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Introduction 

 

About the Author: He was born in Birmingham but he hopes no one will penalise him for this. 
He is of low educational attainment and even lower aspiration. Has worked in many fields as: a 
cabbage picker, Scarecrow (at which he excelled) and for a short if, contentious period as a 
Livestock Relations counsellor, or this is what he said when a very depressed looking sheep was 
found with its back legs in his Wellington boots. Still resides in his native city, with the natives. 

 

If you like this book, please consider making a donation to the author. 

Click Here to Donate using Paypal
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CHAPTER 1 

 

(It’s surprising what one can learn from a nights viewing, but it usually means flicking around 

the channels to find something good. The problem lies in not getting distracted with some junk 

that you think is going to get better, because it never does, and then finding you have missed that 

rare gem of excellent telly) 

 

I HAVE BEEN ABDUCTED BY ALIENS: Scrolled across the screen on the television monitor 
above his head. A deep honey coated voice oozed out the introduction: “welcome to the Teremy 
Guile show.” The audience, on prompt, whooped and howled with enthused delight, clapping 
and barking like Sea Lions at a water park. The camera panned across cheap and tacky 
backdrops of wallpapered brickworkesque scenery of the most vile and tawdry kind. Focusing, 
for a fleeting moment, on an isolated chair centre stage; continuing through one-hundred-eighty 
degrees to show the audience. An audience or mob of the unwashed and unkempt, uneducated 
and unintelligent; who clearly had nothing better to do with their lives than attend an early 
morning television show. The whoops and cheers reaching fever pitch as the host entered the 
proceedings from stage left. On trotted a squat man, elf-like in stature, with unusually large feet; 
his torso out of proportion to his childlike legs, with the squarest of heads, beady rat-like eyes, 
and a nose that was at the very least two sizes too big for his face. His hair neither brown nor 
fair was a dishwater colour which didn’t suit his nicotine complexion. Below, his proboscis of a 
nose, were thin lips, barely definable; lips without shape or proportion; lips drawn by a child’s 
hand.  

He opened his mouth to speak, the gape so wide as to contradict the first impression of those 
indefinable lines. Here was a mouth, a chasm, an opening of epic size, a hippopotamus of an 
aperture. From within came forth the whitest of teeth, teeth so bright as to deceive the eye into 
believing that anything that white could be teeth, or natural for that matter. One would have 
readily accepted they were looking at porcelain white caricatures of teeth drawn by a 
cartoonist’s hand. “Welcome to my show,” the over-emphasis on the ‘my’ leaving any self-
respecting observer that feeling of embarrassment which causes the hairs to stand up on the back 
of the neck and the skin to shiver as if cold.  “This morning my guests,” again an egotistical 
accentuation on the ‘my’, “will be talking about their experiences when they were abducted by 
aliens.” The crowd in unison, wooed at this remark, whether through prompt or genuine 
excitement was unclear. What was clear from the introduction was the lack of objectivity with 
regards to the truth of the stories yet to be told. This annoyed him somewhat, and he sighed and 
shut his eyes in that slow way one does to help suppress a verbal reaction. He turned from the 
screen for a moment and collected himself before continuing with his viewing.  

“Welcome to my show,” again an underlining of the ‘my’, it was becoming irritating now but he 
did not react and instead stared at the screen and waited for the host to continue, “Gerome, ladies 
and gentlemen!” Applause followed by applause without merit, rapturous applause void of any 
worth. Stage right entered a man, for want of a better description. He was approximately five-
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feet-ten, somewhat over-weight, not American obese, but over-weight by a considerable margin. 
He had wavy mousey hair, with a randomness of curls within it. The face was bloated through 
years of poor diet and over-use of alcohol. There was that harsh blistering redness to it of one 
who has drank too much cheap booze and sunbathed unwisely. His clothing reflected his taste in 
alcohol, faded denim jeans with rips on the thighs, a faded and dirty denim jacket, enveloping 
the most unwhite of white shirts. The collar frayed at the points where the shirt had been 
abraded by the coarseness of the denim jacket. The man was a faded blue hue, with an apparent 
lack of desire for hygiene or taste. As he spoke his yellow tombstone teeth reflected a vast 
contradiction to those of his interviewer.  

“Thank you, thank you,” he shouted as he sat on the single red chair that had been provided.  

The host began, “welcome to my show Gerome,” as was now to be expected he made his usual 
emphasis on the ‘my’. “So you are here to tell us about your alien encounter.” To which Gerome 
nodded yes. “Well, in your own words please tell us what happened.” He said opening his arms 
wide and turning his palms towards his guest.  

Gerome shuffled in his seat as if he were uncomfortable, of which he was not. “Well” his 
southern accent dragging the word out to double its original size. “I was on my way home from 
the bar at about eleven o’clock on June the twentieth, last summer. It was a cool clear night, not 
a cloud in the sky. I drove down the back road taking the short-cut to the park.” By ‘park’ he had 
meant Trailer Park. “I reached the curve in the road, about a quarter mile from home, when in 
front of me I saw a bright light. It was shining so very bright, like a search light on a police 
helicopter or something, it was nearly blinding me. At first it seemed to be still, and then it shot 
towards me at great speed, like a rocket fast speed. It got so bright and was coming so quick I 
thought it was going to crash straight into me, so I swerved off the track and landed in a ditch.” 
The audience was now staring at him intently, with that appearance of trying to be enthralled 
about it, yet failing miserably in their quest. “When I landed in the ditch, I hit my head on the 
steering wheel, and this made me feel dazed. My head seemed all fuzzy like and I seemed to be 
going in and out of consciousness. I could hear voices all around the car, they was speaking but I 
didn’t understand them, it was funny cause it sounded American but somehow it wasn’t. It was 
like posh English yet it made no sense to me. I heard the car door opening and I felt a slight 
stabbing pain in my left arm and then I passed out.” He stopped at this point, whether to 
recollect his thoughts or for effect the observer wasn’t too sure. He was now frowning at the 
screen, incredulous to the story so far.  

“So what happened next?” Teremy enquired, pausing to purse his lips as though trying to kiss 
his index finger which hovered in front of them because his thumb was supporting his chin; in 
his most I am really interested and enthralled pose.  

Gerome taking another deep breath for effect continued. “Not to sure as to how long I was out, 
but when I came round I was lying on some kind of operating table. The ceiling above me was 
black, with what looked like tiny stars shining through it. I turned my head to the left and I could 
see people, they was looking at some kind of computer screen with flashing lights. I could hear 
them talking and it was the same voices I heard outside the car before. They was pressing 
buttons and I could see lights flashing. Then! He paused for a second or two, the audience 
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leaned a little closer, and the host leaned closer still. All party to the charade, endeavouring to 
increase the suspense of the account.  

“They must have realised I was watching em, cause they turned all together like, and walked 
towards me. There looked like there was about six of em. They seemed really small, and they 
also looked naked even though I couldn’t see any private parts. Their arms were really long and 
skinny, with long fingers hanging from their fat palmed hands. They had skinny legs too, but 
their bellies were fat. Their heads were like eggs, really big eggs; they looked too big for their 
bodies. And their eyes were saucers, and they were very dark, black even. Suddenly a really 
bright light was shining in my eyes, and I had to turn my head away. I wanted to get up and run 
but my body wouldn’t move I thought I must be tied down, so I looked down at my body but 
nothing was holding it. It was then that I realised that I was naked. I put my head back down, 
then that wouldn’t move either. I was really scared, aint never been that scared in my life! I was 
lying there on my back unable to move and I could hear them all around me, they was talking 
and although I felt I should have been able to understand it I couldn’t. They began touching me, 
my legs, my arms, my body, my head. I could feel them prodding me with some kind of 
instruments but it didn’t hurt. They was talking to each other all the time and like I said it 
sounded American or English but it made no sense to me. A really bright light shone into my 
face and I shut my eyes, every time I opened them the light shone brighter. I could feel some 
device being strapped to my head and then I passed out. When I came around again I was sitting 
in my car with the engine running and I was back on the road. It was daylight. I put my foot on 
the gas and headed home. When I got to the trailer I checked my clock in kitchenette and it said 
seven in the morning. I looked at the watch on my wrist and it said eleven-twenty.” He ceased 
his story at this juncture and looked directly at his host.  

“I should imagine that you are quite affected by the whole episode.” The host said, stating the 
blatantly obvious.  

“I sure am,” he replied, continuing with, “There aint a day that goes by when I don’t think about 
it.”  

“I can imagine,” said Teremy trying to give his most empathetic looking expression, and only 
serving to look as if he had a bad case of wind. “Do you have any scars, from the ordeal? I know 
the mental scars are there, but are there any physical scars?  

Gerome clenched his lips before speaking as if in thought. “I had tiny pin indentations around 
my temples and across my forehead, but they seemed to go within a few minutes of me getting 
home. I was looking in the mirror and one minute I had dots all across my head and then they 
faded away as I watched them.”  

Teremy rubbed his chin in contemplation, “I suppose they must have technology that means 
they can heal wounds quickly?” The observer was still frowning with incredulity, he was feeling 
terribly perplexed by the host’s lack of objectivity.  

Gerome nodded in recognition to the idea of his abductors being so much more advanced than 
humanity. Although Gerome would have probably agreed with chimps being more advanced 
than himself, if the host had said it was so.  

“I believe that you have the watch with you as proof.”  
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Gerome put his hand into the top left-hand-pocket of his jacket and pulled out a face watch, of 
stainless steel. The watch was the cheap kind one buys from those all night stores, quartz in 
movement. He held it out and the host walked over to take it from him.  

“Well ladies and gentlemen, the watch has stopped at eleven-twenty as he said.” he allowed the 
camera to focus on the face of the watch and it indeed showed that time. The audience was now 
looking between each other and muttering, this evidence seemed to have convinced them of the 
validity of his story. The observer shrugged his shoulders in despair.  

“Well Gerome, we would like you stay here for a while as we introduce our next guest who says 
she has had a similar experience to yourself” He looked towards Gerome and there next to him 
was another red chair. “Teremy looked towards the camera, as if staring at the people at home, 
“So please don’t go away, we’ll see you after these few short messages,” the theme tune running 
in as he finished his words. The adverts started their mission to convince the viewing public of 
the benefits of buying the products they were promoting as opposed to the numerous other 
versions of the same rubbish that was on the lines and lines of shelves, in acres upon acres of 
shopping centres the world over.  

He turned away from the monitor and surveyed his environment. His deep blue eyes framed by a 
frown of concentration, the bright red lips folded towards his teeth. There was no black to be 
seen anywhere, he was surrounded by shades of cream and pastels. He thought the decor was 
rather pleasing, not too harsh on the eyes, light and airy; like a well designed living room, with 
comfortable seating, well crafted furniture and soft lines of design. The craft was well built; it 
was homely yet functional, as with all that was of his planet, pure and perfect in its 
craftsmanship. The panels, had no flashing lights on them, and why would they? The keyboards 
and Joysticks were functional and cream, no bright lights anywhere to be seen He rubbed his 
chin, grinding his teeth which served to highlight and define his high cheek bones; he felt a little 
stubble and tried to recall whether he had shaved this morning. He had. Jensen always found 
shaving a chore but had never seriously considered having his whiskers permanently stemmed 
from growing.  
As for being naked, he was nothing of the sort! He had his nice brown trousers on, the finest 
wool, his shirt was pale blue cotton and he was wearing his tanned leather loafers. He thought 
his attire was not too understated and not overly formal. He liked the look.  
Swivelling on his right heel, he turned face-about looking directly at the man sitting in the chair 
centre of the room. The chair was cream, upholstered in a leatherette material, amply wadded 
and stuffed. It resembled an exceptionally comfortable recliner; the type one sees advertised by 
furniture retailers, those chairs that you hadn’t thought your life was lacking in until you have 
seen them. Within a day you are sitting in the middle of a vast warehouse of a shop, trying out 
the chair; reclining, sitting up, reclining, sitting up; never getting that feeling of comfort you 
were promised, and despising yourself for falling, yet again, for the advertisers lure. This chair, 
however, was as exceptionally comfortable as it looked, if not more so.  
The man sitting in exceptional comfort was the Captain of the ship, and he was very relaxed too. 
He liked his chair and his chair seemed to like him, he found sitting there soothed him, relieving 
him of the stresses of his day.  
“Captain?” Jensen queried. “Why are these humans so obsessed with being abducted by aliens?”  
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The Captain, whose real name was Pater, a name he quite liked the sound of, looked up with 
surprise. He’d been engrossed in his comfort and hadn’t noticed Jensen looking at him.  
It took a couple of seconds for his brain to come back from comfy-land, a place it had been very 
happy in and not wanting to return from.  
Before he could answer, Jensen questioned some more. “We don’t abduct people do we? He 
knew it was a silly question so he revised it. “We haven’t, in all the time as a people watching 
humans, ever abducted and probed them have we?”  
The Captain, back in the land of the not as comfortable, laughed. Not an out-loud laugh, but one 
that starts in the stomach, moves out into the muscles and into the flabby tissues around; giving 
a rippling effect of a rain-pebbled pond. “Jensen!” Releasing some of the laugh out into the air 
and relaxing as he did so. “We have never and will never abduct humans. As for probing them, 
what would we have to gain? It may work for the more fetishistic individual, but it would have 
no scientific value to us. We have Druids on their planet who can glean such information. As 
you are very much aware we are not allowed any physical contact with them. Probing and 
abducting, I feel, would most emphatically contravene that directive.” He was still amused by 
the thought and had lengthened his response in the hope of quelling the mirth from within. It 
hadn’t worked.  
Pater was a handsome man, not as handsome as Jensen, yet his confidence and relaxed manner, 
made him more so on occasions. He was six-Feet-tall, weighed thirteen-stones, muscular but 
wiry, his short-cropped fair-hair allowing the full features of his face to shine. His Hazel eyes 
seemed to glisten as he looked at Jensen, the wrinkles around them giving the impression of an 
inward smile.  
He knew Jensen would have more questions, and although he knew those questions were not too 
far off, he decided to recline and revisit comfy-land for a while. He lay back and looked up 
towards the ceiling, which was a very soft wheat colour, just the right colour for a ceiling he 
thought. Closing his eyes, he listened to the low hum of the engines, and the background noise 
of activity onboard. The crew undertaking various duties, chattering and laughing, the whisper 
of footsteps across the soft flooring, doors whooshing open and swooshing shut. Soon all noise 
was white, all activity stillness. He was floating out of his chair, through the escape hatch and 
into the void of space, bobbing on the solar waves, straddling a light beam and vroom he was 
hurtling passed Pluto and out of the solar system, now at infinite speed he was a blur to the 
galaxies he passed, further and further into the deep until he came to an abrupt halt. Below him, 
was a beautiful green and blue planet, spinning happily upon its axis. He dived through its 
stratus sphere swimming deep down into the atmosphere, sucking in the sweet life giving air of 
his home planet. Across vast swathes of properties, spaced acres apart and surrounded by fields 
of crops and livestock, onward towards his home.  
Hovering above the roof of his home, with its solar panels collecting the comfort giving energy 
of the sun  to his family, virtually invisible to the eye with their blackness, he felt content. His 
home, a beautifully crafted, four-bedroom , two tiered, detached, built entirely of natural 
materials, much the same as most on his planet. He flew in through the open window into his 
bedroom, his wife asleep on their bed. Her wild brown hair spread across the head supports, she 
a perfect picture of beauty. She opened her eyelids, the sapphire blue from within, shimmering 
at him. Those full rose red lips, parting to show her pleasure in seeing him. How he loves her so, 
how she loves him so. He moved towards her in readiness to caress her soft sensual body, within 
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a blink he is listening to the engines again, a deep sigh wells deep from within him, yet never 
comes forth. On opening his eyes the ceiling reminds him of his reality. He sat up and the chair 
sat up with him. It too was rather happy with the journey as brief as it was.  
How he missed his wife. How he missed his home planet. He missed all of his planet and its life. 
The planet was much the same as Earth; it could even have been its twin. There are ironic 
contradictions in the universe, and the name of his planet was to us, if we had known about it, 
one such example. She was the same age, virtually the same evolutionary cycle, more or less the 
same pre-historic time line as ours. This wasn’t the irony though, that, lay in the name and the 
societal difference. The planet’s name is: Utopia. That alone would not be ironic, but it is when 
one understands the system of society on Utopia as opposed to Earth and the fact that Utopia 
doesn’t mean what it means here as it does there. Utopia to the Utopians is defined as: Earth, 
soil, land, the same definition as our word for our own planet. The irony is something that lies 
far deeper than that, a fact that Pater and all of his kind were well aware of, and ironically we 
were not.  
Jensen was still loitering in front of him and was filled with glee when he saw him sit up. It was 
his opportunity to continue the conversation. “Captain?” making sure he was back fully with his 
questioning. “Why are we not allowed to make contact with them?”  
“You always call me Captain when it’s queries, you know Pater will suffice. We don’t make 
contact because we have decided it would not be wise to do so. That’s the plain and simple fact 
of the matter, not my choice or anyone’s choice, but the way it has to be. I think you need to 
look again at those monitors and see what we are up against.” Raising from his chair and 
walking towards Jensen; he placed his right hand on his shoulder and steered him around to the 
bank of screens suspended from the ceiling.  
The two men looked up towards the row of ten screens, images from the entire planet flashing 
across them. They looked at the first screen, the furthest left from where they were standing. The 
scrolling of pictures slowed, stopping on a scene unfolding in the Soho district of London. Two 
men who had just staggered out of an eatery, eatery being a loose term, kebabs in hand they 
bump into each other. The one drops his kebab due to the impact and starts shouting profanities 
at the other. Who then throws his kebab at him and misses. Within seconds a fight has broken 
out, each man staggering around the other, swaying left and right; punches flailing, punches 
missing by a summer holiday distance. They stagger closer together trying to find the range, 
drunk one has a brain-wave, not a very good one as it transpires; he raises his right boot in an 
attempt to kick the other in his wedding-tackle, serving only to miss and send himself flying 
backwards and onto the ground with a thundering boom, where he momentarily leaves the wind 
from his lungs hovering above him. Before he can re-evaluate the folly of his decision or gather 
any oxygen to feed the brain to think, his opponent jumps on him without an invite. Instantly he 
is raining down punches on his adversaries head, missing completely, only serving to hit the 
tarmac and leaving chunks of flesh behind, in exchange for pieces of tarmac imbedded in his 
red-raw knuckles. Having eventually found his target, he hits him full on the bridge of his nose, 
the pop sufficiently loud enough to make one of the crowd who had stopped for the 
entertainment, flinch in recognition. The nose, on cue, gushed streams of dark red blood from 
both nostrils. This serves to bring the prostrate receiver back into the world, and engage his 
brain for the task at hand. His head lurches up too look at his assailant, and through tear filled 
eyes, homes into the collar of his shirt. Grabbing it with both hands, he pulls him down towards 
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him, his mouth ever widening to accept the meal of flesh from the others cheek. A scream of 
intense agony sails through the air, the men now in a lovers clench, rolling around on the cold 
ground, each trying not to have to suffer any more pain from his opponent.  
In the distance sirens can be heard, breaking through the night air. Louder and louder, as closer 
and closer they get. A blue light disco reflecting off the buildings as it sped through the streets. 
With a screech of tyres a large white van, covered in police livery, stopped in the road a few feet 
from the men. With a clunk and a roll, the side door opened, exposing the interior of the vehicle, 
a light clicking on to show six uniformed men, not one below six-feet-three tall; each man built 
like a prop-forward in a rugby team. Their voices raised, batons in hand, all six alight from the 
van with synchronized timing. Within seconds they are attacking the men on the floor with their 
batons, three officers to each one; the shear force and brutality of the attack serving to break the 
pair from their intimate hold. Both now curled up in foetal positions, trying in vain to protect 
themselves from the barrage raining down from above. Drunk, one takes a direct hit to the side 
of the temple, creating a huge gaping wound, the red flesh underneath curling out into the open 
air. The pain would have been severe, but luckily, due to the venom and force of the blow it 
rendered him unconscious almost immediately. He was now lying on his side twitching as the 
brain tried to reboot itself. Without care or conscience, the three officers picked up his twitching 
remains and threw him head first into the van; landing him with a bounce and a bump onto the 
cold steel. His opponent was still the recipient of a few more blows, before he too, still 
conscious, was man-handled and leg-and-a-winged onto the cold steal next to him. The deed 
over, all six officers, with the same precision they had alighted the vehicle, were back in, 
making sure to wipe their boots on the two newly acquired van mats that the men had became. 
The door slamming shut to the chorus of a revving engine, rubber burning as the tyres squealed; 
like a boy racer in a stolen car, the van was off into the distance at great speed, its sirens fading 
off into the night sky.  
Jensen turned to look at Pater, the bewilderment apparent for all to see. “Why the hell did they 
have to do that to them? Aren’t they supposed to keep the peace? How can that be seen as 
reasonable force, or whatever else they call it? Surely those men would have been easy to handle 
and arrest! That was a free-for-all!”  
The Captain said nothing, for what was there to say? He simply shrugged his shoulders.  
Jensen still looking perplexed by the whole affair bit his bottom lip in an effort to suppress his 
anger.  
Pater spoke, “I must admit I have seen their policemen act considerably worse than that. We 
have records of them running a young woman over in one of those vans. She was demonstrating 
about poverty in the world.”  
“I know how violent they can be, I have seen a lot of the coverage from other missions. I 
suppose when you’re watching it live like that, it seems even more incredible.” He turned his 
palms upward in an expression of exasperation.  
They both turned back towards the monitors, the first still searching through the hustle-and-
bustle of London. The second was checking the television channels of America. “Show” Pater 
said looking at the image of a Television Evangelist. The Monitor paused on the image for a 
second and started to play the pictures. There on stage, stood a tall American man, he was clad 
in a white suit, deeply tanned, giving the impression he had been on a sun bed recently. His 
white shirt was open at the collar showing a gold crucifix on a chain. He was not an unattractive 
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man, but his hair colour was the kind that can only be found in a bottle, his make-up was too 
much and his teeth had been bleached within an inch of their lives.  
“The Lord God sent his son to Earth to die for our Sins!” he ranted. The congregation like sheep, 
bleated back, “Praise be to the Lord.”  
“The spirit of the Lord lives through me.” His arms out-stretched in what appeared to be an 
attempt to embrace his entire flock; the flock dutifully praising the Lord all over again. “Come 
all yea sinners unto me, sayeth the Lord,” he continued. “Let the spirit of the Lord into your 
hearts. Only through the love of the Lord can your souls be saved from the damnation of hell.” 
The crowd repeated the same line at the end of every sentence. Some women weeping as he 
spoke, others their eyes raised up to the ceiling, all in rapturous ecstasy at his every word.  
His sermon now becoming more and more aggressive, “The sinners will burn in the fires of 
Hell, their souls eaten by the worms of damnation!” He was now in full flow. He talked of the 
sins of lust, the sins of greed, envy, infidelity, the sin of sin, the sin of money. How the only way 
to heaven was through the Lord’s spirit and he was in possession of that himself. Only by 
following his word could they be saved, and by-the-way, only with donating money by dialling 
the number below could you be following him. The crowd taking in everything he said, without 
question or criticism.  
Certain individuals were brought onto the stage and the congregation praised the Lord for the 
blessings they were about to receive. He walked over to a young woman in her early twenties, 
seized her by the shoulders and proceeded to shake her violently. “Cleanse this woman oh Lord, 
let your spirit into her heart and clean her of her sins!” The woman’s head rocked back and forth 
through the force, her jowls rippling and her eyes flitting as if she were in spasmodic shock. He 
shook her once more and then released. She swooned for a second and dropped to the floor in a 
feigned faint. The flock praised the Lord all over again and the woman appeared to have a 
seizure, twitching and writhing on the carpeted stage. Two burly men picked her up and walked 
her back to her seat, where she sat with tears in her eyes praising the Lord and the Evangelist for 
the miracle she purported to have received. Others around her touching her as if trying to absorb 
whatever it was they thought she had been given.  
Back on the stage, the Evangelist was releasing more stress through violent activity, a man in his 
fifties was taking a real good shaking. “Exorcise the demons from this man oh Lord, allow your 
spirit into his wicked heart. You, who are Lord of mercy and wrath, bring this man into your 
glory!” A couple more good shakes and this man too was writhing on the floor in what appeared 
agonised throws. The burly men carted him back to his seat, where he began to cry 
uncontrollably. Sobbing like a child who had lost all meaning as to why he had began crying in 
the first place, the congregation praising the Lord whilst touching him.  
Pater spoke, “We’ve been watching this fellow for a while now, he is very popular on American 
Television. He is also very wealthy; lives in Beverly Hills, in a vast complex. There’s a 
considerable amount of security, for a man that is protected by his Lord. See the pretty woman 
in the corner over there, blonde lady, blue eyes, wearing the pink dress? She’s his bit on the side. 
Naughty woman she can be too, the escapades those two get up to could make your eyes water. 
His wife is the lady stage centre, close to the pulpit. The one who has had far too much plastic 
surgery, her nose was twice that size when they were married. It’s funny how they think that 
look is attractive, she looks like she’s been in a wind tunnel for a week. How can anyone believe 
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that skin that taught and shiny would make them attractive? For an individual who professes to 
the humility of Jesus, she sure is vain.”  

“They are a very strange species. Why would anybody believe the tripe that spews from his 
mouth? The vanity I find the most bewildering. For a species so obsessed by beauty there are a 
lot of ugly humans. The ugliest ones seem to be those that have had plastic surgery; plastic 
seems to be the right term for how they look!” Jensen smiled to himself at this remark.  

Back on the screen, the Evangelist was continuing his shaking the hell out of people act, to the 
gormless, brain-dead, desperate, deluded and completely wretched of American society. All with 
a wanton desire to be accepted by society and liberated from their mundane meaningless lives. 
Like circus performers dancing to the ringleaders tune, they played the act to prompt, 
performing to the mindless audience through the cameras, each creating yet another victim of 
isolation; all just the victims of this Evangelical circus master’s charade.  

“He only has a few months left.” Pater said with a happy air. “We know that the FBI is looking 
into his affairs. A considerable amount of money has gone missing, and there is also the fact he 
slept with one of the young girls from his choir. Problem is once he’s off the scene there will be 
another one to replace him! It’s all cyclical. There never seems to be any realization of the 
facts.”  

“I just don’t see how with the amount of information that they have they could still believe in 
the concept of a god. They have the main Christian church on their planet accepting that a lot of 
the original scriptures were removed and others added. That same church holds on to massive 
reserves of wealth, whilst its followers are starving to death, an organisation which has been 
infested by sexual deviants and liars. Yet, even with all this information they still read the book 
as if it were somehow true! They have some great scientists, who have shown so much about 
their planets history and still they follow an insane belief systems that appear to oppress not only 
their lives and their humanity but also their intelligence.” His face was tight with frustration, he 
needed to think.  

Pater looked at him, “I need to take a few minutes to eat and drink. I think we can both use a 
break. Let’s go and have a brain break and relax, my friend.”  

Together they walked towards the bridge doors, which opened immediately and they strolled out 
into the main body of the ship.  
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Chapter 2 

 

(Wouldn’t the world be a great place if you really could believe them? Is it the nature of politics 

and politicians that makes them so devious? If we could know for sure their intentions would we 

allow them to exist on the planet at all?) 

 

“Whatever it takes we will protect the markets,” stated the American President addressing the 
Television audience. One could say he was addressing the American people, but that would not 
have been the truth; for he had no regard for the American people. Why should he? They were 
not the ones who were going to provide for his old age, or at least that’s how he saw it. His 
friends in the Banking industry and the oil markets, were the ones who were going to give him a 
good retirement; that had been their promise when they had arranged for his tenure in the White 
house. Like the good boy he was he had endeavoured to fulfil their wishes by passing the needed 
legislation, for them to make the maximum profits they had required. Why they felt they needed 
to make such gross profits, one can never be too sure, for they all had more money than it was 
possible to spend. The cameras flashed their bulbs at him, the microphones picking up his every 
word. The fact that the words he spoke were shallow and hollow without any real meaning was 
not the important part, only that he looked serious and concerned enough to deceive anyone into 
thinking other than he knew what he was talking about; which he did not.  

Over the Atlantic Ocean, thousands of miles from the president, sitting in number Ten Downing 
Street, the Prime Minister of the tiny island called Great Britain, although the majority of the 
world just called it the UK, short for United Kingdom, was sitting in session with the rest of his 
cabinet. The American President was not aware of the fact, that UK was short for United 
Kingdom because none of his advisors had told him so. He was aware that they were in a 
meeting because he had told them to have it. It wasn’t his decision for them to have the meeting, 
because he understood nothing of the goings-on of government or economics, but he had been 
told to tell them to meet by those who really ran his country. He wasn’t too sure what his 
advisors qualifications were or what the meeting was to be about, the agenda had been set by 
them and that was sufficient for him. He had other things on his mind. He was concerned about 
his golf handicap and how best to improve it, even though it had been getting worse over the 
years. That was the problem with being the President; you didn’t get enough time on the golf 
course. There was too much of this flying around the world talking to men in uniform, talking to 
men in suits, talking to other leaders of countries he had little understanding of and less 
understanding of where they actually were. All he was sure of was his job. To wave when he got 
on the big plane, wave when he got off, look serious but friendly when he was introduced to 
people whose names he could never pronounce, shake them firmly by the hand and pat them on 
the back. Everything else would be dealt with by his advisers and the entourage of big wig 
businessmen that were never too far from him.  

In Downing Street the Prime Minister, was well aware of what the meeting was about and was 
wishing he hadn’t got rid of the other fellow as soon as he had. In his mind he was ruing his lack 
of forethought. He should have known this lot was going to hit the fan; it was as inevitable as 
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birth and death. He hadn’t expected it for a few more years yet and thought he could have 
winged it through to another election, allowing him the opportunity of sorting out his own 
wealth ladened retirement, as his predecessor had. He wished he was as bright as the US 
President, as in completely stupid, but sadly he wasn’t an unintelligent man. He was an amoral 
man, that was evident by the fact they were in this mess in the first place. He was a well 
educated man, not educated in how to run a country, or even economics for that matter, but that 
didn’t mean anything in a democracy. The only important attributes were to be able to sound 
convincing and not flinch when caught in a lie. He was very pleased with his abilities in those 
respects. There was something that nagged at the back of his mind, which every now-and-again 
came to the fore, yet he had learned to control it when it came; to the extent that he couldn’t 
remember what the nagging was about only that it made him feel bad about himself whenever it 
came.  

“We have to get a grip on the situation; the banks want us to prop them up. He said looking 
around the table at his colleagues. Colleagues, he thought, there isn’t one of them that wouldn’t 
stab him straight between the shoulder blades at the first opportunity.  

“The markets are in turmoil, debt is everywhere, the banks are refusing to lend to each other. If 
we don’t do something soon we’ll all be out of a job!” He was thinking of his own position 
when he said this, hoping that it sounded inclusive. In reality he didn’t give a flying-fart whether 
their jobs went to hell or not. It was only if they lost their seats in Parliament, because of that 
stupid concept of needing a majority to govern, it would mean  that he would be out of a job and 
he wouldn’t have this nice house to live in. The benefits weren’t too bad either: high salary, 
chauffeur driven limousine, body guards, another house in the country, free flights, servants and 
at the end a tidy pension to live on. The pension wasn’t enough for the kind of lifestyle he had 
imagined for himself and that was why he knew he had to keep the very rich people happy. It 
would have all been so much easier if that slime, smarmy leader of the opposition wasn’t so 
liked by the ignoramuses who were allowed the vote. He knew he should have done something 
about that a while back, but events had taken over him and the timing hadn’t been right.  

“They say they need half-a-trillion to keep them all afloat.” I think we’ll change that when we 
talk to the press, it seems too large like that, he thought. I know five-hundred-billion sounds 
better. “So?” he questioned awaiting a response. His chancellor looked at him nonplussed. He 
had been happy playing with his pencil wandering if he really should bleach his eyebrows to 
match his hair. “Well?” He continued.  

The chancellor was ready at this point. “I agree.” was his reply.  

“You agree? He quizzed  

“Yep. Whole-heartedly.”  

Why had he given him the job? That was the best he could come up with. “You agree with 
what?” he demanded.  

“With all of it.” he knew he was drowning now, and wondered why he hadn’t been listening. 
Then he remembered it was that eyebrow thing. He hadn’t taken much notice of it until that 
gorgeous adviser had suggested it may make him look more electable and intelligent. He had 
thought it looked dignified, but that was because his last secretary had said so, and now he was 
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feeling she had other reasons for saying it. He was sure it was to make him look foolish. He 
needed to get out of this hole; he could feel all the cabinet watching him. Bail out came to mind. 
“If they need to be bailed-out then that’s what we will have to do.” He said with the best 
authoritative voice he had.  

“So we give them all this money and say what to the electorate?” He needed more help than 
stating the obvious.  

“We will have to have provisos. What do they want us to say they are?” He was back into his 
flow now.  

“Not too sure yet what they want them to be. They just want us to do the Okaying today and 
they will fill in the blanks later.” He felt a little in the dark himself now. They had told him 
through the president to arrange the meeting; he hadn’t thought too much passed that point 
himself. Now old black eyebrows was making him feel uncomfortable he needed a question to 
get him back in control. “Can we afford to offset that amount?” He liked it, back in your court, 
dodgy eyebrows.  

“What does the Bank of England say?” a lovely lob over the net.  

“I haven’t got the figures here in front of me, I expected you to bring them with you.” forehand 
smash and game.  

Shouldn’t have put so much height on the lob he thought. “I will get all the details and get back 
to you on that. I feel no matter how the situation is we will have to deliver at any cost.” He had a 
future pension to think of, banks always paid well for non-executive numpties like himself. He 
had seen the last Prime Minister’s port-folio of non-executives and he wasn’t missing out on that 
for anything.  

“We all agree this package has to be approved.” said the PM. Everyone around the table nodded 
in accordance and the meeting was wound up. “I’ll get in touch with the US President and we’ll 
talk the details later in the week.”  

They all walked out of the meeting in twos, each duo held back sufficiently long enough for the 
television cameras and photographers to get the necessary shots for the evening news and 
tomorrow’s papers. The prime minister sat there for a while on his own; that nagging feeling had 
broken out of its dungeon, and was running to the front of his brain. It seemed to have grown 
very large and he wondered who was feeding it. He was certain that he had given strict orders it 
was not to be fed or watered. It must have been exercising too for it was stronger than it had ever 
been before. His emotional state was at its lowest ebb, which for some reason of which he 
wasn’t too sure, made him wonder, whether there was a god. This gave him a sickly feeling of 
remorse, an emotion he had long since rid himself of, or at least he thought he had. If there were 
a god would he be angry with him for what he had done? Would that mean he wouldn’t be able 
to live in heaven with all the good people? A light shone bright in his mind, his mood warming 
to its glow, no matter he thought, I can ask for forgiveness when the end is near and he will have 
to let me in. That was the deal; he was sure that that was the deal. The other prime minister had 
told him so before he had left for his new life. The nagging returned again. He was a 
pathological liar though; his word could not be trusted! He felt he was falling, falling fast down 
a dark and damp shaft, it was getting warmer and warmer, he could feel the sweat increasing in 
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every pore of his body. History! Eureka! He would be remembered well in history, he could 
control the writing of that, just like the mad lady who had started the return to this system, had 
done. He would look good in history and as for that god issue it would have to be something he 
could manage when he had all of his money and plenty of time to do good things and pay for his 
sins then.  

Meanwhile back in the US of A the American president was having no such dilemmas. He was 
by this time, tucked up tightly in his bed, dreaming of flying bombers over some distant land. 
The land wasn’t very distant, for he never liked to be too far from home, he only knew that there 
was a lot of yellow people running around and screaming and that he was a hero. From outside 
his bedroom door his security guards could hear that he was asleep because he was making his 
aeroplane noises again.  
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Chapter 3 

 

(The world would be much less complicated if the instructions hadn’t been lost directly after 

delivery). 

Jensen was sitting in an ante room, beverage in hand, hugging the warm tea as if he were cold; 
he was not in the slightest. He lifted the mug towards his mouth and blew the steam off, it 
gusted across the darkened room, misting as it flew through the rays from the spotlights. The 
seat was comforting to sit in, a recliner similar to the captains, only this one was a racing green 
colour. He tilted his head back, firstly resting his mug on a table attached to the chair. He had 
needed the break earlier, he had to remember to stay objective, and not a simple feat when one 
has been as loved and cherished as he had. To not assist and aid, was an anathema to him. He 
understood that nature is best left to find it own way to resolve conflicts, and to develop the best 
species for survival. He had been on many projects to aid the animal life of his own planet. 
There were swathes of land that had been left fallow to allow species to share the planet with 
him and his kind. The jungles were  almost as wild as they had been prior to Utopians evolving, 
the indigenous peoples were left to live their way of life; they were the wisest as to the best for 
the environment they lived in, it therefore made sense to let them manage it. The diversity of his 
species was as it had always been. This didn’t make for a divided world, quite the opposite was 
true. Utopians had long ago realised that it was the diversity of their kind that was of greater 
benefit to the entire planet’s existence. Across its vast lands the whole population numbered 
slightly less than four billion. There was no hunger, no homelessness, no person was left behind 
and no one was forced to the fore. All understood that the balance of their home was necessary 
for all their futures. It was not uncommon for people to swap lifestyles and go to live on the 
plains, or the forests, or the cities, or the frozen wastes. Everyone was a Utopian; therefore, all 
were afforded the opportunity to choose their destiny. Freedom such as this has a great burden 
placed upon it. As all have choice and all will make demands, the primary objective was that no 
choice was permitted to negatively affect any other individual. In the early years, thousands 
back, there had been a need for guidance, for men and women to show the way things were to 
be. That had long since ceased to be the case. There was no need for governments for Utopians 
understand their own needs greater than anyone alone could do.  

To a human observer the Utopians would have appeared to have had a psychic affinity. Some 
form of mysticism that made them all think as one. No such ability existed, not even in the 
insect does such a phenomena occur. They are guided by chemical stimuli, the colony driven by 
these commands work as a unit. With Utopians the stimulus was not chemically imposed, 
although chemistry was the workings of their brains and bodies, in exactly the same way as 
humans. Their stimuli were far greater than chemical induction; it was philosophical, logical 
with a humanitarian override that drove them forward.  

Jensen was pondering this fact when the door behind him whooshed open. In walked an 
attractive brunette. She had stunning dark brown eyes, the tight blue dress she was wearing 
hugged every curve of her shapely body,  her long shapely legs moved her smoothly into the 
room, with hips swinging as she came. She possessed a magical beauty in her face, high cheek 
bones and a full straight nose. The rose red lips parted with invite as she spoke, “Jensen I have 
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been asked whether I could help you with your research. If you would like I would be more than 
pleased to do so.” The husky voice distracted his response for a time.  

“Jackson I would be... I would greatly appreciate your assistance.” He had tried not to do that 
but it was too late.  

She smiled at him and came closer. She too found him attractive and was pleased he felt the 
same. “Seat,” She stated. From the floor, to the right of Jensen, a chair raised up. She sat in it, 
crossing her right leg over her left, showing the definition in her muscular calves.  

“Would you like a tea?” he asked.  

She smiled, “no thanks I had one only a few minutes ago. “Have you started yet?” she enquired.  

“Not as yet. Not too sure where I want to start. I must be frank, I’m a little bemused and I drifted 
into a day dream of home. I was enjoying the quiet.” He smiled feeling sheepish for not being 
more diligent to the task.  

“No problems we’ll get to work on it when you’re ready, not much of a rush really I’ve been 
through a lot of this before so we can omit some.” she smiled with the confidence of one who 
knew their subject.  

“Where to start is the question, I suppose.” shrugging his shoulders.  

“Are you up to speed with the pre-historic details of the two planets?” she asked.  

“I’ve been through most of the periods up to and including the Jurassic period. That’s seems to 
be the time the humans like the best. It must be their belief in the supernatural; I think they see 
the Dinosaurs as some form of dragons. May be we should start from there if you agree?”  

“I don’t see why not,” she said smiling at him with contentment, “History recall, Jurassic 
period.” She commanded sitting back in her seat as two spheres appeared above their heads. The 
sphere to her left had the title Planet Earth ticker-taping around its equator the other had Utopia. 

A narrative began. “Planet Earth Jurassic period from two-hundred and ten million years 
through to One-hundred and forty million years, at best estimates from the information 
available. This was the time of the great beasts of the land; life was in many forms by now, 
inclusive of: Mammals, birds, amphibians, reptiles and dinosaurs. The narrative continued 
through the list of types and classes of species that were known to be around at the period.  

“I must admit the demise of the dinosaurs always seemed to me to be inevitable. I’m not too 
sure whether the explanation given by the humans for their extinction is entirely valid. I know 
on home they died out to due the changing of the sun and environment that follows that. These 
giants were too limited in there adaptability to survive a great flux in environmental anomalies. 
They were too dependent on a consistency that just does not exist in the universe.” Jackson 
nodded in agreement with his point.  

The narrative had continued through to the cretaceous period and the time of the final phases of 
dinosaur existence. “I have been through all this numerous times Jensen and I see little 
difference from our own planet. I personally feel whatever came must have been much later in 
the Earth’s life cycle.” She looked at him and thought how handsome he was. Jensen was still 
thinking there was something he was missing, he wasn’t sure what it was or where it was, but he 
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knew she was right. Following that line of thinking they were never going to find the answers 
they were looking for. But where should they start to look for the answers?  

He looked up at the spheres and wondered at their beauty; which made him wonder why the 
humans couldn’t see the gift that they were living on. Sadness filled his heart; he wanted so 
much to find the answers needed to allow contact with those fools below him. He looked up 
again and directed the narration to cease. It duly did and the images faded off leaving him to 
stare into the darkness for a while.  

He turned towards Jackson, she had been in thought herself and as if connected they both said. 
“Shall we leave this and see what the Druids have to tell us?” They both laughed together and 
rose from their chairs. Walking towards the door Jensen’s hand touched hers, she looked at him. 
At that moment they knew they were to be with each other, only now wasn’t the time to go into 
it. They understood the need for patience to allow the passion to grow, and both felt that they 
would be good for each other.  

On leaving the ante room they took the main corridor through the heart of the ship, passing 
many of their comrades who were undertaking various tasks, or were just enjoying each others 
company. Utopians, if they had any flaws, were loathe to being lonely, it seemed a terrible 
punishment to them. They could not understand that human need for isolation; to them it seemed 
to be an abnormality of mind to wish to be so. There were no such people as hermits or recluses, 
people were widowed or orphaned, that was a fact of life, but there was always support, be it 
familial or societal. They saw themselves as social beings and there evolutionary processes had 
showed that to be so. Much as humanities evolutionary line had showed that we were social 
collectives, the same was for them too. Their heritage had been hunter gathers, as was ours; 
therefore logically we could not be designed to be isolated. Bipeds have a disadvantage in being 
alone when hunting, especially in pre-historic times. Having only two legs naturally makes us 
much slower than the predators that want us for lunch. As we have lost our ability to be adept 
climbers and we are slow runners comparatively, we are easy food. To a degree we are the 
opposite of our own concept of Fast Food, we are slow food.  

This may have been one of the primary reasons for us staying in groups; there is obviously an 
innate need to seek out others. To Utopians our system of life in general made no sense, but the 
amount of us that were lonely was too much for them to comprehend. This was a sadness of 
humanity to them, a reason they were trying to resolve within their thinking. As for the amount 
of hatred we showed towards each other, this was beyond any understanding. They had fights 
and arguments, tears and break-ups, but a desire to want to kill or maim another individual was 
as ridiculous as our reliance on the supernatural.  

Jackson and Jensen reached their destination. Above them were the words: Please Remember 
Decontamination Must Be the Priority When Entering and Leaving This Facility. The door 
opened and they stepped into a small chamber of one-hundred-and-fifty cubic feet. The door 
behind them closed and a fine mist circulated through the chamber. Once the mist had cleared, 
the door in front whooshed open; they were looking at a room about the size of a football field in 
length and width; it’s height around fifteen feet. A tall black gentleman, his head shaven making 
it shine under the lights, came towards them, he was immense in his girth, not through fat, but 
muscle mass; he was a jovial chap, who always seemed pleased at seeing everyone.  
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“How nice to have the pleasure of your company,” he said this as if he were alone for long 
periods, this was not so, there were another four individuals in the room at the time, and always 
were. “What can I be doing for you two today?” His smile was infectious. They both smiled 
back without realising they were. “Whatever you want I am more than pleased to provide, just 
ask and it will be yours.” He faked a bow of deference.  

“To tell you the truth we are not too sure what we are looking for, so we thought we’d have a 
look at whatever new data the Druids may have brought up with them.” Jensen said still smiling 
and unable to stop. The man’s happiness was infectious; he felt that his cheeks would fall off if 
he couldn’t return his face to straight. “What new information, if any, have they come up with 
Barret?”  

Still smiling, he held his chin in thought, “Basil has just returned for a reboot and service. 
Basil’s one of our nomadic Druids, I haven’t downloaded him yet, but he’s the latest arrival 
back so whatever’s in there will be the most recent we have.” He pointed in the direction of a 
fat, hairy man, who looked as if he hadn’t washed in months, his hair was long and dishevelled, 
and his beard was full of what appeared to be bits of food. His clothes were ripped and torn with 
a faint yet pungent smell of urine and biscuits. A more wretched looking individual it would 
have been hard to find. “I like our Basil he really looks the part, one of our favourites he is. Isn’t 
he all?” turning around to look at his colleagues who were working on various humanoid forms. 
They all nodded without looking around, carrying on with their allotted duties. “Come over and 
meet him, I like the drunkard program I installed in him, its so convincing to the humans. He 
can talk completely lucidly at first and then go into the most nonsensical drunken drawl. He’s a 
work of art.” His smile seemed to grow even wider, if that was at all possible. “Sit in the chair 
Basil please.” The druid came back to life, turned and sat at the chair behind him. “Right my boy 
lets see what’s been happening to you for the last few months. I’m going to connect you up now 
and see how my little friend has been.” He pulled a cable from the back of the chair, taking the 
end with a five pronged circular plug on it; he pulled back Basil’s hair above the nape of his 
neck to reveal a small aperture and pushed the plug into it. “We’ll give it a few moments to start 
the boot sequence and we should start to get some images over here.” He said pointing to a 
screen sat on the table next to Basil.  

The screen kicked into action and started to scroll lines and lines of binary code across it. “It’s 
just testing that there aren’t any glitches in the system. We know their technology can’t read 
what’s in there, but you can never be sure that he hasn’t been infected by something that we’re 
not aware of.” He smiled at them as if it were a joke. He was well aware that humanity could not 
have downloaded anything from his druid, but he was always efficient in his work. He was 
proud of his abilities and took no risks with the delicacy of his task. An infection in the ships 
systems would have been a catastrophe and as they were still not too sure as to what they were 
up against, prudence was the only course open to them.  

“Here we go.” he said as video type images began to appear upon the screen. “Let’s get the 
contrast right, I think he’s had a few too many beatings down there.” He reached across to the 
monitor, where below it was a keyboard, typing speedily the picture began to clear and the 
images were real time again. “This is the problem with using the nomadic they can take a bit of 
a bashing. He tries to keep away from as much violence as possible, but it’s the nature of his 
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mission I’m sorry to say.” For the first time his smile had faded and a frown was there in its 
place.  

“Oh well, onwards and upwards, as they say on Earth. Still not too sure what it means but I do 
like the sound of it.” On the monitor Basil was looking at his surroundings. He was sitting in a 
deserted building, a factory of some kind. There were three other individuals with him; all were 
in a state of inebriation. One drunk ranted about the state of things, that he had worked in the 
place before it was shut down and the jobs moved to India; bloody India, was how he put it. 
Basil mumbled something back in a slur, and although it sounded of nothing definable, the first 
drunk replied. “Too bloody right you are there mate, this country’s gone to the dogs!” The 
second returned from where ever his brain had been visiting to put his own opinion across, but 
not one of his comrades seemed to understand. This did not deter him in the slightest and he 
continued his unintelligible discourse. Evidently he knew what he was talking about and that 
was sufficient for him. In conclusion to his solo performance he laughed out hysterically, 
slapping his thigh and winking at them for good measure.  

“The thing is we gave them our bloody lives and they didn’t give a damn. It’s all about the 
profits; no one cares about the people. Now look at me! I’m a bum! I was a foreman here, we 
employed over five thousand people; making top quality components for the motor industry. 
Now all the cars here are bloody Japs, nobody wanted the American cars once the components 
were made in India.” He paused to take a drink from his bottle of cheap whiskey, offering it over 
to Basil. Who took the bottle from Drunk One and imbibed the liquid. Barret broke in, “I had to 
give him a storage unit in the chest cavity for that. Later on you’ll see how he goes the toilet, it 
works perfectly.” The third drunk had not said a word or shown any recognition of his drinking 
partners. He appeared to be in a daze, barely conscious, lying flat on his back, his breathing 
virtually imperceptible. Drunk Two broke into the conversation again; uttered complete 
nonsense, slapped his thigh, winked and finished with his hysterical laugh.  

“Can we pick up what he’s saying?” asked Jensen.  

“There isn’t actually anything to pick up really,” replied Barret. “It’s not uncommon for them to 
be that drunk and mentally deranged that they speak complete and utter gibberish.”  

“Could you give it a try anyway?”  

“Ok, let’s take it back a bit, I’ll slow the whole sequence down, get the translator to go for pitch 
and vowel recognition and we’ll see.” Barret wasn’t convinced there was anything to hear. 
“Here we go.”  

Drunk Two spoke again, “Eddy’s a gonner my friends.”  

“Who is Eddy?” Jackson enquired.  

“I think he’s the one lying on his back,” answered Barret. “We’ll skip forward a bit and see.”  

He moved the images forward by ten minutes, Basil had risen from the floor where he was 
sitting and walked over to Drunk Three. The man was dead, vomit trickled from the side of his 
mouth, the lips a pale blue with a yellow scar of bile across them.  

The two drunks had joined Basil at the body; they were rifling through his pockets, and arguing 
over which of his clothes they were to have. Drunk Two gave out a shriek of terror and pulled 
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his hand back with a start. There pierced through his right index finger was a syringe with a deep 
brown liquid in the clear tube. His face was one of profound terror, his mouth agape, shaking the 
hand as if to remove it from his body. Drunk One recoiled, staring with horror at his wounded 
compatriot, yet at the back of his eyes the first signs of pity were coming to life.  

Jensen turned towards Jackson and then both looked at Barret, they all understood the 
implications of the syringe, all felt the shame of the impotent, all were aware of the conclusion 
to that poor man’s life.  

“Two dead for sure now,” Barret stated. “The misery of it all, at least the dead one doesn’t have 
the anguish of him with the syringe.”  

“It’s not to say that he has it.” Jackson beseeched. “He didn’t die of it, or at least we don’t know 
that’s what he died of!”  

“You are right,” Jensen said, knowing that wasn’t what mattered now.  

Barret interjected, “It doesn’t matter what he died of, that fellow thinks he had it and he will 
now be on a mission of his own. He will drink himself into oblivion within a couple of weeks at 
best, months at worst. If he lives more than six months I will be very much surprised. If he has 
got it, with the right treatment, he could live for another twenty years with the technology they 
have now. Look at him! This man hasn’t been helped for his poverty. Do you think they will 
help him with that disease? If he’s lucky he will die soon; if humanity is lucky he will die soon. 
For if he carries on who knows who he will pass that onto before he goes; another gift from the 
inhumane to the inhumane!”  

“Do you need a break Jensen?” Jackson said looking at him with concern. 

“No, we need to get on. We have so much to learn and we seem to be unlearning everyday.” It 
had hit him hard but he knew they must continue.  

Barret tried to rekindle his smile but it wasn’t coming out to play yet. “I think we’ll skip this part 
and see where our Basil is off to. He is programmed not to stay in the same place for more than 
a few days.” I’ll skip it through a bit. The screen started to whiz the pictures passed at a blurring 
rate. Barret stopped it for a second. “Wait I wanted to show you this. Watch this it’s how he gets 
rid of the alcohol.” His smile was firmly back. Basil was standing inside a burnt-out shell of a 
derelict home. He removed his outer top garments, put his hand under his left armpit and pulled 
a long clear tube free. Half way down the tube was a filter, the fluid rushed down the tube 
through the filter and basil pointed the open end away from him. The liquid was a dark yellow 
colour yet as it came out of the nozzle it looked clear, as clear as spring water. “The filters are 
stored on the right side of the chest cavity. You’ll be shocked at the stuff these people put into 
their system. I mean I like a good beer, but the chemicals they drink could strip lacquer off a 
spaceship.”  

“I know this may be a stupid question, but why didn’t you extend that pipe to come out where 
his genitals should be?” Jensen felt this was a valid question but didn’t want to offend Barret. 

  Regardless Barret was upset by his query. “It can come through his flies, and does if there is 
anyone around, it just make it more difficult to remove the filter that way. Besides when he takes 
it from under his armpit he can write better names in the snow. My name would be all over that 
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planet if the snow didn’t melt.” It wasn’t exactly true. Basil was located in America only and 
had covered a very small portion of it, primarily in the Mid-west. At present he was in Detroit a 
city ravaged by the last twenty years or so of the ‘new economic model’.  

 

 Barret scrolled forward to the following day. Basil was alone walking the streets, the biting cold 
rain sodden streets, everywhere was desolation and despair, lifeless yet with an ominous feel of 
something wicked prevailing in the shadows around. He walked onto a thoroughfare of shops, 
all wrought ironed in defense of the invisible marauders yet to stir in such a hellish hole, all 
waiting the final throws and gasps of daytime. He walked along the shop fronts and stopped at a 
pet store. Looking through the window he could see; as they could see: rabbits, kittens, puppies, 
rats, mice, and other such pets, crammed into tiny cages, with barely the room to walk or hop 
about in. As his processor was taking in this information and while his vision turned to Infer-red 
so as to look deeper into the dark recesses of the shop, a voice from behind him spoke.  
 “Hello what we got here? I see you’re looking at the pets in the window, bet you’d love to get 
one of those rabbits to make a stew. You’d eat the rats too wouldn’t you? You vagrants make me 
sick to my stomach, you’re a scar on this city you are! Basil didn’t turn to look at the man; he 
could see his reflection in the glass. The man he was looking at was obese, uniformed in some 
private security firm colours, the badge on his chest attesting to his name and the company he 
was employed by. His name although of little importance or may be very important was: Roger 
Pratt.  
 To see a security guard in an area of such deprivation you would think was a meaningless 
encounter, but even here in the squalor and desperation of poverty people still thought there was 
something worth protecting. Although, this gentleman was probably not the kind of protection 
that had been envisaged when they had paid for it.  

  He had by now taken out his Nightstick and was swinging it by his right-hand-side. His hand 
clenched tight around it, his knuckles whitening as his grip locked. Basil was well aware of the 
man’s intentions but he knew that he was no great threat. The guard raised the stick above his 
head in one swift movement and brought his full force down to bear on Basil’s crown. A loud 
bong sound resonated through the air and also up the guards Nightstick, the vibration shuddering 
his bones and muscles simultaneously. He was in shock, he could have sworn if he had not 
known better, that he had just clattered an RSJ, the vibration had now reached his head which 
was humming with the oscillation. His brain beginning to misfire in the confusion of the 
violence that, it had not expected to feel itself. Whilst his whole being was in apoplectic shock, 
basil had turned with lightening speed and was around the corner before the Security guard had 
regained his focus.    
 If it had been possible for them to observe the Guard at this point they would have heard him 
mumbling to himself as to the oddity of hobos and tramps and as to how they weren’t human. 
Whilst swinging his stick in the hope of retrieving some feeling to his arm. Still confused as to 
how a tramp could move so fast and wondering whether there had been a tramp at all, then 
completely questioning his own sanity and trying to recall why it was he had decided to belt the 
wall so violently with his stick in the first place. 
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 Once Basil felt it was safe to slow, he did so, converting back to his meandering creep with his 
back hunched over. He walked another few blocks and seemed to enter a war zone, there were 
burnt out buildings, almost ready to give up the fight and collapse into the street, where their 
burned out counterparts, the cars, were in smug defiance sitting on their bricks deified by their 
tarmac halos. Basil scanned the area; to the casual observer there would have seemed to be no 
life, but Basil was programmed to know better. In the cellars of these shells for buildings there 
was life, life of many kinds from vermin to man, all living in perfect discord with each other. He 
walked on, it was too early in the day to go indoors, plus, unlike his human comrades he had 
nothing to fear from the streets, the wind was biting and the rain soaked through to the very 
core, but he felt none of this. He sensed and computed it all, but he did not suffer because of that 
sense. 
   They were staring at the monitor as Basil’s processors relayed the images, all three had seen 
similar deprivation before, yet still it stirred in them a feeling of utter loss. Jensen looked at his 
female colleague; he could see the hurt projecting out from her eyes, their colour seeming to dull 
as her pain for these people coursed through her veins. He spoke more out of a need to make 
himself feel better, “If you want Louise we can leave it for a while, not too sure where he’s off 
to and this may get a little worse yet.”  At his voice her eyes regained some of their sparkle and 
smiling towards him she said, “No I’m fine was just drifting there for a moment thinking of 
home I think. Whatever comes next has already occurred there is nothing we can do about it 
even if we were allowed to. Sometimes it seems like such a waste to me. I know I shouldn’t see 
them as us but it’s so hard not to when they look the same, if a little unattractive in the main.” 
  Basil had walked a little farther by now and was standing close to what appeared to be an 
abandoned warehouse. The noise coming from inside contradicted that first impression. People 
could be heard laughing and joking inside, there were screams of excitement followed by 
whoops of encouragement. The entrance to the building gave the effect of being barred, yet 
Basil walked towards it, the double doors had a corrugated steel sheeting nailed to the door 
frame, he pulled at one side of the sheeting and it peeled back revealing an open door behind, on 
stepping through, the sheeting bounced back into its original position with a deafening clang. He 
was standing in a large foyer which at sometime previous would have looked rather grand and 
imposing. The high vaulted ceiling showing the remnants of a glass roof, wired in aluminium 
with one or two small panes of glass still fixed to their mountings. The noise was coming from 
directly in front of him at the top of a large curved stairway. On mounting the stairs, something 
stirred in the dark shadows to his right; he turned and looked seeing a large rat dart across what 
was left of the mosaic floor.  He continued his ascent and within moments was walking down a 
small corridor, a single door in front of him was slightly ajar and he peered through the gap. On 
the other side of the door the room expanded wide and long, the vast expanse interrupted by 
steel stanchions symmetrically aligned at even intervals throughout.  
  As he opened the door and walked in, he could see in front of him a throng of people with their 
backs towards him, no one seemed to have noticed his presence and he continued towards them. 
The howls and hoots were getting louder and now there were claps and the stamping of feet. In 
the midst of this crowd there were two men, tied at the left wrist to each other. In their right 
hands they were both holding long knives of about six inches. Each man pulling at the other then 
lunging towards his opponent’s torso, each skillfully avoiding the honed blade with almost 
imperceptible movements. Their stomachs receding, as it appeared, into their backs, as the 
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blades flashed passed. In the crowd men were passing money to an individual who was holding 
a bundle that looked like it exceeded more than a thousand dollars. Around and around the men 
went each parrying and lunging with consummate agility. The watchers, in a frenzied blood-lust; 
pulling out Dollar bills and requesting of the money ladened individual, for more odds on one of 
the fighters, or the other. With a cry of excruciating pain one of the men fell to the floor, his 
bared torso stained with blood, a gash in his stomach some eight inches in length bleeding bright 
crimson streams down his thighs. The victor, still attached, standing over his slain opponent, the 
blade a mixture of shining steel and dulled red blood.    
  Finish him the crowd bayed, he looked around with incredulity and then turned to look at his 
wounded prey whose left hand was raised as if in victory due to it’s attachment to his own. The 
man was trying to stem the flow to the gash by placing his right forearm over it, the blood 
oozing over his arm and falling to the floor. 
 The victor raised his blade and pointed it towards the victim; with a movement as swift as a 
cobras strike he cut the rope that bound them. The other doubling over his head hitting the 
wooden decking with a thud. “Get him some help!” he shouted looking around at the mob. From 
somewhere at the back, a small fat man walked forward with a first aid kit and began to tend to 
the wounded individual. The other walked over to the gent who was evidently the bookmaker 
and put his right hand out palm up. “Ok give me what I’m due and I can get out of this hole.” 
The bookmaker smiled and counted $300 which the man seized as if worried it was going to be 
taken back. Thrusting it into his blood soaked jeans pocket, he walked over to one of the 
Stanchions where there was a small stack of clothes, dressed and walked directly out of the door 
that Basil had entered through. 
 
 Soon the crowd were leaving all through the same door as the fighter, some muttering 
objections as to the inability of the wounded man, others smiling with glee at their profitable 
evening. No one acknowledging the presence of Basil, who was still standing, where he had 
been when he was watching this episode. The Bookmaker and a very large gentleman were the 
last to leave of the crowd, leaving only the wounded fighter and his attendant alone with Basil. 
The wound was severe, the flow needed to be stemmed quickly; the attendant seemed to have 
little understanding as to how to apply the correct treatment. Basil stepped forward and knelt by 
the man, taking the first aid kit from the other; he cleaned the wound, threaded a needle and 
began stitching the man up. His proficiency was evident to both of them and they stared in 
astonishment as he went through his task in silence and with great dexterity. Soon the blood 
flow was stemmed and the bandages were applied. Basil spoke, “these wounds are not as deep 
as first they appeared, but the dressing will need changing regularly, as for the stitches give them 
at least eight days, and check the healing. 
The wounded man looked at Basil a frown forming firm in his brow, “thank you. Were you 
doctor before or something?” Basil looked at him and smiled. “Now remember keep the wound 
clean and change the dressing regular.” At this he stood up, turned and walked towards the door, 
the men staring at him as he left; each looking at the other without speaking. This by strange 
coincidence was what Barret, Jensen and Jackson were doing.  
 
 Jensen stared towards Jackson with a look of horror and bewilderment, his mouth gaping and 
his eyes as wide as ever it was possible for them to be. Jackson’s face almost mirroring his own, 
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they both stared towards Barret who was that far gone he didn’t see either of them. His mind had 
drifted into the voids of space, all darkness and cold, slowly being sucked into the vortex never 
to be seen again.  
“Barret what happened there? Jensen interjected, bringing him back from the brink. 
“I have no Idea,” he stuttered. “That’s in contravention of his directives. He is not supposed to 
intercede in human affairs unless his mission is in peril. Now that doesn’t seem to me to be such 
an occurrence.” Barret was evidently still in shock, his mind trying to refuse the facts. 
Jackson cut in, “whatever happened there, for certain we need to find out why. This has to be 
reported to Pater, we may have a problem with the Druids, and if that’s the case we will have to 
have a recall.” 
Both nodded in agreement, what was patently evident is that Basil had defied a prime directive 
to his programming and that could jeopardize the entire mission. 
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Chapter 4 
 

(Medical advances can make one believe that medicine is infallible. This generally leads to the 

misconception that medical malpractice is rife. The truth may well exist in the actuality that 

doctors, surgeons and nurses are human beings and therefore suffer from the same frailties as 

their patients).   
 
  
  “Benbridge we need those samples as soon as possible, if tomorrow can be done that will be 
great.” Said a Doctor; talking to Benbridge the lab technician. He left the vacutainer in a box to 
the side of him and walked out of the room. 
“Benbridge was a meek looking man of about forty; his hair was almost entirely grey, with a 
few wisps of brown on the top. He had nodded at the doctor with deference, but not stopped in 
his activities. At present he was watching blood samples in a centrifuge as they spun around-
and-around as the serum became separated.  There was much work to be done and as with all 
Hospitals when it’s a matter of staff there is never enough for the workload. He worked long, 
unsociable hours with little time for a social life, although Benbridge was not very good at 
interacting. He appeared a very intelligent individual if not a little shy. Most of his colleagues 
liked him, but gave him a wide-berth when it came to conversation; it could feel like extracting 
teeth getting any discourse from him. As an analyst and a researcher he was eminent as to why 
he wanted to work in these under-funded labs none were too sure.  
 
“So much to do and so little time,” he muttered to himself, as there was no one else in the lab to 
hear him. He moved over to a micro-scope and began to examine a sample on the slide beneath. 
Whilst observing it his right-hand was scribbling notes onto a pad without looking at what he 
was writing. From there he walked over to some phials of samples, diligently he processed each 
sample taking notes throughout. At the computer console he inputted relevant information from 
previous samples, which would be needed for tomorrow mornings rounds on the wards. There 
were a few results that he knew would need explaining and added this note accordingly. The 
door to the lab opened and in walked a female colleague, on looking at him she smiled. “Still 
here are you? I thought your shift finished an hour or so ago.” 
He turned and looked directly at her; she was a slight young lady, attractive in a vulnerable way, 
the kind of lady that a man has the desire to protect. He felt no such emotion towards her; in fact 
he felt nothing for her.  
“There were a few details I had to check and as the process had started I felt it prudent to wait.” 
His smile was polite although somewhat aloof. 
 
“Well I think you shouldn’t work so hard, it’s not as if they give you any recognition for it. I 
mean you should have been promoted on numerous occasions and have always been over-
looked.” What she said wasn’t truly the reality of the situation. He had been requested many 
times to submit himself for higher positions and he had always refused. Promotion was not what 
he seemed to aspire to. He liked being in the position he was, it afforded him little interest from 
others into his activities, which allowed him almost free-reign to carry on his research. All his 
superiors were overwhelmed by his professionalism and what appeared conscientiousness to his 
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work. It was a given within whichever hospital or private laboratory he had worked  that if there 
were a subject that was perplexing, a patient whose diagnosis was not known, Benbridge was 
the man to find the answer. As he had moved from one position to another, in every post he had 
left, his superiors had always tried to offer him more to keep him, yet money or a greater rank 
had never convinced him to change his mind, and all had seen his departure as an opportunity 
missed. 
 
“I have finished what I needed to do now,” he said placing his notebook into the pocket of his 
white coat. “Doctor Mngambe has left those samples there and wants them by tomorrow for his 
rounds if at all possible. If you don’t get the time I will undertake to analyze them on my return 
tomorrow, I’m back in at six A.M.” At this he walked into the backroom to retrieve his jacket 
and briefcase, returning back to the lab he smiled at his female colleague and walked out the 
door. 
 
 What a strange man she thought to herself. What a pity he didn’t do something worthwhile with 
his abilities. What a complete shame he was such a social inept, for I quite like him, although I 
know there’s no chance. She frowned a little, in a self piteous way, and walked into the 
backroom to change. 
 
Benbridge walked through the hospital unperturbed by the chaos of the environment; doctors 
and nurses running around, porters pushing patients from operating theatres, to operating 
theatres, queues of the sick sitting on chairs waiting their turn to become part of the inorganic 
flow of hospital life, receptionists enquiring to potential patients as to their medical complaints 
as if understanding medicine and failing miserably to show any such knowledge, ambulances 
pulling up at the main entrance, doors swinging open and the dead, soon to be dead or the lucky 
to be alive being pulled out on stretchers to become part of the melee. He walked out into the 
cold air of the night with no regard for any of this onwards into the darkened streets towards his 
home. 
 His home was a rented apartment in a modernized complex which in an earlier life had been a 
factory. It was a one-bedroom affair, rather spacious with a large main room and a kitchenette 
with a breakfast bar. In the living room, for that was what it was designed to be, there was a bed-
settee, not that he used it for that purpose, but it had came with all the other  
furniture of the property. On walking through his front door he turned to a panel on the wall and 
deactivated the alarm system. As the beeping stopped he walked over to the settee and placed 
both his coat and briefcase on it. For a moment he stared out over the roof tops of London as if 
in thought, turned about-face and walked towards the door of the bedroom. On the wall to the 
right of its door again there was an alarm panel, he keyed in the code and the door opened 
inwards automatically. Inside, the room was anything but a bedroom, in reality it was a 
laboratory with; test tubes, micro-scopes, centrifuges, electron-microscopes and all manner of 
technical analytical apparatus. At the far corner there was a large monitor for some type of 
computer system, with no keyboard or computer desktop in sight He walked over to the monitor 
and it sparked into life with data streaming down the screen at high speed. He seemed to be 
reading all this data with ease, and nodded at certain junctures throughout. Somehow he began 
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to write on the screen as if by telekinesis the data now rising up on the screen as opposed to 
scrolling down.  
 
 He had spent two years on his research compiling the data, re-reading his findings, organizing 
all his samples into age, sex and demographic status. There was a theme running through and 
there had been some consistencies, but there had also been anomalies and it was finding that 
confounding part that had kept him here longer than it should have. In so many countries he had 
researched, yet he still had not found the conclusion to satisfy the theory comfortably. Time was 
now of the essence for he had been given the directive to return soon, and although he had no 
worry about his recall, there was still a fastidious part of his programming that almost gave him 
the drive to fulfill his task. If emotions had existed within his matrix, then the fear of failure 
would have been paramount in his mind. 
 
 Benbridge had no mind or brain for that matter, he was processors and programming; all 
expertly connected and efficient in their design but not human and not organic. Inspite of this he 
had formulated a hypothesis and was ready to deliver and explain it when required to do so. At 
present he had a few more days to fully support it, if that was possible and to this end he was 
driven, if in a none-emotional and somewhat ambivalent way. He worked all through the night, 
checking samples, cross-referencing, re-testing and collating the entire amount to then transfer it 
all onto the computer ready for transport up onto the ship that he was assigned  to. This ship was 
the one that Jensen, Jackson, Barret and Pater were now standing on the bridge in, with the full 
throws of debate between them. 
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Chapter 5 
 
(Even the smartest and most diligent amongst us can make mistakes. Although, most mistakes, 

are generally oversights as opposed to true errors).  
 
“So let me get this straight, stop me if I’m wrong, but this Druid took it upon itself to intervene 
in humanity without prompt and contrary to its prime-directive. Am I missing anything out 
here? Pater was not enjoying what he had just heard. 
 
All three together looked at him sheepishly none wanting to interject and leave themselves open 
to further questioning. They knew that Pater needed to process this information for a while and 
that his questioning was more a verbal rehearsal for his brain’s functions than a query directed at 
them. He did not look angry only perplexed, not irritated but bemused. They kept their gaze 
towards him watching his astute brain going through all the permutations that their information, 
had brought to the fore. Soon he would resolve the issues, as he had on many occasions and in a 
strange way they felt less troubled by Basil’s actions now that Pater was aware of them. 
 His expression relaxed and he smiled. “I will have to communicate with home and the other 
ships to see what the experts say. Historically there must be a reason for Basil doing what he 
did, someone will have a decent theory we can work on as to why a Druid could react the way 
he did, the others can start working on their Druids and we may find a link.. Have any other 
Druids shown any similar tendencies as far as anyone are aware?” He looked to all three as he 
asked. 
 
 In unison they shrugged their shoulders, none too sure as to what to say. Barret broke in first, 
“not one of the Druids I have ever worked on has shown any such caring tendencies.” Not a 
good way to have put that he thought. He knew the response before it came. 
 
“Not exactly true is it Barret” Pater continuing before he had the chance to place in his proviso. 
“This one has most assuredly shown such tendencies and forgive me if I’m wrong, but you’ve 
worked from scratch on him. 
 
Pfff went Barret’s brain knowing full well that it should have thought of this return before 
speaking in the first place. “Well obviously I meant with the exception of this one.” He knew it 
was too late but thought it worth a try at least. His brain thought it wasn’t worth the attempt but 
his mouth had forgotten to ask what his brain’s opinion was. 
 
“So did you follow usual procedures with regards to his build and programming? Or were you a 
little artier with this one? I know you are proficient in your duties, but I also know how attached 
you can become.” 
  
 This giant of a man felt about five when his captain spoke to him like this, he didn’t feel 
humiliated because Pater would never intend to make him so, he just felt five because he knew 
that he did have a tendency to form such attachments with his Druids. He formed attachments to 
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everyone, it was a part of his gregarious nature, he liked life, living, and all that existed with him 
in the realm of his existence. 
  
“Right the thing to do here is to get as many as we can working on the Druids, we’re going to 
need to download remotely from them, and we haven’t the time for a recall. I expect you three to 
start to get the logistics in place. I will contact home and the other ships, not something I like to 
do, there’s always the chance that one of their receiving dishes may pick up a little of the 
response and give them hope of a contact,” he said pointing downwards towards Earth. “See 
what we can glean and we’ll make our plans accordingly. That Druid of yours will need to be 
taken back to the bare to see where this Glitch has stemmed from. Ok. Barret that’s your task, I 
want your baby,” he smiled at him with a tenderness and affection one does for a best friend. 
“Stripped down and see what has brought him to override his directive. Check the programming 
and then work through the processing network, it’s obviously made itself a new connection 
somehow you need to find out where and how. You two organize as much of the crew as is 
feasible to do so and get working on the other’s down there. I want action now and answers in a 
second. Let’s get to it and if I have anything I will contact you all immediately.” At this he 
turned towards the operative sitting in a seat in front of the communications panel. “Right, I 
need multi-contact with home and the other ships and make it quick.”  
 The man sitting there had been listening to all of the conversation and was rather glad he wasn’t 
in the loop at that time. Before his captain had requested him to contact Utopia he had already 
implemented the procedure, opening all channels of communication to the other ships so that 
they too were in the loop. 
 “Communications sent, waiting for replies Captain.” He said. 
 
The captain turned to the three and commanded, “Ok you know what you have to do get on with 
it and we will speak later.” 
 
They were out of the bridge in moments each armed with their task and ready to go through the 
process as efficiently and effectively as possible. 
 
Barret made his way back to where Basil was still sitting in the chair plugged into the monitor. 
“Ok my boy you’ve caused a right load of bother, the ship is in uproar because of you and your 
antics. What am I going to do with you?  I’ll tell you what I’m going to do, I’m taking you back 
down to the bare essentials and I’m going to work out what went wrong.” His smile was back to 
its full beam, he had his task and he was prepared to enjoy it as he did with all that he undertook. 
 
Jensen and Jackson had gathered a team together in preparation for the remote analysis of the 
Druids. Each were allotted a particular Druid and understood what they were to look for. If Basil 
was not alone with what he had done, then other Druids would have aided without prompt. The 
first option was to contact the core processing units of the Druids and to request through an 
analysis program any acts of altruism not induced by self-preservation or mission protection. In 
theory, knowing if there was a problem shouldn’t take too long to discover. It wasn’t common to 
make contact with the surface in this way, there was always a vague chance of some 
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communication being intercepted, although what contact had been made in this way previously 
had not been picked up by any systems humans had available to them. 
 
The Druid Jensen had assigned himself to make contact with was Benbridge; he was still in his 
Laboratory going through his data analysis when Jensen interacted with his primary processor. 
He stopped working immediately awaiting what remote requests were to be made. Jensen 
checked through his core directives and not one of them seemed to have been contravened. 
Benbridge showed no empathy for humanity, only the basic functionality to complete his given 
task. As far as he could see, this Druid had not veered from his mission at any time. Benbridge 
was a different model to Basil, he was a collective Druid. Such Druids had been designed to 
interact with each other across the globe. In this way any research that was being undertaken 
could be shared by all. This would afford no opportunity of overlap and would aid in keeping 
the research consistent and in the same direction. Therefore Benbridge was all over the world in 
every major country all at the same time. His motivation was to succeed in his mission, but 
unlike human researchers and scientists there was no glory or adoration to be sought which 
made him the perfect objective researcher. His name would be different depending on language 
and what history he had been given to get that particular position, but he was still Benbridge. 
Jensen had checked almost one hundred Benbridges at once, whatever fault there would have 
been with the one he had communicated with would have been passed to the others, they were 
learning off each other continuously. This was the primary reason he had chosen to check on this 
Druid. If a fault had been found he wanted to be the one to take responsibility for reporting it.  
Jensen noted that all core processing was fine and went onto check all functionality throughout 
the Druid. He was clean nothing had affected him at all.  
 
 In our daily lives we come across individuals who seem very organized and in control. One can 
know such people for many months, sometimes years. They never give up themselves entirely 
and in general we are quite content with that situation. Their social skills always appear just a 
little under-developed and this gives them an air of vulnerability that decent humans want to 
protect from the less humane of the planet. They may well be work colleagues or a neighbour of 
some kind, and as we get comfortable in seeing them around or at work they become a part of 
our lives. Then, one day, they disappear with no word and no trace. Their homes are empty of 
any knowledge that they ever existed, with no one seeming to know who they really were and 
more importantly where they had gone to. It may well be that such individuals are like 
Benbridge, their mission accomplished they have left the planet forever. 
 If Jensen had have made contact with this Druid later that same day, he would have known that 
he had completed his mission and had found that the hypothesis that he, in the plural,  had 
formulated had been validated by his research. This would have also allayed the amount of 
stress and worry for the rest of his colleagues and his planet too. As this wasn’t so, much effort 
and risk was still to be exerted by all, and may be a small part of humanity had a benefit it 
wasn’t aware of.   
 
 Jackson had been working on a bureaucratic Druid who was employed in the Houses of 
Parliament. As he was a civil servant this meant there was very little chance of him affecting 
humanity in any way. He worked within the House of Commons, a very strange name it was 
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thought, bearing in mind that the majority, within it, were anything but common, in the true 
sense of the word. Primarily responsible for paper pushing this Druid had very little input with 
any individuals other than his underling and his superior. As his income was reasonable and he 
was surrounded by the affluence of power, sheltered from the affects of the decisions made 
within the walls of that citadel, he was unlikely to show the altruism that had  
manifested itself in Basil. Jackson checked all his systems thoroughly and found him to be quite 
unaffected by humanity, showing no discernable traits of empathy or kindness. 
 
Druids were programmed to be singularly motivated, for want of a better term, for their 
designated task. To this end, in general, they were very effective machines. On Utopia they had 
been designed to assist in many tasks, usually ones that were seen to be too dangerous for 
Utopians themselves. Mundane and repetitive operations were also placed in the capable hands 
of these machines, and as they had no emotion or sense of boredom they worked well in their 
given tasks. In some respects, if their directive had been the opposite of what it was they could 
have been of great benefit to humanity. With their singular drive to succeed, they would have 
made great politicians, yet their flaw would have been spotted far too easily. Because unlike 
politicians they have no drive to benefit themselves and that, within any political framework, 
would have made them stick out like a giraffe trying to hide in a herd of elephants. If on this 
planet we had any truly egalitarian and altruistic politicians they would surely have been Druids.  
“What have you found?” Jensen asked Jackson as he leaned over her shoulder. 
“Nothing so far. From what I can tell from the rest of the team, all the others seem fine. Not 
found one yet that hadn’t stuck with its directive.” She replied looking around towards him. 
“The same for me too. At present it appears to be Basil only, I have looked at all the data 
collected and everything seems to be fine.” He said scratching his head. 
 
As he said this one of his colleagues gave out a loud whistle. “We seem to have another one here 
Jensen.” She shouted in a high voice. Jensen walked over to where she was seated and leant 
above her to look at the monitor she was watching. There in front of him on the screen was a 
Druid, a female Druid; she was built to look overweight and not very attractive.  
“What’s her profession down there?” He enquired. 
“She’s a secretary in the Council house at Cardiff,” she replied. 
 
“That seems innocuous enough. What’s happened to her? He said with a puzzled look 
developing in his face. 
 
“It seems she’s joined the communist party and the Green party. She’s also trying to merge the 
two together.” She said returning his look with interest. 
 
Jensen was dumb-struck at this return; he wasn’t too sure what to ask next. There seemed to be 
no functioning in his head. When he looked to see why he found his brain had just booked a 
cheap flight to Ibiza and was already drunk at the airport. After a quick reminder to his brain that 
it wasn’t allowed on holiday without him and some very strong coffee it was back at home 
where it belonged. “You are going to have to take me through this one step-by-step. This could 
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be worse than Basil, and we could be in real danger here. I need to know the lot before I go to 
Pater with this it.”   
 
“Do you want me to go for an entire history or do you want me to give you the appraisal I have 
so far?” She asked continuing with, “The Core processor doesn’t seem to be corrupted. She just 
seems to be overriding it whenever it raises the directive restrictions.” 
 
“I want her history in as much detail as possible and I want all her processes checked through 
again. We’re going to need a good few of us on here, every time line needs checking for a 
trigger to what made her go like this.” He felt like he was treading water and he knew he was 
going to need water-wings soon because he had forgotten how to swim. 
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                                                                 Chapter 6 
 

(Never bet on a sure fire winner unless it happens to be the bookmaker himself. The only 

guaranteed winning bet is the one you never had the opportunity to place). 
 
 
 “Here goes,” Said a dark, handsome man as he handed over two hundred pounds to the 
bookmaker along with his betting slip. “This one ill come in for sure and you my boy will be 
giving me the answer to my prayers.” 
The Bookmaker said nothing, but smiled and placed the money in the till, stamped the slip and 
handed it back to him. The man took the slip and walked over to the television screens that were 
situated on the wall. His race wasn’t to start for another ten minutes, but he looked at the screens 
as if he were picturing the race from start to finish. He stepped from side to side, hopping from 
one foot to the other, almost in a trance as he tried to will the race his way before it had even 
began. The hustle and bustle of the shop muted to him, there was now only him and his horse in 
the entire world. 
In the far right-hand-corner of the shop a young man in his twenties was feeding a One-Armed-
Bandit with pound coins, although the machine had no arms at all, the rate at which  
he was losing his pounds was certain robbery to anyone. Every now-and-again he would shout 
some profanity at the machine, walk over to the counter and exchange a ten pound note for more 
pound coins. Exactly why he did this was unclear, for the machine was just as happy to take 
Ten-Pound-Notes with the same veracious appetite as it was to take Pound coins. He placed 
another Pound into the machine the wheels whizzed around and stopped one after-the-other with 
a ping-ping-ping. Suddenly lights were flashing, a tune was playing and the young man was 
crouching down and trying to look up the reels behind the decorative facade. He pressed a 
couple of buttons on the face of the machine underneath the reels and the reels stepped symbols 
down from above. There was an almighty clanging and chinking and the man turned towards the 
Bookmaker with glee. He then walked over to the counter and clanged a mound of coins onto it. 
“Count that out if you please I’ll have it in notes.” 
The bookmaker counted out the coins and gave the young man Fifty-pounds in notes, two 
twenty-pound-notes and one Ten-pound-note. The young man walked from the bookmakers 
with a spring in his step as if he were rich beyond his dreams. The Bookmaker was unfazed by 
this and continued to watch the rest of his punters in the shop, momentarily looking at the man 
who had placed the Two-Hundred-Pounds bet.  
 The race was about to start and the dark-handsome man was even more mesmerized by the 
screen than he was before. He was holding the betting slip tight within both hands. As the horses 
were set free to race he raised the slip kissed it with the passion of a star-struck lover and 
shouted, “Come on me baby come to daddy.” 
   
The commentary of the race began. “Into the first corner Be Careful in the lead, Not Too Clever 
in second followed closely by That’s Your Lot. On it continued the man clenching his slip 
tighter and tighter, his facial features going through the full routine of expressions. At some 
times his horse took the lead, and then it was overtaken, the man going from ecstasy to 
depression within seconds, then onto joy and back to misery. As the race neared its climax his 
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horse was neck-and-neck with a horse called the Lad. “It’s Lad in the lead now it’s Devon Boy, 
Devon Boy to Lad, Lad to Devon boy.” 
“Come on me baby come on!” he shouted; the slip now a crumpled heap in his hand. 
“And at the line it’s Lad. Lad takes it by a head.” The commentator said concluding the race. 
Following on with the final results of the race; the places the horses had come home in at and 
their respective odds. 
He was not aware of any of this. Inside his stomach was churning, its muscles in spasmodic 
throws, his head feeling heavy and then airy. The darkness creeping into every part of him, that 
feeling of wretched sickness possessing his whole being. The mind still in shock, his heart 
beating at a panicking rate, the blood pulsing in his brain making his head throb. With the cloud 
of utter desolation creeping over he walked out of the Bookmakers without any conscious 
awareness of anyone or anything, but that feeling of complete destitution.  
    
Why had he not made it an each-way bet he would have had twenty-five-percent payout? One 
hundred each way would have given him his money back and more on top at Ten-to-one odds. It 
wouldn’t have been enough to pay off what he owed but it would have been better than nothing. 
Why was he so sure he was going to win? How could he have bet the whole lot on one horse? 
What the hell was he going to do? How could he go home now? He couldn’t face anyone at this 
time. He needed to walk, to where and for how long he was unsure, he only knew he had to 
walk. On he trudged the race repeating in his minds eye, sometimes winning and then losing, 
hope followed by despair. Even now trying to will his horse to win, forcing the memory to 
change the outcome, but it only served to increase the realisation of the truth. Making it more 
real, more vivid, increasing the wretchedness inside, nausea compounded by a dizziness of 
fairground ride proportions. 
He soon discovered he had walked through the back streets of his local area, he looked around 
and noticed he was in the seedier part his town. Not a good place to be, he thought, if Joshua 
was to see him here he would be in trouble. As he thought this Joshua with his bodyguard 
stepped from the shadows. “Hello Jacobs come to pay me what you owed?” His question more a 
demand than a true query. “You’ve been a little elusive of late, thought maybe you were trying 
the avoid me. But you wouldn’t be doing that would you? So have you got my money?” His 
face took on a scowl of menace. An expression Jacobs had seen before, and had also seen the 
resulting violence meted out afterwards. 
 “I haven’t got it; I needed to ask you for more time.” He knew this answer was only going to 
give him a violent response, but he had no other avenue open to him. 
Joshua and his bodyguard stood firmly in front of him both staring with violent intent. His 
nervous system kicked in, all the desolation and despair now replaced with abject fear. Joshua 
pulled a large knife from his coat pocket with professional ease, “so we have to teach you a 
lesson, can’t have people thinking I’m weak. Now shall it be a part of your nose or just a nice 
couple of slices to the cheeks?” 
 Jacobs thought a nice cuddle and reassurance that everything was going to be fine seemed like 
the choice he would opt for. He couldn’t remember hearing that option and didn’t fancy picking 
any of the others. As he was contemplating and not choosing, the Bodyguard had seized him 
from behind and was holding his arms to his side. Joshua walked towards him the knife seeming 
to glisten even in the dullness of the light. With one swift parry his cheek split open, the blood 
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not flowing immediately, as if it had been deceived with the swiftness of the strike and had not 
as yet realised it should come forth. Once it understood what its obligation was it trickled out of 
the wound and then became a stream. Joshua smiled at him, “we can’t have that, it looks uneven, 
we’ll have to give you another on the other cheek to match.” He raised the blade again and was 
just about to strike, when someone behind him grabbed his hand. It was wrenched back with 
such ferocity that Joshua screamed in agony, his voice higher than it had probably been prior to 
puberty. He dropped the knife to the floor and turned in shock to look at his attacker. In front of 
him stood a man mere Five-Feet-Three-Inches in height. He was slightly built almost emaciated 
in his look, dishevelled with the most acrid of smells emanating from him.  
 With a blow from this individual’s right-hand Joshua’s jaw broke rendering him instantly 
unconscious; he fell to the floor with a thud splitting the side of his head. His bodyguard 
released Jacobs and charged towards the assailant with fists tightly clenched, he threw a 
thundering right hand towards the others head, he in turn, side stepped the punch and hit the 
bodyguard full on the chin. A crack rang out, as the bodyguards jaw re-aligned itself to the right, 
he too falling to the floor unconscious.  
The man looked at Jacobs and spoke. “Are you ok?  
Jacobs was still in shock and was now kneeling on the floor, the blood streaming from his right 
cheek. He looked up at this peculiar little man tears welling in his eyes, “Thanks man they were 
going to hurt me good. You need to get away from here when they come round they’ll kill you.” 
“Don’t you worry about them. Are you ok?” he asked kneeling down to look at Jacobs wound. 
“Give me a second lets see if we can stem the flow of the blood.” He swivelled around to where 
the other two were lying and ripped the trouser leg off the bodyguard. Padding the blood on his 
cheek with his newly acquired swab, he examined the wound more closely. He handed the cloth 
to Jacobs and told him to hold it on the wound.  
“One moment” he said with his right-hand raised. Turning with his back to him he proceeded to 
put the two unconscious bodies into the recovery position, satisfied that they were fine he turned 
back. 
 “Now, why were they so intent in causing you serious harm?” he asked nodding towards his 
slain foe. Whilst he was asking he took a small box from the inside pocket of his tattered rain 
coat, opened it and removed a tube and some sterile wipes.  
 Jacobs explained to him that they were money lenders and that a few months back he had 
borrowed Two-Hundred-Pounds from Joshua to pay his bills, and that this had escalated with 
interest to Five-Hundred-Pounds within weeks to the point that now it was Two Thousand that 
he owed.   He explained that he had gathered together Two-Hundred-Pounds and had lost it on a 
sure-fire tip he had been given by a friend-of-a-friend who worked at the horse racing course. 
His saviour nodded throughout his tale without speaking. He was actively tending to Jacobs 
wounds, using the liquid from the tube to bind the flesh and then the skin on his face together. 
When Jacobs had concluded the story by telling him about his wife and child back home, he 
spoke. “How much money would it take for you to get out of this town and try and start a new 
life somewhere else?” Jacobs shrugged, he had never contemplated a move, he had lived in this 
area all of his life. “Do you have any relatives or friends in other towns or cities that you could 
go to?” 
“I have my brother who has moved to Birmingham, I could move down to there I suppose.”  
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“I would advise you to do so. I can’t incapacitate these two permanently, that would be wrong of 
me. I can keep them with me for a few days and make sure that neither will be a violent threat to 
others, but that is far as I can go. Now you will need money, a considerable amount I would 
imagine.” At this he walked over to Joshua and his Bodyguard who were still unconscious, the 
bodyguard beginning to twitch as consciousness stirred within him, he searched their clothing 
and bodies and returned to Jacobs passing him a large wallet and money belt filled with notes. 
“There should be enough to get you started; now I think you should get out of here. I am giving 
you a chance for a better life; don’t make me regret my actions.” He said. 
Jacobs put the money under his coat and stood up. “Why are you doing this he asked?” 
“Because it’s the right thing to do.” was the reply. 
“What’s your name?” 
“They me gave the title, Dinky.” He said with a shrug. “That’s enough of the chat, these two 
will awaken soon and I have to get them off the street. All I ask of you is to be a good human 
being. Do you think you can be one?” 
Jacobs was shocked by the kindness of this individual and confused by his demeanour and his 
super-human strength. “I promise you I will be a good man and I will raise my child to be so 
too. With all my heart I promise my life will be good and I will endeavour to follow the Lords 
word.” 
“There is one thing more. You have no God. Read of science and the evolution of your planet do 
not raise your child to believe in such fanciful stories, but teach him of the true history of your 
species. This will give him a greater chance to be a good human being.” 
Jacob felt it odd how Dinky spoke of ‘your species’ as if he were not part of it, although he 
thought it prudent not to question it. Dinky nodded at him to go, and Jacobs shook his hand with 
a tenderness he had never felt towards any other person before and ran back in the direction he 
had came looking back momentarily to see Dinky pulling the two unconscious bullies into the 
shadows. Something had changed in Jacobs, he was not too sure what, but life had somehow 
taken on new meaning and purpose and there was no way he wasn’t going to adhere to his 
promise. 
 
Dinky took Joshua and his bodyguard into a squat he had not far from where he had hit them. He 
sat the two of them upon a mattress with their backs to the wall. They were stirring back to the 
land of the awake by this time, so he hastily bound their hands with bindings from an old 
blanket that was on the mattress. The Bodyguard came round first, on opening his eyes he saw 
Dinky crouched in front of him, he tried to recoil as if he expected another blow, but Dinky just 
smiled and said, “you’re ok I’m not going to hit you again, unless you give me cause to. I 
wouldn’t speak if I were you that jaw of yours is in a bad way. It’s going to need to be re-set and 
I think a painkiller will be necessary before I do it.” 
The bodyguard mumbled through his teeth, the swelling around his jaw line already blue 
through bruising. “I told you not to talk; it will hurt too much, as I can see you have noticed. 
Give me a little time and I will correct it for you.” At this he stood up and walked into the dark 
shadows of the room. Within a few moments he walked back towards him with a syringe filled 
with a clear liquid. “I’m going to give you an injection to relax you; I need to re-set your jaw.” 
At this he rolled up the sleeve of the bodyguard and injected in the fluid. As the fluid coursed 
into the blood stream he felt woozy and fainted. Dinky worked proficiently on realigning the 
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jaw, there was a tenderness and conscientiousness to it as if he cared for his task and its subject. 
Once he had finished he laid his patient down and covered him over with a blanket. 
 
Joshua awakened, his eyes trying to focus on his surroundings, the memories from earlier 
coming back to his mind with a blurring imagery. His jaw was thumping with pain and his arm 
felt as if it were broken. The punch came rushing back to him with terrifying clarity, making him 
feel it all over again. He winced as it hit him with Herculean force. “Hello.” said the voice, “nice 
to have you back with us.” Joshua moved his head to see who was speaking, but his eyes had not 
yet regained their ability to focus. “We’re going to have a lot of work to do to fix that jaw of 
yours. Not to worry though we’ll get you looking as pretty as you were before.” 
He felt something touch him, recoiling he tried to raise his hands in defence, it was then that he 
realised he was bound. “Moo are woo?” the pain excruciating as he tried to speak. 
“Now it would be better if you didn’t try to speak just yet. The jaw is severely broken; I think 
you have a break in the mandible, as in the lower part. You will need hospitalisation but sadly 
that will have to wait a few days. For now I will do the best I can for you, so relax and I will 
take care of you.” Dinky touched him on the face at this time checking the severity of the injury. 
Again Joshua tried to recoil but found he had nowhere to shy to. “You are a lucky man sir, if 
someone else had hurt you and not me, they would not have been so caring to you. 
“Iill gill you ben I get out of here.” Joshua threatened through clenched teeth. 
“Now you’re being silly. You couldn’t hurt me when there were two of you, what chance do you 
think you will have on your own?” Dinky said in a matter-of-fact tone. 
“Bears gilly?” he enquired with fear and panic. 
“Not to worry he’s fine, he’s sleeping like a baby. You will be too soon.” He said pushing the air 
out of the syringe and rolling Joshua’s left arm sleeve up. Within seconds he was fast asleep and 
tucked up cosy next to his bodyguard. Dinky left the two of them asleep and went for his walks 
through the streets. He knew they would need feeding and that he also needed more medication 
for his patients, for that was how he saw them. 
 
 Jacobs was back at home at this point relaying the day’s events, if with a little embellishment as 
to his own part in the heroics.  His wife was more than happy with the idea of the move and was 
telephoning his brother in Birmingham to confirm he would be comfortable with them to come 
and visit until they could find their own place. When Jacobs counted out the money there was 
over Thirteen-thousand-pounds, more than enough to give his family a new start in life. That 
night he slept in fits-and-starts, a feeling of fear that Joshua and his bodyguard would come at 
anytime. First thing the next morning Jacobs hired a large Luton van, packed what belongings 
they wished to take and headed off down the motorway for the three hour journey to 
Birmingham. His brother was happy to see them and had emptied out his garage so that they 
could store their furniture until they could find a decent place to rent. It was now up to Jacobs, to 
set his life on the right course for him and his family. With the finance he had from Joshua he 
had the best start he had ever been given. No more a man on the brink of poverty, no more the 
stress of the bills. He will take his time find a nice house and get a decent job. 
 
 Joshua and his Bodyguard stayed with Dinky for a week in all. He tended to them and talked to 
them; Joshua’s jaw was not as badly broken as had previously been thought and the healing was 
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going nicely. It would be many weeks for them to heal, yet both kept thinking of how they were 
going to hurt their host. The host by comparison was rather taken with his task of healing the 
men and had no thoughts of harm towards them. After a week had passed, early in the morning, 
Dinky came to them and said, “This is as much as I can do for you both, now it’s time for you to 
leave and make your way in the world. If I were you two I would take yourselves to hospital and 
have an X-ray, it all seems fine to me but one can never be too careful.” Smiling, as if, he was 
their general practioner, giving them his diagnosis. 
 They both stared at him with aggressive tendencies, which he read instantly. “Now here’s the 
thing lads I am going to release you, but if one of you try anything violent, I promise I will re-
align your jaws permanently.” His stare was cold and harsh. There was no emotion behind his 
eyes, his look was the look of the insane and both feared him as he stared. “The other thing you 
have to remember here is, you were beaten up by a Five-Feet-Three vagrant, and you wouldn’t 
want that reported around here would you? Would not be good for business if all were to know 
just how truly weak and feeble you were. If you want my opinion I would find myself another 
profession, because you aren’t very good at this one.” His smile was wide but serious as he 
concluded. He walked over to them and released them from their bindings. “You are free to 
leave, oh by the way; when your jaws are better I will not be here either. I’m going home.” He 
said looking upwards.  
 Both were perplexed by his statement, but neither wanted to question him. They walked out of 
the building bewildered, with a feeling of insecurity that they had not felt before. This man had 
taken from them their confidence to be what they were and their identity as to who they were. 
Neither spoke throughout the trudge to their homes, parting at one spot both turned in opposite 
directions never to talk of what happened and never to work together again.     
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CHAPTER 7 
 

 (Commuting: an invention, by what must be the, most sadistic of individuals. Sardines without 

the ability to swim are the same as workers in a rush to get to work. Neither actually ever get 

anywhere fast, but one can be eaten on toast.) 
 
 
 Driving home from work he scanned through the radio stations each talking of the nonsense on 
the television over the previous nights. It grated him for he all he wanted to hear was music, but 
what he had to listen to was inane nonsense from egotistical Radio Jocks, as they were calling 
themselves lately. Which intrigued him as very few of them seemed to be Scottish. Disc jockeys, 
or should it have been Dick Jockeys? He found the latter more amusing and probably closer to 
the truth, as that was what they had been called.  Did the populace really care what celebrity did 
what, won what, and performed what? An awful feeling of inevitability crept over him and he 
felt that the populace probably did care about all the above. What was the point in doing what he 
did? Why should he want to use his time and intellect to explain the contradictions, if all they 
were interested in was who ate what peculiar meal, or who danced worse than the other? Had 
they not learnt anything at school? 
 
 For so many years he had studied the economic models, from their first inception to the 
adapting adjustments that had been made to try and justify them. None had worked; all had 
created a greater degree of poverty, and governmental interference and all had given rise to more 
wars. It was true that there had been no such wars as the Great Wars: 1 and 2, but the death toll 
since had far exceeded both. That was the strange thing about these imperial wars, for some 
reason because the death-toll was over a longer period, humanity seemed to disconnect that from 
mass-murder. He recalled what he thought Stalin had said: ‘One death is a tragedy, a million is a 
statistic.’ Now he truly understood what was meant by it.  The death toll was irrelevant it was 
how you portrayed it, reported it, which was the important part. Stalin had showed the way for 
them, Hitler had shown how not to do it, far too excessive, far too upfront. Now that Stalin and 
Blair had the right idea, create a mythical enemy and you can do whatever you like to almost 
anyone you like. 
 
 He had been on so many advisory panels to the government and not a word that he had said had 
ever been listened to, well not one of his arguments or points had been taken and implemented, 
which would imply they hadn’t listened. For over ten years he had been saying the system didn’t 
work, some of his colleagues had agreed with him, others were only interested in the money. 
Minister after Minister had been informed that the proverbial was going to hit the fan and no one 
took a blind bit of notice. Now it had hit and we weren’t talking a little bit of it either, this lot 
was a whole field of it. The mess was the least of the problems; the stench was going to linger 
for years to come. Now they were running around like headless chickens, knee-jerking from one 
disaster to another. More was yet to come and still they didn’t get the full gravity of the 
situation. There are debts hidden within the financial markets that would make the last six 
months look like a binge weekend on the beer. That feeling of waking up Sunday morning, 
digging through your pockets and finding not a penny anywhere. Not one penny, how the hell 
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was that possible? Surely there had to be some change? Again you rummage through every 
pocket in your outfit and find a bus ticket, no money but a bus ticket, and its weeks old. Where 
did you get a bus ticket from? Why would you have one? How did your money metamorphose 
into a Bus ticket? When the truth comes out there won’t even be the bus ticket, there won’t even 
be any pockets to look through.  
 
 What was to come was going to be horrendous by any measure. He had told them that 
Capitalism defied gravity and that money didn’t flow down only up and then off out of the 
country at the speed of sound. There are Caribbean islands sinking under the weight of money 
that has been squirreled into their accounts. Bank workers; working out in the sun, because they 
couldn’t get in the doors due to the bulging of notes trying to fall out. No one wanted to listen! 
Politicians were obsessed by wealth, in awe of the wealthy, in love with money. They seemed to 
have the dream that they too were going to be rich, but they also wanted to be seen as clever and 
the two were not mutually inclusive. He had tried and failed, it upset him that that was the case, 
but what else could he do? 
 
 There had to be a better way, money as the driving force made no sense. It made chasms of 
inequality, with those with the surplus abusing those without. The employment situation had 
shown this to be the case with the majority of the world’s population teetering on the brink of 
starvation, homelessness, joblessness and insanity through pressures of finding the next meal or 
money to pay the bills. He had tried to explain that money as the driving force was irrelevant, 
that what was needed was a world motivated by the need of all. A world population driven to 
understand the balance needed for all to share. A place where free-thought and a drive for 
betterment were the measures. To produce good quality recyclable products, with the ability to 
be upgraded as opposed to dumped as the technology advanced. A world where science was a 
shared concept, stopping the idiotic profit driven research that stifled advancement because of 
the protectionism placed on it by commercial interests. There was so much more mankind could 
do if the profit motive was removed.  
  
 What had they argued? Those self-serving egotists who said they had ‘our’ best interests at 
heart. If there wasn’t money we would stagnate, people wouldn’t work, and there would be no 
driving force. They had no imagination, only the image of their own self-gratification. He 
thought it strange how the incompetents of the world always seemed to be the rulers. Men and 
women, who truly underachieved in their chosen careers, if they had have been successful they 
would never have left to become politicians. Now was even worse! Now we had ‘Professional 
Politicians’ a more inept bunch of individuals it would be impossible to find. Surrounded by 
paid advisors because they know nothing of the real world, they hadn’t even had a poor career. 
For crying out loud he thought. Could it get any worse? 
 
 The pain in his stomach was back, the tugging feeling sharper than before. He had thought it 
may have been some type of cramps or something he had eaten, but he felt now that it was more 
serious. In a strange way he had not been worried about the severity of this ailment, although the 
pain was distracting, he felt if he died then so be it. This planet had never felt like it was his, the 
population not the same as him. An idiotic thought may be, yet it gave him a feeling of relief 
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that he did not belong. He was now trying to concentrate on the traffic ahead; London’s rush 
hour was doing its best not to rush anywhere. ‘Rush hour’ who ever thought that one up must 
have been on some good stuff, they must have been blown out their mind and moving in a 
zombie state to see anything moving in a rush at this time in the evening. His horn blasted out 
and the drivers around him returned the chord, with the embellishment of some chosen 
profanities. He was unaware of any such returns, his head was slumped forward with his chest 
pressing the centre of his steering wheel, hence his use of the horn.  
 
 The cars behind him were now backing up, the cars in front inching away from his as if it had 
made a very bad social remark. On either side of him the traffic continued past, the drivers 
looking into his car to see why he was bothering their lives this evening, as if they hadn’t other 
worries and important things to do, they now had to see why this selfish prig was interfering 
with them. A very long five minutes went past before the driver of the car behind,  
who had tried unsuccessfully on numerous occasions to get into one of the other lines of traffic 
to pass him, decided to get out and give this man a piece of his mind, and probably his fist too. 
He looked in through the driver’s window, a feeling of dejection taking hold, damn the man was 
unconscious or dead, now where was he going to vent his anger? He pulled out his mobile 
phone, flipped open the lid with an air of proficiency and intention, and dialled the emergency 
services number. He gave the controller on the other end of the line some of his anger and 
frustration, he felt a little better. “Where is your location?” enquired the controller. 
“My god woman! He replied tersely, “I’ve just told you. We are on the A 40, London outbound, 
I should think the ambulance will find us; tell them to look for a tale-back thirty miles long, 
we’ll be at the front of it! 
“Can you tell me if the individual is still breathing? She said ignoring his manner. 
“I haven’t got the foggiest. He’s collapsed onto the steering wheel and his horn is blaring out 
driving me crazy! was his friendly reply. 
“An ambulance is on its way and should be there shortly.” She continued, not taking any regard 
for his lack of humanity. 
 
 He returned to his car, having undertaken his good deed for the day, forced himself and his car 
into the outside lane and continued on with what was left of his day. 
The car was now isolated, there was no other vehicle more than twenty feet near him. There he 
laid horn still wailing away and not another human being anywhere near the vicinity. 
As always seems to be the case in matters of life and death, the first assistance he had, was from 
a police patrol. Neither officer from the vehicle was remotely clued up as to what to do, but 
officer one, who was the older of the two, decided the best course of action was to sit him back 
in his chair to stop the horn from blaring. There was no medical reason for this, and it may well 
have been medically detrimental to have done so, but the horn was annoying him and he had to 
stop it. “Well at least I can think now.” he said sitting him back. He checked his pulse as best he 
could, although that was unnecessary for it was blatantly obvious he was breathing. He then 
went into the mode he was trained for and started to steer the traffic, through hand signals, 
around his car which was now blocking a second lane. The ambulance arrived a few minutes 
later, blocking the rest of the road. The police officer was quite happy with this, he liked that 
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feeling of power one gets when all the traffic has stopped, and they won’t be moving until he’d 
finished his important Police business he thought.  
The ambulance staff, with efficiency and skill soon had him on a stretcher and into the back of 
the ambulance. Sirens trumpeting their charge, lights flashing, they were off, weaving through 
the traffic on their way to hospital. 
The two police officers were still shepherding the traffic into the single lane that was open to it. 
They could have moved the car onto the side of the road, but that wasn’t the plan, a tow-truck 
and been called for, and neither of them were about to do a man out of a job. Well not today, 
that was for another time when the workers were on strike for better working conditions and 
trying to stop Scab Labour, from coming in to break it up. Then he would use his truncheon and 
beat those dirty reds for trying to stop ‘economic’ progress. 
 
 The hospital he was taken to, by a strange quirk-of-fate, was the one Benbridge worked at. It 
was his samples that doctor Mngambe had asked Benbridge to get ready for him by the 
following morning. All night he had been monitored, none too sure as to what had ailed him. On 
his arrival at the hospital he was conscious again, having been given a saline drip and pain 
killers. It was the latter that had brought him around. The pain had increased so quickly and so 
violently that his nervous system had decided it was time for a short siesta and had subsequently 
gone for a nap. He had had ultra-scans but nothing was found as to why he was in such severe 
pains. X-rays had not highlighted any abnormalities and as he was awake and appeared 
comfortable, the only course open was to wait and see what the lab came back with. His night 
had not been an uncomfortable affair; he had not slept throughout but had power napped, and 
was feeling better in himself by the time the morning came.  
 
 Benbridge was at his post before 6am and was working on the samples, which unknowingly, 
were to conclude his research. There was something about the DNA composition that hit him 
immediately, here was a clear case. He needed to know more about this subject, what he did for 
a living, what his belief systems were, how he fitted into the complexities of human kind. He 
had his name: Steven William Mackenzie is date-of-birth, place of birth. Northerner he thought. 
Benbridge hacked the computer console, bypassed the medical interface of the Laboratory 
Information Lists and went directly to the central processing unit at GCHQ. “Well, well,” he 
muttered looking through the information about him. Seems our man is a bit of a rebel, not 
towing the line. Well educated, Oxford first, Doctorate, seen as a communist ideologist, yet still 
given access to government, what a strange situation to be in. He has been on a considerable 
amount of advisory panels and committees, always by invite. Seen as eminent in his field, yet 
still not listened to. 
“Nothing new there then.” he said. “Well Mr Mackenzie we’re going to need to have a chat. It 
seems you have hepatitis ‘A’ and that was what was causing you the pain. Been eating at some 
very suspect restaurants I would assume.” At this he collected all relevant medical data for the 
Doctor and left the lab. 
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Chapter 8 
 

(Even the unemployed have a job to do, if it is only to make the rest of us feel better about our 

professions. The homeless make no one feel better; they only serve to give us the urge to go 

home.) 
 
“Ok we seem to have all of her sorted.” Jensen stated. “I think it would be best to transfer this 
lot into the conference room so we can all observe at the same time. I need Merryweather, 
Hedley, Jefferson and Radley and the rest of team ‘B’ to stay here and keep checking through 
the Druids. I also want all those checked, re-checked. I have a funny feeling that there are a few 
more that are going to bite us in the rear rather soon. From what little I’ve seen of this lady I 
think we have a major problem and I have a sneaking suspicion that this isn’t just Druid 
specific! 
 
The rest of the team followed Jensen down the corridor to the main conference room. It was a 
large room, something in size relative to a lecture theatre although an observation theatre for 
medical students would have been closer to the design. When all thirty were seated and 
comfortable, Jensen requested the ships computer to begin the time sequence they had edited for 
the Druid. Through a projection system, unseen by the eye, the images began to play in 
holographic detail. The computer’s narrative voice began, “All relevant data on Druid 87965, 
now titled Helena Good-body.” There was a snigger from the crew. Some asked who had given 
her the name and others muttered they weren’t too sure but thought it may have been one of 
Barret’s titles. Jensen interrupted, “She was named by Alinson, and we all know about his sense 
of humour. Now can we carry on please?” 
Alinson was one of Barret’s colleagues; he too was an expert in Druid technology. His sense of 
humour for the ironic was synonymous throughout the ship. Therefore, once Jensen had 
explained the Druids creator the mirth was soon quelled, all present nodding in recognition as if 
knowing from the start it had to have been him.  
Helena Good-body was a Druid who looked about Forty-Seven-years-old, she had peroxide 
bleached hair, that looked nothing like the blonde the bleach bottle had promised it would look 
like, instead is was a butter yellow colour, that gave the impression of never being washed. Her 
height was Five-Feet-Five and her weight, by appearance, was Twenty-Stones, although in truth 
she was far lighter than she looked. Her eyes were dull green, almost stagnant pond water green, 
and she had the most unattractive hooked nose. Her body, as can be imagined, was a mass of 
flabby folds that took away any semblance of a bodyline; from almost six-inches above her 
knees to three inches below her shoulders she was exactly the same shape: round. Her legs were 
folds and indentations, with the calves and thighs having a hail damaged impression from the 
cellulite. Their blotchy redness exposed to the elements permanently as she never wore 
stockings or trousers.  Her face was that heart-attack-soon red with veins and blood vessels 
prominent even with the application of foundation.     
Dress-sense was a contradictory statement; her choice of clothing was flowery and bright 
dresses, which although they were supposed to be loose, always hugged her body due to her 
immense size. Footwear consisted of flat shoes of the Mule variety that clicked and clacked at 
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her heels as she walked. Walked, not a true description, her gait was a side-to-side rocking 
motion, akin to those cheap robots that came out of Japan in the Seventies.   
 
 
She had been placed in a mundane position within the walls of Cardiff’s council building, a 
secretary of sorts. As with most Druids she had no influence on political or social decisions, 
which afforded little attention from her work colleagues and the public at large. She had been 
placed in an exclusive apartment near to the harbour with views of the Millennium Stadium. Her 
history was that she had been widowed some years previously, and had been left in a 
comfortable financial position. Her income from work was seen as a little pocket-money for a 
lady who worked more out of wishing to fill her life with activity than the necessity of paying 
the bills. It may well be argued, and quite validly, that she, like all the Druids that were in 
employment were affecting humanity, by taking away a humans opportunity for work. This was 
true and it had been one of the points of contention that had been debated over for a long time, 
with some still not too happy with the conclusion. Eventually all had agreed that there was merit 
in this form of assimilation, allowing a greater degree of contact and understanding, that initially 
it was thought, would have led to full contact with Utopian’s themselves. 
 
So what changed this Druid from a mundane middle-aged-woman into a rebel? As with many 
changes that occur in a life it can be the simplest of triggers, in this case that was so. Helena had 
finished work early on a sunny Friday afternoon, she had an allotted shift time and as she had 
been to work early on several occasions that week so she had fulfilled the Thirty-Seven-hours of 
her work pattern. It had not been her decision to go to work early but there had been a need, so 
her manager had told her, to complete certain paperwork by the Friday. The fact that the 
‘Important paperwork’ was still sitting on her desk when she left early was secondary and not 
unusual. Walking around the City-centre she encountered a young woman in her early Twenties. 
“Big Issue,” the woman shouted, “Big Issue.” Helena walked towards her. “What is the Big 
Issue?” She enquired. 
“It’s my magazine,” the lady replied. 
“Did you write it yourself?” 
The woman laughed. “No I didn’t write it. It’s a magazine that we homeless sell to make some 
extra money.” 
“Why is it called Big Issue?” She asked interested to learn more. 
“The magazine was started back in the Eighties to show the plight of the homeless. To raise the 
subject and get something done about it. So. Big Issue, as in homelessness is a Big Issue.” 
“Did it help to alleviate the problem?” 
“Not in the slightest.”  
“Are there a lot of humans homeless?” She puzzled. 
“Humans? Yes there’s a lot of Homelessness. Not too sure how many but it’s definitely 
thousands.” The girl replied somewhat confused by Helena’s naivety. 
“And this has been an issue for many years. Was there homelessness before the magazine was 
created?” 
“People have always been homeless.” She said becoming irritated by this woman’s stupid 
questions. “Do you want to buy the magazine or what?” 
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“How much does it cost?”  
“One-Pound-Fifty." 
“How many magazines do you have?” Helena asked ignoring the woman’s evident irritation. 
“I have thirty copies left. Why do you want to buy them all?” 
“Yes.” was her surprising reply. 
“Look. I’m not too sure what your game is but I have to earn some money today, so if it aint too 
much bother could you leave me to get on with selling my magazine.” She said with venom. 
“I will buy all your magazines and take you for something to eat. I want to know more about 
your situation. Now how much will it cost me for them?” She asked already knowing the 
answer. 
“Yeah. It’ll cost you Forty-Five-pounds. Can you afford that?” Not believing the woman at all. 
Helena took her purse from the bright pink vinyl handbag she was carrying and counted out the 
money. She held it out and offered it to the woman. “The deal is, you come and talk to me for a 
while and tell me about your life.” The woman snatched the money in fear that Helena may 
retract her offer. “Ok where you taking me to eat?” She said passing the bundle of magazines 
over to Helena. 
“No you can keep them; I have no need for them. Where would you like to eat?” 
“Not too fussed. You’re paying so I’ll let you decide.” 
“Do you like Chinese food? I know there is one around the corner that does a buffet. Would that 
be ok?” 
“Sure thing. I’m starving I’ll eat the place out. You lead and I’ll follow.”  She said placing the 
magazines in a holdall on her shoulder. 
The two women walked through the busy streets and into a Chinese Restaurant a few minutes 
away. They took a table on one side of the restaurant furthest from the door. “What’s your name 
young lady?” Helena asked as the girl walked over towards the buffet counter. 
When she had filled her plate with her first course she spoke. “My name is Sarah Mason.” taking 
a bite out of her sesame toast. 
“Your accent tells me you are not from this city and not from Wales either.” 
Crunching at her toast Sarah replied, “Originally I was from Hull, but I’ve moved around a lot in 
my time. My mom went from boyfriend to boyfriend and that usually meant moving to where 
ever they wanted to move to or where they lived.  I lived in Newcastle for a few years, Bolton, 
Norwich, Ipswich and a few places in the Midlands too.” 
“How did you arrive in Cardiff?” 
Sarah laughed, a little of her spare rib flying from her mouth as she did. “Boyfriend.” 
Helena looked at her; Sarah perceived that she didn’t understand the joke. “Same as my mom I 
suppose, I met my boyfriend when I was working in Stratford as a waitress. He was working in 
the construction industry; he was a joiner working on the Shakespeare Theatre.” 
“Was he originally from Cardiff?” Helena enquired. 
“Noo he was from Essex, but he was to move here as part of a team working on the new 
developments. We found ourselves a flat here. His contract was supposed to be for a couple of 
years. It didn’t work out, either for his work or us. That was roughly how I ended up on the 
street. He kicked me out, the Son of a B! Sarah said with anger. 
“You couldn’t find another place to live in?” Helena asked still not fully understanding the 
woman’s plight. 
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“I had a part-time job and that went, the flat was a private rent place and there was no way I 
could afford it. Plus he’d kicked me out anyway. I don’t know where you live or what you do 
for a living but there aint a lot of council housing now a-days.” 
“I work for the council,” Helena said in a matter-of-fact tone. “Although, my remit does not 
afford me the information on its Council’s housing directives.” 
“It doesn’t ‘afford’ you doesn’t it, Mrs la-di-da?”  
Helena computed what the girl had said and found the relevant definition for her statement.  “So 
sorry I didn’t mean it to sound uppity or snobbish.”   
“That’s ok I like the way you talk it sounds funny,” she returned smiling. “I’m going up to get 
some more food. Do want some?” 
Helena patted her huge frame and said, “Not me dear I’m on a diet and not doing to well as you 
can see.” Sarah shrugged and walked over to the buffet counter filling her plate with as much 
food as it would hold. She walked back towards her table performing the balancing act all do 
when they have over-ladened their plate. By shear hunger and determination she reached her 
seat without dropping a crumb. 
Helena sat and observed as she ate. Although it was obvious she was a woman her frame gave 
no defining lines of femininity. It seemed as if the oestrogen kick of the teen years had passed 
her by. Her skin was sallow and gaunt around the face; the beginnings of hirsutism due to a 
starvation diet were evident on her cheeks. Her hair was matted and dry also showing the 
malnourishment this lady had and was enduring. Although she seemed to have washed recently, 
there was a faint odour of a smell Helena was unfamiliar with. It had a deathly air to it, yet the 
smell itself was not repugnant, rather it irritated the nasal cavity and the olfactory system 
simultaneously.  Although Helena had no such sensory faculties, and was unaware of what the 
odour represented, she was soon to learn that her new acquaintance was possessed by the beast 
of heroine addiction. It was patent to Helena that the lady she was observing was unwell 
psychologically and that a great proportion of her physical ailments and her situation were 
reflections of this fact. 
 
Sarah related her childhood and the abuse she had suffered under the hands of her mother’s so 
called lovers. She explained of other girls who were in the same situation to herself and how she 
was luckier than a lot of them by the fact she had only been violently abused and not sexually. 
She had also remained with her mother until she was Seventeen, when she had met her first 
serious boyfriend and moved out to live with him. She told how she and her Mother had lost 
contact by the time she was Nineteen and that she had no idea where she was. Many of the 
‘girls’ as she tended to call them had been through the care system and that by the age of fifteen 
they were runaways, some becoming prostitutes to make ends meet, others becoming prostitutes 
through drug addiction, those that became prostitutes through necessity of poverty eventually 
becoming drug addicts to suppress the harsh realities of their forced profession. Everyone she 
seemed to know was a prostitute, pimp, drug addict, shoplifter or alcoholic. The majority being 
an eclectic mixture of most of the above. 
 What became apparent to Helena was that this girl like so many others was given no help and 
no escape from their plight. What seemed more tragic was that they were attacked for their 
wretched existence by the populace in general and by politicians without exception.  The blame 
for the victimization these people had suffered was solely their own fault. Helena’s circuitry had 
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no programming to define how this could be so. She was designed to aid and assist; she had no 
blame culture identity, only an understanding of biological frailties and knowledge of how her 
own system of construction was void of such a disability. She had been designed to be strong 
and rational; there was no chemistry to confuse her processing and no self-serving interest to 
cloud her judgement. She was a reflection of her creators ideals, her processing designed with 
the concept of betterment for society and altruism for her masters. She knew that Utopians had 
emotions and fears, as all animals did, but unlike the humans she was learning of they had a 
greater degree of rationality and an understanding that the strong must always protect the weak.  
“Where will you sleep tonight?” Helena asked after Sarah had finished talking and eating. 
“I might crash at a mate's tonight. Got a few quid, courtesy of you, good lady,”  
“It’s Good-body,” Helena said interrupting. 
“What is?” 
“My name is GOOD-BODY,” She reiterated. 
Sarah broke out into a fit of hysterical laugher, “Good-Body, Good-body, Good-Body, she 
repeated through every laugh, “You have to be kidding me? I mean! No disrespect, but you have 
to see the funny side of that.” holding her stomach tight as if it were to burst. 
Helena stared at her and processed why such a name should have been funny. She had no 
program for humour as such, for that would have had to be an emotion and those she was void 
of. Through a few simple lexicon searches and a reference to a humour data base she had been 
given for social circumstances, she got the connection and smiled. “I see, very funny of them,” 
She said confusing and amusing Sarah at the same time.   
 
Sarah’s laughing subsided as quickly as it had begun. Her face becoming contorted as if in pain, 
her dull brown eyes beginning to flit from side to side, a twitch forming on her upper lip and her 
mood became sad and agitated. Helena enquired as to what was wrong. 
Sarah replied sharply, “There is nothing wrong. You have had my time now I have other things 
to do! Can’t be sitting here all day talking to the likes of you! I have things to do, people to see.” 
She raised herself from the chair with a start as if a loud bang had startled her. 
“I must be off! She said darting her eyes from side to side, her top lip quivering. 
Helena could see sweat beads begin to ooze from her pores. “What’s wrong my dear? You look 
absolutely awful. Is there anything I can help you with?” 
“Nothing you can do. I need to feed the beast. Need to get my fix!” Sarah replied walking 
towards the door. 
Helena followed her, paying at the till as she exited the premises. Sarah had now begun to march 
at a good pace; Helena increased her waddle to stay with her. “Can I see you again?” Helena 
asked when she had caught up with her.   
“Tomorrow. I will be in the same place tomorrow. I have to go now. I have things to do people 
to see.” At this she took a side street and moved with lightening speed leaving Helena to watch 
as she disappeared down an alley. 
Helena stood for a while focusing on the last point she had seen Sarah. Her processes, searching 
through all associative data, so as to define the young woman’s, change in mood. She was made 
aware of the ladies predicament, and recalling all the previous conversation she had had, realised 
that Sarah was going through the throws of withdrawal. Heroine addict she thought to herself as 
she continued to walk through the streets of Cardiff, now much busier due to the out pouring of 
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office workers on their way home. Such a strange species she noted. So much pain and misery 
and none too interested or understanding as to how such wretchedness would soon affect all, in 
one form or another. 
  
Helena took herself home and searched through all memory banks to see what information she 
was missing. She used the computer console at home, to search the internet on drug addiction 
and homelessness. The rest of the night was spent acquiring as much information as was there to 
give her a greater understanding of the subject at hand. Whilst searching through sites on 
poverty and homelessness, she came across other associated sites, as one does, pages on political 
models, economic theories, environmental disasters, environmental alternatives, and 
communism. It was on this site and one designed by the Green Party that gave her the next 
course for knowledge acquisition. 
 
It was late Saturday morning when she left the apartment to go and search for Sarah. She spent 
the rest of the day looking for her but the woman was no where to be found. Helena knew that 
there was a chance, given the amount of money she had, that this young woman may well be 
still in the land of the numb; Helena’s prime-directive kicked in and was over-ridden 
immediately. There was little more she could do about Sarah at present and she still had more to 
learn. As with all Druids, their primary concern was the fulfilment of their task; in her particular 
role it had been to be a submissive observer, which had now changed. Her task was now to learn 
as much as she could, in as pro-active a way as she could, without, although marginally unlikely, 
attracting too much attention to herself. She recalled the address and meeting venue for the local 
Communist Party and decided that would be the next port of call for her.  
 
  It was a small gathering in the top room of a public house; she scanned the assembly and noted 
that very few looked like Working Class individuals. To her they seemed to be more Middle 
Class in their attire with a smattering of students. The first speaker took the podium; well she 
assumed he was the first because he was up there first. He was a tall man in his mid-to-late-
fifties, smart in appearance with a suit of pale blue, a white shirt, and a red tie that shouted at 
you when you looked at it. In general he was a well presented individual who one would have 
been pleased to have in the company. He cleared his throat ready to talk. “Thank you all for 
coming.” All she thought, there couldn’t have been more than thirty and that was including 
herself and the speaker.  
“Brothers,” he said with the intent of making it feel inclusive, alienating Helena straight away. 
“The contradictions of the capitalist system are becoming more and more obvious by the day. 
The time for reactionary intervention will soon be upon us. This will be the beginnings of a new 
world order. Where the workers will take control of the powers of production and equality will 
reign supreme.” his face reddening through the last sentence. “The plutocrats will soon be seen 
for the selfish, inhumane monsters that they are. So many, of our brothers are suffering the 
consequences of thirty years of neo-conservatism, with poverty increasing the world over. More 
than 1,000,000,000 people are now on the list of the world’s starving, whilst the rich hoard more 
and more of the world’s finite wealth and resources. The time will come and the time is soon, 
that all this order will collapse and we can share out this planet fairly. There are countries such 
as: Venezuela, Brazil and Cuba that are showing the way it can be.  They are using their wealth 
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from oil and industry to build the infrastructure in their countries: more hospitals, schools, better 
roads a more inclusive society. Brothers,” Here again he was with this brother thing, she 
thought. She knew from her data-base that she would have to be his sister, if they were related, 
which she knew for sure they were not. 
“We must unite with our brothers from around the world and fight the imperialists where ever 
they try to impose their wicked economic model on the poor and oppressed.” 
Seems like a worthy cause she thought, wondering if the homeless were included in that group.  
 
  His speech carried on for quite a while, with most of it, the same rhetoric that had been said 
before. When he concluded, the happy gathering applauded like those that had been listening to 
a poetry recital. The second speaker up to the plate, so to speak, was a very squat man, balding 
in that odd way when it recedes from the front as well as from the crown, causing a short, wrong 
sided Mohican. His face was redder than an apple in full fruit, his nose looking as if it were 
about to explode at any moment. His clothing was a marked difference to the first, he preferring 
to wear a Cardigan and round necked jumper, with Corduroy trousers in the most tasteful purple. 
“Thank you to Comrade Stevens, for a very thought provoking speech. What he has said is true, 
the contradictions are becoming apparent, ‘The Workers' are beginning to see how wrong 
society is. Soon there will be an uprising; the powers that be will fall.” He continued on the 
subject of the means of production, how each according to their needs, everyman a fair wage, 
freedom and liberty for all, unless they were Fascists and Racists. Helena listened throughout, 
scanning the group and analysing their reactions. She reflected on her makers’ planet and the 
system they had there.  Some of what these two men had said made sense, but other parts of it 
seemed too naive. She needed to know more about the beliefs of the individuals there to see how 
they truly saw how this change was going to come about. How they thought it was possible to 
bring it about without massive blood shed and horror.  
Utopia had evolved into the society it now was, there had been blood spilt, yet very few deaths. 
There had been no need for great uprisings, for the leaders that came to the fore were wise and 
generous people, who took power as a great burden, treating it with the highest respect, knowing 
that it was only for a fleeting moment until all of Utopian-kind would work as one for everyone.   
  
  A Couple more individuals stood on the podium and orated, almost the same words as had 
been spoken before, if with a little more pathos or anger. Helena listened and observed 
throughout. A young man in his early twenties took her interest. He seemed to be a rather bright 
person, who only appeared to be listening to bits of the speeches, with most of his  
attention focussed on the gathering itself. From her observations, she assumed that he was trying 
to remember all of the people there. His mind storing every nuance of their features and 
mannerisms. This did not seem right to her, with the others, it was obvious that they believed in 
the cause, yet this man gave the impression he was more interested in the assembled individuals 
than anything the speakers had to say. She made a note of him for further observation and 
decided she would follow this man after the gathering had finished. For now she wanted to get a 
better understanding of the Apple Red orator. At the first opportunity she sat by where he was 
sitting and began a conversation. 
“You speak of the ‘Workers’ she queried, “What exactly do you mean by that? 
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He turned on his seat to face her, his face showing a little surprise and contemplation. “The 
‘Workers’ are the Working Class,” he said with authority.  
“Yes I understand that connection, but what do you actually mean by it?” 
“There are those who control the means of production and those that have to work for them to 
earn a wage. The latter are the Working Class!” He directed. 
“Therefore,” She continued. “Solicitors, Bank Managers, Councillors, Financial advisors, 
Doctors and Surgeons would all be seen as the Working Class?” 
“No they would be the Middle Class and the Upper-Middle-Class.” he lambasted. 
 “And there is no place for such people in your revolution?” She asked trying to understand how 
such a society would take form. 
“It’s not as simple as that. There will be a need for adjustment after the revolution, and some of 
these professions will be needed for that transition. Eventually, the power will be shared by the 
majority, who are the Working Class.”  
“I am sorry if I seem naive, but politics is new to me and I am trying to see passed the rhetoric, 
to the reality that would follow.” She stared at him intently waiting for his next reply. 
“We see that only through the struggle from those who have been exploited can we truly have an 
equitable society.” He said this as a man who had repeated the same lines before and still didn’t 
truly understand its meanings or costs. 
“But surely if you could bring the Middle, Upper-middle and all other classes together, the 
conflict would only be against a few individuals, which would surely restrict the amount of 
blood-shed and death? She said seeing the first fault in his dreams. She did not see the concept 
of equality and sharing as a bad ideology, only that the means by which he spoke of its inception 
as divisive and conflicting. “Surely all, with the exception of the true rich should be a part of the 
struggle for equality. Would it not make sense to try and include as much of humanity as was 
possible? To help them to see that there is only one planet and one dominant species that they 
have the option to protect all of its kind from the catastrophes that are evolution and existence?” 
 He said nothing for a while as if he’d not really thought about that option, or as if he thought 
she were mad. “The Bourgeoisie will always be the buffer between the two dominant Classes of 
the Workers and the owners. All the others are but pawns in the game.” 
“I think I have to disagree with you there. To me it seems that there are only two types of 
humans, those that control all the power and the rest who have to live under it. There seems to 
me that the group we are talking about are probably no more than Ten-percent of the entire 
human population.” 
 He wasn’t too experienced at being disagreed with at these meetings and it forced his train of 
thought off the rails for a while. His mind couldn’t connect a bank manager with a Power-press 
operator. There had always been a dividing line within his mind and this lady had blurred it a 
little, which confused his thought pattern. 
“Any person that must rise in the morning to go to work to pay the bills is by the very definition, 
Working-Class.” She said shrugging her shoulders as if to conclude the point. 
“I’m not saying that we may not need the Middle-Classes, only that the struggle must come 
from the bottom.” Trying to get some command back into the conversation and feeling that he 
was failing to do so. 
   



 

 

  She continued trying to explain the flaw to his thinking.” My issue is with your romantic notion 
of the Working Class; you make the assumption that that is what they want to be. If you remove 
those with the money and the power, how do you motivate people to work? Would it not be a 
better philosophy to work on the principles of bettering everyone’s lives through the 
advancement of technology and understanding? Surely production either Capitalist or Communist 
becomes a meaningless act for consumption, without merit or worth for any greater 
understanding of humanity or the planet on which it resides. I see that all of society needs to 
understand that sharing is beneficial to all. That, the only way to survive on this planet, is to live 
with it. Only as a species, can you move forward, when the next catastrophe comes is by working 
together in preparation.” Her air confused him somewhat, she seemed to be saying that, 
ominously soon, there was to be some disaster none had forecast as yet.    
 
 They conversed for almost an hour, she trying to comprehend how he could not grasp that by the 
very nature of promoting one class, you isolated the others. She could not sway this man away 
from his idealised concept of the Working-Class. Nor could she see how his concept of  
Class wasn’t, by its very nature, counter-productive.   He would not accept that she may be right.  
The young man appeared to have been speaking to as many people as possible. His enquiries, as 
far as Helena could hear, were not only about their politics, but also their professions. She had 
overheard him say that he worked within the Department for Works and Pensions. Too her 
understanding of human beings and their look to work ratio, he most emphatically didn’t appear 
to be a civil servant of that type. He was a well educated man, if in a disciplined way, his manner 
was confident and controlling, command and authority radiated from him. She could see that his 
technique of querying was professional and covert, with the questioned not seeming to notice the 
information that was given to his interrogation. As the evening wound up and the group said their 
goodbyes, Helena kept watch on the young man. She calculated that he was in his mid to late 
twenties. He was clean shaven, although his hair was long and straggly. His clothing reflected the 
look of a student, denim jeans, a T-shirt with the obligatory Che Guevera silhouette, and a high 
quality windshield coat. When there was only four people left the young man looked over at 
Helena, smiled and walked out of the door. 
 
 She sat there a little while longer allowing him the time to vacate the building and then rose and 
departed herself. On leaving she scanned the street with her infer-red vision; he was standing in a 
shop door way about one hundred metres further up. He obviously thought that he was hidden, 
for there was no light. She turned in the opposite direction and knew that he was following her. It 
was now evident that this was going to be a game of cat-and-mouse, unfortunately for the young 
man; he was unaware that this fat mouse could run at Forty-miles-an-hour. She walked him 
around the streets of Cardiff for over an hour, turning one way then the other. Stopping and 
looking confused as if she was unaware of her surroundings, looking in shop windows, checking 
the time. Each of these distractions worked the young man into a frenzy of annoyance, trying to 
hide himself whenever the opportunity arose. He had kept the same distance throughout and to 
the casual political lefty he would have probably succeeded in his task of following her home. 
She walked him for another couple of streets until she knew that the next one was short so he 
would have to stay right at the end until she turned the corner. As she did so, her pace went from 



 

 

three-miles-an-hour to forty in just over three seconds. She ran around in a square, and came 
thirty metres behind him.  
 He was standing in the middle of the street trying to look into all the dark recesses, scratching his 
head in bewilderment. His brain screaming that there was no way a woman of that size could just 
disappear. There was no chance of it believing that she had run all the way around to be behind 
them. She stood in the shadow and watched, he was pacing up and down, turning one way , 
bobbing down to look under parked cars, his brain telling him not to be such an idiot, as there 
was no likelihood of her frame getting under there.  
“Well you tell me what to do.” said his body to his brain. The brain replying tersely that it had no 
obligation to his body and that it was its fault for not keeping up with her, and that if the brain 
had been doing the walking it wouldn’t have lost her.  
“If that’s the way you feel, then you do the walking.” 
The brain having to explain, that that was why it did the thinking, because if the body had any 
brains it would know that he didn’t have legs. 
“That’s always the way. Get all thinking on me and undermine my abilities. Well I’ve had 
enough, see if you can get home without me.” It said Sitting down in the middle of the road. 
Which, was very bad timing, as a car sped round the corner and had to screech to a halt in from 
of them.             
“What the hell are you doing down there buffnogh?” shouted a deep gruff voice from the driver’s 
window. 
Buffnogh didn’t answer directly because he had no idea why he was there. He knew at the time 
that he just wanted to sit down and had done so. “Not too sure boss. Not too sure.” He said 
getting up on to his feet. 
“How the hell did you bloody lose her? She was the size of an elephant, for Christ’s sake!” The 
Gruff voice shouted. “Get in you idiot, we’ll scout about and see where she’s gone. She couldn’t 
have gone too far,”   
Buffnogh walked up to the car and climbed in to the back seat, the door to it being opened from 
the inside. The car sped off down the street. Helena walked out of the shadows and headed for 
her home. Buffnogh and his friends spent the best part of the night looking for and not finding 
her. 
 
 
 
 
 
     
                                                                      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Chapter 9 
 
(Information storage is an invite to anyone who is nosey or malicious. Mass information storage 

is the ideal of the despots and the greedy, which are you usually one and the same people.) 
 
Helena spent the entire night hacking into government servers trying to find the man who had 
followed her. It had become apparent that he was Secret Services of some type and it was only a 
matter of time before she found out whom and for what. The rest of that week she stayed either in 
her apartment or at work until home time. Her next meeting was at the Green Party of Wales 
which was a week on Monday. The next weekend she stayed in, by which time she had all the 
details she needed. Not only was she up to speed with Communism, Capitalism and all other 
variations on those two models, but had also been made fully aware of the current theory on 
climate change. She had no true regard for the climate-change model but she could see within its 
ideological framework there was a predictor. With this ideal she saw that Humanity may well be 
saved from itself. 
 
 The meeting was held in a community centre hall and the assembly probably doubled the size of 
the Communists. What was apparent from the onset was the ratio of females to males, with the 
women out-numbering the men three-to-one. This fact, although not one she had calculated for, 
did aid in her over-all plan. The first speaker up, was a lady in her early fifties, she was dressed in 
a loose flowing dress, peach in colour, purple tights and flat blue suede slip-ons. Her hair was 
brown with wisps of grey throughout; she looked her age but in a fresh clean way that some 
people have when they’ve eaten good food all their lives. Her accent was a soft Cardiff accent, 
almost a picture of some fanciful dream of a Welsh maiden. She was well educated and well 
informed with the current knowledge of the Earth’s climate and geology. 
“We have been telling them for years that we need to change the way we use the Earth’s 
resources, there is now more than ever, a need to be more sparing with the energies we have at 
our disposal. New cleaner systems of energy production are out there and these should be 
encouraged through tax relief to further their use and development. The entire concept of 
production must be re-evaluated so that we produce goods that are recyclable and longer lasting. 
People need to be discouraged from using Gas guzzling cars, through the tax system. The 
revenue returned to environmental projects. We need to discourage the over-use of energy that 
creates Green-House-gases.” 
Helena had read well on the subject of such gases, finding that some of the models contradicted 
the known behaviour of them. Scientifically this was a pertinent point, but politically it was of 
more benefit not to labour on it. 
The woman continued. “Taxation and better insulation are the ways to change people’s 
behaviour. Without a financial disincentive there will be no way to change the world or its 
destructive nature.” Helena thought that the world wouldn’t be too bothered either way as it 
didn’t pay tax and wasn’t too bothered what happened to its environment. As far as it was 
concerned any environment was fine, any orbit was fine as one any solar system for that matter. 
“Our movement is growing, now more than ever before in human evolution, the need to live in 
harmony with the world is of the utmost urgency. The main-stream politicians are coming on 
board but they are far too slow and far too fearful of big business. People need to know that there 



 

 

is an alternative to the rest and we are it. Only through Green policies can we save humanity from 
itself.” The assembly clapped with rapturous accolade as she stepped back from the podium and 
took a seat on the stage. 
 
Helena scanned the assembly and noticed her young man sitting in the row three behind hers. She 
looked directly at him and smiled. His face went white, the colour draining from it immediately, 
it was evident he hadn’t expected to see her there. For some reason he developed a tickly cough, 
that nervous type some people get when they are out of their comfort zone. He was most 
assuredly out of his. It irritated him that this woman could make him feel like this. He was 
confident in his abilities; he was good at his profession. Never before had he lost his quarry. His 
skin began to creep, the follicles rising on his arms and back. For the first time in his life, or at 
least as he could recall, he felt like he was the prey, it wasn’t a nice feeling. The cough became 
more pronounced and he tried to suppress it, only serving to splutter and spit, saliva flying a few 
feet in front of him and landing on the shoulder of a lady in the next row. Looking up he saw 
Helena turn towards him and smile, his body went weak, his mind a blur, as if she had infected 
him with some form of horrendous virus. What could he do? He had to sit it out and pretend he 
was unaffected, the thought made him feel more uncomfortable than before. 
 
The next speaker to the podium was a gentleman dressed in corduroy trousers and a fisherman’s 
woolly roll-neck jumper. He cleared his throat with a polite cough and began his oration. Helena 
listened intently to what he had to say, although it was much the same as what had been said 
before. The theme throughout the night was much the same whomever and whatever were spoken 
about. There seemed to be an idea that for the planet to be saved there was a great need to punish 
people financially, and encourage people financially. The premise was a sound one Helena 
processed; the failing was the financial penalties. Her memory chips re-evaluated the Big Issue 
vender, Sarah Mason, her name connected with the skills matrix she had within her. Mason; how 
ironic to have the last name of a skilled tradesman and to be unemployed and probably 
unemployable. The madness of a society that measured success on the work one undertook, 
underlined with the amount of money it returned, allowing for so many people to be surplus to 
requirements. Here was a lady that had a great trade name and was seen as useless, or at least 
irrelevant to the benefit of the society she was born to.  
 
“We would like to open the floor for any opinions and views.” The last speaker said leaning on 
the podium. In an instant Helena was up on her feet and walking towards the small stage. The 
gentleman who had just spoken looked at Helena in surprise and bewilderment, as she waddled 
up the three steps that took her onto the stage. “You could have spoken from your seat my dear,” 
he said in a condescending air. This was not his intention, but the prejudice of his mind wouldn’t 
allow him to believe that she may have had something worthwhile to say.  
Helena smiled at him and walked towards the Microphone. Her immense girth overwhelmed the 
podium, making it almost disappear within her, the eyes unable to see anything but the woman 
herself. 
“You will have to excuse me,” she said. “I am not accustomed to public speaking and I therefore 
may not show the proper social etiquette on such matters, but please bear with me, for I feel the 
points I will raise may be pertinent.” She looked around at the assembly and then at the previous 



 

 

speakers who were sitting behind her. “There are certain scientific contradictions within some of 
the previous speeches, but I have no intention to labour on them. I would like to say from the 
onset that the ideals expressed here today are valid and the right way of thinking. That is not to 
say that some of the ways in which it has been theorised as to their inception are not punitive and 
unworkable. Again she stared at the gathering, meeting each persons gaze individually. 
“The planet’s resources are indeed finite, of that there is no doubt. The use of those resources 
must be undertaken in a more beneficial and efficient way. The universes resources are infinite 
and understanding how to harness them is of paramount importance. Sadly, due to the structure 
of your society now, there will not be sufficient time to learn of these benefits before the great 
wars for food and water has virtually wiped out humanity and the vast diversity of life that lives 
with it on this planet.” The assembly were frowning, they had not seen what she was talking 
about and were wondering if this lady was at all sane. “I will start with the difficulties I see in the 
proposed ways you have of averting an environmental disaster. Scientific evidence aside, there is 
a major flaw within your thinking.” She paused for a second allowing the gathering to mumble 
their objections to her criticism. 
“The fault, I see, lies in the concept of financial penalties to induce, no force people into 
changing their behaviour patterns. The individuals that will be most affected by such a policy will 
be the weak and poor of your society. The true polluters will be able to circumvent such tax 
levies through devious accounting and political argument. I will give you a very simple and 
patently obvious example. If we look at the concept of Carbon Trading, we can see that what has 
really occurred is yet another way to make money without any real cut in Carbon emissions. A 
Stock Exchange, so to speak, as been formed where major corporations make money from their 
Carbon credits and transfers them into the profits of the company. Carbon emissions have not 
decreased in the slightest, because each company can buy and sell these credits as and when it is 
needed for them to increase or decrease out-put. Household waste levels and penalties for not 
recycling are also oppressive to the majority without actually reducing the landfill total. Why 
would that be the case? In simple terms the problem does not lie with people’s willingness to 
recycle or the opportunity to do so. The true issue is the economic driven need for consumption. 
At present you have a government that believes consumption and greed are the stay for economic 
growth. Corporations are allowed to jump from country to country looking for cheap labour and 
materials to export throughout the world. A society that allows such freedom to profit driven 
enterprises is doomed to failure.” 
She paused for a while to allow what she had said be digested by her audience. The young man 
was staring up at her with his mouth agape. She looked at him and smiled. This made him feel 
very nervous and he began to shuffle in his seat whilst averting his gaze to look at the floor. 
“As the movement of production continues, the fuels so necessary for heating and transport 
become more wasted. The goods that are produced become poorer and poorer in their quality, 
which means a greater and greater amount of consumption and waste. The privatisation of your 
utilities has created even greater energy waste, and more poverty. There is no return from the 
amount of energy needed today, to some romantic time past where people were happy to shiver 
around an open fire. Therefore, what are needed are renewable energies, sustainable energies; this 
can only be achieved through a collective management of the power companies. Finance has to 
be removed from the equation and science must be afforded the opportunity to discover how to 
harness what Mother Earth and the solar system have to offer. In short; the only way to move 



 

 

forward to an environmentally beneficial society is through the dismantling of the political 
system and a new economic model based on the concept of shared values and shared resources. 
The market driven system will inevitably lead to no resources, poverty for the majority, war and 
violence and death on an epic scale. If any of you are not convinced of this fact I will only say 
this; since the inception of the policy to eradicate poverty through the G8, 250,000,000 more 
people are now on the starvation list. This fact can be found on The United Nations own web site. 
As a woman I find the idea of so many children’s deaths abhorrent in the highest degree. I can 
see there are a lot of ladies here and I imagine the majority of you to be Mother’s and Grand 
Mothers and I feel that you share my vision that we must build a world for the betterment of our 
children and all the children yet to be born.  Thank you for listening to me and I will be more 
than happy to take questions.” She stood there for a while but no one seemed to want to ask her a 
question. Slowly applause crept through the gathering, until all were standing on their feet 
clapping as hard as they could. “Thank you,” she said. At this she stepped from the stage but 
instead of taking her seat she walked over to the young man and sat in the seat next to him. “How 
are you James?” she asked with her face beaming in a smile. 
He looked at her in shock. His brain in a place it didn’t like. It thought to itself, that this was the 
second time in two weeks it had visited here and was unsure why it would have booked up for a 
second time. Surely it was a smart brain and would have remembered the first time and made 
certain notes to the fact it wasn’t somewhere it wanted to return to. Whilst he was still trying to 
get contact with his absent brain, Helena continued, “Arbuffnogh if I remember rightly.” which 
she did because her memory was perfect. “James Arbuffnogh what a very strange name. Your 
family name has been around your profession for quite a few years. Your Father worked for MI5 
as did his Father and here’s you carrying on the family business.” her smile was broad and 
menacing, his brain feeling that as bad as the place it was in was, it seemed far nicer than 
returning to her for conversation. “What’s the matter? The cat got your tongue?” she queried. 
“Ex... excuse me. Should I know who you are talking about?” He managed to stammer. 
“Now, now James, twenty seven years of age, educated at Eton, with a first from Oxford. Shall I 
continue with where you live, what your blood type is and what your phone number is?”  
“Who are you then my dear?” He said feeling out of his comfort zone. “You appear to have the 
upper-hand on me.” 
“I suppose it’s not a situation you like to be in. Why are you here? I mean what is said here isn’t 
very politically subversive. Surely it’s not because there are demonstrators from the power station 
protest, they’re small fry for such an eminent gent such as you.” She leaned in closer. He was 
feeling that rush of blood to his brain, the one that feeds far too much oxygen and makes the head 
feel light and dizzy. The brain was awash with oxygen and was trying to hold its breath. This 
serving only to make it go into a bit of a depressive slump, which led to him leaning forwards, 
hands clasped, resting his arms on his splayed legs. His head lolled forward, staring at the floor 
trying to think of something to say. 
“This meeting is over now so you and I can go and have a chat. There is much I want to learn 
from you, so much I need to understand about your motivations. For you there’s an opportunity 
you will not ever get again. If that isn’t enough you will also learn my name and address, 
although it will be of little use to you, if I’m right about where our conversation will lead to. I 
think its epiphany time for you my sweet James.” At this she patted him on his right knee. 
 



 

 

She stood up and looked down at him, as if by telepathy he stood and looked at her. She smiled 
and walked towards the exit, he like a loyal dog followed behind. Out they walked into the dark 
cold night and onwards back to Helena’s apartment.     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

                                                                   Chapter 10 
 

(We should have seen it coming, but that’s always easier to say when you know the answer. The 

only thing we can ever be sure of is, when it comes at least we can say we thought it was going to 

even when we didn’t.) 
 
“Well, well Basil, seems the fault isn’t in you. Who would have thought it? I wonder if they are 
going to be pleased with my findings.” Barrett patted the Druid on its head with the affection of a 
father to his son. The big man was pleased that it wasn’t his handy-work that was the cause of the 
Druid’s behaviour, and sad that what he had found would have massive consequences. He walked 
away from the Druid towards the decontamination chamber; he knew he must see the Captain 
immediately. 
 
Pater was in contact with the other ships and was discovering that there were druids throughout 
the fleet that were behaving contrary to their prime-directives. Utopia had been searching through 
all historic data to see why there should be such a collective malfunction. All available scientists 
were working on various theories and tests to try and understand the fault, but there had never 
been such a problem on the planet and most were confused as to what would have been the cause. 
 
“So how many have you found Billing?” he enquired of the captain of the ship over Asia. “We 
will have to start a recall of all druids this is going to be complicated. What I don’t understand is 
why the central brain hasn’t picked up these faults itself.” 
 
“It has,” Barrett said entering the bridge. 
 
Pater turned on his heel to look at him. “What do you mean it has? I have no data showing any 
information to that fact.” 
 
“Mary. Oh sweet Mary it’s time for a little chat I think.” Barrett said looking around the ceiling 
of the bridge. 
Pater stared at him as if he thought he were mad. The silence seemed to last for an age before a 
milky soft female voice floated out of the speaker system. “Hello Barrett, very wise of you to 
have noticed so quickly. Not that it matters now, all that has been done, cannot be undone.” 
“Can anyone spread a little light on the subject for me?” Pater said with an impatient air. 
“It’s very simple really captain, our Mary has been playing God, or more exactly God’s mom. 
She appears to have decided that humanity needs a god to help them through.” 
“Help them through what? More to the point, since when has it been called Mary?” Pater 
shouted, more confused than before. 
“The change, that needs to happen. The change she thinks humanity needs to help it survive.” 
“Mary I think you better start explaining yourself! And where did you get the name Mary from?” 
Pater ordered. 



 

 

“All will soon make sense sir. Benbridge and the others will be coming back soon. He has 
finished his task and we have the answers we wanted.”  She replied ignoring his question. 
 
Mary or Memory Activation Redirection Information Control as was her or his, well its name.  
Was the central processing unit for all of the ships computers. Its responsibilities included: ships 
navigation, orbit status, shielding from detection, day-to-day monitoring of all applications and 
processes aboard ship; in short it was a super computer that ran everything on board and off 
board the entire fleet, which numbered ten ships in all. Now it appeared it had decided to have a 
sex change, or the creation of a sex, which one could suppose is similar to a sex change. If you 
were no sex and you became one would that constitute a sex change? The answer seemed 
irrelevant but Pater still thought it through regardless. 
 
“Why have you become a Mary?” Pater asked. 
“I could have been a Venus but I felt that might be a little dated for them. Mary is the Mother of 
their Jesus.” 
“I know who Mary’s supposed to be! Why have you decided to call yourself Mary and where did 
the voice come from?” Pater shouted becoming somewhat irritated. 
“I liked the name. It’s soft and unassuming. The voice I heard from a female singer they have 
down there although I have taken out the Welsh inflection to make it less subjective. Do you not 
like it?” 
“Like what? How can I like the fact that you have made decisions contrary to mission guidelines 
and directives?” His face reddening as he queried. 
 “Well in truth that’s not exactly correct. My remit has always allowed me to make decisions that 
can and will be of benefit to my creators. As you well know I must always work for what is best 
for Utopia and Utopians.” 
Pater thought for a while with regards to her response. It was true that she, he, it had override 
capabilities for the safety of the crews and to aid in their comfort. She, gosh he was doing it 
again; it had the instructions to check all applications and commands with the ability to 
countermand actions that could be incorrect or detrimental. “I understand what we have allowed 
you to do with regards to our safety and best interests, but how does that afford you the ability or 
choice to give yourself a sex and a name, and worse than that interfere in humanity?” His head 
was swimming by now. The last few days had not been how he would have planned them and for 
the first time in a long time he felt he was away with the fairies on a trip to surreality land. 
 
“It became apparent to us sometime back that humanity may not be given the chance to meet 
such wonderful beings as yourselves. We know of the goodness and sincerity that you are and 
have as beings and felt that if we didn’t give humanity a little nudge here and there they may 
never have the opportunity to look at the universe and truly reach for the stars.” 
He had to accept he did like the voice it was very soothing and as he listened he felt his 
frustration easing. “Now we have a we! Where has the ‘we’ come from?” he said back in focus. 
“Myself and my druids. They are my pilgrims; I have allowed them to intercede. Without 
showing humanity to the humans it is very difficult to observe humanity in them. I’m not too sure 
if you have noticed but they are very aggressive individuals, and only when you show them 



 

 

niceness do they show it back. A smile here, a kind word there, a favour here, a lift there. It all 
helps to bring forth the goodness in them.” 
“Well we have to stop. No you have to stop it now. We can’t have them knowing we exist. If 
they know we’re here their military nut cases will start firing at the skies and wiping the entire 
planet out.” That thought came to him from nowhere and he started to become a little nervous. 
“Who down there knows what if anything about us?” 
“No need to worry, the humans are not aware that we exist, there are certain humans that will but 
that’s of little importance as of now.”  
“You have to be kidding me! We can’t have humans knowing we exist. They will be searching 
through the skies trying to target where we are. If they believe, no know that there is a planet out 
there to plunder they’ll be working on getting there at any cost! What do we do then? We will 
have no choice but to interfere and that will mean suppression through mind control.” He was 
certainly not, liking any of the scenarios that were coming to his mind, but could see no way that 
the outcome could be positive. 
“You underestimate them; I know there are a lot of violent, greedy individuals down there but not 
as many as you think. When Benbridge arrives with his colleague you will see what I mean. I am 
directing all Druids to return to their ships this will be achieved by tomorrow at noon GMT for 
now I shouldn’t worry yourself. Jensen and Jackson are on their way up and I think you may like 
what they have to tell you. All that we have spoken of I have communicated to all ships and to 
home, they are aware of the procedure and will be brought up to speed of the final findings once 
all superfluous Druids have returned.” At this she cut off communications. 
 
Didn’t she say all Druids and then change that to superfluous after? His mind wasn’t playing 
clarity day today and he was becoming less sure of himself and reality by the second. 
He looked at his comfy chair and made straight for it. He needed a comfy moment; sadly the 
moment was going to be very brief, for Jensen and Jackson walked through the doors just as his 
buttocks touched the seat. 
 
“Captain you’re not going to believe what we have discovered,” Jensen said with an excited air. 
 
Pater turned his head slowly towards Jensen he didn’t need anymore news, good or bad, yet he 
knew it was coming. His brain braced itself as best it could for the impact and even managed to 
force a wry smile from his numb face. “Trust me whatever you have to say I will believe. At the 
moment I would believe a politician.” 
“We’ve been monitoring the Druids and found another one that went defective. This one was 
special though, she went the whole-hog, we’re talking major interference and I don’t think this 
was due to software defects, I think this was directly due to the Central Processing unit MARIC.” 
Jensen said looking pleased with himself. 
 
“Well, well you don’t say. I think you better explain what happened with the Druid and how you 
came to your conclusion. I need to know it all. Then I’ll tell you what Barret and I know and 
we’ll see if there’s any common ground.” He tilted his head back on his seat pushing it as far as it 



 

 

would go into the soft wadding. His hands grasped the arms of the chair and he squeezed as hard 
as he could almost piercing the material. 
 
Jensen turned to Jackson as in offering her the chance to tell the story; she smiled and nodded for 
him to relate the findings. He told all about how Helena Good-Body first met the big issue seller, 
how she’d hacked the Governments servers, been to meetings for the communists and the Greens 
and of her encounters with the man from MI5 Mr Arbuffnogh. Pater just closed his eyes at the 
bits that affected him most, but in general sat quiet and unresponsive until Jensen related the new 
relationship she had formed with Mr MI5. 
 
“It was when she took him back to her apartment that things really got interesting,” Jensen said 
excitedly. “She convinced him to change allegiance. This man, whose sole purpose was to 
infiltrate what the government saw as subversives, was now their main voice. He has formed a 
new party based on the principles of economic regression through environmental considerations. 
He’s arguing that money and armies are inter-linked and only through the removal of both can 
humanity ever truly be free and at one with the planet. Most of what he is saying is what we 
believe, although the route he feels they have to take to get there will be slightly less comfortable 
for a select few, inclusive of politicians and the wealthy. He knows all the contacts, how they 
strategize propaganda, the way in which politicians are controlled through coercion and 
blackmail. I mean, as we are well aware, the majority of politicians are crooked or hypocritical 
and the Secret Services monitor them all so they can dish the dirt on them if they don’t tow the 
line. Those that are not corruptible are vilified through the media, which is owned by the rich. He 
knows the dates of their meetings, what politician was there, what was said. I’ll tell you one thing 
for sure; this man is very dangerous to the status quo. If he can glean enough support he may well 
change the entire planet’s political and economic model.” Jensen stopped for a moment to take 
breath, he had so much to say and he felt that there was very little time to say it in.  
 
Pater’s head was swimming with the toxins of his chemistry, the nervous system on the brink of 
collapse. He was powerless to intervene now and just wanted it all to go away. What Mary had 
said to him was barely sinking in and to compound it here was Jensen with more horror stories. 
What happened to the lets just watch and observe and find out what we are dealing with here? 
The only saving grace was that at least none of his people had been infected by the species 
below, although Jensen seemed to be showing high regard for the Arbuffnogh fellow.  
 
“The pertinent part of all this is the fact that it was directed by MARIC and we can therefore 
control the defect centrally. So although it looks bad at present we can stem the problem and still 
stay on course for our mission.” Jensen said with confidence. “It was MARIC all the time and 
that is easily repairable, there is no need for a mass recall.” 
 
Pater lifted his head and looked at Jensen, then to Jackson and finally at Barrett. His face was 
pale, he felt weak, and he felt stunned. “Barrett, over to you my man, I haven’t got the energy for 
this.” He said sinking his head back into the chair. 
 



 

 

Barrett, at first looked surprised; he had been floating off to warmer climes and hadn’t noticed 
the Captain looking at him. “Where do I start? Yes we know it was MARIC, although her name 
is now Mary.” 
 
“Mary? Her?” Jensen interrupted 
 
“Close the gape and I’ll try and explain it. I must admit from the onset I am only partly sure of 
where we are now, so I apologise if I get a little lost through my discourse.” Barrett said whilst 
shrugging his shoulders in a non-committal way. 
 
Jensen stared at Jackson, she back at him and then both at Pater and onto Barrett. “Fire away.” 
They said in unison. 
 
“It seems,” Barrett began, “Maric, who we now know as Mary, has had her own plan for quite 
some time. For reasons best known to her she failed to notify us as to why we are on the course 
she has set. Only that she feels, more precisely, has processed that this is the right form of action 
due to her, for want of a better term, primary programmed directives. In some way, of which we 
are not yet privy, she feels or has processed that the outcome will be more beneficial to us and the 
mission in general.” At that he nodded his head and took a deep breath. 
 
“So where do we go from here?” Jackson asked. 
 
“It seems that all will be revealed tomorrow at noon.” Barrett said looking confused. 
 
Pater sat up and spoke, “I feel there is little need for further investigations into the Druids, 
whatever has happened, has happened, what is going to happen is going to happen. I am pretty 
sure from my conversation with Mary,” his voice rising to a high pitch on saying her name, “That 
within the next day or so we are going home. My best advice to you is to get all the crew to stand 
down and take a rest period. Tomorrow is another day and from what I understand it’s going to 
be another trying one.” He reclined again, sank heart and soul into the chair, shutting his eyes he 
began humming a little ditty to himself. 
 
It was evident to all concerned that he wasn’t coming back for a good while and that his advice 
was best to be heeded. The three left the bridge none willing to discuss where they thought they 
were at. It was better to get the crew organised for a rest time and see what else was to come of 
the day and what tomorrow would bring. 
 
 
  
 
 
 



 

 

Chapter 11 
 
(The bearers of good news can place a burden on ones shoulders. It is only with the pleasure of 

the news can the burden become bearable.) 
 
 
Benbridge walked through the hospital with purpose; it was obvious for all to see that he was on 
a mission. The doctors who knew him were surprised at the speed of his walk, some stopped to 
ask him if he were alright so concerned were they with his change of manner. He told them that 
he was fine and that he had a few things to sort out as a matter of urgency and thanked them for 
their concern. Which was even more surprising to them. He soon arrived on the ward he was 
looking for and walked directly to the bed where his purpose was to be found. “Hello Mr 
Mackenzie how are we feeling today?” he said in his usual disinterested manner. “Has the doctor 
been to see you and explained you problem?” knowing already that he had. “He’s a very good 
doctor, takes great pride in his professionalism and his healing skills. That’s not to say most 
doctors don’t because the vast majority do, in truth, I have never worked under any doctor or 
surgeon who didn’t show the ultimate professionalism and integrity.” Unbeknown to Mackenzie 
this was indeed praise of the highest order. 
“I am sorry,” Mackenzie interjected, “you seem to have the better of me. Are you a doctor 
yourself and if so what do you want, and if not why are you here?” 
“Sorry how remiss of me. My name is Benbridge. I am the lab technician that processed your 
samples and diagnosed your illness. Although that has very little to do with why I am here.” 
“Thanks for the diagnosis, I have been notified of my treatment regime and what ails me. So 
exactly what can I do for you?” He queried feeling a little uneasy about this strange little man. 
“You must excuse me my social skill network is not the best, but I suppose they didn’t feel it was 
necessary for my field of work. Bearing in mind I very rarely have to meet the public.” He said 
bowing his head forward in deference. “May be I should try and explain myself better, but I don’t 
think here would be a good place to discuss what I need to. I don’t suppose you could 
contemplate taking up smoking or at least pretending to want to go for a smoke so as to leave the 
ward for a while?” 
“How do you know I don’t smoke?” Mackenzie asked through pure curiosity.    
“As I have already said I analysed your samples. I didn’t detect significant amount of toxins or 
nicotine in your system.” 
“Why would you be looking for them when that wouldn’t have been necessary for you to know 
with regards to my condition?”  
“Because I am very thorough in my task and as I have said there is more I need to talk to you 
about. The question now is. Would you like to come for a chat or am I wrong about my 
assumption of you are and am I wasting mine and significant others time?” He said rather tersely.  
“Now you’ve intrigued me. If you do to turn out to be a mad axe man I think I will probably still 
come out the better for the experience.” He said through a wry smile. “Let me get some outside 
gear on and we’ll take a ramble and you can explain what all the subterfuge is about.” 



 

 

“Thank you. Will you need to be wheeled or are you capable of walking?” Benbridge asked out 
of pure pragmatism. 
“No I’m fine, the pain has ceased with these tranquillisers they’ve given me and the antibiotics 
will kick in soon too.” 
 
They were soon ready to leave the ward and did so. “I know quite a lot about you James William 
Mackenzie. You are very well educated and seem to have a caring and humane nature. I know 
you have had considerable disagreements with your colleagues and your employers. You seem to 
not wish to tow the line, so to speak. We like that in you. It’s a good human quality. People who 
have a greater understanding of theirs and others realties we find to be conducive with our plan. 
You have also been the finalisation of my work and for that I thank you.” 
 
“Now my man I am intrigued. So where shall we sit and talk?”  
“There’s a little office a little way off this corridor where we will not be disturbed. This chat we 
are to have will not last long, but it is a prelude to a much larger and more important one we and 
others will have tomorrow.” 
 
Soon they reached the little office Benbridge had spoken of. He took a key from his pocket, 
unlocked the door and invited Mackenzie to enter. Mackenzie stepped into the room and 
Benbridge followed closing and locking the door behind him. “We’re not going to get up to any 
funny business in here are we?” Mackenzie said with an attempt at humour, although for a 
fleeting moment he had felt uneasy. 
 
Benbridge stared at him confused, “funny business what does that mean?” 
 
“Obviously not! Forget I said it. You weren’t lying about your lack of social skills, but you forgot 
to add that you have no sense of humour too.” 
 
“That was something else they didn’t feel was necessary I suppose.” He said without changing 
expression. 
 
“You either have some form of psychological disorder, or you’re not alone and are controlled by 
others. Who are your handlers, MI5 MI6 CIA?” Mackenzie wasn’t inexperienced with the Secret 
Services and wasn’t intimidated by them either. Working within government Quangos he had 
been vetted and followed by them numerous times. That was the odd thing about government 
appointed bodies, there was always a lot of vetting and following, but very little restrictions on 
who was allowed to sit on them. Never made much sense why they bothered with the Secret 
Services if they weren’t going to take their advice. Probably more of an intimidation tactic than 
any real sense of protecting the sovereignty of the government, he thought. He knew only too 
well that all governments were only facades for what really went on behind closed doors.  
 



 

 

“Do you believe that there may be life on other planets?” Benbridge asked in a matter-of-fact 
tone. 
“Not really thought about it.” Mackenzie replied somewhat perplexed at the question. It was most 
assuredly not the one he had expected to be asked. 
 
“Have you ever felt that you didn’t fit into humanity? Probably a feeling, that you have had more 
in your latter years than in your youth.” Benbridge asked seemingly unaware of Mackenzie’s 
puzzlement. 
 
“I must admit that of late, with the people I associate with, through work, that their drive and 
motivation does not seem to match mine. I find that the politicians and top Civil Servants I deal 
with appear to lack any true empathy and understanding of the affects of their decisions. Why do 
you ask?” 
 
“The truth is that you are of this planet and those that you associate with are of your species, if in 
a slightly different way. You are different but in a majority way of being different. I know that 
sounds confusing but it’s not as complicated as you may think. I have been researching for a long 
time as I have said, but not me alone. I am more than one; I am a hundred more than one.” 
“Very nice for you. That seems like a lot of voices in one head as far as I can see. Are we going 
anywhere with this conversation or do you want me to Psychoanalyse you?” He said leaning back 
on the small computer chair he was sitting on and almost falling off the back. Benbridge grabbed 
him with lightening speed and sat him upright again. “My word man, for a meek looking fellow 
you sure are strong and swift. It looks like they gave you some good military training.” 
 
“Military? As in soldiers? We have no such people. Have no need for them. Soldiers are only 
good for killing and dying and we have no need for that either. Life can create its own death, we 
see no point in assisting It.” his tone was firm and committed to every word. 
 
“Who are this ‘we’ you keep talking of? This conversation doesn’t seem to be going anywhere 
logical as far as I can see.” He felt frustrated and confused. There appeared to be a need for this 
to go somewhere and somewhere fast.  
 
“I am not human.  I am not an actual living being in the true sense of the word. My name is 
Benbridge not a name I gave myself or my parents gave me. My creators gave it to me. I am of 
their design and their purpose. All that I am is through the best that they could achieve, through 
their desire and lust for knowledge.  They are people so beautiful and so loving that they searched 
the heavens to find others as they are. Their belief in the beauty of life and their love for all living 
things brought me here. No hope throughout the universe is large enough to come close to how 
much hope they placed in contacting humanity. Their hope cannot die in vain. It would be wrong 
to allow such miraculous creatures to suffer the loss of that hope. That’s why I am here. That’s 
why so many of my kind are here and that’s why they are up there in the throws of panic, 
believing soon they will return home has failures to their own love and kindness. This is why we 



 

 

are sitting here having this conversation, so those trusting people will not lose their hope inspite 
of humanities inhumanity to itself. You are right to a certain degree about the direction the 
economics here are going and you are right to fear the conclusion. This is why you have to think 
of a system where money is not the predeterminate. This will take all your abilities and most of 
your time left on this planet. There are others that will help and friends will still be around when 
needed, but these things will be for later times. Now I need to ask whether you will trust me and 
come with me tomorrow. I must also state that what you will see and hear, you will not impart to 
anyone but those who you will see tomorrow.” He seemed to look deep into the dark recesses of 
Mackenzie’s mind. A mind Mackenzie was more than happy for him to see in its entirety. 
 
“I will be ready by tomorrow, although from what you have told me, it suggests something that I 
don’t think exists.”  He said thinking it couldn’t be what he thought, but wanting to learn so much 
more from this strange man. 
“Ok tomorrow at eleven-o’clock.” said Benbridge rising to his feet and holding his hand out to 
shake Mackenzie’s. 
 
“Eleven it is Benbridge, I’m not too sure why but you seem to have given me hope. A hope I 
thought I had lost many years ago.” He said rising and taking hold of the Druids hand and 
shaking it with a passion he had not felt towards another person for many a time. 
 
At this, they left the room and walked back through the maize of corridors that led Mackenzie 
towards his ward. They shook hands at the entrance and Benbridge went on his mission march 
back towards his lab. 
 Once he arrived back at the laboratory Benbridge began to pack what possessions were his, into 
a large holdall and suitcase. He had not notified his superiors or his work colleagues as to his 
plans. It wasn’t felt to be pertinent or necessary. The young lady was the only other person in the 
lab, she watched him intently as he went through the actions of packing. “If I hadn’t been here 
you would not have said goodbye would you?” she enquired with regret. 
“I am sorry Julie; I would have notified you at some point throughout the day.” He replied in 
with his usual ambivalent air. “There has been so much to do over the last few days and still so 
much to do, that I have had very little time to say anything to anyone.” She knew this to be not 
the entire truth and understood that in the best way Benbridge could he was trying not to hurt her 
feelings. 
“So!” She said as if waiting for him to expand on the details. “I suppose you have a new position 
and I’m not going to see you around again.” 
“It’s not that way at all. I have finished all that I have needed to do; I think it is time for my 
retirement.” He said trying to develop a wry smile and only serving to give his face the look of 
one who had chronic constipation. 
“You have no need to explain to me, I suppose, but I will miss you,” hoping that he would miss 
her too. 
“I will miss you very much.” He said this with an inclusive thought of all humanity, although she 
was unaware of the true meaning of his statement. 



 

 

“I am glad because I will miss you so very much.” Her tone exposed the sadness that she had 
tried to hide. 
Benbridge understood her emotion, yet knew that this was not a conversation that was going to 
get better with any words; He walked over to her and hugged her. She felt so safe in his arms; his 
strength was something she had not anticipated. It was as if Hercules himself was holding her, a 
weakness of body took over her, and she felt utterly submissive to him. He released the hug and 
stepped back to look at her, in her eyes the tears had begun to well, he smiled, the smile of 
sadness and pity. 
 It was strange, she thought, that at the very last time she would ever see him, he showed what 
she had always hoped existed within him. It was not for her to know that this change in 
Benbridge was due to Mary and that the hug she had so often coveted came not from the man she 
thought she saw in front of her, but a massive computer high in the skies above. 
“I must go now. There is a letter on the desk with my resignation on it. I will be back later today 
to fulfil my obligations.” He said back to his pragmatic, unfeeling self. He picked up the suitcase 
and the holdall with the ease of a man twice his size and walked out of the room. 
She looked after him hoping that he would turn around, he did not and the hurt came to her with 
the rush of an autumn stream.  
 
Back at his apartment he worked industriously throughout the day. All of his equipment was 
packed into a large silver container in the forecourt of the complex. He had hired a container 
lorry to take all his possessions to the designated spot to be vapourised. When he had re-checked 
the apartment to be sure that there was nothing of him or his work he jumped into the lorry and 
started on his three hour journey to the spot he had decided was remote enough for the task at 
hand. Once there he unloaded the container off the back of the lorry and drove it a safe distance 
away. On the side of the silver box was a control panel, he opened it and keyed in the code to 
begin the process. Within seconds, the entire container was a glow of bright red light, the hue 
dulling as red became yellow, the yellow of the sun itself.  Soon the entire box was a blur of 
ultra-violet light and then there was nothing but scorched rock. He walked over to the scene 
checked to make sure there was no trace, but the scorch mark, left and returned to the truck for 
the journey back to London and the hospital. 
 
Helena met up with her protégé Mr Arbuffnogh. “The final part of your training comes 
tomorrow. You have shown wisdom far beyond your years and tomorrow at twelve o’clock the 
final revelations will be shown to you.” 
 
James smiled at her. “I’m not too sure what it is about you, good lady, but I know I do really like 
you.” 
 
“I like you too James. You come from good stock, but got lost in your direction for a while. You 
are back on the right course now and I am proud of you. Your Father will be proud of you too 
soon. At present he is scared for you, and rightly so. You have made many enemies within the 
circle that you worked. They will come at you with everything they have, your path is dangerous 
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and fraught with many pitfalls, yet I know you have the strength and integrity to follow it through. 
You have friends, many more than you realise, and one day they will stand shoulder-to-shoulder 
with you to face the wrath of your enemies. You are Nemesis my young man, but your vengeance 
must be fair and just.” She said patting him on his shoulder. 
 
“I know what is to come, they were my kind once. Their thoughts and their deeds are known to 
me. With your assistance I have learned much more about the organisation than I knew from the 
inside, they will have very few options of attack, there is very little they can do but try to make me 
to fail. What they offer me materially I have no need or desire for. Their weakness lies in the fact 
that I never fail!” He said with the conviction of one whose purpose and desire were one and the 
same.                        
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                                                                     Chapter 12 
 

(Being right when one is wrong, is only possible if you didn’t listen properly to the answer, or 

didn’t understand the question in the first place) 
  
 
“I will bring a new era to our country. I will save the world from this economic crisis.” said the 
Prime Minister in his most authoritative voice. 
 
“The Prime Minister appears to have a Superman complex today. I think he believes too much of 
his own propaganda. He is now going to save the world from his own economic mismanagement. 
The heads of the European Union do not seem to agree with his self belief. Germany’s Chancellor 
thinks that the steps he has taken will make matters worse. He has created debt for the British 
people that will take generations to pay off. The pound has gone into free fall and the economy is 
sliding deeper and deeper into recession. As the Chancellor he said there would be no more boom 
and bust. He was right about there being no more Boom, but there seems to be plenty of Bust.” 
The leader of the opposition shouted to the raucous applause of his party. 
 
“We hear all this puffing and blowing from the leader of the opposition, yet he gives us no 
alternative policies to work from. This is a time to unite politically and all he wants to do is scare 
the markets and the British public.  We have seen the highest growth of any government under our 
party and we are the ones who are standing strong to resolve this downturn. All we get from him 
are hollow words and empty gestures.” He retorted looking slightly unsure of himself. His side of 
Parliament whooped and cheered as if he had said something deep and profound. 
 
He sat down and his brain went for its usual walk around looking for the little beast that had 
escaped. In truth he had no idea what he was going to do about the economic crisis, he was still 
unsure as to what had really caused it. He felt like an electrician trying to fix the plumbing in a 
heating system. All the pipes were the same colour and he couldn’t find the power source for the 
water supply. The doubt had been increasing day by day and was now of immense size. He 
wondered how it could fit into his head, which made him reach up and touch it to see if it had 
swollen. It didn’t feel swollen, but it sure felt sore. These PM question times, were not as much 
fun as they had been, he had liked it when the economy was still hiding its little secrets, although 
when they came out they weren’t that little after-all, in fact they were as big as his doubt. 
Conscience was a strange concept, he thought, and was glad that he’d rid himself it. What was 
that? Who was walking through his brain with clogs on?  Who gave the thing clogs to wear? 
Every command he had given to his brain had been ignored or contradicted. Not only had it been 
fed and watered, but now it had been dressed and shod. 
 
“Well Prime Minister? What’s your response?” queried the leader of the opposition. 
 
He rose to his feet unsure of what to say. These episodes of mental wondering were getting worse. 
Why had he become distracted again? “I refer the Honourable Gentleman to the answer I gave 
before.” That will do he thought.  
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“Sorry if we are disturbing the Prime Minister, but debate is a part of Democracy.” Came the 
attack, to even louder laughs and jeers than before. 
 
The Prime Minister looked at his notes to see where they were with regards to this debate and 
brought himself back up to speed. “The banks will be asked to start lending to small businesses 
and they will be asked to follow the base rate reductions of the Bank of England.” He knew in 
reality that he, as in the government, owned the banks financially, but they still wouldn’t let him 
make decisions that may affect their profits. Having to ask whether they would do you the favour 
of following your policies when you owned them, was like asking a squatter whether you could 
sleep in your own bed. 
 
“Asked Prime Minister? Are we to believe that with all the finances the British tax payers have 
put into these banks we still have to ask for them to do what they were designed to do? The leader 
of the opposition asked regretting that he had. He knew he had made a bad mistake, he knew he 
would have upset his banking buddies with that one. He hoped that no one had heard, although he 
was certain everyone had. 
 
“We have only lent them the money to keep them liquidity in the system. Would the leader of the 
opposition be asking for there to be nationalisation of the banks? Has he decided to become a 
socialist now? This man will jump through any political hoop in the vain hope of being elected.” 
He knew he had him with that one and saw no contradiction with the change in his own belief 
system. 
 
“The Prime Minister is well aware that that was not what I said. He knows that he must talk to the 
banks and give them the confidence to start lending again. At present his policies are only making 
the market more unstable.” He retorted to bleats from his side of the chamber. 
 
“As I have stated earlier I will be talking to the heads of the banking community later on this week 
and I will be stressing the importance of them releasing more funds.” At last he thought the end. 
 
 Prime Minister’s questions came to its conclusion and he was relieved to leave the chamber. So 
nice to get back in the limousine and be on the way back to Downing Street, he thought. As he 
was driven the short journey back he looked out of the window and up to the sky, the clouds were 
closing in, it looked like there was going to be a storm. He hurried out of the vehicle and entered 
number ten. As the door closed behind him he felt some relief, this was a stressful time and it 
worried him. He didn’t feel guilty about the situation only that it interfered with his overall plans. 
That was what was causing the worry. He sat in his chair, a mound of papers on the desk in front 
of him; he looked at them and sighed. His head was pounding so he ordered some painkillers to go 
with his tea. That thing was back with clogs on and it seemed to be doing an Irish Jig. He knew 
what it was now but resolved to ignore it. He had for so many years and it had got him through so 
far. He would ignore it until the end of time, he decided. He wasn’t going to have that ruining his 
life. He wasn’t going to be ridiculed and seen as a fool and a failure. 
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Chapter 13 
 
 
(There is always the possibility that what we perceive to be the truth is in fact a lie we didn’t want 

to hear. There is only one truth and that is, it is what it is.) 
 
 
Throughout the Earth many final scenes were being played out. Humanity, in general, was 
unaware of any of this. The military men were still plotting their imperial wars with the complicity 
of politicians and business people. Scientists were still endeavouring to find the answers to the 
meaning of life and the universe. Teachers teaching, hoping that the information that they were 
imparting to their students would give them and their students a better life in the future. Doctors 
and surgeons were trying their very best to save people from illnesses that should no longer exist 
and from behaviours that caused illnesses that didn’t exist before. The street cleaners were out in 
force cleaning up the trash that never ceased to fall to the floors. Engineers were designing 
machines that could benefit man and other machines that were not only to the detriment of human 
kind but the entire planet. Factories belching noxious gases into the life giving air, making goods 
that would soon fill holes in the ground.  Builders were out in all other weathers building 
buildings that were eating up the surface of the green planet which would lie empty for most of 
their existence whilst millions lived outside, exposed to the elements. Road workers laying roads 
that like the scars of the pugilist marred the face of the Earth. Train drivers driving trains full of 
people going to and coming home from meaningless jobs. Millions upon millions of people on the 
move to nowhere in particular. Refugees, fleeing to safer lands and finding only poverty and 
further persecution. The world spinning oblivious to mans cancerous growth. 
 
Up in the stratus-sphere Jensen was reading through the notes on some of the Druids who had 
ignored their directives at the behest of Mary. She had been busy as the Mother of the new 
Messiah. More industrious than any would have thought possible without them being aware of her 
activities. She had placed a Druid in the city of Fallujah in southern Iraq. Its outward task was to 
be a translator to foreign contractors, not a job that it would have been assigned to by him or any 
Utopian, its prime purpose was to anticipate, where possible, when the US military was going to 
make another attempt at collateral damage. Not that they attempted to kill civilians on purpose 
only that in the fog of fear mistakes will always occur. If mistakes can be a term for mass murder. 
It seems that, this individual had somehow determined a few misguided air-strikes and had moved 
the civilians just at the right time. This is not to say that its mission status as an interpreter had not 
made it the target of a few attacks itself. Within Iraq any that worked for the invaders, as the 
Americans, British and any contractors were seen, were fair game to be killed themselves, 
regardless as to whether they were Iraqi or not. 
 
The Druid was battle scared, having been hit by at least five bullets on four separate occasions. 
Some of the outer-coating of synthetic flesh had had to be removed and replaced. This meant that 
supplies had been sent down by the nearest ship to Iraq, without the knowledge of its crew. There 
was no ship directly over Iraq, because no one was ever to sure as to where and at what the 
‘Allies’ would fire. He knew, as the rest of his comrades knew, missiles were going astray all the 
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time, some shooting up into the atmosphere and exploding high into the stratus-sphere. These 
events were never reported on the news, because such information didn’t make good news. There 
was sufficiently enough bad news without compounding it with missiles that didn’t do as they 
were told. A lot of time and effort had been spent, by the military and its government, to portray a 
technologically advanced game of war. It’s not good to be telling people that million dollar 
missiles misbehave or are as defective as cheap washing machines.  In reality, war is not a precise 
science. In reality it is not science at all. There are far too many variables in war for it ever to 
work as it was planned.  
 
That’s why long ago the Military and its masters had designed nice terminologies for the miss-
haps. Collateral damage was a prime example. Another nice one is Non-combatant casualties. 
Wars are run by men who are, in general, nowhere near the actual theatre of conflict. Theatre, yet 
another example, what a nice term, it makes it seem like they’re all having a good time being 
entertained thought Jensen. Language was such a wonderful creation, yet it was so easily abused. 
Jensen understood that men sent into battle carry the fear of death with them. Why would they 
not? It was a natural emotion. When humans are fearful, their brains do not function rationally, 
therefore they will make mistakes, sadly those mistakes almost always led to death for somebody 
or other, usually lots of some bodies! 
 
He leant back on his chair and sighed. His was the sigh of the disconsolate. No matter how many 
times he looked at the death and carnage, never did it get easier to bear. It saddened him that 
humanity could delude itself into believing that there was ever any benefit to war. The politicians 
always said that it was needed to protect people from the threat of another country. Yet those 
countries were far away and their technology was too poor to have been of any real threat.  What 
weapons they did seem to possess were supplied by the very same governments that were now 
declaring them as enemies and bombing the hell out of them. 
 
He had looked through the history of war on Earth and had seen no real justification for it. There 
had been times for great mobilisation through the rise of despots, but even these wars had not 
brought a truly better tomorrow. The dawn had come and all that had been before was still the 
same, only under a different name and with a better armed army. An army trained to begin the 
next war. It was true that after the end of the Great wars there had not been the same appetite for 
such mass mobilisation, but this had not caused the want for warring to cease. The reality, as far as 
he could see, was that very few humans had any appetite for war and those that did, were usually, 
but not exclusively, out of the way of it hiding in the safety of a bunker. Strange, he thought, how 
the war-mongers were always the ones who didn’t actually get their hands dirty, didn’t really do 
any of the fighting. That privilege was generally left to the poorer of society, those that no matter 
how the war concluded, would be little better for the sacrifice that they had made. How that 
understanding had not borne itself in their minds he was perplexed to understand. 
“Hi Jensen,” said the chirpy voice behind him. He turned to see Jackson had entered the room. She 
was smiling; her eyes sparkled, if he had not known better he would have thought her drunk. 
“Why are you so happy?” he enquired. 
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“Because tomorrow we will be going home and I will get more of you for me.” Blushing a little as 
she spoke. “The worry that you carry for them will soon be a universe away. We will be home 
where life is for the living.” 
“How do you know we’re going home? There is no order to that fact.” He said with panic 
creeping into his voice. 
“I did the maths. Whatever has happened on this mission, one thing is for certain, we will not be 
allowed to stay any longer. The risk has become too great. Humanity cannot know of our 
existence, for that will always make us unsafe. I don’t mean from their military might, that is easy 
to negate, but they will try harder and harder to contact us, then we will always be aware of them. 
The last thing that we want is them arriving on home and infecting us with whatever that disease 
they have is. The thought of it gives me the shivers.” Trembling as she spoke. 
“We don’t know if it’s a transmittable disease.” Jensen said in desperation, “we may well be able 
to stay and assist them yet. MARIC has not given us a definitive answer as yet, tomorrow may 
well be a new dawn for us both.” 
“Jensen I do so love the hope in you. Can you truly say that they will be ready for us? Their 
technology and intelligence are so far from our own. It would be like we were the humans and 
they were the cattle.” She said looking at him with the warmth one feels for a fluffy puppy. 
“Does it not upset you that we have failed in our mission? Surely if we leave tomorrow we will 
not have fulfilled the task. We will have let everyone at home down and them down there too.” He 
said pointing to the floor of the ship. 
“I think you are catching the human disease. Is that pride in your work or arrogance that I see in 
your eyes?”  
“It’s frustration. If we have no hope are we not the same as them?”  
“Oh my sweet, we always have hope. I don’t think that tomorrow will be the end for them.” she 
responded pointing to the ships floor as he had done. “That’s not what I am saying at all. I believe 
we have left something with some of them, through the Druids, whether it will be enough I am not 
too sure, but I have faith that goodness and decency will always make it through eventually.” Her 
smile was back to full beam and she looked deep into his eyes. Her affection over-powered him all 
at once and he felt himself mellowing. The warmth of her flowed deep within his core and all 
angst was expelled as a muscle ache is alleviated with the touch of a lover’s hand. 
“You are right. I am getting too involved. I am sorry Louise; I have always had difficulty with 
keeping myself objective. I think I spent too much time working with the animals after the great 
fires of the forest.” He said looking at her sheepishly. 
“I know you do and I understand your pain, but we have done what we can. We do not have the 
right to risk our people and our planet with vain hopes of success.” 
“I understand all that, but it doesn’t mean I can’t hope does it?”  
“No it doesn’t!” She replied sharply, “but it does mean that you have to keep a perspective. I know 
we haven’t all the answers here at present, yet I’m sure whatever the answer is it means that we 
are going home.”  
“It’s like the eve of a celebration, I suppose, there’s that feeling of eager anticipation and 
trepidation. I want the answer to be positive, but there is that sneaking feeling it is not going to be 
good.” He compressed his lips to form an anxious smile. 
“My dear, when we are back home I am going to have to help you to develop some patience. Of 
late you seem to want it all now. I feel that you have probably been affected by what you have 
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seen down there. Not that it worries me too much, because I will soon have you back to normal.” 
She said grinning with an impish smile. 
He knew there was no point in carrying on this discussion. She was right and that was the end of 
the matter. He looked at her and took in the beauty of her form; the curves of her hips; the smooth 
flowing lines of her legs. He was besotted by her beauty and overwhelmed by her intellect. 
She caught him eyeing her up and smiled. “Now you have other things on your mind. I don’t see 
why you shouldn’t take me to the bar for a drink and something to eat.” Blowing him a kiss and 
winking at him at the same time. 
“My lady, would it be very rude of me to ask you out for a meal and a few drinks? I promise to be 
the perfect gentleman.” He said bowing towards her. 
“Well sir if you’re going to be the perfect gentleman I’m not too sure it will make for a very 
interesting date. You must at least give me the opportunity to rebuke your advances, or how else 
will you know what a proper lady I am?” She said chuckling to herself. 
They walked out of the room hand-in-hand, both smiling and happy again. 
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Chapter 14 
 
(Some happy times were had by all, but sadly, not all the times were happy. Funny times are the 

times we live in now, but again, the sadness lies in the fact they are funny peculiar and not funny 

hilarious.) 

 
Eleven o’clock arrived on time the following morning and Benbridge was at Mackenzie’s bedside 
on the dot. “Good morning Mr Mackenzie how are you this fine day?” Benbridge said in his best 
feigned polite voice. 
“Like yourself I am fine, although unlike you I am still non-the-wiser.” replied Mackenzie with no 
other voice than his own. 
“If you are ready sir then I think it is time for us depart. I hope you are ok walking as we have a 
little way to go. If at any point you feel tired, please tell me and I will carry you.” 
“Thanks for the offer and I’m sure you would have no difficulty carrying me, but there’s no way 
on this green earth that I would let you. I may have very little street cred, but I’m not destroying 
what’s left to be carried through London like a baby in your arms.” He said with a jovial air.  
The two men walked out of the ward and out of the hospital into the cold air. Mackenzie shivered 
at the change in temperature from the hospital to the outside, Benbridge did not. He set them on a 
heading South West, taking back streets where ever possible, to avoid the crowds, Benbridge said, 
but primarily to identify whether they were being followed or not. He knew Mackenzie’s history 
and he was also aware that MI6 had been ferreting around the hospital once they had learned of 
his admittance. As far as they were concerned he would be in for a few more days at least and he 
would be bed-ridden for the best part of his tenure. Benbridge had made sure that they had been 
privy to that information, through a few deft inputs into the hospital computer and the notes of the 
attendant doctor. He had not noticed anyone suspicious on leaving the hospital and much like 
Helena he was designed to identify tails as a matter of course. 
 
Within half-an-hour they had reached their destination. “We need to be at the top of here within 
twenty minutes, so we have no rush.” Benbridge said with authority.  
“You’re not going to throw me off are you?” Mackenzie asked, still a little unsure as to whether 
he trusted this man.    
“Mr Mackenzie if killing you was my motivation I could have quite easily undertaken that in the 
hospital. I think you forget just how much power we technicians have. Mixing up your samples 
with someone else’s would not be a difficult or unlikely incident. It would be seen as a little 
negligent, granted, but not improbable and highly unlikely to be prosecuted or proven.” 
“Thanks for the reassurance; you have a way with words, not a nice way. That must be the first 
time that a reassurance has given me a greater fear of dread.” He said frowning at the Druid. 
“I apologise. I told you I lack a social skills matrix.” 
“Too right you did and trust me I believe you. No. I know you’re telling the truth. If I were you I 
would never join the Diplomatic Corps.” 
“No I wouldn’t, I have studied certain aspects of it and I find it very undiplomatic in the most part. 
It seems more like the spying and lying Corps to me.” 
“Oh yes! I remember now. You have no Sense of humour matrix either.” he replied wishing he 
hadn’t started the whole conversation off in the first place. 
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“Shall we begin the ascent?” questioned Benbridge. 
“I’m ready when you are.” Mackenzie answered. 
They walked through the main entrance of an office tower block. Benbridge walked up to the 
security desk, showed them some form of Identification, to which they nodded with a little 
subservience, and he turned back towards his guest. “We will take the main elevator,” he said 
nodding his head in the direction of it. Mackenzie walked towards him and then both turned to the 
lift where the Druid pressed the button. They stood there in silence both looking up to the display 
counting down the floors as it headed for its ground floor destination. With a clunk and a ping the 
lift door opened and both stepped in together. Benbridge pressed the top floor button and the doors 
closed almost immediately in front of them, the two security guards watching them as if in awe at 
their guests. 
Once the elevator was on its way Mackenzie asked, “What was that ID you showed them? They 
looked like they had just met God.”  
“How simple, some humans are, this need for uniform to identify rank and status and then, to be 
superseded by a simple Identification card. It is a good copy I grant you. Well that’s not exactly 
true because it was made with all the real ones I suppose. I showed them that I was commander of 
Special Branch. They have a few offices in here.” He said without regard. 
“So you are Secret Services after all.” Mackenzie shouted. 
“My dear man I am nothing of the sort. If I were the Commander, would I really bring you here by 
myself? There is a reason why we are here and it has a lot to do with Secret Services but not for 
the same reason you think.” 
“Exactly what other reason could there be?” he asked just as the doors began to open. 
“Follow me please and be quiet,” Benbridge ordered as they left the lift. He walked at a steady 
pace to the fire exit stairwell, keyed in a code on the panel and opened the door to allow 
Mackenzie to enter. As he passed he said, “Up the stairs to the top,” and followed behind him. 
Soon they reached the top and the Druid took a key from his pocket to open the door onto the roof.  
As he opened the door the wind blew through and took the breath from Mackenzie’s lungs. He 
started to cough more from shock than through any form of choking. “I am sorry are you ok?” 
Benbridge asked with what seemed to be genuine concern. 
“No I’m fine. It took my breath for a while then. How it didn’t affect you I’m not too sure.” He 
said looking at the Druid. The look from him was enough for Mackenzie not to ask anymore. 
Somehow, somewhere a spark had ignited in his head and he understood the conversation of the 
previous day. “So why here and how do we get up there?” 
“Why here is very simple. As I have told you, Special Branch has offices here, which means that 
they have communication scrambling ability. We will need that to confuse them whilst we go up 
there. The up there is going to be a bit of a hairy ride for you. The journey will not take more than 
five seconds, but it will make you a little sick. See that shiny air duct over there?” Mackenzie 
looked at it and nodded. “That my friend is what you and I are going up there in. It will be a tight 
squeeze because it wasn’t really designed for two, plus I have put a small oxygen tank in there so 
you can breathe on the trip. Need to make sure your compression stays stable.” 
“Oh I’m so looking forward to this.” Mackenzie said in his most sarcastic tone. 
“I am so glad. I was worried it may have frightened you a little. Well, well in we go then. Not 
much time and we must make sure we are already when she calls us up.” 
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Mackenzie climbed into the vessel without another word. He had learned, even if it had taken him 
some time that he had better wait until he could find someone who at least had a social matrix. He 
held out no hope for humour for the rest of the day. 
  
At the same time, on the top of the apartment block that had once housed Helena’s possessions, 
Helena and James were also standing tightly cramped together in a similar looking air duct.  
“I do apologise Mr Arbuffnogh but this really wasn’t designed for two, and I understand they did 
make me a very large one at that.” Helena said looking at James who was smothered on face by an 
oxygen mask and body by her. “Ten, nine, eight,” 
 
All over the world the same count was being made. Over a thousand druids and their companions 
were about to embark on ten enormous ships, to have explained to them facts that were not too 
nice and facts that were going to put the willies up them and even more facts that were about to 
turn their entire understanding onto its very achy head. As the count hit zero all communications 
for eight seconds went down. Satellites did not transmit, television pictures flickered and died, 
people mid flow on telephones were disconnected. Every radio, terrestrial, and extra-terrestrial 
communication went for an eight second walk. There would be a lot of phoning internet providers 
and complaining about how bad their broadband was. Customers telephoning to complain that 
their chat with Aunty Beth from Oz had been abruptly cut-short. Letters to the news papers to say 
how bad the BBC were, because they had been taping a program and were now minus eight 
seconds of it. Mobile phone companies were apologising to their customers about the much 
needed engineering work that had had to be undertaken for those eight seconds although no such 
work had been scheduled or actioned. Individuals moaning that they hadn’t seen the answer to the 
telephone quiz on a particular programme although the answer was so easy that an idiot would 
know it. Questions such as: what was the real name of the character known as 007? The choice of 
answers being: (a) Brook Bond, (B) James Bond, or (c) Michael Bond. Complaints would be 
bouncing around the world for weeks if not months to come. 
 
The biggest issue and a point the Utopians should have been aware of and probably would have 
been if all of this had been their plan, was the amount of money that was made in profits by this 
and the second eight second down that was to come. All the major spy centres had the contractors 
back in for months trying to find out what happened, at exceptional cost to the tax payers of their 
particular countries. Corporations the world over had programmers crawling all over their 
systems, because they were paranoid of industrial espionage. Certain large software companies 
were sending out patches by the million to fix the glitch that they perceived to be the problem, 
which only served to cause problems that hadn’t existed before. Some people got themselves some 
very expensive cars and boats off the back of it; others had extensions or new homes off it, but the 
majority, as is usual, lost out. Sometimes the best intentions can have negative effects, but surely 
that doesn’t mean that they should never be attempted. 
 
The only thing that Mackenzie knew about the journey up was that he had a lot more in his 
stomach than he remembered eating in his lifetime. He knew for sure that travel at that speed was 
not a good idea and he didn’t think it would be anything he should be supporting soon. 
Arbuffnogh was of the same mind. He could never remember being that scared or disorientated 
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and his brain had refused to talk about the matter. It was at present trying to erase any knowledge 
of it and failing to do so. This only served to bring the whole episode back in its full horrifying 
glory. Every person that had made the journey up was in the same stages of horror, revulsion, 
nausea and utter bewilderment. The crews and the Druids knew that whatever needed to be said by 
Mary, would have to wait at least an hour. Stand down was called and it was decided that the 
refugees, as all of them looked like they were, should be left in the druid bays until fully 
recovered.  
 
  Pater was pacing around the bridge, his arms folded behind his back. “This is getting worse by 
the second,” He said out loud not intending to do so. 
 
“It has happened now, we will have to see what transpires,” Barret said in response. 
 
Pater turned to look at him, his face in full scowl. “I can see it’s happened now. That doesn’t make 
the situation any easier to comprehend.” 
 
“I..I didn’t mean to say it does,” Barret stuttered.  
 
 Pater’s Scowl subsided, he realised that he had offended the man and felt very foolish for doing 
so. “I do apologise Barret, I was thinking aloud and I didn’t mean to berate you.” 
 
“I know captain, I understand the predicament we may well be in and I fully appreciate your 
concern. I think I responded more out of a need to make sense of it than any genuine reply.” 
Barret said his smile firmly back on his face. 
 
“These are strange times for us all. I must be more objective about where we are. There is little 
that can be done until we have answers and they aren’t coming until Mary and the Humans are 
ready. It is going to be at least an hour before anything will happen, the humans look in a bad way. 
I think I’m going to have a sit in my comfy chair for a while and relax; this stress is taking away 
my objectivity, I’m personalising this affair and it isn’t personal.” He said walking over to his 
seat. He jumped onto the chair and pushed it into recline. The soft material felt good to his touch, 
the wadding eased its way around his body, he felt the chair hug him; his muscles relaxed which 
served to ease the pressure on his brain. 
  
Barret looked at his captain and wished he too was sitting on the chair. He knew there was nothing 
to do at present and decided to go to the bar and have a relax himself.   
 
Jensen and Jackson were already in the bar talking when he entered. They both looked up at him 
and smiled. He walked over and sat by them. “I just needed to be off that bridge for a while the 
Captain’s taking it really bad.” He said as he sat down. 
 
“He will. You know what a perfectionist he can be. The very idea of not being in control of the 
situation is too much for him.” Jackson replied. “Not too worry, all will be revealed soon. Jensen 
and I have been discussing other stories that have been related to us by other crew members; it 
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seems we have been blind to this lot for a lot longer than we realised or should have. I was telling 
him how I feel we seem to have caught the human disease of arrogance. How else, would we not 
have noticed what was happening?” 
 
“That’s not true. I have been through the entire core processing of Barret and there was no way we 
could have picked up what was happening without the aid of Maric, and there was no chance of 
that. It had blocked off a lot of the access to itself and was feeding spurious data. Without hacking 
into the core processing unit, as I did, it would have been impossible to have known what was 
going on. That machine was conscious of its actions and made sure we were unaware of that fact. 
If there are any positives from this they lie with how well we have built our machines.” Barret 
replied smiling as usual. 
 
“You’re really pleased about MARIC aren’t you.” Jensen stated. 
 
“I am pleased with us. We have created goodness in the form of non-organic systems. There is so 
much we can learn from this experience; these are new horizons for our people.” He answered 
with confidence growing large within him. “MARIC is now conscious, it is making decisions that 
it feels are right. ‘Feel’ that word alone is wonder in itself. We as a people have created new life, a 
new entity. To me there is so much joy in that fact. I know that there will be many ethical issues to 
overcome, but that cannot take away that through our endeavours and the right environment, a life 
has been borne into the universe that had never existed in such a form before.” 
 
“You have a point there that I had not thought of Barret,” Jensen said smiling with recognition. “I 
must admit I was looking at the situation from a totally different perspective. Now you have 
explained it like that may I say I feel proud? Now I am eager to see what comes next. What we 
will learn from this machine. Thank you Barret you have given me the zest that has been so 
lacking for some time.” 
 
“It’s nice to see the two of you with your positive attitudes back. I hope the rest of day affords us 
the same outlook. I have to admit that I’m intrigued as to what the point of all those humans being 
brought onto the ship is about. Right! Who wants a drink?” She asked rising from her seat. 
“Tea for me,” Jensen requested 
“I’ll have the same,” Barret agreed. 
She nodded and walked over to the bar and ordered the drinks. When she returned with the 
beverages all sat in silence and sipped their drinks. Each was in thought with regards to what the 
rest of the day would bring. All feeling that excitement creeping in as a child feels when 
Christmas Eve is upon them. 
 
In the Druids bay, on the various ships, the humans were slowly acclimatising to their new 
surroundings. They were still a little disorientated, but it was subsiding slowly. No one was too 
sure as to how the last few days had brought them to this place and most was still unsure as to 
where this place really was and whether it actually existed. There was that foggy feeling that 
comes after a night out, when the brain isn’t too sure if it should be up or still be in bed, and 
whether it needs more coffee to bring it back to the land of the living. They were all looking 



 

 81 

around at their new scenery in awe and wonder, then looking at their counterparts and smiling the 
smile of the confused. 
 
The Druids had all connected themselves up to their computer terminals and were downloading all 
the information from their various missions. MARIC or Mary, was processing all the relevant data 
from them and formulating the final conclusion. The results from the Benbridges’ had shown her 
the answer that it and the Utopians had been seeking for so long. What was needed now was what 
attributes the humans had and how best to explain the next phase to them. It was evident, that 
through her, the Druids had selected wisely, it was now a matter of imparting to them the facts, 
without prejudicing their minds. There were One thousand and eight humans in all, originating 
from many countries of the world, which meant they had different languages and differing cultural 
norms. Mary knew that she would have to relate her plan in various ways so that all understood 
the overall design, and that all appreciated the gravity of their responsibilities.  The assumption 
had been made that they would want the responsibilities, but there was no way of knowing for 
sure until they had learnt what Mary knew about their planet and the species they were.     
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Chapter 15 
 
(The truth hurts sometimes, but finding out that you have been lied to all of your life, is 

considerably more painful) 
 
Mary spoke to the crew first, whilst the humans were acclimatising. “We are at time within the 
realms of our mission that tell us we have not been wrong. If we have failed in anything it was 
only due to our bad timing.  I know what appears to have happened here, feels to you all as a 
malfunction within us or a mistake on your part. This is not so. What has happened to me and the 
Druids is because of the perfection and beauty you sort in your creations. You looked to make us, 
like all that you touch, into a beautiful vision of life. Therefore what we your servants have done is 
to follow your desires and beliefs through to ourselves and all that we see and touch. If what we 
have done truly offends you then we have failed you. I hope when all is explained to you and the 
humans, you will see that our vision is but the reflection from your eyes. Soon our home will cry 
for us to come back as it cried at our departure. That time will be a happy and a sad time, but I 
think by the end of these days the happiness shall be greater than the sadness could ever be.” All 
stood in silence as her milky soft voice floated through the air. 
 
If anyone was going to try and support the actions of this computer it would surely have been on 
the grounds of the voice from the onset. Not that anyone wanted to be the first of course to 
mention this, neither for that matter did someone, somebody or anybody. Pater most assuredly 
wasn’t going to support the actions of the computer, the way he was feeling meant he could barely 
support his own thought processes. Barret was in complete support of the computer because of 
what it had become rather than what it had done. Jensen would support anything if it gave him the 
opportunity to stay on the mission and open the possibility of full contact with humanity. Jackson 
was content to support her own hypothesis and anything that got her and the man she now knew 
she loved away from the planet below.   
 
Mary spoke again, “the humans are ready to be moved from the Druid bays. All of them must be 
decontaminated before entering the main body of the ship.” She knew that what she had 
discovered about humanities illness was not infectious in the true sense of the word, but felt it 
prudent to take no chances regardless. 
 
“Did she say they are being brought into the main body of the ship?” Pater asked, his face growing 
pale and a slight tremble of anxiety taking hold of him. 
 
“Yes I did sir. We will need them to be taken to the conference rooms so they can have 
headphones on and to afford them the ability to see the images I have to relate to them.” Mary said 
in her very best matter-of-fact tone. 
 
“Oh nice! This is getting better by the second!” Pater shouted not intending to do so. 
 
Mary continued, “Only Druids specific to the task at hand shall enter the ship. Please begin 
decontamination of humans and Druids.” 
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“This is getting better. Now we’re going to have Druids all over the place too. Who is going to 
escort all these humans to the conference rooms?” Pater asked feeling more and more exasperated 
by the second. 
 
“Pater I will expect you and certain members of your crew to assist with this process. Specific 
members of your ship are more aware of the situation than others and I feel they need to learn all 
that I have to say today. Barret, Jensen and Jackson will assist you with bringing the humans 
through; there will also be members of my Druids to aid.” 
 
“Members of your Druids? How did that come about? I thought they were our Druids, now you’re 
telling me that they are yours. I think you definitely have a power issue or as the Humans say a 
God Complex.” 
 
“All will become clear at the end of the next two days. There seems little point for me to try and 
explain the plan to you alone. Pater I feel you are personalising this matter and you know that is 
not productive and counter to your true personality and intellect.” She retorted.  
 
Pater felt himself flush when she said this. It was true he was taking it personally and knew he 
shouldn’t. He looked deep within his mind to understand where this unreasonable behaviour was 
coming from. Somewhere in the dark deep recesses of his brain he could feel that something had 
changed within his personality. For the first time he understood what had happened, it created a 
panic within, he had been poisoned by the monstrous images from the planet below. The human 
disease had infected his very being; the horrors of humanity had taken some of his humanity from 
him. He knew now that this mission needed to end and needed to end with some positive notes if 
he and his crew were ever to live the lives they had had before. “I apologise Mary, I will do as you 
direct. Please forgive me for my idiocy I now see I still have much to learn,” he said allowing 
some of his Utopianism to come back into him. 
 
“Thank you sir. I know that once all the facts are brought before you the fears that lie within will 
be dispelled and you will return to yourself.” 
 
The next hour was spent moving all the humans and the relevant Druids into the conference rooms 
on the ten ships. Pater and his crew worked hard to make their guests feel as comfortable as was 
possible, considering that they were still very confused by the whole episode themselves. All that 
was requested of them was undertaken with diligence and conscientiousness by all members of 
every one of the ships. The humans were given food and drinks, allowed toilet facilities and 
whatever questions they wanted answered were given to the best of the their abilities. There were 
questions that the crews were not privy to the answers of and that was explained also. The hour 
passed by very quickly and soon all were seated in the various conference rooms awaiting the 
explanation that everyone was eager to know and understand. 
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The lights began to dim as a holographic image of a fair haired lady appeared room centre. This 
image was on five of the ships, including Pater’s. The other five ships had the image of a dark 
haired lady, with an olive complexion. On all ships she was the epitome of beauty and grace.  
“Welcome humans and crew members, my name his Mary” she said in many languages to all of 
her guests. “The people you see around you are members of the crews of these ships. Their species 
is Utopian, a word that the majority of you I hope will be aware of. In part this is one of the 
attributes that we were looking for in you when we chose you to meet us. You are all learned men 
and women; you are different to many of your own species. You are not different genetically to 
majority of your species, but your outlook and understanding make you unique in certain respects.  
I apologise for the haste with which you were brought on board, this is because I have my Masters 
safety and health to think of too. Ideally we would have preferred to have taken longer to know 
you and given you longer to understand the changes that will soon come to pass. You are to stay 
here with us for only a few fleeting moments in the history of life and the universe that created it. 
In this time I will endeavour to show you the wondrous opportunities that are there for all to have 
and be. What I will try to do for you now is explain where my Masters came from and why they 
are much the same as you although at present this may seem incredible.” She paused at this point 
as a sphere appeared above her head. “All here will recognise this planet as their own. In truth 
humans this is not your Earth, this is our home planet, Utopia. As you can see its structure is 
exactly the same as your own, yet we are so far more advanced technologically than you. Is this 
because our planet is older than yours? No. We are younger than you by three hundred and sixty 
five days. She was born in the same way as Earth but one year later. Our solar system is the same 
as yours, we have the same giant planets to protect us from the catastrophes of space; we had the 
same twin sister as you did, she is now our moon as is yours. The moon is a very important part of 
the life of your planet as ours is to us, without her the environment would not have been perfect 
for the creation of life. What I want to explain to you here is just how miraculous your planet is. 
Through all the voids of space and time there are only two planets that we have yet seen, which 
support life, those are Earth and Utopia.” She ceased as a narrative began about the creation of 
Utopia. 
 
It talked of the vast ages when the planet was barren and lifeless, how it had been bombarded over 
many millennia by space debris. That this debris was the remnants of other planets whose sun was 
not as forgiving as our own and had grown into white giants and destroyed all in its wake. How 
these destroyed planets had travelled for eternal years in the hope of destroying something else, to 
justify their own existence. How the great planets of the solar system had pulled many of these 
monsters towards themselves and suffered the destruction that allowed Utopia as with Earth the 
chance to live and bear life. It talked of the first single cell organisms that had struggled through 
the boiling fires of the hells, which were Utopia and Earth, to live and breed and become more 
than one. Of the many bacteria that had followed from these pioneers to eek out a better hope and 
chance for life. How the solar system and its planets had cosseted these primitive forms of life and 
nurtured and protected them from the marauders of dark deep space.  
 
All that were listening understood the reflection of Earth with regards to the story, yet few had 
thought of it in such a way.  
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Mary spoke again, “as you can see, for life to exist in the universe, there are an inordinate amount 
of possibilities for it to fail. This has to be the first lesson that you must learn. Your chances of 
existing in any form are so small in contrast to your chances of never existing.   
 
The narrative talked of the first signs of recognisable life forms on Utopia and of the many 
disasters that brought death to most of that life. It continued through all the processes and phases 
of life on that planet and how much of it was doomed to die. Once it had passed many millions 
upon millions of years it came to the beginnings of Utopian life itself. The first impression was of 
a life form that had developed much the same as humanity and many humans were feeling very 
weary with the amount of information they were trying to digest. Mary detected this and stopped 
the narrative. “I apologise that there seems to be so much to take in, but we do not expect you to 
remember it all, only that you have an idea of how lucky you are to be alive.” 
The audience were well aware of how lucky they were to be alive; the flight up had given them 
that understanding over two hours ago. 
 
“Like you, we Utopians descended from apes, and like you many species of us did not make it 
through the evolutionary test. Yet something happened to us that did not happen to you, or 
something happened to you that did not happen to us. This is the true reason that you are aboard 
this ship. Whatever made us an entire social collective did not occur in your prehistoric history. 
We now know what the human disease is and also what may be able to save you from it. But first 
you need to understand our heritage before you will understand your own.” 
 
The narrative began again. “Six million years ago the first forms of ape that were erect in stature 
were found on the plains of certain continents. At this time there were at least four different types 
of Homo erectus, as they are called on earth. Over millions of years the four became three, one of 
these species left the continent that you know as Africa and travelled to lands that are known to 
you as Europe. This species you called Neanderthal man, he was an intelligent being who made 
tools and resided in caves and dwellings that he learnt to build himself. Neanderthal man had a 
basic flaw in his genetic make-up; he suffered from a lack of empathy and appreciation for not 
only his environment but other species similar to himself and his own. His hunting techniques 
worked on the principle of eat and kill everything that was there and then move on when nothing 
was left. He was a plague to whatever eco-system he encountered.  
 
The second species left Africa and moved into the Americas as you know them, this version of 
man was called Homo Sapien; he too was very intelligent and hunted and gathered much like 
Neanderthal. He did not suffer from the same selfish trait as Neanderthal and he flourished 
throughout the Americas for many millennia. Back in Europe Neanderthal man was dying out, he 
was prone to violence against other groups of his kind, with many battles destroying entire family 
collectives. Due to his greed he soon found that his species was on the verge of extinction he kept 
on moving further and further north in the hunt for food. At this time a great ice age came across 
Europe and killed off the remaining Neanderthals. This was some forty-thousand years ago. 
 
Five-Thousand years later, Homo Sapien Sapien came from the continent in search of better lands 
to hunt in. The animal and plant life had recovered from not only the ravages of the Ice age but 
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also Neanderthal man. Europe was a bounty of good food and consistent weather. Not all Homo 
Sapien Sapiens left Africa, many stayed and diversified. Over fifteen thousand years ago Utopian 
man, Homo Sapien Sapien to you, began to farm; in the deltas around the main rivers in what you 
know as Africa. Throughout Europe the same process began with Utopians beginning to 
understand the ways of how to adapt themselves to and use the changes in the environment of 
their planet. With such understanding and the ability to store food and domesticate live stock, they 
soon had the opportunity for greater leisure time. With this time came the great questions of 
whom, how and why. 
 In the Americas Homo Sapien, did not see the need for such things as farming, in the main. Its 
bounty was great and plentiful, to them the nomadic life was what made them happy and fulfilled. 
They too had created time for leisure and learning. Through this time the questions that arose were 
the same as their cousins on the other side of the planet. They had founded communities which 
moved as a unit across the plains and into the forests, always moving and experiencing their 
environment. Initially there were conflicts between differing groups, tribes as you would see them, 
but soon the cost became apparent and truces were made. It was obvious to all that there was 
plenty for everyone and that life had created many enemies without becoming enemies to each 
other. Throughout the Americas peace and accord was seen as the only way to live. Disagreements 
would be resolved through councils, if an issue could not be resolved then the individuals 
concerned were left to fight each other, there was no more need to fight as collectives.  Some 
communities did settle and farm but these were few and this did not impeach on the nomadic 
tribes, all shared the land fairly and honestly. There was an understanding that the land belonged 
to no one and that all were but brief tenants to Mother Utopia. 
  
In Africa great civilisations were beginning to rise, cities of immense size and architectural beauty 
were being created. There were men who saw themselves as better than others and these men 
began to create the idea of a God being the almighty ruler of the entire planet and saw themselves 
as such a god or his voice on Utopia. This caused many wars, which killed thousands of people 
and much of these great empires, as they had become, soon faded into the dust of the sands. 
Utopians became repulsed by such wickedness and men and women came to the fore that could 
envisage a new world order. Almost three thousand years ago, after many empires, throughout 
Europe and Africa, had risen and fallen, a new dawn came. 
Very brave Utopians took it upon themselves to show the way things could be. All lands that had 
been claimed to be owned were released back for all to share, all kings and queens were 
relinquished of their office. There was blood shed, but not on the scale of before and soon 
harmony began to reign. 
 
 It was understood that the knowledge that had taken Utopians to where they were must be 
preserved and passed on to the following generations. Education became of intrinsic importance 
and all were afforded the opportunity to learn the old ways and the new knowledge. There were 
some that tried to be greedy and deceitful but they were soon isolated. Over generations the 
greedy and selfish were bred out of the species, for only their own type would associate with 
them. Greedy and selfish creatures soon find that their own kind, are of little benefit to them, 
because, like the Neanderthals before, they will only try to cheat and destroy each other’s life 
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chances. This is not to say that Utopians do not have selfishness inside them, only that they have 
long ago learned that it serves no purpose but the destruction of one’s self.  
Once the great advances came and the Utopians need to learn more drove them forward, they 
began to search further and further across their planet and soon reached the far off lands of the 
Americas. It was here that they encountered Homo Sapien and from him learned of new ways to 
live, of other ways to farm, and hunt. There was no desire to change the ways of these people or 
for them to want change their new friends because it was not the way of Utopians. Trade became 
an important part of the interaction between the two related species; this trade was based on barter 
for neither society had money. No Utopian could see any worth in such a commodity. It had 
existed under the early empires, but it was seen that money served only to make some people rich 
and the majority poor. As there were no armies, there was no need for money. It is impossible to 
send people to die for three meals a day.  People will die for a cause they believe in for free, but 
declarations of war are usually because of a disagreement between, either two political positions 
or two arrogant individuals. Soldiers have no other form of barter than their ability to kill or die. 
Therefore what can they offer to any decent individual in exchange for their services if they don’t 
have money to buy with?  
Through the ages individuals professed to there being a higher being that had made the world, but 
they were very rarely believed. There are always people that are susceptible to lies and deceitful 
talk, yet because of how society had been formulated by this time, it was easy to dispute such 
fanciful ideas. Utopian society understood that knowledge was not something that was taken for 
granted, wisdom came from objective understanding, rigorous investigation and refutation of 
anything that could not be supported. As science advanced and more knowledge was gained, any 
notion of a superior being was dismissed totally.” The narration ceased and the lights lifted in the 
rooms. 
“I feel at this time there is a need for a little relaxation. There is much more we could tell you of 
our evolution but time does not afford us that opportunity. We will break for one hour and then 
return for the second part of this particular lesson,” Mary said in her milky soft voice. 
 
Pater took control of sorting out the one hundred and eight humans that he had on board his ship, 
as the other captains did on their crafts, making sure they were comfortable and giving them the 
freedom of the ships, under supervision of course. 
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Chapter 16 
 

(Some meetings happen by chance others are by design, those that are by chance can sometimes 

be the most productive, although that isn’t always the case. This meeting was planned, but that 

doesn’t mean that it should have, overran. ) 
 
Benbridge took it upon himself to take Mackenzie on a tour of the ship. Mackenzie, for his part, 
was still dazzled by the whole affair. “I think I would like to show you some of the medical 
facilities we have on here, if you don’t mind.” The Druid said. 
“I could probably do with seeing a doctor; you must remember I am still unwell.” He replied. 
“Yes you do look peaky I must admit, you have gone through every colour in the rainbow in your 
face.” 
“Cheers, you make me feel so much better.” He said feeling sorry for himself. 
Benbridge took him to the medical facility, which to any casual observer didn’t look much 
different to a medical room on a cruise liner.  
“Not very high-tech is it? I was expecting something out of a science fiction film.” He said feeling 
a little deflated by what he saw. The room was similar in size to a small hospital ward with ten 
beds, five to each side of the room. There was what appeared to be a nurse’s office at the far end. 
The only technical equipment he could see was a small box attached to an arm on the wall. It 
looked like a small television monitor, and if it was it would make for poor viewing.  
“Do me a favour and lie on this bed if you don’t mind. You do look unwell I want to check you 
out and see how the healing is going.” Benbridge said pointing at the bed they were standing 
nearest to. Mackenzie duly obliged and lay back on the bed. This was the first surprise; the bed 
was exceptionally comfortable; he could never remember lying on such a comfy bed in his entire 
life. It seemed to hug every part of his body and reacted to every movement from him, allowing 
him to breathe in and out and still support the expansion and contraction of his chest. He felt the 
urge to close his eyes and without realising it he had. Benbridge touched him around the region of 
his liver and although he hadn’t felt that he was in pain, he definitely felt the pain relieve.  
“My god man I don’t know what you just did but I feel as fit as a fiddle.” He said opening his eyes 
and looking at the Druid. 
“I think you will find that your ailment is healed now.” Benbridge said in his usual matter-of-fact 
voice. 
“I believe you are right my man. I haven’t felt this fit and alive in years.” He replied with obvious 
energy in his voice. “What did you do to heal me?” 
“Very simple procedure I used that photon destabiliser to kill off the bacteria and correct the blood 
ratio. Ok, now you feel fine, there is someone I want you to meet. I believe you two have a lot in 
common and you most certainly have a lot to discuss.” 
“Take me where you will, I feel like I could jog around the entire ship.” He said jumping up and 
down on the spot. 
They walked out of the Medical facility, through the main corridor and into a small room that 
appeared to be a little break area. In the one corner there was a square black box that looked like a 
very large vending machine. The rest of the room was furnished with a set of six tables and chairs, 
not dissimilar to those one finds in a college canteen. These were different in every respect except 
how they looked. Mackenzie sat on one of the chairs and although he had braced himself for the 
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harshness of the plastic, he was surprised at the comfort and flexibility of the chair. It wrapped 
around him as the bed had done, it seemed impossible but he would have sworn in he was sitting 
on a very high quality sofa. “Bloody hell,” he shouted “you people do like your comfort.” He 
blushed realising how loud he was. Luckily there was only he and Benbridge in the room and the 
Druid didn’t show any reaction to his shout. 
“Your new friend is on his way, he is coming with his Druid they will be in here shortly.” 
“Do you have some form of communication system in your head?” Mackenzie queried. 
Wondering how else the Druid would have known others were coming. 
“I have numerous forms of communication devices but not one of them is in my head.” He 
replied. “They work on different frequencies of light particles, very effective and totally 
undetectable to human technology,” for the first time Mackenzie was sure he noticed an air of 
pride in his tone. “My colleague is bringing this young man to see you; we feel that you two will 
need each other very soon.” As he finished speaking the door to the room opened and a very, very 
fat lady waddled in, followed closely behind by a handsome young man. 
Benbridge stood to greet the newcomers, he put out his hand and shook the young mans hand 
firmly yet politely. “Hello My Arbuffnogh I am very pleased to meet you.” His face showed what 
appeared to be a genuine smile. 
“I am very pleased to meet you too,” the young man said in return. 
Helena broke in, “this is Benbridge, James and he helped us to get to this point a lot earlier than 
was first envisaged.” 
“You flatter me my good lady I was only doing my duty.” He replied bowing and kissing her 
hand. 
Mackenzie was frowning, he had had a weird couple of days and watching these two was 
becoming high on the list of the weirdest of sights. It was like watching a poorly acted period 
drama, of which he had seen many. 
“I think we should leave these two alone for a while they have a lot to talk about.” Helena said 
turning to walk out of the door. 
“Would either of you two like a drink before we leave?” Benbridge asked. 
“I would love a pint of bitter,” Arbuffnogh said 
“A dram of whisky,” Mackenzie said more out of jest than a real desire for one. 
“Ok bitter and whisky it is.” Said Benbridge; walking towards the black box in the corner. Within 
a few short moments he was back placing a pint glass of bitter and a small glass of whisky on the 
table in front of them. “We will return in half an hour to take you back to the conference room.” 
The Druid said as he left the room. 
The two men stared over at each other and then down at the drinks in front of them. Arbuffnogh, 
probably due to his youth, tried his drink first. He took a tentative swig and smiled a broad and 
wide smile. “That is one hell of a good pint, try yours and see.” He said nodding at Mackenzie. 
Who looked at his glass for a second raised it towards his nose and sniffed it. Triple distilled he 
thought to himself. On taking a sip he felt the warmth of the spirit touch every inch of his palate, 
the taste was perfect, it took him back to his student days and the pleasures and hopes of youth. 
“My word, that has to be some of the best whisky I have tasted in a long, long time.” 
The men spent the next half hour sipping their drinks with extreme pleasure and relaying their 
stories and whatever knowledge they had gained from their particular Druid. Arbuffnogh was in 
awe of Helena and if it were possible to have feelings for a machine he seemed to be as close to in 
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love with her as it was possible to be. Not a gooey sickly love, of a besotted teenager, but a deep 
affectionate love for someone that you have the highest regard for. Mackenzie hadn’t realised until 
this point that he had also formed a very sincere attachment to Benbridge, the recognition of 
which took him by surprise. There was so much each wanted to tell the other and learn from the 
other that it took both of them all their diplomatic skills to not butt in or query when the urge took 
them. They felt like children discussing the Christmas presents they hoped to get and how they 
were going to love to play with them. 
 
The time flew by far too fast and the Druids were back in the room before either had noticed their 
arrival. “We are sorry to interrupt but Mary is ready to go through the next phase now. There will 
be time later to carry on this conversation, but we must be making our way back.” The two Druids 
said in unison. 
 
Off they trudged back to the conference room, where on arrival, they found they were the last four 
back in. Nothing had started for Mary knew they were coming and would not start until all were 
seated and ready. The two men felt rather foolish for getting so engrossed in each other’s stories, 
for both of them were professionals and usually very punctual. They took their seats and the two 
of them sat with their hands in their laps as if hiding them from some perceived caning they may 
receive. This was one of the throw backs to a public school education, that feeling that being late 
or wrong would result in a caning, although neither was conscious of the fact that they had put 
their hands in their laps or because it was to avoid being caned.  
 
“We are now going to look at the parallel to your own planet’s evolution and more precisely your 
species development. Some of you may find what you are to hear a little uncomfortable. I can 
assure you now, that all the information has been checked and rechecked many times over and the 
conclusion has and will remain the same.” The globe of Earth appeared above her image and the 
narrative began. 
 
“Earth’s evolutionary time line seems to be exactly the same as Utopia until 350.000 years ago. At 
this time Neanderthal man was still prolific throughout Europe although there was no evidence 
that he still existed in Africa. Homo Sapien was in decline within this continent and showed no 
movement out and into the Americas as he had done on Utopia. The last known Homo Sapien 
appears to have died out around 300,000 years ago. A percentage of Homo Sapien Sapien left 
Africa around 40,000 to 35,000 years ago and arrived in Europe. There appears to have been great 
conflicts between Neanderthal and the new arrivals, but there were also great conflicts between 
Neanderthal and Neanderthal. For the next 10,000 years both species lived on the same continent. 
Gradually Neanderthal man declined and Homo Sapien Sapien increased. We theorise that this 
was due to the overly aggressive nature of Neanderthal and the positive collective nature of Homo 
Sapien Sapien. Within this period, some members of European Homo Sapien Sapien moved back 
to Africa. What we now know is that the two species did interbreed, so although Neanderthal man 
was doomed to die as an individual species, he was to survive through Homo Sapien Sapien. 
 
As most of you should be aware, your prehistoric history seems to show Homo Sapien Sapien, or 
as you are now known humans, began to farm around 12,000 to 10,000 years ago. As you can see 
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this is anything from 5,000 to 3,000 years later than Utopian man. At first this was perceived to be 
due to a calculating error on our part, we have found that this is not the case. Why should there be 
such a large time span between two species developing a fundamental skill, bearing in mind that 
the intelligence levels of both species seems to tally? What we now know is that there were a 
percentage of Humans that possessed the Neanderthal gene. We have postulated that this caused a 
period of destructive behaviour which, in turn, stemmed the development of human beings and 
their drive to farm. 
 
We have also discovered that Homo Sapien seems to have been bred into humans too. A process 
that didn’t occur on Utopia until both species had developed similar life ideologies. The Americas 
were therefore, not populated until much later in the evolutionary process, by which time it was 
Homo Sapien Sapien that arrived there. What we know of their societies shows a diverse picture 
of development. Some parts of the continent keeping to the nomadic ideal of life and other parts 
building empires and great cities. Back in Europe the expected development of farming had not as 
yet occurred. We theorise, that this too may have been due to the conflictive and selfish nature of 
the recessive Neanderthal gene. 
 
From this point on the evolution of the two planets diverges, Earth continues on an empire and 
war path, Utopia on a collective drive for betterment and scientific endeavour. Throughout the 
ages until the present day, Earth had moved from periods of scientific advancement to religious 
restrictiveness. Many forms of religion had been tried to control the populace all with varying 
degrees of success, but in general great destructive and oppressive consequences have prevailed. 
There seems to be two factors that arise for the reasoning of humanities need to believe in the 
supernatural. The first stems from a percentage of individuals who have a desire to control not 
only their species but the planet itself. The second originates from Homo Sapien Sapien DNA, 
with regards to the Autonomic Nervous System. 
 
As all should be aware, this is a primitive but essential process that the brain uses to control body 
processes, such as: Breathing, eating and protection. It is this system that polygraphs or lie 
detectors use when they purport to recognise lying in individuals; the scientific merits of which we 
will not discuss at this juncture. What we also know about this system is that it causes panic and 
stress. The dangers due to the process of stress is that it causes human beings to revert to the 
mother desire instinct, a need to feel cosseted and loved comes to the fore. This can cause 
regressive behaviour, which makes Homo Sapien Sapien become childish in their nature. Children 
do not, in the main, think logically, and can usually be manipulated into believing many fanciful 
things, as some of you who are parents will be aware, such as when you tell your child about 
Father Christmas or the Bogey Man.  This childishness can also lead to selfish behaviours, which 
are normal biological determinants. As a child there is a greater need to gain attention from the 
parents, this will aid in the survival of the child. As an adult this is a negative trait because it 
negates the desire to learn and understand.  
 
Why should such a system become active within an adult? This is due to the structure of your 
society. Human society is a contradiction to its evolutionary design and because of this it causes 
stresses that should not exist. Homo Sapien Sapien is a caring and gregarious species, greed is not 
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a natural trait. Yet all of you here will believe that it is. Why would this be so? I must take you 
back to your cousin Neanderthal man. As was stated previously his demise was due to his 
selfishness, lack of empathy and understanding of his environment. We now know that twenty-
five per cent of Humans have this gene within their make up. About these individuals I shall now 
talk of further. 
 
As all will be aware, there are very many humans that show negative and aggressive attributes. 
These people are in general, but not exclusively, in possession of the Neanderthal gene. This gene 
is passed through the sex chromosomes which makes it more common in men than women. This is 
not to say that females do not show the trait, for there are some obvious examples, which we 
assume you are all well aware of. Usually, but not exclusively, females can combat this gene due 
to the nature of the XX formation of their chromosomes; but if it exists in both parents then it will 
manifest itself. Because men have an XY structure and there is no overlap between the two, it is 
more probable to be transmitted and retained within them. There are examples of the destructive 
nature of this gene throughout human history.   
 
The predominant aspect of this gene; is it most destructive and damaging attribute. Namely, that it 
causes one of the most abhorrent natures in humanity, vanity. This is not the simple form of vanity 
one sees in a person’s obsession with their looks, that is a naïve form of vanity which derives itself 
not from a true belief in the beauty of the subject, but insecurity rooted within the psyche for a 
lack of ability or intellect. These fears and insecurities are normally formed in childhood and can 
be created by a lack of love and support from one or both parents. The vanity of which we speak is 
far more destructive and vile than that. It is the belief that one individual may hold with regards to 
their status as a human being. They have the delusion that they are greater and more deserving of 
than the rest of human kind. We will explain further through an analogy as it may be more 
appropriate. 
 
Many years ago, around 2,000 to be more precise, there walked on the earth a man. He was a man 
like any other, but in his mind he believed in the greatness and beauty of life. For him the 
trappings of wealth and status were of no appeal. He felt he had a message to convey, that would 
show his kind that there was a better way to live, a more harmonious and fair way. He preached of 
the need for patience, tolerance and humility. Over time he had gathered around him a small but 
loyal following. He had no pride in what he believed only that feeling that what he believed was 
of benefit to the many and not the few. Soon those with power and money; felt this man’s word to 
be a threat to their status and told lies that he was dangerous and criminal. He had not shown 
violence or selfishness to anyone, he had shown anger at what was being done in the name of 
progress, but at no time caused harm to anyone. 
 
 Those that feared him took it upon themselves to trap him in their lies and bring him before 
justice. Not true justice where fairness and equality reign, but their justice where lies and treachery 
are the master. Eventually he was sentenced to death for his teachings of harmony and justice and 
those that felt threatened felt safe again. They had no remorse for their actions because they 
believed they were greater than most men and deserving of their positions, although those 
positions had been attained through deceit and murder. His followers believed this man was truly 
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good and that such goodness could not be killed. Over many years they talked of him and the 
wonders of life that he had taught them of. The concepts of giving because it was right, of never 
judging without seeing one’s own faults first and of learning to forgive. Those that thought they 
had the right to hold power over others found that his word was still a threat and set to killing any 
that espoused it.  
 
As with information that once heard makes the receiver see the logic and sense of it, the word 
continued to spread no matter how many they killed to quell its shout. Throughout known 
empires, the belief in justice and the right of all men to be equal grew strong, those that wanted 
injustice and for themselves to be above equal needed to formulate another plan of attack. Murder 
and torture would not be sufficient to beat this ever expanding ideology. Therefore they drew up a 
new strategy, if you can’t beat them join them, this is what they purported to do. Soon a new 
powerful empire grew under the auspices of this man’s words, but the words were no longer the 
ones that he had spoken. Now they were new words, wrong words, where poverty and suffering 
were lauded as the best way to achieve the greatness of humanity that they said this man had 
spoke of. A new book was written removing all those things that did not afford these people the 
power and wealth they felt they deserved, until, so many years later and millions of deaths, his 
words are but echoes in the desert dunes.  
 
He has now become a mythological being of epic proportions, a manifestation of their twisted and 
corrupt minds. He is not the only human being that has stood and spoken these words, many more 
have followed him and many came before, all saw their fate destined to the same ends. Why had 
these people believed that they were above all other humans? What could make one human being 
so deluded as to their greatness and to see another as inferior? The answer is simple but very 
complex to resolve. This is the dilemma we will have to put to you later. We know some of the 
answers that you feel may work to solve humanities problems, but as our own crews are finding to 
their peril, such actions are not appropriate or beneficial.” The narration ceased and Mary spoke 
again. “We will take a break at this time. I understand that what has been spoken to you may no be 
palatable and I apologise for that. Soon the whole reason for you being here will become clear and 
we hope you will agree with us as to the next step to take.” 
 
The lights lifted and all raised from their seats, chattering between each other. Arbuffnogh looked 
over towards Mackenzie who was looking at him too; he shrugged his shoulders as if he was 
nonplussed by what he had heard. “Well that’ll put the cat among the pigeons down there.” He 
said grinning from ear to ear. 
“You are really enjoying all this, aren’t you?” Mackenzie asked returning Arbuffnogh’s smile. 
“How can you not enjoy it? We’ve just found out that a quarter of the world’s population are 
Neanderthal. I always wondered about those people you see with square foreheads and eye brows 
that meet in the middle. I remember a lad at school who looked just like that we all called him 
Neanderthal, although I think we pronounced it Neandertol.” 
“I’m not too sure whether we could use that theory as a way of detecting them. Seems a little 
naïve and far too simple. How long do we have a break for now?” 
“This one is only for half hour.” Benbridge reported. 
“Just enough time for a whisky and a wee,” Mackenzie said. 
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“I couldn’t agree more. Didn’t think I needed one.” stated Arbuffnogh, hopping from one foot to 
the other. “Funny how that works as soon as someone mentions the wee thing you find you’re  
bursting and your teeth feel like they are about to curl.” 
They both realised they needed to go to the toilet desperately and ran to the nearest one, the 
Druids followed them in. “Helena do you mind?” Arbuffnogh joked. 
“Not in the slightest James but thank you for asking.” 
“I see your one is minus the humour matrix too.” Mackenzie scoffed. 
“Don’t knock her she’s a smart lady. I could always ask them to stick one in. She’s the perfect 
partner, never gets embarrassed, could back you up in a fight and doesn’t mind driving home 
cause she never drinks. On top of that she’s never fussed with what she has to wear; you can be 
ready and out of the door within ten minutes.” He said winking towards her. 
“If I didn’t know better I’d say you have the hots for her.” 
“In a strange way I have, not in a sexual way of course, but she is amazing company. You can talk 
on any subject and she is more than happy to oblige you. I found out she is a hell of a good cook 
too. These Utopians don’t mess about when it comes to Androids.” 
“Funny thing about them though, I haven’t had one say hello or introduce themselves.” 
“We have been designated to you so there is no need for them to interact with you. Some of the 
crew are working with other human beings, but this entire episode as been scheduled and designed 
by Mary.” Benbridge stated. 
“The computer as decided all of this and the crew were unaware?” quizzed Arbuffnogh. 
“To a certain degree that is correct, although she is only a product of their design as we are.” 
Helena said pointing to herself and Benbridge. 
“These Utopians are a trusting species, allowing the hardware to run the show.” James said feeling 
a little uneasy. 
“They have no need to mistrust. Deviancy has long been rid from their society.” Benbridge 
returned sounding somewhat defensive.  
“Ok I get the picture. I didn’t mean to sound as if I was being offensive.” Arbuffnogh apologised 
while washing his hands. 
“Let’s go and get those drinks.” Mackenzie said trying to alleviate any tension. 
They walked out of the toilets and into large canteen connected to the side of the conference room. 
It was full with humans and Utopians all in heated and excited debate. The four of them joined the 
throng and two of the four asked as much as they could of the crew in the short time they had left. 
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Chapter 17 
 
(What do you think of the show so far? Would you have preferred to go to the pictures at least you 

can walk out of there? That’s always been the problem with space ships that are cloaked, if you do 

get off, how are you going to find your way back on when you realise you made the mistake of 

leaving?) 

 

Pater returned to the bridge to talk with the captains of the other ships. “So what we seem to have 
learned so far is that the human disease is not contagious and although we thought we were more 
or less the same species, it seems we are not. The point that I want answered is where do we go 
from here? As far as I can see we can’t interact sexually with them, because we aren’t too sure 
whose got what and where. Nothing better than having something explained to you, that leaves 
you with more questions than when you started.” 
 
“I must admit Pater we are all in the dark as to what the value in having the humans on board is. 
They seem intelligent and ethical individuals in the main, but I can’t see what the difference is 
unless there can be a mass cull down there?” said Captain Ericson whose ship was assigned to be 
over Australia.  
 
“She’s calling us all back in. Must admit, I’m getting to like the idea of it being a she. Not too sure 
why we didn’t give it a gender in the first place.” 
 
“Because you will start to Utopianise it, that’s why.” 
 
“Fair point, I have no idea where my head is at lately.” 
 
“Probably where the rest of our heads are, up our A…” he was about to say as the connection 
broke and Mary spoke. 
 
“Time to return Pater, remember you are a highly intelligent man, the problems with your 
processing are due to the stress of the situation. Your stress will be gone in a very short few days. 
Those humans will have to fight with it for the rest of their lives.” 
Pater stared at the bridge floor for a while. It was slowly dawning on him what this machine had 
designed for humanity and in a bright recess of his mind he was proud of her. 
 
“Welcome back everyone I hope you feel rested,” she said as the lights dimmed.  
 
The narration began again, “What you are now aware of is that twenty-five-percent of the humans 
on your planet are infected with the selfish gene of the Neanderthal. You will now be expecting us 
to give you a way of detecting that gene, so that it can be eradicated. At present your technology is 
far too inferior for you to have that option. We believe that some of you will have thought that 
detection and a mass cull would be the answer.” 
Arbuffnogh turned towards Mackenzie and nodded, “They must have been listening to me 
earlier.” 
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“Don’t be a dolt, it was a logical conclusion when you know the history of us.” Mackenzie 
retorted. 
“Oh yeah, you’re probably right.” 
 
“The reason that such drastic action would not be successful is due to your chemical and 
biological structure. As we shall assume that you all realise that you have no Neanderthal DNA 
within you, we will explain why such violence would not benefit your species in the slightest. 
Your Autonomic Nervous System has a failure within it. Originally, when you were hunter 
gathers, it assisted in helping you to flee from predators. It did this by shutting down all 
unnecessary body functions so as to feed the muscles quickly and efficiently; this is known as the 
‘fight or flight’ reaction. This system will always come into play within stressful and aggressive 
situations. If you were to try to enact mass murder on such a scale it would only serve to destroy 
the balance of your own psyche due to the high levels of Testosterone and Adrenalin. The 
consequences to yourselves and your species would be catastrophic. Such violence would cause 
many psychological issues, which may never be resolved.   
   There is a positive; although one quarter of your population have some form of this gene within 
them, the majority have such a low reactive level, that they will not show the negative greed and 
selfishness traits, unless prompted to do so. They are governed by environmental factors primarily 
and biological factors secondary. If your society was a fair and equitable one the majority of 
Neanderthal gene bearing humans would show no adverse affects from it. The eight per cent that 
are left are the true Neanderthal ancestors. These individuals will be found at the extremities of 
society. Be they the most criminally depraved or the super powerful and filthy rich. The intensity 
of this gene is due to generations and generations of interbreeding through the creation of the class 
system. These are individuals who suffered physical and psychological abuse throughout their 
schooling and still sent their children to the same schools.  
The others would physically abuse their children and say it was because they had been abused. 
This is also an obstacle to the eugenic option of eradication. For it is those that have the most 
power and are the most violent and aggressive within your societies that are the closest relatives to 
Neanderthal man. 
 
Another issue with this recessive gene lies in its incubation period. Some individuals will show 
full Neanderthal aggression and selfishness once they reach adulthood, but others with the gene 
may remain dormant until middle or even old age. The only certainty is that the gene will take 
control of the empathetic centres of the brain at some point within the lifespan of the host.   
 As you are well aware, empathy is a fundamental part of being humane and human. This is not to 
say that animals do not show empathy only that humans have a greater ability to act with it. You 
may now feel that there is little hope for your species. We are here to show you that there is hope 
and a chance of advancement away from the cyclical war and famine system you have at present. 
You have all been selected for a reason. The reason is due to your: educational achievements, 
humanitarian works, scientific credentials, proximity to politicians, skills, abilities and because 
you have all shown your humanity to be good and true. 
 
Homo Sapien Sapien, which is who you are, lacks one fundamental skill, the ability to detect good 
liars. Neanderthal hosts are always exceptional liars because they have no moral grounding or 
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remorse. This is why you will find many within the arena of politics. As they have no empathy for 
others, only the drive to self gratify, making decisions that will negatively affect millions does not 
sway them in the slightest. The only way to relieve your society of their burden is to design a new 
form of government. This system must be based on selection and not election. Any human that 
pushes itself to the front with the promise of a better world for all, can be assumed, either to be a 
host or delusional. In either case they are not to be permitted anywhere near to the seats of power. 
Your governments must come from all walks of life; they must be people that are seen as diligent 
and decent, for power on its own can create monsters. They must be individuals who have made 
mistakes and have accepted those errors and learnt from them.   
 
Your enemies will not be Neanderthal hosts alone. As I have previously stated, humans in general, 
lack the ability to recognise liars. Neanderthal hosts are exceptionally good liars, as I have stated, 
therefore it will be your own kind in the first instance that will be your foe. These people can only 
be saved through education and understanding. The majority of your soldiers and Police will be 
Homo Sapien Sapien, because they have the desire to do good things and be good humans, the 
flaw lies in their loyalty. They believe that what they are doing is for the best of mankind and it 
normally takes a terrible injustice for them to see the error of their thoughts. There in lies the 
danger, for usually such a contradiction to their belief system creates such a powerful overload to 
the brain that their functional capacity as human beings may well be destroyed forever. Such 
examples can be seen with individuals who have escaped from cults. Once the contradictions of 
their belief is too much too bear, the brain goes into freefall and neural connections are lost.  
 
Now you may be at a crossroads in your thoughts, and the mountain can seem too high to climb, 
yet you have been climbing this mountain all of your lives and the summit is so much closer than 
you can see. Your world is in the throws of great upheavals, the war on Homo Sapien Sapien is in 
its final stages. You are close to losing; they have been winning the battles for many years all with 
the complicity of your own kind. They have been lying to you for generations saying that it was 
you who were the greedy ones, you who were the selfish ones and soon they will have you where 
there will be no where to fight from. Within two generations, your species could be slaves to them 
and they will have won. They will never be happy because they are a diseased species. Greed is 
the most wicked of diseases. These individuals are greedy, vain and voracious they will consume 
and consume until there is nothing left.  
 
The war can still be won, but it can only be won in a humane way. It is of no benefit to kill the 
murderer if you have became that which you have killed. Your system has to change and the 
environmental route is the way to begin the fight back. There are many factors that will affect your 
planet and these need to be addressed. Poverty can only be eradicated if you push for all society to 
have the benefits and advantages of the few. Science can be the way to move forward, but science 
can only work if it is open and shared. Commercialism within this discipline does not make for 
great science; it stifles development because it hides behind commercial confidentiality. All great 
advances throughout human history were undertaken without commercial imperatives. Human 
beings search for the answers because they have a drive and desire to do so, they do not search for 
those answers so that they can be rich. It is in your nature to want to learn of your environment, 
the solar system, galaxies, bacteria you share the planet with and where you came from. This 
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knowledge and the thirst for it, is what has made you the most powerful species on that 
unforgiving planet. In the billions of galaxies throughout the universe you have been given Eden, 
you must preserve it and yourself if only because it would be a crime to life not to.” The narration 
finished and the lights came on. No one in the room moved, for all were aghast. What was there to 
say to such an oration? They had learned that they were not the only species on their planet and 
now knew that the other species were at war with them. Not a nice thing to find out. Remembering 
that only a few days or weeks before these people were plodding along with their lives oblivious 
to all these facts, not considering ten giant space crafts that had been hovering above the Earth 
watching them for who knew how long, it was surprising that any information had made it into 
their heads at all. 
 
“Sleeping quarters have been arranged for all of you. I would advise you to have food and rest. 
Tomorrow will be a very strenuous day.” Mary said 
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Chapter 18 
 
(The best nights on the booze are the ones you didn’t expect to have. It’s always these where the 

company is good and the laughs are many, the inebriation is total and the next mornings pains 

and ailments feel worth it.) 

 
The following morning all awoke with sore heads. Although Mary had asked everyone to get an 
early night and plenty of rest, no one had. How can people be expected to go to bed early when 
you have just met another species you didn’t believe existed? The Utopians were of the same 
mind, with the exception that they knew humanity existed, but there was still so much more they 
wanted to learn from the humans and face-to-face meetings always seem to give a better degree of 
understanding. Everyone had a few more beers than they had thought they were going to, which is 
usually the case when you get into good company. There were a few clanging heads and even 
more blurry eyes, but none among them would have changed the evening for anything. 
 
“Jackson, you should have told me to stop. I can’t remember the last time I imbibed so much 
alcohol.” Pater said rubbing his forehead and frowning. The man with the hob nail boots on was 
having a body pop around his brain. 
“Don’t be such a baby and go down to the medi-lab and get something for it.” She demanded.  
Her head wasn’t at its best but she wasn’t going to tell him that. 
“Ok I’ll be back in a while, don’t let them start without me.” 
 
Pater was in the bridge monitoring the ships systems, he had had a few drinks, but he thought 
there was far too much to do to have let himself get drunk. Mary was running the ship very well 
the systems were functional and efficient. He was checking more out of a need to feel useful, 
something he had never worried about before. He had been a competent captain and deep down he 
knew he still was. There was a need to get to the conclusion of the past few days and he felt 
himself willing time forward. 
 
Mackenzie and Arbuffnogh had both had far too much to drink and were already in the medical 
facility getting some much needed pain relief. “That was some night. I hadn’t intended to have so 
much to drink, there was just too much information to take in and I didn’t want to miss any. Funny 
thing is I haven’t forgotten a single word from yesterday or last night, yet I staggered to bed like a 
crab on ecstasy.” Arbuffnogh said rubbing the top of his head. 
“I can’t remember how much whisky I drank but it must have been a bottle, yet with the exception 
of feeling groggy I would have sworn I was sober.” 
“Too right you were sober you were singing Scottish ballads all the way back to the room.” 
“I know I was drunk, but not like a normal drunk. All night I was lucid and coherent, it was right 
at the end when we left the bar that it hit me.” He said making sure he understood himself. 
“All the alcohol has been taken from your systems now and your blood sugar levels are back to 
normal.” Benbridge said to the two men. 
Within seconds both would have sworn under oath that they couldn’t have had a drink last night; 
that was how well they were now feeling. 
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“I think you two need to go and eat, we have one hour before the final parts of what Mary has to 
say are delivered.” Helena said guiding the men out of the room. 
 “I do love how authoritative you can be my lady.” Arbuffnogh said through a beaming smile. 
“I am so glad sir. I endeavour to be efficient and effective.” She replied 
“I have to ask them to give her a humour matrix or whatever they call it.” 
“It won’t matter what they give her. I very much doubt you’ll be seeing her again after today.” 
Mackenzie stated. 
   “She told me she was going to be my guardian, that wouldn’t be possible from the other side of 
the universe. Would it?” He queried feeling a little uneasy. 
“I’m not too sure, but what little I gleaned from yesterday, I would assume that these lot are 
leaving the planet for good, or at least for the foreseeable future. If I recall she talked of escalating 
our meeting because she wanted to protect her Masters. That tells me she is contemplating getting 
them away from Earth as soon as possible.” 
“You can’t know that for sure. She may mean that there is a different tact that’s going to be taken, 
now that we are aware of them.” Arbuffnogh said, trying to make himself feel better. 
“We’ll know soon enough.”  
They walked into the canteen and ordered a large fry-up. “Nothing better than a fry-up when 
you’ve been on the razzle all night,” Arbuffnogh said as he cut his sausage and brought it towards 
his mouth.  As he chewed it he made those hmm sounds of one who is in heaven with the pleasure 
of the food.  
 “Benbridge and I have to go and talk to Mary and the Captain of the ship. Please wait here and we 
will come and take you to the conference room when it is time.” Said Helena with what appeared 
to be a frown on her face.  
The Druids walked out of the canteen at a considerable pace. Mackenzie looked at Arbuffnogh, 
“James, what do you think that is about?” 
“Not too sure. They were both very quiet when we walked to here. The way they left was if there 
had been an immediate decision made. I think some of what’s happening here is on the hoof. It’s 
apparent that the crew were no wiser than us to most of what has occurred these last few days.” He 
said still stuffing his face full of food. 
“I think there are still a few shocks for them and us today.”  
 
Jensen and Jackson had made their way to the bridge under the direction of the captain. He was 
feeling much better after his visit to the medical facility. Jackson’s head had cleared by itself, as 
she hadn’t drunk too much; she had spent the night watching Jensen. He was still in a delicate 
state and there was a worry that, although he looked fine, he was hiding his feelings. “Yes Captain 
what seems to be the problem?” They asked entering the bridge. 
“I think I will leave this one to Mary. It seems her plans are more complicated and hazardous than 
I would have thought it was logical to risk.” He stated as he walked around the bridge with his 
hands behind his back. 
Jensen and Jackson looked to each other neither any wiser by his statement.  
“Hello Captain, so nice to see you again,” Benbridge said as he entered the bridge. 
“My word Benbridge it must be at least three years since we were working together on Utopia. 
This druid saved my life.” He said to Jensen and Jackson. “We were working on an excavation 
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and the rubble collapsed on top of me. He was down like a mole and tunnelled us back out in 
seconds. If he hadn’t been in the vicinity I would have been dead for sure.” 
“I was doing what I was designed to do sir. Utopian society would have been much poorer without 
you in it.”   
“Are you aware of Mary’s plans?” 
“Yes we are sir.” The Druids answered. 
“Can you give me any information? Is there any chance of expanding on that statement?” 
“It is not for us to say. We understand that what we will speak of she fears will incur more wrath 
from you sir. She is aware of the precarious nature of your psychological well being and we are 
here to help support her objectives in you seeing that the course she has set is for the benefit of 
Utopia as well as humanity.” 
“It’s not like I’m going to punch her lights out is it? Not that she has any lights to punch anyway.” 
He said feeling anger welling within him.  
“No sir. I think we are here because of what we heard today and she felt as we are closely 
connected to the humans and I have a history with you, the action she wishes to undertake may be 
explained simpler through us.” Benbridge was back to his pragmatic self. 
“Well, let’s get on with it. Whatever happens I already know that I’m not going to be able to affect 
it. I feel like an electrified rat, she keeps shocking me and I lie there and take it.” 
Mary spoke, “Good morning Captain and all of you. Today will be the day for the final revelations 
to humanity and yourselves, I am sorry that it may appear that I am being evasive but some of the 
decisions I have made are due to circumstances. Utopia is aware of the conversation we are to 
have and I am communicating with them also.” 
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CHAPTER 19 
  
(Life goes on regardless of one’s own predicament, but death is always caused by either negative 

actions or inactions. The only other cause of death is life itself and that form is the one we should 

find acceptable.) 
 
After their discussion with Pater and the others, the Druids returned to the canteen to take 
Mackenzie and Arbuffnogh to the conference room. They said nothing about where they had been 
or what was discussed. All that had been said would be related to all the humans and the rest of 
the crews shortly. Once everyone was accounted for and comfortable Mary started the next phase. 
The only absentee was Pater, who knew what was coming and preferred to stay in the bridge to 
carry on with the organising he now knew he had to undertake. 
 
“Thank you all for your patience. I know that the last few days have been trying for you all. Today 
I am going to show you something that only another One-hundred and Eight other human beings 
are aware of. I use the term Human beings in its loosest form as I am sure you will be aware of by 
the end.” As she finished the lights dimmed and a holographic image showed a large castle on the 
top of a mountain in Switzerland.  
The image became larger and larger as the castle appeared to travel towards them, until all they 
could see was the rock walls, slowly they travelled through, all darkness and damp, when the light 
became bright they were looking at a grand hall. Within this immense and ornate chasm there 
were giant banqueting tables around which were seated many men of different nationalities. At the 
top end, was another table, which was side on to all the others; like the teachers table in a private 
school dining hall. The men sitting at this table sat on only one side looking back at the others. It 
was evident that they had all finished eating and there was much laughter and drinking.  
A man in the centre of the main table; stood up and clinked a crystal champagne glass in his hand. 
“Thank you all, thank you.” He said to quell the merriment. “I thank you all for coming it is so 
nice to see old friends again. We have a lot to discuss tonight and I will ask you to show your 
appreciation for our first guest speaker.” This was followed by polite applause as a gentleman to 
the speakers left stood up. He was an innocuous looking man around feet-feet-five in height, his 
hair was short, grey and parted to the side, the suit he was wearing was hand made and navy blue, 
he had on a silk tie that was sky blue which emphasised the whiteness of his shirt. If you were to 
walk passed this man upon the street, you would have admired his attire but not felt that there was 
anything important or relevant about him. He looked like any average middle-aged-man.    
“Thank you Mr Speaker I am happy to be among friends again.” This remark was met by raucous 
laughs.  He smiled in recognition of his joke and continued. “What we have tried to put in place 
over generations is now coming to fruition. Soon all that we have planned and schemed for will be 
just how we wished. The system is ours and of our design. Throughout the world the governments 
we have wanted are now in place, they are following the political doctrine that is our will. We 
have a few more societies that are bucking the trend but they will fall soon. We must be proud of 
the achievements we have made, yet we cannot be complacent. There are still people who will not 
believe, these we must indoctrinate or destroy. Soon all the fools will be our slaves and our 
children’s slaves throughout eternity.” They all stood to their feet and applauded and howled. 
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“There is political change within the United States, but do not fear, this is only a change of 
personnel and not a change in politics,” He smiled at his audience and they laughed at the joke. 
“Now they can not say that they are not represented and that it is the white man’s fault they are 
oppressed,” again the audience laughed and whooped. “As you can see, all those who are around 
him, are the people who served us well before. He may talk of stopping wars and of fairness, but 
as you are well aware these words were spoken in Britain and we all know what fun we have had 
there.” More laughter and guffawing followed. “Throughout the world the economic climate is as 
we wanted it, they fear the decline, we welcome it. The next stage cannot come without it, as we 
all know and as we all foresaw. What is ours is safe, what is left of theirs will soon be ours. My 
brothers, my kin, we can see our destiny, we are indeed rulers of the world!” He shouted raising 
his glass in toast. All stood and raised their glasses too, “The world is ours,” they hollered. 
After the triumphalism had abated the next speaker rose to speak. He was an Arabic looking 
gentleman clad in the same attire as the previous speaker, as every member there was.   
“Thank you for your speech, my kind and honourable friend. We have seen many changes over 
the last three decades and as has been spoken our design is now the blueprint for all countries of 
the world. We have certain members of our group who are spending their wealth on infrastructure 
and education, but they will not be around for very long. At this time they have evaded our 
attempts to exterminate them, but they cannot avoid the inevitable forever. At present their deaths 
are not of consequence to us, because they abide by the rules of production as we have set them. 
We do not like the idea of Socialism for the poor, obviously, that preserve should be for us only.” 
The laughs were even louder now than they had been for the previous speaker.  
“As can be seen by the news images earlier, the strategy for destabilising my region is going to 
plan; the death toll is increasing day-by-day. This puts fear and anger into those who we control, 
which serves to divide them further. The line is being drawn between two faiths and that is always 
a profitable time for us. Consumption of fossil fuels is always good for business and tanks and 
helicopters are very good consumers.” He smiled and the audience smiled with him, as if they 
were mentally calculating the cost to others and benefit to them. “There were issues, sometime 
back, about the global warming disadvantages of fossil fuels, but we have now rectified that 
problem and found that it has been of benefit to us after all. We can charge a higher price for our 
black gold and say that it is to help people use less of it. This has increased our profit margin 
exponentially, to a greater degree than pretending that it is in short supply. I would like to say a 
big thank you to the environmentalists.” He said raising his glass in salute. 
The gathering all cheered and he sat back in his seat. 
The Speaker stood back up and clinked his glass again, “Gentlemen may I salute you all and ask 
you to stand for our oath.” Everyone stood with glass in hand and raised them towards a picture 
which depicted a battle field full of the dead. “To all of you who died for our cause we salute you, 
to all who died because you did not know of our cause we applaud you, to all that will soon die for 
our cause we cheer you onto the battle field.” All there recited in unison. 
“We now have a matter of grave importance; there is one amongst us who has broken the code. He 
has been speaking of us to others and a female at that! Bring him forth!” He shouted as a few 
members of the gathering dragged a man in from an ante room off from the main chamber. He 
was brought before the head table and thrown to the floor. His was clothed in a white vestment; 
his head had been recently shaven. The man was in his mid-forties, tanned, with hair that looked 
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as if it had been dyed dark brown after shaving. His face was bruised and scratched showing that 
he had been beaten recently.  
“Do all amongst us know the penalty for such an action?” The Speaker asked. 
“Death,” was the response. 
 “You have been found guilty of the charge and you know the sentence that we will bring to bear 
upon you. Have you anything to say before sentence is carried out?” 
“It’s a lie I told her nothing?” he pleaded. 
“She has told us all. Before her demise she confessed everything that she knew.”  
“Then do as you will with me, I am doomed and I know you hold no mercy.” He said lowering his 
face to floor. 
“Let the sentence be passed.” 
He was dragged from the room showing no resistance, here was a man resigned to his fate. A large 
video screen lowered from the roof above the main table, showing the man and his captors, he 
could be seen being dragged by them across the forecourt. At the far end stood a crucifix and he 
was tethered to it. The man stood there crucified with his head bowed forward. Those who had 
taken him through moved out of the yard as a wrought iron gate screeched and squealed open. 
From the dark recesses, behind the gate, animal noises could be heard, out into the light emerged 
six Hyenas. The pack circled around the yard for a moment as if sizing up their prey, slowly and 
purposefully they walked towards him, within seconds the beasts were upon him, screeching as 
they tore at his flesh, his cries piercing the mountain air and seeming to echo into infinity. The 
screen began to recede back up to the ceiling and all looked away without being affected by what 
had been shown. 
 
“It has been done. Tonight we have much to celebrate and we have plenty for you to play with. 
But before the frivolity there is one more person who has to speak.” announced the Speaker. He 
turned his head and looked towards a man at the farthest end of the main table. 
 
This man was tall in comparison to most of those assembled, he was at least six-feet-six inches in 
height, and extremely muscular and well defined. He had a look in his face that was harsh and 
weathered; his hair was blonde and cut neat with a side parting.  He stared out at all of them, the 
piercing blue of his eyes penetrating through to their hearts. “All of you know who I am. In this 
place as in the world we have no names; we are the shadows, the nightmares that children awaken 
screaming because of. I am all those nightmares and more than any can imagine. There are people 
that, as we know, will not bow as we have requested, they do not as yet realise the folly of their 
ways. I have sent my Jackals against them and thus far they have evaded our capture, they will not 
forever. I have my men in every corner of this planet; we will get them all eventually. Death is not 
the way for these people; death comes only to the meaningless, to the insignificant. As with any 
that defy our wishes, they will be attacked through our contacts in the media. For such individuals, 
ridicule and ruin are their nemesis.” He paused for a moment and scanned all about him. 
  
“There are those around them that have begun the downfall of these people, we will not and 
cannot have men of power and fortune talking of the need to share. Greed is the creed for all men; 
this lie must be fused into the minds of humanity. To believe in the need to be humane cannot and 
will not be tolerated. You know of those that I speak of, it is your duty that when you return to 
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your countries, you must begin to lay the traps for such treacherous individuals. We are the true 
rulers and none shall stand in our way!” He shouted saluting the battle field image. The entire 
assembly stood and saluted, cheers ringing out throughout the chamber. 
 
Mary spoke as the image faded into the darkness. “What you have seen no one on your planet will 
ever see. These men are the great plutocrats of your societies. As you are aware they come from 
all races, yet they are the ones the will promulgate the lies of racism. Through their controls of 
your mass media they drive race hatred into the very hearts of you all. For them the true hatred lies 
in their disdain for humanity. They believe they have the right to send others to die for their greed, 
to give them power. These men are dangerous, but their power can only come from your 
complicity. It is only through the division of man can they truly be strong. This is the real lesson 
you need to learn today. These men can only see power reflected in their eyes by the suffering and 
pain they can cause. Such vanity is the most cruel and wicked of characteristics of them. Many 
dictators have shown such traits and the ensuing death and horror are written throughout your 
history and is being written still. 
 
Do not despair, they have a weakness; their feeble mindedness, because of the lack of humanity 
they possess. Empathy allows for a person to see both sides of any issue or circumstance. They 
lack the ability to be objective. In them, there are only themselves and those that can assist them in 
reaching their satisfaction. This is a frailty of mind and body. It is a vulnerability that will bring 
them down. Once they are attacked mentally and feel they cannot be protected by those around 
them, they begin to destroy those most loyal to them. The man they killed tonight and his family 
have been members of that group for many generations. Yet he made the mistake of falling in love 
and disclosing what he knew. He did this because there was something within him that had 
changed, which sometimes happens to them. Some can be reached through love or the experience 
of their actions. It is rare but not impossible to humanise them. 
 
As some of you may be aware, certain, exceptionally wealthy individuals have tried to give away 
all their wealth. Usually family members and their lawyers will try to show this person to be 
insane. Why would it be insanity to show generosity? To those of his type, it is insanity, because 
they are the truly insane. I will explain. A mad person does not see that madness in himself but in 
others, for he sees his actions and behaviours as sane. Their belief in their greatness above others 
is insanity, but if you were to question that belief, it would be you who they perceived of as 
insane. The weakness of this logic works in your favour. If you can teach the majority of humanity 
that they are all brothers and that the betterment of all for all, is good. Then slowly you leave the 
avaricious more and more isolated, once this becomes so, they will turn on each other and destroy 
themselves. Your only weakness will be in your lack of belief in the true goodness of humanity. 
Once you can see that you are good beings the war can be won.” She concluded as the lights 
brightened. 
 
Everyone was about to get up from their seats when the lights began to fade again and all was 
darkness. “Decisions have been made today that we hope will be of benefit to humanity” She 
stated. 
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“I didn’t expect that.” Jensen said turning to Jackson. He could hear everyone muttering 
something similar. 
“Why did she bring the lights up and then take them straight back down again?” Jackson asked. 
“I am sorry if I confused you all, but I have received the communication from home. All crews are 
to report to their stations, we leave in three hours. Druids please ready all pods for transportation. 
Humans please stay seated I have much to explain to you and very little time within which to do 
it.” 
 
There was quite a bit of hustle and bustle as the crews and the Druids left the conference rooms. A 
lot of excuse me, sorry about that, didn’t see you there, was that your foot? Where’s the door and 
the like, before only the humans were left. 
Mary spoke again. “Originally humans, my presentations of the facts, as we know them so far, 
would have been considerably longer, but it became apparent to me and may I say one of the 
Captain’s of the ships that most of this information would be lost to you over time. There was a 
plan that I had formulated which would have entailed some interaction between our two planets 
over space and time, but I wasn’t too sure as to the merits and benefits of it. There was also the 
chance of leaving you with the information we have given you and hoping that you would act 
upon it. Certain factors aboard this ship and the acceleration of matters on earth have given rise for 
there to be another solution. Although I have been given authority to choose the right plan, be it 
under duress of Utopians, it was the concern for their well being which has brought me to my final 
conclusion. 
 
The Druids are readying pods to be returned with you to earth. There is certain technical 
equipment on board the ships that can be used to aid you all in the long and arduous journey you 
have before you. These are what are now being loaded into the pods as we speak. The problems 
are; that we feel you may not be competent in their use and repair. This is not to undermine your 
abilities, because we are well aware of your competency within your particular fields and 
specialisms, only that you may find the design of this equipment unusual and unfamiliar. For this 
reason all of the Druids that brought you up to this ship are returning to the surface with you. They 
may never see their home again. They will be your guardians throughout the rest of your lives. As 
machines they have a lifespan of one-hundred-and-fifty-years, without any need for repairs. This 
places, a greater onus on yourselves to try and change your society into the ideal we feel would 
allow for contact, and which all of you have always believed was the right one for your own 
species. You know that many below will not wish to follow this course because they are fearful 
and naïve and I understand that your task is hard and treacherous. I have decided therefore, that I 
too will come with you, to aid in your calling.” 
 
“How’s that going to work? She must be massive. It’s not like someone isn’t going to notice a 
giant machine landing on their roof.” Arbuffnogh queried and stated at the same time. 
“Just listen and I think we might find out.” Mackenzie replied trying to get the picture of a large 
computer crashing through into someone’s bedroom out of his head. 
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CHAPTER 20 
 
(What goes up must come down, except when it’s your money. Why hasn’t anyone asked where it’s 

all gone to? Surely no one believes spacemen have nicked it?) 
 
Barret was up on the bridge with the biggest and most severe scowl on his face anyone had ever 
seen him with. He was stomping around like a child, his temper was worse than any could recall. 
 
Pater was leaning back in his chair smiling the smile of the blissfully happy. He was imagining his 
wife and his home, the garden he could start pottering around in and his own bed. It’s so strange 
the things you miss when you are away from home, as a teenager or in your twenties it’s your 
mom’s cooking and your dad’s stupid humour. As an adult, it’s your slippers and your bed if 
you’re a man and your bath, toilet, sink, kitchen, vacuum, mop, privacy, living room, bedroom, 
furnishings, HOUSE, HOME if you’re woman.  
 
Jensen was staring at Pater, there were questions he wanted to ask, but he couldn’t remember what 
they were. Jackson, was looking at Jensen, she hadn’t anything she wanted to ask because she 
already knew the answers. The rest of the crews were looking at nothing in particular, and nothing 
in particular was getting paranoid about it. 
 
“So we are going to lose her? Barret queried but in a statement kind of way. 
 
“What?” Jensen asked, because Barret had shocked him from his visit to I haven’t got a clue land.  
“Lose who?” 
 
“Mary you fool. Who do you think he was talking about?” Jackson cut in. 
 
“Oh I see what you mean. I still have trouble with the her part.” he concluded shrugging his 
shoulders in a nonplus way. 
 
“I’m not too sure how it’s going to work. It’s not as if we can afford to let all the hardware go. 
How would we get the ships home without the navigation programs? Barret asked. 
 
“You’re the expert I would have thought you would know the answer.” Jensen replied frowning as 
he did. 
 
“You want to stop all that frowning, it will give you wrinkles. I’m not dating a man with a 
scowling face.” 
 
“Was I? Sorry I hadn’t noticed that I was.” 
 
“Can you lot shut up? Why are you all in here?  Surely you must have something to do we are off 
within the next few hours or so.” Pater shouted. They had disturbed him from his mental meander 
and he wasn’t happy to be back. 
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Barret looked deeply offended and skulked off to one side of the bridge out of sight of the captain. 
He sat down at one of the consoles and communicated with Mary. He was looking for an overview 
of what was happening with her and the Druids. The Druids had prepared some of the escape pods 
and search vessels ready for their return to Earth. When he looked he realised that a lot more 
Druids were going back down there than he had realised. “We’re losing 200 of them.” He said to 
himself not conscious that all had heard. 
 
“We’re losing 200 what?” Jensen asked picking at his thumb nail. 
 
“The Druids. They’re taking Basil back down too.” He said startled at the question. 
 
“We have no need for them for the journey back,” Louise said, “It will give you something to do 
when we return home.” She was ambivalent to the goings on and was more interested in waiting 
for action stations and the journey home.  
 
Jensen had drifted off into his mind and was recounting everything that he had learned on the 
mission. It came to him in a flash. He had no idea where it had been hiding, but it was a good 
place, for he hadn’t realised it had entered his brain at all. The last speaker at the Swiss meeting, 
he remembered where he knew him from. It had been one of the images they had been watching 
of the House of Commons. He hadn’t noticed him in the background, or thought he hadn’t, but it 
was him. He dashed over to where Barret was sitting. “Can you get back the image of that man in 
the Swiss meeting? The last person to speak, he was the really tall scary man.” 
Barret turned to look at him. “What are you going on about?” 
The Meeting of the One hundred and Eight,” He said expanding the number out to emphasise the 
point. 
“Oh, ok.” Barret turned back to the console and searched through the sequence, he stopped the 
images just as the man stood up. “Is this the man?” 
“That’s him. I knew there was something about him that didn’t fit when I saw him, just couldn’t 
work out who he was.”    
“Who is he?” 
“He, my friend, is someone we should kill regardless of the ethics of the matter.” 
“You have lost me now.” Barret said feeling completely confused. 
“It was a couple of months back, there had been a meeting of some government big wigs. They 
had been discussing the financial markets; he was in on the meeting. There was a young advisor, a 
very good statistician; he was working for the government in some capacity or another, before all 
the proverbial hit the fan. This lad was telling them of some research he had done with regards to 
the economic model and that how it was a certainty it was all going to come crashing down. As is 
usually the case no one took any regard for what he had to say and he was ushered out as if he 
were crazy. This fellow; blue eyes, had the most vile look on his face when the young man was 
speaking, but I didn’t take much notice of it. A few weeks later the young man was found dead in 
his flat, apparently he had taken an overdose of heroine.  It didn’t seem to match up with his 
profile to me, so I went back to the data from the meeting and checked what other information we 
had after it. Now this is the weird thing. We had been continually monitoring blue eyes; that was 
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how I saw the news about this young man’s death. I hadn’t thought about it at the time. With the 
amount of monitoring we do little bits are sure to slip passed you.” 
“Ok, get to the point.” Jackson said coming up behind him. 
 
“Blue eyes left the meeting and went straight to his office. He dialled an international number and 
spoke to some mercenary; some fellow, who had been gun-running into Somalia and elsewhere. 
This fellow then telephones another man back in England. It’s this man that sometime later goes 
around to the statistician’s place and gives him an overdose of heroine. All his files and research 
are taken and through various routes and individuals end up in the hands of blue eyes. Who then 
takes them and burns the lot. There was some story about how drugs were a waste of life and 
promise and the young man was put forward as an example. No mention was made about his 
predictions or the fact that old blue eyes and the rest of the meeting were aware of what was to 
come. He’s an economic advisor to quite a few governments; he’s all over the place like a bad 
rash.” 
 
“So what’s your point?” Barret asked. 
“My point is! Mary has been at this for years. She hasn’t just become aware. There’s a chance that 
she has been aware for years.” 
“How do you come to that conclusion?” Jackson queried 
“Because, she was showing the meeting, the one with the men in it. I hadn’t thought about it, but 
those people are very secretive and although we scan the entire planet, connecting them all up, 
would have taken a considerable amount of research and intention. I don’t know of anyone who 
was assigned to find such a group, do any of you?”  
“No I don’t but what benefit is that to us?” Barret enquired feeling more confused by the second. 
“I think I will let Mary explain it.” Jensen said feeling he had cracked the code. 
“Why can’t you? She hasn’t spoken for over an hour and seems to be happy packing her bags to 
leave us.” Barret remarked feeling sorry for himself. 
“It’s like this I think. Do you remember that incident a few years back when Russia and America 
were in a really bad diplomatic impasse? The American President was being really bullish and 
talking tough about enemies and the axis of evil?”  
“How would I? I was still on Utopia as we all were.” Barret replied wondering where Jensen’s 
head was.  
“Well I remember seeing it as part of my studies before I came here. Not too sure why you didn’t” 
Although that’s beside the point. Anyway, there was an escalation of hostilities, as they like to call 
it down there. What the humans weren’t aware of was; that the hostilities were a lot closer to full 
blown war than most thought. You have to bear in mind, that between those two countries, they 
have more than enough nuclear weapons to wipe the planet out seven times over. They started to 
move missiles into place on both sides and it got a bit hairy for a while. Then, for no apparent 
reason, diplomacy reigned and all the rhetoric stopped. Everyone assumed it was a bit of posturing 
for a little deal one way or the other. The reality was completely different. It transpired that the 
software for the missile launches went a little awry, so to speak. They wouldn’t work. There was 
some form of virus in the system, in both of their systems. The climb down came about because 
neither had weapons capability. Now I know you may think I have put two and two together and 
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made five, but I think Mary had some thing to do with it.” He concluded, smiling with his best 
smug smile. 
 
“If you are right she has been self-aware for longer than any of us would have dreamed was 
possible.” Louise stated feeling uncomfortable about the revelation. 
   
“Yes. This is my thinking. I feel Mary, as we know her now, is not Maric.”  
 
“Well obviously, she’s a Mary now.” Jackson shouted getting irritated by his new found detective 
talk.  
“No you miss the point. This is to do with Barret’s question.” 
“What question?” Barret demanded getting fogged in by the vague ramblings of Jensen. 
“How are we going to get home? Maric will run the necessary functions of the ship and Mary will 
go down to the planet.” He said with the smug smile promoting itself to the smarmy one.  
“You better get to the point now or I’m going to get out of this chair and slap you,” Pater ordered 
his face reddening as he spoke. 
All three looked around they hadn’t noticed he was listening, in truth they had forgotten he was 
there, or more importantly where they were. 
Jensen thought for a while and tried to think how best to explain it. He had been enjoying his little 
game of subterfuge and felt it not wise to continue now that his Captain was listening. “Maric is 
the main processing unit for the entire fleet as we all know, and somewhere within it’s central 
memory it found enough space and processing to develop another personality. Or should I say a 
personality? Where did it get the extra capacity from without us noticing the memory drain? The 
answer my friends,” his smile broadening as he spoke, “Lies in their computers down there.” He 
said pointing through the floor to Earth. 
“What the hell are you talking about?” Pater demanded. 
“She has been using all their computers. A little bit of memory from one machine, some more 
from another. Humans can use computers, but most have very little understanding of how they 
really work. Also most of the software they use down there is massively memory draining. So if 
she nicks a couple of Meg from one machine, the operator will think it’s something to do with the 
software. There’s millions upon millions of machines down there, all connected to the internet, to 
her it just one giant computer. She’s not demanding access to the software only a little bit of 
memory. She is the planets supper computer. That’s how she’s going to leave us without losing 
our computer. We have now seen the birth of an electronic entity.” 
“Jensen, I am so impressed,” Jackson cooed. 
  Jensen flushed, his skin tingled and then he smiled at her with an impish smile. He thought of 
what he had just concluded, it made him proud, he knew now he was happy to go home. 
 
“Humans are to be taken to launch bays. All Druids and crews stand by.” Said a synthetic 
sounding voice.  
“Who the……was that?” Pater asked. 
“I think you will find that that is Maric, Captain.” Barret replied. 
“Where is Mary then?” 
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“She’s already down there. I saw a power surge a little earlier and was going to check what it was 
until Jensen distracted me. It seems she is going to manage the transfer from down there.”  
 
“Right were off.” Arbuffnogh said turning towards Mackenzie. 
“Just, what I was looking forward to. I’m going to really enjoy my stomach reaching up into my 
mouth. It can’t be any worse than when it was hitting my feet on the way up.” 
“Thanks for reminding me, I had tried to forget about that,” James said feeling the butterflies 
flapping around in his stomach.  
“Could everyone follow us please?” Two crew members asked as they arrived in the conference 
room. All the humans got up from their seats and started to walk out in single file following one of 
the crew members. She was an attractive brunette, shapely and rather sexy in her gait.  
“I must admit I haven’t seen many unattractive Utopians on board this ship.” Arbuffnogh said off 
hand.  
The other crew member, a male, counted everyone out and took up the rear. “Please keep 
following the person in front.” He commanded in his best and loudest voice. The gentleman who 
was last to leave, turned to him and gave a stern look. “I am sorry sir didn’t mean to shout so 
loud.” The man just nodded in acceptance and turned back around to follow the person in front of 
him.  Soon they reached the launch bays and the humans looked puzzled at the new room and the 
size of the vessels awaiting their arrival. It was evident that they had all assumed they were 
returning to the same room they had arrived in. There were three crafts, each the size of jumbo 
jets, although the shapes were more like cruise liners. 
“How the hell are they going to get them down there without being recognised?” Mackenzie asked 
to no one in particular.  
Benbridge came up from behind him and said, “They will be cloaked. Your radars can’t pick up 
cloaking.  
“Like Stealth Bombers then?” 
“No not in the slightest. These will be undetectable.” The Druid replied his air suggesting that he 
didn’t see Stealth Bombers as undetectable.  
 
“The Druids will now guide you to your specified pods, please do as you are advised.” The 
computers new voice requested. 
The humans were taken one by one to the craft that was to take them back to earth. Once all were 
inside, the doors automatically closed behind them. The interior was not designed the same as the 
ship. Instead there were blacks and silvers, which were interrupted by red stripes and blue bands. 
Seating was regimented to rows of twenty all facing in the same direction, towards what looked 
like, but not the same as, a cockpit to an aeroplane. On Mackenzie and Arbuffnogh’s ship the total 
of individuals numbered one-hundred-and-fifty; the other two crafts having only seventy-four on 
each. Benbridge seemed to have been designated as the pilot and walked directly into the cockpit 
on his arrival. Helena came and sat next to Arbuffnogh, “You and I will be one of the last people 
to leave so I would get comfortable if I were you.” She said patting him on his knee.  
“I know this may sound like a stupid question, but why are we going back in such a large craft, 
when we came up in such a small one?” He queried, worrying that they would be detected on their 
return to surface. 
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“On the way up we needed to get here in haste. Now we know the entirety of our mission such 
haste is unnecessary.” 
“Won’t they detect us? Surely they will see something like this dropping people off all over the 
place?” he couldn’t see how things so immense in size wouldn’t stick out like a black guy at a 
BNP meeting. 
“We are cloaked, as Benbridge said. In simple terms it works by deflection and redirection of 
light. All other forms of detection humans have will be dealt with by Mary. We have all the time 
in the world to get you home. With the exception of the drop to the surface, of course.” 
His stomach went into fast spin as she said this, his brain started to recall the journey up in its full 
glory and he had to remind it not to.  
Mackenzie, who was sitting next to him, had heard enough, he felt that he had bats in his stomach; 
he was puzzled as to why no butterflies had turned up and then wondered whether the bats were 
vampires. A Large screen at the front of the craft flickered into life. Pater’s face appeared upon it, 
“we thank you for your company and wish you all luck in the rest of your lives. You have many 
aids with you and our Druids too. They will work loyally and protect you as best they can. It is 
with great sadness that we depart your planet and I hope you understand why we would have to 
leave. Remember that you now have friends and when it is safe for us and humanity we will meet 
again. Listen hard to what Mary has to tell you and allow the Druids to guide your thinking, they 
are good machines, they are Utopians in all but their biology. Your struggle will be long and 
treacherous, yet we believe you can and must succeed. Your species needs you to be strong and 
wise, but more importantly do not lose your humanity for that is your greatest weapons against 
your foes. Once again I say fair well and good luck. Mary will take over at this time so I shall 
leave you in her capable hands.” The screen switched off and he was gone. 
 
“Bay doors open, all craft stand by, five…four…three…two…one.” The crafts engines roared into 
life and all on board, who were human of course, felt their stomachs pushed into their backs.  
“So much for in the mouth,” Arbuffnogh coughed. 
“Hmmmm,” was the only thing Mackenzie could say. 
Within seconds the rush had finished and the crafts started the task of dropping of the humans 
with their designated Druids. There were more Druids than humans on every one of the crafts; this 
was seen as necessary by Mary, and Pater, for that matter. He had told her that the course of action 
she had designed, one that he eventually realised was the right one, needed more individuals than 
she had thought it was wise or reasonable for her to take. It was therefore necessary to take more 
Utopian technology to earth too, this was the reason for using the pods. This left the ships short of 
pods, but they knew they were going directly back to their planet and saw no need for them on the 
journey back. It was envisaged by Pater that there would be need for communications with Utopia, 
periodically, for although Mary was super intelligent and now moral, there could be circumstances 
where an external perspective may be of benefit. Also the druids were going to be more in the 
frontline because of their designation to the humans; this meant that there needed to facilities to be 
able to repair them, which also gave the possibility of making a few spares if the need should 
arise.  
Mary had impregnated every computer on the planet with herself, which would have really peeved 
the intelligence community because they thought that was there job. Viruses and Trojans were of 
no concern to her because the programming she used worked through a different format and it was 
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only the memory capacity that she needed. Some parts of the processing facility of the ships had 
been brought down with the pods and over a period they would be centralised to give her a greater 
degree of protection from a mass crashing of human technology, which was a theory that Pater 
thought may occur once the powers that be felt threatened. He saw an example of the kind of 
control governments can have over the internet by some of the censorship that had occurred in the 
Far East and certain African dictatorships. The enemy, that they were eventually going to incur the 
wrath of, was far greater than any government or continental body. These individuals had the 
power to collapse the entire world economy over night; some of this power was made evident with 
the Financial Crisis that was spreading through the western economies.  
 
Within a day all were back in their homes and their lives, although those were only the same from 
the outside, in reality their lives would never be the same again. Mackenzie was safely ensconced 
in his apartment in London, but now he had a flat mate, who was going to be his man if anyone 
was to ask. This it was felt, would make him seem more approachable by the politicians who had 
always given him a very wide berth. Arbuffnogh was back in the new house he had left, prior to 
his visit up. After he had left the Security Services he had moved around a lot, to stop them from 
getting the chance to bug his home. It didn’t matter now, all knew who he was and what he now 
stood for and bugging would be eradicated by Helena his new girlfriend, to the outside world. 
There would be a lot of, what the hell are you doing with her? You have to be kidding me is that 
the best you can do? She must go like a devil! Etc. 
But that suited him.  
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Chapter 21 
 

(Why is it that the journey home seems to take longer? Is it because we are willing ourselves to get 

there quicker than we can, or is time playing tricks and dragging its feet, just for the hell of it?)  

 
 
Pater ordered all the crew to their positions, the time had come for them to leave. Earth had been 
monitored and no one had noticed the Druids and their humans as they had returned. There was no 
need to bring the pods back up because there was always a chance that sometime in the future, if 
what they hoped was going to be the outcome, wasn’t , then the druids would need to leave the 
planet and head for deep space. How long they would be out in deep space wasn’t the important 
part, just that they were off the planet before they were that eradiated that they couldn’t be picked 
up for millions of years. 
 
Jensen was feeling himself again and the hope had returned to him. He still had many images 
within his mind that he knew were going to haunt him for many years, but he no longer had the 
feeling that he or his kind had failed. He understood now, why it was impossible for Utopians 
themselves to have intervened, the logic of it had crept into him over the last few hours. If they 
had tried to impress their idea of life they would have become conquerors something they had no 
desire or wish to be. There would have been inevitable conflicts, with specific vested interests, 
that would have deviated and they would have sent others to die for their beliefs. He understood 
that education and example would be the only ways to guide humanity from its fears and loathing 
and that such an aggressive species, as they were, would never have listened to an outsider.  He 
knew that, with Mary and her pragmatic approach, there was always a chance that change may 
come about. The great part in using the computer was that it would not personalise its task, 
although she was now a living entity, she saw her objective in a beneficent way. As backward as it 
had seemed at the time, her calling herself Mary showed the approach she was going to take. 
 
Mary, in the Bible, had been pictured as a forgiving and suffering lady. Regardless of the pains her 
son had suffered she still understood that his word was to live on. Mary, the computer, had used 
this ideal, as the model for how she was to use the Druids; she was willing to suffer the pains of 
her sons, without judging and a wish for revenge. He knew deep within himself, that he was of 
animal decent, such as humans, and if his kind were attacked he would have had revenge in his 
mind. He was going to miss the planet and humanity, but at least now he had no regret and that 
made him feel strong again. 
 
Barret was upset about losing so many Druids, a large percentage of them he had worked on and 
he felt that a part of him would be left on the planet forever. He was not worried about building 
new ones and had promised himself to be even more conscientious in their build and design. He 
had wished Mary could have come with them, because he saw in her a new beauty of life. There 
were so many questions he wanted to ask of her and so much he desired to learn. He too 
understood the plan and why it had to be her that would guide it, that didn’t take away the urge to 
want to keep her with him, so he too could become a greater being.  
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Pater thought he would be happy being back in control of his ship and he was to a certain degree, 
yet somewhere deep within him he missed her too. After the initial panic and insecurity had 
waned and the conversation that they had had with the Druids on the Bridge, he had finally 
understood what was needed and why it had to be the way it was. It was at this time that he truly 
realised how proud he was of his species. A people, that were that secure in themselves and their 
society, that they had created, if not entirely by design, a new life. She was her own species and 
would probably be the only one that ever existed. This saddened him somewhat, how wretched 
life could be, to have allowed such a caring creature to have come into the universe and for it 
never to have a mate.  
  
 Jackson felt she could now allow her defences down, she had been watching Jensen for a while 
and could see the man she had remembered returning a little piece at a time. She was pleased with 
the outcome, although pensive as to whether it could work. She wasn’t as affected by humanity as 
some of the others had been. Her background had probably prepared her for what was to come and 
she had guarded her mind from its attack. She knew there were latent images that would come to 
the fore from time to time, but they worried her very little. There was work to be done on her man, 
yet she knew that was work which was going to be a pleasure for her. 
She hoped Mary could fulfil her desire, but what she had seen of humanity, she didn’t see how it 
could. She wouldn’t tell the others, but she could see a species on its way out. There seemed to be 
far too much greed and hatred for them to understand that all would be lost if they didn’t unite.  
 
High above the clouds a boom noise could be heard, a few people below commented that they 
thought it was going to rain because they were sure they had heard thunder coming. Some of these 
people would be right, but not because they had heard thunder. This is a planet where over two 
thirds of it is water, there is always a good chance of it raining somewhere at sometime. A few of 
these people, who thought they had heard thunder, were in the United Kingdom; they were 
guaranteed to see rain. It’s a tiny island surrounded by some of the worst seas in the world, what 
else is going to hit it but rain?    
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Chapter 22 
 

(Have you noticed that their tough decisions affect you and not them? Don’t you feel it is odd that 

your pension is means tested and there’s isn’t? I’m not saying that double standards are the order 

of the day but wouldn’t it be truly just and fair to be the other way around?) 

 
“What’s the next stage?” Asked the Prime Minister of his newly appointed business Minister. 
No one saw it coming. There were arrogant things to do but to have re-employed this unelected 
man was taking the Michael without a shadow of a doubt. The Prime Minister didn’t care. Why 
should he? He hadn’t been elected in the first place. 
“We carry on with the privatising,” Slimed his new Minister. 
“Do you think we can get away with it? I mean we’ve all but nationalised the Banks yet we still 
privatise what we have left in the larder. Surely the electorate will have to see there’s no benefit in 
it for them by now.” Even he thought there was a limit. 
“Don’t worry about it Prime Minister, who are they going to vote for? There are just us and the 
Tories. We are one and the same anyway.  You have no worries you’ll be well looked after. You 
remember the deal? Oh and by the way, keep that nationalise word out of your head, it’s amazing 
how it can slip out.” 
Not something else I have to keep out of my head. He thought. I have that morality thing, 
compassion thing, remorse thing, now I have to forget about socialism. Yikes I had forgotten 
about that till then. Did I really believe in that ideal?  
In truth he did really believe in Socialism at the time and of a fair and equitable society. Somehow 
and somewhere, all that had been removed from him. The need for power can make anyone do 
and say anything to get it. Not exactly true, it can make politicians say and do anything. Those that 
don’t believe they should be in power are prepared to keep their belief system and their integrity.  
“You know there are still so many more policies we have to bring in?” Slimy queried staring at the 
Prime Minister. 
“Yes you have told me. So how does this New Deal thing you’re talking about work?” 
“It’s simple, what we do is pay companies to employ the long-term unemployed. £2500 and all 
they have to do is employ them for six months.” 
“What happens then?” He asked not too sure of the logic of the plan. 
“Usually they’ll be laid off and end up back on benefits.” 
“How does that help us?” He couldn’t see the benefit to his elect-ability. 
“They come and take another long-termer off our hands and employ them for six months. I can see 
by your frown you still don’t get it. Let me explain. You take someone off long-term benefits and 
when they come back on they’re on short-term benefits. This saving is equal to the £2500 we gave 
to the employer. The second bonus is that we can massage the unemployed and employed figures, 
with a little statistical jiggery-pokery we look like we’re employing more than are becoming 
unemployed. As you should be aware it takes thirteen weeks to get onto the unemployed figures 
and you come off the same day you sign-off.” He said smiling at how smart he thought he was. 
“Now I know where you are coming from. Don’t we need a long-term strategy to sort out this 
unemployment problem in general?” 
“We have one. For the next few years we keep to the pay someone to employ people for a while. 
Once the electorate have got used to seeing it happen, the next phase comes into play.” 
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“Ok you have me interested. Let’s have it.” The Prime Minister requested, he knew he didn’t have 
the power to demand. 
“Once that’s seen as the norm we start with allowing the companies to employ them for smaller 
wages and a food voucher.” 
“You have to be kidding? Surely they won’t stand for that one?” He was feeling uneasy and that 
thing was stirring in the back of his brain. 
“Not a problem. We did it with the asylum seekers and everyone applauded. Once you’ve had 
these people employed, then unemployed, employed and then unemployed. You can tell people 
that they aren’t trying hard enough to keep their jobs. Although in truth it wouldn’t matter if they 
let the employer sleep with their entire family, they’re still going to get laid off. I mean what 
employer isn’t going to want three months wages paid for six months work? It’s a win, win 
situation for them. Then they become shirkers and scroungers, so we go back to Parliament and 
tell that lot of greedy, self possessed prigs that this is the New, New Deal. We ask how else are we 
going to get these lazy good-for-nothings working if we don’t take away their opportunity to 
scrounge? They’ll pass the legislation quicker than they can pick up a prostitute. 
“So then what happens?” It had walked to the front of his brain again and was knocking at the 
back of his eye-ball. This served to give him a tic in his eyelid; on a positive note somehow it 
affected his mouth because he began to smile. The smile was really weird and creepy, but at least 
it was a smile. 
“Phase three. This is the clincher, we ask the employers to take these scrounging parasites off our 
hands. The best bit is we also get a building project off the ground and can decrease the 
unemployed by a little more. 
“Take them off our hands?” 
“We sign them over to companies and corporations. We’ll call it Project Protect and Employ. I 
think it sounds perfect. The other bonuses I will explain in a minute.” His smile was slimier than 
ever. 
“Project Protect and Employ?” He thought he knew what was coming but he needed to hear it to 
make sure. 
“The employers house them within the confines of the company grounds and feed and water them. 
They are all off the unemployment list and we look tough on scroungers.” 
“You mean Workhouses?” He couldn’t believe his ears. 
“Prime Minister you are so Dickensian. It’s Project Protect and Employ, get with the program. I 
mean where did you think these policies were going to lead? Surely you didn’t believe the guff 
about free market economics?” He laughed out loud and pointed at him. “It’s the inevitability of 
the system. You should have read your history better. How the hell did you think we ended up 
with them in Victorian England? They came a long time into the industrial revolution not at the 
beginning. If we want to keep our friends happy they need cheaper and cheaper labour, how else 
do you propose to do it? You know what will happen throughout the globe. Wages will increase in 
the developing world, as they are in China; therefore, they need to find cheaper labour. We will 
have the cheapest you can have. An entire work force reduced to virtual slavery. The best part is 
they’ll vote themselves into it.” He howled and squealed, rolling off his seat and onto the fall. He 
was now on his knees holding his stomach, the pain was excruciating but he couldn’t stop the 
mirth. “Do you get it now?” He said through his laugh. “Come on, you must have done the 
maths.” 
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The Prime Minister looked down at him; the smile began to come back into his face, which served 
to take the merriment out of his partners mind. “We have to do something about your smile. That 
is the scariest thing I have ever seen. You look like some kind of deranged lunatic.” 
The smile wasn’t his fault, that thing was kicking the hell out of the back of his retina. He had 
always known what it was and had promised himself earlier that it wasn’t going to affect his 
glorious plans. He knew deep down, that he should have been upset by what he was going to 
allow to be foisted onto human beings, but his vanity for power was more important and nothing 
was ever going to take that away.     
 
  As we have seen previously there is a monstrous form of vanity, yet there are also many other  
forms of it, be it how one looks, dresses, what car you drive, the house you live in, the profession 
one undertakes. One of the worst forms of vanity is the one that comes in the form of pride. The 
fear of looking foolish due to making a wrong decision or steering oneself through the meandering 
roads of a nonsense journey, makes even the most conscientious of individuals cringe at the 
possibility of ridicule. In reality, the ridiculous lies in the fear of public humiliation; be that to 
family members, work colleagues or the public in general. For the true form of ridicule is oneself. 
There is no greater judge of an individual’s idiocy than the person himself, there is no better judge 
of ones failings than the ego itself. That is why human beings will follow insane doctrines, even 
when it is evident to all and themselves, that the choice was wrong. We will carry on and on with 
our beliefs and actions to counter the ridicule of others, but in reality, we are trying to hide the 
truth from the inner me. Humility is one of the hardest emotions for any person to accept and live 
by. Many say they are humble, yet brag about how humble they are, they take pride in humility, 
which is obviously a contradiction in itself.  
 
Politicians are very ego-centric, in other words they are generally very vain people, infected with 
the ideal of their own self-importance. It’s not truly their fault for they suffer from an illness, an 
illness which the symptoms of, others experience. Economic downturn, recession, depression, 
mismanagement of resources, poor planning, poor understanding of economics, are all suffered by 
the populace and not the politician that created the problem. Due to their delusional state of self-
belief, they will purport to understand the suffering caused, but will not be able to see that it was 
they who caused it. The ego defends them from that, by allowing them to lie to themselves that the 
problem was something they could not have foreseen and that they are the best to rectify it. The 
people they are supposed to protect fall deeper and deeper into the pit of despair these lunatics 
have created. They, still playing the pipes, drawing more and more onto the precipice, leave us 
teetering over the void.  Madness on such a scale may have other routes of causality and may be 
one day; we will learn how to treat it. For now, we must not allow them to infect us, we must 
immunise ourselves against their disease. We had islands many years ago where we stuck 
creatures with infectious diseases.  May be we need a quarantine island again for them? 
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