Forever Minds





Chapter one





	It was six ‘o’ clock in the morning, Stephanie Derin blearily woke up.  She staggered into the bathroom and looked in the mirror.  She applied Black Eyeliner (Pentex.inc. Makeup, gives you that healthy look!), to create the gang’s symbol upon her cheek.  A crude eyeball, with a needle protruding.


	Time for work.


	As she left her apartment in the slum area, she picked up her gun and her baseball bat with the metal (and red-covered) cap.  She slammed the door and walked to the bar where her gang hung out.  Today she’d get orders to ice someone else.  A complainin’ tenant, a pusher who didn’t feel like losin’ independence.  If she were lucky, they might let her torture the creep for a bit.  The crack of bones was music to her.


	


	She walks down the raining streets of 1996 New York, smiles as people who know her cross to the other side of the street to avoid her.  Then she arrived at Crud Joint.  The police never bothered the place, so it was an ideal place for the gangers to meet.  Not that people would rat on her gang anyway.  Not if they valued their lives.





	A voice called out as she sauntered into the club.


	“How nice of you to join us, Steph.  Did ya think we’d wait until you arrived before startin’?  The others have gone.  Here’s your job.  Go to The New York Times newspaper makers.  We want you to ice Mr Clenning.  He’s doing an article on us.”


	“Sure,”came her reply, “Would you like me to do anything special?”


	“No.  There’ll be other people there, maybe police.”


	“Damn.  How’s about if I blow up the shit house.  I got enough money stashed to buy a bomb from Laughin’ Boy.”


	“Hmmmm.  No.  We don’t want a police crack down.  We want em to carry on thinkin’ we’re minor.”


	Steph walks on out, to blow away the person who threatens her family.  Not her real one.  The gang is the family that cares.  Anyway, the gang is a family that doesn’t mind her habits, the dirty part of her that shocks the people who don’t care.


	


	Deep in the sewers, it is dark.  Dark enough for Drevean.  From his Haven, he can tug at the realm above.  There is a pattering sound.  A rat runs up to him.


	“Ahhh.  Tell me more.”


	‘Squeek’


	.....





	Garth Clenning tapped at his keyboard as the woman on the phone poured out her soul.  She was sick of paying protection, sick of carrying a gun to take her children to school.  Sick of ten bolts on the door.  Sick of Eyeball art on the wall.


	A call light flashed on the phone casing, Clenning puts the woman on hold.


	“Hello?”


	“Reception.  There’s a woman down here to see you.  She says she can help with your story.  What shall I tell her?”


	“Tell her to come on up.”


	Clenning goes back to the terrified woman, asks her to call back in an hour.  Hangs up on her.


	Then the girl came in.  Girl - she could only be seventeen or nineteen at most.  She smiles.  Something worrying in that smile.  A little forced.  She leant over to him and whispered into his ear.


	“Could we speak in private?  At my flat.  I don’t want anyone else to hear about this.”


	“How can you help in my story about the Eyeballers?”


	The Eyeballers?! He hadn’t even got the name right!  “I used to be a gang member.  I want to help put those sick barstards away.”  Moron!


	“Sure.  But come to my place.  It’s safer if you know what I mean.”





	Shwip!


	How delicate art thou silenced bullet!


	The police never found the weapon.


	And as Steph walks away from the scene, a rat watches her go.  Then he tells his master.


