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yashmak; a veil so fine Oasis could fatefully see a large bed behind it.






















The next day Oasis found Zola bullying her along the ship’s corridors till at last

she was in a gym with the other girls.

The sweat of exercising filled the air.
“They got you too?” It was Star the red haired who asked. Oasis gave her zombie
look and Star nodded agreement.

“Here is Stinger,” Insect shouted as he let loose his sjambok across the floor. “Let
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The whip hissed missing her right ear.

“Go and put on those clothes,” he shouted.

She shrugged and did so, no longer caring who saw her charms. The drugs had a
depressing effect upon her. She had been raped, she was now disturbed. Life was a
bitch and then you died, just ask any metal fly.

And Hessian fashion was light because of the heat but the clothes Insect provided
didn’t exist!

For the rich and middle classes the cups were made of silver and gold.

If these clothes were designed to arouse men, what was the dance like?

“I am sorry, but co-operate,” Insect privately to Oasis.

And she did.

Somewhere her mind knew the opportunity to escape would arise. Somewhere
Oneghus justice would catch up with the captain and Oneghus would ask her to pass
sentence; and she laughed, it was her body that was violated and she would violate
back.

Anyway halfway through the dance Insect gave them 7up to drink. Oasis did not
like the guilty look in his face. Mind you whatever was in the drink took the physical
strain out of dancing. She was now high and when the inspector arrived to watch he
showered them with silver rils which Insect gathered.

The girls would have no need of rils here, Insect did.

Afterwards they were led to a canteen and fed. And she noticed the Coolers were

animals. Some had fine fur that would be lovely to snuggle into in cold nights. Others

skin like porcelain, so fine you were afraid to touch. And the children that were about,

some were hideous, some not, the children of slaves.
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And Oasis guessed if they kept interbreeding with a human species they would
become hairless.

And knowledge entered her she was witnessing the forming of a new sub species.

“Don’t eat,” Insect thought to her telepathically.

But the drugs within her demanded to be burned up with calories so she ate.
Shrugging guilt off himself he left to eat proper food elsewhere.

“How nice to make fine hairless babies,” she told Star, “oh Jesu, what am |
thinking, what did Insect tell me, ‘Don’t eat anything?’?”” And she felt a rumble in her

womb that was hungry for a Cooler fetus.

Thanks to Yokel Cooler babies could tango at year one....So could teddy
“Help me escape,” she sent a message to Insect who replied.
“Who do you think I am? A thaumataurge, a wonder worker? Your father’s in that
line of work. Let him make the yellow clouds pull this ship back to Hesse. This ship is
going home,” and he meant his home.

And his thoughts enveloped her in a grey whitish wispy cloud, akin to the vapours

of dry ice, and in that cloud his mind entered her mind and took hold of her memory,

so saw for himself her green eyes so down cast, the eyes of a broken slave girl.....and

Insect did something wonderful, he cried for her both of them.




