
There was a small chance that the Baklaw City authorities had alerted the Beldamme authorities 
that Liz, Jess and Pet were fugitives and might be with the Gypsies, but the Chief checked and 
reassured them that the local authorities knew nothing about the incident back in Baklaw City.

They hitched a lift with someone who was going to the city centre, and arranged to be picked up 
later. They were going to buy Pet some clothes, and just generally sightsee. They were interested to 
see if Beldamme was much different from their home city.

The first store that they tried had a section containing men’s clothing, but Jess was disappointed. 
The clothes were so drab. From the look on his face Pet was disappointed too. They were just about 
to give up when they found a little shop down a side street, and the clothing there was much nicer. 
The sign said “Farm clothing”.

Inside the woman behind the counter was serving a customer and her husband, so they browsed. 
Jess showed Pet some plaid wool shirts in red and black, and blue and black, and his eyes lit up. 
They went in search of trousers. Liz found some blue denim jeans and they added those to the pile.

Then Pet saw the jacket. It was on a dummy, by itself, in a prominent space in the store.

“Jess!” he breathed.

Jess looked at the price label and whistled.

“Nice, isn’t it. Do you want to try it on?” said the proprietor.

Pet handed his current jacket to Jess, and carefully took the leather jacket and slid it on. It fitted 
him like a glove and he admired himself in a mirror.

“Oh, Pet, we can’t afford it, my love!”

The proprietor took a black marker and crossed out the price, and wrote in a much lower price.

“How’s that?” she said.

Pet’s eyes pleaded.

“OK, thanks, we’ll take it,” said Jess. “How come?”

“Oh, it’s a lovely jacket. I’ve had it on display for well over a year now, and no one has even 
looked at it. Until your lad. My boy would have loved it too, but he died in an accident.”

She gestured at a portrait on the wall of a boy who looked about Pet’s age. An accident? Jess’ 
heart froze.

They carried their purchases to the till and the woman rang the items up.

“Gypsies?” she asked and they looked at each other and nodded. “I thought so. It’s the way you 
treat the boy. I was on the road for a while, but I settled down with my boy, here in Beldamme. I 
should have gone back when he died, but it’s too late now. Good luck, and look after him.”

***
They stopped at a fast food place. The cashier was confused when Pet paid with his own money, but
she took it in the end. They sat down and started chatting about what they had seen, but Liz 
suddenly paused with a chip halfway to her mouth.

“Hsst, pal,” she whispered. “Look at the men!”



Jess gazed around. There were plenty of women out with their men, as well as a scattering of 
neuts, and even a few younger girls. She saw what Liz meant. The menfolk were all subdued, quiet, 
reserved. They were all clothed in the bland style of the first shop they had seen, and Pet, still in his 
road clothes, and not even in his new fancier clothes, stood out. He sat eating his burger and chips 
with much more confidence than the other menfolk, and Jess could see the disapproving glances of 
the women, and there might have even been a few jealous looks from the men.

“Wow. I see what you mean. Was I like that back home in Baklaw City? Was Pet? Eww! I hope 
not!”

Liz thought. “No, we weren’t that bad, I think. It’s horrible, isn’t it?”

***
They walked down the road towards the rendezvous point for their lift back to the Camp. Pet was 
walking a step or two in front of them, when a motorcycle cop did a U-turn and stopped in front of 
them.

“Can you please hold on to your man, ma’am? This is a busy road and he might suddenly run out
and cause an accident.”

Jess didn’t believe what she had heard.

“Sorry, officer, what was that?”

“Please hold on to your man, ma’am, or I will have to charge you.”

Jess swallowed her irritation. 

“Sorry, officer.”

She took Pet’s hand and he smiled at her. She kissed him. They walked on down the road and the
officer looked after them with distrust all over her face.

“Phew,” said Liz. “You did well there, Jess. I felt like telling her to get lost! Pet’s around heavy 
vehicles all day. He’s not going to run out in the road!”

“Yeah, but the Chief would not be happy if we stirred up trouble with the local police.”

“Oh! Yeah. Good point. I really don’t like this place. Was Baklaw City as bad?”

***
While they were walking back to their chalet, they met the Chief.

“How did it go, guys? Not too well by the look on your faces.”

They told the Chief about their encounter with the cop, and she nodded.

“Yes, they’re a bit like that here. Thanks for keeping your cool. Anyway, you can tell me more 
later.”

She hurried off.

“The Chief has to deal with city folk all the time,” said Liz. “That’s where all our business comes
from, of course.”

“Yeah. It must be a rough job at times.”



They found Lynda at their chalet, watching the TV, which was surprise. She was staying with her
family, and Jess, Pet and Liz had the chalet to themselves.

“I’ve been waiting for you to get back! How did it go, guys?”

They told their story.

“Right, Pet, go and put on your new clothes! I want to see!”

Pet was a real star that night. Everyone loved his new clothes, especially his jacket. From then 
on, he often wore it in the evenings, but he never wore it when he was working. At those times it 
was carefully hung up in his cupboard, or neatly folded in his luggage.

***
Liz came looking for Jess one day.

“Jess! Jess!”

“What? What’s the panic?”

“I got a letter from Ruby! The latest convoy brought it in.”

“Oh, great. How is she?”

“Oh, she’s fine! She has some news about your little incident.”

“What? Oh, I don’t often think about it any more.”

“Apparently, the case has stirred up huge interest. The police eventually figured it out. To be fair 
the mugger didn’t help. She wouldn’t tell them anything at first. So she’s been charged with theft, 
assault, and obstruction, and it looks like she will be going to jail. It turns out that she didn’t see 
anything, though she told several wild stories.”

“That was a bit of luck for us!”

“Yeah. Even so, eventually the police figured out that she mugged you and Pet hit her with a 
branch. Of course, they didn’t know our names at first, but eventually our landlady dobbed us in. 
They found that we had gone to ground, but didn’t know where.”

“Was this before we left? When we were still at Ruby’s?”

“Later. We were well gone by then. Anyway, they found out that we had stayed with Ruby. Ruby 
had her lawyer ready to go, but they weren’t interested in her. Ruby told them that we had gone to 
the Gypsies, and after that the police didn’t care. They were probably on Pet’s side.”

“So it’s all over?”

“Almost. Some politician got involved. She complained that the police should have chased after 
us. After all, people might be murdered in their beds by rampaging, out of control, men! Then she 
got caught up in some scandal over dubious donations and conflicts of interest. But by then the 
public debate over the humanity of the castration law had roared into life.”

“What happened in the end?”

Liz sighed. “They’re still discussing it. It is progress of a sort, but we can’t go home yet.”

“Do you want to, Liz? Really want to?”



“Sometime, maybe. I’d like to see Ruby again. What about you? And Pet?”

“Hmm. I like it on the road so far. So does Pet, I think. I’ve no one to go back for. You were my 
best friend in Baklaw City, Liz!”

“OK, pal! Let’s go where the wind takes us! Or at least, a rig.”

***
They had to do a test. It seemed to mainly consist of chatting with the examiner, an older woman 
with a limp, in the cab of her motor unit. It was an older model, with a small pre-select gear box 
with a short gear lever that had to be moved manually, a button on the wheel that actually changed 
the gears, and a huge brake lever by the driver’s seat.

Now and then she would ask one or the other of them a question, and now and then she would sit
them in the driver seat and get them to do a circuit. Mostly, though it was chatting about the old 
days, when a convoy of fourteen or fifteen trucks was common, and when bandits were also 
common.

She got them to reverse the motor unit, which was something they’d not done before. Finally she
nodded.

“Come on, boy, your turn.”

“What? But he has never…”

The old examiner sat Pet down in the driver’s seat. He kept looking at Jess, so Jess put her hand 
on his shoulder. The examiner sat next to Pet and put her hand on the wheel. She flicked the gear 
lever to the start position.

“Press the button on the wheel, Pet, then let the brake off.”

She showed him in gestures.

“Right, now press the accelerator gently.”

Again, she showed him, and they slowly gathered speed.

“Ease up, Pet, ease up.”

She mimed taking her foot off. He eased up too much and they slowed to a halt.

“Accelerator again, Pet.”

Pet got the idea of controlling the speed, and they slowly made a full circle.

“Brake, Pet, gently.”

She showed him, but he pressed too hard and they jolted to a halt. The examiner moved the gear 
level to neutral, and mimed pressing the steering wheel button, so he did. Then she mimed pulling 
up the brake lever.

“Well done, Pet. Well done.”

She mimed pulling horn cable three times and he did so, giggling,

“Well done. You all passed.”

“Phew!” said Jess. “Thanks. I didn’t know that Pet had to drive the rig!”



“Ah, that’s not part of the test. His test was sitting quietly and not getting in the way. He passed 
that bit easily. I just wanted to see what he could do! He seemed intelligent for a man. He did very 
well indeed. The best way to teach men to do something like this is to show them. The verbal 
instructions are just to reassure them. It looks like he was watching closely when you did your 
circuits!”

***
Jess and Liz didn’t go back into the city again, during the week that they were at Beldamme. Their 
experience had put them off, so instead they and Pet stayed in the Camp, helping out where they 
could. There were rigs from several clans in Beldamme and it was interesting talking to the women 
and the neuts who came from different parts of the country.

Liz and Jess were originally office workers so the Chief called them in to help out in the office. 
They were astounded by the complexity of the scheduling processes that took all the goods and the 
packages from the city and ensured that they were loaded into to the right rigs at the right time to 
get to the right destination. There was also, of course, the scheduling of the unloading of the rigs 
and the picking up of the cargoes by the city truckers from the warehouse.

Pet found the job of his dreams. He spent all the time he could at the washers. Every day Jess 
dropped him off there, and he spent all day with the team washing and polishing the rigs that came 
through. He loved it. Sometimes, when he was working on a rig, with the others, and they hadn’t 
finished, Jess would have to wait for him. She didn’t mind.

Liz and Jess discovered that not all Gypsies went from place to place on the rigs. The majority of
them stayed in the camp, providing services like the loading and unloading of the convoys, the 
cleaning of the chalets, the maintenance of the rigs, the running of the office, and so on.

There was even a school, but nobody cared much if the kids attended or not, so long as they 
could at least read and write and do simple maths. Even the boys had a special school but that was 
mostly to ensure that they had the necessary social skills to fit in.

Lynda introduced them to her family. There was a neut of about Lynda’s age who Lynda referred 
to as her wife, and two teenage girls and a younger boy.

“My biologs are on the rigs,” said the older of the two girls, “They share a rig with another 
couple and it was a bit crowded, so they adopted us out. We see them when they pass through here.”

“’Biological parents’,” translated Lynda. “Some parents take their kids with them. Others don’t.”

“Are you going to go on the road when you are older?” asked Liz.

The girls looked at each other.

“Yeah! Of course. We could go now, but I want to finish school. We’ll take Alan with us.”

“You’re OK with this?” Jess asked Lynda.

“Yes, of course. We’ll just adopt some more.”

She laughed at Jess’ expression.

“Typical Gypsy family,” she said.

***



Jess was furious. She’d picked up Pet from the washers and he was a bit quiet. When they had a 
shower, which had become a sort of ritual, he was hesitant to get undressed. Jess was a bit surprised
because normally this was one of their fun times. Then she noticed the dressing on his arm.

“What’s that, Pet? What happened? It’s a tattoo! Who did that to you?”

He tried to hug her.

“Jess!”

She pulled him out of the shower and got them dressed.

“Don’t worry, Pet! We’ll sort this out.”

“Jess!”

“Stay there!” she commanded, and flew out of the door.

By chance the Chief was passing by.

“Chief, Chief!”

“What’s up, Jess?”

“Someone’s given Pet a tattoo!”

“What? Let’s see. Someone made him get it done?” She was shocked.

They went into the chalet and Pet was nowhere to be seen. There was a sound from the kitchen 
area, and they found Pet there, stabbing a knife into his tattoo without much effect.

“Stop that, Pet!” said the Chief.

Pet paused, as blood ran down his arm.

“Jess!” he said.

The Chief grabbed his arm and brushed away the blood. It welled up again almost immediately, 
but for a moment the tattoo could be clearly seen.

“Look, Jess,” commanded the Chief.

The tattoo was a heart with a scroll. The scroll read “Jess”.

“He’s practically proposed to you, Jess!” The Chief was angry with her.

“Oh! How stupid of me. I know what I have to do. Can you stay with him, Chief, please?”

“Sure. I’ll clean him up. He hasn’t done any real damage, fortunately.”

When Jess came back her arm was sore, but she was happy. She showed Pet her tattoo. It was a 
heart with a scroll, and the scroll read “Pet”. The Chief had stopped Pet’s bleeding and replaced his 
dressing.

“Jess!” said Pet and hugged her. He gently stroked her tattoo.

The Chief nodded her approval.

That evening they showed off their new tattoos, and everyone congratulated them. Jess felt that 
she and Pet were really married. When they were married back in Baklaw City, she reflected, she 



didn’t really know him. Now she felt that she did. That night she gave him a blue pill and looked 
forward to the time when they didn’t have to fiddle with the pills.

***
Jess and Pet scrambled up the ladder to Lynda’s cab, quickly followed by Liz.

“Hi guys. Ready to roll?

“You bet!”

Lynda started the motor and the familiar throb filled the cab. She told the Chief that they were 
ready to roll, and heard the others checking in including the new girl, Joanie. The Chief sounded her
horn and started the convoy moving. Each rig gave its own horn blast and followed its predecessor 
out of the Camp.

They started moving and Joanie’s horn sounded.

“We’re no longer ‘Tail End Charlie’,” said Lynda. “Joanie is, as she’s the new girl.”

For the first time, there was someone in their rear view mirror.

***


