headed man known as Eliot Bedingfield worked. They had never heard any shouts, complaints or grumbling cries from this corner before – they had heard from there only the strange classical music that the freak would hear, music that must have been written centuries ago, and the colour machine in action. But now they could hear that the paint machine was closed and there were shouts... Their curiosity brought them straight to the centre of the scene, along with Meni the overseer who arrived quickly as soon as he heard the shouts.

	"You’d better relax," said Meni in a loud and authoritative voice. "Bell is telling you the truth. These are Mr.Liberman’s instructions. You are now Bell’s assistants." 

	The Eliots could not believe it. It was like a bad dream, an incomprehensible nightmare, more horrible than the nightmares they both had at night, because now it was real.

	"Are you serious?" asked Eliot B, almost hoping to see Meni and the other workers burst out laughing and tell them it was a joke.

	"Am I hearing right?" asked Eliot A in the same way, looking around and seeing nothing but hostility. 

	"Yes, you heard right." Meni replied impatiently. 

	The Eliots, each with their own hand, placed their hands over their heads and asked together: "Why?"

	Meni folded his arms and said, "Bell is stronger, smarter and faster than you, that’s why. Just take a good look at its perfect design. She’s brand new. It cost Mr.Liberman a fortune to bring her from aboard. She’s going to speed up the work here. I’m sorry to say that your two little heads can’t compete with this great product." 

	There were light giggles from the workers watching the scene. They were amused to see that the two-headed creature they barely knew or understood was now facing a giant robot they themselves didn't understand. The Eliots seemed helpless and despairing to them. The workers were almost ashamed that they had always been afraid of them, that they had never dared to look at them closely. Because the two-headed man was not scary at all. On the contrary, he was scared. The workers disliked Eliot The Double Man in the same way they were embarrassed and cautious of Eliot The Rumour. 

	Tears welled up in Eliot A’s eyes. "But why did Mr.Liberman not come to us in person and tell us himself?" he asked. 

	Meni interrupted rudely. "It’s none of your business – just do your job as Bell’s assistants." 

	"And say thank you for still working here, freaks!" said another shrill voice that belonged to one of the workers who had watched the scene. 

	Meni and the other workers turned their backs on the Eliots and returned to their chores, leaving them behind to face their new and depressing status in the factory. Eliot A had a downcast look. He was so embarrassed, as if someone had stripped him naked amongst all the Toy Models employees to be ridiculed. Eliot B was frozen. His astonishment was angrier, like a person completely robbed of his self-esteem. ‘Replace us...’ he thought. ‘He decided we didn't work well enough... This greedy bastard! In the last five years we have invested our life, talent and soul to produce the most colourful and luxurious mechanical dolls ever produced by Toy Models in the state of Israel. But now Job, the fat pig, has decided to take on in our place a huge sexy robot, hallucinatory like a cartoon figure, who calls herself Bell, and put us under her supervision in an undefined role, as her assistants.’

	Eliot A read Eliot B’s thoughts and replied with the thought, ‘Yes, it’s really unlucky, Job stabbed us in the back on this for sure. But on the other hand, what can we do about it? After all, it’s Job decision, isn’t it? And he’s the boss. His word is the last word here.’ 

	Eliot B continued their silent conversation and answered Eliot A, ‘We can at least try, no – demand is more accurate! – to talk to him, to get from him a plausible explanation.’ 

	‘Explanation,’ thought Eliot A, and smiled sceptically, ‘That means we’re going to be fired on the spot.’ 

	‘Haven’t we been fired already?!’ thought Eliot B. 

	‘Not yet,’ answered Eliot A, ‘Our position has only changed, and...’ 

	‘That’s what you have to say, that our position has only changed?!’ thought furious Eliot B. ‘Come on, look around you, they didn't even leave us a chair. We’re just supposed to stand here next to this robot like two miserable scarecrows!’

	Bell restarted the paint machine. Eliot A turned to her, bitterly.

	"Well?! What are we supposed to do as your assistants?" asked Eliot B angrily. 

	Bell replied, "It will be much simpler if you just stand next to me and look at me working on the first day. Tomorrow – that’s of course if you’re still employed here – I’ll give you more specific instructions." 

	The Eliots clenched their palms into two fists. "More specific instructions.." Eliot A repeated with cynical anger.

	"So correct me if I’m wrong – my job is to watch you?!" asked Eliot B in disgust. 

	"That’s right." Bell replied coldly. 

	The Eliots seemed to have little choice. For the entire first half of the day, they stood next to Bell. They didn't have, nor were they given after repeated requests, a proper seat. They were not in the mood to hang out with their only friends in the factory: Mozart and Schumann. The Eliots thought about only one thing: what they would say to boss Job when he arrived at the factory tomorrow. 

	The lunch break arrived. The sound of the usual bell, accompanied by the blue laser beam and the smell of sausages, invited the workers to the dining table to enjoy an industrial meal that contained mostly meat created in a laboratory and cabbage. The Eliots shared their usual sandwich, prepared especially for them in the factory kitchen. And Bell kept working… She didn't need a break. She could work long hours, even non-stop days. 

	The pale Eliots chewed their sandwich with a sickly expression. Once they had finished, they returned to their position and continued to stand for the next eight hours near Bell, until midnight. When the evening shift was over and it was time to go home, they were suffering from severe back pain, as if someone had stabbed them with a butcher’s knife. Their two heads were bent, and their four eyes stared down with humiliation. They left the factory after all the workers, none of whom, needless to mention, had bothered to talk to them since the morning. No one had bothered to say a single word of comfort to them. 

	Bell kept working. The Toy Models nightwatchman had to keep an eye on her and turn her off three hours after closing. The Eliots could hear the unbearable voices she produced, the voices they had had to listen to all that damn day. They went home with great difficulty, returned to their apartment in Bezalel Yafe 7, entered their bedroom, closed the door, and sat down on their small single bed. They felt lonelier than any other time in their lives. The Eliots began to weep from the depths of their soul. Their tears wet the sheet, the blanket and the large white pillow. All their neighbours must have heard the awful cry, but no one came to comfort the Two-headed Man, who finally lay on the bed, calm, closing his four identical eyes, and fell into a deep sleep.   

	 

	
Chapter 3 

	Rothschild Café 

	 

	 

	When the Eliots woke up the next morning, at 5:30 as usual, they were in a rebellious mood and decided for the first time in five years not to go to work. Their half-waked minds, which were vague from tiredness, reminded them in a soft whisper that yesterday they had experienced a bitter lesson in humiliation. Besides, they were tired of serving as distant slaves to their boss Job and his endless electronic devices, including the repulsive robot Bell. They wanted to be free from this kind of slavery, the place where economic security and a homely atmosphere were no longer a clear fact. 

	The cruel and unjust incident from yesterday gave them the perfect excuse to be, on this specific day, their own masters. But they still suffered severe pain in their necks and upper backs from prolonged standing all day.

	"If it’s a day off we’re planning, and we’re one hundred percent sure about it, we should stay in bed to heal our backs," suggested Eliot A. 

	"I wouldn’t necessarily say all day," said Eliot B, "I suggest we go to bed for another three hours to relieve the back pain, and then make ourselves a nice plan to get out. Staying in bed all day is just a depressing waste of our day off. I think we deserve perfect fun!"

	Eliot A smiled, "Yeah, I guess you’re right. Maybe the pain will go away after we take a short nap, but … Should we not at least announce at work that we’re sick or something? Job will be furious if he finds out we took a day off on our own."

	"No, I don’t think we should,” said Eliot B firmly. "Job didn't find the time to tell us he was going to replace us with a hostile robot, right? No, he just let us find out about this unfortunate fact ourselves and be humiliated in front of Meni and the other workers in the factory. So, as an answer to that, we don’t have to tell him or anyone else that we are taking a day off. Besides, Job should be grateful that we don’t sue him for severe back pain. I want him and ‘Mr. Nice’, Meni, to start imagining the hell they handed us yesterday. I promise you, tomorrow we’ll be back to Toy Models like kings and earn our own self-respect. Our conscience will be clear, because we have every right in the world to protest against injustice." 

	And so they did. Their eyes closed again, and they disappeared into the sweet realm of the land of dreams for another five hours. While their cell phones rang loudly, countless times, they still dreamed, this time sweet dreams that delighted their spirits and filled their hearts with joy and optimism. When the Eliots finally opened their eyes at 10:30 a.m., they smiled. The small, gloomy room suddenly shone with bright rays of sunshine spreading in various shapes. An intoxicating scent of roses enriched the dusty air and the birds chirped softly in a rich, polyphonic morning suite. 

	The Eliots had the feeling that they had made the right choice. It was the perfect time to go out and enjoy a summer vacation day. They got out of bed in a flash, took their usual frozen shower, pulled out a white, glorious new T-shirt from the closet, got dressed, left their apartment and went out of the building into the world for their splendid day off. The Eliots headed to Rothschild Avenue, embracing the same demeanor of maturity and self-confidence that had helped them deflect the confused, embarrassed and almost evil looks of ordinary people and robots in the form of people who walked or flew along the avenue. The iPhone in their pocket kept ringing loudly, but they deliberately ignored the ringing and eventually turned off the device. 

	The avenue had a wide variety of great cafés, but their instinct drew them straight to the glorious Rothschild Café, which was the most popular and abstract café of the 26th century. The café was huge. The air that blew from it contained a selection of wonderful aromas: fresh coffees in various flavours, with the scents of lavender and cinnamon. The ceiling, floor and walls were decorated with colourful apocalyptic sketches, which elegantly depicted the tragic end of civilization. 

	The Rothschild Café had a collection of free electronic books, a selection of up-to-date morning newspapers

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	cover.jpeg
Elict Bedingfield
the Man ith Two Heads

y / L
\ / §f4\~4\ { Y
. » & /
§ - y
>
)

by 77 Arad











