




























































"I can't. I've hurt my throat," whispered Cindy. 

"Duh, there's a garden over there, Mr. Shorty." Muscles pointed to a small opening 
on the opposite side - and it looked as if it was ant-free. The three dived for its 
cover, then turned to watch the ant attack on their camp. 

"The rucksacks!" hissed Shorty. "You forgot the rucksacks, Muscles!" 

"Duh, sorry, Mr. Shorty. 'Ere, we forgot the Kim as well." 

The ants swept over the piles of food, their rucksacks, the cooking equipment. As 
they swept on, they devoured everything or reduced it to microscopic rubble. The 
air above them shimmered with diamond dust. 

The two armies met at the Kirn. The brilliant black blankets of barbarous battling 
bugs surged up over it then paused. Thousands of fierce tiny pincers poised in 
mid-air, then at an unseen signal, they sank simultaneously into the model. 

It is a well-known fact that ants inject formic acid when they bite. Rather less 
well-known is the fact that formic acid and Propyle Reoxychloride Ethane Tetra 
Tricholene Yaminine pollynet (or pretty polly - the material of which the Kim was 
made) react explosively in air impregnated with baked bean fumes. 

The blast threw the three adventurers back deep into the garden. Tubers and loose 
earth rained down on top of them. But they were the lucky ones. When they 
clambered free and looked out again, they saw that the tunnel had acquired a new 
coat of glossy black paint. Apart from that, it was completely empty. 

"My diamonds!" cried Shorty. 

"My make-up bag!" wailed Cindy. 

"My chest expanders!" complained Muscles. 

"Chest expanders!" Shorty exclaimed. 

"Duh, yes. I like to keep fit, even when I am on 'oliday," Muscles explained. 

But it was no good weeping over lost diamonds, make-up bags or chest-expanders. 
And as the food had also disappeared, there was nothing to do but try to get out as 
quickly as possible. They set off again. 

On and on they walked, down tunnels that all looked the same, while the hours 
turned to days .... 

38 

"We'll never get out of here in time," wailed Cindy. "I'll miss my favourite 
programme!" 

"Don't worry," said Shorty, who had enough to cope with without her crying as 
well. "It's still only thursday." 

"How can it be? We've been here for ages!" she cried. 

Shorty explained it to her. "Look. How many gardens have we passed in these 
tunnels? Lots, haven't we?" she nodded dumbly. "And were any Edians working in 
them?" she shook her head. "No," he went on. "That's because it's thursday and they 
are all at their meetings. So don't worry. You'll get back." 

"Duh, he's right, Cind. We'll be all right." Muscles consoled her. 

They plodded on, kilometre after weary kilometre they walked until they were 
almost asleep on their feet. On and on they struggled. 

Then at last, when the flickering flame of hope had all but died, Cindy stopped at a 
cross-tunnels and wrinkled her nose. "Pool I recognize that smell, don't you?" She 
sniffed daintily, turning her head to sample the air. "It's coming from that one." She 
pointed to a dank and dark passage leading off to the left. 

It was narrow and twisting, sloping steadily upwards all the time. At one point water 
dripped steadily from the roof, forming sludgy puddles on the floor. They were 
forced to bend more and more as the roof got lower - or the floor got higher, as 
Whiskas would have put it - until they were crawling on their hands and knees. 

"This has ruined my tights." Cindy complained, "and I've broken lots of nails, and 
my hair is a mess! Oh why did I ever let you persuade me to do this Peregrine 
Muldoon?" 

"Duh, I'm sorry, Cind. I thought it would be fun . In fact," he added, with a rare 
flash of independence, "I think it was fun. Don't you, Mr. Shorty?" 

Shorty, who was a bit too close to Cindy's heelless high-heels for comfort, replied 
tactfully. "Well, it had its moments, though it didn't go quite as I had planned, but I 
think your Cindy was wonderful. You've got a fine lady there, Muscles. You should 
look after her." He waited for a reaction from Cindy, and he waited for some 
comments about the diamonds, but nothing came. They were both too busy 
struggling forwards in the small, smelly tunnel. Shorty smiled quietly to himself. He 
was going to get out of this with all his diamonds after all. 

"Oo heck!" cried Cindy suddenly. "I've run out of tunnel." 
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"What?" 

"Oo, it's all dark and nasty up here. I can't see anything, but there's no more tunnel. 
Hang on, the roofs different. It's all hard and flat. You know, like a concrete floor, 
not like a tunnel roof at all. Poo! It isn't half smelly. I think it's coming in through a 
crack here." 

"We must be under a floor in the UnderCity!" said Shorty happily. "We've made it. 
Can you push the top off, Cindy?" 

She tried, but just wasn't strong enough. 

"'Ere, let me try," Muscles offered from his place at the rear. 

"Hold it," said Shorty, as he felt a large hand on his leg and realised that Muscles was 
going to have to climb over him to get to the tunnel's end. "L.et me have a go first." 

Cindy squashed herself against the side of the narrow tunnel so that Shorty could 
struggle past. It was a tight squeeze at a couple of points as Cindy was a big girl, but 
Shorty made it. He got his back to the stone flag that covered the end and pushed 
with all his might. The stone lifted and fell backwards with a reverberating clang. 
They had made it! Shorty even knew where he was - about a hundred metres from 
the entrance to the Snake in the Grass. 
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The fu zbots knew where he was as well. They must have picked up their scrabblings 
in the tunnels and come to investigate, for as Shorty emerged from the tunnel, a 
metallic hand felt his collar, and an electronic voice said, "well now, if it isn't our 
old mate Shorty Witherspoon. Now then, for various assorted crimes including 
grand larceny, fraud, impersonating the Kim, being in charge of an uncontrolled 
happibot, multiple roboticide, leaving Enoch without a permit, attempting to enter 
Enoch without a permit, and being a threat to public health, you have been fined a 
total of 45367 credits. If you'll just accompany us down to the body bank, the city of 
Enoch Health Authority will recover some of that for us." 

"Just a minute .. " begged Sh01ty. 

"Are you resisting arrest?" asked the fuzbot. 

"No, no. Of course not," said Shorty hurriedly. He'd been through that one before 
with the forest fighters, and was past ducking and weaving. "It's just that if we go to 
the body bank, you won't get very much, will you?" The fuzbots had to agree. Not 
only was there not much of him, what there was of him was so shopsoiled it would 
hardly fetch much. "But if you take me to a jewellers, I can pay the fine - in full!" 

They weren't convinced, but as there was a jewellers on the way to the hospital, they 
decided there was nothing to lose. "You're not thinking of robbing it while we're 
there are you?" asked one of the fuzbots. "You'd get fined for that as well." 

It was an interesting idea, especially as the fine for robbing the shop could be less 
than the value of the haul, given a good lawyer and a sympathetic judge. The profit 
on the deal might even be enough to pay the lawyer's fees. 

Shorty was marched off by three very thoughtful fuzbots. 

"Have they gone, Cind?" whispered Muscles, when all was quiet again. 

Cindy emerged into the grey light of the UnderCity. It was empty and barren, the 
only brightness coming from a council clock on a distant wall. She could just read 
the time and date through its grimy face. "Peregrine!" she cried in excitement. "It's 
friday, and it's only half past six. If we hurry, we'll be in time for Pallace!" 

At the jewellers, Shorty discovered a hole in his top left pocket; a hole and two small 
diamonds in his top right pocket; a hole in his bottom left pocket and - oh, heaven 
helps a poor sinner!" - a handful of diamonds in the bottom right. 
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The jeweller sorted through them carefully, sniffing disdainfully - not so much at 
the quality of the stones, as at the pong that surrounded Shorty. He examined and 
weighed each stone, tapping at a calculator as each was assessed. Finally he lifted his 
head and reached out a hand. 

"Credits card if you please, Sir." The last word was squeezed out dutifully. "I am 
marking up 453 75 credits and seventeen cents." He processed the card and gave it 
back, wiping his hand on a tissue afterwards. 

"Thank you, Mr. Witherspoon," said a fuzbot, taking the card and slotting it into his 
deductor and collecting the fine of 45367 credits. "Always a pleasure to do business 
with you, sir. Good-day." 

Shorty had been rich for almost three seconds. He was now worth eight credits and 
seventeen cents - just as he had been a week before. Ah, but so much richer in 
experience! 
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