From the Ledge

FRAGMENTS OF ANOTHER

Mark Burrows

1: Nicholas Fisher

So | was at thiparty in North London. Not a very interesting party, it had to be said, the friend
of a friend who |I didndét even know very wel
was starting to feel tired and more than a little drunk and had to deckelderht was worth
drinking more and staying for the long haul or leaving in time to get one of the last tubes home. |
was just readying myself to go when this woman appmoh e d me . daidiad and B e n
remembeed that she kept on glancing at me ipeculiar way. Wellthe point is she came over
andstarted talking to me straight out as if we knew each other. She was quite drunk and the party
was rather | oud and I ém tall, you see, and

what shewas saying. At first | thought | must hameisunderstood. | have a habit of assuming

he




t hat | 6m t he one at
but after she kept using the words
Aredundancyo and

i nterrupt .rstand, Idsaid Woat
C
been made redundant. At that point the

was shet al ki ng about ?
woman, well, she gave me a strange look
and blushed. She apologised a few times and
i ke
i magé by

i |
hoea
ascertained hename was Caral said she

said things

Amirror

thought | was an acquaintance of hers called

Nick Fisher. iHe
said again. Curious, | pressed her for a few
details about my alter ego. To my

amusement she said Nick Fisher was a
stockbroker for a big Cityirm, | think they
were called Balls Brothers or something
similar - | have a terrible memory for names
-apparently her HfAexo
friends with this Nick character than she was
but she had heard from someone or another
that Nick had receiyt been made redundant.
Shebd

with insider dealing but then in the current

heard rumours
climate - or so she said a lot of the big
brokers had taken heavy losses and were
letting people go all over the place. At this
point | was srting to zone out and caught
Al

myself saying

know very little about the City or economics

foa anything like that. e weetalkedcaclitiles i o

more she conceded

i s ¢ guitee gsosentlad as bhe Hed frst thowght.

uDiffdrent rmannerisms, apparently, and a

e slightdy idifierept ,tonel of vhice dsnwell. His
voice was deeper, she said, but in terms of
looks T our height, our build, our hair

colour, our eye$ a dead match. She even

t hat

uceldd thaev ewoswlo r mwn caanndn

\hadkath what elseshe knew about this
character. He was very good at his job, she
sai d, and hedd been

ruthless trader, she added. She went on to

say Nick had gone to ground since he lost
his job and neone had een or heard

anything from him for ages. She thought he
might have gone abroad, she went on to say,
but di dnot

Fespdnd breadensonma damé jokb abbut leow

s he

he must have earned a lot more money than
| did. By this stage our convetgn was

starting to flag. | thought about telling her |

S

| o o kpsrforinar at the cbompkng forynany years. & h e

know wh

iwadhad swmrmdatelri nlgutt os dme

complicated t o expl ai
always affected a bit of disdain for these
City types and | like to think my values are
diametrically opposed to their€arol picked

up on my reticence and started to make her

k n o exgcuses, withdrawingatb tgét omorg hwinel

Shortly after | saw her stuck in conversation

y O

(0]

t




with a couple of Fulham types, you know
the sort, with pink shirts, pink cheeks and
booming voices. With time dtito get the

last tube | made a few hasty farewells. |
di dnot
wat chi

say

ng
understand who | was supposed to be.

goodbye

me as I

Of course, | never told her my name.

Mirror Mirror

2: FazelMuhammad

| was detained at Luton raort shortly
before boarding artasyjet flight to Pisa
with my girlfriend. We were looking

forward to spending a few romantic days in
Tuscany but instead | found myself in a

windowless office surrounded by stern faced

men with cold eyes. One of them asked me
if | was someone called Fazel Muhammad.
sai d

wasnot and

had

Of course |

al |, t hey my passHt

t o Thé awhalel thibgu was Iridiculous iaode 0 h
| e f tthowglst that imight eehe dnd dfnitut the u i

questims continued. Are you Omar Khan?
Are you Abdul Khail? Are you Assadullah
Islamuldin? Are you Waheed Zaman? Are
you Ibrahim Omar? Are you Ramzi Ahmet?
Are you Nawaf aHamzi? Are you Wail al
Omari? | was none of these people and had
no idea what they werelking about and
told them so several times. They seemed to
have an endless list of Middle Eastern
sounding aliases to paint me with. | decided
|l 6d had

fuss. | demanded to be released or charged.

guite enough a

The men with cold eys s ai d
do that.

of them cautioned. Then they left me alone

t hey
have to ADono
for a while. By this time | was feeling very
agitated. None of this was meant to happen.

| was particularly worried about what my
She

woman who tolerates being left alone for

girlfriend must h i n k . i snodt
hours in an airport. Then the men came
back. This time they had photos. The
questions continued, much as before. Are
you Ramzi Ahmet? Are you Assadullah

Islamuldin? Are you Nawaf aHama?

nd




With each name they produced a | had to agree, It difdn
photograph. Not all the pictures were very They asked me more questions. They
clear, that was obvious, but | have to say showed me maps and transcripts with most
what I saw shut me u pof thel informatzom blackied out batocertaira n
Arab or a Musl i m, |l etwer e bhightight ewd ulodndun
say | even appear remotely Arab, whatever know what to say. | 6d |[ne
thatma n s . | 6ve al ways t bams gnhQuetth orl Pesthdwardor Qalat or
: Kandahar. lhave no ideawhere the Swat
valley is. I n fact, 10e
of I stanbul . Before 10
was starting to feel quite frightened. If they
really thought | was this Fazel Muhammad
guy | was fucked. They could lock me away
for months withait even having to say why.
| started to say something about needing to
call my lawyer. | was an investment banker,
like a fairly typical white English blokeout | protested. | recently lost my joand | was
| must hae some double in Afghanistan or having a few day away. Everything had
Pakistan because, minus a few detdils been quitestressful, | tried to explain. They
stubble, length of hair, clothésthe pictures gave mea cup of tea. Apparently coffee was
they showed me were of a different man  not allowed. I told them they could go to my
who did indeed look very much like me. | home, search everythin|g.
saw a version of myself, swathed in a thick \wh o | said | was. Theyoc
blanket surrounded by Jihadi types on the anything to hide. They nodded as | said all
back of a truck. this and it struck me they must already be
| saw another version of me sitting  going these things. Then another man came
crosslegged before a blaekirbaned in. He introduced himself as Inspector
mullah. I was shown pictures of myself in a somebody or another from Special Branch.
desert brandishing an AK7 and grainy He apologised and said something had come
photos of myself arriving and leaving from up. He said they were going to take me to a
airports in Syria and Pakistan and Moco. secure area. | asked what had happened to




my qirlfri e nd . Donot

Inspector. They were taking care of her.

3. Timothy Dashwood.

During the course of my research into the
Dashwood family the following facts were
established with reasonable centsu
Timothy Dashwood was bormalJuly 1976
andgrew up in Notting Hill, West London.
His father was a wealthy businessman and
his mother did much for charity. A sensitive
and gifted child, Timothy Dashwood did
well at school and gained a place to read
English literature at Keble College, Oxford
University. No one knows quite what
happened or what went wrong while he was

at Oxford. Some said that Timothy fell in

Mother and Child

with a bad crowd and started taking drugs
and drinking to excess. Some said Timothy
created the bad crowd himself. Othesesd

the problems were deeper and had gone
unrecognised for many years. After a length

of time in an expensive Swiss clinic paid for

w o r rbyhis parengs, Tanothy rétwned to London.

His precise movements during the next few
years are subject to much speculati@me
thing is certain:at the age of twenty five,
when he was living with his parents in
Notting Hill or by himself in an Elephant
and Castle tower block he published a novel,
Tinker bel | (BosidonR 20¢0¢ thg e
first in a five book series known 8e Lost
Boys ChroniclesSubsequent volumes were
called The Assassins(London, 2012)The
Hands (London, 2013) NeverNeverland
(London, 2015) and he Death of Peter Pan
(London, 2020). After being met with initial
indifference by the critics, these lunidvels
caught the publié s imagination and
gradually started to sell more and more.
They were asensationalist blend of fantasy,
sciencefiction and outlandish political
speculatim. Ti mot hy 6s tal es
distorted world in which nothing is as it
seens. Action unfolds in abandoned cities
and ominously silent landscapes. His plots
abound with providential heroes and mad
scientists, hidden clans and secret tribes who
wait for the ordained time to do battle with
other hidden tribes, secret societies of
corrupt businessmen and politicians who
met in underground chambers and
catacombs, private detectives searching for

lost children, children who fight dreawars




in other dimensions, children stolen and

raised by alien races, teenage girls offered as

human serifices, underground labyrinths
swarming with warrior monks, plots to
assassinate world leaders, brooding, hyper
sexual vampires who reflect philosophically
on the burden of immortality, societies of
telepathic killers, children growing up alone
and sad n dull provincial towns where
nothing ever quite happens.

After the publication offhe Death of
Peter Pana Mexican academic pointed out
that Timothy had lifted most of his plots
from the works of a small coterie of
overlooked Latin American novelists. Igio
of these novelists were dead. The least
obscure member of the group, Rolando
Belzano, died recently of a drugs related
heart attack in Valpariso. He still had one
book in print. The rest lived in penury in
remote parts of Chile, Argentina and

Uruguay. Ohce the scandal broke expensive

|l awsuits foll owed.
were forced to pulp The Lost Boys
Chronicles and the surviving Latin

American authors became relatively wealthy
and famous. Timothy fled England for
Africa. My research has been unalie
verify rumours that he became involved with
smugglers running hashish from Morocco to

Spain in speed boats. After his

Haunted

former

with

disappearance, interviews
friends and associates paint a picture of
Timothy as a rather unpleasant individual.
Despite his superficially lefiving leanings
he was apparently quite reactionary, given to
bitter rants full of loathing and disgust for
mankind. Others told me Timothy was
vindictive and deceitful to women and cruel
to small animals. Some even alleged that

associated with the worst sort of characters:

Thumant h tyafiickers,p udmhsi s Healers

pornographers and fraudsters. In March of
last year | travelled to Al Qualat in the far
south of Morocco. In this dusty, hot oasis
several people confirmed to me the last
sighting of Timothy, leaving town at dawn,
riding a motorbike deep into the Sahara.
Since his disappearance remaining copies of

The Lost Boys Chroniclehave become




coll ectoros pieces,

thousands of pounds orbay.

4: Charlie Ashe

From: Central Operations Office 220#

To: XXXXXX

Clearance Level: Black Double Black
XXXXXXXXXX XXXX X XXXXX

XX X XXXX XXXXX. Attached below is a
transcript of a communications intercept by
the Caribbean Zone Listening Post XXX X
at GCHQ on the XX September. The signal
has been traced to a suburb of Miami,
Florida, location XXX XXX X XX. The
broadcast was sent a few hours after
Hurricane Winthrop caused unprecedented
damage to the city. Although the exact
identity has yet to be confirmed by our e®i
analysis team it is our estimation that the
signal was sent by Charlie Ashe. Operatives
to access code XXXX for full background
dossier on Ashe. Additional intelligence
suggests Ashe is responsible for Kalat, an
entity observed by CIA agents in Miami in
the weeks before Winthrop. Operatives will
be aware that the storm brought an end to
The

following document is being circulated to all

skinbased operations in Miami.
operatives category XXXX Double XXXX
and above. We may have an insight into the

questionof just whom or what is Kalat.

Ceartdirt aeeas have eénlhightigipted for your
attention:

So it has come to pgssiy children of the
swamps (2307) my dancers at the end of
time (2308)the last of the great American

pioneers(2309) this is where we have ended
(2310) all the West
squandered in the storms of a dying planet
(2311) in the rage of the impotent (2312)
XXX XXXXX  XXXXX  XXXXXXX,
XXXXXX X XXXXX XXXXXXXXXX
XXXXXX XXXXX  XXXX., XXXXX XX
XXX, XXXXX  What hashappened and
what is left?(2313) XXXX XXXXXX XX
XXX XXXX  XXXXXXX XXXXX
XXXXXX XXX XXXXX XX XX
XXXXXXX XXX XXX XXXXXXXXXX

XX XXXX XXXXXX XXXXX Once | was

a whiteman, a European, an Englishman

the promise of

(2314) whatever label you wish to use
(2315) All _of Europe contibuted to the
making of me (2316) All thaEuropean

history, all that American confidencé€317)

Twin fists of Western power (2318) Yes
(2319) | was the perfect toan instrument
of the Gods exalted and terrible, an
avenging angel in bondage to my
enlightened masters and the lofty concepts
with which they disguised their will to power
(2320) XXXX XXXXXX XXX XXXXX

XXX X XXXX XXXX., XXX XXXX XXX




XXXXXXXXXXK, X XXXXXXXXXX building. Neighbours reported one hell of a

XXXXX - XXXXXXX - XXXXXXX XXX commotion on Thursday
XXXXX. XXXX XXXXXXXXX X :
XXXXXXX , XXXXXX XX XXXXXX XX } /y
XXXX X XXXXXXXXX XXXX XXXXX %:' / \

XX XXX XXX XX XXX XXXX XXXX | ,# b

am no longer an Englishmag2321) XXX \

XXXXX XXXXXXXXX | am no longer a
European no longer awhite man(2322) |

am no longer a child of th&Vest(2323)
These old identities, these past selves have
been bmt away (2324) Cooling fires have
soothed my soul with the balm of the

dispossessed (2325) The sorrows of this sad & ¢
world lie heavy on my shoulders, like wings

of iron and chains of lead (2326) None of us

are the same as we once were (2327)
XXXXXXX XX XXX XXXX XXXXX

Over the Edge

afternoon. Lots of shoutingi violent,

5: Mark Burrows abusive words and things being thrown,

The guy was meant to be a writer. Now he things being smashed, a loud scream and
was dead. Apparegtl he d6d once [here the gapi peing slammed shut. |

good butthen something went wrong. There  interviewed two people who claimed

was a scandal, somet hBugqys an Rast them sdpwn the stRiess n gt
quite sure. All | knew was that he once moments later, apparently in a state of great
wrote a book about a guy who was asecret di stress. | 0mousjusihow t rfyi

agent for a country t Reacpulddave beenrunainga@way tomithet [an
back then hedd been ¢cdmeageens when hip Wodyhwas ypstars
justant her one gone. | dWihmeghof isgkulkcavedhilo mu ¢ h
either way. | was more concerned about the Analysis of CCTV from the local

other guy witnesses had seen fleeing the area reveals further anomalies. A man,




Tetea-Tete
matching Ma r Kk B u descoptias,0 is
caudht on camera waiting at the traffic lights
opposite his apartment block shortly before
the disturbances were reported. He is sighted
again, half an hour later, running from the
scene. H description and outfit coincided
with the witnesseé testimony givenon the
staircase. For my own part, although the
man seen is certainly similar in appearance
to Burrows- aboutsix-foot-two, slim build,
pale skin, short, dark brown hak the
footage is not good enough to be conclusive.
The evidence of the two witnessesa the
staircase is also open to question. Although

they said they knew whaurrows looked

like,
deceased. As far as we can tBlirrowswas

they were not friends with the
not personally known to anyone in his
building and most of the residents claim
never to have spoken to him.

Analysis of the apartment was less
than fruitful. DNA and fingerprint analysis
have so far only found traces 8urrows.
During the altercatiomis bookshelves were
upturned and his few possessions scattered
about the apartment. It appears as though
Burrows had been going through his bank
statements prior to his murder. His balance
shows he had almost no money and this
makes robbery a most unligemotive. A
strange symbol was daubed in some sort of
red ink on one wall. I am still waiting for
forensics to tell us when the mark was made
T if it was somethingurrowsdid himselfi
and the type of materials used to make this
mark. | am also waitingof our sinologist to
tell me whether the symbol means anything.
To my unexpert eyes it looks like sonsert
of rune or Egyptian glyph but beyond that
Al

detailed city map of Miami and a print out

donot Kknow. SO stuck
from Google earttof Qalat in Afghanistan.

Among the documents scattered around the
apartment was an unfinished novel about a
devastating hurricane that destroys Miami

and a number of poor quality facsimiles




