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Iain Banks sprang to widespread and controversial public notice with the publication of his first novel, The Wasp Factory, in 1984. Since then he has gained enormous and popular critical acclaim with further works of both fiction and science fiction, all of which are available in either Abacus or Orbit paperbacks. In 1993 he was acknowledged as one of the Best of Young British Writers. In 1996 his number one bestseller, The Crow Road was adapted for television. The Times has acclaimed Iain Banks ‘the most imaginative British novelist of his generation’.
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Coma

 Trapped. Crushed. Weight coming from all directions, entangled in the wreckage (you have to become one with the machine). Please no fire, no fire. Shit. This hurts. Bloody bridge; own fault (yes, bloody bridge, right colour; see the bridge, see the man drive the car, see the man not see the other car, see the big CRASH, see the bone-broken man bleed; blood colour of the bridge. Oh well own fault. Idiot). Please no fire. Blood red. Red blood. See the man bleed, see the car leak; radiator red, blood red, blood like red oil. Pump still working - shit, I said shit this hurts - pump still working but the fluid leaking out all over the place. Probably get hit from behind now and serve me right, but at least no fire, yet anyway; how long, I wonder how long since? Cars; police cars (jam sandwiches) jam sandwich; me am di jam in di sandwich car am di sandwich. See the man bleed. Own fault. Pray nobody else hurt (no don’t pray; atheist, remember that, always swore [mother: ‘no need to use that sort of language’] always swore you’d be the atheist in the fox hole well your time has come lad because you’re leaking away onto the grey-pink road and a fire might start and you might be dying anyway, and you might get   hit up the backside by another car if anybody else is staring stupefied at that damn bridge so if you’re going to start praying now would seem like quite a reasonable time but ahshit and whatthehell - CHRISTTHISHURTS! [OK; used only as a swear-word, nothing serious, honest; swear to God.] OK: see you God, yer a basturt, so ye are.) That’s telling them all, kid. What were those letters? MG; VS; and me, 233 FS. But what about - ? Where - ? Who - ? Oh shit, I’ve forgotten my name. This happened once at a party; drunk and stoned and stood up too quick, but this time it’s different (and how come I remember forgetting that time and can’t remember my name now? This sounds serious. I don’t like this. Get me out of this.)

I see a chasm in the rain forest, bridge of creepers, and a river far below; a big white cat (me?) comes leaping along the trail, pounding onto the bridge; white it is (is this me?), an albino jaguar, racing across the swaying bridge (what am I seeing? Where is this? Is this what really happened?) long flinging strides, white death (should be black but I’ve got a negative attitude, ha ha) tearing across the bridge-

It’s stopped. The scene whitens, holes appear in it; a film burning through (fire!) trapped in the gate ( jaguar  in the gate?); stopped, the scene melts, the seen scene disintegrates (see the seen scene disintegrate); nothing stands too-close enquiry. White screen left.

Pain. Circle of pain on chest. Like a brand, a circular impression (am I a figure on a stamp, postmarked? A piece of parchment embossed with ‘From the library of . . . . . . . . .’ (Please complete: (a) God, Esq.
(b) Nature (Mrs)
(c) C. Darwin & Sons
(d) K. Marx plc
(e) all of the above)).



 

Pain. White noise, white pain. First weight from all directions, now pain. Ah life’s never-ending variety. I am moved. Mobile man; am I cut free? Or has a fire started? Am I just dying, bleached out, drained away? (Returned, overdue?) I see nothing now (I see everything now). I lie on a flat plain, surrounded by tall mountains (or maybe on a bed, surrounded by . . . machines? People? Either; both (like, man, in the really wide view, they’re the same. Far out). Who cares? Do I care? Shit, maybe I’m already dead. Maybe there’s life after life . . . hmm. Maybe all the rest was a dream (yeah, sure), and I wake up to (‘Thedarkstation’) - what was that?

Did you hear that? Did I hear that?

The dark station. There it was again. A noise like a train whistle; something about to depart. Something about to begin, or end, or both. Something that is THEDARK-STATION me. Or not (me no know. Me new here. No ask me).

The dark station.

Oh, all right . . .
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