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			Introduction

			This book is a chimera!

			Half of it – its skeleton, if you will – consists of my surreal art. One can say many lofty things about their own artwork, but I’ll spare you the lecture. Most of my creature art, of the sort you see in my previous book, All Tomorrows, is based on rigorous evolutionary speculation. I try to imagine what each organ and detail on a fictional organism will work, how they evolved, and how that creature will function in its world…

			In contrast, surreal art is a sunlit upland of surmise. When painting, my only rules are that my outcome has to be mystifying, it has to be beautiful (or at least graceful), and that it has to be something never seen before. As per my taste, more often than not it will have some sort of creature depicted in it. But that is all. As one of my favourite artists, the sculptor Constantin Brâncuși once said: ‘It’s pure joy I’m giving you. Do not look for mysteries or obscured forms.’ Unless painstakingly clear, the images in this book do not illustrate characters, creatures, or locales from the stories directly – but instead relate to the stories tangentially, like extradiegetic music for the eyes.

			* * *

			The paintings you see in the Final Inoculation are only half of the story. If art is the skeleton, then the ‘flesh’ consists of the often-speculative-evolution-themed short stories I have been quietly writing over the past decade. For me, good weird fiction must feel like a combination of a cozy night’s sleep, and a bowl of delicious, thick bone broth. It must be savoury, and it must rest the mind while quietly helping it grow… While many readers of this book may now know me as an author of evolutionary science fiction and body horror, the themes that inspire my stories honestly come from real-life memoirs, travel stories, historic anecdotes, and associated miscellanea – mostly from my part of the world – thus, ‘inspired by the Mediterranean world’.

			* * *

			The Final Inoculation1 may have easily been two separate books – but I feel that both the art and the stories benefit from being presented together in this unique, colourful format. No matter how much we try to rationalize it by coating it with varnishes of scientific and literary verisimilitude, or by pigeon-holing it into different ‘genres’, I am convinced at the end of the day, all genuinely creative efforts of our species emanate from a deep place within ourselves – the wellspring from which dreams are drawn… These stories and paintings are my humble attempts to wrestle notions, visions and ideas, kicking and screaming, from that bottomless aquifer onto the frail raft of everyday existence.

			* * *

			Enough with the preamble. I would like to thank my wife and family for their love and support; Will Atkinson, Dan Hiscocks and Gemma Davis of Wilton Square books for taking a chance with this strange new narrative style; to our editors Anna Simpson and Clio Mitchell for hacking and slashing their way through my tangled prose; and finally, all you fans and readers for the time you have set aside to explore this book. I hope you enjoy these cross-stitched, colourful worlds of art and fiction, and I hope that The Final Inoculation gives you a taste of raw creation – the joy of creation for its own sake! Dip back in, time and again!
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						1	The name, ‘Final Inoculation’, comes from the Lurianic notion of a ‘last inoculation’ – a set of mystical duties which would liberate and refine the hidden essence of the world. I came across this phrase when working on an earlier book – a proper history narrative on Sabbatean mystical heresy. (A Karakaş Speaks: Interviews with a Member of Turkey’s Crypto-Judaic “Dönme” Community. Istanbul: Libra Kitapçılık ve Yayıncılık Ticaret A.Ş., 2018.) Although almost nothing in this book relates to this subject, the phrase has remained with me, and has worked its way to the title of this book. I feel that my weird fiction and art may have been inadvertently pursuing something similar – a similar ‘hidden essence’ radiating from the landscapes and history of the Mediterranean. Plus… it sounds very cool and captivating! 


				

			

		

	
		
			
			
				
					[image: Nine surreal and abstract humanoid creatures with exaggerated and unusual features are arranged in a grid on a white background, each displaying a unique combination of colors, shapes, and textures.
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					[image: A surreal, elongated creature with a distorted face and long limbs is depicted in a monochrome, sketch-like style.
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			Nemeris

			In the crimson islet-world of Katyaan dwell the Hounds of Nemeris. Despite their name, they do not resemble hounds. Their limbs splay wide, like the long arms of an ape; replicated twice on a spider-like body.

			They have nine eyes, arranged in a box on a wide, smooth face. It is said that each eye looks into a different band of light. Even – they say – into different worlds.

			Their fingers secrete a clear fluid, which paints in colours only they can see. 

			They climb sharp seaside peaks – those rugose cliffs – and, with soft fingers, draw landscapes from unseen worlds. Running figures, serpents, exploding suns. Trees with insectile jointed limbs, twin eyes scintillating like galaxies. Split-fingered hands reaching down from the sky.

			Worlds upon worlds, painted on the wine-red hills; worlds within worlds; worlds visible only to themselves.

			The Hounds of Nemeris do not have waking minds. They act and move as animals.

			How they paint such scenes, no one knows.

		

	
		
			
			
				
					[image: An abstract painting features a teal and black base with tall, pointed shapes emitting white smoke that curls upward against a warm, textured orange background with two small red circles near the top.
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					[image: Two abstract animal-like figures are depicted in a surreal style with one black and white creature standing on elongated legs against a reddish background and another brownish creature with thin limbs and a segmented body on a light background.
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					[image: Two abstract animal-like figures with elongated limbs and curved antennae are depicted in a minimalist style, one in black with a red circle and the other in reddish tones with a gray circle.
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					[image: A translucent figure with multiple elongated arms and flowing ribbons stands against a dark textured background with a star-like shape above its head.
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					[image: A surreal figure with elongated limbs and antler-like protrusions stands against a swirling red and orange abstract background with dark, organic shapes and a flowing blue form at its feet.
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					[image: A surreal pencil drawing depicts a long-necked creature with a human-like face and elongated legs standing next to two smaller, similarly shaped figures with bottle-like bodies and thin necks.
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			The Hunter

			I chanced upon the Hunter on a mossy slope amid the old ruins, where a few of the angular, reddish stones were still visible, poking through the greenery like giant fingers.

			He was seated on one of those stones, and resembled a charred corpse. His skin was dark and rough. His body looked wizened at first glance, yet corded muscles showed beneath his skin as he moved. His face was a darkened leathery mask, and the eyes that peered through it were narrow slits with liquid blackness inside. He had hair too, and it was matted all around his head in a mud-caked tangle. 

			He did not seem clean, but did not look unhealthy either. He looked ancient and timeless, yet I knew from folk tales that his kind had appeared recently on our world.

			The Hunter was not alone. Three strange beasts were with him, and they drew my attention. ‘What are these?’ I asked the Hunter. 

			His voice was sibilant as he spoke: ‘They are my tools and companions, and without them I would not survive. I nourish them with my milk’ – he opened his palms to show the wound-like orifices inside – ‘…and in turn they do my bidding. They are my hands and eyes in this world, and they are my teeth.’ 

			‘What then,’ I asked, ‘is this one, perched on your shoulder?’ indicating the winged creature that resembled a powerful bird.

			‘This one tracks,’ the Hunter said, and the bird-thing turned towards me with a screech. It had eyes larger than those of an owl; its wings were long and powerful, like those of a soaring seabird. Its talons were sharp and dexterous, like those of a hawk. ‘It flies where nothing else can fly, and spots my quarry. It then flies back to me, and tells me of what it has seen, and where. It speaks to the others as well, and commands them with my voice,’ said the Hunter.

			He then pointed at the one lying at his feet, and I saw that it had the aspect of a large cat. But no cat I had seen had such large ears, nor such thin, extended legs – like those of a gazelle. It looked at me with eyes more knowing than those of a mere animal.

			‘This one runs,’ the Hunter said, and the cat-thing stood upright. ‘It runs down my quarry, following it relentlessly. It runs without sound or scent, and sees even into the darkest night. Behold, no quarry can elude its fleet-footed pursuit!’

			I then beheld the last beast in the Hunter’s party. It emerged from behind the stone he was sitting on, and growled. It looked like a wolf, a lion and a hyena at the same time, but was as large as a bear. Droplets of sweat rolled down my armpits, and a weight grew in my gut.

			‘This one is the Final Beast, the Hunter said, ‘for it is the one that kills and retrieves. The tracker sees my quarry and the runner chases it down, but this is this one that takes its life, and brings it back to me. No prey in this realm is stronger than it is, and none may escape its deadly jaws! These are my beasts, oh Wanderer, and there are as many of them as are needed.’

			Trembling, I asked my one last question: ‘And what quarry do you hunt, oh Hunter, with these magnificent beasts that obey you, as fingers obey a hand?’

			The Hunter looked straight into my eyes. ‘I will give you two days of head-start,’ he said as my growing fear was finally confirmed, blossoming into tangled, animal terror.

			He bared his pointed teeth. ‘Now, run.’

		

	
		
			
			
				
					[image: A surreal abstract figure with elongated limbs and red eyes sits on a cylindrical object against a blue and red textured background.

Description generated by AI]
				
			

		

	
		
			
			
				
					[image: A surreal black winged creature with elongated limbs stands among abstract red and brown shapes against a bright yellow background.
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					[image: A surreal watercolor painting depicts a tall, abstract creature with long limbs standing among various colorful, plant-like forms against a dark background with a small moon.
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					[image: A surreal abstract artwork features a central insect-like figure with green limbs, orange wings, and a dark body against a background of red and orange concentric circles and various organic shapes.
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					[image: A surrealist painting features two abstract humanoid figures with elongated bodies and red faces against a dark background, surrounded by geometric shapes and symbols.
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					[image: A surrealist painting features a red insect-like creature with large eyes and antennae on a yellow background above a red horse with multiple legs and a black bird with a long tail on a colorful abstract landscape.
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					[image: A surreal red creature with multiple arms and legs is surrounded by black and white smoke-like shapes and has a black circular object floating above its head against a yellow background.
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					[image: A dark, abstract frog-like figure with large red, branch-like antennae sits against a bright yellow background.
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					[image: A surreal pencil drawing of a creature with four arms, two legs, a round body with three circular markings, and a head emitting a bright, glowing orb.
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			Precursors

			Every old house in our city had stone tubs built into its foundation. I was a young man when I learnt of their origins; and through this, of the Precursors.

			New houses were beginning to go up in the Old Quarter by then, but as a poor student, I could only afford to rent an old-time house… One day I walked into a local hardware store, asking for nails in order to hang an old family photograph.

			I struck up a casual conversation with the old man who ran the shop, and learnt that these houses – these two-storey, basalt-and-obsidian dwellings with triangular windows and odd angles; these time-worn adobes that perpetually seemed covered with ashen-brown dust – were not built by humans.

			‘Ah, those heavy-eyed ones,’ the old man said, suddenly lively with reminiscence. ‘Those Who Came Before People, the Precursors! You know what those tubs are? They are beds, son! Their builders needed occasional baths for their eyes, and to breathe properly. Every night they slept in beds of still water.’

			I was surprised – who were these ‘Precursors’?

			‘They were exiles from a humid continent. To live comfortably, they brought water, even to this parched plateau in this far-off, time-worn corner of the world. Back when I was your age, I made a lot of money converting their old tubs to dinner tables by adding wooden panels on top of them!’ the shopkeeper said. 

			‘Heck, some of the mountain peasants who came in afterwards even used them as chicken coops! Of course, you could always ask a stonemason to take a sledgehammer to the things, but the tubs are resilient – the Precursors built them as part of the house’s main structure, and added the rooms around them afterwards… That’s one thing no one can deny about them – the Precursors knew how to build… Our craftsmen are mere amateurs by comparison! Newcomers, hacks!’

			Apparently, only the older generation remembered these Precursors. Then came another casual revelation – that a few of these Precursors were still alive, back when this old man was young… I asked if he could explain further.

			‘Oh yes, one of them still lived in our neighbourhood when I was a child. Everyone respected the creature, and it respected us newcomers in turn… Respected, and kept well apart. It eked out an existence by weaving silk scarves – before machines, you see, everyone had to make their clothing by hand! Heh! Every week the fishmonger’s kids took it buckets of eels as the shipments arrived from the coast… I remember the green glow of the lanterns it hung on the doorstep on special nights – my parents said it was some sort of a holy month for the Precursors – and I remember the strange, strange flute music it played at the end of the lantern-hanging season…’

			‘Once,’ the old man continued, ‘two brazen youths of the neighbourhood took offence at the monster’s music. They claimed it was blasphemous, and the bleached flutes it played out of the tiny, triangular window facing their alley were made from the hollowed-out bones from children’s legs. No such thing of course – but how could you convince the lads?! They almost broke in and shot the thing – but the whole neighbourhood intervened, and the hot-heads stepped back. The flutes stopped after that, though, and so did the lantern-lights…

			‘Not that it mattered – the Precursor died a year afterwards, and a new family – one of ours – moved in.

			‘I still remember the body as they took it out of the house – it looked equally like a stork, a camel, a human and a serpent – and a few other things besides… It looked like a beast, but from the way it rested, you could tell that the Precursor had lived a civilised – if you may call it, a human – life…

			‘They carried it out of the neighbourhood… Back in those days there was a Precursor cemetery down there – by where the car-repair shops stand now – a garden of jangling monuments… Then the mayor had it walled-off, on the grounds that drunkards and quick-handed prostitutes were taking up residence there…

			‘For two decades it stood, that walled-off little plot with cypress trees and blue palms overflowing from behind the tall, tile-topped walls; in plain sight, and out of mind… Once, after the Depression, a local merchant climbed over the walls and hung himself… His body rotted for weeks – the police only noticed it after all the crows and tooth-birds started congregating at the spot. After the Islands’ War, the place was demolished – and, well… here we are.’

			He concluded his long story with a guttural ‘clucking’ sound.

			I was astonished. I had an inkling that such things had happened in the past – schoolyard rumours, parents’ whispers at dinner tables and the like – but meeting someone who remembered was a different experience. I asked the man why no one spoke about the Precursors any more.

			‘They are dead and gone – so why bother? Your parents probably knew more about them than they let on – but such is the way of this world… It’s an open secret, and one no one can do anything about… So, it’s best to ignore it; everyone plays the blind man’s game, until they really forget…’

			‘Do you think there were others?’

			‘Others? You mean other people-things, like the Precursors?’ the shopkeeper asked.

			‘Yes.’

			‘Ooh, almost certainly… The Precursors built the tub-houses – but not those ancient cisterns that crouch silently on street corners, up in the old town… Or those carvings on the hills – with those squiggles and angular letters no one can make sense of… At school, do they still tell you they are the work of the Old… Old… ah… old… ermm…’

			‘Old Kings, yes…’

			‘Yes, Old Kings! Now, ask yourself: how certain are you that the Old Kings were human kings?’

			‘…’ – I did not know what to say.

			‘Exactly! And that’s not the end of it! This world of ours is old, son – there used to be others out there, before us all… Layers and layers of lives; like coats of varnish on an old painting! And who is to say there won’t be others after us either, eh? Look beyond the tallest mountains, kid; or at the Moon; or the stars, twinkling like the eyes of spiders on a night-time country road… There’s bound to be another prince like Alexander the Great up there; one who will do to us as we did to the Precursors, waiting to come down and smash our petty ant-hill of a world…’

			‘…’

			‘Eh? But what would I know? I’m just an old shopkeeper! Now, about those nails you wanted…’

			
				
					[image: A whimsical painting features a row of abstract, anthropomorphic creatures and small human-like figures in various poses and colors against a light background.
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					[image: A surreal painting shows a dark elongated figure with multiple legs and a raised arm emitting a red-orange flame above a yellow background, and below it, a black bird with a red beak faces a coiled black snake on a similarly colored background with abstract plant shapes.
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					[image: A surreal painting depicts a blue humanoid figure with elongated legs, one resembling a fish tail with white stripes, standing on a yellow and green abstract background with a small blue bird-like creature near its leg.
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					[image: A stylized figure with long hair is depicted in a seated, open-legged pose inside a blue oval surrounded by a dark, starry background with a moon and stars.
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					[image: A surreal artwork depicting a yellow, spotted creature with a dark head interacting with a twisted plant above, and below, a dark bird-like figure with intricate patterns on a reddish background.
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					[image: A surreal painting features two abstract bird-like creatures with elongated bodies and colorful details above a dark winged humanoid figure with large ears or antennae set against a blue and yellow background.
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					[image: Three abstract, colorful paintings depict surreal creatures with exaggerated features and vibrant backgrounds, each signed and dated by the artist.
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					[image: A surreal abstract painting features elongated black and white figures with geometric shapes and glowing elements set against a dark, forest-like background.
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					[image: A surreal figure composed of translucent blue and white dots and lines stands with outstretched arms against a dark, textured background with a large eye-like shape behind it.
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					[image: A surreal, elongated figure with abstract, flame-like shapes on its head is entwined with a dark, textured, snake-like form covered in spots.
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			The Alms Pillar

			Now you will hear the distinguished gentleman, Kellar’s report of his travels to the Dim Peninsula, and his account of a peculiar folk tradition there. Please, let us invite Gentleman Kellar; retired soldier, traveller and surveyor of ancient relics, to the podium.

			* * *

			I would like to begin by offering my thanks to this most exclusive Club for extending their invitation to me, and arranging this gathering tonight… 

			As you know, the Dim Peninsula, despite its proximity to Siren City by boat, is still inaccessible, due to the vagaries of sea currents and devouring vortices in that region. Add to those the sheer vertical cliffs that surround that land, and it can be said that we know more about the far-flung coast of Anasephir, or the new-world continent of Îtuz, or the piratical customs of the Lantern Isles, than we do about this benighted land within our historical sphere of influence.

			In order to undertake a thorough expedition of it, we travelled to the Dim Peninsula by the arduous land route. Of that travail, taken with hardy stoat-mules and an escort of bodyguards and crack mountain jezailiers, to that fated peninsula on a peninsula of a peninsula, little must be told now, for in this lecture I will focus on my observations of a peculiar folk custom, and various appendant phenomena I observed in that land…

			By enduring various calamities and hardships, we reached the furthest tip of the Dim Peninsula. Here, the cliffs that make up that sheer land reach their apogee before their abrupt termination by the sea, and villages are few and far between. The communities that dwell there seem archaic and peculiar when compared even to the rest of the peninsula itself. The region is also famous for its extraordinary aedifical ruins, which have been sighted from the sea for centuries, but which are only now beginning to be properly understood.

			My observation took place in a particular village in that most extreme terminus of the Dim Peninsula. Once every few years, local communities living by the aedifical ruins there partake in a dark and peculiar ritual of ‘alms-giving’.

			* * *

			Now, recall the ‘alms stones’ in front of temples in Siren City, and other prosperous towns of our land. These short stones are part of the Old Religion, and to this day, those with means use them to deposit their charity to the needy, who, without fear of shame, take what they need under the cover of darkness. Why, in our most prosperous and virtuous towns, the alms sometimes remain untaken for days on end!

			* * *

			So, in this community a vaguely similar event takes place, except that the ‘almsgiver’ is the village itself; the ‘alms stone’ is one of the tall, polygonal basalt pillars that belong to the time-eaten aedifical ruins; the ‘alms’ are, for the lack of a better word, human sacrifice… Finally the ‘alms taker’ – the nature of which we will outline presently – might have severe implications for our understanding of the world, and our safety in it.

			We had been hearing and reading of such savage traditions for some time now. I myself had considered them to be sailors’ yarns, or common slander against the unfortunate inhabitants of that stricken land; but, as I will shortly describe, this time the prejudice was confirmed by facts.

			We settled down in our encampment by the village, and presented the locals with the usual gifts; durable metal pots and boilers, salt, sun-jars that help sterilise drinking water, and bottles of brandy. In short time we were introduced to, and made acquaintance with, the village head-man…

			* * *

			The locals thereabouts keep what passes for their hygiene with a very peculiar method. Lacking household fountains, or even public baths, due to the scarcity of fresh water, they keep long-bodied, furred beasts known as pli-plis in their stone hovels. Near the break of dawn, as the household lies asleep, these pli-pli animals start licking the faces – and presumably other parts – of people to ‘clean’ them. This results in a unique tone to their skin which resembles dull grease. We have not had the chance to observe this strange ritual of inter-species grooming ourselves, but we have seen many of those pli-pli animals – they have the most impudent look about them, with their forward-facing yellow eyes, their round, flap-like ears and their insectivore grins…

			Now the village head-man who came to meet us must have been extremely well-off by local standards, because he had an overtly greasy complexion, attesting to his ownership of multiple pli-pli animals… Aside from that he was a pudgy and bent-backed fellow with an odd, cross-eyed look – a corpulent major-domo who went by the name of Gerbezgân. This Gerbezgân was educated with our speech, having grown up during the advent of the first trade-ships into their realm. He acted as our guide and interpreter. In exchange, we gifted him one of our articulated jezails – a priceless symbol of high status in the Dim Peninsula.

			* * *

			We spent a month there, taking local excursions and preparing measured drawings of the many aedifical ruins dotting this region. Gentleman Fenarax, our second-in-command, also collected folk legends and songs – which, I must add, can provide material for entire sessions of lectures like this one. Alas, let us stay on track.

			One day during our stay, Gerbezgân approached us and told us in hushed tones that there would be an ‘alms-giving’ soon. Almost apologetically, he added that this was an old tradition, and not one that we ‘Siren-City Men’ would approve of. But then, in no uncertain terms, he added that we would not be allowed to interfere with it, and our visitors’ truce would be void if we did anything along those lines.

			We all knew the lore of savage traditions surrounding the Dim Peninsula, and concluded that we were about to witness an act of human sacrifice – or perhaps just ritual bloodletting, if we were lucky. Although we all respected and shared in the Explorers’ Creed, none of us were frankly in a mood to see a blameless human being die in the name of religious atavisms. After some discussion, certain members of our team decided to stay in the camp, while myself and Gentleman Fenarax – accompanied by five jezailiers – went with Gerbezgân to the decrepit village to watch the moribund event.

			* * *

			It was indeed a case of human sacrifice. A bewildered-looking girl with wide eyes, and hair woven into twin braids, was paraded out of a house, dressed in layers of fabric woven from delicate white cliff-ferns. She was emaciated even by the standards of the Dim Peninsula. A wreath of dried marine-asters, bright orange and leathery, was placed over her dark hair. Gerbezgân explained, sounding apologetic. ‘Don’t worry – she is mad-girl anyways. Moon-and-pigeon mad! Not good for work, barren womb, not good for nothing. Is sad, yes, but will be good, good…’ We could not tell whether he was addressing us, or his own conscience.

			* * *

			Now I hear the grumblings among you, but please, rest assured! Had this been a case of banal village lynching, or a case of savage murder under the guise of a religious rite, believe me, gentlemen, I would not care to document it in such a presentation… But what happened to the girl – as witnessed by myself and Gentleman Fenarax and the jezailiers who were with us – IS extraordinary enough to warrant a presentation and discussion here tonight.

			* * *

			With music beaten out by verdigris-encrusted copper cymbals – a deceptively simple affair of four rising and four falling notes – the girl was led to one of the tall basalt towers by the village square. There, two people – probably her parents – herded the poor creature up the spiral stairways surrounding the Alms Pillar, and left her there. One of them – a skinny, tired-looking man we assumed to be her father – briefly turned back to pat her on the back, whispered something in her ear, and then descended again.

			A peculiar detail throughout this event was that – aside from the music of the gongs – there was no ceremony, no ritual, and no dramatics. No one yelled incantations, crowds did not gather to chant, the girl did not scream and beg for forgiveness, nor did family members yell and tear strands of their hair out… It was a surprisingly calm, casual, business-like activity, devoid of emotion or excitement.

			Now we waited for the gruesome climax. Would a masked assassin crawl up to knife the poor wretch? Or would the girl somehow jump from the spire? Gentleman Fenarax commented that similar ‘jump-off rites’ were practised in the far-northern Argehyra valley at times of drought five centuries ago.

			To our surprise, the girl just remained there. The night crawled on, people lost attention and dispersed. Gerbezgân then came by again, egging us to depart. ‘Now go, let’s go. Is done! If you look, it will not happen. If the girl looks, it will not happen. She has to sleep first, and no one must look – otherwise the Taker will not come.”

			‘Who or what is this Taker?’ asked Gentleman Fenarax, fed-up with this grotesque and puzzling spectacle.

			‘The Taker is like your Ai-Morudax, no?’ answered the hunchbacked head-man. ‘But your Ai-Morudax is now mere pictures in houses and statues in temples, eh? Siren-City Men! You got the goods but now look, your Goddess is gone! Ehi! Not so the Taker. He still walks this world. You cannot see, but now let us go! You cannot see, but when you rest, you will hear!”

			* * *

			With this puzzling retort, we were escorted to our camp, and retired into our tents. Gentleman Fenarax and myself stayed awake, discussing what we had just seen. ‘You will hear, eh?’ he said, furious. ‘Some bent-backed ruffian will doubtless crawl up there soon, taking a blade to her, or worse… And we will be stuck here, forced to listen and unable to act. They are doing it to spite us – mark my words, Kellar! I say we rouse the jezailiers, save that girl and shoot any savage that gets in our way!’

			‘Believe me I would like that too,’ I said, trying to calm his anger. ‘But come now, we did not come here with an army – only bodyguards. Escape by sea is impossible. I do not fancy our chances of fighting our way back either. Plus the Explorers’ Creed states—’ 

			‘The Explorers’ Creed can kindly get fucked,’ said Gentleman Fenarax, fuming. ‘There is a life at stake
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