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      I heard the shout and turned on the spot, my curiosity getting the better of me. That’s when I saw him. He had a crazed look on his face and in seconds the fear welled up inside me. He was running at full pelt, just ten metres away now, face contorted in fury, arms out and aimed right at me. I was frozen to the spot, waiting for my brain to kick in.

      The man coming at me wasn’t huge, by any stretch of the imagination, but his arms were muscular and taut, and covered in tattoos. The ink stretched from his knuckles—where I could distinctly read the word ‘KILL’ written as one letter on each—all the way up his arm, where there were snakes and skulls entwined, covering every millimetre of skin.

      His shaved head had a spider’s-web tattoo on the crown, and his face was covered in piercings. There must have been a dozen in each ear, and his eyebrows and nose sported bars and hoops. He’d dressed in a vest-top—something we used to call a ‘wife-beater’—with a leather waistcoat loosely draped over his muscular frame. His jeans were ripped, and a chain hung from one of the front belt-loops to another at the back. Black army boots completed the look, laced up to the middle of his shins. I wasn’t generally afraid of anyone, but I had to admit, this man was intimidating.

      Every sinew in his body was coiled as he charged me down. Too late, my brain finally woke up, and I stepped back in alarm, the collision imminent. I turned to run, but there was no way I’d make it further than half a step, and no sooner had I come to that realisation than he launched at me, arms wide, both feet in mid-air, as he pushed off the last step and sprung at my chest.

      The impact was brutal. I felt his full body mass crush against my upper body, pinning my arms to my side as the momentum carried us flailing backwards and through a store window which exploded under the colossal force of two grown men, like a human wrecking-ball.
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        * * *

      

      The day had begun the same as it always did. I woke up in my little apartment on the six-hundred-and-fourteenth floor of my housing block in The Bleeds. I looked out of the window and all I saw was metal and glass to the end of the block where the world was obscured by another of these eight-hundred storey buildings. They called it The Bleeds because it was ‘high enough to give you a nosebleed’. Tens of millions of Londoners called these iron beasts home. I’d been nowhere else in my life.

      When I was a boy, my dad would sometimes take me to the outskirts of the city, as day turned to night. We’d look up at the endless sea of stars, and I’d be filled with wonder and, strangely, hope. Once in the confines of these metal monstrosities the stars were washed out by the streetlights, or else blocked by the buildings. Life became a weary trudge until those moments with my dad under the stars.

      We’d sit and watch and he’d explain the constellations, although I was never too sure if he was making it all up. Occasionally we’d see the Bertram Ramsay traversing the Earth in its continual orbit of the planet. I hadn’t seen it often since I was a boy, but in the not-to-distant future, it would leave our orbit forever. It was taking with it a precious cargo of nine-million souls, fleeing the Earth that was destined to be destroyed by the Rogue planet hurtling through space on a collision course.

      In fourteen years’ time, our way of life would be over. The Bertram Ramsay would be long gone, and humankind would become an endangered species.

      I tried not to dwell on such things. There was little I could do to change anything, so each day, for me, was an adventure of sorts. I made no plans, and I tried my hardest to create opportunities wherever I roamed. Today I decided to head over to Horsefair, via the river. I always enjoyed walking along the river, imagining it as it must have been before they erected the steel canyons. The Thames was one-hundred metres wide, give or take, and spanned by the crumbling remains of Kingston Bridge, which after four-hundred years of preservation, fell into disrepair ahead of the imminent arrival of the Rogue planet. Still, it was marvellous to see, albeit in the shadow of The Bleeds, and only one of two places locally where you might actually glimpse the sun.

      I loved walking along Canbury Gardens. The trees had long since died, but the wide expanse of the river was less oppressive than the streets that zig-zagged through the shadows.

      Families would gather on the banks at the weekend, desperate for a few hours spent out of the cloying darkness. It felt safer here too, perhaps because it was brighter, and the caitiffs that loitered in the black alleys could find no joy without their blanket of cover.

      “Jaxon! Hey, Jaxon…” I turned at the sound of my name being called. It was one of the urchins from the commune. I waited until she’d caught up, breath ragged at the burst of energy she’d put into the run.

      “Kori. What are you doing up here?”

      She gathered her breath for a moment and then sat back on the grass and looked up at me. “I need a favour.”

      Favours were my stock-in-trade in The Bleeds. I help someone, they help me, or fed me. Nobody had jobs anymore, at least not in Kingston, save for the small businesses on the Horsefair and those that signed up to the ICP.

      “The last time I did you a favour, I ended up getting jumped, losing all my food vouchers, and spent a week waiting for the bruises to die down after your handler paid me a visit with a few of his heavies. No thanks.”

      “It’s not like that, Jaxon. I don’t run for him anymore. Besides, he’s no longer breathing. Please, I need this.”

      “How do I know I’m not doing something for the next arsehole that wants to treat me like a punchbag? I cut you loose, Kori, because you let it happen. Once bitten, twice shy.”

      “Jaxon, please, it’s my mum. The medics are taking her to St. Thomas’s, and I don’t think she’s going to last the night. I’ve just got one bag for Lorimer’s on Horsefair. It won’t take you twenty minutes. I’ll owe you big.”

      Fuck’s sake.

      “I’m sorry to hear about your mum.” I could see her welling up. She was one of those kids that grew up in The Bleeds like I did, but had had to fend for herself from a very young age. I didn’t know her mum, but I knew she’d been ill for a long time, and with her dad gone Kori had been the breadwinner in the household until they took that away too. She now lived in the commune, scraping around to survive. Barely seventeen years old and saddled with feeding two mouths. I felt sorry for her, but I’d made mistakes with her before.

      “What’s in the bag?”

      “It’s nothing. Just some parts for the Hlavní.” Her eyes pleaded with me.

      “Open it up then. Let me see for myself.”

      “I can’t, Jaxon. Look, he’s locked it. I’m just supposed to drop it in, but the commune is an hour away, you know that, and then I’ve got to get a mag-tram to St. Thomas’s. That’ll take hours. I don’t want her to die without me.” Fat tears fell from her eyes, creating rivers down her filthy cheeks, and round her quivering chin. She was a brave kid, I knew that, and her emotion felt sincere. Still, it was a risk. An unknown cargo, and delivering it to the Hlavní—an old Czech man, who’d been a warrior in his youth. I’d never had much interaction with him, but I’d heard some stories that made me wary.

      Her face was crumbling, desperation creeping into her whole being. I saw a tremendous sense of loss on a face so young, and it was this, above all, that made me want to help her. There was no malice in her actions, even last time when I found myself at the wrong end of an angry fist. She was just scrabbling around for food vouchers and medicine for her mum.

      I held my hand out for the bag and nodded.

      “Oh, Jaxon, thank you!” She jumped up from the deck and threw her arms around my neck, squeezing me tightly as all self-control left her. I could feel her shaking and sobbing, and it was all I could do not to just hold her tight until she calmed down. Time was of the essence though, and I gently prized her away from me.

      “Go.” She looked at me, and then behind her in the commune’s direction. “GO! I’ve got this. Chin up, kiddo.” She wiped her face, gave me a sad smile that broke my heart, and then turned and ran.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I hoiked the bag up from the ground onto my shoulder. It was heavier than I’d expected, given the way Kori had been hauling it around. She’d made it look easy, but I had to change shoulders every few minutes as the strap cut in to my scapulas. The wind was picking up and heading straight into my face. Not what I needed with an extra twenty kilos on my back.

      I ploughed forward, gripping the strap in one hand and holding my other hand in front of my face, as the wind whipped up the dust and debris around me, stinging my eyes. Such events weren’t unusual in The Bleeds and often came out of nowhere. Wind from the north or south generally died on the outskirts, with the huge buildings blocking its path, but when it came in from the east or west, the steel canyons channelled it enthusiastically through the narrow streets, picking up

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
        
      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/images/broken-earth-full-logo-2.jpg
BRPKEN EARTH





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/the-cylume-generic.jpg
BOOK 4 OF THE BLEEDS
RELUDE TO THE NOVEL ROGUE





OEBPS/images/broken-earth-full-logo.jpg
BRPKEN EARTH





OEBPS/images/the-shout-0624.jpg
. DANNY LENIHAN

‘ 

BOOK 3 OF THE BLEEDS ™
PRELUDE TO THE NOVEL, ROGUE






